














THE
P O E M S

OF

O S S I A N

TRANSLATED

By JAMES MACPHERSON, Efg.-

IN TWO VOLUMES.

VO IL

A NEW EDITION.

LONDON:

- Printed for A. STrasaw and T CADELL:
And fold by, T. Caperr Jun. and W‘*Du-us, |
(Succeflors to Mr. CADELL,) in the Strand, !
MDCC XCVIL
(Drawback}






CONTENTS

or THE

SECOND VOLUME

TEMOR A, Book L. — — Page 1
Book 1. — — 2y
Book 1IT. — — 47
Book IV. — —_ 67
Book V. — — 89
Book VI. — _— 10§
Book VII. — s - 128
Book VIII.  — — 141
CONLATH axp CUTIIONA, — 163
BERRATIION, —. —_ 171
A DISSERTATION coNCcIRNING THL
ZRA or OSSIAN, — 189
A DISSERTATION C(ONCERNING THR
POEMS or OSSIAN, — 200

A crrricar, DISSERTATION ov 1ue
POEMS or OSSIAN, — 2§3






T E M O R A:
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ARGUMENT to Book I.

Cairbar, the fcn of Borbar-duthul, lord of Atha in Connaught,
the moft potent chief of the race of the Fir-bolg, having
murdered, at Temora the royal palace, Cormac the fon of
Artho, the young king of Ireland, ufurped the throne. Cor-
mac was lineally defcended from Conar the fon of Trenmor,
the great grandfather of Fingal, king of thofe Caledonians
who iuhabited the weftern coalt of beotland. Fingal re-
fented the behavicur of Cairbar, and refolved to pafs over into
Ireland with an a:my, to re-cflablifh the royal family on the
Infh throne. Farly imelligence of his deligns coming to
Cairbar, he ait mbled fome of his tribes in Ulfter, and at the
fame time ordered his brother Cathmer to follow him fpeedily
with an army, from ‘I'emora, Such was the fituation of af-
fairs when the Caledonian invaders appeared on the coaft of
Uliter,

"The poem opens in the morning. Cairbar is reprefented
as retired from the reit of the army, when one of his fcouts
brought him news of the landing of Fingal. He affemibles a
council of bis chiefs, Foldath the chief of Moma haughtily
defrifcs the encmy 3 and is reprimanded warmly by Malthos.
Cuitbar, after hearing their debate, orders a featt to be pre-
pured, to whick, by his bard Olla, he invites Ofcar the fon of
Oifian; refolving to pick a quarrel with that hero, and fo
have fome pretext for killing him.  Ofcar came to the fealt ;
the quarrel happened; the followers of both fought, and
Cairbar and Ofcar fell by mutual wounds. The noife of
the battle reached Fingal’s army. The king came on, to
the relief of Ofcar, and the Irifh fell back to the army of
Cathmor, who was advanced to the banks of the river Lubar,
on the licath of Moi-lena. Fingal, after mourning over his
grandfon, ordercd Ullin the chief of his bards to carry his
body to Morven, to be there interred. Night coming on,
Altiian, the fon of Conachar, relates to the king the particu-
tars of the murder of Cormac. Fillan, the fon of Fingal, is
fent tg obferve the motions of Cathmar by night, which con-

" clugid the ation of the firlt day. The fcene of this book is.

in, near the hill of Mora, which-rofe on the borders of

heath of Moi-lena, in Ulfter,
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HE blue waves of Erin rollin light. The

~. mountains are covered with day. Trees
fhare their dufky heads, in the breeze. Grey
torrents pour their noify ftreams. Two green
hills, with aged oaks, furround a narrow plain.
The blue courle of a ftream is there. On its
banks flood Cairbar* of Atha. His fpear
fupports the king : the red eye of his fear is
fad. Cormac rifes in his foul, with all his
ghaftly wounds. The grey form of the youth
appears in darknefs. Blood pours from his
airy {ide, Cairbar thrice threw his fpear on

#* Cairbar, the fon of Borbar-duthul, was defcended li=’
really from Lathon the chief of the Fir-bolg, the firft co-
Tony who fettled in the fouth of Ircland. The Cacl were in
poiieflion of the northern coaft of that kingdom, and the
firft monarchs of Ireland were of their race. Hence
arofe thofe differences between the two nations, which
terminated, at laft, in the murder of Cormac, and the
ufurpation of Cairbar, lord of Atha, who is mentioned in
this place, *

B 2 “earth.
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carth. Thrice he ftroaked his bread. His
leps are fhort. He often ftops. He tofles
his (inewy arms. He is like a cloud in the
defert, varying its form to every blaft. 'The
allcys are fad around, and fear, by turns, the
fhower! The king, at lcngth, refumed his
foul,  1le took his-pointed {pear. He turned
his eye to Moi-lena. The fcouts of blue
occan came.  They came with fteps of fear,
aud often locked behind,  Cairbar knew that
the mighty werc near! He called his gloomy.
chi. iz,

The founding fleps of his warriors came.
They drew, at once, their fwords. There
Mmlath * flood wirh darkened face. Hidal-

s long hair fighs in the wind. Red-haired
C ormar bends o his fpear, and rolls his fide~
long-looking eyes. Wild is the look of Malthos
from beneath two fhaggy brows. Foldath
Nands, like an oozy rock, that covers its dark
fides with foam. His ipear is like Slimora’s
fir, that meets the wind of heaven. His
fhicid is marked with the ftrokes' of battle.
His red cye dcipiles danger. Thefe and a

< Mov-lath, great in the duy of battle.  Hidalla’y mildly
dooking hero.  Cor-mar, expert at fea.  Malth-os, flow 2o
Jpeak.  Foldath, geverous.

Yoldath, who is here ftrongly marked, makes a great
ﬁgure in the fequel of the poem  His fierce, uncomplye
ing claralter is fuftdined throughout. He feems, from a
P n'l.xge in,the fecond book, to have béen Cairbar’s greateft
coufident, and to havc,had a principal hand in the confpi-
racy againit Cormac king of Ireland.’ His tribe was cne
of the mofl confiderable of the race of the Fir-bolg.

thoufand
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thoufand other chiefs furrounded the king of
Erin, when the fcout of ocean came, Mor-
annal ¥, from ftreamy Moi-lena. His cyes
hang forward from his face. His lips trem-
bling pale!

“ Do the chiefs of Erin ftand,” he foid,
¢ filent as the grove of evening? Stand they,
like a filent wood, and Fingal on the coaft?
Fingal, who is terrible in battle, the king of
fireamy Morven!” ¢ Haft thou {cen the
warrior P’ faid Cairbar with a figh. “ Are
his heroes many on the coaft? Lifts he the
fpear of battle ? Or comes the king in peace ?”
“ In peace he comes not, king of Erin! I
have feen his forward fpear . It is a meteor
of death. " The blood of thoufands is on its
fleel. He came firft to the thore, firong in
the grey hair of age. Tull rofc his finewy
limbs, as he ftrode in his might. That fword
is by his fide, which gives no fecond I wound.

; * Mor-annal, frong breath; a very proper name for a
cout.

+ Mor-annal here alludes to the particular appearance of
Fingal’s fpear. If a man upon his firft landing in a ftrange
country, kept the point of his fpcar forward, it denoted in
thofe days that he came in a ho#tile manner, and accord-
ingly he was treated as an encmy; if he kept the point
behind him, it was a token of friendthip, and ke was im-
mediately invited to the feaft, according to the hofpitality
of the times.

1 This was the famous fword of Fingal, made by
Luno, a {mith of Lothlin, and after him poetically called
the fon of Luno : it is faid of this fword, that it killed a
man at every ftroke 3 and that Fingal never ufed it hut in
times of the greateft danger.

B3 His
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His fhield is terrible, like the bloody moon,
afcending through a florm. Then came Offian,
king of fongs. Then Morni’s fon,the firft of
men. Connal leaps forward on his fpear.
Dermid fpreads his dark-brown locks,  Fillan
bends his bow, the young hunter of fireamy
Moruth. But who is that before them, like
the terrible courfe of a fiream! It is the fon
of Offian, bright between his locks! His
long hair falls on his back. His dark brows
are half-inclofed in fteel. His {fword hangs
Joofe on his fide. His fpear glitters as he
moves. 1 fled from his terrible eyes, king of
high Temora !”

“ Then fly, thou feecble man,” faid Foldath’s
gloomy wrath. * Fly to the grey ftreams of
thy land, fon of the little foul ! Have not1 feen
that Ofcar? I beheld the chief in war. He
is of the mighty in danger: but there are

,others who lift the fpear. Erin has many
fons as brave, king of Temora of groves!
Let Foldath meet him in his ftrength. Let me
ftop this mighty fiream. My fpear is covered
with blood. My fhield is like the wall of
- Tura!”

¢ Shall Foldath ¥ alone meet the foe?” re-
plied the dark-browned Malthos. ¢ Are they
not on our coaft, like the waters of many

* The oppofite charaéters of Foldath and Malthos are
firongly marked in fubfequent parts of the poem. They
appear alvmys.in oppofition, The feuds between their
families, which were 'the fource of their hatred to one
another, are mentioned in other poems,

ftreams?
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fireams? Are not thefe the chiefs, who van-
quithed Swaran, when the fons of green Erin
fled?. Shall Foldath meet their braveft hero?
Foldath of the heart of pride! take the ftrength
of the people! and let Malthos come. My
{word is red with flaughter, but who has heard
my words *?”

“ Sons of green Erin,” faid Hidalla ¥,
“ let not Fingal hear your words. The foe
might rejoice, and his arm be firong in the
land. Ye are brave, O warriors! Ye are tem-
pelts in war. Ye are like ftorms, which meet
the rocks without fear, and overturn the
woods. But let us move in our ftrength, {low
as a gathered cloud! Then fhall the mighty
tremble ; the fpear fhail fall from the hand of
the valiant. We fee the cloud of death, they
will fay, while fhadows fly over their face.
Fingal will mourn in his age. He fhall be-
hold his flying fame. The fteps of his chiefs
will ceale in Morven. The mofs of years
fhall grow in Selma.” '

Cairbar heard their words, in filence, like
the cloud of -a fhower: it ftands dark on
Cromla, till the lightning burfts its fide. The
valley gleams with heaven’s flame ; the fpirits
of the ftorm rejoice. So ftood the filent king

* That is, who has heard my vaunting? He intended
the expreflion as a rebuke to the felf-praife of Foldath.

+ Hidalla was the chief of Clonra,’a fmall difttict on
the banks of the lake of Lego. The beauty of his per-
fon, his eloquence and genius for poetry, are afterwards
mentioned.

134. of
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of Temora ; at length his words broke forth.
¢ Spread the feaft on Moi-lena. Let. my
hundred bards attend. 'Thou red-haired Olla,
take the harp of the king. Go to Ofcar chief
of fwords. DBid Ofcar to our joy. To-day
we feaft and hear the fong: to-morrow break
the fpears! Tell him that I have raifed the
tomb of Cathol ¥; that bards gave his friend
to the winds. Tell him that Cairbar hag heard
of his fame, at the ftream of refounding Ca-
runt. Cathmor{ my brother is not here.

" He

% Cathol the fon of Maromnan, or Moran, was mur-
dered by Cairbar, for his attachment to the family of
Cormac. He had attended Ofcar to the awar of Inis-
thona, where they contradted a great friendfhip for one
another. Ofcar, immediately after the death of Cathol,
bad fent a formal challenge to Cuairbar, which he pru-
dently declined, but conceived a feerét hatred againft Of-
car, and had beforehand contrived to kill him at the feaft,
to which he here invites him.

+ He ailudes to the battle of Ofcar againft Caros, ting
of fbips 3 who is fuppofed to be the fame with Caraufius
the ufurper. .

t Cathmor, great in battle, the fon of Borbar-duthul,
and brother of Cairbar king of Ireland, had, before the
infurrection of the Fir-bolg, pafled cver into Inis-huna,
fuppofed to be a part of South Britain, to aflift Conmor
king of that place againft his enemies. Cathmor was
fuccefsful in the war, but, in the courfe of it, Conmor
was either killed, or dicd a natural death. Cairbar, upon
intelligence of the defigns of Fingal to dethrone him, had
difpatched a meflenger for Cathmor, who returned into
Ireland a few days before the opening.of the poem.

Cairbar here takes advantage of his brother’s abfence,
to perpetuate his ungenerous defigns againft Ofcar ; for
the noblé fpirit of Cathmor, had he bzen prefent, would
not have permitted ¢he laws of that hofpitality, for whilch
« ie
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He is not here with his thoufands, and out
‘armg are weak. Cathmor is a foe to firife at
the feaft! His foul is bright as that fun! But
Cairbar muft fight with Ofcar, chiefs of woody
Temora! His words for Carthol were many:
the wrath of Cairbar burns. He fhall fall on

Moi-lena. My fame fhall rife in blood.”
Their faces brightened round with joy.
They fpread over Moi-lena. The feaft of
thells is prepared. The fongs of bards arife.
The chiefs of Selma heard their joy *. We
: thought

a
he was fo renowned himfelf, to be violated. The bro-
thers form a contraik : we do not deteft the mean foul of
Cairbar more than we admire the difinterefled and gene-
rous mind of Cathmor.

* Fingal’s army heard the joy that was in Cairbar’s
camp. The charalter given of Cathmor is agrecable to
the times. Some, through oflentation, were hofpitable}
and others fell naturally into a cuilom handed down from
their anceftors. DBut what marks firongly the charaGter
of Cathmor, is his averfion to praife ; for he is reprefented
to dwgll in a wood to avoid the thanks of; his guefts;
which is {ti)l a higher degree of generofity than that of
Axylus in Homer: for the poet docs not fay, but the good
man might, at the head of his own table, have heard
with pleafure the praifc beftowed on him by the people he
entertained.

No nation in the world carritd hofpitality to a greater
length than the ancient Scots. It ‘was cven infamous, for
many ages, in 2 man of ¢ondition, to have thc door of
his houfe fhut at all, Lesv, as the bards exprefs it, rHE
STRANGER SHOULD COME AND BEHOLD HIS CONTRACTED
sovL. Some of the chiefs were poffeffed of this hofpita-
ble difpofition to an extravagant degree; and the bards,
perhaps upon a private account, never failed to recom-
mend it in their eulogiums. Cean wia’ na dat® or the point
to which all the roads of the. firangers lead, was an'invaria-

W
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thought that mighty Cathmor came. Cath<
mor the friend of ftrangers! the brother
red-haired Cairbar. Their fouls were not thes
fame. The light of heaven was in the bofom
of Cathmor. His towers rofe on the banks
6f Atha; feven paths led to his halls. Seven
chiefsftood on the paths, and called the ftranger
to the feaft! But Cathmor dwelt in the wood,
to thun the voice of praife!

Olla came with his fongs. Olcar went to
Cairbar’s feaft. Three hundred warriors ftrode
along Moi-lena of the ftreams. The grey
dogs bounded on the heath: their howling
reached afar. Fingal faw the departing hero.
The foul of the king was fad, He dreaded
Cairbat’s gloomy thoughts, amid the feaft of
thells. . My fon raifed high the fpear of Cor-
#hac. An hundred bards met him with fongs.
Cairbar concealed, with fmiles, the death that
was dark in his foul. The feaft is {pread.
"The fhells refound. Joy brightens the face of
the hoft. But it was like the parting beam of
the fun, when he is to hide his red head in a
ftorm !

Cairbar rifes in his armg. Darknefs gathers
on his brow. The hundred harps ceafe at

jven by them to the chiefs; on the contrary,
ilhed the inhofpitable by the title of the cloud
avhich e firangers fbun. This laft however was fo un-
‘bom , that in all the old poems I have ever met with,

foufid but one an branded with this ignominious ap-
pellation ; and that, perhaps, only founded upon a private
‘L:rrel,' which fubfifted hetween him and the patron of
the bard who wrote the poem.

ble epith
theydi

once.
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once. The clang * of fhields is heard. Far
.diftant on the heath Olla raifed a fong of woe.

My fon knéw the fign of death; and rifing

feized his {pear. * Ofcar,™ faid the dark-red -
Cairbar, ¢ I behold the fpear T of Erin. The

{pear of Temora ] glitters in thy hand, fon of
woody Morven! It was the pride of an hun-

dred § kings. The death of heroes of old.

Yield it, fon of Offian, yield it to car-borne

Cairbar!”

« Shall I yield,” Ofcar replied, “ the gift of
Erin’s injured king; the gift of fair-baired
Cormac, when Ofcar fcattered his foes? I came
to Cormac’s halls of joy, when Swaran fled
from Fingal. Gladnefs rofe in the face of
youth. He gave the fpear of Temora. Nor
did he give it to the feeblc: neither to the
weak in foul. The darknefs of thy face js.ap
florm to me: nor are thine eyes the flame &
death, Do I fear thy clanging fhield ?. Trem-

* When a chief was determined to kill a perfon alrea

in his power, it was ufual to fignify that his death was i
tended, by the found of a fhield ftruck with the blunt end
of a fpear; at the fame time that a bard at a diftange
raifed the death fong. )
+ Cormac, the fon of Arth, had given the fpear, which
is here the foundation of the quarrel, to Ofcar, when he
came to congratulate him upon Swaran’s being expetled
from Ireland. . A
3 TV mor-1, the houfe of the great king, the name of the

royal palace of the fupreme kings of Ireland, o
§ Hupndred here is an indefinite number, and is only ie-
tended to exprefs a great many. It was probably the hy-
fctbolical phrafes of bards that gave the firfl hint to the
rith Senachies to place the origin of their monarchy in

fo remote a period as they have done, - bl
e
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ble T'at Olla’s fong? No: Cairbar, frighten the
feeble ; Ofcar is a rock !”

“ Wilt thou not yield the fpear?” replied
the rifing pride of Cairbar. * Are thy words
fo mighty, becaufe Fingal is near? Fingal
with aged locks from Morven’s hundred
groves! He has fought with little men. But
he muft vanith before Cairbar, like a thin
pillar of mift 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 {word
on me. Our ftrength is equal : but Fmgal is
renowned ! the firft of mortal men!”

Their people faw the darkening chiefs.
Their crowding fteps are heard around. Their

syes roll in fire. A thoufand fwords are half-
‘®nfheathed. Red-haired Glla raifed the fong
of battle. The trembling joy of Ofcar’s foul
arofe: the wonted joy of his foul when Fin-
gal's horn was heard. Dark as the fwelling
wave of ocean before the rifing winds, when it
bends its head near the coaft, came on the hoft
of Cairbar!

Daughter of Tofcar 1! why that tear? He
is not fallen yet. Many were the deaths of
lus arm befort my hero fell !

g\tha, Jballow river : the name of Cairbar's feat in
aught.
-#" 4+ Malvina, the daughter of Tofcar, to whom is ad-
~'dreffed that part of the. poem which related to the death
of Ofcar her lover.

Behold
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Behold they fall before my fon, like groves
in the defert; when an angry ghoft rufthes
through night, and takes their green heads in
his hand! Morlath falls. Maronnan dies.
Conachar trembles in his blood! Cairbar
thrinks before Ofcar’s fword! He creeps in
darknefs behind a ftone. He lifts the fpear in
fecret ; he pierces my Ofcar’s fide! He falls
forward on his fhield: his knee fuftains the
chief. But fiill his {pear is in his hand. See
gloomy Cairbar * falls! The fteel pierced his

Y . forehead,

_* The Irifh hiftorians place the death of Cairbar,.in
the latter end of the third century: they fay, he was
killed in battle againft Ofcar the fon of Offian, but deny
that he, fell by his hand.

It is, however, ccrtain, that the Irith bards difguife, in
fome meafure, this part of their hiftory. An Irifh poem
on this fubject, which, undoubtedly, was the fource of*
their information concerning the battle of Gabhra, where
Cairbar fell, is juft now in my bands.  As a tranflation of
the poem (which, though evidently no very ancient com-
pofition, does not want poetical merit) would extend this
note to too great a length, I thall enly give the ftory of it
in bricf, with fome extra&ts from the original Irith.

Ofcar, fays the lrith bard, was invited to a feaft, at Te-
mora, by Coairbar king of Ircland. A difpute arofe be-
tween the two heroes, concerning the exchange of fpears,
which was ufually made, between the guefts and their
hoft, upon fuch occafions. 1In the courfe of their alterca-
tion, Cairbar faid, in a boaftful mawmner, that he would
hunt on the hills of Albion, and carry the fpoils of it into
Ireland, in fpite of all the efforts of its inhabitants. 'The
original words arc 3

Briathar buan fin; Briathar buan

A bheireadh an Cairbre rua’,

Gu tuga’ fe fealg, agus creach

A h' ALBIN an la’r na mhaireach, :
’ Ofcar
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forehead, and divided his red hair behind.
He lay, like'a fhattered rock, which Cromla
thakes from its thaggy fide ; when the green-
wallied Erin fhakes its mountains, from fea to

feal -

But never more fhall Ofcar rife! He leans
on his bofly fhield. His fpear is in his terri-
ble hand. Lrin’s fons ftand diftant and dark.
Their {fhouts arife, like crowded fireams. Moi-
lena echoes wide. Fingal heard the found.
He took the fpear of Sclma. His fteps are
before us on the heath. © He fpoke thewords
of woe. * Ihear the noife of war. Young
Ofcar is aloné. Rife, fons of Morven: join
the hero’s fword!”

Ofear replied, that, the next day, he himfelf would carry
‘into Albion the fpoils of the five provinces of Ireland ;
ia fpite of the oppofition of Cairbar.

Briathar eile an aghai’ fin

A bheirea’ an t* Ofcar, og, calma

Gu’n tugadh fealg agus creach

Do dly ALBIN an 12’r na mhaireach, &ec.

Ofcar, in confcquence of his threats, began to lay wafte
Treland ; but as he returned with the fpoil into Ulter,
thro’ the narrow pafs of ‘Gabhra (Caoil ghlen Ghabbra ) he
,was met by Cairbar, and a battle enfued, in which both
the heroes fell by mutual wounds. The bard gives a
very curious lift of the followers of Ofcar, as they
wnarched to battle, They appear to have been five hun-
dred in number, commanded, as the poct exprefles it, by
Jive beroes of the blood of Rings. This pocm mentions Fin-
& a; arriving from Scotland before Ofcar dicd of his
wounds.

Offian
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Offian rufhed along the heath. Fillan
bounded over Moi-lena. Fingal firode in his
ftrength. The light of his fhield is terrible.
The fons of Lrin faw it far diftant. They
trembled in their fouls. They knew that the
wrath of the king arofe: and they forefaw
their death. We {irft arrived. We fought.
Erin’s chiefs withftood our rage. But when
the king came, in the found of his courfe,
what heart of fteel could ftand! Erin fled
over Moi-lena. Death purfued their flight.
We faw Ofcar on his thield. We faw his
blood around. Silence darkened every face.
Each turned his back and wept. The king
ftrove to hide his tears, His grey beard
whiftled in the wind. He beunds his head above
the chief. His words are mixed with fighs.

. % Art thou fallen, O Ofcar! in the midft of
thy courfe? the heart of the aged beats over
thee! He fecs thy coming wars! The wars
which ought to come he fees! They are cut
off from thy fame! When fhall joy dwell
at Selma? When fhall grief depart from Mor-
ven? My fons fall by degrees: Fingal is the
laft of his race. My fame begins to pafs
away. - Mine age will be without friends. F
fhall fit a grey cloud in my hall. I fhall not
hear the return of a fon, in his founding arms.”
Weep, ye heroes of Morven! never more-
thall Ofcar rife !”

And they did weep, O Fingal! Dear was
the hero to their fouls. He went out to bat-~
tle, and the foes vanifhed, He returned, in

4 peace,
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peace, amidft their joy. No father mourned
his fon {lain in youth: no brother his brother
of love. They feli, without tears, for the
chicf of the people is ‘low! Bran* is howling
at his feet: gloomy Luith is fad, for he had
often led them to the chafe; to the bounding
roe of the defert !

When Ofcar faw his friends around, his
heaving breaft arofe. ¢ The groans,” he faid,
* of aged chiefs: the howling of my dogs:
the fudden burfls of the fong of grief,
have melted Ofcar’s-foul. My foul; that
never melted before. It wag like the fteel of
my fword. Oflian, -carry me to my hills!
Raife the ftones of my renown. Place the
horn of a deer: place my fword by my fide.
The torrent hereafter may raife the earth : the
hunter may find the fieel and fay, ¢ This has
been Ofcar’s fwwoid, the pride of other years !
¢ Falleft thou, fon of my fame! fhall I never
fee thee, Ofcar! \Vhen others hear of their
fons ; fhall I not hear of thee? The mofs is
on thy four grey ftones. The mournful wind
is there. The battle fhall be fought without
thee. Thou fhalt not purfue the dark-brown
hinds. 'When the‘warrior returns from bat=-
tles, and tells of other lands; ¢ I have feen a
tomb,” he will fay, ¢ by the roaring ftream,
the dark dwelling of a chief. He fell by car-
borx;)f Ofcar, the firft of mortal men.” I, per-

ﬁBran was one of Fingal's dogs. Bran fignifies a

tasi-fiycam,
¥

| haps,
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haps, fhall hear his voice. A beam of joy
will rife in my foul.”

Night would have delcended in forrow, and
morning returned in the fhadow of grief. Our
chiefs would have ftood, like cold dropping
rocks on Moi-lena, and have forgot the war;
did not the king difperfe his grief, and raife
his mighty voice. The chiefs, as new-awaken-
cd from dreams, lift up their heads around.

“ How long on Moi-lena fhall we weep ?
How long pour in Erin ourtears? The mlghty
will not. return, Ofcar fhall not rife in his
firength. The valiant muft fall in their day,
and be no morc known on their hills, Where
are our fathers, O warriors ! the chiefs of the
times of old? They have fet like ftars that
have thone. We only hear the found of their
praife. But they were rcnowned in their
years: the terrer of other times. Thus fhall
we pafs away, in the day of our fall. Then
let us be renowncd when we may ; and leave
our fame behind us, like the laft beams of the
fun, when he hides his red head in the weft.
The traveller mourns his abfence, thinking of
the flame of his beams. Ullin, my aged bard!
take thou the fhip of the king. Carry Ofcar
to Selma of harps. Let the daughters of
Morven weep. “We muft fight in Erin, for
the race of fallen Cormac. The days of my
years begin to fail. I feet the weaknefs of my .
arm. My fathers bend from their clouds, to
receive their grey-hair'd fon.” But, before I
go hence, one beam of fame fhall rife. My

vOL. IL c days
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days fhall end, as my years begun, in fame.
My life fhall be one fiream of light to bards
of other times!”

Ullin rais’d his white fails. The wind of
the fouth came forth. He bounded on the
waves towards Selma. I remained in my
grief, but my words werc not hcard. The
teaft is {pread on Moi-lena. An hundred he-
rocs rearcd the tomb of Cairbar. No fong is
raifed over the chief. THis foul had been dark
and bloody. The bards remembercd " the fail
of Cormac! what could they fay in Cairbar’s
praife? ]

Night came rolling down. The light of an
hundred oaks arofe. Fingal fat leneath a
tree. Old Althan * ftood in the midft. He
told the talc of fallen Cormac. Althan the
fon of Conachar, the friend of car-borne
Cuthullin, He dwclt with Cormac in windy
Temora, when Semo’s fon fell at Lego’s
fitream. The tale ¢f Althan was mournful.
The tear was in his ¢ye, when he fpoke.

¢ The {etting fun was yellow on Dora f.
Grey evening began to defcend. Temora’s
woods fhook with the blaft of the unconftant

* Althan, the fon of Conachar, was the chief bard of
Arth king of Ircland.  After the death of Arth, Althan
‘a.gtrded his fon-Coimac, and was prefent at his death.
*lw had m.xde lus efcape from Cairbat, by the means.of
siror, and éomting to Lingal, n.latcd as here, the death
.,:pf lus maﬁcngormac.
" ithan {peaks.:
;., 2oira, z/.e woedy fide g/' 8 rraamam; it is here a hillin.

the ruightourhoed of Teniora, ‘

wind.
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wind. A cloud gathered in the weft. | A red

ftar looked from behind its edge. I ftood in

the wood alone. I faw aghoft on the darken-

ing air! His ftride extended from Lill to hill.

His fhield was dim on his fide. It was the

fon of Semo. I knew the warrior’s face. But .
he pafled away in his blaft; and all was dark

around ! My foul was fad. I went to the hall

of thells. A thoufand lights arofe. The hun-

dred bards had ftrung the harp. Cormac

ftood in the midft, like the morning ftar, when

it rejoices on the eaftern hill, and its young

beams are bathed in fhowers. DBright and

filent is its progrefs aloft, but the cloud, that

fhall hide it, is near ! The {word of Artho*

was in the hand of the king. He looked with

joy on its poh{hed ftuds: thrice he attempted -
to draw it, and thrice lie failed; his yellow'
locks are fprcad on his thoulders ! his cheeks

of youth arc red. I mourned over the beam

youth, for he was foon to fet!”

“ Althan!” he faid, with a [mile, « didft
thou behold my fathcr? Heavy is the fword
of the king; furely his arm was firong. O
that I were like him battle, when the rage of
his wrath arofe! tlien would I have met with
Cuthullin, the car-borne fon of Cantela! But
years may come on, O Althan! and my arm
be ftrong. Haft thou heard of Semo’s fon,
the ruler of high Temora? He might have

* A](}),Aor Ar:ho, the father of Cormac king of Irco

lande. © o . .
R . c 2 returned
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returned with his fame. He promifed to re-
turn to-night. My bards wait him with fongs.
My feaft is fpread in the hall of kings.”
I heard Cormac in frlence. My tears began
to flow. [ hid them with my aged locks.
- The king perceived my grief. * Son of Co-
nachar !”” he faid; “ is the fon of Semo * low ?
Why burfts the figh in fecret? Why defcends
the tear? Comes the  car-borne Torlath ?
Comes the found of red-haired Cairbar? They
come! for I'behold thy grief. Moffy Tura’s
chief is low:! Shall I not rufh to battle? But
I canmot lift the fpear! O had mine arm the
ftrength of Cuthullin, foen 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 {parkling eyes. Grief faddens
round. The bards bend forward, from their
hundred harps. The lone blzft touched their
trembling ftrings. The found T is fad and
low! A voice is heard at a diftance, 2s of one
in grief. It was Carril of other times, who
came from dark Slimorat}. -He told of the

. * Cuthullin is called the king of Tura from a caftle of
that marire on the coaft of Ulfter, where he dwelt, before
Le undertook the management of the affairs of Ireland, in
the minority of Cormac.

+ That prophetic found, mentioned in other poems,
which the harps of the bards emitted before the death of
a perfon worthy and renowned. It is here an omen of the
deaof Cormac, which, foon after, followed. ,

1 Slimora, a hill in Connaught; near which Cuthullin

=18 killed. C
9 - . fall
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fall of Cuthullin. He told of his mighty
deeds. The people were fcattered round his
tomb. Their arms loy on the ground. They
bhad forgot the war, for he, their fire, was feen

no more !
“ But who,” faid the foft-voiced Carril,

“ who come like bounding roes? Their fta-
ture is like young trees in the valley,"growing
in a thower ! Soitand ruddy are their checks !
Fearlefs fouls laok forth from the eycs! Who
but the fons of Ufnoth*, chief of ftreamy
Etha? The people rife on every fide, like the
ength of an half-extinguithed fire, when the
winds come, fudden, from the defert, on their
rulling wings. Sudden glows the dark brow
of the hill ; the paffing mariner lags, on his
winds. The found of Caithbat’s | fhield was

* Ulfnoth chief of Ethz, a diftri& on the weflcrn coaft
of Scotland, had threc {ons, Nathos, Althos, and Ardan,
by Slifitima the {ifler of Cuthullin. The three brothers,
when very young, were fent over to Ireland by their
father, to learn the ufe of arms under their uncle, whofe
military fame was very great in that kingdom. They had
juft arrived in Ulfter when the news of Cuthullin’s death
arrived. Nathos, the eldeit of the three brothers, took
the command of Cuthullin’s army, and made head againft
Cairbar the chief of Atha. Cairbar having, at laft, mur-
dered young king Cormac, at T'cmora, the army of Nathos
fhifted fides, and the brothers were obliged to return into
Ulfter, in order to pafs over into Scotland. The fequel of
their mournful ftory is related, at large, in the poem of
Dar-thula.

t+ Caithbat was grandfather to Cuthullin ; and his thicld
was made ufe of to alarm hisspofterity. to the battles of -
the family.

' ‘ Sk beard,
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heard. 'The warriors faw Cuthullin * in Na-
thos. So rolled his fparkling eyes! his fteps
were fuch on heath! Battles are fought at
Lego. The fword of Nathos prevails. Soon
fhalt thou behold him in thy halls, king of
Temora of groves!”

“ Soon may I behold the chief!” replied
the blue-cyed king. * But my foul is fad for
Cuthullin. His voice ‘was pleafant in mine
ear. Often have we moved, on Dora, to the
chafe of the dark-brown hinds. His bow was
unerring on the hills. He fpoke of mighty
men. He told of the deeds of my fathegg.
1 felt my rifing joy. But fit thou at the feaﬁ',
O Carril! 1 have often heard thy voice. Sing
in praife of Cuthullin. Sing of Nathos of
¥tha t!”

Day rofe on Temora, with all the beams of
the eaft. Crathin came to the hall, the fon of
old Gellimai. « I behold,” he faid, * a
cloull in the defert, king of Erin! a cloud it
fcemed at firft, but now a crowd of men!
One frides before them in his ftrength. His
red hair flies in wind. ‘His fhield glitters to
the beam of the eaft. ‘His fpear is in his
hand.” ¢ Call him to the feaft of Temora,”
replied the brightening king. “ My hall is
the houfe of ftrangers, fon of generous Gel-
Jima! Itis perhaps the chief of Etha, coming

# That is, thcy faw a manifet likenefs between the
perfon of Nathos and Cuthullin,

+ Nathos the fon 6f Ufnoth,
1 Geal-lamha, white-kanded. .
in
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in all his repown. Mail, mighty * ftranger!
art thou of the friends of " Cormac? But, Car-
ril, he is dark, and unlovely. He draws his
fword. Is that the fon of Ufnoth, bard of
.the times of old ?”

% It is not the fon of Ufnoth!” faid Carril,
¢ It is Cairbar, thy foe. 'Why comeft thou in
thy arms to Temora? chief of the gloomy
brow. Let not thy fword rife againft Cormac !
Whither doft thou turn thy {peed ’ He paffed
on in darknefs. He feized the hand of the
king. Cormac forefaw his death; the rage of
his eyes arofe. ** Retire, thou chief of Etha!
Nathos comes with war. Thou art bold in
Cormac’s hall, for his arm is weak.,” The
fword entered the fide of the king. He fell
in the halls of his fathers. His fair hair is in
the duft. His blood is fmoaking round.

“ Art thou fallen in thy halls 3’ faid
Carril. “ O fon of noble Artho! The fhield
of Cuthullin was not near. Nor the {pear of
thy father. Mournful are the mountains of
Erin, for the chief of the people is low!
Bleft be thy foul, O Cormac! Thou art
darkened in thy youth ?

His words came to the ear of Cairbar, He
clofed £ us in the midft of darknefs. He

* From this expreflion, we underftand, that Cairbar
had entered the palace of Temora, in the midft of Cor-
mac’s fpeech. . .

+ Althao fpeaks.
1 That is, himfelf and Carril, s it afterwards ap-

peas.
' C 4 feared
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feared to ftretch his {word tp the bards *,
though his foul 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 Cairbar,

¢ Brother of Cathmor,” he faid, * how
long wilt thou pain my foul? Thy heartisa
rock. Thy thoughts are dark and bloody!
But thou art the brother of Cathmor; and
Cathmor fhall fhine in thy war. But my foul
is not like thine: thou feeble hand in fight!
The light of my bofom is ftained with thy
deeds. Bards will not fing of my renown:
they may fay, * Cathmor was brave, but he
fought for gloomy Cairbar.” They will pafs
over my tomb in filence. My fame fhall not
be heard. Cairbar! loofe the bards. They
are the fons of future times. Their voice
fhall be heard in other years; after the kings
of Temora have failede. We came forth at
the words of the chief. We faw him in his
ftrength. He was like thy youth, O Fin-
gal! when thou firft didft lift the ipear. His
face was like the plain of the fun, when it is
bright. No darknefs travelled over his brow.

# The perfons of the bards were fo facred, that even
he, who had juft murdered his fovereign, feared to kill
them. .

- 4 Cathmor appears the fame difintercfted hero upon
every occafion, His humanity and generofity were unpa-
rallcled : in thort, he had no fault, but teo much attache
ment tn fo bad abrother as Cairbar.  His family connec-
tion with Cairbar prevails, as he exprefles it, over every
other confideration, and makes him ¢ngage in a war, of
which he does not gpprove.

But
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But he came with his thoufands 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 fo great. His foul is bright.
His arm is fitrong. His battles are full of
fame. But the little foul is a vapour that ho-
vers round the marthy lake. It never rifes on
the green hill, lett the winds fhould meet it
there. Its dwelling is in the cave, it fends
forth the dart of death! Our young heroes,
O warriors ! are like the renown of our fathers.
They fight in youth. They fall. Their
names ate in fong. Fingal is amid his dark-
cning years. He muft not fall, as an aged
oak, acrofs a fecret fiream. Near it are the
fleps of the hunter, as it lies beneath the wind.
* How is that tree fallen?” he fays, and,
- whiftling, firides along. Raife the fong of
joy, ye bards of Morven! Let our fouls for-
get the paft. The red ftars look on us from
clouds, and filently defcend. Soon fhall the
grey beam of the morning rife, and (hew us
the foes of Cormac. Fillan! my fon, take
thou the fpear of the king. Go to Mora’s
dark-brown fide. Let thine eyes travel over
the heath. Obferve the foes of Fingal: ob-
ferve the courfe of generous Cathmor. I hear
a diftant found, like falling rocks in the defert.
But firike thou thy fhield, at times, that they
may not come thro’ night, and the fame of
Morven ceafe, I begin to be alohe, my fon.
I dread the fall of my renown!”

The
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The voice of bards arofe. The king leaned
on the thield of Trenmor. Sleep defcended
on his eyes. His future battles arofe in his
dreams. The hoft are fleeping around. Dark-
haired Fillan obferves the foe. His fteps are
on a diftant hill. 'We hear, at times, his clang-
ing thield.
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ARGUMENT to Boox II.

This book opens, we may fuppofe about midnight, with &
foliloquy of Offian, who had rctired from the refl of
the army, to mourn for his for Ofcar. Upon hearing
the noifc of Cathmor’s army approaching, he went to
find out his brother Fillan, who kept the watch on the
Kill of Mora, in the front of Fingal’s army. In the
converfation of the brothers, the epifode of Conar, the
fon of ‘I'renmor, who was the firft king of Ircland, is
introduced, which lays open the origin of the contcfls
between the Caél and Firbolg, the two nations who
firft pofiefied themfelves of that ifland.  Oulian kindles
a fire on Mora; upon which Cathmor defifted from
the deffgn he had formed of furprizing the army of the
Caledonians. He calls a council of his chiefs 5 repri-
mands Foldath for advifing a night attack, as the Irith
army were fo much fuperior in number to the enemy.
The bard Fonar introduces the ftory of Crothar, the
anceftor of the king, which throws further light on the’
hiftory of Ireland, and the original pretenfions of the

« family of Atha, to the throne of that kingdom. 'The
rith chiefs lie down to reft, and Cathmor himfclf un-
dertakes the watch. In this circuit, round the army,
he is met by Offian. The interview of the two heroes
ig deferibed.  Cathmor obtains a promifc from Offian,
to order a funeral elegy to be fung over the grave of
Cairbar; it being the_opinion of the times, that the
fouls of the dead could not be happy, till their elegies
were fung by a bard. Morning comes, Cathmor and
‘Offian part; and the latter, cafually meeting with Car-
ril the fon of Kinfena, fends that bard, with a funcra}
fong, to the tomb of Cuirbar.
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syaaTuhR of heroes! O Trenmor! High

dwelier of eddying winds! where the
dark-red thunder marks the troubled clouds!
Open thou thy ftormy halls. Let the bards
of old be near. Let them draw near with
fongs and their half-viewlefs harps. No
dweller of mifty valley comes! No hunter
unknown at his ftreams! Itis the car-borne
Ofcar, from the fields of war. Sudden is thy

* Though this book has little ation, it is not the leaft
important part of Temgra. The poet, in feveral epifodes,
runs up the caufe of the war to the very fource. The
firft population of Ireland, the wars between the two na-
tions who originally poffefled that ifland, its firft race of
kings, and the revolutions of its government, are impor-
tant falls, and are delivered by the poet, with fo little mix-
ture of the fabulous, that one cannot help preferring his ac-
counts to the improbable fictions of the Scotch and Irith
hiftorians. The Milefian fables bear about them the
marks of a late invention. Fo trace their legénds to their
fource would be no difficult tafk ;' but a difquifition of
this fort would extend this note too far,

change,
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change, my fon, from what thou wert on dark
Moi-lena! The blaft folds thee in its fkirt,
and ruflles through the tky! Doft thou not
behold thy father, at the fiream of night?
The chiefs of Morven fleep far diftant. They
have loft no fon! But ye have loft a lcro,
chiefs of refounding Morven! Who could
equal his ftrength, when battle rolled againft
his {ide, like the darknefs of crowded waters?
‘Why this cloud on Offian’s foul ? It cught to
burn in danger. Eiin is near with her hoft.
The king of Selma is alone. Alonc thou fhalt
not be, my father, whiic I can lift the fpear!

I rofc, in all my arms. T rofe and liftened
to the wind. The fhield of Fillan is net
heard. I tremble for the fonof Fir 1. “ Why
fhould the foe come by night? V. hy fhould

* We underfland, from the preceding book, that Cath-
mor w.us near with an army.  Whea Canbar was hilled,
the tnibes who attended Lam fll back to Cathmor; who,
as it afterwards appeors, had taken a raolation to furpri.«
Fingal by night. Fillan was difprtched to the Iull of
Mora, which was in the fiont of th  Ciledonians, to ob-
ferve the motions of Cathmor. Iuthi  fituation were af-
fairs w hen Offian, upon hearing thc noie of the approach-
ing cnemy, went to find out his brother. Their conver-
fation naturally i1 oducgs the «pifode, concerning Conar
the fon of Trenmor, the fift Iitth monarch, which is fo
nceeflry to the underftonding the foundation of the re-
bellion.and ufwpition of Carbar and Cathmor. Fillan
was the youngeft of the fons of !injal, then living. He
and Bofmino, mentioned in the «otile of Lora, wete “the
only cluldrcn of the king, by Clatho the daughter of
Cathulla ling f Inis-iore, whom he had taken to wife
after the death of Ros-crana, the daughter of Cormac

,'l!ac Conar Lung of Irclind.

6 the
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the dark-haired warrior fail 2’ Diftart, fullen
murmurs rife: like the noife of the lake of
Lego, when its waters fhrink, in the days of -
froft, and all its burfling ice refounds. The
people of Lara look to heaven, and forefee the
ftorm! My fteps are forward on the heath.
The fpear of Ofcar in my hand! ‘Red ftars
looked from high. 1 gleamed, along the night.
I faw Fillan filent before me, bending for-
ward from Mora’s rock. He heard the fhout
of the foe. The joy of his foul arole. He
heard my founding tread, and turned his lifted
fpear. * Comeft thou, fon of night, in pcace?
‘Or doft" thou meet my wrath? The foes of
Fingal ar¢ mine. Speak, or fear my fteel.
I ftahd not, in vain, the fhield of Morven’s
race.” “ Never mayft thou fland in vain,
fon of blue-eyed Clatho! Fingal begins to be
alone. Darknefs gathers on the laft of his
days. Yet he has two ™ fons who ought to

R ‘

* That is, two fous in Ircland. Tergus, the fecond fon
of Fingal, was, at that tim¢, on an cxpedition, which is
mentioned in one of thc lefler poems.  He, according to
fome traditions, was the anceflor of Fergus, the fon of
Erc or Arcath, commonly called Fergus the fecond in the
Scotch hiftories. The beginning of the reign of Fergus
over the Scots, is placed, by the moft approved annals of
Scotland, in the fourth yéar of the fifth age: a full cen-
tury after the death of Oflian. The genealogy of his fa-
mily is recorded thus by the Highland Senachies 3 Fergus
Moatrtath, Mac-Chongael, Mac-Fergusy, Mac-Fion-giicl
na bua 3 i, e. Fergus the fon of Arcath, the fon of Cons
gal, the fon of Fergus, the fon of Fingal the wifforivus.
‘This fubjel is treated more at large, in the differtation
annexed to the poem.

fhine
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fhine in war. Who ought to be two beams of
light, near the fteps of his departure.”

“ Son of Fingal,” replied the youth, it
is not long fince I raifed the fpear. Few are
the marks of my fword in war. But Fillan’s
foul is fire! The chiefs of Bolga* crowd
around the thield of generous Cathmor. Their
gathering is on that heath. Shall my fieps
approach their hoft ? I yielded to Ofcar alone,
in the ftrife of the race, on Cona!”

¢ Fillan, thou fhalt not approach their hoft ;
nor fall before thy fame is known. My name
is heard in fong: when needful 1 advance.
From the fkirts of night I fhall view them
over all their gleaming tribes. 'Why, Fillan,
didft thou fpeak of Ofcar! Why awaké my
figh ? I muftforget + the warrior, till the ftorm
is rolled away. Sadnefs ought not to dwell in
danger, nor the tear in the eye of war. Our
fathers forgot their fallen fons, till the noife of

®

* The fouthern parts of Ireland went, for fome time,
under the name of Bolga, from the Fir-bolg or Eelgz of
Britain who fcttled a colony there. Bolg fignifies a guiver,
from which proceeds Fir-bolg, i. €. bowmen ; fo called
from their ufing bogs more than any of the neighbouring
nations. ' : ,

& After this pafiage, Ofcar is not mentioned in all Te-
mora. The fituations of the charaéters who a& in the
poem are fo.interefting, that others, foreign to the fubject,
could not be intmoduced *with any luftre. Though the
epilode, which follows, may feem to flow naturallj emoagh
from the converfation of the brothers, yet I have thewn,
in a preceding npte, and, more at large, in the differtation
annexed to this.colle&tion, that the poet had a farther de-
ign in view. ot

aring
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arms was paft. Then forrow returned to the
tomb, and the fong of bards arofe.” The
memory of thofe who fell, quickly followed
the departure of war: when the tumult of
battle is paft, the foul, in filence, melts away,
for the dead. '
Conar * was the brother of Trathal, firft of
mortal men. His battles were on every coaft.
A thoufand fireams rolled down the blood of
his foes. His fame filled green Erin, like a
pleafant gale. The nations gathered in Ullin,
and they blefled the king; the king of the
race of their fathers, from the land of Selma.
The chiefs T of the fouth were gathered, in
the darknefs of their pride. In the horrid
cave

* Conar, the firft kimg of Ireland, was the fon of
Trenmor, the great grandfather of Fingal. It was on
account of this family-connection, that Fingal was en-
gaged in fo many wars in the caufc of the race of Conar.
"Though fuw of the actions of Trenmor are mentioned, he
was the moft renowned name of antiquity. The moft
probable opinion concerning him is, that he was the firft,
who united the tribes of the Caledonians, and commanded
them, in chief, againft the incurfions of the Romans.
"The genealogifts of the North have traced his family far
back, and given a lift of Lis anceftors to Cuan-mér nan lan,
or Conmor of the fwords, who, according to them, was
the firft who croffed the greaz fea, to Caledonia, from
which circumftance his name proceeded, which fignifies
Great ocean.  Genealogies of fo ancient a date, however,
are little o L€ depended upon. '

+ The chiefs of the Lir-bolg who poflfeffed themfelves
of the fouth of Ireland, prior, perhaps, to the fettlement
of the Caél of Caledonia, and the Hebrides, in Ulfter.
From the fequel, it appears that the Fir-bolg were, by
much, the moft powerful nation; and it is probable that

VOL. i D the
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cave of Muma they mixcd their fecret words.
Thither often, they faid, the fpirits of their
fathers came ; fhewing their pale forms from
the chinky rocks: reminding them of the ho-
nor of Bolga. “ \Why fhould Genar reign,”
-they faid, “ the fon of refounding Morven?”

They came forth, like the flreams of the
defert, with the roar of their hundred tribes.
Conar was a rock before them: broken they
rolied on cvery fide.  But often they returned,
and the jons of Selma fell.  The king ftood,
among the tombs of his warriors. He darkly
bent his mourntul face. His foul was rolled
into itfelf : and he had marked the place, where
he was to fall: when Trathal came, in his
flrength, his brother from clondy Morven.
Nor did he come alone. Colgar * was at his
fide ; Colgar the fon of the king and of white-
bofomrcd Selin-corma.

As Trenmor, ciothed with meteors, de-
fcends from the halls of thunder, pouring the
dark florm before him over the troubled fea :
fo Colgar defcended to battle, and wafted the

the Cat'l muft have fubmitted to them, had they not re-
ceived fuccours {from their mother-country, under the
command of Conar. ‘

* Colg-er, flercely-hoking warrior.  Sulin-corma, blye
eyer. Celger was the eldefi of the fons of "I'rathal:
Cumbhal, who was the father of Fingal, was very young
when the prefent expelition to Ireland happened. It is
remarkable, that of all the anceftors of, Fingal, tradition
mukes the leaft mention of Comhaly which, probably,

rececded ffom the unfortunate life and untimely death
“‘of that hero.  From fome paflages concerning him, we
lcarn, indced, that he was brave, but he wanted condudt.

echoing
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echoing field. His father rejoiced over the
hero: but an arrow came! His tomb was
raifed, without a tear. The king was to re-
venge his fon. He lightened forward in bat-
tle, till Bolga yielded at her ftreams!

When peace returned to the land: whens
his blue waves bore the king to Morven : then
'he remembered his fon, and poured the filent
tear. Thrice did the bards, at the cave of
Furmono, call the foul of Colgar. They
called him to the hills of his land. He heard
them in his mift. Trathal placed his fword
in the cave, that the Ipirit of his fon might
rejoice. .

“ Colgar*, fon of Trathal!” faid Fillan,
% thou wert renowned in youth! But the
king hath not marked my fword, bright-ftream=
ing on the field. I go forth with the crowd.
I return, without my fame. But the foe ap-~
proaches, Offian ! 1 hear their murmur on the
heath. The found of their fteps is like thun=
der, in the bofom of the ground, when the
rocking hills fhake their groves, and'not a blaft
pours from the darkened fky!”

Offian turned fudden on his {pear. He
raifed the flame of an oak on high. [ fpread
it large, on Mora’s wind. -Cathmor flopt in

* The poem begins here to mark ftrongly the charater
of Fillan, who is to make fo great a figure in the fequel.
He hagtnhe impaticnce, the ambition and fire which are
peculiar to a young hero. Kindled with the fame of Col-
gar, he forgers his untimely fall. From Fillan’s expreflions
in this paflage, it would {eem, that he wag neglegied by
Fingal, on account of his youth. L

&

D 2 ICEY S A hisi
¢ 184



36 TEM O R A: Boox 1L

his courfe. Gleaming he ftood, like a rock,
on whofe fides are the wandering of blafts;
which feize its echoing ftreams, and clothe
them over with ice. So ftood the friend * of
ftrangers ! The winds lift his heavy locke.
Thou art the walleft of the ruce of Erin, king
of ftrcamy Atha!

“ Firft of bards,” faid Cathmor, * Fonar 1,
call the chicfs of Erin. Cail red-haired Cor-
mar : dark-browned Malthcs: the fide-long-
looking gloom of Niaronan. Lt the pride of
Foldath appear.  The red rolling cye of Turs
lotho. Nor let Hidalla be forgot; his voice,
in danger, is the found of a fhower, when it
falls in the blafted vale, near Atha’s falling
fiream. Pleafant is its found, on the plain,
whilft broken thunder travels over the ky !”

They came, in their clanging arms.  They
bent forward to his voice, as if a fpirit of their
fathers fpoke from a cloud of night. Dread-
ful fhone they to the light; like the fall of
the ftream of Brumo:, when the mcteor

* Cathmor is djftinguifhed by this honourable title, ox
account of lLis gencrofity to ftrangers, which was fo great
as to be remarkable even in thofe days of hofpitality.

+ Fénar, the man of ‘fing. Before the introduction of
Chriftianity a name was not impofed upon any perfon,
till he had diftinguifhed himfclf by fome remarkable
aftion, from which his name thould be derived.

1 Brumo was a place of worfhip (Fing. b."6-}a Craca,
which is fuppofed to be onc of the ifles of Shetland. It
was thought, that the {pirits of the deceafed haunted it, by
night, which 'adds more terror to the defcriptioneintro-
duced hexe.' “The horrid civcle of Brumo, where often, they

S, tbeM.;é)_‘{ the dead howled round the flane of fear.
© \ T lights
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lights it, before the nightly ftranger. Shud-
dering he ftops in his journey, and looks up
for the beam of the morn!

“ Why * delights Foldath,” faid 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 fhould wc clothe us
in fhades? The valiant delight to fhine, in
the battles of their land! Thy council was in
vain, chief of Moma! .The eyes of Morven
donot fleep. They arc watchful, as eagles, on
their mofly rocks. Let each colled, beneath
his cloud, the ftrength of his roaring tribe.
To-morrow I move, in light, to meet the foes
of Bolga? ‘Mighty T was he that is low, the
race of Borbar-Duthul !” :

* Not unmarked!” faid Foldath, * were
my fteps before thy race. In light, I mct the
foes of Cairbar. The warrior praifed my
deeds. But his ftone was raifed without a
tear! No bard } fung over Erin’s king, Shall
his foes rejoice along their moffy hills? No:
they muft not rejoice! He was the friend of
Foldath! Our words were mixed, in fecret, in
Moma’s filent cave ; whilft thou, a boy in the

* From this paflage, it appears, that it was Foldath who
had advifed the night attack. "T'he gloomy chara&er of
Yoldath is properly contrafted to the genercus, the. open
Cathmor; *

+ By this exclamation Cathmor intimates that he in-
tends to revenge the death of his brother Cairbar,

1 To have no funeral elegy fung over his tomb, was,
among the Celte, reckoned the greatelt misfortunc that
could beful 2 manj as his foul could not otherwife be ad-
mitted to the airy kall of bis fathers.

D3 ﬁelci;
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field, purfuedft the thiftle’s beard. With Mo-
ma’s fons [ fhall ruth abroad, and find the foe,
on his dutky hills. Fingal fhall lie, without
his fong, the grey-haired king of Selma.”

¢ Doft thou think, thou feeble man,” re-
plied Cathmor, half-enraged:  Doft thou
think Fingal can fall, without his fame, in
Erin? Could the bards be filent at the tomb of
Selma’s king? The fong weculd burft in fe-
cret! the fpirit of the king would rejoice! It
is when thou fhalt fall, that the bard fhall for-
get the fong. Thou art dark, chief of Moma,
though thine arm is a tempeft in war. Do I
forget the king of Erin, in his narrow houfe?
My foul is not loft to Cairbar, the brother of
my love! I marked the bright beams of joy,
which travelled over his cloudy mind, when I
returned, with fame, to Atha of the ftreams.”

Tall they rcmoved, beneath the words of
the king. Each to his own dark tribe ; where,
humming, they rolled on the heath, faint-
glittering to the ftars: like waves, in a rocky
bay, before the nightly wind. Beneath an oak,
lay the chief of Atha. His fhield, a dutky
round, hung high, Near him, againft a rock,
leaned the fair firanger * of Inis-huna: that
beam of light, with wandering locks, from
Lumon of the roes. At diftange rofe the
voice of Fonar, with the deeds of the-days of

"% By the firanger of Inis-huna, is meant Sulmalla, the
daughter of Conmoer king of Inis-huna, the ancient name

. of .that part of South Britain, which is next to the Irifh
coaft. She had followed Cathmor in difguife. Her ftory
is related at laige in the fourth book. '

<

old.
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old. The fong fails, at times, in Lubar’s

growing roar !
¢ Crothar *,”” begun the bard, “firft dwelt at
Atha’s mofly ftream! A thoufand T oaks, from
the mountains, formed his echoing hall. The
gathering of the people was there, around the
feaft of the blue-cyed king. But who, among
his chiefs, was like the ftately Crothar? War-
riors kindled in his prefence. The young figh of
the virgins rofe. In Alnecma } was the war-
rior honoured : the firft of the race of Bolga.
(43 He

* Crothar was the angefter of Cathmor, and the firft of
his family who had fettled in Atha. It was in his time
that the firft ‘wars were kindled between the Fir-bolg and
Cacl. The propricty of the epifode is evident; as the
conteft which originally rofe between Crothar and Conar,
fubfifted afterwards between their pofterity, and was the
foundation of the ftory of the poem.

+ From this circumftance we may lcarn, that the art of
building with ftone was not known in Ireland fo carly as
the days of Crothar. 'When the colony were long fettled
in the country, the arts of civil life began to increafe
among them, for we find mention made of the fowers of
Atha in the time of Cathmor, which could not well be
applied to wooden buildings. In Caledonia they begun
very early to build witlrftonc. Nonc of the houfes of Fin-
gal, excepting ‘Ti-foirmal, were of wood. Ti-foirmal was
the great hall where the bards met to repeat their compoe
fitions annually, before they fubmitted them to the judg-
ment of the king in Selma. By fome accident or other,
this woodep houfe happened to be burnt, and an ancient
bard, in the charaé&er of Oflian, has left us a curious cata-
logue of the furniture which it contained The poem is
not juft now in my hands, otherwife I would lay here 2
tranflation of it before the reader. 1t has litttle poctical
merit, and evidently bears the marks of a Iater period.

Alnecma, or Alnecmacht, was the ancient name of
Connaught.  Ullin is flill the Irith name of thc province:,

D4 \OS
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“ He purfued the chafe in Ullin: on the
mofs-covered top of Drumardo. From thc
wood locked the dzughter of Cathmin, the
bluc-rolling eye of Con-lama. Her figh rofe
in fecret. She bent her head, midft her wan-
dering locks. The moon looked in, at night,
and [aw the white-tofling of her arms; for fhe
thought of the mighty Crothar, in the feafon
of dreams.

¢ Three days feafled Crothar with Cathmin.
On the fourth they awaked the hinds. Con-
lama moved to the chafc, with all her lovely
fteps. She met Crothar in the narrow 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 rofe. He brought
the white-bofomed maid to Atha. Bards
raifed the fong in her prefence. Joy dwelt
round the daughter of Cathmin.

¢ The pride of Turloch rofe, a youth who
loved the white-handed Con-lama. He came,
with battle, to Alnecma; to Atha of the roes.
Cormul went forth to the firife, the brother of
car-borne Crothar. Ile wcent forth, but he
fell. The figh of his people rofe. Silent and
tall, acrofs the ftréam, cime the darkening
ftrength ot Crothar: he rolled the foe from
Alncema. He returned, midft che joy of
Con-lima. ~ )

of Ulfter. To avéid the multiplying of notes, I fhall here

e the fi gmﬁcatlon of the names i this epifode. Dru-
tho bigh ridge. Cathmin, calm in batle. Con-lamha,

fft band, T urloch, man of the quiver. Cormul, blue eye.
’ “ Battle
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¢« Battle on battle comes. Blood is poured
on blood. The tombs of the valiant rife,
Erin’s clouds are hung round with ghofts.
The chiefs of the fouth gathéred round the
echoing fhield of Crothar. He came, with
death, to the paths of the foe. The virgins
wept, by the fireams of Ullin. They looked
to the mift of the hill: no hunter defcended
from its folds. Silence darkened in the land.
Blafts fighed lonely on grafly tombs.

“ Defcending like the eagle of heaven, with
all his ruftling wings, when he forfakes the
blait, with joy, the fon of Trenmor came;
Conar, arm of death, from Morven of the
groves. He poured his might along green
Erin. Death dimly ftrode behind his {fword.
The fons of Bolga ‘fled, from his courfe, as
from a ftream, that burfling from the ftormy
defert, rolls the fields together with all their
echoing woods. Crothar * met him in battle :

* The delicacy here, with regard to Crothar, is proper.
As'he was the anceftor of Cathmor, to whom the epifode
is addrefled, the bard foftens his defear, by only mention-
ing that his peopl: Sled. - Cathmor took the fong of Fonar
in an unfavourable light. Thc bards, being of the order
of the Druids, who pretended* to a foreknowledge of
cvents, were fuppofed to have fome fupernatural pre-
fcienc * of futyrity. ‘L'he king thought that the choice of
Fonar’s fon /proceeded from his forefceing the unfortu-
nate iflue ot the war; and thathis own fate was thadowed
out, in that of his anceftor Crothar. The attitude of the
bard, after the reprimand of his patron, is piCturefque and
am—.&mg We admire the fpecch of Cathmor, but la-
ment the effect it has on the fecling foul of the good old
poct.

-8 : but
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but Alnecma's warriors fled. The king of
Atha flowly retired, in the gricf of his foul.
He, afterwards, fhone in the fouth; but dim
as the fun of Autumn; when he vifits, in bis
robes of mift, Lara of dark filreams. The
withered grafs is covered with dew : the field,
tho’ bright, is fad.”

¢ Why wakes the bard before me,” faid
Cathmor, “ the memory of thofe who fled ?
Has fome ghoft, from his dufky cloud, bent
forward to thine car; to frighten C 1t11m01
from the ficld, with the tales of old ? Dwellcrs
of the fkirts of night, your voice is but a
‘blaft to me; which takes the grey thiftle’s
head, and ftrews its beard on flreanis. With-
in my bofom is a voice. Others hear it not.
His foul forbids the king of Erin to fhrink
back from war.”

Abathed the bard finks back in night: re-
tired he bends above a ftream. His thoughts
are on the days of Atha, when Cathmor heard
his fong with joy. His tecars come rolling
down. Thc winds are in his beard. LERrRIN
fleeps around. No {leep comes down onm
Cathmor’s eycs. Dark, in his foul, he faw
the fpirit of low-laid Cairbar. He faw him,
-without his fong, rolled in a blaft of night.
He rofe. His fteps were round tbe hoft. He
ftruck, at times, his echoing fhield. The found
reached Offian’s ear on Mora’s mofly brow.-

¢ Fillan, I faid, ¢ the foes advance. I hear
the thield of war, Stand thou in the narrow
path. Offian fhall mark their courfe. If over

4 my
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my fall the hoft fhould pour; then be thy
buckler heard. Awake the king on his heath,
left his fame fhould fly away.” I ftrode in
all my rattling arms; wide-bounding over a
ftream that darkly-winded, in the ficld, before
the king of Atha. Green Atha’s king, with
lifted fpear, came forward on my courfe.
Now would we have mixed in horrid fray,
like two contending ghofts, that bending for-
ward, from two clouds, fend forth the roaring
winds ; did not Offian behold, on high, the
helmet of Erin’s kings. The Eagle’s wing fpread
above it, ruftling in the breeze. A red ftar
looked thro’ the'plumes. I ftopt the lifted fpear.

“ The helmet of kings is before me! Who
art thou, fon of night? Shall Offian’s {pear be
renowned, when thou art lowly-laid? Atonce
he dropt the gleaming lance. Growing before
me { °med the form. He firetched his hand
in nigy. He fpoke the words of kings.

“ Friend of the {pirits of heroes,do [ meet
thee thus in fhades? I hdve wifhed for thy
Rately fteps in Atha,in the days of joy. Why
fhould my fpear now arife ? The fun muft be-
bold us, Offian ; when we bend , gleaming, in
‘the - ftrife. Future warriors thall mark the
placg: an ihuddenng, think of other years,
They - I mak i it, like the haunt of ghofts,
-plealant and dreadful to the foul.”

“ Shall it then be forgot,” I faid, ¢ where
we meet in peace? Is the remembrance of
battles always pleafant to the foul? Do not we

behold,
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behold, with joy, the place where our fathers
feait d ¢ 2 But our eyes are full of tears, on the
fields of their war. This ftone {hall rife, with
all its mofs, and fpeak to other years.  Herc
Cathmor and Offian mct: thc warriors met in
peace!” When thou, O ftonc, fhalt fail:
when Lubar’s ftream fhail roll away! then
fhall the traveller come, and bend here, per-
haps, in reft, When the darkened moon is
rolled over his head, our fhadowy forms may
come, and, mixing: w1th his dreams, remind
him of this place. But why turneft thou fo
dark away, fon of Borbar-duthul # "

“ Not forgot, fon of Fingzl, thall wE afcend
thefe winds. Our deeds are fireams of light,
before the eyes of bards. But darknefs is
rolled on Atha: the king is low, without his
fong: ftill there was a beam towards Cathmor
from his ftormy foul ; like the moon, in a
cloud, amidft the dark-red courfe of thunder.”

“« Soq of Erin,” I rcplied, * my wrath
dwells not in his earth +. My hatred flies, on
eagle wing, from the foe that 1s low. He

* Borbar-duthul, i furly avariin of the dark-brown
eyes.. That his name fuited well with his chara&er, w%
may eafily conccive, from thc ftory delivered concerning
him by Malthos, toward the end of the fixth book. He
was the brother of that Colculla, who,js meigioned in the
¢plfodc which begins the fourth book.

+ 'This reply abounds with the fentiments of a noble
mind. 'Tho’, of all men living, ke was the noft injured
by Cairbar, yet he lays afide his rage as the foe was low,
;—i’ow diiierent is this from the behaviour of the herocs of
other ancicnt peems ? Cynthius aurem <ellit.

thal -
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thall hear the fong of bards. Cairbar fhall re-
joice on his winds.” :
Cathmor’s fwelling foul arofe. He took
the dagger from his fide, and placed it gleam-
ing in my hand. e placed it, in my haud,
with fighs, and, filent, firode away. Mine
eyes followed his departure. He dimly
gleamed, like the form of a ghoft, which
meets a traveller, by night on the dark-fkirted
heath. His words are dark like forgs of old :
with morning ftrides theunfinifhed thade away!
* Who comes from Lubar’s vale? from the
fkirts of the morning mift? The drops of
heaven are on his head. His fteps are in the
paths of the fad. It is Carril of other times.
He comes from Tura’s filent cave. I behold
it dark in the rock, thro’ the thin folds of miit.
There, perhaps, Cuthullin fits, on the blaft
which bends its trees. Pleafant is the fong of
the morning from the bard of Erin!
“ The waves crowd away,” faid Carril,
« They crowd away for fear. They hearthe
found of thy coming forth, O fun! Terrible
Is thy beauty, fon of heaven, when death is
defcending on thy locks: when thou rolleft
thy vapours before thee, over the blafted hoft.
* The morping of the fccond day, from the opening
of the poemz:omes on. After the death of Cuthullin,
Carrii, the 7,0 of Kinfena, his bard, retired to the cave of
Tura, which was in the neighbourhood of Moi-lena, the
fcenc of the poem of Temora. His cafual appearance
here enables Offian to fulfil immediately the promife he
had made to Cathmor, of caufing, the funeral fong to be -

pronounced over the tomb of Cairbar. 'L'his book takes
up only the fpace of a few hows.
But
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But pleafant is thy beam to the Lunter, fitting
by the rock'in a florm, when thou fheweft
thyfelf from the parted cloud, and brightcneft
his dewy lccks : he looks down on the fircamy
vale, and beholds the defcent of roes! How
long fhalt thou rife on war, and roll, a bloody
fhield, tliro’ heaven? I fec the deaths of he-
roes, dark-wandcring over thy face!”

““ Why wander the words of Carril i’
faid.  * Does the {on of heaven mourn? He
is unftained in his courfe, ever rejoicing in his
firc. Roll on, thou carclefs light.  Thou too,
perhaps, muft fall. Thy darkening hour may
feize thee, flruggling as thou rolleft through
thy fky. = But pleafant is the voice of the
bard : pleafant to Offian’s fonl! It is like the
fhower of the morning, when it conies through
the ruftling vale, on which the {uu looks thro’
mifl, jult rifing from his rocks. But this is
no time, O bard! to fit down, at the ftrife of
fong. Fingal'is in arme on the vale. Thou
feeft the flaming fhield of theking. His face
darkens between his locks. He beholds the
wide rolling of Erin. Does not Carril behold
that tomb, befide the roaring ftream? Three
ftones lift their grey heads, beneath a bending
oak. Aking is low]y laid ! Give thou his foul
to the wind. He is the brother ¢f Cathmor!
Open his airy hall! Let thy fong %¢ a fiream
of joy tq Cairbar’s darkened ghott !
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- ARGUMENT to Boox III.

Morning coming on, Fingal, after a fpeech to his people,
dcvolves the command on Gaul, the fon of Mornij it
being the cuftom of the times, that the king fhould not
engage, till the neceflity of affairs required his {uperior
valour and coududl. The king and Offian retire to the
rock of Cormul, which overlcoked the field of battle.
The bards fing the war-fong. | The general conflick is
defcribed.  Gaul, the fon of Morni, diftinguifhes
himfelf : kills Turlathon, chief of Moruth, and other
chiefs of lefler name. On the other hand, Foldath,
who commanded the Iriflh army (for Cathmor, after the
example of Fingal, kcpt himfelf from battle) fight§
gallantly ; kills Connal, chief of Dun-lora, dfd ad-
vances to engage Gaul himfelf. Gaul in the mean
time, being wéunded in the hard, by a random arrow,
is covered %)y Fillan, the fon of Fingal, who performs
prodigies of valour. "Night comes on. The horn of
Fingal recalls his army. 'The bards meet them, with
a congratulatory fong, in which the praifes of Gaul and
Fillan are particularly celebrated. The chiefs fit down
at a feaft ; Fingal miffes Connal. The epifode of Con-
nal and Duth-caron is introduced 3 which throws fur-
ther light on the ancient hiftory of Ireland. Carril is
difpatched to raifc the tomb of Connal. The action of
this book takes up the fecond day from the opening of
the poem.



[ 49 1]

T EM O R A

AN

EPIC POEM.

. BOQK IIL

HO is that at blue-fireaming Lubar?
Who, . by the bending hill of roes?
Tall, he leans on an oak torn from high,
by mngy winds. Who but Combal’s fon,
brightening in“he laft of his fields? His grey
hair is on the breeze. “He half unfheaths the
fword of Luno. His eyes are turned to Moi-
lena, to the dark moving of foes. Doit thou
hear the voice of the king? It is like the burft-
ing of a ftream in the defert, when it comes,
between its echoing rocks, to the blafted ﬁeld
of the fun! ~
Wide-fkirted comes down the foq' Sons
of woody Selma, arife! Be ye like the rocks of
our land, on whofe brown fides are the rolling ’
of ﬁreams. A beam of joy comes on my foul.
I fee the foe mighty before me. It is when
HE is feeble, that the fighs of Fingal are heard:
left death fhould come without renown, and
darknefs dwell on his'tomb., Who fhall lead
VOL. II. F the
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the war, againft the hoft of Alnecma? It is
only whgn danger grows, that my fword fhall
fhine. Such was the cuftom, heretofore, of
Trenmor the ruler of winds! and thus de-

fcended to battle the blue-thieldgg Trathal !
The chiefs bend toward the king. Fach
darkly feems to claim the war. They tell, by
halves, their mighty deeds. They turn their
eyes on Erin. But far before the reft the fon
of Morni ftands. Silent he ftands, for who
had not heard of the'battles of Gaul? They
rofe within his foul. His hand, in fecret, feized
the fword. The fword which he brought from
Strumon, when the firength of Morni failed *.
' : On

* Strumon, ffream of the bill, the name of the feat of the
family of Gaul, in the neighBourhéod of Selm#. During
Gaul’s expedition to Tromathon, menmtioned in the poenr
of Oithona, Morni his father died. Morni ordered the

ord of Strizmon (which had been preferved, in the family,
as a relique, from the days of Colgach, the moft renowned
of his anceftors) to be laid by his fide, in the tomb: at
the fame time, leaving it in charge to his fon, not to take
it from thence, till he was reduced to the laft extremity.
Not long after, two of his brothers being flain, in battle,
by Coldaronnan, chief of Clutha, Gaul went to his father’s
tomb to take the fivord. His addrefs to the fpirit of the de-
ceafed hero, is the fubjcc'._tcof the following {hort poem.

. AUL. '
¢ Breaker of echoing fhields, whofy, head is deep in
fhades: bear me from the darknefs of \Clora, O fon of
Colgach, hear !
¢ No ruftling, like the eagle’s wing, comes ovcr the
Loyfe of my fireams. Deep bofomed in the midft of the
. defert, O king of Strumon, hear!

¢. Dwellclt thou in the fhadowy. breeze, that pours its
dark wave over the grafs? Ceafe to {trew the beard of the
thiflle ; O chief of Clora, hear! «o

. )y



Boox . AN EPIC POEM. gt

On his fpear leans Fillan of Sclma¥, in the
wandering of his locks. Thrice he raifes his
" eyes to Fingal: his voice thrice fails him as he
fpeaks. My brother could not boaft of battles:
at once he ftrides away. Bent over a diftant
fiream he ftands: the tear hangsin his eye. He
ftrikes, at times, the thiftle’s head, with his
inverted {pear, Nor is he unfeen of Fingal.
Side-long he beholds his fon. He beholds
him, .with burfting joy; and turns, amid his
crowded foul. ‘In filence turns the king to~

¢ Or rideft thou on a beam, amidft the dark trouble of
clouds? Poureft thou the loud-wind on feas, to roll their
blue waves dver ifles? hear me, father of Gaul; amidft
thy terrors, hear! o
¢ The ruftling of eagles is heard, the murmuring oaks
fhake their heads. on the hills : dreadful and pleafant is
thy approach, friend of the dwelling of heroes.
MognI.
¢ 'Who awakes me, in the midft of my clond, where
my locks of mift fpread on the winds? Mixed with the
noife of ftreams, why rifes the voice of Gaul?
Gaut. )
¢ My foes arc around me, Momi: their dark fhips
defcend fram their waves. Give the fword of Strumon,
that beam which thou hideft in thy night, .
) . MornNi1. :
¢ Take the fword of refounding Strumon; I look on
thy war, my fon; I look, a dim meteor, from my cloud :
blue-fhielded Giml,, deftroy.”

* Clatho was the daughter of Cathulla, king of Iniftore.
Fingal, in one of his expeditions to that ifland, fell id love
with,Clatho, and took her to wifc, after the death of Ros-
crana, the daughter of Cormac, king of Ireland.

Clatho was the mother of Ryno, Fillan, and Bofmina, -
mentioned in the baftle of Lora. Fillan is often called the
fon of Clatho,.to diftinguifh him from thofe fons which
Fingal had by Ro#rana. .

E 2 ward



52 T EM O R A:  Boox IIL

ward Mora of woods. He hides the big tear
with his locks. At length his voice is heard.

+ % Firft of the fons of Morni¥ Thou rock
that defieft the ftorm ! Lead thou my battle,
for the race of low-laid Cormac. No boy’s
ftaff is thy fpear: no harmlefs beam of light
thy [word. Son of Morni of fteeds, bchold
the foe! Deftroy! Fillan, obferve the chief ¥
He is not calm in {trife : nor burns he, heed-
lefs, in battle. My fon, obferve the chief!
He is ftrong as Lubar’s ftream, but never
foams and roars. High on cloudy Mora, Fingal
thall behold the war. . Stand, Offian*, near thy
father, by the falling fircam.  Raifc the voice,
O bards! Selma, move bencath the found. It
is my latter field. Clothe it over with light.”

As the fudden rifing of winds;. or diftant
rolling of troubled feas, when fome dark
ghoft, in wrath, heaves the billows over an
ifle: an ifle, the feat of mift, on. the deep, for
‘many dark-brown years! So terrible is the
found of the hoft, wide-moving over the ficld.
Gaul is tall before:them. The ftreams glitter
within his ftrides. The bards raife the fong by
his fide.. He firikes his fhield between. 'On
the fkirts of the blaﬁ, the tuneful voices rife.

¢ On-Crona,” faid the bards, * there burfts
a frream by night. It fwells in its own dark
courfe, till morning’s early beam. Then comes’
it white from the hill, with the rogks.and their
hundred geoves.. Far be my ﬁeps from Crona.

¢ YUlin bemg fent to Morven with the body of Ofcar,
Oflian attends his father, in quahty of ghief bard. - Death
' eat



:Book IIL AN EPIC POEM: ° 53

Death is tumbling there. Be ye a fiream from

Mora, fons of cloudy Morven !”

¢ Who rifes, from his car, on Clutha? The
hills are troubled before the king? The dark
woods echo round, and lighten. at his fteel.
See him amidft the foe, like Colgach’s * fport-
ful ghoft: when he fcatters the clouds, and
rides the eddying winds! It is Mornif of
bounding fteeds! Be like thy father, O Gaul!”

¢ Selma is opened wide. Bards take the
trembling harps. Ten youths bear the oak of
the fealt. A diftant fun-beam marks the hill.
The dufky waves of the blaft fly over the
fields of grafs. Why art thou filent, O Selma?

. L3

* There are fome traditions, but, I believe, of late in-
wventjon, that this Colgach was the fame with the Galgacus
of Tacitus. He was the anceftor of Gaul, the fon of
Morni, and appears, from fome, really ancient traditions,
1o have been 'king, or Vergobret, of the Caledonians;
and hence proceeded the pretenfions of the family of Mormi
to the throne, which created a good deal of difturbance,
both to Comhal and his fon Fingal. The firlt was killed
in battle by that tribe ; and it was after Fingal was grown
up, that they were reduced to obedience. Colgach fignifies
Jiercely-looking 5 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 hete
mentioned was the fame with that hero. I cannot help
obferving, that the fong of the bards is condudted with

ropriety.. Gaul, whofe experience might have rendered
{:is' conduét cautious in war, has the example of his father,
juft ruthihg to battle, fet before his eyes. Fillan, on the
other harid, whofe youth thight make him impetuous and
unguarded in a&ion, is put in mind of the fedate and
{erene behaviour of Fingal upon like qecafions. .

+ "Fhe expedition of Morni to Clutha, alluded to here,
is handcd down in tradition. - . )

E 3 The
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The king returns with all his fame; Did not
the battle roar; yet peaceful is his brow? It
roared, and Fmgal overcame. Be like thy
father, O Fillan !” ,

"Fhey. move beneath the fong. High wave
their arms, as rufhy fields, beneath autumnal
winds. On Mora ftands the king in arms.
Mift flies round his buckler abroad ; as, aloft
it hung on a bough, on Cormul’s mofly rock.
In filence I ftood by Fingal, and turned my
eyes on Cromla’s* wood : left I thould behold
the hoft, and ruth amid my fwelling foul. My
foot is forward on the heath. 1 glittered, tall,
in fteel: like the falling ftream of Tromo,
‘whiich nightly winds bind-over with'ice. The
boy fees it, on high, gleaming to the early

'beam : toward it he turns his ear, and wonders
why it is fo filent !

Nor bent over a ftream is. Cathmor, like a
youth in a peaceful field. Wide he drew for-
ward the war, a‘dark and troubled wave. But
when he beheld Fingal on Mora ; his generous
pride arofe. “ Shall the chief of Atha fight,
and no king in the field ? Foldath, lead my
people forth. Thou art a beam of fire.”

Forth iffues Foldath of Moma, like a cloud,
the robe of ghofts. He drew his {word,.a
flame, from his fide. He bade the battle move.
The tribés, like ridgy waves, dark pour their
ftrength around HaugMy is+his firide before

¢ "% The monnhm -Cromla wis in the ne:ghbourhood of
the fcene of this poem; whxch was nearly the fame with
that of Fingal, -

them.
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them. His red eye rolls in wrath, He calls
Cormul chief of Dun-ratho* and his words
were heard. C
“ Cormul, thou beholdeft that path. It
winds green behind the foe. Place thy people
there; left Selma {hould efcape from my {word.
Bards of green-valleyed Erin, let no voice of
yours arife. 'The fons of Morven muft fall
without fong, They are the foes of Cairbar.
Hereafter fhall the traveller meet their dark,
thick mift on Lena, where it wanders with
their ghofts, befide the reedy lake. Never
thall they rife, without {ong, to the dwelling
of winds® = - T L
Cormul -darkened, as he went. Behind him
rufhed his tribe. They funk beyond the rock.
Gaul {poke to Fillan of Selma; as his eye
purfued the courfe of the dark-eyed chief of
Dunratho, * Thou beholdeft the fteps of
Cormul! Let thine arm be firong! 'When he
.is low, fon of Fingal, remember Gaul in war.
Here ] fall forward into battle, amid the ridge
of . fhields.” ' .
The fign of death afcends: the dreadful
fourid of Morni’s thield. Gaul pours, his ypice
between. Fingal rifes on Meora.- He faw them,
* Dy -ral‘hb,’ a Bill with a plain on its top. Cormuil,
dlite-eyey "Foldath difpatches here, Cormul to lie inambufl,
behind the army of the Caledopians, 'T'his {peech fuits
with the chagalter of .Foldath, which is, throughout,
haughty and préfumptuons. "Towards the” latter end of
this fpeech, we find the opinion of the times, concerning

the unhippinefs of the fouls of thofe who were buried
without the funeral fong. "This doftrine was inculcated by

" the bards, to make their order refpectable and neceffary.
: ‘L 4 . from
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from wing to wing, bending at .once-in firife.
Gleaming on his'own dark hill, t6od Cathmor
of ftreamy Atha. The kings were like two
{pirits of:heaven, ftanding each on his gloomy
cloud; when they pour abroad the winds, and
lift the roaring feas. '[he blue-tumbling of
waves is before them, marked with the paths
of whales. They themfelves are calm and
bright. The gale lifts flowly their locks of
mift! ‘

What beam of light hangs high ip -air!
'What beam, but Morni’s dreadfu] {word!
Death is firewed on thy paths, O Gaul! Thou
foldefR them together in thy rage:” Like a
young oak falls Tur-lathon *, with his branches
round him. His high-bofomed {fpoufe ftretches
her white arms, in dreams,. te the returning
chief, as fhe fleeps by gurgling Moruth, in her
difordered locks. It is. his.ghoft, Oichaoma.
The chief is lowly laid. Hearken not to the
winds for Turlathon’s echoing fhield. It is
pierced, by his ftreams. Its found is paft
away. . L
Not peaceful is the hand of Foldath. He
winde his courfe in blood. Connal met him
in fight, < They fixed their clanging fleel.
Why fhould mine eyes behold them! Connal,
thy locks are grey! Thou wert the friend of
ftrangers, at the mofs-covered pock of .Dun-
lora. When the fkies were rolled together:

*Tj‘;gdnb ithon, Wd‘ trunk of a tree. Mi6ruthy great
fiream. @ichaows, mild maid. Duiidors, the Ail] of the
nsify fiream,  Duth-caron, dark-brown man.

.....
f ‘e

then
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then thy-feaft was fpread. The ftranger heard
the winds without; and rejolced at thy burn-.
ing oak. Why, fon of Duth-caron, art thoi
laid in blood! The blalied tree beads above
thec. Thy fhield lies broken near., Thy
blood mixes with the ftream ; thou breaker of
the thields! L .

Ofian topk the fpear, in his wrath. But
Gaul rufhed forward on Foldath. The feeble
pafs by his fide: his rage is turned on Mo-
ma’s chief. Now they had raifed their death-
ful fpears: unfeen an arrow came. It pierced
the hand of Gaul. His fteel fell founding ta
earth. Young Fillan came*, with- Cormul’s
thield! He firetched it large before the chief.
Foldath fent his fhonts abroad, and kindled all
the ficld : as a blaft that lifts the wide-winged
flame over Lumon’s echoing groves 1.

“ Son of blue-eyed Clatho,” faid Gaul,
¢ O Fillan! thou art a-beam from heaven ;
that, coming on-the troubled deep, binds up
the tempeft’s wing. Cormulis fallen before
thee. Early art thou in the fame of thy fa-
thers. Rufh not too far, my hero. I cannot
lift the ipear to aid. I ftand bharmlefs in bat-
tle: but my voice fhall- be .poured abroad.

/

* Fillan had been difpatched by Gaul to-oppofe Cor-
mul, who had been fent by Foldath o lie in ambufh be~
hind  the Caledonian army.. It appears that Fillan had
killed ‘Cormul; otherwife, he could not be fappofed to
have poflefled himfelf of the fhicld of that chief.

+ Lumen, bending bill; a mountain in Tnis-huna, or
that part of South.Britain which is over-again{t the Irith

cogﬁ.‘
The
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The fons of Selma fhall hear, and remember
my former deeds.”

His terrible voice rofe on the wind, The
hoft bends forward in fight. Often had they
heard him, at Strumon, when he called them
to the'chafe of the hinds. He ftands tall,
amid the war; a¢ an o¥k in the fkirts of a
ftorm, which now is clothed on high, in mift :
then fhews its broad, waving head. The
muling hunter lifts his eye, from his own rufhy
treld!

My foul purfues thee, O Fillan! through
the path of thy fame. Thou rolledft the foe
before thee. Now Foldath, perhaps, may fly:
but mght comes down with'its cloids. Cath-
mor’s horn is heard on high. The fons of
Selma hear the voice of Fingal, from Mori's
gathered mift. The bards pour thexr fong,
like dew, on the returning war.’

“ Who comes from Strumon,” they faid,
“ ‘amid her wandering locks? She is mourn-
ful in her fteps, and lifts her blue eyes toward'
Erin. Whyart thou fad,Evir-choama®? Who
is like thy chief in renown? He defcended
dreadful to battle ; he returns, like alight from
a cloud. 'He raifed the fwerd in wrath: they
fhrunk before blue-fhielded Gaul?

- % Joy, like the ruftling gale, comes on the
foul of the king. He remembers the battles
of old; the days wherein his fathers fought.

-ﬂa&ama,mld and flately maid, the wife of Gaul.
_foas the daughter of Caidu-conglafs, chief of Ldronla,
dnc of the Hebrides.

0 The
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The days of old return on Fingal’s mind, as he
beholds' the renown of his fon. As the fun
rejoices, from his cloud, over the tree his beams
have raifed, as it hakes its lonely head on the
heath ; fo joyful is the king over Fillan!

« As the rolling of thunder on hills, when
Lara’s fields are fiill and dark, fuch are the
fteps of Selma pleafant and dreadful to the
car. They return with their found, like eagles
to their dark-brown rock, after tbe prey is
torn ,on the field, the dun fons of the bound-
ing hind. Your fathers rejoice from their
clouds, fons of fireamy Selma !”

Such tgas the nightly voice of bards, an
Mora of the hinds. A flame rofe, from an
hundred oaks, which winds had torn from
Cormul’'s €teep. The feaft is ipread in the
midft : around fat the gleaming chiefs. Fingal
is there in his ftrength. . The eagle~wing * of
his helmet founds. The ruftling blafts of the
wefl, unequal rufh through night. Long laoks
the king in filence round at length his words
are heard.’

“ My foul feelsa want in our joy. I bc-
hold a breach among my friends. The head
of one tree is low. " The’ {fqually wind pours
in on Selma. Where is the chief of Dun-
Jora? Ought Connal to be forgot at the feaft?
thn did he. forget the ﬁranger, in the midft

* The: kmgs of Caledonia and Ircland had a plumc of
eagle’s. feathers, by way of orna in their helmets.
It was from this diftinguifhed mark that, Oflian koew
Cathmor in the fecond book.

of
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of his echoing hall? Ye are filent in my
prefence ! Connal is then no more. Joy meet
thee, O warrior! like a fiream of light. Swift
be thy courfe-to thy fathers, along the roaring
winds ! Offian, thy foul is fire: kindle the
memory of the king. Awake the battles of
Connal, when firft he thone in war. The
locks of Connal were grey. His days of
youth * were mixed with mine. In one day
Duthcaron firft firung our bows, againft the
roes of Dun-lora. '

“ Many,” I faid, * are our paths to battle,
in green-vallied Erin. Often did our fails
arife, over the blue tumbling- wayes ; when
we came, in other days, to aid the race of
Conar. The ftrife roared once in Alnecma,
at the foam-covered ftreams of Duth-tla .
With Cormac’ defcended to battle Duthcaron
from cloudy Selma., Nor defcended Duthca-
ron alone, his fon was by his fide, the long-
haired youth of Connal lifting the firft of his

" * After the death of Comhal, and during the ufurpation
of the tribe of Morni, Fingal was edicated in private by
Duthcaron. It was then he contradted that intimacy
with Connal, the fon of ,Duthgaron, which occafions his
yegretting fo much his fall. Fingal was grown up,
he foon reduced the tribe of Morni; and, as it appesrs
from the fubfequent epifode, fent Duthcaron and his fon
€onnal to the aid of Cormac, the fun of Conar, king. of
Tretand, who was driven to the lalt extremity, by thé in~
furretions of the Firbolg. This cpifode throws farther
light on she contefts berween the Caol and Firbolg.

Dath-ala, a rigex in Connaught; it fignifies dark-
rafling waler. ’ ' ‘ :

8 fpears.
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fpears. Thou didft command them, O Fin-
gal! to aid the king of Erin. '

« Like the burfting ftrength of ocean, the
fons of Bolgar rufhed to war. Colc-ulla* was
before them, the chief of blue-ftreaming Atha.
The battle was mixed on the plain. Cormac
thone in his own f{trife, bright as the forms of
his fathers. But, far before the reft, Duthca-
ron hewed down the foe. Nor flept the arm
of Connal by his father’s fide. Colc-ulla pre-
vailed on the plain: like fcattered mift, fled

the people of Cormac .  * '
- ' " % Then

® Colel)a, firm look im readinefs 3 he was the brother
of Borbar-dathul, the father of Cairbar and Cathmor,
who, after #he death of Cormac, the fon of Astho, fuc-
ceflively mounted the Irith throne. .
+ Cormac the fon of Conar, the fecond king of Ire-
iand, of the race of the Caledonians. This infurre&ion
of the Firbolg happened towards the latter ‘end of the
fong reign of Cormac. He never poflefled the Irith
throne peaceably. The pasty of the family of Atha had
made feveral attempts to everturn the fucceffion in the
race of Conar, before they effeéted it, in the minority of
€Cormac, the fon of Artho. Ireland, from the moft an-
cient accounts concerning it, fcems to have becn always
fo difturbed by domeftic commotions, that it 1s difficult to
fay, wheather it ever was, for any length of time, fubje&t
to onc monarch, It xj:.?hm, that every proviuce, if not
every fmall diftrid, its own %ing. One of thefe
petty princes affumed, at times, the title of king of Ire-
Jand, and, on account of his fuperior force, or in cafes of
public danger, was acknowledged by the reft as fuch; but
“the fucceflion from father to {on, does not appear.to have
been eftablifhed. It was the divifions amongit themielves,
arifing from the bad conftitution of their -government,
that, at kaft, fubjected the Irifh to & foreign yoke.
1 The inhabitants of Ullin.or Ulfter, who were of the

race
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“ Then rofe the fword of Duthcaron, and
the fteel of broad-fhielded Connal. They
fhaded their flying friends, like two rocks with
their heads of pine. Night camne down on
Duth-ula: filent ftrode the chiefs over the
field. A mountain-fiream roared acrofs the
path, nor could Duthcaron bound over its
courfe.” “ Why ftands my father ?” faid
Connal. “ I hear the rufhing foe.”

“ Fly, Connal,” he faid. ¢ Thy father’s
firength begins to fail. I come wounded from

* battle. . Here let me reft in night.” ¢ But
thou fhalt not remain alone,” faid Connal’s
burfting figh. * My fhield is an e3gle’s wing
to cover the.king of Dun-lora.” qK%le bends
dark above his father. The mighty Duthca-
ron dies. _

Day rofe, and night returned. No lonely
bard appeared, de¢ép mufing on the heath:
and could Connal feave the tomb of his father,
till he fhould receive his fame? He bent the
bow againft the rofe of Duth-ula. He fpread
the lonely feaft. Seven nights he laid his
head on the tomb, and faw his father in his
dreams. ‘He faw him rolled, dark, in a blaft,
like the vapour of.reedg Lego. At length
the fteps of * Colgan camé, the bard of high

. Temora.
race of the Caledonians, feem, alone, to have been the
firm friends to the fucceflion in the family of Conar.
‘The Firbglg were,only fubject to them by conftraint, and
embraced every opportunity to thtow off their yoke.

* Colgan, the fon of Cathmul, was the principal bard
of Cormac, king of Ircland. The following dialogue,

. ‘ on
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Temora. Duthcargn received .his fame, and

brightened, as he rofe on the wind.
¢ Pleafant to the ear,” faid Fingal, ¢ isthe
praife of the kings of men ; when their bows
. are

on theloves of Fitigal and Ros-crina, may be afcribed to

him : \
Ros-crana.

By night, came a dream to Ros-crana; I feel my beat-
ing foul. No vifion of the forms of the dead came to
the blue eyes of Erin. But, rifing from the wave of the
north, I beheld him bright in his Jocks. I beheld the fon
of the king. My beating foul is high. I laid my head
down in uig_hf; again afcended the form. \Vh; delayeft
thou thy con g, young rider of ftormy waves:

But, there, far diftant, he comes; where feaszoll their
green ridges in mift! Young dweller of my foul ; why
doft thou delay— . o
FrdcaL. :

It was the foft voice of Moi-laga ! the plefifant breeze
of the valley of roes! But why doft thou hide thee in
fhades? Young love of herpgs, rife. Are not thy fteps
covered with light? In thy ‘groves thou appeareft, Ros-
crina, like the funin the gathering of clonds. Why doft
thou hide thec in thades? Young love of heroes, rife.

o Ros-craNa.

My fluttering foulis high! Let me turn from the fteps
of the king. He has heagl my fecret voice, and fhall my
blue eyes roll in his prefence ? Roe of the hill of mofs,
toward thy dwelling I move. Meet me, ye bréezes of
Mora! as¥ move through the valley of windg. . But why
thould he afcend his ogean ? Son of heroes; my foul is
thine! My fteps fhall not move to the defert; the light
of Ros-crana is here. ..

Fincar.

It was the light tread of a gboil, the fair dwelleg of

eddying winds, Why deceiveft thou me with thy voice ?
Here



65 TEMOR 4: Boox III.

are ftrong in battle; when they foften at the
fight of the fad. Thus lct my name be re-
nowned, when bards fhall lighten my 1ifing
foul. Carril, fon of Kinfena! take the bards
and raife a tomb. To-night let Connal dwell
within his marrow houfe. Let not the foul of
the valiant wander on the winds. Faint glim-
mers the moon on Moi-lena, through the
broad-licaded groves of the hill! Raife flones,
beneath its beamn,,to all the fallen in war.
Though no ghiefs were, they, yet their hands
were ftrong i#fight. They weic my rock in
danger ; the mountain from which I fpread
my eagle-wings. Thence am I renowned.
Carril forget not the low !” \;

Loud, at once, from the hundred baids, rofe
the fong of the tomb. Carril ftrode before
them, they are the murmur of flreams behind
his fteps.» Sifencggwells in the vales of Moi-
lerra, where each, with*its own dark rill, is
winding between the hills. I heard the voise
of the bards, leflening, as they moved along.
1leaned fosward from my fhield ; and felt the
kindling of my foul. Half-formed, the words

Here let me reft an fhides. Shouldft thou ftretch thy
white arm from tHy giove, thou fun-beatn of Cormag of
Fiin ' .&“ *

b Ros-crana,

Me is gone; and my blue eyes are dim; faint-rolling,
in all my tears. | But, there, I behold him, alone : king of
Sclma, my foul 15 thine. Al me ! what clanging of ar-
mgyr | Culc-ulla of Athaisnear! -

of
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of my fong burft forth upon the wind. So
hears a tree, on the vale, the voice of {pring
around. It pours its green leaves to the fun.
It thakes its lonely head. The hum of the
mountain bee is near it; the hunter fees it,
with joy, from the blafted heath,

Young Fillan at a diftance ftood. His hel-
met lay glittering on the ground. His dark
hair is loofe to the blaft. A beam of light is
Clatho’s fon! He heard thewords of the king,
with joy. He leaned forward og his {pear.

“ My fon,” faid car-borne Fingal ; “1 faw
thy deeds, and my foul was glad. The fame
of our fathers, I faid, burfts from its gathering
cloud. Thou art brave, fon of Clatho! but
headlong in the ftrife. So did not Fingal ad-
vance, ‘though he never feared a foe. Let
thy people be a ridge behind. They are thy
ftrength in the field. Then fhalt thot be long
renowned, and behold the tombs of the old.
The memory of the paft returns, my deeds in
other years: when firft I defcended from
ocean on the green-valleyed ifle.,” -

We bend towards the voice of the king.
The moor: looks abroad from her cloud. The
grey-fkirted mift is near : the'dwelling of the
ghofts! " L
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ARGUMENT to Book IV.

The fecond night continues. Fingal relates, at the feaft,
his own firft expedition into Ireland, and his marriage
with Ros-crana, the daughter of Cormac, king of that
ifland. The Irifh chiefs convene in the prefence of
Cathmor. The fituation of the king dcfcribed. 'The
ftory of Sul-malla, the daughter of Conmor, king of
Inis-huna, who, in the difguife of a youpg warrior, had
followed Cathmor to the war. The f{ﬂlen behaviour
of Foldath, who had commanded in the. battle of the
preceding day, rencws the difference between him and
Malthos; but Cathmor, interpofing, ends it. The
chiefs feaft, and hear the fong of Fonar the bard.
Cathmor returns {o reft, at a diftance from the army.
The ghoft of his brother Cairbar appears to him ina
dream; and obfcurely foretels the iflue of the war,
The foliloquy of the king. He difcovers Sul-malla,
Morning comes. Her {oliloquy clofes the book.
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« PENEATH* an oak,” faid the king, « |

fat on Selma’s firéamy rock, when Con-
nal rofe, from the {ea, with the broken fpear of
Duth-caron. Far-diftant ftood the youth. He
turned away his eyes. He remembered the
fteps of his father, on his own green hills,
I darkened in my place. Duilky thoughts flew
over my foul. The kings of Erin rofe before
me. [ half-untheathed the fword. Slowly ap-
proached the chiefs. They lifted up their
filent eyes. Like a ridge of clouds, they wait
for the burfting forth of my voice. My voice
was, to them, a wind from heaven, to roll the
mift away. '

* This epifode has an immediate conne&ion with the
ftory of Connal and Duth-caron, in the latter end .of the
third book. Fingal, fitting beneath an oak, near the pa-
lace'of Selma, difcovers Connal juft landed from Ireland
The danger which threatened Cormac king of Ireland in-
duces him to fail immediately to that ifland. The frory

is introduced, by the king, as a pattern*for the future be-
haviour of Fillan, whofe rafhnefs in the preceding battle

is reprimanded.
F 3 “ I bade
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“ I bade my white fails to rife, before the
roar of Cona’s wind. Three hundred youths
looked, from their waves, on Fingal’s befly
thield. High on the maft it hung, and marked
the dark-blue fea. But when night came
down, I ftruck, at times, the warning bofs :
1 ftruck, and looked on high, for fiery-haired
Ul-erin *. Nor abfent was thc ftar of heaven.
It travelled red between the clouds. I purfued
the lovely beam, on the faint-gleaming deep.
With morning, Erin rofe in mift. We came
in the bay of Moi-lena, where its blue waters
tumbled, in the bofom of echoing woods.
THere Cormac, in his fecret hall, avoids the
firength of Cole-ulla.  Nor he alone avoids
the foe. The blue eye of Ros-crina is there :
Ros-crina |, white-handed maid, the daughter
of the king!

¢ Grey, on his pointlefs fpear, came forth
the aged fteps of Cormac. He fmiled, from
his waving locks’; but grief was in his foul.
He faw us few before him, and his figh arofe.
¢ I {ce the arms of Trenmor,” he faid; *and

* Ul-erin, #le guid. to Ireland, a ftar known by that
name in the days of Fingal, and very wfeful to thofe who
failed, by nighs, fromn the Hebrides, or Caledonia, te the
coalt of Uliter.

+ Ros-ctina, the beam of the rifing fun; fhe was the
mother of Oflian. The Irith bards relate {trange fictions
concerning this princefs. Their ftories, howcver, cona
cerning ¥ingal, if they mean him by Fion Mac-Comnal,
are fo inconfiltent aid uotorioufly fabulous, that they do
not deferve to be mentioned; for they evidently bear,
along with thepi, the marks of late invention.

. ) ’;heﬁ:
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thefe are the fteps of the king! Fingal! thou
art a beam of light to Cormac’s darkened foul.
Early is thy fame, my fon: but ftrong are the
foes of Erin. They are like the roar of ftreams
in the land, fon of car-borne Comhal !” “ Yet
they may be rolled * away,” I faid in my rifing
foul. “ We are not of the race of the feeble,
king of blue-fhielded hofts! Why fhould fear
come amongft us, like a ghoft of night? The
foul of the valiant grows, when foes increafe
in the field. Roll no darknefs, king of Erin,
on the young in war!”

. * The burfting tears of the king came
down. He'fvized my handin filence. ¢ Race
of the daring Tyenmor!” at length he faid,
“ Iroll no cloud)before thee. Thou burneft
in the fire of thyj fathers. I bchoid thy fame.
[t marks thy courfe in battle, like a ftream of
light. But wait the coming of Cairbar ; my
fon muft j join thy fword. He calls the fons of
Erin from all thcir diftant ftreams.”

* Cormac had faid that the foes were like the roar of
Sfireams, and TFingal continucs the mctaphor.  The fpeech
of the young hero is {piritcd, and confiflent with that fe-
date intrcpidity which emincmly diftinguifhes his cha-
rater throughout.

+ Cairbar, the fon of Corm"c, was aftqieards king of
Ireland. His reign was fhort.  He was {uleeeded by his
fon Artho, the f‘uher of that Cormac who was x%pn.crcd
by Cairbar the fon of Borbar-duthul.  Cairbar, the fon of
Cormac, long after his fon Artho was vrown to man’s
eftate, had, by his wife Dcltanno, another fon, whofe
name was Ferad-artho. e was the only one remaining
of the race of Conar the firft king of Ireland, when Fine
gal’s expedition againft Cairbar the fon of Porbar-duthul
happened. See more of Ferad- artho in the eighth book.

F 4 13 \Ve
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“ We came to the hall of the king, where
it rofe in the midft of rocks, on whofe dark
fides were the marks of ftreams of old. Broad
oaks bend around with their mofs. The thick
birch is waving near. Half-hid, in her (hady
grove, Ros-crana raifes the fong. Her white
hands move on the harp. 1 beheld her blue-
rolling eyes. She was like a {pirit * of hea-
ven half-folded in the fkirt of a cloud !”

* The attitude of Ros-crana is illuftrated by thi<
fimilc ; for theideas of thofe times, concerning the fpirit.
of the deceafed, were not fo gloomy and difagreeable, as
thofe of fucceeding ages. The fpirits of women, it was
fuppofed, retained that beauty, which they pofleffed while
living, and tranfported themiclves, \rom place to place,
with that gliding motion, which I'hmer afcribes to the

ods. The defcriptions which poyts, lels ancient than
Offian, have left us of thofe beaut,ful figures, that ap-
peared fometimes on the hills, are elezant and picturefque.
They compare them to the rainbow on freams; or the
giding of fan-beanis on the kills.

A chief who lived three centurics ago, returning from
the war, underfloed that his wife or miftrefs was dead.
A bard introduces him fpeaking the following foliloguy,
when he came within fight of the place, where he had
left her at Ius departure.

« My foul darkens in forrow. Thchold not the fmoak
af my hall. No grey dog bounds at my {treams. Si-
lence dwells in the valley of trees.

¢ Is thatgagain-bow on Crunath ? It flies : and the tky
is dark. A##hn, thou moveft, bright, on the heath, thow
fun-beam clothed ia a fhower! Hah! it is fhe, my love!
her gli:%?\ng courfe on the bofom of winds !” .

In fucceeding times the beauty of Ros-crana pafled inta
a proverb; and the higheft compliment that could be paid
to a wéman, whs to compare her perfon with zbe daughter
of Corinac. .

’S tu fein an Ros-crana.
¢’ol Chormace na nioma lan.

“ Three
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“ Three days we feafted at Moi-lena. She
rifes bright in my troubled foul. Cormac
beheld me dark. He gave the white-bofomed
maid. She comes with bending eye, amid the
wandering of her heavy locks. She came!
Straight the battle roared. Colc-ulla appeared :
1 took my fpear. My {word rofe, with my
people, againft the ridgy foe. Alnecma fled.
Colc-ulla icll.  Fingal returned with fame.”

“ Renowned is ke, O Fillan, who fights, in
the ftrength of his hoft. The bard purfues
his fteps, through the land of the foe. But
he who fights alonc; few are his deeds to
other times! H thines, to-day, a mighty
light. To-mm'r“gw, he is low. One fong
contains his fame}  His name is on oNE dark
field. He is fdrgot; but where his tomb
fends forth the thfted grafs.”

Such are the words of Fingal, on Mora of
the roes. Three bards, from the rock of Cor-
mul, pour down the pleafing fong. Sleep de-
{cends, in the found, on the broad-fkirted hoft.
Carril returned, with the bards, from the tomb
of Dun-lora’s chief: The voice of morning
fhall not come 1o the dutky bed of Duth-ca-
ron. No more fhalt thou” hear the tread of
roes around thy narrow houfe !

As roll the troubled clouds, round a meteor
_of night, when they brlghtcn their fides, with
Tits light, along the heaving fea: fo gathers
Erin around the gleaming form of Cathmor.
HeE, tall in the midf, carelefs lifts, at timcs, his

fpear : as {wells or falls the fourd of Fonar’s
diftant
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diftant harp. Necar* him leaned, againft a
rock, Sul-mallat of blue eyes, the white-
bofomed daughter of Conmor, king of Inis-
huna. To his aid came blue-fhielded Cath-
mor, and rolled his foes away. Sul-malla
beheld bim flately in the hall of feafts. Nor
carelefs rolled the eyes of Cathmor on the
long-haired maid !

* In order to illuflrate this patlege, T fhall give here, the
hiftory on which it 1s founded, as I have gathered it from
tradition. "Khe nation of the Fir-bolg who inhabited the
foutl: of Ircland, being originally defcended from the
Belgre, who poflefied the fouth and fouth-wet coaft of
Bunm, kept up, for many ages, an, amicible correlpon-
dence with their mother-country 3 abd fentaid to the Bri-
tith Delgie, when they were pum}L by the Romans or
other new-comers from the Centinejt. Con-mor, Ling of
Inis-huna, (that part of South Lx&:‘am which is over
againit the Irifh coalt,) being attackad, by what encmy is
nct meatiened, fuae {or aid to Cairl:” “ry lord of Atha, the
moft potent cl: %l of the Fir- bolg. Cairbar difpatched his
brother Cathmor to the qﬁ'x(tnncc of Con-mor. Cathmor,
after various viciifitudes of fortune, put an end to the
war, by the total defeat of the encimics of Inis-huna, and
returncd in ttiumph to the refidence of Con-mor. There,
at a feafl, Sulmalla, the dunghter of Con-mor, fell defpe-
rately in love with Cathmor, who, before her pafion was
difclofed, was recalled to Ircland by his brother Cairbar,
upon the. news of the intended c\puimon of Fingal, to re-
eltablifh the family of Conar on tiwe Irifh throne. The
wind being contr. Ay Cathmor remained, for three days,
in a neighbm.rin«r bay, during which time Sul-malla dif-
guifed herfclf in the habit cf a young warrior, and ca
to offer him her fervice in the war: Cathmor acccpted or
the propofal, fajled for Treland, and arrived in Ulfter a
few days before the death of Cairbar.

+ Sul-malla, flowly-rolling eyes. Caon-mor, mild and
&ull. Inis-huna, green ijland.

‘ 4 The
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The third day arofe, when Fithil * came;
from Erin of the ftreams. He told of the
lifting up of the fhield + in Selma: he told
of the danger of Cairbar. Cathmor raifed
the fail at Cluba ; but the winds were in other
lands. Three days he remained on the coaft,
and turned his eyes on Conmor’s halls, He
remembered the daughter of ftrangers, and his
figh arcfe. Now when the winds awaked the
wave: from the hill came a youth in arms;
to lift the fword with Cathmor, in his echoing

* Tithil, an inferior bard. 1t may either be taken here
for the }‘)rnpcrmxme of a man, or in the literal finfe, as the
bards were the her ‘lds and mcﬂlwgcxs of thoie times.
Cathmor, it*is prob*t;)le, was abfent, when the rebellion of
his brother Cairbar, :nd the aﬂ}\ﬂ'm“txon of Cormac, king
of Ireland, ha penc' Cathmor and*his followers had
only arrived, from Jnis-huna, three days before the death
of Cairbar, ‘which t:lﬂicu:ntly clears his chara&er from
any imputation of b&ing concerned in the confpiracy with
his brother.

+ The ceremony which was uﬁ.d by Tingal, when he
prepared for an emcd.tvon, is related thus in tradition :
A bard, at midnight, went to the hall where the tribes
feafted upon foictin oceafions, raifed the awar fuiy, and
thrice called .the ipirits of their deceafed anceftors to
come, or their clonds, to behold the allions of their chil-
dren. He then fised the fBicid of Treznwr, on a tree on
the rock of Sclma, ftrizing it, at times, with the blunt end
of a {pear, and finging the war fong between. Thus he did,
for thiee fucceflive nights, and, in the moan time, mcﬁ‘cn-
gers were difpatched to cail together the tribes; or, to ufe

~=an ancient cxpreflion, 2o call them _ﬁ'cm all their flreams.
‘This phrafe alludes to the fituation of the refidences of th:

clans, which were generally fized in vaileys, where tic

torrents of the ncighbouring mouptains were colle@led

intn one body, and became Jarge flreams or rivers.  Tre

/_/lmo up of the fhickl, v as the phrafe for beginning a war.

- t‘eldb‘
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fields. It was the white-armed Sul-malla,
Secret the dwelt beneath her helmet. Her
fteps were in the path of the king:“on him
her blue eyes rolled with joy, when he lay by
his roaring ftreams! But Cathmor thought,
that, on Lumon, fhe ftill purfued the roes.
He thought, that fair on a rock, fhe ftretched
her white hand to the wind ; to feel its courfe
from Erin, the green dwelling of her love.
He had promifed to return, with his white-
bofomed fails. The maid is near thee, O
Cathmor! leaning on her rock.

The tall forms of the chiefs fland around;
all but dark-browned Foldath *. 'He teaned
againft a diftant tree, rolled ijito his haughty
foul. His bufhy hair whiftlis in wind. At
times, burfts thé hum of a fohg. He ftruck
the tree, at length, in wrath ; fand ruthed be-
fore the king! Calm and ftat ly, to the beam
of the oak, arofe the form of young Hidalla.
His hair falls round his blufhing cheek, in
wreaths of waving light. Soft was his voice
in Clon-ra 1, in the valley of his fathers. Soft
was his voice when he touched the harp, in
the hall, riear his roaring ftreams!

* The furly attitude of Foldath is a proper preamble
to his after-behaviour.  Chaffed with the difappointment
of the viGtory which he promifed himfelf, he becomes
paflionate and overbearing. The quarrel which fucceeds
between him and Malthos, is introduced to raifc the cha-

rater of Cathmor, whofc fuperior worth fhines forth, in
his manty manncr of ending the difference between the

chiefs.
+ Claon-rath, 'wmdmg Sield. 'The tk are feldom pro-

nounced audibly in the Gulic language.
“ King
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« Kipg of Erin,” faid Hidalla, * now®is
the time to feaft. Bid the voice of bards
arife. Bid them roll the night away. The
foul returns, from fong, more terrible to war.
Darknefs fettles on Erin. From hill to hill
bend the fkirted clouds. Far and grey, on the
heath, the dreadful ftrides of ghofts are feen:
the ghofts of thofe who fell bend forward to
their fong. Bid, O Cathmor! the harps to
rife, to brighten tpe dead, on their wandering
blafts.”

“ Be all the, dead forgot,” faid Foldath’s
burfting wra S‘] Did not 1 fail in the field ?
Shall L thell heaf the fong? Yet was not my
courfe barmlefs {n war. Blood was a ftream
around my fteps.’ But the feeble were behind
me. The foe has efcaped from my {word.
In Clon-ra’s vale touch thou the harp. Let
Dura anfwer toj the voice of Hidalla. Let
fome maid look/from the wood, on thy long,
yellow locks. Fly from Lubar’s cchomg plain.
This is the field of heroes!”

“ King of Erin*,” Malthos faid, * itis
THINE to lead in war. THoOU art a fire to our
eyes, on the dark-brown field. Like a blaft
THOU haft paft over hoftsy Tuou haft laid
them low in blood But who has heard THY
words returning from the field? The wrathful
delight in death: their remembrance refls
6n the wounds of their fpear. Strife is folded

»

* This fpeech of Malthob is, thrqughout, a fevcre re,
primand to the bluftering behaviour of Foldath.

in
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ine THEIR thoughts: THEIR words are ever
heard. 'Thy courie, chicf of Moma, was like
a troubled ftream. The dead were rolled on
thy path: but others alfo lift the {fpear. WE
were not fecble behind thee ; but the foe was
ftrong.” e

Cathmor beheld the rifing rage, and bending
forward of either chief: for, half-unfheathed,
they held their fwords, and rolled their filent
eyes. Now would they have mixed in horrid
fray, had not the wrath of Cathmor burned.
He drew his fword : it gleamed through night,
to the high-flaming oak! ¢ Sons of pride,”
faid the king, ¢ allay your fwclling fouls.
Retire in night.  'Why fhould My rage arife ?
Should I contend with both in arms? It is no
time for frife! Retire, ye clouds, at my feaft.
Awake my foul ne more.”

They funk from the king on ecither fide;
like * two columns of mornin,; mift, when the
fun riles, between them, on his, glittering rocks.
Dark is their rolling on either fide; each to-
ward its reedy pool !

Silent fat the chiefs at the feaft. They look,
at times, on Atha’s king, where he ftrode, on

* This comparifon 'is favourable to the fuperiority of
Cathmor over his two chiefs. I fhall illuftrate this paf-
fage with another from a fragment of an ancient poem,
]u%t now in my hands. ¢ As the fun is above the va-
+pours, which his beams have raifed ; fo is the foul of the
king above the fons of fear They roll, dark below himj
he rejoices in the robe of his beams. But when feetle
deeds wander on the foul of the king, he is a darkened
fun rolled along the fky: the valley is fad below : flowers
wither beneath the drops of the night.” s

15



Booxk IV. AN'EPIC POEM. =~ g9

‘his rock, amid his fettling foul. The hLoft lie,
along the field. Sleep defcends on Moi-lena.
The voice of Fonar afcends alone, beneath his
diftant tree. It afcends in the praife of Cath-
mor, fon of Larthon * of Lumon. But Cath-
mor did nat hear his praife, He lay at the
roar of axftream. The ruftling breeze of
night flew over his whiftling locks.

His brother came to his dreams, half-feen
from his low-hung cloud. Joy rofe darkly in
his face. He hag heard the fong of Carril 1.

VI A blait

Iy
* Lear-thony)¥-dave, the name of the chief of that
colony ¢f the ﬁrubo » which firft migrated into Ireland.
Larthon'z firft fettlement in that country is related in the
feventh book. He was the anceftor of Cathmor; and is
here called Larthon of Lumon, from a high hill of that
name in Inis-huna, the ancient feat of the Fir-bolg. The
chara&er of Cathmor is preferved.  He had mentioned,
in the firft book, the averfion of that chief to praife, and
we find him here Ijing at the fide of a fiream, that the
noife of it might drhwn the voice of Fonar, who, according
to the cuftom of %he times, fung his culogium in his
evening-fong. Though other chiefs, as well as Cathmor,
might be averfe to hcar their own praife, we find it the
univerfal policy of the tines, to allow the bards to be as
extravagant as they pleafed in their encomiums on the
leaders of armies, in the prefence of their people. The
vulgar, who had no great ability to judge for themfelves,
received the characters of their princes entirely upon the
faith of their bards.

+ Carril, the fon of Kinfena, by the orders of Offian,
fung the funeral elegy at the tomb of Caigbar. See the
“iccond book towards the end. In all thefe poems, the
vifits of ghofts, to their living friends, are fhort, and their
language obfcure, both which circumftances tend to
throw a folemn gloom on thefe “fupernatural fcenes.
Towards
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A blaft fuftained his dark-fkirted cloud ; which
he feized in the bofom of night, as hc rofe,
with his fame, towards his airy hall. Half-
mixed with the noife of the fireawn, he pourcd
his feeble words,

“ Joy mect the foul of Cathmor. His voice
was heard on Moi-lena. The bard gave his
fong to Cairbar. He travels on the wind.
My form is in my father’s hall, like the gliding
of a terrible light, which dayts acrofs the de-
fert, in a ftormy night. MNo bard fhall be
wanting at thy tomb, when thpu art lowly laid.
The fons of {fong love the va{:m, Cathmor,
thy name is a pleafant gale.! The' moprnful
founds arife! On Lubar’s field thcre iz voice !
Louder ftill; ye fhadowy ghofts! The dead
were full of fame! Shrilly mells the feeble
found. The rougher blaft alone is heard!
Ah! foon is Cathmor low!’ Rolled into
himfelf he flew, wide on the b fom of winds.
The old oak felt his departure, and fhook its
whiftling head. Cathmor ftarts from reft.
He takes his deathful {fpear. He lifts his eyes
around, e fees but dark-fKirted night.

"fowards the latter end of the fpeech of the ghoft of
C'urb'u', he foretels the death of Cathmeor, by enumerat«
ing thofe fignals, which, according to the opinion of the
time s, precededithe death of a pcrfon renowned. It was
thought that the ghofts of deccated bards fung, for threee.
nights preceding the death (near the place where his tomb
was to ve raifed J round an unfubftartial figure which re-
prefented the body of. the perfon who was te die.

5 {3 It
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« Tt Rypras the voice of the king,™ he faid.
“ But gow his form is gane. Unmarked is
your path 3 the air, ye children of the night.
Often, Wﬂ reflecd beam, are ye feen in the

defert wild: but ye retire in your blafts, be-
fore our ft joach.  Go then, ye feeble
race! KnBWledgé with you there is none!

Youk joys are weak, h;(; 'lihe the dreams of
our reft, or the light-winged thought, that ﬂi\es
acrofg the foul. Shall Cathmor bon be low £
Darkly laid in his/natrow houfe ? Where no
morning comes, Jith her half-opened eyes?
Away, thou fbxtde¥#o fight is mine! Allfure
ther thought awayt I rufth forth, on eagle’s
wings, to~feize my beam of fame. In the

longly vale of ftreams, abides the nqi(;'w +
oul.

»

® The folil of Cathmor fuits the magnanimity of
his chara&cr.oqu’.[{n ih ftaggered st fitft with the g':&
di¢ion of Cairbar’s Jhoft, ke foon comforts himfelf with
the agrecable profpect of his future renown; and, like
Achilles, prefers a fhort and glotious life, to an obfcure
length of years in retirement ind eafe.

4+ An mdolent and unwarlike life was held in extreme
contempt. Whatever a philofophcr may fay, in praife of
quict and retirement, I am far from thinking, but th
weaken and debafe the human mind. When the f;
ties of the foul are not excited, they lofe their vigour,
and low and circumfcribed notions t1ike the place of noble
and enlarged idgas. Actiom; on the contrary, and the vi-
ciflitudes of fortune which attend 1t, call forth, by turns,
all the powers of the mind, and, by ¢xercifing, ftrengthen
them. Hengeit is, that in Fl cat and gpulent l’fates, when
praperty and jndolence are fecured to"ipdividuals, we fel-
dom meet with that firength of mind, which is fo common
in a nation, not far advanced in cwvilization, 11 a curie

VOT. 1L i ous,



EEVOR N
82 ) T2 M 6 R £ Book IV.

foul. ant; roll ‘on, feafons rcfurn,&but he s
ftill unknown. In a blaft comes qudy death,
and lays his gtey head low. %hoﬁ is
folded in the vapour of the fennf‘ '
courfe is never on hills, n offy dhles of
Wwind. So fhall not Cathmm’"" d’ep ﬁ No boy'
in the field was he, who only m
of roes, upon the ee.?homg hills. My i
forth was with kings. My joy in dreadfu!
plains : where broken hoft} are rolléd away,
Tike feas before the wind.”
So fpoke the king of -Aln} a,  brightenitry
in his nﬁng foul. Valour, I %afs zafant ﬂame,
18 gleammg within his bréaft. Stately is his
firide on the heath! The beam of eaft is poured
around. He faw his grey hoft on the field,
wide-fpreading their ridges in hght. He re-
joiced, like a fpirit of heaven, whofe fteps
come forth on the feas, whe)he beholds them

peaceful round, and all thé} winds are’ laid.
But foon he awakes the wav s, and rolls them
large to fome echoing thore.

ous, but jufty obfervatwn, that great Ihn gdams’ feldon
duce gieat chara@ers, which muft be alr.ogcthcr attri-
uted to that indolence and diffipation, which are the in-
fcparabxe companions of too much propesty and fecurity.
Rome, it is certain, had mere real great men within it,
when its power was confined within the n#rrow bounds of

Latiom, than w cn its dominion extended over all the.
) l‘mown world 3 apd'one petty ftate of the Sazon heptarchy
d, "perhiap a, thuch genuine fpirit in' it, as the two
Bﬁtxfh k‘ngdomi united.  As‘a Rate, wevare much more
powerful than our anceftors, but we fhould lofe by com-

pmng mdmdm;!s with them,

6 On
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On'the rnfhy bank of a ftream, flept the
daughtér of Inis-huna. The helmet had fallen.
from her head. Her dreams were in the lands
of her fathers. THERE morning is on the
field, . Grey fireams leap down from the rocks.
The Breezes, in ﬂaadowy waves, fly over the
ruthy fields. TuERE is the found that pre-"
pares for the chafe, THERE the moving of
warriors from the hall. But tall above .the
reft is feen the hero of fireamy Atha. He
bends his eye of love on Sul-malla, from his
ftately ﬂ?& .Sug turns, with pride, her face
away, and m‘f'  bends the bow.

Such were the dreams of the maid, when,
Cathmor of Athacame. He faw her fair face
before him, in the midft of her wandering
locks. He knew the maid of Lumon. What
thould Cathmor do? His fighs arife. His
tears come down.. But firaight he turns
away. “ This is no time, king of Atha, to
awake thy.fecrey foul. ‘The baitle is rol!ed
before thes, like a troubled fiream.”

He ftruck that warning bofs*, wherein
dwelt the voice of ‘'war. Erin rofe around
bim, like the found of eagle-wing. Sul-
malla ftarted from fleep, in her dlfordered

* In order to underftand this paﬂage, it is neceffary to
look to the defcription of Cathmor’s thield in the feventh
book, ‘This ﬂuc even principal boffes, the found of
each,of, whi sftruck with a {pear, conveyed a par- .
ticular order;fggmgthie king to his tribes. ‘The found of
ong of thgm, ere, was the fignal for ths army to
aflemble, gds

¢2 locks.’
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locks, ‘She feized the helmét from . earth.

Shé trembled in her place. - Why thould
théy know in Erin of the daughter of Inis-

huna?’ She remembered the rdde &f kings.
The pride of her foul arofe! Her fteps are
.Behind a rock; by the blue-winding * firéam of
a vale: where dwelt the dark-brown hind ere
¢t the war arofe. Thither cime the voice of
%athmcr, at times, to Sul-malla’s éar.  Het
foul is darkly fad. She pours her words_on
wind.

% The dreams of Inis-husa. ﬂeparted They
are .difperfed from my foulf " #éat riot the
¢hdfe in my land. 1am t:oncezleﬁ in the fkirt
6f war. 1 look forth from my doud No
beam appears to light iy pat l;jﬁold my

watrior low ; for the broad- iclded kitig is

rieat, he that ovettomes iri dan €r, Fiﬁgal om

‘ Qéli'na of fpears! Spirit of dé arted Cohrhor |
ire thy. ﬁeps on the boforii. o} wibds? Comeft
thou, at times, to other. la s, father. of fad

Sul-malla? ‘Thou doft ‘come!} "I habe heard

thy voice at night; while yet I #ofe on the
wave to Erin of the fireams, The ghoft of
fathers, they fay ¥, call away the fouls of their
rice,

* This was not the valley of Lona to which Sul-malla
afterwards retired.
+ Con-mor, the father of Sul-malla, waa killed ingthat
~war, from which Cathmor delivered Inis-hyma. Lormir
his for fuctcedtd Conmor. It was the ‘Gpinion of the
times, when a perfon was reduced to a pitoli of mif
which could admit of no alleviation, that the ghoft of
kis anceftors callad bis foud awsy. Thxs fupernatural kn:%
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race, while they behold them lonely in the midft
of woe. Call me, my father, away! When
Cathmor is low on earth ; then thall Sul-malla

be lonely in the midft of woe!

of death was called the woice of the dead ; and is believed
by the fuperftitious vulgar to this day.

There is np people in the world, perhaps, who give
more univerfal ¢redit to apparitions, and the vifits of the
ghofts of the deceafed to their friends, than the ancient
Scots. This is to be agtributed as much, at leatt, to the
fituation of the country they poflefs, as to that credulous
difpofition which diftinguithes an pnenlightened people.
As tHeir bufinefs was feeding of cattle, in dark and exten-
five deferts, fo their journeys lay over wide and unfre-
quented heaths, where, often, they were obliged to ficep
in the opea air, amid(t the whitling of winds, and roar
of waterofalls. The gloominefs of the fcenes around
them was apt to beget that melanchaly difpofition of mind,
which molt readily reccives impreflions of the extraordi-
nary and fupernatural kind. Falling aflecp in this gloomy
mood, and their dreams being difturbed by the noife of
the elements afound, it is no matter of wonder, that they
thought they heard the wice of #be dead.  This voice of 1he
dead, -however, wasy perhaps, no mor; than a fhriller
whiftle of -the-winds in an old tree, or in the chinks of a
neighbouring rock. It is to this caufe I afcribe thefe
many’ and improbablé tafes of ghofts, which we meet
‘with in“the Highlands ; for, in other refpefts, we do not
find that the inhabitants are more credulous than thejr
aeighbours. '
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The poet, after a fhort addrefs to the harp of Cona, des
“fcribes the arrangement of both armies on either fide
of the river Lubar. Fingal gives the command to
Fillan ; but, at the fame time, orders Gaul, the fon of
Morni, who had been woynded in the hand in the pre-
ceding battle, to'aflift him' with his counfel, The army
of the Fir-bolg is commanded By Foldath, The gene-
ral onfgt is defcribed = The great a&ions of Fillan.
He kills Rothmar and Culmin. But ‘when Fillan con-
quers in one wing, Foldath prefles hard on the other.
He wounds Dermid, the fon of Duthno, and puts the
~whole wing to flight. Dermid deliberates with him-
felf, and, at laft, refolves to put a ftop to the progrefs of
Foldath, by engaging him in fingle combat. When
the two chiefs were approaching towards ene another,
Fillin came fuddenly to the relief of Dermid; engaged
Foldath, and killed him. The behaviour of Malthos
towards the fallen Foldath. TFillan puts the whole army
of the Fir-bolg to flight. The book clofes with an a.«
drefs to Clatho, the mother of that hero.
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"Puou dweller between the fhields, that
hang, 'on high, in’ Offian’s hall! Defcerrd
from thy place, O harp, and let me hear thy
"voice! Son of ‘Alpin, firike the firing. Thou
muft awake' the foul of the bard. The mur-
mur 6f Lora’s* ‘ftream has rolled the tale
away. -I ftand-in the cloud- of years. Few.
are i1ts openings toward the paft; and when
the vifion' comes, it is but dim -and dark.
I hear ‘thee, harp of Selma! my foul returns,
Tike a breeze, which the fun brings back to the
vale, where dwelt the lazy mift! .
"Lubar t is bright before me in the windings
of its vale. On either fide, on their hills, rife
' the
* Lora is often mentioned ; it was a fmall and rapid
ftream - in, the neighbourhood of ‘Selma. There is no
. veftige of this name nbw remaining; though it appears
from a‘very old fong, which the tranflator has feen, that
one of ‘the fmall rivers on the north-weft coaft was called
Lora fome centuries ago. '
+ From feveral n§ageu inthe poem we may form a
diftin& idea of the fcene of the a&ion of Temora, :}t al‘t
*fm
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the tall forms of the kings. Their people are
poured around them, bending forward to their
words: as if their fathers fpoke defcending
from the winds. But they themfelves are like
two rocks in the midft; each with its dark
head of pines, when they are feen in the de-
fert, above low-failing mift. High on their
face are fireams, which fpread their foam on
blafts of wind!
Beneath the voice of Cathmor pours Erin,
like the found of flame. Wide they come
down to Lubar. Before them is the firide of
.Foldath. But Cathmor retires to his hill, be-
.neath his bending oak. The tumbling of a
fiream is near the king. He lifts, at times, his
gleaming fpear. It is a flame to his people,
.in the midft of war. Near him ftands the
. daughter of Con-mor, leaning on a rock, She

- fmall diftance from one another rofe the hills of Mora and
7a; the firft poffefled by Fingal, the fecond by the army
of Cathmor. Through the infermediate plain ran the
. fmall river Lubar, on the banks of which all the battles
were fought, excepting that between Cairbar and Ofcar,
related in the firft book. This laft mentioned engage-
ment happened to the north of the-hill of Mora, of which
Fingal took pofieflion, after the army of Cairbar fell back
~ to that of Cathmor. At fome diftance, but within fight
of Mora, towards the weft, Lubar iffued from the moun-
tain’ of Crommial, and, after a fhort courfe through the
. plain of Moi-lena, difcharged itfelf into the fea near the
, field of battle. Behind the mountain of Crommal fan
the fmal% fiream pf Lavath, on the banks of which Ferad-
artho, the fon of Cairbre, the only perfon remaining of
the race of Cona, lived concealed m a cave, during the
. ufurpation of Cairbar, the fon pf Borbal-duthul.
c --did
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did not rejoice at the ftrife. Her foul delighted
not in blood. A* valley fpreads green be-
hind the hill, with its three blue ftreams.
The fun is there in filence. The dun moun-
tain-roes come down. On thefe are turned-the
eyes of Sul-malla in her thoughtful mood.

Fingal beholds Cathmor, on high, the fon
of Borbar-duthul! he behqlds the deep-rolling
of Erin, on the darkened plain. He ftrikes
that warning bofs, which bids the people to
obey, when he fends his chiefs before them,
to the field of renown. Wide rife their fpears
tothe fun. Their echoing fhields reply around.
Fear, like a vapour, winds not among the hoft :
for HE, THE KING, i3 near, the flrength of
fireamy Selma. Gladnefs brightens the hem.
We hear his words with joy.

“ Like the coming forth of winds, is the
found of Selma’s fons! They are mountain
waters, determined in their courfe, Hence-is
Fingal renowned. .Hence is his name in other
lands. He was not a lonely beam in danger ;
for your fteps were always near! But never
was Fingal a dreadful form, in your prefence,
darkened into wrath. My voice was no thun-
der to your ears. Mine eyes fent forth no
death. When the haughty appeared, I beheld
them not. They were forgot at my feafts.
Like mifts they meited away. A youngbeam

" ®:It was to this valley Sul-malla retired, during the
lal't and decifive battle between Fingal and Cathmor. It
is defcribed in fhe feventh book, where it is called the
yalc of Lona, and the refidence of a Druid.

i
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is before . you! - Few are. his paths to war!
They are few, but he is valiant. * Defend my
dark-haired fon. Bring Fillan back with j joy-
Hereafter he may ftand alone. His form is
Jike his fathers. His foul is a flame of their
fire. Son of car-borne Morni, move behind
the youth. Let thy voice reach his ear, from
the ikirts of war. Not unobferved rolls bat-
tle, before thee, breaker of . the (hiclds !”’

The king ftrode, at once,.away to Cormul’s
Tofty rock. Iatermitting, darts the light, from
his fhield, as flow the king of heraes moves.
Sidelong rolls his eye o'er the heath, as form-
ing advance the lines. Grageful fly his half-
grey locks round his kingly features, now
Jightened with' dreadful joy. Wholly mighty
is the chief! Behind him dark and flow T
moved. “Straight came forward the ftrength
of Gaul. His {hicld bung lonfe:on its thong.
‘He fpoke, in hafte, to Offian. %;Bind *, fon
- of Fingal, this fhield ! Bind it hxgh to the fide
. of Gaul. The foe may behold it, and think
I lift the fpear. If 1 fhould fall, let my. tamb
be hid in the field ; for fall I muft without

. fame. Mine arm cannot lift the ftegl. | Let
not Evir-choma hear it, to bluth between her
locks. Fillan,the mighty behold us! Let us
not forget the ftrife. Why fhould Tury
* come, from theit hillsyto aid our flying field t

* It is neceflaay to remember, that Gaul was wound-
ed;: which. occafiens his requiring here the aﬂiﬂ;ancc of
Offianto bind lusﬂncld on his ﬁcje o

*eﬁ‘ . . kS ¥ . Hg
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He firode onward, with the found of his.
fhield. My voice purfued him as he went.
¢ Can the fon of Morni fall, without his fame
in Erin? But the deeds of the mighty are
forgot by themfelves.. They rufh carelefs ovex
the fields of renown. Their words are never
heard!” I rejciced over the fteps of the chief.
I firode to the rock of the king, where he fat,
in his wandering locks, amid the mountain-
wind ! '

In two dark ridges bend the hofls, toward
each other, at Lubar. Here Foldath rifes a
pillar of darknefs: there brightens the youth
of Fillan. Fach, with his {pear in the ftream,
fent forth the voice of war. Gaul ftruck the
fhield of Selma. At once they plungg in bat-
tle! Steel pours its'gleam .on fieel: like the
fall ‘of ftreams thone the ficld, when they mix
their foam together, from two dark-browed
rocks! Behold he comes, the fon of fame!?
He lays the pcople low! Deaths fit on blafts
around him! V/arriors firew thy paths, O
Fillan ! '

Rothmar ¥, the -fhield of warriors, ftood
between two chinky rocks. Two oaks, which
winds had bent from high, fpread their
branches on either fide. He rolls his darken-
ing eyes on Fillan, and, filent, thades his
friends. Fingal faw the approaching .fight.
The hero’s foul arofe. But as the ftone of

* Roth-mar, the found of the fea before a florm. Druman-
ard  high-ridge, Culmin, foft-haired. Cul-allin, deaus:-

Jul locks.  Struthay freamy river, R '
7 ' Loda
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Loda* falls,” fhook, at once, from rocking
Druman-ard, when {pirits heave the earth in
their wrath ; fo fell blue-thielded Rothmar.
Near are the fteps of Culmin. The youth
cathe, burfling into tears. Wrathful he cut
-the .wind, ecre yet he mixed his ftrokes with
Fillan. He had firft bent the bow with Roth-
mar, at the rock of his own blue ftreams.
There they had marked the place of the roe,
as the fun-beam flew over the fern. Why, fon
of Cul-allin! Why, Culmin, doft thou ruth
onthat beam T of light? It is a fire that con-

* By the ftone of Loda is mcant a place of worfhip
among the Scandinavians., The Caledonians, in therr
many expeditions to Orkney and Scandinavia, became ac-
quainted gwith fome of the rites of the rcligion which
prevailed in thofe countries, and the ancient poetry fre-
quently alludes to them. There are fome ruins, and cir-
cular pales of {tones, remaining {till in Orkney, and the
iflands of Shctland, which retain, to this day, the name of
JLoda or Leden. 'They feem to have differed materially, in
their conflrulion, from thofe Druidical monuments
which remain in Britain, and the weftern ifles. The
places of worlhip among the Scandinavians were origi-
nally rude and unadorned. In after ages, when the
opened a communication with other nations, they adopte
their manners, and built temples. That at Upfal, in
Sweden, was amazingly rich and magnificent. Harquin,
of Norway, built one, ‘near Drontheim, little inferior to
the former ; and it went always under the name of Loden,
Mallety intreduction & I bifloire de Dannemare.

+ 'The poet, metaphorically, calls Fillan a beam of
light. Culmin, méntioned hcre, was the fon of Clon-
pmar, chief of Strutha, by the beautiful Cul-allin. She
was fo yemarkalile’ for the beauty of her perfon, that
fhe is introduced, frequently, in the fimilies and allufions
of ‘ancient poetry. Mar Chuloluin Strutha nan fian ;
Lovely as Culeallin of Strutha of the flarma. _r
' fumes.
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fumes, Son of Cul-allin, retire. Your fathers®
were not equal, in the glittering flrife of the-
field. The mother of Culmin remains in the
hall. She looks forth on blue-rolling Strutha.
A whirlwind rifes, on the ftream, dark-eddying
round the ghoft of her fon. His dogs* are
howling in their place. His fhield is bloody
in the hall. ¢ Art thou fallen, my fair haired
fon, in Erin’s difmal war?” ‘
As a roe, pierced in fecret, lies panting, by
her wonted ftreams ; the hunter furveys her
feet of wind? He remembers her ftately
bounding before. So lay the fon of, Cul-allin
beneath the eye cf Fillan. His hair is rolled
.in a little fiream. His blood wanders on his
fhield. ~ Still his hand holds the fword, that
failed him in the midft of danger. * Thou
art fallen,” faid Fillan, * cre yet thy fame
was heard. Thy father fent thee to war. He
expe@s to hear of thy deeds. He is grey,
perhaps, at his ftreams. His cyes arc toward:

* Dogs were thought to be fenfible of the death of
their mafter, let it happen at éver fo great diftance. It
was alfo the opinion of the times, that the arms which
warriors left at home became bloody, when they them
felves fell in battle. It was front thofe figns that Cul-
allin is fuppofed to underftand that her fon is killed ; in
which fhe is confirmed by the appearmce of his ghoft.
Her fudden and fhiort exclamation is more judicious int
the poct, than if fhe had extended her complaints tor a
greater length. The attitude of the fallen youth, and Fil-
lan’s refleétions over him, come forcibly back on the mind,
when ‘we confider, that the fuppofed fituation of the fathet
of Culmin, was fo {imilar to that’of Fingal, after the
death of Fillan himfelf.

" Moi-lena,



Moi-lena. But thou fhalt not return with the
fpoil of the fallen foe !”

Fillan pours the flight of Erin before him,
over the refounding heath. But, man on man,
fell Morven before the dark-red rage of Fol-
dath: for, far on the field, he poured the roar
of half his tribes. Dermid ftands before him
in wrath. The fons of Selma gathered around.
But his fhield is cleft by Foldath. His people
fly over the heath. .

Then faid 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 elcape from my
fword. He muft lie on earth. Befide fome
fen fhall his tomb be feen. It fhall rife without
a fong. His ghoft fhall hover, in mift, over
the reedy pool.”

Malthos heard, with darkening doubt. He
rolled his filent eyes. He knew the pride of
Foldath. He looked up to Fingal on his hills :
then darkly turning, in doubtful mood, he
plunged his fword in war.

In Clono’s * narrow vale, where bend two
trees above the fiream, dark, in his grief, ftood

. Duthno’s

. * This valley had its name from Clono, fon of Leth-
mal of Lora, one of the anceftors of Dermid, the fon of
Duthno. His hiflory is thus related in an old poem. In
the days of Conar, the fon of Trenmor, the firft king of
Ireland, Clono pafied over into that kingdom, from Cale~
donia, to aid Conar againft the Fir-bolg. Being remarke
able for the beaut og his perfon, he foon drew the attene
tion of Salmin, &w young wife of an Irifh cm:f:fdofd :
vt . v c
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Duthno’s filent fon, The blood pours from
the fide of Dermid. His fhield is broken
near. His fpear leans againft a ftone. Why,
Dermid, why fo fad? “1I hear the roar of

' ) battle,

difclofed her paffion, which was not properly returned by
the Caledonian. The lady fickened, throughdifappoint-
ment, and her love for Clono came to the ears of her huf-
band. Fired with jealoufy, he vowed revenge. Clono,
to avoid his rage, departed from Temora, in order to pafs
over into Scotland ; and, being benighted in the valley
mentioned here, he laid him down to fleep. There Letha
mal defeended in the dreams of Clono, and told him that danger
was near.

Ghoft of LETHMAL.

¢« Arife from thfy bed of mofs; fon of low-laid Leth-
mal, arife. The found of the coming of foes, defcends

along the wind.
Cr.owo.

¢ Whofe voice is that, like many ftreams, in the fcafon
of my reft?
Ghoft of LETHMAL.

“ Arife, thou dweller of the fouls of the lovely; fon
of Lethmal, arife.
S Crono.

« How dreary is the night ! The'moon is darkened in .
the fky; red are the pathsof ghofls along its fullen face !
Green-fkirted meteors fet around.. Dull is the roaring of
ftreams, from the valley of dim forms. I hear thee,
fpirit of my father, on the eddying courfe of the wind.
I hear thee3 but thou bendeft not, forward, thy tall form,
from the fkirts of night.” * -

As Clono prepared to' depart, the hufband of Sulgrin
came up, with his numerous attendants. Clono defended

VoL, 1L M himfglf, -
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battle. My people are alone. My fteps are
flow on the heath; and no fhield is mine.
Shall he then prevail? It is then after Dermid
is flow ! I will call thee forth, O Foldath! and
meet thee yet in fight.”

He took his fpear, with dreadful joy. The
fon of Morni came. * Stay, fon of Duthno,
flay thy fpeed. ‘Thy {leps are marked with
blood. No bofly fhield is thine. Why fhouldft
thou fall unarmed " * Son of Morni! give
tliou thy fhield. It has often rolled back the
war. I fhall ffop the chief in his courfe. Son
of Morui! behold that flone ! It lifts its grey
head through grafs. There dwells a chief
of the race of Dermid. Place me there in
night.”

He flowly rofe againft the hill. He faw
the troubled ficld: the gleaming ridges of
battle, disjoined and broken round. As dif-
tant fires, on heath by night, now feem as loft
in fmoak ;. now rearing their red ftreams on
the hill, as blow or ccafe the winds: fo met
the intermitting war the eye of broad-fhielded
Dermid. Through the hoft are the firides of
Foldath, like fome dark fhip on wintry waves,

himiclf, but, alicr a gallant refiftance, he was overpowered
and flain.  ide was buried in the place wherc he was
killed, and the valley was called atter his name. Dermid,
in Lis requelt to Gaul the Ton of Morni, which immedi-
atuly follows thié paragraph, alludes to the tomb of Clono,
and bis own conneflion with that unfortunate chief.

when
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when fhe iffues from between two ifles, to
fport on refounding occan !

Dermid, with rage, beholds his courfe. He
firives to rufh-along. But he fails amid his
fteps ; and the big tear comes down. He founds
his father’s horn. He thrice ftrikes his bofly
fhicld. He calls thrice the name of Foldath,
from his roaring tribes. Foldath, with joy,
beholds the chicf. He lifts aloft his bloody
fpear. As a rock is marked with ftreams, that
fell troubled down its fide in a ftorm ; fo,
fireaked with wandering blood, is the dark
chief of Moma! The hoft, cn either fide,
withdraw from the contending of kings. They
raife, at once, their gleaming points. Rufh-
ing comes Fillan of Selma.  Three paces back
Foldath withdraws, dazzled with that beam of
light, which came, as ifluing from acloud, to
fave the wounded chief. Growing in his
pride he ftands. He calls forth all his ftecl.

As meet two broad-winged eagles, in their
founding firife, in winds: fo ru(h the two
chiefs on Moi-lena, into gloomy fight. By
turns are the fteps of the kings * forward on
their rocks above; for now the dutky war
feems to defcend on their fivords. Cathmor
feels the joy of warriors, on his mofly hill:
their joy in fecret, when dangers rife to match
their fouls. His eyc is not turned on Lubar,
but on Selma’s dreadful king. He beholds
him, on Mora, rifing in his arms.

Fingal and Cnthm'or_.
H 2 Foldath
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Foldath * falls on his fhield. The fpear of
Fillan pierced the king. Nor looks the youth
on the fallen, but onward rolls the war. The
hundred voices of death arife. * Stay, fon of
Fingal, ftay thy fpeed. Beholdeft thou not
that gleaming form, a dreadful fign of death?
Awaken not the king of Erin. Return, fon
of blue-eyed Clatho.”

* 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 defigns on the Irifh throne. He went
to the cave of Moma, to inquire of the fpirits of his
fathers, concerning the fuccefs of the enterprife of Cair-
bar. The refponfes of oracles arc always attended with
obfcurity, and liable to a double meaning : Foldath, there-
fore, put a favourable interpretation on the prediction,
and purfued his adopted plan of aggrandifing himfelf with
the family of Atha.

FoLwaTH, addseffing the [pivits of bis fathers. .
¢ Dark, I ftand in your prefence; fathers of Foldath,
hear. Shall my fleps pals over Atha, to Ullin of the roes ?

The Anfuer.

¢ Thy fleps fhall pafs over Atha, to the green dwelling
of kings. ‘L'here fhall thy ftature arife, over the fallen,
like a pillar of thunder-clouds. There, terrible in dark-
nefs, fhalt thou ftand, till the refleifed beum, or Clon-.ath of
Moruth, come; Moruth of many ftreams, that roars in
diftaut lands.” ' ‘

Cloncath, or refliéled beasny fay my traditional authors,
was the name of the fword of Tillany fo that it was in
the latent fignification of the wor.! Ulncath, that the de-
ception lay. My principal = con for introducing this
nute, is, that this tradition {Crves to fhew, that the religion
of the Fir-bolg differed from that of :hic Caledunians, as
we nuver find the latter inquiriig of the fpirits of their
deceafed ancefters, *

% Maltlios
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. Malthos ¥ t:holds Foldath low. He
darkly ftands above the chief. Hatred is rolled
from his foul. He feems a rock in a defert, on
whofe dark !ide are the trickling of waters ;
when the flow-failing mift has left it, and all
its trees arc blafted with winds. He fpoke to
the dying hero, abcut the narrow houfe.
“ Whither fhall thy grey ftone rife in Ullin, or
in Moma’st woody land? where the fun
looks, in fecret, on the blue fireams of Dal-
ruthoI? There are the fteps of thy daughter,
blue-eyed Dardu-lena!” :

“ Remembereft thou her,” faid Foldath,
“ becaufe no fon is mine: no youth to roll

* The chara&ers of Foldath and Malthos are fuftained-
They were both dark and furly, but each in a different
way. Foldath was impetuous and crucl : Malthos, ftub-
born and incredulous. Their attachment to the family
of Atha was equal; their bravery in battle the fame.
Foldath was vain and oftentatious : Malthos, unindulgent
but generous. His behaviour here, towards his enemy
Foldath, thews that a good heart often lies concealed un-
der a gloomy and fullen charater.

+ Moma was the name of a country, in the fouth of
Connaught, once famous for being the refidence of an
Arch-Druid. The cave of Moma was thought to be in«
habited by the [pirits of the chiefs af the Fir-bolg, and
their pofterity fent to inquire there, as tp an oracle, con-
cerning the iffue of their wars.

¥ Dal-rhuith, parched or fandy field. The etymology of
Dar-dulena is uncertain. 'The daughter of Foldath was,
probably, fo called, from a place in Ulfter, where her
father had defeated part of the adherents of Artho, king
of Ireland. Dor-dulena ; the dark wocd of Moi-lena. As
Foldath was proudiand oftentatious, it would appear, thar
he transferred the name of a plaee, where he himiclf had
been vi¢torious, to his daughter. e

nj3 the
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the battle before him, in revenge of me?
Malthos, [ am revenged. I was not peaccful
in the field. Raife the tombs of thofe I have
flain, around my narrow houfe, Often fhall
forfuke the vlaft, to rejoice above thelr graves ;
when | L:ehold them t; ;tead around, with their
loug whiftling grafs.”

Iha foul ru{hcd to the vale of Moma, to
Dardu-lena’s dreams, where fhe {lept, by Dal-
ruthc’s fiream, rcturning fromn the chafe of the
hinds. Her bow is near the maid, unftrung,
The breczes fold her long hair on her breafts.
Clothed in the beauty of youth, the love of
heroes lay.  Dark-bending, frow the fkirts of
the wood, her wounded father fcemed to come.
He appeared, at times, then hid himfelf in
mift. Burfling into tears the rofe. She knew
that the chief waslow. 1o her came a beam
from his foul, when folded in its ftorms. Thou

_wert the laft of his race, O blue-eyed Dardu-
lena.

Wide-fpreading over echoing Lubar, the
flight of Bolgar is rolled along.  Fillan hangs
forward on their fleps. He ftrews, with dead,
the heath. Fingal rejoices over his fan, Blue-
thielded Cathmor rofe *.

Son

* The fufpence, in which the mind of the reader is left
here, conveys the idea of Fillan’s danger more forcibly
home, than any defcription that could be introduced.
There is a fort of cloquence, in filence with propriety.
A minute detail of the circumftances of an important
feence is gcnctally cold and infipid. The human mind,
. frec and fond of thinking for itfelf; is difgufted to find
eyery thing dane by the poet. Itis, therefore, his bu(melfs

only
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Son of Alpin, bring the harp. Give Fillan’s

praife to the wind. Raife high his praife, in
mine ear, while yet he fhines in war,
+ % Leave, bluc-eyed Clatho, leave thy hall !
Behold that early beam of thine! The hoft is
withered in its courfe. No further look, it is
dark. Light-trembling from the harp, ftrike,
virgins, ftrike the found. No hunter he de-
fcends, from .he dewy haunt of the bounding
roe. He bends not his bow on the wind ; nor
fends his grey arrow abroad.

“ Deep-folded in red war! See battle roll
againft his fide. Striding amid the ridgy
ftrife, he pours the death of thoufands forth,
Fillan is like a fpirit of heaven, that defcends
from the fkirt of winds The troubled ocean
feels bis fteps, as he firides from wave to wave.
His path kindles behind him. Iflands fhake
their heads on the heaving feas ! Leave, blue-
eyed Clatho, leave thy hall !”

only to mark the moft {triking outlines, and to allow the
imaginations of his readers to finith the figure for them-
fclves.

'The book cnds in the afternoon of the third day, from
the opening of the poem. ,
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This book opens with a freech of Fingal, who fees Cathi-
mor defeending to the afliftance of his flying anmy. the
king difpatches Oflian to the relici of Fillan.  He him-
felf rctires behind the roek ¢f Cormul, to aveid the
fight of the engagement between his fon and Cathmor,
Offian advances. The defeent of Cathmor deferibed.
Fle rallics the army, renews the battle, and, before
Ofian could arrive, engages Fillan himfelf. Upon the
apprearh of Offian, the combat between the two he-
yoes ceafes.  Offian and Cathmor prepare to fight, but,
night coming on, prevents thami.  Offian returns to the
place where Cathmor and Fillan fought. He finds
Fillan mortally wounded, and leaning againft 2 rock.
Their difcourfe. Tillan dies: his body is laid, by
Oilian, in a neighbouring cave.  The Caledonian army
return to Fingal. He quefticns them about his fon,
and, underflanding that he was killed, retires, in
filence, to the rock of Cormul. Upon the retreat of
the army of Fingal, the Yir-bolg advance. Cathmor
Huds Bran, one of the dogs of Fingal, lying on the
fhicld of Fillan, before the entrance of the cave, where
the body of that hero lay. His reflections thereupon.
He rerurns, in a'melancholy mood, to his atmy. ~ Mal-
thus eudeavours to comfort him, by the example of his
father Borbar-duthul.  Cathmor retires to reft. The
fung of Sul-malla concludes the book, which ends
about the middie of the third night, from the vpening
of the poem.
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o CATII’VIOR * rifes on his hill! Shall Fin-
gal take the {word of Luno?’ But what
fhould become of thy fame, fon of white~
bolomed Clatho? Turn not thine eyes from
Fingal, fair daughter of Iniftore I fhall not
quench thy early beam. It fhines along my
foul. Rife, wood-fkirtéd Mora, rife between
the war and me! Why fhould Fingal behold
the ftrife, left his dark-haired warrior thould
fall! Amidft the fong, O Carril, pour the
found of the trembling harp! Here are the
voices of rocks! and there the bright tumbling
of waters. Father of Oflar, litt the fpear!
Defend the young in arths. Conceal thy fteps
from Fillan. He muft not know that I doubt
his fteel. No cloud of mine fhall rile, my
fon, upon thy foul of fire!”
He funk behind his rock, amid the found of
Carril’s fong. Brightening,’ in my growing
! - * Fingal fpeaks, :
" b § . foul,
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foul, T took the fpear of Temora¥*, I faw,
along Moi-lena, the wild tumbling of battle ;
the ftrife of death, in gleaming rows, disjoined
and broken round. Fillan is a beam of fire.
From wing to wing is his wafteful courfe.
The ridges of war melt before him. They are
rolled, in fmoak, from the fields!

Now is the coming forth of Cathmor, in
the armour of kings ! Dark-waves the eagle’s
wing, above his helmet of fire. Unconcerned
are his fteps, as if they were to the chafe of
Erin. He raifes, at times, his terrible voice.
Erin, abathed, gathers round. Their fouls
return back, like a fiream. They wonder at
the fteps of their fear. He rofe, like the beam
of the morning, on a haunted heath : the tra-
veller looks back, with bending eye, on the
field of dreadful forms! Sudden, from the
rock of Moi-lena, are Sul-malla’s trembling
fteps. An oak takes the {pear from her hand.
Half-bent fhe loofes the lance. But then are
her eyes on the king, from amid her wandering
locks! No friendly ftrife is before thee! No
light contending of bows, as when the youth
of T Inis-huna come forth beneath the eye of
Conmor ! .

As

® The fpear of Temora was that which Ofcar had re-
ceived, in a prefent, from Cormac, the fon of Artho, king
of Ireland. It was of it that Cairbar made the pretext
for quanelling with Ofcar, at the feaft, in thé firft hook.
* ¢ Cluba, winding bay; an arm of the fca in Inis-huna,
orfthe weftern coaft of South-Britain. It was in this bay
that Cathmor was wind-bound when Sul-malla came, in
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As the rock of Runo, which takes the pafl-
ing clouds as they fly, feems growing, in ga-
thered darknefs, over the ftreamy heath ; fo
feems the chief of Atha taller, as gather his
people around. As different blafts fly over
the fea, each behind its dark-blue wave; fo
Cathmor’s words, on every fide, pour his war-
riors forth. Nor filent on his hill is Fillan.
He mixes his words with his echoing fhield.
An eagle he feemed, with founding wings,
calling the wind to his rock, when he fees the
coming forth of the roes, on Lutha’s * ruthy
field!

Now they bend forward in battle. Death’s
hundred voices arife. The kings, on either
fide, were like fires on the fouls of the hofts.
Offian bounded along. High rocks and trees
rufh tall between the war and me. But I hear
the noife of fleel, between my clanging arms.
Rifing, gleaming, on the hill, I behold the
backward fteps of hofts : their backward fteps,
on either fide, and wildly-looking eyes. The
chiefs were mct in dreadful fight! The two
blue-fhielded kings! Tall and dark, through
gleams of fteel, are feen the ftriving heroes !
I ruth. My fears for Fillan fly, burning acrofs
my foul.

the difguife of a young warrior, to accompany him in his
voyage to Ireland. Comnmor, the father of Sul-malla, as
is infinuated at the clofe of the fourth book, was dead be-
fore the departure of his daughter.

* Lutha was the name of a valley in Morven. There
dwelt Tofcar the fon of Conloch, the father of Malvina,
who, upon that account, is'often called the maid of Lutha.
Lutha fignifies favift fiream. :

4 Tcome,
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I come. Nor Cathmor flies; nor yet comes
on; he fidelong flalks along. An icy rock,
cold, tall, he feems. I call forth all my fieel.
Silent awhile we flride, on either fide of a
rufhing ftream: then, fudden turning, all at
-once, we raile our pointed fpears! We raile
our {pears, but night comes down. It is dark
and filint round ; but where the difl .nt fleps
of hofts arc loum..m" over the heath !

I come to the plaa where Fillan fought,
Nor voice ner found is there. A broken hel
met lies on earth, a buckler cleft in twain.
Where, Fillan, wheie art thou, young chief of
echoing Morven? Ile hears me lcaning on a
rock, which bends its grey head over the
fiream. He hears; but fuilen, daik he flands.
At length I faw the hero!

“ \Vhy ftandeft theu, robed in darknefs,
fon of woody Selma? Bright is thy path, ny
‘brother, in this dark-brown f{icld! Long has
been thy ftrifc in battle! Now the horn of
Fingal is heard. Afcend to the cloud of thy
father, to his hill of feafts. In the evening
mift he {its, and hears the found of Carril’s
harp. Carry joy to the aged, young breakers
of the fhields!” ,

“ Can the vanquifhed carry joy? Offian,
no fhield is mine! It lies broken on the field.
The eagle-wing of my helmet is torn. It is
when focs fly before them, that fathers delight
in their fons. But their hghe burft forth, in
fecret, when their young warriors yield. No.
Fillan fhall not behold the king! Why fhould
the hero mourn ¥

« Son
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¢ Son of blue-eyed Clatho! O Fillan,
awake not my foul! Wert thou not a burning
fire before him? Shall he-not rejoice? Such
fame belongs not to Offian ; yet is the king
ftil a {un to me. He looks on my fteps
with joy. Shadows never rife on his face.
Afcend, O Fillan, to Mora ! His feaft is {pread
in the folds of mift.”

“ Offian! give me that broken fhield : thefe
feathers that are rolled in the wind. Place
them near to Fillan, that lefs of his fame ma
fall. Offian, I begin to fail. Lay me in that
hollow rock. Raile no flone above, left one
fhould: atk about my fame. 1 am fallen in the
firft of - my fields, fullen without renown. Let
thy voice ALONE fend joy to my flying foul.
Why fhould the bard know where dwells the
loft beam of Clatho *!

(13 Is

* A dialoguc between Clatho, the mother, and Bofe
miha, the fifter, of Iillan.

C1 aTHo.

¢ Daughter of Fingal, arife! thou light between thy
locks. Lift thy fair head from reft, foft-gliding fun-beam
of Selma! I beheld thy arms ¢n thy breaft, white tofled
amidft thy wandering locks: when' the ruftling breeze of
the morning came from the defert of fireams. Haft
thou fcen thy fathers, Bos-mina, defcending in- thy
dreams ! Arife, daughter of Clatho ; dwells there aught of
grief in thy foul ?

Bos-mINa.

¢ A thin form pafed beforc me, fading as it flew : like
the darkening wave of a breeze, along a ficld of grafs,

Defcend, from thy wall, O harp, and call back the foul of -
' Bos-minag
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% Is thy fpirit on the eddying wings, O Fil
lan, young breaker of thields! Joy purfue
my hero, through his folded clouds. The
forms of thy fathers, O Fillan,bend to receive
their fon. 1 behold the fpreading of their fire
on Mora: the blue-rolling of their mifty
wreaths. Joy mcet thee, my brother! But
we are dark and fad ! I behold the foc round

Bos-mina; it has rolled away, likea fiream. I hear thy
pleafant found. 1hear thee, O harp, and my voice fhall rife,

¢ How ofien fhall ye ruth to war, ye dwellers of my
foul ? Your paths are diflant, kings of men, in Erin of
blue ftreams. ~ Lift thy wing, thou fouthern'breezt, from
Clono’s darkening heath: fpread the fails of Fingal to-
wards the bays of his land.

¢ But who is that, in his flrength, darkening in the
prefence of war? His arm ftretches to the foe, like the
beam of the fickly fun: when his fide is crufted with
darknefs ; and he rolls his difmul courfe through the fky.
‘Who is it, but the father of Bos-mina? Shall he return
till danger is paft !

¢ Fillan, thou art a beam by his fide; beautiful, but
terrible, is thy light. Thy fword is before thee, a blue
fire of night. When fhalt thou return to thy roes; to
the flreams of thy rufhy fields? When fhall I behold
thee from Mora, while winds ftrew my long locks on their.
blafts! But fhall a young eagle return from the field

where the heroes fall !,
CraTnHo.

¢ Soft, as the fong of Loda, is the voice of Selma’s
miaid. Pleafant to the ear of Clatho is the name of the
breaker of fhiclds. Behold, the king comes from ocean :
the fhield of Moyven is borne by bards. The foe has fled
before him, like the departure of mift. I hear not the
founding wings of my eagle; the rufhing forth of the
fon of Clatho. Thou art dark, O Fingal ; fhall the war-

rior never return ?' ¥ * * € ‘
‘ the
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the aged. I behold the wafting away of his
fame. Thou art left alone in the ficld, O grey-
haired king of Selma!”

I laid him in the hollow rock, at the roar of
the nightly ftream. One red ftar lookéd in on
the hero. Winds lift, at times, his locks.
I liften. No found is heard. The warrior
flept! As lightning on a cloud, a thought
came rufhing along my foul. My eygs
roll in fire: my ftride was in the clang of
fteel. “ I will find thee, king of Erin! in
the gathering of thy thoufands find thee.
Why fhould that cloud efcape that quenched
our early beam? Kindle your meteors on your
hills, my fathers. Light my daring fteps.
I will confume in wrath*, But thould not I

* Here the fentence is defignedly left unfinithed. The
fenfe is, that he was refolved, like a deftroying fire, to
confume Cathmor, who had killed his brother. In the
midft of this refolution, the fituation of Fingal fuggelts
itfelf to himyin a very ftrong light. He refolves to return
to aflift the king in profecuting the war. But then bis
fhame for not defending his brother recurs to him. He
is determined again to go and find out Cathmor. We
may confider him as in the a& of advancing towards the
enemy, when the horn of Fingal founded on Mora, and
called back his people to his prefence. This foliloquy is
natural: the refolutions which {o fuddenly follow one
another, are expreflive of 2 mind extremely agitated with
forrow and confcious fhame ; yet the behaviour of Offian,
in his execution of the commands of Fingal, is fo irrepre-
henfible, that it is not eafy to determine where he failed in
his duty. The truth is, that when men fail in defigns
which they ardently with to accomplith, they naturally
blame themfelves, as the chief caufe of their difappoint-
ment. : -

YOL. 1L -y return!
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return! The king is without a fon, 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 2 Will
he not atk about his fon ? * Thou oughteft to
defend young Fillan,” Offian will meet the
foe. Green Erin, thy founding tread is plea-
fant to my car. I rufh on thy ridgy heft, to
fhun the cyes of Fingal. I hear the voice of
the king, on Mora’s mifty top! He calls his
two fons! I come, my father, in my grief.
I come like an eagle, which the flame of night
met in the defert, and fpoiled of half his
wings !” '

Diftant *, round the king, on Mora, the
broken ridges of Morven are rolled. They
turned their eyes: each darkly bends, on his
own afhen {pear.  Silent ftood the king in the
midft. Thought on thought rolled over his
foul. As waves on a fecret mountain-lake,
each with its back of foam. He looked; no

* « This fcene,” fays an ingenious writer, and a good
judge, ¢ is folemn. The poet always places his chief
character amidfl objets which favour the fublime. The
face of the country, the night, the broken remains of a
defeated zrmy, aud, above all, the attitude and filence of
Fingal himfelt, are circumfances calculated to imprefs an
awful jdea on the mind,  Cfhian is moft fuccefsful in his
night-delciptions.  Dark images fuited the melancholy'
temper of his mjml,  His poems were all compofed after
the allive patt of his lifv was over, when he was blind,
und had furvived 2ll the companions of his youth: we

therefore find a veil of melanchely thrown ever the
whole.” . .

4 fon
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fon appeared, with his lohg-beaming fpcar.
The fighs rofe, crowding, from his foul ; but
he concealed his grief. At length 1 ftood be-
neath an oak. No voice of mine was heard.
What could I fay to Fingal in his hour of
woe ? His words rofe, at length, in the mi-lft :
the pcople thrunk backward as he fpoke *.

- “ Where

* I owe the firft paragraph of the following note to
the fame pen.

¢¢ The abathed behaviour of the army of Fingal pro-
cceds rather from fhame than fear. The Ling was not of
a tyrannical difpofition : He, as he profefleth himfelf in
the fifth book, never was a dreadfid form, in their prefeuce,
darkened into wrath. His woice was ne thunder to their ears :
bis eyes fent forth no death. The firft ages of fociety are
not the times of arbitrary power. As the wants of mare
kind are few, they retain their indcpendence. It is an

advanced ftate of civilization that moulds the mind to that
fubmiflion to government, of which ambitious magiftrates
take advantage, and raife themfelves into abfolute power.”
It is a wvulgar error, that the common Highlanders
lived, in abjet flavery, under their chiefs. Their high
ideas of, and attachment tp, the heads of their families,
probably, led the unintelligent into this miftake. When
the honour of the tribe was concerned, the commands of
the chief were obeyed. without reftriCtion : but, if indivi-
duals were opprefled, they threw themiclves into the
arms of a neighbouring clan, aflumed a new name, and
‘were encouraged and protected. "The fear of this dea
fertion, ro doubt, made the chiefs cautious in their go-
vernment. As their conicquence, in the eyes of otliers,
was in proportion to the number of their people, they
took carc to avoid-every thing that tended to diminifh it.
It was but very lately that the authority of the laws ex-
tended to the Highlands. Before that time the clans

were governed, in civil aflairs, not by the verbal com- -
mands of the chief, but by what they called Clechda, or
the traditional precedents of their anccfors. When dif-
ferences happened between individuals; fome of the oldeft
12 e
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“ Where is the fon of Selma, he who led in
war? I behold not his fteps, among my
people, returning from the field. Fell the
young bounding roe, who was fo ftately on my
hills? He fell ; for ye are filent. The fhield
of war is cleft in twain. Let his armour be
near to Fingal; and the fword of dark-brown
Luno. I am waked on my hills; with morn-
ing I defcend to war.” ¥

High * on Cormul’s rock, an oak is ﬂa;hing
#o the wind. The grey fkirts of mift are rolled
around ;

men in the tribe were chofen umpires between the parties,
to decide according to the Clechda.  The chief interpofed
his authority, and, iavariably, enforced the decifion. In
their wars, which were frequent, on account of family-
fcuds, the chief was lefs referved in the execution of his
authority ; and even thcn he feldom extended it to the
tahing the life of any of histribe.  No crime was capital,
except murder; and that was very unfrequent in the
Highlands. No corporal punilhment of any kind was
inflited. The memory of an affront of this fort would
remain, for ages, in a family, and they would feize every
opportunity to be revenged, unlefs it came immediately
from the hands of the c%\ief himfelf ; in that cafe it was
taken, rather as a fatherly corre@ion, than a legal punifh~
ment for offences. )

* This rock of Cormul is often mentioned in the pre-
ceding part of the pdem. It wason it Fingal and Offian
ftood to view the battle. The cuftom of retiring from
the army, on the night prior to their engaging in battle,
was univerfal among the kings of the Caledonians, Tren-
mor, the moft renowned of the anceftors of Fingal, is
mentioned as the firlt who inflituted this cuftom. Suc-
ceeding bards gttributed it to a hero of a later period. In
an old poem, which begins with Mac-Arcath na ceud frél,

i om of retiring from the army before an engage-

s is numbered among the wife inftitutions of Fergus,
“the fon of Atc ar Axcath,the firft king of Scors, 1 fhall

- here
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around ; thither firode the king in his wrath,
Diftant from the hoft he always lay, whenbattle
burnt within his foul, On two fpears hung his
thield on high ; the gleaming fign of deathl;
that fhield, which he was wont to ftrike, by
night, before he rufhed to war. It was then
his warriors knew, when the king was to lead
in firife ; for never was this buckler heard, till
the wrath of Fingal arofe. Unequal were his
fteps on high, as he fhone in the beam of the
oak; he was dreadful as the form of the fpirit
of night, when he clothes, on hills, his wild
geftures with mift, and, iffuing forth, on the
troubled ocean, mounts the car of winds.

Nor fettled, from the ftorm, is Erin’s fea of
war! they glitter, beneath the moon, and,
low-humming, ftill roll on the field. Alone
arc the fteps of Cathmor, before them on the
heath ; he hangs forward, with all his arms,
on Morven’s flying hoft. Now had he come
to the mofly cave, where Fillan lay in night.
One tree was bent above the flream, which
glittered over the rock. There fhone to the
moon the broken fhield of Clatho’s fon; and

pear it, on .grafs, lay hairy-footed Bran¥*,
. . He

here tranflate the paffage ; in fome other note I may, pro-
bably, give all that remains of the poem. Fergas of the
bundred fireams, forn of Arcath whq fought of old : thou didft
Jirft retire at night : whe:s the foe rolled before thes, in echoing
fielis. Nor bending in roff is the king : he gathers battles
i bis foul.  Fly, fon of the firanger } awith morn ke foall
rufb abrond. When, or by whom, this poem was writ«
ten, is uncertain, ' :

* T remember to have met with an old poem, wheyein
a ftory of this fort is very happily introduced. In one ﬁc:

. ’ 3 '
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He had mifled the chief on Mora, and fearched
him .along#thie wind. He thought that the
blue-eyed hunter flept; he lay upon his fhield.
No blaft came over the heath, unknown to
bounding Bran.

Cathmor faw the white-breafted dog; he
faw the broken fhield. Darknefs is blown
back on his foul; he remembers the falling
away of the people. They come, a fircam ;
are rolled away ; anether race fucceeds. “"But
fome murk the fields, as they pafs, with their
own mighty names. The heath, through.
dark-brown years, 1 theirs ; fome blue ftream
.winds to their fame. Of thefe be the: chicf
of Atha, when he lays him down on earth,

the invafions of the Danes, Ullin-clundu, a confiderable
chief, vn the weitern coaft of Scotland, was killed in a
rencounter with a flying party of the enemy, who had
landed, at no great diftance, from the place of his refi-
deiice. The few followers who attended him were alfo
{lain. The young wife of Ullin-clundu, who had not
heard of his fall, fearing the worft, on account of his long
delay, alarmed the reft of his tribe, who went in {fcarch of
him along the fhore. They did not find him; and the
beautiful widow became difconfolate. At length he was
difcovered, by means of his dog, who fat on a rock be-.
fide the body, for fome days. The ftanza concerning
the. dog, whofe name was Du-chos, or Bluckfoct, is de-
feriptive,.

¢ Dark-fided Duchos! feet of wind! cold is thy feat
on rocks. He (the dog) fees the roe : his ears are high 5
and half he bounds away. + He looks around ; but Ullin
fleeps ; he droops again his head. The winds come paft ;
¢ark Dachos thitks that Ullin’s voice is there. But ﬁiﬁ
he beholds him fikent, laid amidft the waving  heath,
Dark-fided Duchog, his yoice ng more fhall fend thee over
the heath ” S
. QOften
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Often may the voice of future times meet.
Cathmor in tHe air: when he firigles from
wind to wind, or folds himfelf in the wing of
a ftorm.”

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 were re-
moved : Lubar* winds again in their hoft.
Cathmor was that. beam from heaven which.
thone when his people were dark. He was
honoured in the midft. Their fouls rofe with
ardour around. The king alone no gladnefs’
thewed ; no ftranger he to war!

“ Why is the king fo fad?” faid Malthos
eagle-eyed. “ Remains therec a foe at Lubar?
Lives there among them who can lift the
fpear? Not fo peaceful was thy father, Borbar-
duthul 1, king of fpears. His rage was a fire

that

* In order to illuftrate this paffage, it is proper to lay
before the reader the fcene of the two precediag battles.
Between the hills of Mora and Lona lay the plain of Moi-
lena, through which ran the river Lubar. The firft battle,
wherein Gaul, the fon of Morni, commanded on the
Caledonian fide, was fought on the banks of Lubar. As
there was little advantage obtainetl on either fide, the
armies, after the battle, retained their former pofitions.

In the fecond battle, wherein Fillan commanded, the
Irifh, after the fall of Foldath, were driven up the hill
of Lonaj; but, upon the coming of Cathmor to their aid,
they regained their former fituation, and drove back the
Caledonians, in their turn: fo that Lwbar winded again
in their hafl,

+ Borbar-duthul, the father of Cathmor, was the bro-
ther of that Cole-ulla, who is faid, in the beginning 1:::‘

14 oot
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that alwgys borned : his joy ever fallen foes
was great. Three days feafted the grey-haired
hero, when he heard that Calmar fell : Calmar,
who aided the race of Ullin, from Lara of the
fireams. Often did he feel, with his hands,
the fteel which, they faid, had pierced his foe.
He felt it with Lis hands, for Borbar-duthul’s
cyes had failed. Yet was the king a fun tohis
friends; a gale to lift their branches round.
Joy was around him in his halls : he leved the
fons of Bolga. His name remains in Atha,
like the awful memory of ghofts, whofe pre-
fence was terrible, but they blew the ftorm
away. Now let the voices * of Lrin raife the
foul of the king; he that thone when war was
dark, and laid the mighty low. Fouar, from

the fourth book, to have rebelled againft Cormac king of
Ireland. Borbar-duthul fcemns to have retained all the pre-
judice of hisfamily againit the fucceflion of the pofterity
of Conar, on the Infh throne. From this fhort epifode we
learn fome fats which tend to throw light on the hiftory
of the times, It appears, that, when Swaran inyaded Ire-
land, he was only oppofed by the Caél, who poflefled
Ulfter, and the north of that ifland, Culmar, the fon of
Matha, whofe gallant behaviour and death are related in
the third book of Fingal, was the only chief of the race
‘of the Yir-bolg, thitjoincd the Cail, or Irifh Caledonians,
during the invafion of Swaran. The indecent joy, which
Borbar-duthul expreffed upon the death of Calmar, is
well fuited with that fpirit of vevenge, which fubfitied,
univerially, in cvery country wheve the fcudal fyftem was
eitablithed. It would appear that fome perfon had carried
to Borbar-duthyl that weapon, with which, it was pre-
tended; Calmar had been killed.

* The woices of Erin, a poetical expreflion fer the hards
of Irelaud. . ' .

)

that
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that grey-browed rock, pour the tale of other
times : pour it on wide-fkirted Erin| as it feg»
tles round.”

“ To me,” faid Cathmor, * no fong fhall
rife; nor Fonar it on the rock of Lubar. The
mighty there are laid low. Difturb not their
ruthivg ghofts.  Far, Maithos, far remove the
found of Erin's fong. I rejoice not over the
foe, when he ceafes to lift the fpear. With
morning we pour our ftrength abroad. Fin-
gal is wakened on his echoing hill.”

Like waves, blown back by fudden winds,
Erin retired, at the voice of theking. Deep-
rolled into the field of night, they fpread their
humming tribes. Beneath his own tree, at
intervals, each * bard fat down with his harp.

They

* Not only the kings, but every petty chief, had an-
ciently their bards attending them in the ficld; and thofe
bards, in proportion to the power of the chicfs who re-
tained them, had a number of inferior bardsin their train.
Upon folecmn occafions, all the bards in the army would
Jjoin in one chorus; either when they cclebrated their
victories, or lamented the diath of a perfon, worthy and
tenowned, flain in the war. The words were of the
compofition of the arch-bard, retained by the king him-
f1f, who generally attained to that-high oflice on account
of his fuperior genivs for poetry.  A# the perfons of the
bards were facred, and the emoluments of their office con-
{iderable, the order, in {ucceeding times, became very nu-
merous and infolent. It would appear, that, after the in-
troducticn of Chriftianity, fome furved in the double ca-
pacity of bards and clergymen. It was from this circum-
ftance that they had the name of Chlére, which is, pro-
bably, derived from the Latin Clerdcus. 'The Chlére, be
their name derived from what it will, became at laft a pub-
Jic nuyifance; for, taking advantage of their facred tha-

' - rilter,
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They raifed the fong, and touched the ftring:
each to the chief he loved. Before a burning
oak Sul-malla touched, at times, the harp.
She touched the harp, and heard, between,
the breezes in her hair. In darknefs near, lay
the king of Atha, beneath an aged tree. The
beam of the oak wuas turned from him; he
faw the maid, but was not feen. His foul
poured forth, in fecret, when he beheld her
fearful ¢yc. “ But battle is before thee, fon
of Borbar-duthul.”

Amidft the harp, at intervals, fhe liftened
whether the warrior flept.  Her foul was up;
fhe longed, in fecret, to pour her own fad
fong. The ficld is filent. On their wings
the blafts of night retire. The bards had
ceafed ; and meteors came, red-winding with
their ghofts, The tky drew dark: the forms
of the dead were blended with the clouds.
But hcedlefs bends the daughter of Conmor,
over the decaying flame. Thou wert alone

ralter, they went about, in great bodies, and'lived at dif-
cretion, in the houfes of their chicfs; till another party,
of the fame order, drove them away by mere dint of fa-
tire. Some of the indelicate difputes of thefe worthy
poetical combatant, are handed down, by tradition, and
fhew how much the bards, at laft, abufed the privileges,
which the admiration of their countrymen had conferred
on the order. It was this infolent behaviour that induced
the chiefs to retrench their number, and to takc away
thofe privileges which they were no longer worthy to
enjoy. Their indolcnce, and difpofition to lampoor,
extingujfbed all the poetical fervour which diflinguifhed
their predeceflors, and makcs us the lefs regret the ex-
tin&ion of the order,

mn
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in her foul, car-berne chief of Atha, She
raifed the voice of the fong, and touched the
harp between. ‘ -

“ Clun-galo* came; fhe miffed the maid.
Where art thou, beam of light? Hunters,
from the mofly rock, faw ye the blue-eyed
fair ? Are her fteps on grafly Lumon ; near
the bed of roes? Ah, me! I behold her bow
in the hall. Where art thou, beam of light "

“ Ceale T, love of Conmor, ceafe; I hear
thee not on the ridgy heath. My eye s turned
to the king, whofe path is terrible in war,
He for whom my foul is up in the feafon of
my reft. Deep-bofomed in war he ftands, he
beholds me not from his cloud. 'Why, fun of
Sul-malla, doft thou not look forth? I dwell
in darknefs here ; wide over me flies the fha-
dowy mift. Filled with dew are my locks ;

look thou from thy cloud, O fun of Sul-malla’s
foul!” * * * % % * * *

* Clun-galo, the wife of Conmor, king of Inis-huna,
and the mother of Sul-malla. She is here reprefented as
mifing her daughter, after fhe had fled with Cathmor.

4 Sul-malla replies.to the fuppofed queftions of her
mother, Towards the middle of this paragraph fhe calls
Cathmor the fun of her foul, and continues the metaphor
throughout. This book ends, we niay fuppofe, about the
middle of the third night, from the opening of the poem,
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ARGUMENT to Book VIL

This book begins about the middle of the third night fron
the opening of the poem. The poet defcribes a kind
of mift, which rofe by night from the, lake of Lego,
and was the ufual refidence of the fouls of the dead,
during the interval between their deceale and the func-
ral fong. The appearance of the ghoft of Fillan above
the cave where his body lay.  His voice comes to Fin-
gal, on the rock of Cormul. The king ftrikes the
fhicld of Trenmor, which was an infallible fign of his
appearing in arms himfelf, The extraordinary effect
of the found of the fhield. Sul-malla, ftarting from
fleep, awakes Cathmor, Their affefting difcourfe.
She infilts with him to fue for peace; he refolves to
continue the war. lle dire€ts her to retire to the
neighbouring valley of Lona, which was the refidence
of an old Druid, until the battle of the next day thould
be over.  He awakes his army with the found of his
fhicld. The fhicld defcribed.  Fonar, the bard, at the
defire of Cathmor, relates the firft fettloment of the
Fir-bolg in Ireland, under their leader Larthon. Morn-
ing comes. Sul-mfalla retires to the valley of Lona,
A lyric fopg concludes the book.



[ 127 ]

T E M O R A:
AN

EPIC POEM.

BOOK VIL

roM the wood-fkirted waters of Lego,

afcend, at times, grey-bofomed mifts ; when
the gates of the weft are clofed, on the fun’s
eagle-eye. Wide, over Lara’sftream, is poured
the vapour dark and deep: the moon, like a dim
thield,is fwimming through its folds. With this,
clothe the fpirits of old their fudden geftures
ont the wind, when they ftride, from blaft to
blaft, along the dufky night. Often, blended
with the gale, to fome warrior’s grave ¥, they

* As the mift, which rofe from the lake of Lego, oc-
cafioned difeafes and death, the bards feigned that it was
the refidence of the ghofts of the deceafed, during the
interval between their death, and the pronouncing the
fumeral elegy over their tombs ; for it was not allowable,
without that ceremony was performed, for the fpirits ct
the dead to mix with their ancefters, in their airy balls. It
was the bufinefs of the f{pirit of the neareft relation to
the deceafed, to take the mift of Lego, and pour it over
the grave. We find here Conar, the fon of Trenmor,
the firft king of Ircland, performing this office for Fillan,
as it was in the caufe of the family of Corar that that
hero was killed. .

rall
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roll the mift, a grey dwelling to his ghoft,
until the fongs arife.

A found came from the defert; it was
Conar, king of Itis-fail. He poured his mift
on the grave of Fillan, at blue-winding Lubar..
Dark and mournful fat the ghoft, in his grey
ridge of fmoak. The blafl, at times, rolled
him together : but the form returncd #gain.
It returned with bending eyes, and dark wind-
ing of locks of mift. '

It was * dark. The fleeping hoft were flill
in the fkirts of night. The flame decayed,
on the hill of Fingal ; the king lay lonely o
his thield. His cyes were half-clofed in*fleep :
the voice of Fillan came. * Sleeps the huif-
band of Clatho? Dwells the father of the,
fallen in reft? Am I forgot in the folds of
darknefs ; lonely in the feafon of night?”

“ Why. doft thou mix,” faid the king,
% with the dreams of thy father? Can I for-
get thee, my fon, or thy path of fire in the
tield ? Not fuch come the.deeds of the valiant
on the foul of Fingal. They are not there a
beam of lightning, which is feen, and is then

® The following is the fingular fentiment of a frigid
bard : .
¢« More pleafing to me is the night of Cona, dark-
fireaming from Offian’s harp; more pleafant it is to me,
than a white-bofomed dweller between myarms; thdn a
fair-handed daughter of heroes, in the hour of reft.”
Though tradition is not very fatisfatory concerning
the hiftoty of this poet, it has taken care to” inform us,
that he was wery o/d when he wrote the diftich, a circum-
ftance which we might have fuppofed, withgut the aid of
tradition. ,
: 8 . no
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no more. 1 remember thee, O Fillan! and
my wrath begins to rife.”

The king took his deathful fpear, and ftruck
the deeply-founding thield: his fhicld thathung
high in night, the difinal fign of war! Ghofts
fled on every fide, and rolled their gathered
forms on the wind. Thrice from the wind-
ing vale arole the voice of deaths. The harps *
of the bards, untouched, found mournful over
the hill. B

He ftruck again the fhield; battles rofe in
the dreams of his hoft. The wide-tumbling
ftrife is gleaming over their fouls. Blue-
fhielded kings defcend to war. Backward-
looking armies fly; and mighty deeds are
half-hid in the bright gleams of fteel. -
_ But when the third found arofe, deer ftarted
from the clefts of their rocks. The fcreams
of fowl are heard, in the defert, as each flew,
frighted on his blaft. The fons ofi Selma
half-rofe, and half-affumed their fpears. But

It was the opinion of ancient times, that, on the
night preceding the death of a perfon worthy and re-
nowned, the harps of ‘thgjfe bards, who were retained by
his family, emitted melancholy founds.” This was attri-
buted to the light touch of ghofls 3 who were {uppofed to
have a forcknowledge of events. The fame opinion pre-
vailed long in the north, and the particular found was
called the warning veice of the dead. Tpe woice of death, men-
tioned in the preceding fentence, wag of a different kind.
Each perfon was fuppofed to have an attendant {pirit,
who affumed his forny and voice, on the night preceding
his death, and appeared, to fome, in the attitude in which
the perfon was to dié.. The voices orDEATH were the -
foreboding fhrieks of thofe fpifits, . -

L

voLr. II. K : filence
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filence rolled back on the hoft: they knew the
fhield of the king. Sleep returned to their
eyes ; the ficld was dark and fiill.

No fleep was thinc in darknefs, blue-eyed
daughter of Conmor! Sul-malla heard the
dreadful fhicld, and rofe, amid the night.
Her fleps arc towards the king of Atha.
¢ Can danger fhake his daring foul!" In
doubt, fhe flands, with bending eyes. Heaven
burns with all its ftars.

Again the fhicld refounds! She rufhed.
She flopt. Her voice half-rofe. It failed.
She faw him, amidft his arms, that gleamed to
heaven’s fire. She faw him dark in his locks,
that rofe to nichtly wind. Away, for fear,
the turncd her fieps. ¢ Why thould the king
of Erinawake? .Thou art not a dream to his
reft, daughter of Inis-huna”

More dreadful rings the fhield. Sul-malla
ftarts. Her helmet fulls. Loud echoes Lu-
bar’s rock, as over it rolls the fteel. Burfting
from the dreams of night, Cathimor half-rofe,
beneath his tree. He faw the form of the
maid, above him, on thg rock. A red ftar,
with twinkling beam, looked through her
floating hair.

“ Who comes through night to Cathmor,
in the feafon of his dreams? Bringeft thou
aught of war? Who art thou, fon of night!
Stand'ft 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 !’

& Nor
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« Nor lonely fcout am I, nor voice from
folded cloud,” fhe faid ; “ butI warn thee of
the danger of Erin. Doft thou hear that
found ? . It is not the feeble king of Atha, that
rolls his figns on night,”

« Let the warrior roll his figns,” he re-
plied; * to Caihmor they are the founds of
harps. My joy is great, voice of night, and
burns over all my thoughts. This is the mufic
of kings, on loncly hills, by night; when
they light their daring fouls, the fons of mighty
dceds! The feeble dwell alone, in the valley
of the breeze; where mifts lift their morning
ikirts, from the blue winding ftreams.”

“ Not feeble, king of men, were they, the
fathers of my race. They dwelt in the folds
of battle, in their diftant lands.  Yet delights
not my foul, in the figns of death! He¥;
who never yields, comes forth: O fend the
bard of peace!”

Likc a dropping rock, in the defert, fiood
Cathmor in his tears. Her voice came, a
breeze, on his foul, and waked the memory
of her land; where fhe dwelt by her peace-
ful ftreams, before he came to the war of
Conmor. ' ’

* Fingal is faid to have never been overcome in battle.
From this proceeded that title of honour which is always
beftowed on him in tradition, iin gul na buat’, F1nGarL
OF VICTORIES. In a poem, juft now in my hands, which
celebrates fome of the great adtions of Arthur, the fa-
mous Britifh hero, that appellation is qften beftowed on
him. The poem, from the phrafeology, appears to be
ancient; and is, perhaps, though that is not mentioned,
a tranflation from the Welth language,

K, 2 « Daughter
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« Daughter of ftrangers,” he faid, (fhe
trembling turned away,) long havel marked
thee in my fleel, young pine of Inis-buna.
But my-foul, Ifaxd is folded ina florm. Why
fhould that be1m arife, till my fteps return in
peace? Iave I been pale in thy prefence, as
thou bidft me to fear the king? The time of
danger, O maid, is the feafon of my foul; for
then it {fwells a mighty ftream, and rolls me on
the foe.”

¢ Beneath the mofs-covered rock of Lona,
ncar his own loud ftream; grey in his locks
of -age, dwells Clonmal * king of harps.
Above him is his echoing tree, and the dun
bounding of roes. The noife of our- ftrife
reaches his ear, as he bends in the thoughts of
years, 'There let thy reft be, Sul-malla, un-
til our battle -ceafe. Until I return, in my
arms, from the fkirts of the evening mift, that
rifes, on Lona, round the dwelling of my
love.”

A light fell on the foul of the maid ; it
rofe kindled before the king. She turned her
face to Cathmor, from amidft her waving
locks. “ Sooner fhall the eagle of heaven be
torn from the ftream of his roaring wind,
when he fees the dun prey before him, the

* Claon-mal, @rocked e_yf—l:row. From the retired life
of this perfon is infinuated, that he was of the order of the
Druids 3 which fuppof.mn is not, at all, invalidated by
the xppellatxon of kg cf harps, here beftowed on him 3
_for all agree thatethe bards were of the number of the
Druids originally,

4 Young
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young fons of the bounding roe, than thou,
O Cathmor, be turned from the firife of re-
nown. Soon may I fee thee, warrior, from
the fkirts of the evening mift, when it is rolled
around me, on Lona of the fireams. While
- yet thou art diftant far, ftrike, Cathmor, ftrike
the fhield, that joy may return to my dark-
ened foul, as I lean on the mofly rock. Bat
if thou fhouldft fall, I am in the land of
ftrangers ; O fend thy voice, from thy cloud,
to the maid of Inis-huna!”

“ Young branch of green-headed Lumon,
why doft thou fhake in the ftorm ? Often has
Cathmor returned, from darkly.rolling wars.
The darts of death are but hail to me ; they
have often rattled along my fhield. I have
rifen brightened from battle, like a meteor from
a ftormy cloud. * Return not, fair bem, from
thy vale, when the roar of battle grows.
"Then might the foe efcape, as from my fathers
of old. . _

“ They told to Son-mor *, of Clunar ¥,
who was flain by Cormac in fight. Three
days darkencd Son-mor, over bis brother’s
fall.  His fpoufe beheld the filent king, and
forefaw his fteps towar. She prepared- the
bow, in fecret, to attend her blue-ihielded
hero. To her dwelt darknefs, at Atha, when

* Son-mor, toll handfome man. He wag the father of
Borbar-duthul, chief of Atha, and grandfather to Cuth-
mor himfelf,

+ Cluan-er, man of the field. This éhief was killed in
battle by Cormac Mac-Conar, king of lieland, the father
‘of Rds-crina, the firft wife of Fingal. 'The ftory is al-
luded to in fome dncient pocms. .

K 3 he
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hc was not there. From their hundred ftreams,
by night, poured down the fons of Alnecma.
They had heard the fhield of the king, and
their rage arofe. In clanging arms, they
moved along, towards Ullin of the groves.
Son-mor firuck his fhield, at times, the leader
of the war.

“ Far behind followed Sul-allin ¥, over the
fireamy hills. She was a light on the moun-~
tain, when they crofled the vale below.  Her
fteps were ftately on the vale, when they role
con the mofly hill. She feared to approach the
king, who left her in echoing Atha. But
when the roar of battle rofe ; when hoft was
rolled on hoit ; when Son-mor burnt, like the
fire of heaven in clouds, with her {preading
hair came Sul-allin; for the trembled for her
king. He ftopt the rufhing ftrife to fave the
love of heroes. The foe fled by night;
Clunar flept without his blood ; the blood
" which ought to be poured upon the warrior’s
tomb.

“ Nor rofe the rage cf Son-mor, but his
days were filent and dark. Sul-allin wan-
dered, by her grey ftreams, with her tearful
eyes. Often did fhe look, on the hero, when
he was folded in his thoughts. But fhe fhrunk
from his eyes, and turaed her lone fteps away.
Battles rofe, like a tempc i, and dvove the miit
from his foul. He hv.held with joy, her fleps
id the hall, and the white rifing of her hands
on-the harp .

. hd .~ - ’ -
* Suil-alluin, beautiful; the wife of Son-mot.

In
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In* his arms firode the chief of Atha, to
where his thield hung, high, in night: high
on a mofly bough, over Lubar’s ftreamy roar.
Seven bofles rofe on the fhield; the feven voices
of the king, which his warriors received, from
the wind, and marked over all their tribes.

On each bofs is placed a ftar of night;
Can-mathon with beams unthorn ;, Col-derna
rifing from a cloud : Ul-oicho robed in mift ;
and the foft beam of. Cathlin glittering on a
rock. Smiling, on its own blue wave, Rel-
durath half-finks its weflern light. The red
eye of Berthin looks, through a grove, on the
hunter, as he returns, by night, with the fpoils
of the bounding roe. Wide, in the midft, arofe
the cloudlefs beam of Ton-thina, that far,
which looked, by night, on the courfe of the
fea-tofled Larthon: Larthon,the firft of Bolga’s
race, who travelled on the winds .  White-
bofomed ipread the fails of the king, towards
fireamy Inis-fail ; dun night was rolled be-
fore him, with its {kirts of mift. Unconftant

* To avoid multiplying notcs, I fhall give here the
fignification of the names of the ftars, engraved on the
flneld. Cean-mathon, bead of the bear. Colderna, flant .
and fbarp beam. Ul-oicho, ruler of night. Cathhn, beam
of the wave. Reul-durath, Zar of the tavilight. Berthin,
JSire of the bill.  Ton-thena, meteer of the waves. Thefe
ctymologies, excepting thut of Cean-mathon, are pretty
exact. Of it 1 am not fo certain; for it is not very
probable, that the Fir-bolg had diftinguithed a conftella-
tion, {0 very eatly as the days of Larthon, by the name of
the ocar,

+ To travel on the winds, a pdetical expreffion for
. failing. .

‘ K 4 © blew
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blew the winds, and rolled him frem wave to
wave, Then rofe the fiery-haired Ton-théna,
and imiled from her parted cloud. Larthon *
blefled the weil-known beam, as it faint-
gleamed on the deep.
Beneath the fpear of Cathmor, rofe that
voice which awakes the bards. They came,
ark-winding, from every fide; ecach with
the found of his harp. Before them rejoiced
the king, as the traveller, in the day of the fun;

* Larthon is compounded of Lear, fea, and thon, wave.
This name was given to the chicf of the firft colony of
the Fir-bolg, who fettled in Ireland, on accoumt of his
knowledge in navigation, A part of an old poem is ftill
extant, concerning this hero. ¥t abounds with thofe ro-
mantic fables of giants and magicians, which diftinguifhed
the compofitions of the lefs aucient bards. ‘The defcrip-
tions, contained in it, are ingcnious, and proportionable to
the magnitude of the perfons introdyced ; but, being un-
natural, they are infipid and tedious. Had the bardkept
within the bounds of probability, his genius was far from
being contemptible. - The exordium of his poem is nat
deftitute of merit; butit is the only part of it-that I think
worthy of being prefented to the reader.

« Who firft fent the black {hip, through ocean, like a

whale through the burfting of féam'? Look, from thy
darknefs, on Cronath, Offian of the harps of old! Send
thy light on the blue-rolling waters, that I may behold the
king. I fee him dark'in his own fhell of oak! fea-tofled
Larthon, thy foul is ftrong. It is carelefs as the wind of
thy fails ; as the wave that rolls by thy fide. But the
filent green ifle is before thee, with its {fons, who are tall
as woody Lumon ; Lumon which fends from its top,a
thoufand {treams, white-wandering down its fides.”
" 1t may, perhaps, be for the credit of this bard, to
tranflatc no mere of this poem, for thé continuation of
his defcription of the Irifh giants betrays his want of
judgment. -

when
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when he hears, far-rolling around, the murmur
of mofly ftreams; ftreams that bur ft, in the
defert, from the rock of roes.

“ W’hy," {2id Fonar, * hear we the voice
of the king, in the feafon of his reft ? Were
the dim forms of thy fathers bending in thy
dreams? Derhaps they fland on that cloud,
and wait for Fonar’s fong; often they come
to the fields where their fons are to lift.the
fpear. Or thall our voice arife for him who
lifts the fpear no more ; he that confumed the
field, from Moma of the groves?

“ Not forgot is that cloud in war, bard of
other times. High fhall his tomb rife, on
Moi-lena, the dwelling of renown. But, now,
roll back my foul to the times of my father:
to the years when firft they rofe, on Injis- hu-
na’s waves, Nor alone pleafant to Cathmoris
the remembrance of wood-covered Lumon.
Lumon of the ftreams, the dwelling of white-
bofomed maids.

“ Lumon* of the ﬁreams, thou rifeft on
Fonar’s foul ! Thy fun is on thy fide, on the
rocks of thy bénding trees. The dun roe is,
feen from thy furze; the deer lifs his branch
head ; for he fees, at times, “the hound on the
half-covercd heath, Slow, on the vale, are

* Lumon was a hill, in Inis-huna, near the rcfidence of
Sul-malla. ‘Lhis epifode has an immediate counetion
Wlth what is faid of ' Larthonyin the defcription of Cath-
mor’s fhicld.

the



13 ' T EM O R A: Boox VII.
¥

’

the fteps of maids; the white-armed daugh-
ters of the bow : they lift their blue eyes to
the hill, from amidft their wandering locks.
Not there is the firide 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 fea. The maids turn their eyes away, left
the king fhould be lowly-laid; for never had
they ieen a fhip, dark rider of the wave!

. % Now he daves to call the winds, and to
mix with the mift of ocean. * Blue Inis-fail
role, in fmoak ; but dark-fhirted night came
down. The fone of Bolga feared.” The
fiery-haired Ton-théna rofe.  Culbin’s bay re-
ceived the fhip, in the bofom of its echoing
woods. There flued a f'ream from Duthuma’s
horrid cave; where fpiriz gleamed, at times,
with their half-finithed forms.

¢ Dreamss defee ded on Larthon: he faw
feven fpins of bis futhers. He,heard their
half-formed words, and dimly beheld the
times to come.  H- beheld the kings of Atha,

the fons of future days, They led their hofts,
along the uid, like ridges of n.iit, which winds
pour, in auturon, ove:s Aa of the groves.

“ Lariton raifed the hall of Samla ¥, to
the mulic of the barp.  He went forth to the
rees of i..iy, to their wonted flreams. Nor
did he forger green-headed Lumon; he often

* amlay gparitions, fo called from the vifion of Lar-
thon, concerning hig poflerity.
' ' bounded
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bounded over his feas, to where white-handed -
Tiathal * lookcd from the hill of roes. Lumon
of the foamy ftreams, thou rifeft on Fonar’s
foul 1", )

Morning pours from the eaft. The mifty
heads of the mouatains rife. Valleys fhew,
on every fide, the grey winding of their
fireams. His hoft heard the fhield of Cath-
mor : at once they rofe around ; like a crouded
fea, when firft it feels the wings of the wind.
The waves know not whither to roll; they
litt their troubled heads.

Sad and flow retired Sul-malla to Lona of
the fircams. She went, and often turned ; her
blue eyes rolled in tears. But when fhe came:
to the rock, that darkly-covered Lona’s vale,
fhe looked, from her burfling foul,” on the
king ; and funk, at once, behind.

Son of Alpin, ftrike the ftring. Is there
aught of joy in the harp? Pour it then on
the foul of Offian : it is folded in mift. 1 hear
thee, O bard! in my night. But ceafe the
lightly trembling found. The joy of grief
bzlongs to Offian, amidit his dark-brown years.

Grecn thorn of the hill of ghofts, that
fhakeft thy head to nightly winds! I hear no
jound in thee ; is there no {pirit’s windy fkirt
now ruftling in thy leaves? Often are the fteps
of the dead, in the dark-eddying blafts; when
the moon, a dun fhield, from the eaft, is rolled
along the fky.

* Tlathal, beavenly, exquifitely &e.autﬂl. She was the
wife of Larthon, )
« Ullin,’
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« Ullin, Carril, and Ryno, voices of the
days of old! Let me hear you, while yct it is
dark, to pleafe and awake my foul. [ hcar
you not, ye fons of fong ; in what hall of the
clouds is your reft? Do you touch the fha-
.dpwy harp, robed with morning mift, where

the ruftling fun comes forth from his green~
headed waves ?
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ARGUMENT to Boox VIII.

The fourth morning, from the opening of thc poem,
comes on. Fiag:i ’l..'contmmm,.n the place, to which
he had retired on (e prcccdmb night, is feen at inter-
vals, through the mift, which covered the rock ot Cor.
mul. ‘Thedefeent of the king is deferibed.  1ie orders
Gaul, Derniid, and Carril the bard, to go to the valley
of Cluna, and conduét, from thence, to the Caludonian
army, Ferad-artho, the fon of Cairbre, the only perfon
remaining of the family of Conar, the firft king,of Tre-
land. The king takes the command of the army, and
prepares for battle.  Marching towards the encmy, he
comes to the cave of Lubar, where the body of Fillan
lay. Upon fecing bis dog Bran, who lay ot the en-
trance of the cave, his grief returns. Cathmor arranges
the Irith army in ordcr of buttle. 'The appearance Cof
that hero. 'I'he gencral conthiét 4s defcribed. 'The
adtions of Fingal and Cathmor. A ftorm. ‘I'he total
rout of the Fir-bolg. 'The two kings engage, in a co-
lumn of mift, on the banks of Lubar. “LTheir attitude
and conference after the combat.  The death of Cath-
mor. Fingal refigns the fpear of Trenmor to Offan.
The ceremonies obicrvcd on that occafion. The fpirit
of Cathmor, in the mcan time, appears to Sul-malla,
in the valley of Lona. Her forrow. Evening comes
on. A feaft is prepared. The coming of Ferad-artho
is announced by the fongs of an hundred bards. The
poem clofes witha fpeech of Fingal,
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As when the wintry winds have {cized the
waves of the mountain-lake, have feized
them in ftormy night, and clothed them over
with ice ; white, to the hunter’s early eye, the
billows feeni to roll. He turns his ear to the
found of each unequal ridge. But each is
{ilent, gleaming, ftrewn with boughs and tufts .
of grafs, which fhake and whiftle to the wind,
over their grey feats of froft. So filent thone
to the morning the ridges of Morven’s hoft,
as each warrior looked up from his helmet to-
wards the hill of the king ; the cloud-coveted
hill of Fingal, where he ftrode, in the folds of
mift. At times is the hero feen, greatly dim
in all his arms. " From thought to thought
rolled the war, along his mighty ful.

Now is the coming forth of the king. Firft
appeared the {word of Luno; the fpear half-
’ 8 ' iffuing
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iffuing from a cloud, the fhield ftill dim in
mift. ~ But when the ftride of the king came
abroad, with all his grey, dewy locks in the
wind ; then rofe the fhouts of his hoft over
evety moving tribe. They gathered, gleam-
ing round, with all their gchoing fhields. So
ri’e the green feas round a fpinr, that comes
down frcm the fqually wind. The traveller
hears the found afar, and lifts his head over
the 1ock. He lcoks on the troubled bay, and
thinks he dimly fees the form. The waves
iport, unwieldy, round, with all their backs of
foam.

Far-diftant ftood the fon of Morni, Duth-
no’s race, and Cona’s bard. We ftood far-
diftant ; each beneath his tree. We fhunned
the eyes of the king: we had not conquered
in the field. A little ftream rolled at my feet :
I touched its light wave, with my fpear. 1
touched it with my fpcar; nor theie was the
foul of Offian. It darkly 10fe, fiom thought
to thought, and fent abroad the figh.

“ Son of Motni,” faid the king, * Dermid,
hunter of rces! why are ve daik, like two
rocks, each with its trlcklmg waters ? No
wrath gathets on Fingal’s foul, againft the
chiefs of men. Yeare my ﬂreugth in battlc;
the kindling of my joy in peace. My ecarly
voice has been a plealant gale to your eais,
when Fillan prepared the bow. '[he fon of
Ficgal is M here, nor ‘yet the chafe of the
bounding roes. But why fhould the bieakers
of fhields ftand, darkened, far away 2 I

Ta
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Tall they ftrode towards the king ; they faw
him turned to Mora’s wind. His tears came
down for his blue-eyed fon, who flept in the
cave of ftreams. But he brightened before
them, and {poke to the broad-fhielded kings.

‘¢ Crommal, with woody rocks, and mifty
top, the field of winds, pours forth, to the
fight, blue Lubar’s fireamy roar. Behind it
rolls clear-winding Lavath, in the ftill vale of -
deer. “A cave is dark in a rock; above it
ftrong-winged eagles dwell ; broad-headed
oaks before it, found in Cluna’s wind. Within,
in his locks of youth, is Ferad-artho *, blue-

' eyed

* Terad-artho was the fon of Cairbar Mac-Cormac king
of Ireland. He was the only one remaining of the race of
Conar, the fon of Trenmor, the firft Irith mouarch, accord-
ing to Offian. In order to make this paffage thoroughly
underftood, it may not be improper to recapitulate fome
part of what has been faid in preceding notes. pon
the death of Conar the fon of Trenmor, his fon Cormac
fucceeded on’ the lIrifh throne, Cormac reigned long.
His children were, Cairbar, who fuecceded him, and Ros-
crana, the firlt wife of Fingal. Cairbar, long before the
deatli of his father Cormac, had taken to wife Bos-gala,
the daughter of Colgar, one of the moft powerful chiefs
in Connaught, and had, by her, Artho, afterwards king of
Treland.  Soon aftersArtho arrived at man’s eftate, his
mother Bos gala died, and Cairbar marrjed Beltanno, the
daughter of Conachar of Ullin, who brought him a fon,
whom he called Ferad-artho, i. €. a man in the place of
Artho. The occalion of the name was this: Artho, when
his brother was born, was abfent, on ‘an expedition, in the
fouth of Ireland. A falfe report was brodght to his
father, that he was killed.  Cais bar, to uie the words of
a poem on the fubjelt, darkened for bis fair-haired fon.  He .

turned ta the y ning beaw of light, the fin of Baltunne of Co-
voL. 1I, = nachare
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eyed king, the fon of broad-fhielded Cairbar,
from Ullin of the roes. He liftens to the
voice of Condan, as, grey, he bends in feeble
light. He liftens, for his foes dwell in the
echoing halls of Temora. He comes, at times,
abroad, in the fkirts of mift, to pierce the
bounding roes. When the fun looks on the
field, nor by the rock, nor fiream, is he! He
fhuns the race of Bolga, who dwell in his
father’s hall. Tell him, that Fingal lifts the
fpear, and that his foes, perhaps, may fail.”

nachar. Thou flalt be Ferad-artho, ke faid, a fire before thy
race. Cairbar, foon after, died, nor did Artho Iong fur-
vive him. Artho was fucceeded, in the Irifh throne, by
his fon Cormac, who, in his minority, was murdered by
Cairbar, the fon of Borbar-dathul. Ferad-artho, fays
tradition, was very young, when the expedition of Fingal,
to fettle him on the throne of Ircland, happened. During
the faort reign of  young Corinac, Ferad-artho lived at
the royal refidence of Temora. Upon the murder of the
king, Condan, the bard, conveyed Ferad-artho, privately,
to the cave of Cluna, behind the mountain Crommal in
Ulfter, where they both lived concealed, during the
ufurpation of the family of Atha. A late bard has
delivered the whole hiftory, in a poem juft now in my
poflellion. It has little merit, if we except the fcene
between Fcrad-artho, and the meflengers of Fingal, upon
their arrival, in the valley of Cluna. After hearing of the
great ations of Fingal, the young prince propofes the
following queftions concerning him, to Gaul and Dermid :
¢ Is the king tall as the.rock of my cave? Is his fpear a
fir of Cluna? Is he a rough-winged blaft, bn the moun-
tain, which takes the green oak by the head, and tears it
from its hjll? Glitters Lubar within his ftride, when he
fends his ftately fteps along ? Nor is he tall, faid Gaul, as
that rock : nor glister fireams within his ftrides ; but his
foul is a mighty flood, like the ftrength of Ullin’s feas.”

« Lift
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.¢¢ Lift up, O Gaul, the thield before him.,
Stretch, Dermid, Temora’s fpear. Be thy
voice in his ear, O Carril; with the deeds of
his fathers: Lead him to green Moi-lena, to
the dufky field of ghofts; for there, I fall for-
ward, in battle, in the folds of war. Before
dun night defcends, come to high Dunmora’s
top. Look, fram the grey fkirts of mift, on
Lena of the ftreams. If there my ftandard
fhall float on wind, over Lubar’s gleaming
ftream, then has not Fingal failed in the laft of
his fields.”

Such were his words ; nor aught feplied the
filent, ftriding kings. They looked fide-long,
on Erin’s hoft, -and darkened, as they went.
Never before had they left the king, in the
midft of the ftormy field. Behind him, touch=
ing at times his harp, the grey-haired Carril
moved. He forefaw the fall of the people,
and mournful was the found! It was like a
‘breeze that comes, by fits, over Lego’s reedy
lake ; when fleep half-defcends on the hunter,
within his mofly cave. '

“ Why bends the bard of Cona,” faid Fin-
gal, “ over the fecret ftream ! Is this a time
for forrow, father of low-laid Ofcar? Be the
warriors ¥ remembered in peace; when echo-

|ing
* Malvina is 'fuppt;fed to fpeak the following foli-
loquy : .

¢t Malvina is like the bow of the fhower, in the fecret

valley of ftreams ; it is bright, but the drops of heaven

are rolling on its blended light. They fay, that I am fair

within my locks, but, on my brightnefs, is the vandgﬂa
L2
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ing fhields are heard no more. Bend, then,
in grief, over the flood, where blows the moun-
tain breeze. Let them pafs on thy foul, the
blue-eyed dwellers of the tomb. . But Erin
rolls to war ; wide-tumbling, rough, and dark.
Lift, Offian, lift the thield. I am alone, my
fon!”
As comes the fudden voice-of winds to the
becalmed fhip of Inis-huna, and drives'it large,
along the deep, dark rider of the wave; fo
the voice of Fingal fent Offian, tall, along the
heath. He lifted high his fhining fhield, in
the dutky wing of war: like the broad, blank
moon, in the fkirt of a cloud, before the ftorms
arife. '
Loud, from mofs-covered Mora, poured
down, at once, the broad-winged war. Fin-

of tears. Darknefs flies over my foul, as the dufky wave
of the breeze, along the grafs of Lutha. Yet have not
the roes failed me, when I moved between the hills.
Pleafant, beneath my white hand, arofe the found of harps.
‘What then, daughtcr of Lutha, travels over thy foul, like
the dreary path of a ghott, along the nightly beam ? Should
the young warrior fall, in the roar of his troubled fields ?
Young virgins of Lutha arife, call back the wandering
thoughts of Malvina. Awake the voice of the harp,
along my echoing vale. Then thall my foul come forth,
like a lighe from the gates of the morn, when clouds are
rolled around them, with their broken fides.
«-Dweller of my thoughts, by night, whofe form
- afcends in troubled fields, why doft thou ftir up my foul,
- thou far-diftant fon of the king? Is that the fhip of my
Yo.®, its dark courfe through the ridges of ocean? How
art thou fo fudden, Ofcar, from the heath of fhields ?”
*'The reft of thisepoem confifts of a dialogue between
Ullin and Malvina, wherein the diftrefs of the latter is
<arried to the' higheft picch. , .
. ' gal
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gal led his people forth, king of Morven of
fireams. On high fpreads the eagle’s wing.
His grey hair is poured on his fhoulders
broad. In thunder are his mighty firides.
He often ftood, and faw behind, the wide-
gleaming rolling of armour. A rock he
feemed, grey over with ice, whofe woods are
high in wind. Bright ftreams leap from its
head, and fpread their foam on blafts.

Now he came to Lubar’s cave, where Fillan
darkly flept. Bran flill lay on the broken
thield: the eagle-wing is ftrewed by the winds.
Bright, from withered furze, looked forth the
herc’s fpear. Then grief flirred the foul of
the king, like whirlwit.ds blackening on a lake.
He turned his fudden ftep, and leancd on his
bending fpear.

White-breafted Bran came bounding with
joy to the known path of Fingal. He came,
and looked towards the cave, where the blue-
eyed hunter lay, for he was wont to ftride,
with morning to the dewy bed of the roe. It
was then the tears of the king came down, and
all his foul was dark. But as the rifing wind
rolls away the ftorm of rain, and leaves the
white fireams to the fun, and high hills with
their heads of grals: fo the returning war

brightened the mind of Fingal. He bounded*,
on

* The Irifh compofitions concerning Fingal invariably
fpeak of him as a giant. Of thefe Hibernian poems
there are now many in my hands. *From the language
and allufions to the times in which they were writ, 1 ihouﬁld

L3 L
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on his fpear, over Lubar, and ftruck his echo-
ing fhield. His ridgy hoft bend forward, at
once, with all their pointed fteel.

Nor Erin heard, with fear, the found; wide
they came rolling along. Dark Malthos, in
the wing of war, looks forward from thaggy
brows. Next rofe that beam of light Hidalla'!
then the fide-long looking gloom of Morone
nan. Blue-thielded Clonar lifts the fpear ;

fix the date of their compofition in the fifteenth and fix.
teenth centuries. In fome paffages, the poetry is far from
wanting merit, but the fable is unnatural, and the whole
conduét of the pieces injudicions. I fhall give one in-
ftance of the extravagant fi€tions of the Irifh bards, in a
poem which they, moft unjuftly, afcribe to Offian. ‘T'he
ftory of it is this: Ireland being threatened with an in-
vafion from fomec part of Scandinavia, Fingal fent Oflian,
Ofcar, and Ca-clt, to watch the bay, in which, it was ex-
pected, the cnemy was to land.  Ofcar, unluckily, fell
afleep, before the Scandinavians appeared 5 and, great as
he was, fays the Irifh bard, he had one bad property, that
no lefs could awaken him, Lefore his time, than cutting
off onc of his fingers, or throwing a great ftone againit
his head ; and it was dangerous to come near him on thofe
occafions, till he had rccovered himfelf, and was fully
awake, Ca-olr, who was employed by Ofhian to waken
his fon, made choice of throwing the ftone agaiunft his
head, as the leaft dangerous expedient. The ftone re-
bounding from the hero’s head, thook, as it rolled along,
the hill for thice miles round.  Ofcar rofe in rage, fought
bravely, and, fingly, vanquifhed a wing of the enemy’s
army. Thus the bard goes on, tiil Fingal put an end to
the war, by the total rout of the Scandinavians. Tuerile,
and even defpicable, as thefe fictions are, yer Keating and
O’Fidherty have no better authority than the poems which
contain them, for all that they write concerning Fion Mac-
commal, and the pretended militia of Igeland.

Cormar
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Cormar fhakes his buthy locks on the wind.
Slowly, from behind a rock, rofe the bright
form of Atha. Firft appeared his two pointed
{pears, then the half of his burnifhed fhield :
like the rifing of a nightly meteor, over the
vale of ghofts. But when he fhone all abroad ;
the hofts plunged, at once, into ftrife. The
gleaming waves of fteel are poured on either
fide. Ct
As meet two troubled feas, with the. rolling
of all their waves, when they feel the wings
of contending winds, in the rock-fided frith
of Lumon; along the echoing hills is the
dim courfe of ghofts: from the blaft fall the
torn groves on the deep, amidft the foamy
path of whales. So mixed the hofts! Now
Fingal! now Cathmor came abroad. The
dark tumbling of death is before them: the
gleam of broken fteel is rolled on their fieps,
as, loud, the high-bounding kings hewed down
the ridge of fhields.
Maronnan fell, by Fingal, laid large acrols
a fiream. The waters gathered by nis fide,
and leapt grey over his bofly thield. Clonar
is pierced by Cathmor: nor yet lay the chief
on earth. An oak feized his hair in his fall.
His helmet rolled on the ground. By its
thong, hung his broad fhield; over it wan-
dered his ftreaming blood. Tha-min* fhall
' weep,

* Tla-min, mildly fof}. The loves of Clonar and
Tlamin were rendered famous in the north, by a fragment
of alyric poem, , It ig a dialogue between Clonar and

L4 Tlamin.
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weep, Iin the.hall, and firike her heaving
breaft.

Nor did Offian forget the fpear,in the wing
of his war. He ftrewed the field with dead.

Tlamin. She begins with a foliloquy which he over-
hears. .

TraMiN.

¢ Clonar, fon of Conglas of I-mor, young huntcr of
dun-fided rocs! where art thou laid, amidit rufhes, be-
neath the palling wing of the breeze ? I behald thec, iy
love, in the plain of thy own dark ftreams! The clung
thorn is rolled by the wind, and ruftles along his fhicld.
Bright in his locks he lies: the thoughts of his dreams
fly, darkening over his face. ‘Thou thinkeft of the bat-
tles of Offian, young fon of the echoing ifle !

¢- Half hid in the grove, I fit down. Fly back, ye mifts
of the hill. Why fhould ye hide her love from the blue
eyes of Tlamin of harps ?

3

CLoNaAR,
* ¢ As the fpirit, feen in a dream, flies off from our
opening eyes, we think, we behold his bright path between
the clofing hills; fo fled the daughter of Clungal, from
the fight of Clonar of fhiclds. Arife from the gathering
of trees; bluc-eyed Tlamin, arife.

TLAMIN.

¢ I turn me away from his fteps. Why fhould he
know of my love! My white breaft is heaving over
fighs, as foam on the dark courfe of ftreams. But he paffes
away, in his arms ! Son of Conglas, my foul is fad.

) CLow4r.
¢ It was the fhield of Fingal! the voice of kings from
Selma of harps1 My path is towards green Erin. ~ Arife,
fair iight, froth thy (hades. Come to the field of my foul,
therc 1s the fpreading of hefts, Arife, on Clonat’s trou-
pled foul, young daughter of the blue-fhielded Clungal.”
.. Clungal was the chicf of 1-mor, one of the Hebrides.

Young



Boox VIII. AN EPIC POEM 133

Young Hidalla came. - Soft voice of ftreamy
Clonra ! why doft thou lift the fleel? O that
we met in the frife of {ong, in thy own
rufhy vale!” Malthos beheld  him low, aund
darkened as he rufhed along. Oun cither
{fide of a ftream, we beund in the echoing
ftrife. Heaven comes rolling down: around
burft the voices of fqually winds. Hills are
clothed, ar times, in fire. .Thunder robs in
wreaths of mift. In darknefs thrunk the foe:
Morven's warriors ftood aghaft.  Still I bent
over the fiream, amidft my whiftling locks.

Then rofe the voice of Fingal, and the found
of the flying foe. 1 faw the king, at times, in
lightning, darkly-fitiding in his might. I
ftruck my echoing fhield, and hung forward
on the fteps of Alnecma: the foe is rolled be-
fore me, like a wreath of fmoak.

The fun looked forth from his cloud. The
hundred ftreams of Moi-lena fhone. Slow
rofe the blue columns of mift, againft the
glittering  hill. ¢ Where are the mighty
kings*? Nor by that ftream, nor wood are

they!

* Fingal and Cathmor. The cohdu@l here is perhaps
preper. ‘The numerous defcriptions of fingle combats
have already exhaufted the fubje@. Nothing new, not
adequate to our high idea of the kings, can be faid.
A column of miftis thrown over the whole, and the combat
is left to the imagination of the reader. Doets havé
almoft univerfally failed in their defcriptions of this fort.
Not all the ftrength of Homer could futtain, with dignity,
the minutie of a fingle combat. The throwing of a
fpear,and the braying of a fhield, as fome of our own poets
moft elegantly exprefs ity convey ne magnificent, though

* they
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they ! I hear the clang of arms! Their frife
is in the bofom of that mift. Such is the
contending of {pirits in a nightly cloud, when
they ftrive for the wintry wings of winds, and
the rolling of the foam-covered wavcs.

I rufhied along. The grey mift rofe. Tall,
gleaming, they ftood at Lubar. Cathmor
leaned againft a rock. His half-fallen fhield
received the flream, that leapt from the mofs
above. Towards him is the ftride of Fingal :
he faw the hero’s blood. His {word fell flowly
tohisfide. He fpoke, midft his darkening joy.

¢ Yields the race of Borbar-duthul? Or
ftill does he lift the {pear? Not unheard is
thy name, at Atha, in the green dwelling of
firangers. It has come, like the breeze of his
defert, to the ear of Fingal. Come to my hill
of feafts: the mighty fail, at times. * No fire
am I to low-laid foes: I rejoice not over the
fall of the brave. To clofe * the wound is

they are ftriking ideas. Our imagination ftretches beyond,
and, confequently, defpifes, the defcription. It were,
therefore, well for fome poets, in my opinion, (though it
is, perhaps. fomewhat fingular,) to have, fometimes,
thrown mif over their fingle combats.

* Fingal is very ntuch celebrated, in tradition, for his
knowledge in the virtues of herbs. The Irith poems,
concerning him, often reprefent him curing the wounds
which his chicfs received in battle. They fable concern-
ing him, that he was in poffeflion of a cup, containing the
eflence of herbs, which inflantancoufly healed wounds.
The knowledge of curing the wounded, was, till of late,
pniverfal among the Higilanders. We hear of no other
difpfdér, which required the ikill of phyfic. The whole-

encfs of the climate, and an altive life, fpent in hunt-
ing, excluded dileafes. .
‘ . mine ;
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mine: I have known the herbs of the hills.
I feized their fair heads, on high, as they waved
by their fecret ftreams, Thou art dark and
filent, king of Atba of firangers!”

“ By Atha of the ftream,” he faid, “ there
rifes a mofly rock. On its head is the wan-
dering of boughs, within the courfe of winds.
Dark, in its face, is a cave, with its own loud
rill. There have I heard the tread of ftrangers*,
when they paffed to my hall of fhells. Joy
rofe, like a flame, on my foul; I bleft the
echoing rock. Here be my dwelling, in dark-
nefs ; in my grafly vale. From this I fhall
mount the breeze, that purfues my thiftle’s
beard ; or look down, on blue-winding Atha,
from its wandering mift.”

“ Why fpeaks the king of the tomb? Offian!
the warrior has failed! Joy meet thy foul, like
a ftream, Cathmor, friend of ftrangers! My
ton, I hear the call of years; they take my
{pear as they pafs aJong. Why does not Fin»

* Cathmor reflets, with pleafure, even in his laft mo-
ments, on the relief he had afforded to ftrangers. The
very tread of their feet was pleafant in hisear. His hof~
pitality was not pafled unnoticed by the bards ; for, with
them, it became a proverb, when they defcribed the hof-
pitable difpofition of a hero, that ke avas like Cathuor of
Athe, the friend of firangers. It will {eem ftrange, that,
in all the Irifh poems, there is no mention made of Cath=
mor. This mutf be attributed to the revoiutions and do-
meflic confufions which happened in that ifland, and ut«
terly cut off all the real traditions concerning fo ancient 3
period.  All that we have related of the ftate of Ireland:
before the fifth century is of late invention, and the work
of ill-informed fenachies and injudicious bards.

'gal‘
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gal, they feem to fay, reft within his hall?
Doft thou always delight in blood ? In the
tears of the fad? No: ye dark-rolling years,
Fingal delights not in blood. Fcars arc win-
try ftreams that wafte away my foul. But,
when lic down to reft, then comes the mighty
voice of war. It awakes me, in my hall, and
calls forth all my fteel. It fhall call it forth no
more ; Offian, take thou thy father’s {pcar.
Lift it, in battle, when the proud arife.

“ My fathers, Offian, trace my fteps ; my
deeds are pleafant to their eyes. Wherever I
come forth to battle, on my tield, are their
columns of mift. But mine arm refcued thé
feeble! the haughty found my rage was fire.
Never over the fallen did mine eye rejoice.
Yor this *, my fathers fhall meet me, at the
gates of their airy halls, tall with, robes of
light, with mildly-kindled eyes. But, to the
proud in arms, they are darkened moons in
heaven, which fend the fire of night red-wan-
dering over their face,

# The Celtic nations had fome idea of rewards, and
Fcrhaj\s of punifhments, after death. Thofe who be-
1aved, in life, with bravery and virtue, were received,
with joy, to the airy*halls of their fathers 5 but the dark in
fouly to ufe the expreflion of the poet, were {fpurned away
from the babitation of beroesy to wander on all the awinds.
Another opinion, which prevailed in thofe times, tended
not a little to make individuals emulous to excel one
another in gnartial atchievements. It was thought, that,
in the el o clouds, every one had a feat, raifed above
m in proportion as he excelled them, in valour, when

\7 : .

¢ Father
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« Father of heroes, Trenmor, dweller of
eddying winds! I give thy fpear to Offian, let
thine eye rejoice. Thee have I feen, at times,
bright from between thy clouds ; foappear to
my fon, when he isto lift the fpear : then fhall
he remember thy mighty deeds, though thou
art now but a blaft.”

He gave the fpear to my hand, and raifed,
at once, a ftone on high, to fpeak to future
times, with its grey head of mofs. Beneath
he placed a fword * in earth, and one bright
bofs from his fhield. Dark in thought, a
while, he bends: his words, at length, came
forth.

¢ When thou, O ftone, fhalt moulder down,
and lofe thee, in the mofs of years, then fhall
the traveller come, and whiftling pafs away.
Thou know’ft not, feeble man, that fame once
fhone on Moi-lena. Here Fingal refigned his
fpear, after the laft of his fields. Pafs away,
thou empty fhade! in thy.voice there is no
renown. Thou dwelleft by fome peaceful
ftream ; yet a few years, and thou art gone.
No one remembers thee, thou dwellerof thick
mift! But Fingal fhall be clothed with fame,
a beam of light to other times; for he went
forth, in echoing fteel, to fave -the weak in
arms.”

* There are fome ftones ftill to be feen in the north,
which were ercéted as memorials of fome remarkable
tranfa@ions between the ancient chiefs. There are ge~
nerally found, beneath them, fome piece of arms, and a
bit of half-burnt wood. 'The caufe of placing the laft
there is not mentioned in tradition.

. Bright-
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Brightening in his fame, the Eing ftrode to
Lubar’s founding oak, where it bent, from its
rock, over the bright-tumbling ftream. Be-
neath it is a narrow plain, and the found of
the fount of the rock. Here the ftandard * of
Morven poured its wreaths on the wind, to
mark the way of Ferad-artho, from his fecret
vale. Bright, from his parted weit, the fun of
heaven looked abroad. The hero faw his
people, and heard their fhouts of joy. In
broken ridges round, they glittered to the
beam. The king rejoiced, as a hunter in his
own green vale, when, after the ftorm is rolled
away, he fees the gleaming fides of the rockss
The green thorn fhakes its head in their face;
from their top look forward the roes.

Grey T, at his mofly cave, is bent the aged
form of Clonmal. The eyes of the bard had
failed. He leaned forward on his ftaff. Bright
in her locks, before him, Sul-malla liftened to
the tale ; the tale of the kings of Atha, in the
days of old. The noife of battle had ceafed

* The ere&ing of his ftandard on the bank of Lubar,
was the ‘fignal which Fingal, in the beginning of the
book, promifed to give to the chiefs, who went to conduct
Ferad-artho to the grmy, fhould he himfelf prevail in
battle. This ftandard here is called the fun-beam. The
reafon of this appellation, I gave in my notes on the poem
entitled Fingal.

‘4 The fcene is changed to the valley of Lona, whither
Sul-malla had been fent, by Cathmor, before the battle,
Clonraal, an ajged bard, or rather druid, as he feems here
to be endued with a prefcience of events, had long dwelt
there in a cave. This fcene is calculated to-throw a me-
lancholy gloom over the mind,

1 in
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in his ear: he ftopt, and raifed the fecrgt figh.
The {pirits of the dead, they faid, often light-
ened along his foul. He faw the kmg of Atha
low, beneath his bending tree.

“ Why art thou dark?” faid the maid.
 The ftrife of arms is paft. Soon * fhall he
come to thy cave, over thy winding flreams.
The fun looks from the rocks of the weft.
The mifts of the lake arife. Grey, they fpread
on that hill, the rufhy dwelling of roes. From
the mift fhall my king appear! Behold, he
comes in his arms. Come to the cave of
Clonmal, O my beft beloved !”’

It was the fpirit of Cathmor, ftalking, large,
a gleaming form. He funk by the hollow
fiream, that roared between the hills. “ It was
but the hunter,” the faid, * who fearches for
the bed of the roe. His fteps are not forth
to war ; his fpoufe expecs him with night.
He f{hall, whiftling, return with the fpoils of
the dark-brown hinds.” Her eyes were turned

"to the hill ; again the ftately form came down.
She rofe in the midft of joy. He retired
again in mift. Gradual vanith his limbs of
fmoak, and mix with the mountain-wind.
Then fhe knew that he fell! « King of Erin,
art thou low !” Let Offian forget her grief’;
it waftes the foul of age t.

Evening

* Cathmor had promifed, in the. feventh book, to

come to the cave of Clonmal, aftcr the battle was over,
+ Tradition relates, that Oﬂian, the next day after the
decifive battle between Fingal and Cathmor, went to find
‘out
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Evering came down on Moi-lena. Grey
rolled the ftreams of the land. Loud came
forth the voice of Fingal: the beam of oaks
arofe. The people gathered round with glad-
nefs, with gladnefs blended with fhades. They
fidelonig looked to the king, and beheld his
unfinithed joy. Pleafant, from the way of the
defert, the voice of mufic came. It feemed,
at firlt, the noife of "a ftream, far diftant on its
rocks. Slow it rolled along the hill, like the
ruflcd wing of a breeze, when it takes the
tufted beard of the rocks, in the flill feafon of

out Sul-malla, in the valley of Loma.  His addrefs to her
follows :

« Awake, thou daughter of Conmor, from the fern-
fkirted cavern of Lona. Awake, thou fun.beam in de-
ferts ; warriors one day mult fail.  They move forth, like
terrible lights 3 but, often, their cloud is near. Go tothe
valley of ftrcams, to the wandering of herds on Lumon ;
there dwells in his lazy mift, the nian of many days,
But he is unknown, Sul-malla, like 'the thiftle of the rock
of roes; it“fhakes its grey beard, in the wind, and falls,
unfeen of our cyes. Not fuch are the kings of men ; their
departure is @ meteor of fire, which pours its red courfe
from the defert, over the bofom of night.

«¢.fdc is mixed with the warriors of old, thofe fires that
have hid their heads. At times fhall they come forth in
fong. Not forgot has the warrior failed. Ide has not
feen, Su)-malla, the fall of a beam of his own : no fair~
haired fon, in his blood, young troubler of the field. 1am
lonely, young branch of Lumon ; I may hear the voice of
the feeble, when my ftrength fhall have failed in years, for

oung Ofcar has ceafed, on his field.”—* * * #

Stﬁ-’malla returned to hey own country. She makes a
confiderable figure in another poem ; her behaviour in
that piece accounts for that phrtial regard with which the
poet ought to fpeak of her throughout Temora.

11 . mght.
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night. It was the voice of Condan, mixed
with Carril’s trembling harp. They came,
with blue-eyed Ferad-artho, to Mora of the
ftreams. .

Sudden burfts the fong from our bards, on
Lena: the hoft ftruck their fhields midft the
found. Gladnefs rofe brightening on the king,
like the beam of a cloudy day, when it rifes,
on the green hill, before the roar of winds.
He ftruck the bofly fhield of kings; at once
they ceafe around. The people lean forward,
from their fpears, towards the voice of their
land *,

¢ Sons of Morven, fpread the feaft ; fend
the night away in fong. Ye have thone ardund
me, and the dark ftorm is paft. My people

* Before I finifh my notes, it may not be altogether
improper to obviate an obje&ion, which may be made to
the credibility of the ftory of Temora. It may be afked,
whether it is probable, that Fingal could perform fuch
actions as are afcribed to him in this book, at an age when
his grandfon, Ofcar, had acquired fo much reputation in
arms. To this it may be anfwered, that Fingal was but-
very young [book 4th] when he took to wife Ros-crana,
who foon after became the mother of Offian. Offian yas
alfo extremely young when he married Ever-allin, the

- mother of Ofcar. 'Tradition relates, that Fingal was but
cighteen years old at the birth of his fon Offiany and
that Offian was much about the fame age, when Ofcar,
his fom, was born. Ofcar, perhaps, might be about
twenty, when he was killed, in the battle of Gabhra
[book tft]; fo the age of Fingal, when the decifive bat-
tle was fought between him and ‘Cathmor, was juft fifty-
fix years. In thofe times of activity and health, the na-
tural ftrength and vigour of a man was little abated at fuch
an age; fo that there is nothing improbable in the a&ions
of Fingal, as related in this book. '

vYouL. 1I. M e
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are the windy rocks, from which I fpread my
eagle-wings, when I rufh forth to renown, and
feize iton its field. Offian, thou haft the fpear
of Fingal: it is not the flaff of a boy with
which he firews the thiftle round, young wan-
derer of the field. No: it is the lance of the
mighty, with which they ftretched forth their
hands to death. Look to thy fathers, my
fon ; they are awful beams. With morning
- lead Ferad-artho forth to the echoing halls of
Temora. Remind him of the kings of Erin ;
the ftately forms of old. Let not the fallen be
forgot, they were mighty in the field. Let
Carril pour his fong, that the kings may re-
joide in their mift. To-morrow 1 fpread my
fails to Selma’s fhaded walls; where firecamy
Duthula winds through the {cats of roes.”



CONLATH and CUTHONA:
A

P O E M



ARGUMENT.

Conlath was the youngeft of Morni’s fons, and brother’
to the cclebrated Gaul.  He was in love with Cuthona
the daughtcr of Rumar, when Tofcar the fon of Kine
fena, accompanied by Fercuth his friend, arrived, from
Ireland, at Mora, where Conlath dwelt. He was hof-
pitably received, and, according to the cuftom of the
times, feafted threc days with Conlath. On the fourth
he fet fail, and coafting the ifland of wawes, one of the
Hebrides, he faw Cuthona hunting, fell in love with
her, and carried her away, by force, in his thip. He
was forced, by ftrefs of weather, into I-thona, a defert
ifle. In the mean time Conlath, hearing of the rape,
failed after him, and found him on the point of failing
for the coaft of Ireland. They fought;-and they and
their followers fell by mutual wounds. Cuthona did
not long furvive: for fhe died of grief the third day
after. Fingal, hearing of their unfortunate death, fent
Stormal the fon of Moran to bury them, but forgot to
fend a bard to fing the fufleral fong over their tombs.
The ghoft of Conlath comes, long after, to Offian, to
intreat him to tranfmit to pofterity, his and Cuthona’s
fame, For it was the opinion of the times, that the
fouls of the deceafed were not happy, till their elegies

were compofed by a bard,
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1D not Offian hear a voice? or is it the
found of days that are no more? Often
does the memory of former times come, like
the evening fun, on my foul. The noife of
the chafe is renewed. In thought, I lift the
fpear. But Offian did hear a voice! Who
art thou, fon of night? The children of the
feeble are afleep. The midnight wind is in
my hall. Perhaps it is the fhield of Fingal
that echoes to the blaft. It hangs in Offian’s
hall.'’ He fecls it fometimes with his hands.
Yes! I hear thee, my friend! Long has thy
voice been abfent from mine ear! What brings
thee, on thy cloud, to Offian,fon of generous
Morni? Are the friends of the aged 'neat
thee ? Where is Ofcar, fon of fame? He was
often near thee, O Conlath, when the found
of battle arofe.

Ghoft of CoNLATH.

Sleeps the fweet voice of Cona, in the midft
of his ruftling hall? Sleeps Offian in his hall,
M 3 and
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and his friends without their fame? The fea
rolls round dark I-thona *. Our tombs are
not feen in our ifle. How long fhall our fame
be unheard, fon of refounding Selma ?

OssSIAN.

O that mine eyes could behold thee! Thou
fitteft, dim on thy cloud! Art thou like the
mift of Lano? An half-extinguifhed meteor
of fire? Of what are the fkirts of thy robe?
Of what is thing airy bow? He is gone on
his blaft like the fhade of a wandering cloud,
Come from thy wall, O harp! Let me hear
thy found. Let the light of memory arife on
I-thona. Let me behold again my friends!
And Offian does beheld his friends on the
dark-blue ifle.. The cave of Thona appears,
with its mofly rocks and bending trees. A
fiream roars at its mouth. ‘Tofcar bends over
its courfe. Fercuth is fad by his fide. Cu-
théna 7 fits at a diftance and weeps. Does the
wind of the waves deceive me? Or do I hear
them f{peak, '

TOSCAR.

. 'The night was ftormy. From their hills
the. groaning oaks came down. The fea
darkly-tumbled beneath the blaft. The roar-
ing waves climbed againft our rocks.. The

** L.thona, ifland of waves, one of the uninhabited
weftern ifles,

+ Cuthdna the dzughter of Rumar, whom Tofcar had
carried away by force.

lightning
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lightning came’ often and fhewed the blafted
fern. Fercuth! I faw the ghoft who em-.
broiled the night*. Sileat he ftood, on that
bank. His robe of mift flew on the wind.
I could behold his tears. An aged man he
feemed, and full of thought!

FErcuTH.

It was thy father, O Tofcar. He forefees
fome death among his race. Such was his ap-
pearance on CrOmla, before the great Ma-ron-
nan T fell. Erin of hills of grafs! how plea-
fant are thy vales? Silence is near thy blue
fireams. The fun is on thy fields. Seoft is
the found of the harp in Selama §. Lovely
the cry of the hunter on Crémla. But we
are in dark I-thona, furrounded by the ftorm.
The billows lift their' white heads above our
rocks. We tremble amidft the night.

ToscAR.

Whither is the foul of battle fled, Fercuth
with locks of age ? I have feen thee undaunted
in danger : thine eyes burning with joy in the
fight. 'Whither™ is the foul of battle fled?

* It was long thought, in the north of Scotland, that
ftorms were raifed by the ghofts of the deceafed. This
notion is ftill entertained by the vulgar; for they think
that whirlwinds, and fudden fqualls of wind, are occa-
fioned by fpirits, who tranfport themfelves, in that man-
ner, from onc place to another.

4+ Ma-ronnan was the brother of Tofcar.

1 Selamath, ébeautiful to bebold, the name of Tofcar’s
refidence, on the coaft of Ulfter,> near the mountain
Crémla. v

M 4 Our
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-Our fathers never feared. Go; view the fet-
tling fea: the flormy wind is laid. The bil-
lows {till tremble on the deep. They feem to
fear the blaft. Goj; view the fettling fea.
Morning is grey on our rocks. The fun will
look foon from his eaft; in all his pride of
light! 1 lifted up my fails with joy, before
the halls of generous Conlath. My courfe
was by a defert ifle:* where Cuthéna purfued
the dcer. I faw her, like that beam of the
fun that iffues from the cloud. Her hair was
on her heaving breaft. She, bending forward,
drew the bow, Her white arm feemed, be-
hind her, like the fnow of Crémla. Come to
my foul, I faid, huntrefs of the defert ifle!
But the waftes her time in tears. She_thinks
of the generous Conlath. Where can I find
thy peace, Guthfma, lovely maid !

CuTHoNAY.

A diftant fteep bends over the fea, with
aged trees and mofly rocks. ‘The billow rolls
at its feet.  On its ﬁde is the dwelling of
roes. The people call it Mora. There the
towers of my love arife. There Conlath
looks over the feca for his only love. The
davighters of the chafe returned. He beheld
their downcaft eyes. ¢ Where is the daugh-
tet of Rumar?” But they anfwered not. My
peace dwclls on Mora, fon of the diftantland!

. c.uf-thona, z%e mournful’ found { the waves ; a poeti-
él fame given het' on'sccount of her mourning to the
fourid” 6f the waves'y her name in tradition is Germ-

huil,. 2be: blue-eved maid..
Toscar,
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-

ToscAR.

Cuthdna fhall return to her peace: to the
towers of generous Conlath. He is the friend
of Tofcar! 1 have feafted in his halls! Rife,
ye gentle breezes of Erin. Stretch my fails
toward Mora’s thores. Cuthdna fhall reft on
Mora ; but the days of Tofcar muft be fad.
I fhall fit in my cave in the field of the fun,
The blaft will ruftle in my tre¢s. I fhall think
it is Cuthéna’s voice. But fhe is diftant far,
in the halls of the mighty Conlath!

CUTHONA.

Ha! what cloud is that? It carries the
ghofts of*my fathers. I fee the fkirts of their
robes, like grey and watry mift. When fhall
I fall, O Rumar? Sad Cuthéna forefees her
death. Will not Conlath behold me, before
I enter the narrow houfe * ¢

OssI1AN.

He fhall behold thee, O maid! He comes
along the heaving fea. The death of Tofcar
is dark on his fpear. A wound is in his fide!
He is pale at the cave of Thona. He fhews
his ghaftly wound. 'Whetkeg:art thou with thy
tears, Cuth6na? The chief.of Mora dies. The
vifion grows dim on my mind. I behold the
chiefs‘no more! :But, O ye bards of future

ﬁ'%& grave.

times,
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times, remember the fall of Conlath with
tears. He fell before his day. Sadnefs dark-
ened in his hall. His mother looked to his
fhield on the wall, and it was bloody *. She
knew that her bero fell. Her forrow was
heard on Mora. Art thou pale on thy rock,
Cuthéna, befide the fallen chicfs? Night
comes, and day returns, but none appears to
raife their tomb. Thou frighteneft the fcream-
ing fowls away. Thy tears for ever flow.
Thou art pale as a watry cloud that rifes from
a lake! - '

The fons of green Selma came. They
found Cuthdéna cold. They railed a’ tomb
over the herocs. She refts at the fide of Con-
lath! Come not to' my dreams, O Conlath!
Thou haft received thy fame. Be thy voice
far . diftant from my hall ;- that {leep may
defcend at night. O that 1 could forget my
friends: till my footfteps fhould ceafe to be
feen! till I come among them with joy! and
lay my aged limbs in the narrow houle!

* It was the opinion of the times, that the arms left
by the heroes at home, became bloody the very inftant
their owners were killed, though atever fo great a diftance.
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ARGUMENT.

Fingal in his voyage to Lochlin, whither he had been in-
vited by Starno the father of Agandecca, touched at
. Berrathon, an ifland of Scandinavia, where he was
kindly entertained by Lathmor, the petty king of the
place, who was a vaffal of the fupreme kings of Loch-
lin. 'The holpitality of Lathmor gained him Fingal’s
friendthip, which that hero manifefted, after the impri-
fonment of Lathmor by his own fon, by fending Offian
and Tofcar, the father of Malvina, fo often mentioned,
to refcue Lathmor, and to punifh the unnatural be-
haviour of Uthal. Uthil was handfome, and, by the
ladies, much admired. Nina-thoma, the beautiful
daughter of Torthoma, a neighbouring prince, fell in
love and fled with him. He proved unconftant! for
another lady, whofe name is not mentioned, gaining
his affections, he confined Nina-thoma to a defert ifland
near the coaft of Berrathon. She was relieved by
Offian, who, in company with Tofcar, landing on Ber-
rathon, defeated the forces of Uthal, and killed him in
a fingle combat. Nina-thoma, whofe love not all the
bad behaviour of Uthal could erafe, hearing of his
death, died of grief.. In the mean time Larthmor is
;g&orqd, and Offian and Tofcar return in triumph to
ingal. | e '
The poem opens with an elegy on the death of Mal-
vina the daughter of Tofcar, and clofes with prefages of
Offian’s death, -
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BEND thy blue courfe, O fiream ! round the
narrow plain of Lutha*, Let the green
woods hang over it, from their hills: the fun
look on it at noon. ‘The thiftle is there on its
rock, and fhakes its beard to the wind. The
flower hangs its heavy head, waving, at times,
to the gale. “ Why doft thou awake me, O
gale!” it feems to fay, “I am covered with
the drops of heaven? The time of my fading
is near, the blaft that fhall fcatter my leaves.
To-morrow fhall the traveller come ; he that
faw me in my beauty fhall come. His eyes
will fearch the field, but they will not find
-me.” So fhall they fearch in vain, for the
voice of Cona, after it has failed in the field.
The hunter fhall come forth in the morning,
and the voice of my bharp fhall not be heard.
“ Where is the fon of car-borne Fingal?”
The tear will be on his cheek! Then come

thou, O Malvina; with all thy mufic come!

* Lutha, fwift fiream.

Lay
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Lay Offian in the plain of Lutha: let his tomb
rife in the lovely field.

Malvina ! where art thou, with thy fongs,
with the foft found of thy fteps? Son * of
Alpin, art thou near ? where is the daughter
of Tofcar? * I paffed, O fon of Fingal, by
Tor-lutha’s mofly walls. The f{moak of the
hall was ceafed. Silence was among the trecs
of the hill. The voice of the chafe was over.
I faw the daughters of the bow. I afked
about Malvina, but they anfwered not. They
turned their faces away : thin darknefs covered
their beauty. They were like ftars, on a rainy
hill, by night, each looking faintly through
her mift.”

Pleafant 1 be thy reft, O lovely beam ! foon
haft thou fet on our hills! The fleps of thy
departure were ftately, like the moon on the
blue, trembling wave. But thou haft left us
in darknefs, firft of the maids of Lutha! We
fit, at the rock, and there is no voice ; no light
but the meteor of fire! Soon halt thou fet, O
Malvina, daughter of generous Tofcar! But
thou rifeft like the beam of the eaft, among
the fpirits of thy friends, where they fit, in
their ftormy halls, the chambers of the thun-
der! A cloud hovers over Cona. Its blue
curling fides are high. The winds are beneath

* His father was one of Fingal's principal bards, and
he had a poetical genius.

+ Offian fpeaks. He calls Malvina a beam of light,
and continues the metaphor throughout the paragraph.

9 (4
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it, with their wings. Within it is the dwelling *
of Fingal. There the hero fits in darknefs.
His airy fpear is in. his hand. His fhield,
half-covered with clouds, is like the darkened
moon; when one half flill remains in the
wave, and the other looks fickly on the field !

His friends fit around the king, on mift!
They hear the fongs of Ullin: he ftrikes the
half-viewlefs harp. He raifes the feeble voice.
The lefler heroes, with a thoufand meteors,
light the airy hall. Malvina rifes in the midft;
a blufh is'on her cheek. She beholds the un-
known faces of her fathers. She turns afide
her humid eyes. “ Art thou come fo foon,”
faid Fingal, ¢ daughter of generous Tofcar?
Sadnefs dwells in the halls of Lutha My
aged fon Tis fad ! T hear the brecze of Cona,
that was wont to lift thy heavy locks. It
comes to the hall, but thou art not there. Its
voice is mournful among the arms of thy fa-
thers! Go, with thy ruftling wing, O breeze !
figh on Malvina’s tomb. It rifes vonder be-
neath the rock, at the blue fiream of Lutha.

* The defcription of this ideal palace of Fingal is
agreeable to the notions of thofe times, concerning the
ftate of the deceafed, who were fuppofed to purfue, after
death, the pleafures and employments of their former
life.  The fituation of the Celtic heroes, in their feparate
ftate, if not entircly happy, is more agreeable than the
notions of the ancicnt Greeks concerning their departed
heroes.

+ Offiun; who had a great friendfhip for Malvina,
both on account of her love for his fon Ofcar, and her
attention to himfelf. .

The
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The maids ¥ are departed to.their place. Thou
alone, O breeze, mourneft there !”

But who comes from the dutky weft, fup-
ported on a cloud? A {mile is on his grey,
watry face. His locks of mift fly on wind.
He bends forward on his airy fpear. It isthy
father, Malvina! £ Why fhineft thou, fo foon,
on our cleuds,” he fays, * O lovely light of
Lutha! But thou wert fad, my daughter.
Thy friends had paffed away. The fons of
little men 1 were in the hall. None remained
of the heroes, but Offian king of fpears !”

And doft thou remember Offian, car-borne
Tofcar 1, fon of Conloch? The battles of our
youth were many. Our {fwords went toge-
ther to the field. They fdw us coming like
two falling rocks. The fons of the firanger
fled. “ There come the warriors of Cona!”
they faid. “ Their fteps are in the paths of
the flying !” Draw near, fon of Alpin, to the
fong of the aged. The deeds of other times
are in my foul. My memory beams on the
days that are paft: on the days of mighty

* That is, the young virgins who fung the funeral
elegy over her tomb. . -

# Tradition is entirely filent concerning what paficd in
the ro-th immediately after the death of Fingal and all
his herocss by which it would feem that the aétions of
their fuci2Jors were not to be compared to thofe of the
renowned’ Mingalians.

$ Tofcar was the fon of that Conloch, who was alfo
father to the lady whofe unfortunate death is related in

the laft epifode of the fecond book of Fingal,
. 5 - Tofcar,
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Tofcar, when eur path was in the deep.
Draw near, fon of Alpin, to the laft found
of the voice of Cona !

"The king of Morven commanded. I
raifed my fails to the wind. Tofcar chief
of Lutha ftood at my fide; I rofe on the
dark-blue wave. Our courfe was to fea=-
furrounded Berrathon *, the ifle of many
ftorms. There dwelt, with his locks of age,
the ftately flrength of Larthmor; Larth-
mor, who {pread the feaft of fhells to Fin-
gal, when he went to Starno’s halls, in the
days of Agandecca. But when the chief
was old, the pride of his fon arofe; the pride
of fair-haired Uthyl, the love of a thoufand
maids. He bound the aged Larthmor, and
dwelt in his founding halls ! '

Long pined the king in his cave, befide
his rolling fea. Day did not come to his
dwelling; tdor the burning oak by night.
But the wind of ocean was there, and the
parting beam of the modn. The red ftar
looked on the king, when it trembled on
the weltern wave. Snitho came to Selma’s
hall : Snitho the friend of Larthmor’s youth.
He told of the king of Berrathon: the wrath
of Fingal arofe. Thrice he affumed the
{pear, refolved to ftretch his hand to Uthal.
But the memory f of his deeds: role before

* Barrathon, a promontory in the midft of waves.

+ The meaning is, that Fingal remembered his own

eat altions, and confequently would not fully them
by engaging in a petty-war againft Uthal, who was fo
far his inferior in.valour:and power.

. VOL. IJ, N the
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the king. He fent his fon and Tofcar. Our
joy was great on the rolling fea. We often
half-unfheathed our {fwords. For never be-
fore had we fought alone, in battles of the
{pear. '

Night came down on the ocean. The
winds departed on their wings. Cold and
pale is the moon. The red flars lift their
heads on high. Our coaft is flow along the
coaft of Berrathon. The white waves tum-
ble on the rocks. ‘ What voice is that,”
faid Tofcar, *“ which comes between the
founds of the waves? It is foft but mourn-
ful, like the voite of departed bards. But
1 behold a maid*  She fits on the rock
alone. Her head bends on her arm of fnow.
Her dark hair is in the wind. Hear, fon of
Fingal, her fong, it is fmooth as the gliding
fiream.” We came to the.filent bay, and
heard the maid of night.

“ How long will ye roll around me, blue-
tumbling waters of ocean? My dwelling was-
not always in caves, nor beneath the whift-
ling tree. The feaft was fpread in Tor-
thoma’s hall. My father delighted in my
voice. The yduths beheld me in the fteps
of my lovelinefs. They blefled the dark-
haired' Nina-thoma. It was then thou didft
come, O Uthal! like the fun of heaven!
The fouls of the virgins are thine, fon .of
generous Larthmor! But why doft .thou

. * Nina-thoma, the g;la;:ﬁhtet‘,,of ’Iforth&ma', who had
bevn confined to a defert illand by her loyer Uzhal.l .
- - - cave

G,
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leave me alone, in the midft of roaring wa-
ters? Was my foul dark with thy death?
Did my white hand lift the fword? Why
then haft thou left me alone, king of hmh
Finthormo *.”

The tear ftarted from my eye, when I
heard the voice of the maid. I ftood before
her in my arms. I fpoke the words of peace!
“ Lovely dweller of the cave! what figh is
in thy breaft? Shall Offian lift his {word in
thy prefence, the deftruction of thy foes?
Daughter of Torthéma, rife. 1 have heard
the words of thy grief. The race of Mor-
ven are around thee, who never injured
the weak. Come to our dark-bofomed fhip!
thou brighter than that fetting moon! OQur
courfe is to the rocky Bermthon, to the
echoing walls of Finthormo.” She came in
her beauty ; fhe came with all her lovely
fteps. Silent joy brightened in her face; as
when the fhadows fly from the field of
fpring ; the blue-ftream is rolling in bright-
nefs, and the green buth bends over its courfe !

The morning rofe with its beams. We
came to Rothma’s bay.. A boar rufthed from
the wood: my f{pear pierced his fide, and
he fell. I rejoiced over the blood t. I fore-

* Finthormo, the palace of Uthal The namcs in
this epifode are not of a Celtic original.

4 Offian might have thought that his killing a boar
on his fitft landing in Berrathon, was a good omen of his
future fuccefs in that ifland. The prefent Highlanders
look, with a degree of fupcrfhtxon, upon the fuccefs of
their firft a&tion, after they have engaged in any defpe—
rate undertaking.

N 2 faw
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faw my growmg fame. But now the found
of Uthal’s train came, from the high Fin-
thormo.' They fpread over the heath to the
chafe of the boar. Himfelf comes flowly on,
in the pride of his fitrength. He lifts two
pointed {pears. On his fide is the hero’s
fword. Three youths carry his polifhed bows.
The bounding of five dogs is before him.
His heroes move on, at a diftance, admiring
the fteps of the king. Stately was the fon
of Larthmor! but his foul was dark! .Dark
as the troubled face of the moon, ‘when it
foretels the ftorms.

We rofe on the heath before the king.
He ftopt in the midft of his courfe. His
heroes gathered around. A grey-haired bard
advanced. “ Whence are the fons of the
firangers!” began the bard of fong. ¢ The
_ children of the unhappy come to Berrathon ;

to the {word of car-borne Uthal. He fpreads
no feaft in his hall. The blood of ftrangers
is on his fireams. If from Selma’s walls ye
come, from the moffy walls of Fingal, chufe
three youths to go to your king to tell of -
the fall of his people. _Perhaps the hero may
come and pour his blood on Uthal’s fword.
So fhall the fame of Finthormo arlfe, like the
growing tree of the vale!”

“ Never will it rife, O bard,” I faid in
the pridg of my wrath. « He would fhrink
from the prefence: of Fingal, whofe eyes are
the flames of- death. The fon of Cémhal
comes, atd kings vanifh before him. They
are rolled together, 6hke mift, by the breath

of
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of his rage. Shall three tell to Fingal, that
his people fell? Yes! they may tell it, bard!
but his people fhall fall with fame !”

I flood in the darknefs of my firength,
Tofcar drew his fword at my fide. The foe
came on like a fiream. The mingled found
of death arofe. Man took man; fhield met
fhield; fteel mixed its beams with fteel,
Darts hifs through air. Spears ring on mails,
Swords on broken bucklers bound. As the
noife of an aged grove beneath the roaring
wind, when a thoufand ghofts break the trees
by .night, fuch was the din of arms! But
Uthal fell beneath my fword. The fons of
Berrathon fled. It was then I faw him in
hie beauty, and the tear hung in my eye!
“ Thou art fallen*, young tree,” I faid,
* with all thy beauty round thee. Thou
art fallen on thy plains, and the field is bare.
The winds come from the defert! there i3
no found in thy leaves! Lovely art thou in
death, fon of car-bornc Larthmor.”

Nina-thoma fat on the fhore. She heard
the found of battle. She turped her red eyes
on Lethmal, the grey-haired bard of Selma,

* To mourn over the falt of their enemies, was a
practice univerfal among the Celtic heroes. This is. more
agreeable to humanity than the thameful infulting of the
dead, fo common in IHomer, and after him, fervilely
.copiéd by all his imitators, (the humane Virgil not ex-
cepted,} who have been more fuccefsful in. borrowing
the impegfetions of that great poct, than in their imita.
tions.of his beautics. .

N 3 He
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He alone had remained on the coaft, with
the daughter of Torthéma. *“ Son .of the
timies of old!” fhe faid, “ I hear the noife
of death. Thy friends have met with Uthal,
and the chief is low! O that I had remained
on the rock, inclofed with the tumbling
waves! Then would my foul be fad, but
his death would not reach my ear. Art
thou fallen on thy. heath, O fon .of high
Finthormo! Thou didft leave me on a
rock, but my foul was full of thee. Son
of hlgh Finthormo ! art thou fallen on thy
heath?”
. She rofe pale in her tears. She faw the
'noody fhield of Uthal. She faw it in Of-
fian’s hand. Her fteps were diftralted on
the heath. She flew. She found him.” She
fell. Her foul came forth in a figh. Her hair
is fpread on his face. My burfting tears de-
fcend. A tomb arofe on the unhappy. My
fong of woe was heard. ¢ Reft, haplefs
children of youth! Reft at the nonfe of that
mofly ftream! The virgins will fee your
tomb, at the chafe,. and turn away their
weeping eyes. -Your fame will be in fong.
The voice of the harp will he heard in your
praife. The dasghters of Selma fhall hear
1! your renown fhall be in other lands.
Reft, children of youth, at the noife of the
moﬂ'y fiream !” .
Two. days we remained on the coa?r The
heroes of Berrathon convencd We brought

Larthmor
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Larthmor to his halls. The feaft of fhells
is fpread. The joy of the aged was great:
He looked to the arms of his fathers:
the arms which he left in his hall, when
the pride of Uthal rofe. We were renown-
ed before Larthmor. He blefled the chiefs
of Morven. He knew not that his {on was
low, the flately firength of Uthal! They
had told, that he had retired to the woods,
with the tears of grief. They had told it,
but he was filent in the tomb of Rothma’s
heath.

On the fourth day we ralfed our ﬁuls, to
the roar of the northern wind. Larthmor
came to the coaft. His bards exalted the
foug. . The joy of the king was great, he
looked to Rothma’s gloomy heath. He faw
the tomb of his fon. The memory of Uthal
rofe. “ Who of my.heroes,” he faid, * lies
there? he feems to have been of the'kings
of men, Was he renowned in my halls
before the pride of Uthal rofe?” Ye are
filent, fons of Berrathon! is the king of he-
roes Tow ? My heart melts for thee, O
Uthal ! though thy hand was againft thy fa-
ther, O that I had remaired in the cave!
that my fon had dwelt in Finthormo! I
might have heard the tredd of his feet, when
he went to the chafe of the boar. I might
have heard his voice on the blaft of my cave.
Then would my foul be glad but now dark-

ncfs dwclls in my halls” .
. N4 Such
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Such were my deeds, fon of Alpin, when
the arm of my youth was ftrong. Such the
* altions of Tolcar, the car-borne fon of
Conloch. But Tofcar is on his flying cloud.
1 am alone at Lutha. My voice is like the
laft found of the wind, when it forfakes the
woods. DBut Offian fhall not be long alone.
He fees the mift that fhall receive his ghoft.
He beholds the mift that fhall form his robe,
when he appears on his hills. The fons of
feeble men fhall behold me, and admire the
ftature of the chiefs of old. They fhall creep
to their caves. They fhall look to the fky
with fear: for my fteps fhall be i in the clouds.
Darknefs fhall roll on my fide.

Lead, fon of Alpin, lead the aged to his
woods. The winds begin to rife. The dark
wave of the lake refounds. Bends there not
a tree from Mora with, its branches bare? It
bends, fon of Alpin, in the ruftling blaft.
My harp hangs on a blafted branch. .'The
found of ‘its firings is mournful. Does the
wind touch thee, O harp, or is it fome paf-
fing ghoft! It is the hand of Malvina!
Bring me the harp, fon of Alpin. Another
fong fhall rife. - My foul fhall depart in the
found. My fathers fhall hear it in their airy
hall.  Their dim faces fhall hang, with joy,
from their clouds; and their hands receive
their fon. : The aged oak bends over the
fiream. It fighs with all ifs mofs, The
o =« * Oflian fpeaks. E

: . 'withered
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withercd fern whiftles near, and mixes, ag
it waves, with Qffian’s hair.

¢ Strike the harp, and raile the fong: be
near, with all your wings, ye winds. Bear
the mournful found away to Fingal’s airy
hall. Bear it to Fingal’s hall, that he may
hear the voice of his fon: the voice of him
that praifed the mighty!”

“ The blaft of north opens thy gates, Q
king! I behold thee fitting on mift, dimly
gleaming in all thine arms. Thy form now
is not the terror of the valiant. It is like a
watery cloud ; when we fee the flars behind
it, with their, weeping eyes. Thy fhield is
the aged moon: thy fword a vapour half-
kindled with fire. Dim and feeble is the
chief, who travelled in brightnefs before!
But thy fteps * are on the winds of the de-
fert. The ftorms are darkening in thy hand,
‘Thou takeft the fun in thy wrath, and hideft
him in thy clouds. The fons of little men
are afraid. A thoufand thowers defcend. But
when thou comeft forth in thy mildnefs ; the
galc of the morning is near thy courfe. The
fun laughs in his blue fields. The grey

* This defcription of the power of Fingal over the
winds and ftorms, and the image of his taking the fun,
and hiding him in the clouds, do not correfpond with
the 1prcceding paragraph, where he is reprefented as a
feeble ghoft, and no more the TERROR OF THE VALIANT ;
but it agrecs with the notion of the times concerning the
fouls of the dcceafed, who, it was fuppofed, had the
command of the winds and ftorms, but took no concern
in the affairs of men. '

fiream
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ftream winds in its vale. 'The bufhes fhake
their green heads in the wind. The roes
bound towards the defert.

* There is a murmur in the heath! the
ftormy winds abate! I hear the voice of
Fingal. Long has it been abfent from mine
ear! “ Come, Offian, come away,” he fays.
Fingal bas received his fame. We paffed
away, like flames that had fhone for a feafon.
Ovur departure was in renown. Though the
plains of our battles are dark and filent; our
fame is in the four grey ftones. The voice
of Offian has bcen heard. The harp has
been flrung in Selma. “ Comep Offian, come
away,” he fays, “ come, fly with thy fathers
on clouds.” I come, I come, thou king-of
men! The life of Offian fails. I begin to
vanith on Cona. My fteps are not feen in
Sélma. Befide the ftone of Mora I fhall fall
afleep. The winds whiftling in my grey hai,
thall not awaken me. Depart on thy wings,
O wind! thou canft not difturb the reft of
thc bard. The night is long, but his eyes
are heavy. Depart, thou rufiling blaft.”

. % But why art thou fad, fon of Fingal?
Why grows the cloud of thy foul? The
chiefs of other times are departed. They
have gone without their fame. The fons of
future years fhall pafs away. Another race
{hal'-arife. » The people are like the waves of
ocean: like the leaves of woody Morven,
they pafs awayin the ruftling blaft, and other
leaves lift their green heads on high,”

' Did
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Did thy beauty laf, O Ryno*? Stood
the firength of car-bdrne Ofcar? Fingal
himfelf departed. The halls of his fathers
forgot his fteps. Shait thou then remain,

thou aged bard! when the mighty have
failed ?

* Ryno, the fon of Fingal, who was killed in Ireland,
in the war againft Swaran, was remarkable for the beauty
of his perfon, his fwiftnefs, and great. exploits. Min-
vine, the daughter of Mornt, and fifter to Gaul, wus
in love with Ryno. Her lamentation over her lover
follows.

SHE blufhing fad, from Morven’s rocks, bends over the
darkly-rolling fea. She fees the youth in all their
arms. Where, Ryno, where art thou ? .

Our dark looks told that he was low! That pale the
hero flew on ¢louds! That in the grafs of Morven’s
hills, his feeble voice was heard in wind !

And is the fon of Fingal fallen on Ullin’s moffy plains?
Strong was the arm that vanquithed him ! Ah me! I am
alone !

Alone I fhall not be, ye winds! that lift my dark-
brown hair. My fighs fhall not long mix with your
ftream; for I muft fleep with Ryno. .

I fee thee not, with beauty’s {teps, returning from the
chafe. The night is round Minvine’s love. Dark filence
dwells with Ryno.

Where are thy dogs, and where thy bow ? Thy fhield
that was fo ftrong?  Thy {word Iike heaven’s defcend-
ing fire? The bloody fpear of Rymno ? '

1 fee them mixed in thy deep fhip 5 I fee them ftained
with blood. No arms are in thy narrow hall, O darkly-
dwelling Ryno ?

‘When will the morning come, and fay, * Arife, thou
king of fpcars ! arife, the hunters are abroad. The hinds
are near thee, Ryno !”

Away, thou fair-haired morning, ;away ! the flumber-
ing king hears thee not! The hinds bound over his
parrow tomb; for death dwells round young Ryno. B

«but
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failed ? But my fame fhall remain, and grow
like the oak of Morven; which lifts its broad’
head to the ftorm, and rejoices in the courfc
of the wind! -

But I will tread foftly, my king! and fteal to the hed
of thy repofe. Minvine will lie in filence, nor difturb
the flumbering Ryno.

The maids fhall feck me : but they fhall not find me:
they fhall follow my departure with fongs. But I fhall
pot hear you, O maids! I fleep with fair-haired Ryno.
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INQI)IRIES into the antiquities of nations
afford more pleafure than any real advan-
tage to mankind: The ingenious may form
fyftems of hiftory on probabilities and a few
faGs; but, at a great diftance of time, their
accounts muft be. vague and uncertain. The
infancy of ftates and kingdoms is as deftitute
of great events, as of the means of tran{mit-
ting them to pofterity. The arts of polithed
life, by which alone fa&s can be preferved
with certainty, are the production of a well-
formed community. It is then hiftorians be-
gin to write, and public trznfactions to be
worthy remembrance. The ations of for-
mer times are left in obfcurity, or magnified
by uncertain traditions. Hence it is that we
find fo much of the marvellous in the origin
of every nation ; pofterity being always ready
to believe any thing, however fabulous, that

refle&ts honour on their anceftors. "
3 The
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The Greeks and Romans were remarkable
for this weaknefs. They fwallowed the moft
abfurd fables concerning the high antiquities
of their refpe@ive nations. Good hiftorians,
however, rofe very early amongft them, and
tran{mitted, with luftre, their great a&ions to
pofterity. It is to them that they owe that
vnrivalled fame they now enjoy, while the
great allions of other nations arc involved in
ths or loft in obfcurity. The Celtic nations
afford a firiking inftance of this kind. They,
though once the mafters of Europe from the
mouth of the river Oby ¥, it Ruflia, to Cape
Finifterre, the weftern point of Gallicia in
Spain, are very little mentioned in hiftory.
"They trufted their fame to tradition and the
fongs of their bards, which, by the vici{litude
of human affairs, are long ﬁnce loft. Their
ancient language is the onfy monument that
remains of them; and the traces of it being
found in places fo widely diftant from each
othcr, ferves only to fhew the extent of their
ancient power, but throws very little light on
their hiftory.

Of all the Celtic natxons, that which pof-
fefled old Gaul is*the moft renowned ; not per-
haps on account of worth fuperior to the reft,
but for their wars with.a people who had lut«‘-x
torians to tranfmit the fame of their enemies,
as well as their own, to pofterity. Britain was
firlt peopled by them, according to the teflti-

l’linc 1. 6.
mony
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mony of the beft authors *; its fituation in re~
fpe&t to Gaul makes the opinion probable ; but
what puts it beyond all difpute, is, that the
fame cuftoms and language prevailed among
the inhabitants of both in the days of Julius
Cxfar 1.

The colony from Gaul poflefled themfelves,
at firft, of that part of Dritain which was next
to their own country ; and fpreading north-
ward, by dcgrecs, as they incicafed in num-
bers, peopled the whole ifland.  Some adven-
turers pafling over fiom thofe paits of Britain
that are within ficht of Ireland, were the
founders of the Irifh nation : which is a more
probable ftory than the idle fables of Milefian
and Gallidian colonies. Diodorus Siculus };
mentions it as a thing well known in his time,
that the inhabitants of Ireland were aiginally
Britons, and his téftimony is unqueftionable,
when we confider that, for many ages, the
language and cuftoms of both nations were
the fame.

Tacitus was of opinion that the ancient-
Caledonians were of German extra&t; but
even the ancient Germans themfelves were
Gauls. The prefent Germans, properly {o
called, were not the {fame with the ancient
Celtz. The mannersand cuftoms of the two
nations were fimilar ; Jut their language dif-
ferent. The Germans § are the genuine de-

* Cef. L. 5. Tac. Agric. c. 2. { Cafar, Pomp. Mel.
Tacitus. 1 Died. Sic. 1. 5. .

§ Strabo, L. 7. :

VOL. 11. o fendantg
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fcendants of the ancient. Scandinavians, who
croffed, at an early period, the Baltic. The -
Celta* anciently, fent many colonies intp Ger-
many, all of whom retained their owh laws,
language, and cuftoms, till they were diffipated,
‘in the Roman empire; and it is of them, if
‘any colonies came from Germiny into Scot-
land, that the ancient Caledonians were de-
feended.

" But whether the Caledonians were a co-
lony of the Celtic Germans, or the fame with
the Gauls that firlt poflefled themfelves of
Britain, is a matter of no moment at this dif-
tance of time. Whatever their origin was,
we find them very numcrous in the time of
Julius Agricola, which is a pre{umpnon that
they were long before fettled in the country.
The form of their govcrument was a mixture
of ariftocracy and monz#elly, as it was in all
the countries where the Diuids bore the chief
{way. This order of men feems to have been
formed on the famc principles with the Dac-
tyli Ide and Curetes of the ancients. Their
pretended intercourfe with heaven, their ma-
gic and divination were the fame.  The know-
fedge of the Bruids in natural caufes, and the
properties of certain things, the fruit of the
experiments of ages, gained them a mighty
reputation among the#people. The efteem’ of*
thre -populace foon increafed into a veneration
for the order; which thefe cunning and am-

* C'rf.] 6. Liv. 1L 5+ Tac, de Mor. Germ.
bitious
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bitious pricfts took care to improve, to fuch a
degree, that they, in a manner, ingrofled the
amanagement of civil, as well as religious,
matters, It is generally allowed that they did
not abufe this extraordinary power ; the pre-
{erving the character of fanélity was fo effen~
tial to their .influence, that they never broke
out into viclence or oppreflion. The chiefs
were allowed to execute the laws, but the le-
giflative power was entirely in the hands of
the Druids *. It was by their authority that
the tribes were united, in times of the greateft
dauger, under one head. This temporary
king of Vergobretus T, was chofen by them,
and generally laid down his office at the end of
the war. Thefe priefts enjoyed long this ex-
traordinary privilege among the Celtic nations
who lay beyond the pale of the Roman em-
pire. It was ig the beginning of the fecond
century that their power among the Caledo-
nians began to decline. The traditions con~
cerning Trathal and Cormac, anceftors to Fin-
gal, are full of the particulars of the fall of the
Druids: a fingular fate, it muflt be owned, of
prietls, who had once eftablifhed their fuper=-
flition. ' - ‘
The continual wars of the Caledonians
zainft the Romans hindered the better fort
#om initiating themfelves, as the cuftom for-
merly was, into th& order of the Druids. The
precepts of their religion were confined to a

* Cxf. 1. 6. .
+ Fer-gubreth, the man to judge.
02 few,
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few, aud were not much attended to by a peo-
ple inured to war. The Vergobretus, or chief
magiftrate, was chofen without the concusrence
of the hierarchy, or continued in his office
againft their will.  Continual power firength-
ened his intereft among the tribes, and enabled
him to fend down, as hereditary to his pofie-
rity, the office he had only received himfelf by
eleGtion.

On occafion of a new war againft the ng
of the I1’orld, as tradition emphatically calls the
Roman emperor, the Druids, to vindicate the
honcur of the order, began to rcfume their
ancient privilege of chufing the Vergobretua.
Garmal, the fon of Tarno, being dcputed by
them, came to the grandfather of the cele-
"brated Fingal, who was then Vergobretus, and
commanded him, in the name of the whole
order, to lay down his officé, Upon his re-
fufal, a civil war commenced, which foon
ended in almoft the total extincion of the re-
ligious order of the Druids. A few that rc-
mained, retired to the dark recefles of their
groves,.aud the caves they had formerly ufed
for their meditations. It is then we find
them in the cirsle of flonesy, and unheeded
the world. A total difregard for the order,
and utter abhorrence, of the Druidical ri
enfued. ~ Under this ¢loud of public hate, all
that had any knowledge™of the rehglon of
‘the I;rulds became extin@, and the nation fell
into the laft degree of ighorance of their rites
apg cefemonics. .
- 3 . It
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It is no matter of wonder then, that Fingal
and his fon Offian difliked the Druids, who
were the declared enemies to their fucceflion
in the fupreme magiftracy. It is a fingular
cafe, it muft be allowed, that there are no
traces of religion in the poems afcribed to
Offian, as the poetical compofitions of other
nations are fo clofely conuefted with their
mythology. But gods are not neceflary, when
the poet has genius. 1t is hard to account for
it to thofe who are not made acquainted with
the manner of the old Scottith bards.. That
racc of men carried their notions of martial
honour to an extravagant pitch. Any aid
given their heroes in b.tttle was thought to
derogate from their fame ; and the bards im-
mcdmtely transferred the glory of the attion
to him who had given that aid.

Had the poet Brought doyn gods, as often
as Homer had donc,"to aflift bis heroes, his
work had not confifted of eulogiums on men,
but of hymns to fuperior beings. Thofe who
write in the Galic language fcldom mention
religion in their profanc poctry ; and when,
.they profefledly write of religion, they never
mix, with their compofitionsythe altions of
their heroes.  This cufton: alone, even though
the religion of the Dryids had not becn pre-
vioufly e\tmf-rul(heg may, in fome meafure,
excufe the author’s filence concerning the re-
ligion of ancient times.

To allege, that a nation is void of all reli-
gion, would betray ignorance of the hiftory of

03 mankind.
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mankind, The traditions of their fathers, and
their own obfervations on the works of na-
ture, together with that fuperftition which is
inherent in the human frame, have, in all
ages, raifed in the minds of men fome idea of
a fuperior being. Hence it is, that in the
darkeft times, and amongft the moft barbarous
nations, the very populace themfelves had
fome faint notion, at leaft, of a divinity. The
Indians, who worthip no God, believe that he
exifts. It would be doing m_]uﬁlce to the au-
thor of thefe poems, to think, that he had not
opened his conceptidns to that primitive and
greateft of all truths. But let his religion be
what it will, it is certain he has not alluded
to Chriftianity, or any of its rites, in his
poems’; which ought to-fix his opinions, at
leaft, to an =ra prior to that religion. Con-
_]c&ures on this {fubject, muft fupply the place
of proof. The perfecunon bzgun by Dio-
clefian, in the year 303, is the moft pro-
bable time in which ™ the firft dawning of
Chriftianity in the north of Britain can be
fixed. The humane and mild chara&er of
Conftantius Chlorus, who commanded then in
Britain, induced the perfecuted Chriftians to
take refuge under him. Some "of them,
through a zcal to propagate their tenets, or
through fear, went beyond the pale of the
Ruman €mpire, and fettled among the Cale-
donians; who were ready to hearken to their
do&rines, if the religion of the Drulds was
éxploded iong before.

Thefe
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Thefe miflionaries, either through choice,
or to give more weight to the doftrine they
advanced, took pofleffion of the cells and
groves of the Druids; and*it was from this
retired life they had the name of Culdees *,
which, in the language of the country, figni-
ficd fequeflered perfons. It was with one of
the Culdves that Offian, in his extreme old age,
is faid to have difputed concerning the Chrif-
tian religion. This difpute, they fay, is ex-
tant, and is couched in verfe, according to the
cuftom of the times. The extreme ignorance
on the part of Offian of the Chriftian tenets,
thews, that that religion had ouly lately been
introduced, as it is not eafy to conceive, how
one of the firft rank could be totally unac-
quainted with a religion that had been known
for any time in the country. The difpute
bears the genuipe marks of antiquity., The
obfolete phrafes and expreflions peculiar to the
times, prove it to be no forgery. If Offian
then lived at the introduc@ion of Chriflianity,
as by all appearance he did, bis epoch will be
the luter end of the third, and beginning of
the fourth century. Tradition here fteps in
with a kind of proof. v

The exploits of Fingal againft Caracul 1,
the fon of the ing of the world, are among

* Culdich.
t+ Carac’huil, ferrible eye. Carac-'healla, terrible ook
Carac-challambh, a fort of upper garment.

0 4 the
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the firft bravz actions of his youth. A complete
poem, which relates to this fubje&, is printed
in this collediion.

In the year 210 the emperor Severus, after
returning from his expedition againft the Cule-
donians, at York fell into the tedious iilnets of
which he afterwards died. The Caledonians
and M.iatz, refuming courage from his indif-
pofition, tock arms in order to recover the
pofleflions they had loft. The enraged cmpe-
ror commanded his army to march into their
courtry, and to deftroy it with fire and fword.
His orders were but ill executed, for his fon,
Caracalla, was at the head of the ariny, and
his thoughts were entirely taken up with the
hopes of his father’s death, and with fchemes
to {upplant Lis brother Geta.—He {carcely had
entered the encm\y’s country, when news was
brought hiumn that Severus was dead.—A {ud-
dén peace is patched up with the Caledonians,
and, as it appears from Dion Caflius, the
country they had loft to Severus was reilored
to them.

The Caracul of Fingal is no other than
Caracalla, who, as the fon of ‘Severus, the
emperor of Rome, whofe dominions were ex-
tended almoft over the known world, was not
without reafon called the Son of the King of
the. Worid, 'The fpace of time between 211,
the ‘'year S¢verus died, and the beginning of
the*‘g;urth century, is not {o great, but Offian,
the fon of Fingal, might have feen the Chrif-
tjians whom' the perfecution under Dioclefian

L : had
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had driven beyond the pale of the Roman,
empire.

In one of the many lamentations of the.
death of Ofcar, a battle which he fought againft
Caros, king of fhips, on the banks of the wind-
ing Carun *, is. mentioned among his" great
a@ions, It is more than probable, that the
Caros mentioned here, is the fame with the
noted ufurper Caraufius, who afflumed the
purple in the year 287, and feizing on Britain,
dcfeated the emperor Maximinian Herculius,
in feveral naval engagements, which gives
propricty to his being called the King of Ships.
The winding Carun is that {mall river retain-
ing ftill the name of Carrcn, and runs in the
neighbourhood of Agricola’s wall, which Ca-
raufius repaired to obftru@ the incurfions of
the Caledonians. Several other paffages in
traditions allude to the wars of the Romans;
but the two juft mentioned clearly fix the
cpocha of Fingal to the third century; and
this account agrecs exaltly with the Irifh hif-
rories, which place the death of Fingal, the
fon of Combhal, in the year 283, and that of
Ofcar and their own celebrated Cairbre, in the
year 2906. . .

Some people may imagine, that the allu-
fions to the Roman biftory might have been
derived, by tradition, from lcarned men, more
than from. ancient poems. This muft then
have happened at leaft three ages ago, as thefe

Car-gvon, quinding river,

ailuﬁons
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Hufions are mentioned often in the compofi-
tions of thofe times.

Every one knows what a cloud of ignorance
and barbarifin overfpread the north of Europe
three hundred years ago, The minds of men,
addi¢ted to fuperftition, contrated a nar-
rownefs that deftroyed genius. Accordingly
we find the compofitions of thofe times trivial
and puerile to the laft degree. But let it be
allowed, that, amidft all the untoward circum-
ftances of the age, a genius might arife ; it is
not eafy to determine what could induce him
to allude to the Roman times. We find no
fac to favour any defigns which could be en-
tertained by any man who lived in the fifteenth
century.

The ftrongeft objetion to the antiquity of
the poems now given to the public under the
name of Ofhan, is the imprebability of their
being handed down by tradition through fo
many ccnturies. Ages of barbarifm, fome will
fay, could not produce poems abounding with
the difintereftcd and generous fentiments fo
confpicuous in the compofitions of Gffian; and
could thefe ages produce them, it is nnpoﬁib]e

‘but they muft bz loft,-or altogether corrupted
in a long fucceffion of barbarous generations.

Thefe objeCtions naturally fuggeft them-
felves to men unacquainted with the ancient
flate of the northern parts of Britain. The
bards, who were an inferior order of the
Druids, did not.fhare their bad fortune, They

were fpared by the,viGtorious king, as it was
through
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through their means. only be could hope fo&
immortality to his fame. They attended him™
in the camp, and contributed to eftablith his
power by their fongs. His great aGtions were
magnified, and the populace, who had no
ability to examine into his chara&er narrowly,
were dazzled with his fame in the rhimes of
the bards. In the mean time, men aflumed
fentiments that are rarely to be met with inan
age of barbarifm. The bards, who were ori=
ginally the difciples of the Druids, had their
minds opened, and their ideas enlarged, by
being initiated into the learning of that cele-
brated order. They could form a perfeét hero
in their own minds, and afcribe that chara&ter
to their prince, The inferior chiefs made this
idcal charater the model of their condu& ;
and, by degrces, brought their minds to that
generous {pirit which breathes in all the poetry
of the times. The prince, flattered by his
bards, and rivalled by his own heroes, who imi-
tated his charaQer as defcribed in the eulogies of
his poets, endeavoured to excel his people in
‘merit, as he was above them in ftation. . Thi$
emulation continuing, formed at laft the genes:
ral chara@er of the natidh, happily com<
pounded of what is noble in barbarity, and
virtuous and generous in a polithed people.
When virtue in peace, and bravery in war,
are the charaéeriftics of a nation, their a&ions
become interefting, and their fame worthy of
immortality. A generous fpirit is warmed
with ‘noble a&ions, and becomes ambitious of
perpetuating
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gperpetuating them.  This is the true fource of
that divine infpiration, to which thg poets of

all ages pretended. When they found their

themes inadequate to the warmth of their

imaginations, they varnifthed them cver with

fables, fupplied by their own fancy, or fur-

. nithed by ablurd traditions. Thele fables,
however ridiculous, had their abettors; pof-

teiity either implicitly bclieved them, or,

throoh a vanity natural to mankind, pre-

tended uirt they did. They loved to place

the founders of their families in the days of

fatle, when poetry, without the fear of con-

tradition, could give what chara&er fhe

pleafed of her heroes. It is to this vanity that

we owe the prefervation of what rcmain of

the more ancient poems. Their poctical me-
rit made their heroes famons in a country
where heroifm was much efteemed, and ad-
mired. The pofterity of thofe heroes, or thofe
who pretended to be defcended from them,
heard with pleafure the eulogiums of their
anceltors ; bards were employed to repeat the
poems, and to record the conneion of their
patrons with chiefs fo renowned. Every chief
in proccfs of time had a bard in his family,
and the oflicc became at laft hereditary. By
‘the fucceflion of thefe bards, the poems con-
cerning the anceftors of the family were
handed down from generation to generation ;
they were repeated to the whole clan on folemn
occalions, and dlways alluded to-in the new
compofitions of the hards. This cuftom-cam=
, down
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down to ncar our own times; and after th%
bards were difcontinued, a great number in a
clan retained by memory, or committed to
writing, their compofitions, and founded the
antiquity of their families on the authority of
their pocms.

The ufe of letters was not known in the
north of Europe till long after the inflitution
of the bards: the records of the familics of
their patrons, their own, and more ancient
poems, were handed down by tradition. Their
poctical compofitions were admivably con-
trived for that purpofe. They were adapted
to mufic; and the moft perfe@ harmony was
cbierved.  EFach verle was {o connected with
thofe which preceded or followed it, that if
onc line had been remembered in a ftanza, it
was almoft impoflible toforget the reft. The
cadencesfollowed in fo natural a gradation, and
the words were fo adapted to the common
turn of the voice, after it is raifed to a cer-
tain key, that it was almoft impoffible, from
a fimilarity of found, to fubftitute one word
for another. This exccllence is peculiar to
the Celtic tongue, and is perhaps to be met
with in no other language,, Nor does this
choice of words clog the fenfe or weaken the
expreflion. The numercus fleGious of con-
fonants, and variation in declenfion, make the
language very copiops.

The defcendants of the Celtz, who inha-
bited Britain and its ifles, were not fingular in
this method of prefervm;g the moft precious

monuments
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monuments of their nation. The ancicnt
laws of the Greeks were couched, in verfe, and
banded down by tradition. The Spartans,
through a long habit, became fo fond of this
cuftom, that they would never allow their laws
to be committed to writing. The a&ions of
great men, and the eulogiums of kings and
heroes, were preferved in the fame man-
ner. All the hiftorical monuments of the old
Germans were comprehended in their ancient
fongs * ; which were either hymns to their
gods, or elegies in praife of their heroes, and
were intended to perpetuate the great events
in their nation which were caretully inter-
woven with them. This fpecies 0of compofi-
tion was not committed to writing, but deli-
vered by oral tiadition f.  The care they took
to have the poems taught to their children
the uninterrupted cuftom ef repeating them
upon certain occafions, and the happy meafure
of the verfe, ferved to preferve them for a
long time uncorrupted. This oral chronicle
of the Geimans was not forgot in the eighth
century ; and it probably would huve remained
to this duy, had not learning, which thinks
cvery thmg that is not committed to writing,
fabulous, been introduced. It was from poeti-
cal traditions that Garcilaflo compofed his ac~
connt of the Yncas of Peru. The Peruvians
had loft all other monuments of their hiftory,
and it was from ancient poews, which his

* Tacitus de Mor. Germ.
+ Abbé de la Bleterie Remarques i la Germaines
. 9 mother,
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mother, a princefs of the blood of the Yncas,
taught him in his youth, that he colleted the
materials of his hiftory. If other nations
then, that had often been overrun by enemies,
and had fent abroad and received colonies,
‘could for many ages preferve, by oral tradition,
their laws and hiftories uncorrupted, it is much
more probable that the ancient*Scots, a people
fo free of intermixture with foreigners, and fo
firongly attached to the memory of their an-
ceftors, had the works of their bards handed
down with great purity.

What is advanced, in this fhort Differtation,
it muft be confefled, is mere conjeture. Be-
yond the reach of records, is fettled a gloom,
which no ingenuity can penetrate. The man-
ners delcribed, in thefe poems, {uit the ancient
Celtic times, and no other period that is known
in hiflory. We mult, therefore, place the he-
roes far back in antiquity ; and it matters lit-
tle, who were their contemporaries in other
parts of the world. If we have placed Fingal
in his proper period, we do honour to_the
manners of barbarous times. He exercifed
every manly virtue in Caledonia, while Helio-
gabulus difgraced human nature at Rome,
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THE hiftory of thofe nations, who originally

poflefled the north of Europe, is lefs
known than their manners. Deftitute of the-
ufe of letters, they themfelves had not the
means of tran{mitting their great a&ions to
remote pofterity. Foreign writers faw them
only at a diftance, and defcribed them as they
found them. The vanity of the Romans in-
. duced them to confider the nations beyohd the
pale of their empire as barbarians; and con=
" fequently their hiftory unworthy of being in-
veltigated. Their manners and fingular cha-
raCter were matters of curiofity, asthey com-
mitted them to record. Some men, otherwife
of great merit among ourfelvey; give into con-
fined ideas on this fubje&t. Having early im-
bibed their idea of exalted manners from the
Greek and Roman writers, they fcarcely ever
afterwards have the fortitude to allow any dig-
nity of charaler to any nation deftitute of

the ufe of letters, . R
P2 Without
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Without derogating from the fame of Greece
and Rome, we may confider antiquity beyond
the pale of thcir empire worthy of fome at-
tention. The nobler paflions of the mind
never fhoot forth more free and unreftrained
than in the times we call barbarous. That
irregular manner of life, and thofe manly pur-
fuits from which barbarity takes its name, are
highly favourable to a firength of mind un-
known in polithed times. In advanced fo-
cicty the charadlers of men are more uniform
and difguifed. The human paflions lie in
iome degree conceated behind forms, and arti-
ficial manners; and the powers of the foul,
without an opportunity of exerting them, lofe
their vigour. The times of regular govern-
ment, and polithed manncrs, are therefore to
be wilhed for by the feeble and weak in mind.
An unfettled ftate, and thofe convulfions
which attend it, is the proper field for an ex-
alted chara&ter, and the exertion of great
parts. Merit there rifes always fuperior; no
fortuitous event can raife the timid and mean
into power. To thofe who look upon anti-
quity in this light, it is an agreeable profpe& ;
and they alone can have real pleafure in tracing
nations to their“fource. °

The eftablithment of the Celtic ftates, in
the north of Xurope, is beyond the reach of
written &nnals. -The traditions and fongs to
which they trufted their hiftory, were loft, or
altogether corrupted, in their revolutions and
wigratidns, which were fo frequent and uni-

-, verfal,
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wverfal, that no kingdom in Europe is now pof~
fefled by its original inhabitants. Societics
were formed, and kingdoms ereed, from a
mixture of nations, who, i procefs of time,
loft all knowledge of their own origin. If tradi-
tion could be depended upon, it is only among
a people, from all time, free from intermixture
with foreigners. We are to look for thefe
among the mountains and inacceffible parts of
a country: places, on account of their barren-
nefs, uninviting to an enemy, or whofe natu~
ral ftrength cnabled the natives to repel inva-
fions. Such are the inhabitants of the moun«
tains of Scotland. We, accordingly, find,
that they differ materially from thofe who
offels the low and more fertile part of the
iingdom. Their language is pure and origi-
nal, and their mauners are thofe of an ancient
and unmixed race of men. Confcious of their
own antiquity, they long defpifed others, as a
new and mixed people. As they lived.in a’
country only fit for pafture, they were free
from that toil and buflinefs, which engrofs the
attention of a commercial people. Their
amufement confifted in hearing or repeating
their fongs and traditions, and thefe entirely
turned on the antiquity of their nation, and
the .exploits of their forefathers. -It 48 no
wonder, therefore, that there are more remains
of antiquity among them, than amang any
other people in Europe, Traditions, how-
ever, concerning remote periods are only to
be regarded in fo far-as.they coincide with
* P 3 cotem~
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cotempbrary writers of ‘undoubted credit and
veracity. ‘ '

- No' ‘writers began tlieir accounts from a
more early period, than the hiftorians of the
‘Bcots nation. 'Without records, or even tra-
dition itfelf, they, give a long lift of ancient

_ kings, and a detail of their tranfa@ions, with

a fcrupulbus exaétrefs. One might naturally
fuppole, that, when they had no authentic
annals, they thould, at leaft, bave recourfe to
the traditions of their country, and have re-
duced them into a regular fyftem of hiftory,
Of both they feem to have been equally deftis
tute. Born in the low country, and ftrangers
to the ancient language of their nation, they
contented themfelves with copying from one
‘another, and retailing the fame fiCtions, in a
new colour and drefs. .

John Fordun was the firft who colle&ted
thofe fragments of the Scots hiftory, which had
“éféaped the brutal policy of Edward 1. and re-
;Bﬂéed therty int6 - order. - ‘His accouuts, in fo
far_as they conicerned recent tranfations, de-
“feived credit: Beyond a certain’period, they
“ywete fabulous and uifatisfatory, Some time
“before' Fordun Wrote, the king-of ‘England, in
.4 letter to the pope, had run-up the antiquity
‘of hi§ naktion to a.véry remote zrd. Fordun,
* poffefled’ of: all the ‘national prejudice of the
"’gge‘f wa¥' inwilling that his country fhould
) :eaﬁ in point of antiquity, to.a people, then
. dfrav;’fand enemies: -Deftitute of anmals in
T98botland, - he” had récovrf€ to Ireland, which,
[ B '

according
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according to the vulgar errors of the times,
was reckoned the firlt habitation of the Scots.
He found, there, that the Irith bards had car-
ried their pretenfions to.antiquity as high, if
not beyond any nation .in “Europe. It was
from them he took thofe improbable fiions,
which form the firft part of his hiftory.

The writers that fucceeded Fordun impli-
¢itly followed his fyftem, though they. fome-
times varied from him in their, relations of
particular tranf{a&ions and the order of fuc-

.ceflion of their kings. As they had no new
lights, and . were, equally with him, unac-
quainted with the traditions of their country,
their hiftories contain little information con-
cerning the origin of the Scots. Even Bu-
chanan himfelf, except the elegance and vi-
gour of his ftyle, has very little to recommend
him. Blinded with. political - prejudices, he
feemed more anxious to turn the fiions of
his predeceflors to his own purpofes, than to
dete& their mifreprefentations, or inveftigate
truth, amidft the darknefs which they had
thrown round it. It therefore appears, that
little can be colleted from their own hifto-
rians, conmcerning the firft -migration of the
Scots into Britain, ) I

That this ifland- was peopled from Gaul
admits of no doubt. Whether colonjes came
afterwards from the north of Europe is a'mat-
ter of mere fpeculation. When South Briggin
yielded to the power of the Romans, the yn-
conquered nations: $o the north of the Sm‘

‘ P 4 . .vince



216 A DISSERTATION concerning the

vince were diftinguithed by the name of Ca~
ledonians. From their very name, it appears,
that they were of thofe Gauls, who poflefled
themfelves originally of Britain. It is com-
pounded of two Celtic words, Caél fignifying
Celts, or Gauls, and Dun or Don, a bill; fo
that Cacl-don, or Caledonians, is as much as
to fay, the Celts of the bill country. 'The
Highlanders, to this day, call themfefves'Cai’l,
and their language Catlic, or Galic, and their
country Csé/doch, which the Romans foftened
into Caledonia. 'This, of itfelf, is fufficient to
demontfirate, they are the genuine defcendants
of the ancient Caledonians, and not a pre-
tended colony of Scots, who fettled fult in
the north, in the third or fourth century.

From the double meaning of the word Cuc/,
which fignifies frangers, as well as Gauls, or
Celts, fome have imagined, that the anceftors
of the Caledonians weie of a differcnt race
from the refl of the Biitons, and that they
received their name upon that account, This
opinion, fay they, is fupported by Tacitus,
who, from feveral circimftances, concludes,
that the Caledpniang were of German ex-
traction. A difcuffion of a point {0 intricate,
at this diftance of time, could neither be {3~
tisfaltory nor important.

Towards the latter end of the third, and
beginning, of the fourth gentury, we meet
with the Scots in the north. Porphyrius *
makes the ﬁrﬂ:'mention of them. about that

* $t, Hiesom. g4 Ctefiphon. -
‘ tiﬂ&C.



POEMS of OSSIAN. 2.

time. As the Scofs were not heard of before
that period, moft wtiters fuppofed them. to
have been a colony, newly come to. Brxtam,
and that the Pif#s were the only genuine de-
fcendants of the ancient Caledonians, This
miftake is eafily removed. The Caledonians,
in procefs of time, became naturally divided
into two diftin& nations, as poflefling parts
of the country entirely different in their na-
ture and foil. The weftern coaft of Scotland
is hilly and barren; towards the ‘eaft the
country is plain, and fit for tillage. The in-
habitants of* the mountains, a roving and un-
controuled race of men, lived by feeding of
cattle, and what they killed in hunting. Their
employment®did fot fix them to one place.
They removed from one heath to another, as
fuited beft with their convenience or mclma-
tion. They, were not, therefore, improperly
called, by their nelghboun, ScuriTE, or the
e anJermg nation 3 which is ev1dently the ori-
gin of the Roman name of Scuti.

On the other hand, the.Caledonians, who
pollefled the eaft coaft of Scotland, as, the di-
vifion of the country was plain ‘and fertile,
applied themfelves to agticulture, and raifing
of corn. It was from this, that the Galic
name of the Pidls proceeded for they are
called, in that language, Craitbnich, i. e. the
wbmt or corn-eaters. As the Pi@ts lived in a
country fo different inf}s -nature from that
pofleffed by the Scots, o0 theif natigpal cha-
rater fuffered a material change. Unob-

fru&ed
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ftruted by mountains, or lakes, their com-
munication ‘with one another was free and
frequent. Society, therefore, became fooner
cftablithed among them, than among the Scots,
and, confequently, they were much fooner
governed by civil magiftrates and laws. This,
at laft, produced fo great a difference in the
manners of the two nations, that they began
to forget their common origin, and almoft
continual quarrels and animofities fubfifted be-
tween them. Thefe animofities, after fome
ages, ended ‘in the fubverfion of the Pi&ifh
kingdom, but not in the total extirpation of
the nation, according to moft of the Scots
writers, who feem to think it more for the
honour of their countrymen to annihilate,
than reduce a rival people under their obedi-
ence. It is certain, however, that the very
name of the Pi&ts was loft, and thofe that re-
mained were fo completcly incorporated with
‘their conquerors, that they foon loft all me-
mory of their own origin.

“The end of the Pi&ifh government is
placed fo near that period, to which authentic
anmals reach, that it is matter of wonder, that
'we have no monuments of their language or
‘hiftory remaining. ' This favours the fyftem
1  have laid down. - Had they originally been
of a different.race from the Scots, their lan-

'gﬂaﬁ" dof coutfe mld be different. -The
conflzy is the calé®The names of places in
te Pilttth ‘dominions, and the very names
"of their kings, which are handed down to
S us,
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us, are of Galic original, which is‘a con-
vincing proof, that the two nations were, of
old, one and the fame, and only divided into
two governments, by the effe@ which their
fituation had updn the. genius of the people. -
The name of Piffs is faid to have been
given by the Romans to the Caledonians,
who poflefled the eaft coaft of Scotland; from
their painting their bodies. The ftory is filly
and the argument abfurd. But let us revere
antiquity in her very follies. This circum~
flance made fome imagine, that ‘the Pi&s
were of Britith extra&, and a different race
of men from the Scots. That more of the
Britons, who fled northward from the ty-
ranny of the Romans, fettled in the low coun-
try of Scotland, than among the Scots of the
mountains, may be eafily imagined, from the
very nature.of the country. It was they who
introduced "painting among the Pi@ts. From
this circumflance, affirm fome antiquaries,
proceded the name of the latter, to diftin-
guith them from the Scots, who never™had
that art among them, and from the Briténs,
wbo difcontinued it after the Roman cog-
queft. oo cE
The Caledonians, moft certainly, aequired
a confiderable knowledge in navigation, by
their living on a coaft interfeGed with many
arms of thé fea, and in iflands, divided,, one
from another, by wide and dangerous firths.
it is, therefore, highly probable; that they
very early found their way to the north of
‘ . Ireland,
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Ireland, which is within fight of their own
country. That Ireland was firft peopled
from Britain, is, at length, a matter that ad-
mits of no doubt. The vicinity of the two
iflands ; the exalt correfpon'dence of the an-
cient inhabitants of both, in point of man-
ners and language, are fufficient proofs, even
if we had not the tefimony of * authors of
undoubted veracity to confirm it. - The abet-
tors of the moft romantic fyftems of Irith an-
tiquities allow it; but they place the colony
from Britain in an improbable and remote
@ra. 1 fhall eafily admit, that the colony of
the Firbolg, confelledly the Belgw of Britain,
fettled in the fouth of Ireland, before the
Cutl, or Caledonians, difcovered the north : but
it is not at all likely, that the migration of the
Firbolg to Ireland happened many centuries
before the Chriftian 2ra.

The poem of Temora throws confiderable
hght on this fubje€t. The accounts-given in
it agree fo well with. what the ancients have
delivered concerning the firft popuation and
inhabitants of Ireland, that every unbiafled
perfon will confefs them more probable than
the legends hapded down, by tradition, in
that country. It appears, that, in the days
of Trathal, grandfather to Fmgal Ireland was

poflefled by two nations; the Firbolg or Belge
nf Britain, - who mhabited the fouth, "and the
Caél,- who paflfed over from Caledoma and
the Hebmdes to, Ulfter. The two nations, as

* Dio. Si¢. L 5.
" is
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is ufual among an’ unpolithed and lately fetw
tled people, were divided into {mall dynafties,
fubje& to petty kings, or chiefs, independent
of one another. In this fituation, it is pro-
bable, they continued long, without any ma-
terial revolution in the flate of the ifland,
until Crothar, lord of Atha, a country in
Connaught, the moft potent chief of the Fir-
bolg, carried away Conlama, the daughter of
Cathmin, a chief of the Cail, who poficfled
Ulfter.

Conlama had been betrothed fame time
before to Turloch, a chief of their own na-
tion. Turloch refented the affront offered
him by Crothar, made an irruption into Con-
naught, and killed Cormul, the brother of
Crothar, who came to oppofe his progrefs.
Crothar himfelf then took arms, and etther
killed or expelled Turloch. The war, upon
this, became general between the ‘two na-
tions : and the Caé€l were reduced to the laft.
extremity. In this fituation, they applied,:
for aid, to Trathal king of Morven, who fent;
his brother Conar, already famous for :his
great exploits, to their relief. Conar, upag.
his arrival in Uliter, was chofen king; by the-
unanimous confent of the Caledanian tribes,:
who poffeffed that country. The war was ree-
newed with: vigour and- fuccefs ; but the Fir,
bolg appear to have been rathe? repelled than
fubdued. In fucceeding reigns, we lears, from
epifedes in the fame poem, that the chiefs.
of Atha made feveral .efforts to become mp-~.

narchis
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narchs of Ireland, and to expel the race of
Conar. ,

To Conar fucceeded his fon Cormac, who
appears to have reignéd long. In his latter
days he feems to have been driven to the laft
extremity, by an infurreQion of the Firbolg,
who fupported the pretenfions of the chiefs
of Atha to the Irith throne. Fingal, who then
was very young, came to the aid of Cermae,
totally defeated Colculla, chief of Atha, and
re-eftablithed Cormacin the fole pofleflion of
all Ireland. It was then he fell in love with,
and took to wife, Rofcrana, the daughter of
Cormac, who was the mother of Offian. -

Cormac was fucceeded in the Irith throne
by his fon, Cairbre: Cairbre by Artho, his
fon, who was the father of that Cormac, in
whofe minority the invafion of Swaran hap-'
pened, which is the fubje&t of the poem of
Fingal. The family of Atha, who had not
relinquithed their pretenfions to the Irith
throne, rebelled in the minority of Cormac,
defeated his adherents,. and murdered him in
the palace of Temora. Cairbar, lord of Atha,
upon this mounted the throne. His ufurpa~
tion foon ended with his life; for Fingal
made an expedition into Ireland, and ref-
tored, after various viciffitudes of fortune, the
family of Conar to the poffeffion of the king-
dom. ‘This war is the fubje& of Temora;
the ewents, lthough certainly heightened and
embellithed By poetry, feem, notwithftanding,

to have their foundation, in true hiftory.
1 4 Temora
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Temora contains pot,, anly the hiftory of.
the firk migration of the Caledonians into
Ireland ; it alfo preferves fome important
fads, concerning the firft fettlement of the
Firbolg, or Belge of Britain, in that kingdom,
under their leader Larthon, who was ancef-
tor to Cairbar and Cathmor, who fucceffively
mounted the Irifh throne, after the death of
Cormac, the fon of Artho. 1 forbear to tran-
fcribe. the paflage, on account of its length.
It is the fong of Fonar, the bard; towards
the latter end of the feventh book of Temora.
As the generations from Larthon to Cath-
mor, to whom the epifode is addreflfed, are
not marked, as are thofc of the family of Co-
nar, the firk king of Ireland, we can form
no judgment of the time of the fettlement of
the Firbolg. Itis, however, probable it was
fome time before the Caél, or Caledonians,
fettled in Ullter.. One important fa&t may
be gathered from this hiftory, that the Irith
had no king before the latter end of the firft
century. Fingal lived, it is. fuppofed, in the
thitd' century; fo Conar, the firft monarch.
of the Irifh, who was his grand-uncle, can-
not be placed farther back than the clofe of
the firft. To eftablifh this fa&t, is to lay,.at
once,- afide the pretended antiquities of the
Scots:and Irifh, and to get quit. of the lopg
litt of kings which the latter give us for a
millenaium before. . ‘

Of the affairs of Scotland, it iskertain, no-
thing can be depended upon ptiorto the reign

' . of
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of Fergus, the fon of Erc, who lived in the
fifth century. The true hiftory of Ireland
begins fomewhat later than that period. Sir
James Ware *, who was indefatigable in his
refearches afier the antiquities of his country,
réjes, as mere fition and idle remance, ‘all
that is related of the ancient Irith, before
the time of St. Patrick, and the reign of
Leogaire. It is from this confideration,  that
he begins his hiftory at the introdu&ion of
Chriftianity, remarking, that all that is de-
livered down concerning the times of paga-
nifm, were tales of late invention, ftrangely
mixed with anachronifms and inconfiftencies.
Such being the dpinion of Ware, who had
colle@ed, with uncommon induftry and zeal,
all the real and pretendedly .émc{cnt manu-
feripts, concerning the hiftory of his country,
we may, on his authority, rejeét the impro-
bable and felf-condemned talés of Keating
and O’Flaherty. Credulous and puerile- to
the laft degree, they have difgraced the anti-
quities they meant to eftablith. ‘Tt is to be
wifhed,. that fome able Irithman, who under-
ftands the language and records of his coun-
try, may redeem, ere it is too late, the genuine
antiquities of Ireland, from the hands. of
thefe idle fabulifts. SR

- By comparing the hiftory in thefe poems
with the egends of the Scots and Irith wri-
ters, apd, by afterwards examining both by
Wi b, Biber. pre. p 1.

Lx
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the teft of the Roman authors, it is eafy to
difcover which is the moft probable. Proba-
bility is all that can be eftablifhed on thc au-
thonty of tradition, ever dubious and uncer~
tain. ~But when it favours the hypothefis laid
down by cotemporary writers of undoubted
veracity, and, as it were, finifhes the figure of
which they only drew the outlines, it ought,
in the judgment of fober reafon, to be pre=-
ferred to accounts framed in dark and diftant
periods, with little judgment, and upon no
authority.

Concerning the period of more than a cen-
tury which intervenes between Fingal and the
reign of Fergus, the fon of Erc or Arcath,
tradition is dark and contradi¢tory. Some
trace up the family of Fergus to a fon of Fin-
gal of that name, who makes a confiderable
tigure in Offian’s pocms. The three clder
fons of Fingal, Offian, Fillan, and Ryno, dymo'
without iffue, the fucccfﬁon, of courfe, de-
volved upon Fergus, the fourth fon, and his
pofterity. This Iergus, fay fome traditions,
was the father of Congal, whofe fon was
Arcath, the father of I*ergue, properly called
the firft king of Scots, as it was in his time the
Caily who poflefed the weftern ¢ qaft of Scot-
land began to be diftinguifhed, b;\forexgners,'
by the name of Scots. From theg eforward
the Scots and Ptﬂs, as difin& nati became
obje@s of attention to the hiftorian of other
countries. The internal ttate of the gwo Cale-

VOL, II. Q " .donian
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donian kingdoms has always continued, and
.ever muft remain, in obfcurity and fable.

It is in this epoch we muft fix the beginning
.of the decay of that {pecies of heroifm which
fubfifted in the days of Fingal. There are
three ftages in buman fociety. The firft is the
‘refult of confanguinity, and the natural affec-
tion of the members of a family to one ano-
ther. The fecond begins when property is
eftablifhed, and men enter into aflociations for
mutual defence, againft the invafions and in-
juftice of neighbours. Mankind fubmit, in
the third, to certain laws and fubordinations of
government, to which they truft the fafety of
their perfons and property. As the firft is
formed on nature, fo, of courfe, it is the moft
difintercfled and_noble. Men, in the laft,
have leifure to cultivate the mind, and to re-
ftore it, with reflection, to a primaeval dignity
of fentiment. The middle ftate is the region
of complete barbarifm and ignorance. About
the beginning of thefifth century, the Scots and
Pi&s were advanced into the fecond ftage, and,
confequently, into thofe circumfcribed fenti-
ments, which always diftinguith barbarity.
The events which foon after happened did not
at all contributé to enlarge their ideas, or mend
their nationAl chara&er. . "

About tle year 426, the Romans, on ac-
count of ¢dmeflic commations, entirely for-
fook Britzin, finding it impoflible to defend fo
diftant a }opﬁer.' The Piéts and Scots, feizing

B ' L this
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this favourable opportunity, made incurfions
into the deferted province. The Britons, ener-
vated by the flavery of feveral centuries, and
thofe vices which are infeparable from an ad-
vanced ftate of civility, were not able to with-
ftand the impetuous, though irregular attacks
of a barbarous enemy. In the utmoft diftrefs,
they applied to their old mafters, the Romans,
and (after the unfortunate ftate of the Empire
could not fpare aid) to the Saxons, a nation
cqually barbarous and brave with the enemies
of whom they were fo much afraid. Though
the bravery of the Saxons repelled the Cale-
donian nations for a time, yet the latter found
means to extend them{elves, confiderably, to-
wards the fouth. It is in this period we
muft place the origin of the arts of civil life
among the Scots. The feat of government
was removed from the mountains to the plain
and more fertile provinces of the fouth, to be
near the common enemy, in cafe of fudden
incurfions. Inftead of rovingthrough unfre-
quented wilds, in fearch of fubfiftence, by
means of hunting, men applied to agriculture,
and raifing of corn. This manner of life
was the firft means of chaoging'¢he national
chara@®er. The next thing whi¢Hcontributed
to it was their mixture with ftrangdrs.

In the countries which the Scxts had con-
quered from the Britons, it _is pripable thac
moft of the old inhabitants réigine :
incorporating ~ with“the conqtiérory, taught
them agricultiréjyand other arts, which_they

Q2 - themfelves
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themfelves had received from the Romans.
The Scots, however, in number as well as
power, being the moft predominant, retained
ftill their language, and as many of the cuf-
toms of their anceftors -as {uited with the na-
ture of the country they poflefled. Even the
union of the two Caledonian kingdoms did
not much affeét the national chara&er. Being
originally defcended from the fame ftock, the
manners of the Pids and Scots were as fimilar
as the diffcrent patures of the countries they
poffefled permitted.

What brought about a total change in the
genius of the Scots nation, was their wars and
other traniactions with the Saxons. Several
counties in the fouth of Scotland were alter-
nately pofiefled by the two nations. They
were ceded, in the niuth age, to the Scots, and,
it is probablc that moft of the Saxon inhabit-
ants remained in poflcilion of their lands,
Durmg thie feveral conquefts and revolutions
in England, many fled, “for refuge, into Scot-
land, to avoid the opprcﬂxon of foreigners, or
the tyranny of domeftic ufurpers; in fo much,
that the Saxon racc formed perhaps near one
half of the Soottifh kingdom. The Saxon
| :langbage daily gained ground,
“on the tongye and cuftoms of the ancient Cale-

donians, tifl, at laft, the Jatter were entirely
relegated fhe mhabltan,sa of the mountains,

who.werdi ftill unmixed with ftrangers.
It was | ,ftcr ‘the acceflion of tersisery which
the' Sqots reccived, upan the retreat of the
7 Romans
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Romans from Britain, that the inhabitants of
the Highlands were divided into clans, The
king, when Le kept his court in the moun-
tains, was confidered, by the whole nation, as
the chief of their blood. Their {mall number,
as well as the prelence of their prince, pre«
vented thofe divifions, which, afterwards,
fprung forth into fo many feparate tribes.
When the feat of government was removed to
the fouth, thofe who remained in the High-
lands were, of courfe, ncgleCted. They na-
turally formed themfelves into fmall focieties,
independent of one another. Each foc1ety
had its own Regulus, who either was, or in the
fucceffion of a few generations, was regarded
as chief of their blood. The nature of the
country favoured an inflitution of this fort.
A few valleys, divided {rom one another by
extenfive heaths and impaflable mountains,
forin the face of the Highlands. In thefe
valleys the chiefs fixed their refidence. Round
them, and almoft within fight of their dwell-
ings, were the habitations of then' relations
and dependents. -

The feats of the nghland chiefs were nei-
ther difagreeable nor incontdpient. Sure
rounded with mountains and haging woods,
they were covered from the inclen\ency of the
weather. Near them generally tan a pretty
large river, which, difchdrging it\Jf not far
off into an arm of the fea, or exteifive lake,
fwarmed with variety of fith. Thewpods were
ftocked with wild fowl} and the htsths and

Q3 mountaias
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mountains behind them were the natural feat of
the red deer and roe. If we make allowance for
the backward ftate of agriculture, the valleys
were not unferli]e; affording, if not all the
conveniencies, at leaft*the neceflaries, of life.

Here the chief lived, the fupreme judge and
Yawgiver of his own people; but his fway
was neither fevere nor unjuft. As the popu-
Jace regarded him as the chief of their blood,
1o he, in return, confidered them as members
of his family., His commands, therefore,
though abfolute and decifive, partook more of
the authority of a father than of the rigour
of a judge. Though the whole territory of
the tribe was confidered as the property of the
chief, yet his vaffals made him no other con-
ﬁderatxon for their lands than fervices, neither
burdenfome nor frequent. As he feldom went
from home, he was at no expence. His table
was fupplied by his own herds, and what his
numerous attendants killed in hunting,.

In this rural kind of nagnificence, thc
Highland chiefs lived, for many ages. Ata
diftance from the feat of government, and {e-
cured, by the inaccefliblenefs of their country,
they were free.and independent. As they had
little comm#nication with firangers, the cuf-
toms of their anceftors remaingd among them,

.and thejr lfinguage retained its original purity.
Natugally, #4nd of military fame, and remark-
ably agtacled to the memory of their anceftors,
they delighted in traditions and fongs, con-

Le exploxt., of their pation, and efpe-

el = cially
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clally of their own particular families. A
fucceflion of bards was retained in every clan,
to hand down the memorable a&tions of their
forefathers. As Fingal and his chiefs were
the moft' renowned names in tradition, the
bards took' care to place them in the genealogy
of évery great family. They became famous
among the people, and an obje& of fition and
poetry to the bards. -

The bards ereGted their immediate patrons
into heroes, and celebrated them in their [ongs.
As the circle of thefr knowledge was narrow,’
their ideas were confined in proportion. A
few happy expreflions, and the manners they
reprefent, may pleafe thofe who underftand
the language ; their obfcurity and inaccuracy
would difguit in a tranflation. It was chiefly
for this reafon, that I have rejected wholly the
works of the bards in my publications. Offian
a&ed in a more extenfive {phere, and his ideas
ought to be more noble and univerfal ; neither
gives he, I prefume, fo many of thofe peculi-
arities which are only underftood in a cer-
tain period or country. The other bards have
their beauties, but not in this {pecies of com=
pofition. Their rhimes, omdy calculated to
kindle a.martial fpirit among the vulgar,
afford very little pleafure to genuine tafte.
This obferv?uon only regards thkir poems of
the heroic kind § in every inferiby fpecies of
poetry they are more fuccefsful. Vhey exprefs
the tender melancholy of defppidmg love,

4 -with
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with fimplicity and nature.. So well adapted
are the founds of the words to the fentiments,
that, even without any knowledge of the
language, they pierce and diffolve the heart.

Succefsful love is expreffed with peculiar ten-
dernefs and elegance. In all their compofi-

tions, except the heroic, which was folely cal-
culated to animate the vulgar, they gave usthe
genuine language of the heart, without any
of thofe affected ornaments of phrafeology,
which, though intended to beautify fentiments,
diveft them of their natural force. The ideas,
it is confefled,  are too local, to be admired,
in another language ; to thofe who are ac-
quainted with the -manners they reprefent, and
the fcenes they defcribe, they muft afford
pleafure and fatisfaction.

It. was the locality of their defeription and
fentiment, that, probably, has kept them hi-
therto in the obfcurity’ of an almoft loft lan-
guage. 1lie ideas of an unpolithed period
are fo contrary to the prefent; advanced ftate
of focicty, that more than a coramon medio-
crity of tafte is required, to relifh them as
they deferve. Thofe whe alone are capable
of transferring sanciept: poetry, into a modern
language, might be betteremployed in giving
originals of theis own, were it not for that
wretched, enfy and meannefs which effe@s to
defpre cotcupfroraty genius . My firft publi-
cation was ymercly accidental. Had 1 then
met with l{fs approbation, my afterepurfuits

would
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would have been more profitable; at leaft I
might have continued to be Ttupid, without
being branded with dulnefs. .
Thefe poems may furnifh light to antiqua~-
ries, as well as {fome pleafure to the lovers of
poetry. 'The firft population of Ireland, its
firft kings, and feveral circumftances, which
regard its conne&ion ‘of old avith the fouth
and north of Britain, are prefented in feveral
epifodes. The fubje and cataftrophe of the
poem are founded upon fa&ts, which regarded
the firlt peopling of that country, and the
contefls between the two Britith nations, who
originally inhabited that ifland. In a prece-
ding part of this Diflertation, I have fhewn
how- fuperior the probability of this {yftem is
to the undigefted fitions of the Irith bards,
and the more recent and regular legends of
both Irith-and Scottith hiftorians. I mean
not to give offence to the abettors of the high
antiquities of the two nations, though I have
all along exprefled my doubts concerning the
veracity and' abilities of thofe who deliver
down their ancient hiftory. For my own
part, 1 prefer the national fame, arifing from
a few certain faQts, to the legapdary and un-
certain annals of ages of remot and obfcure
antiquity. No kingdom now \eftablithed in
Europe can pretend to equal afitiquity with
that of the Scots, inconfiderabl, as- it may
appear in other refpe@s, even accirding to my
fyftem, fo that it is altogether -neddlefs to fix
its origin a fititious millennium Pefore.
Since
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Since the firft publication ‘of thefe poems,
many infinuations have been made, and doubts
arifen, concerning their authenticity. Whether
thefe fufplcmns are fuggefled by prcjudice, or
are only the effe@s of malice, I neither know
nor care. Thofe who have doubted my ve-
racity, have pald a compliment ‘o my ge-
nius ; and were even the allepation true, my
felf-denial might have atoncd for my faulr.
Without. vanity 1 fay it, 1 think I could
write tolerable poetry; and 1 aflure my an-
tagonifts, that 1 fhould not tranflate what I
could not iwitate.

As prejudice is the effe& of ignorance,Iam
not furprizced at its being generall  An age
that produces few marks of genius ought to
be fparing of adiniration. The truth is, the
bulk of mankind have ever been led, by repu-
" tation more than tafte, in articles of literature.
If all the Rowmaas, who admired Virgil, un-
derftood his beauties, he would have {carce
deferved to have come down to us, through fo
many centuries. Unlefs genius were in fafhion,
Homer himfelf might have written in vain.
He that wifhes to come with weight, on the
. fuperficial, muftdkim the {urface, in their own
thallow way. Werc my aim to gain the many,
1 would writcka madigral fooner than an he-
rpic poem. Jaberius himfelf would be al-
ways fure of, fmore followers than Sophoeles,

s Some, wh&: doubt the authenticity of this
work, with pbcg’liaxj acutenefs.appropriate them
to the Irith *ation, Though it is not eafy tq

’ conceive
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conceive how thefe poems can belong to Ireland
and to me, at once, I fhall examine the fub-
je&, without further animadverfion on the
blunder.

Of all the nations defcended from the an-
cient Celte, the Scots and Irifh are the moft
fimilar in language, cuftoms, and manners.
This argues a more intimate conneion be-
tween them, than a remote defcent from the
great Celtic ftock. Itis evident, in fhort, that
at fome one period or other, they formed one
fociety, were fubje&t to the {fame government,
and were, in all refpefts, one and the fame
people. How they became divided, which
the colony, or which the mother nation, I
have in another work amply difcufled. The
tirft circumftance that induced me to difregard
the vulgarly-received opinion of the Hiber-
nian extraltion of the Scottifh nation, was my
obfervations on their ancient langnage. That
diale@& of the Celtic tongue, fpoken in the
north of Scotland, is much more pure, more
agreeable to its mother language, and more
abounding ‘with primitives, than that now
fpoken, or even that which has been wrigen
ior fome centuries back, amoggft the moft un-.
mixed part of the Iriﬂ1 natton. A Scotch-
inan, tolerably converfant in his own language,
underftands an Irith compofifon, from that
derivative analogy which it ha< to the Galic of
North Britain. An Irithman, "on the other
band, without the aid of ftudy, can never un-
derfland a compofition in the¥Galic tongue,

2 This
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This affords a proof, that the Scotch Galic is
the moft original, and, confequently, the lan-
guage of a more ancient and unmixed peo-
ple. 'The Irith, however backward they may
be to allow any thing to the prejudice of their
antiquity, feem inadvertently to acknowledge
it, by the vcry appellation they give to the
diale&t they {peak. They call their own
Yanguage Caélic, Eirinarch, i. e. Caledonian
Irifh, when, on the contrary, they call the dia-
le& of North Britain a Chaélic, or the Calc-
donian ionguc, emphatically. A circumflance
of this nature tends more to decide which is
the moft ancicnt nation, than the united tefli-
monies of a whole legion of ignorant bards
and fenachies, who, perhaps, never dreamcd
of bringing the Scots from Spain to Ireland,
till fome one of them, more learned than
the reft, difcovered, that -the Romans called
the firt Zlberia, and the latter Hibernia. On
fuch a {light foundition' were probably built
the romantic fictions, concerning thesMilefians
of Ireland.

From internal proofs it {ufficiently appears,
thet the poems publifhed under the name of
Offian, are notf Irith compofition. The
favourite chimajra, that Ireland is the mother
country of the /Scots, is totally {ubverted and
ruined. ‘The fa&ions concerning the antiqui-
ties of that cophtry, which were ferming for
apes, dnd growing as they ¢ame down, on
the hands of fuccellive fraachics and fileas,
arc found, a#7aft, to be the fpurious brood

s of
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of modern and ignorant ages. To thofe who
know how tenacious the Irifh are of "their
pretended Jberian defcent, this alone is proof
fufficient, that poems, fo fubverfive of their
{yftem, could rever be produced by an Hi-
bernian bard. But when we look to the lan=
guage, it is fo different irom the Lifh diale&,
that it would be as ridiculous to think, that
Milton’s Paradifc Loft could be wrote by a
Scottifh peafant, as to fuppofe, that the poems
afcribed to Offizn were writ 1n Ireland.

The pretenfions of Irelind to Qffian
proceed from wnother quarter, There are
handed down, in that count try, traditional
poems, concerning the Frora, or the heroes
of Fion Mac Cumanul, 'This Fion, fay the
Irith annalifts, was general of the militia of
Ircland, in the reign of Cormac, in the third
century, Where Keating and O’Flaherty
learned, that Ircland had an emlodied militia
fo early, is not cafy for me to determine.
Their information certainly did not come
from the Irith poecms concerning Jdon. I
have juft now, in my bands, all that remain
of thofe compofitions ; hur, unluckil} for the
antiquities of Ireland, they a{spear to be the
work of a very modurn petiod. Lvery fanza,
nay almoft every line, afiords ﬂnkmg pronfs,
that they cannot be three ceuturics old. Their
allufions to the manners and cufloms of the
fifteenth century, are fo many, that it is
matter of wonder to me, how any one could
drcam of their antiguity. Tuzy are entirely,

writ
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writ in that romantic tafte, which prevailed
two ages ago. Giants; enchanted caftles,
dwarfs, palfreys, witches and magicians, form
the whole circle of the poet’s invention.
The celebrated Fion could {carcely move from
one hillock to another, without encountering
a giant, or being entangled in the circles of
a magician. Witches, on broomfticks, were
continually hovering round him, like crows ;
and he had freed enchanted virgins in every
valley in Ireland. In fhort, Iion, great as he
was, pafled a difagreeable lifc. Not only had
he to engage all the milchicfs in his own
country, foreign armies invaded him, affifted
by magicians and witches, and hcaded by
kings, as tall as the main-maft of a firft rate.
It muft be owned, however, that Fion was
not inferior to them in height.

. A chos air Cromleach, 4ruim-ard,
Chos cile air Cyom-meal dubh,
Thoga Fion le lamh mhoir
An d'uifge o Lubbair na fruth.

‘With one foot on Cromlea’ his brow,
‘The other on Crommal the dark,
Fiion took up with his large hand
The water fx{m Lubar of the ftreams.

Cromleach and €rommal were two mountaing
in the neighbourhood of one another, in
Ulfter, and the river Lzbar ran through the
intermediate valley. The property of fuch
a monfter as this Fion, I thould never have
difputed witlv4ny nation. But the bard him-

el felf,
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felf, in the poem from which the above quo-
tation is taken, cedes him to Scotland.

Fion o Arpry, fiol nan laoich !
FroN from ALbION, race of herocs!

Were it allowable to contradict the authority
of a bard, at this diftance of timme, I thould
have given as my opinion, that this enormous
Jion was of the race of the Hibernian giants,
of Ruanus, or fome other celebrated name, ra-
ther than a native of Caledonia, whofc inha-
bitants, now at leaft, are not remarkable for
their ftature.  As for the poetry, I leave it to
the reader.

It Fien was fo remarkable for his ftature,
kis heroes had alfo other extraordinary pro-
perties.  [n weight all the jfins of flrangers
yielded to the celebrated Ton-iofal; and for
hardnels of fkull, and, perhaps, for thicknefs
too, the valiant Olcar ftood anrivalled and alone.
Offian himfelf" had many fingular and lefs de-
licate qualificaticns, than playing on the harp ;
and the brave Cuthullin was of {o diminutive
a fize, as to be taken for a child of two years
of age, by the gigantic Swaran, To Tilnf
trate this {ubject, 1 fhall here lay before the
reader, the hiftory of fome of "the Irifh poems,
concerning Fion Mac Comnal. A tranflation
of -thele picces, if well exccuted, might afford
fatisfaction, in an uncommon way, to the Pub-
lic. But this ought to be the work pf a na-
tive of Ireland. To draw forth, from obfcu-
rity, the poems of my. own coun.xy, has wafted

all
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all the-time I had allotted for the mufes; be=
fides, I am too diffident of my own abilities,
to undertake fuch a work. A gentleman in
Dublin accufed me to the public, of commit-
ting blunders and abfurdities, -In tranflating
the language of my own country, and that
before any tranflation of mine appeared *.
How the gentleman came to fze my biunders
before I committed them, is not eafy to de-
termine; if he did not conclude, that, as a
Scotfman, and, of courfe defcended of the
Milefian race, I might have committed fome
of thole overfights, which, perhaps very un-
juftly, are faid to be peculiar to them.

From the whole tenor of the Irifh poems,
concerning the Fiona, it appecrs, that Fion

* In Taulkner’s Dublin Journal, of the 1ft December
1761, appeared the following Advertifement : two weeks
before my firft publication appeared in London.

Speedily will be publithed, by 2 gentleman of this
kingdom, who hath been, for fome time paft, employed
in tranflating and writing hiftorical notes to

FINGAL A Porm,

Originally wrote in the Irith or Erfe language. In the
preface to which, the tranflator, who is a perfe&t mafier
of the Irifh tongue, will give an account of the man-
ners and cuftoms of the ancient Irith or Scotch; and,
therefore, moft humbly intreats the public, to wait for
his edition, which will appear in a fhort time, as he will
fet forth all the blunders and abfurdities in the edition
now printing in London, and fhew the ignorance of the
Englith tranflator in his knowledge of Irifh grammar,
not undcrﬁanding/fn'y part of that accidence, :
Mac
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Mee Comnal flourifhed in the reign of Cormac,
which is placed, by the univerfa! confent of
the fenachice, in the third century. They
cven gix the death of Fingal in the year 286,
yet fis fon Oflan is made cotemporary with
At Patrick, who preached the gofpel in Ire-
land about the middle of the fifth age. Of=
fan, though, at that time, he muft have been
two hundred and fifty years of age, had a
daughter young enough to become wife to
the faint. Oun account of this family con-
neQion, Patrick of the Dfalms, {or fo the apof=
tle of Ireland is cmphatically called in the
poems, took great delight in the company of
Oflian, and in hearing the great a&tions of
his family. The faint fometimes thrcw off
the aufterity of his profeflion, drunk frecly,
and had his foul properly warmed with wine,
to rcccive with becoming enthufiafm, the
pocms of his father-in-law. = Onc of the
poems begins with this piece of ufcful infor-

mation :

I.0 don rabh Panric na mhir,
Gun Sailm air uidh, ach a vol,
Ghluais ¢ thigh Offan mhic Fhion,
O fan Icis bu bhinn a ghloir.s *,

The title of this poem is Zeantach wmor na
Fiona. It appears to have been founded on
the fame ftory with the buttle of Lora.  The
circumftances and cataftrophe in both are
much the fame ; but the Zb Qfian difgovers
the age in which he-lived, by an unlacky

VOL. 11 R anachronifin.
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anachronifin. After defcribing the total route
of Erragon, he very gravely concludes with
this remarkable anecdote, that none of the foc
efcaped, but a few, who were permitted to
go on a pzlgumage to the Holy Land. 'Thig
circumflance fixes the date of the compofition
of the picce fome centurics after the famous
croifade; for, it is evident, that the poet thought
the time of the croifade fo antient, that he con-
founds it with the age of I‘mgql Erragon,
in thc courfe of this poem, is often called,

Riogh Lscilin an do fhlcigh,
King of Derimark of taws nations,

which allzdes te the union of the kingdoms
of Norway and Denmark, a circumflance
which happened under Margaret de Walde-
mar, in the clofe of the fourteenth age. Mo-
dern, howecver, as this pretended Oflian was,
it is ccrtain, he lived before the Irith had
drecamed of appropriating Fion, or Fingal, to
themfelves.  He concludes the poem, with
this refleétion :

Na fagha fe comnthrbm nan n” arm,
karagon Mac Annir nan lann glas
San n’ Arsin ni »” abairtair Tviuth
Agus ¢1lacite an n' Fhicaa as.

¢ Had Erragon, fon of Annir of gleaming
fwords, avoided the cqgual conteft of arms,
(fingle combat,) no chief fhould have after-
wards bcen numbered in ALnsioN, and the
heroes of Pion fhould mo more be named.’
The
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The next poem that falls under our obfer~
vation is Cuth-cabbra, or, The dcath of Ofcar.
This piece is founded on the fame flory which
we have in the firft book of Temora. So
little thought the author of Cath-cablbra of
making Ofcar his country-man, that, in the
courfe of two hundred lines, of which the
poems confift, he puts the foilowing expret-
fion thrice in the mouth of the hero:

Avpix an {1 d” roina w0’ arach, ——
ALBION wheic I avas brvn and bred.

The poem contains almoft all the incidents in
the firft book of Temora. In one circuin-
ftance the bard differs materially from Offian.
Ofcar, after he was mortally wounded by
Cairbar, was carried by his people to a neigh-
bouring hill, which commanded a profpect of
the fea. A flect appeared at a diltance, and
the hero exclaims with joy,

Y.oingeas mo fhean-athair at’ in
’S iad a tiachd le cabhair chugain,
O A1 N na i’ ioma ftuagh,

« It is the fleet of my grandfather, coming
with aid to our field, from ArLBion of many
waves !” The te{hmony of this bard is
fufficient to confute the idle fi¢tions of Keat-
ing and O’Flaherty; for, though he is far
from being ancient, it is probable, he flou-
rithed a full century before thefe hiftorians.
He appears, however, to have been a much

better Chriftian than Chronologer; for F7on,
R 2 though
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though he is placed two centuries before St.
Patrick, very devoutly recommends the foul
of bis grandion to his Redeemer.

Duan a Gharibh Mac-Starn is another Irith
poem in high repute. The grandeur of its
images, and its propriety of fentiment, might
have induced me to give a tranflation of it,
had not I fome expefations, which are now
over, of feeing it in the colletion of the
Irith Offian’s poems, promifed twelve years
fince to the public. The author defcends
fometimes from the region of the fublime to
low and indecent defcription; the laft of
which, the lrith tranflator, no doubt, will
choofe to leave in the cbfcurity of the ori-
ginal. In this picce Cuthuliin is ufed with
very little ceremcuy, for he is oft called the
dog of Tura, in the countv of Meath. This
fevere title of the redoubtable Cutbullin, the
moft renowned of Irith champions, proceeded
from thic poet’s ignorance of ctymology. Cu,
veice, or commander, fignifies alfo a dog.
The pocet chole the laﬁ as the moft noble
appellation for his "ero.

The {ubject of 1he poem is the fame with
that of the epic pocem of ¥ mgal Caribh Mac-
Starn is the fame with Offian’s Swaran, the
fon of Starno.  His fingle combats with, and
his vitory over all the heroes of Ireland ex-
cepting the celebrated dog of Tara, i. e. Cu-
thullin, afford matter for two hundred lmes,
of tolerable poctry.  Caribl’s progrefs in
fearch of Cuthullin, and his intrigue with the

gigantic
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gigantic Emir-bragal, that hero’s wife, ena-
bles the poet to extend his piece to four hun-
dred lines. This author, it is true, makes
Cuthullin a native of Ireland ; the gigantic
Emir-bragal he calls the guiding flar of the
awomen of Ireland. The property of this enor-
mous lady I fhall not difpute with him, or
any other. But, as he {peaks with great ten-
dernefs of the doughters of the convent, and
throws out fome hints againft the Fnglith na-
tion, it is probable he lived in too modern a
period to be intimately acquainted with the
genealogy of Cuthullin.

Another Irith Offian, for there were many,
as appears from their difference in language
and fentiment, {peaks very dogmatically of
Fion Mac Comnal, as an Irithman. Little
can be faid for the judgment of this poet, and
lefs for his delicacy of fentiment. The hif-
tory of one of his epifodes may, at once,
ftand as a fpecimen of his want of both. Ire-
land, in the days of Fion, happened to be
threatened with an invafion, by three great po-
tentates, the kings of Lochlin, Sweden, and
France. It is needlefs to infift upon the im-
propriety of a French invafionof lreland; it
is fufficient for me to be faithful to the lan-
guage of my author. Fion, upon receiving
intelligence of the intended invafion, fent
Ca-olt, Offian, and Ofcar, to watch the bay,
in which it was apprehended the enemy was
toland. Ofcar was the worft choice of a fcout

R 3 that
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that could be made, for, brave as he was, he
had the bad property of falling very often afleep
on his poft, nor was it poflible to awake him,
without cutting off one of his fingers, or dath-
ing a large ftone againfl his head. When the
enemy appearcd, Ofcar, very unfortunately, was
afleep. Offian and Ca-olt confulted about the
method of wakening him, and they, at laft,

tixed on the flone, as the lefs dangerous ex-
pedicnt.

Gun thog Caoilee a clilach, nach gin,
Anus an’ aighai’ chican gun bhuail ;
‘Fri mii an tulioch gun chri’, &c.

* Ca-oit took up a heavy flone, and flruck i
againft the here’s head.  The hill thook for
three milcs, as the ftone rebounded and rolled
away.” Ofcar rofe in wrath, and his father
gravely defired him o {pend his rage on his
encmices, which he did to {o good purpofe, that
tie lingly routed a whole wing of their army.
The confederate kings advanced, notwith-
ftanding, till they cane to a narrow pafs, pof-
felled by the cclebrated Ton-iofal.  This name
is very fignilicant of the fingular property of
the hero who bore it.  Ton-iolal, though
brave, was {o hcavy and unwecildy, that when
he fat down, it took the whole torce of an
hundred men to fet him upright on his fect
again.  Luciily for the prefervation of Ire-
Land, the hero happened to be ftanding when
ihe entmy appearcd, and he gave fo good an

2 . account
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account of them, that Fion, upon his arrival,
found little to do, but to divide the {fpoil
among his foldiers.

All thefe extraordinay heroes, Fion, Offian,
Ofcar, and Ca-olt, fays the poet, were

Siol ERIN na gorm linn.

The feirr of Exan of blur Seel.

Neither fhall I much difpute the matter with
hitn: hc has my confent alfo to appropriate
to Ireland the cclebrated Ton-ioial. I fhall
only fay, that they are different perfons from
thofe of the fame name, in the Scotch poems;
and that, though the ftupendous valour of
the firft is fo remarkable, they have not been
equally lucky with the latter, in their poet.
It is fomewhat cxtraordinary, that Izon, who
lived fome ages before St. Patrick, fwears like
a very good Chriftian:

Atr an Dia do chum gach caft.
By Gudy avho fhaped every cafe.

it is worthy of bcing remarked, that, in the
line quoted, Offian, who lived in St. Patrick’s
days, feomes to have underftgad {fomething of
the Fnglith, a language not then fubfifting.
A perfou, more fanguine for the honour of
{sis country than I am, might arguc from this
circumftance, that this pretenledly Irifh Of-
fian was a native of Scotland; for my coun-
trymen arc univerfally allowed to have an ex-
clufive right to the fecond-fight.

: R 4 From
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From the inftances given, the reader may
form a complete idea of the Irifh compofitions
concerning the Iiona. The greateft part of
them make the hcroes of Fion,

Siol ALtiN a n’nioma caoile.
The race of ALBION of many fir ths.

'The refl make them natives of Ireland. But,
the truth is, that their authority is of litle
confequence on either fide. TIrom the in-
ftances I have given, they appear to have been
the work of a very modern period. The plous
cjaculations they contain, their allufiens 10 the
manners of the times, fix them to the Hifteenth
century. Had cven thie authers oi thede picees
avoided 21l alluitones to their own times, 1t is
impfn’f’u!e that the peemy could  pafs for
ancient, in the eyws of uny pafou toler Wbly
conv eriunt with t‘.; frith tongue. The tdiom

s fo corrupted, wad 10 meny words borrowed
from the l*.:.‘,_f:u.]., that toe !a.lguage mulit have
mode confilerable progrets in Dicland before
the poems weie written.

It remains now to iaew, how the Irifh bards
begun to appropriate the Scotifh Oflian aud
his herocs te their own country.  Afier the
Fuoglith conqueit, many of the natives of lre-
land, averfe to a foacion \'o‘:c, cither alually

vere in a {lute ol heinity with the conguerors,
or, av leaft, ,uu.i hirde regard to the govern-
ment.  The Scots, 1n thofe ages, were often
in open war, and never in cordial friendihip
with the Englith.  The fimilarity of manners
. and
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and language, the traditions concerning their
common origin, and above all, their having
to do with the fame enemy, created a free and
friendly intercourfe between the Scottifh and
Irith nations. As the cuftom of retaining
bards and fenachies was common to both; fo
cach, no doubt, had formed a fyftem of hif-
tory, it mattcrs not how much foever fabulous,
concerning their refpective origin. It was the
natural policy of the times, to reconcile the tra-
ditions of both nations together, and, if poffi~
ble,to reduce them from the fame original ftock.
The Saxon manners and language had, at
that time, madc grcat grogrefs in the fouth of
Scottand.  The ancieat language, and the
traditional hiftory of the nation, became con-
fincd entirely to the inhabitants of the High-
lands, then fallen, from feveral concurring cir-
u1mf’c.mcc<;, into the laft degree of ignorance
and barbarifm. The Irith, who, for fome ages
before the conqufi, had poflefled a competent
ihare of that kind of learning, which then pre-
vailed in Europe, found it no difhcult matter
to impofe their own fitions on the ignorant
Highland fenachies. By flattering the vanity
of the Highlanders, with their long lift of
Heremonian kings and heroes, they, without
contradiction, aflumed to themfelves the cha-
rater of being the mother-nation of the Scots
of Britain. At this time, certainly, was efta-
blithed that Hibernian {yftem of the original
of the Scots which afterwards, for want of
any other, was univerfally rcccived. The
Scots
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Scots of the low-country, who, by lofing
the language of their anceftors, loft, together
with it, their national traditions, received,
implicitly, the hiftory of their country, from
Irith refugees, or from Highland fenachies,
perfuaded over into the Hibernian (yftem.
Thefe circumflances are far from being
ideal. We have remaining many particular
traditions, which bear teftimony to a fad, of
itfelf abundautly probable. 'What 1nakes the
matter incouteflible is, that the ancient tradi-
tional accounts of the genuine origin of the
Scots, have been handed down without inter-
ruption. Though a few ignorant fenachies
might be perfuaded ot of their own opiaion,
by the {moothnefs of an [rifh tale, it was im-
poflible to eiadicate, from among the bulk of .
the people, their own mnational traditions.
Thefe traditions afterwards fo much prevailed,
that the Highlanders continue totally unac-
quainted with the prctended Hibernian ex-
tract of the Scotch nation. Ignorant chro-
nicle writers, ftrangers to the ancient lan-
guage of their country, preferved only from
falling to the ground fo improbable a ftory.
This fubjeét, perhaps, is purfued further than
it deferves ; but a difcuflion of the pretenfions
of Ircland, was become in fome meafure ne-
ceflary. If the Irith poems, concerning the
Fivna, fhould appear ridiculous, it is but juf-
tice tc obferve, that they are fcarcely more fo
than the"poems of other nations, at that pe-
riod. On other fubje@e, the bards of Ire-
' land
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Iand have difplayed a genius for poetry. It was,
alone, in matters of antiquity, that they were
monftrous in their fables. Their love-fonnets,
and, their elegies on the decath of perfons
worthy or renowned, abound with fimplicity,
and a wild hirmony of numbers. They be-
come more than an atonement for their er-
rors, in every other fpecies of poetry. But
the beauty of thefe fpecies, depends fo much
on a certain curigfo felicitas of expreflion in
the original, that they muft appear much to
difadvantage in another language.
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MONG the monuments remaining of the
A ancient flatc of nations, few are more
valuable than thcir pocms or fongs.  Hiftory,
when it trcats of remote and dark ages, is
feldom very inftructive. The beginnings of
fociety, in every countiy, arc involved in fa-
bulous confufion; and though they were not,
they would furnith few events worth record-
ing. But, in every period of fociety, human
manners are a curious {petac]e; and the moft
natural pictures of ancient manners are exhi-
bited in the ancient poems of nations. Thefe
prefent to us, what is much more valuable
than the hiftory of fuch tranfaQions as a rude
age can afford, The hiftory of human imagi-
nation and paflion. They make us acquainted
with the notions and feclings of our fellow-

creatures
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creatures in the moft artlefs ages; difcovering
what objets they admired, and what pleafures
they purfued, before thofe refinements of
fociety had taken place, which enlarge indeed,
and diverfify the tranfa&ions, but diiguife the
manners of mankind.

Befides this merit, which ancicnt poems
have with philofophical obfervers of: human
nature, they have another with perfons of
tafte. They promife fome of the highelt
beauties of poetical writing. Irregular and
unpolithed we may expe& the produ&ions of
uncultivated ages to be; but abounding, at
the fame time, with that enthufiafm, that
vehemence and fire, which are the foul of
poetry: for many circumftances of thofe
times which we call barbarous, are favourable
to the poetical {pirit. That ftate, in which
human nature fhoote wild and free, though
unfit for other improvements, certainly en-
courages the high exertions of fancy and
paffion.

In the infancy of focieties, men live fcattered
and difperfed, in the midft of folitary rural
fcenes, where the beauties of nature are their
chief entertainment. They meet with many
objelts, to them new and ftrange ; their won-
der and furprize are frequently excited ; and
by the fudden changes of fortune occurring in
their unfettled ftate of life, their paffions are
raifed to the utmoft, their paffions have no-
thing to reftrain them: their imagination has
nothing to check it. They difplay themfelves

X . to
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to one another without difguife ; and converfe
and a& in the uncovered fimplicity of nature.
As their feelings are ftrong, fo their language,
of itfelf, afflumes a poetical turn. Prone to
exaggerate, they defcribe every thing in the
ftrongeft colours; which of courfe renders
their {peech piGurefque and figurative. Figu-
rative languages owes its rife chiefly to two
caufes; to the want of proper names for ob-
jets, and to the influence of imagination and
paflion over the form of expreffion. Both
thefe caufes concur in the infancy of fociety.
Figures are commonly confidered as artificial
modes of fpeech, devifed by orators and poets,
after the world had advanced to a refined ftate.
The contrary of this is the truth. Men never
have ufed fo many figures of fiyle, as in
thofe rude ages, when, befides the power of
a warm imagination to fuggeft lively images,
the want of proper and precife terms for the
ideas they would exprefs, obliged them to
have recourfe to circumlocution, metaphor,
comparifon, and all thofe fubftituted forms of
expreflion,” which give a poetical air to lan-
guage. An American chief, at this day,
harangues at the head of his gribe, in a2 more
bold and metaphorical ftyle, than a modern
European would adventure to ufe in an Epic
poem.

In the progrefs of fociety, the genius and
manners of men undergo a change more
favourable to accuracy than to fprightlinefs
and fublimity. As the world advances, the

VOL. II, s under-
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underftanding gains ground upon the imagi-
nation; the underftanding is more exercifed ;
the imagination, lefs. Fewer objeés occur
that are new or furptizing. Men apply them=~
felves to trace the caufes of things; they cor-
re& and refine one another; they fubdue or
difguife their paffions; they form their exte-
rior manners upon one uniform ftandard of
politenefs and civility. Human nature is
pruned according to method and rule. Lan-
guage advances from fterility to copioufnefs,
and at the fame time, from fervour and en-
thufiafm, to corre@nefs and precifion. Style
becomes more chafte; but lefs animated. The
progrefs of the world in this refpe& refembles
the progrefs of age in man. The powers of
imagination are moft vigorous and predomi-
nant in youth; thofe of the underftanding
ripen more flowly, and often attain not to
their maturity, till the imagination begins to
flag. Hence, poetry, which is the child of
imagination, is frequently moft glowing and
animated in the firft ages of fociety. As the
ideas of our youth are remembered with a
peculiar pleafure on account of their livelinefs
and vivacity; fo the moft ancient poems have
often proved the greateft favourites of nations.
Poetry has been faid to be more ancient
than profe: and however paradoxical fuch an
affertion may feem, yet, in a qualified fenfe,
it is"true, Men certainly never converfed
with one another in_regular numbers; but
even their ordinary language would in ancient
times,
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times, for the reafons before afligned, approach
to a poetical ftyle; and the firft compofitions
tranfmitted to pofterity, beyond doubt, were,
in a literal fenfe, poems ; that is, compofitions
in which imagination had the chief hand,
formed into fome kind of numbers, and pro-
nounced with a mufical modulation or tone.
Mufic or fong has been found cozval with
fociety among the moft barbarous nations.
The only fubjeéts which could prompt men,
in their firft rude flate, to utter their thoughts
in compofitions of any length, were fuch as
naturally affumed the tone of poetry ; praifes
of their gods, or of their anceftors ; comme-
morations of their own warlike exploits; or
lamentations over their misfortunes. And be-
fore writing was invented, no other compofi-
tions, except fongs or poems, could take fuch
hold of the imagination and memory, as to be
preferved by oral tradition, and handed down
from one race to another.

Hence we may expe& to find poems among
the antiquities of all nations. It is probable
too, that an extenfive fearch would difcover
a certain degree of refemblance among all the
moft ancient poetical produétlons, from what-
ever country they have proceeded. In a fimi-
lar ftate of manners, fimilar objects and paf~
fions operating upon the imaginations of men,
will flamp their produ@ions with the fame
general chara@er. Some diverfity will, no
doubt, be occafioned by climate and genius.
But mankind never bear fuch refembling fea-

52 : tures,
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tures, as they do in the beginnings of fociety.
Its fubfcquent revolutions give rife to the
principal diftintions among nations; and di-
vert, into channels widely feparated, that cur-
rent of human genius and manners, which
defcends originally from one fpring. What
we have been long accuftomed to call the
oriental vein of poetry, becaufe fome of the
earlieft poetical productions have come to us
from the Eaft, is probably no more oriental
than occidental; it is chara&eriflical of an age
rather than a country ; and belongs, in fome
meafure, to all nations at a certain period. Of
this the works of Offian feem to furnifh a re-
markable proof.

Our prefent fubje& leads us to invefligate
the ancient poetical remains, not fo much of
the eaft, or of the Greeks and Romans, as of
the northern nations; in order to difcover
whether the Gothic poetry has any refem-
blance to the Celtic or Galic, which we are
about to confider. TFhough the Goths, under
which .name we ufua'ly comprehend all the
Scandinavian tribes, were a people altogether
fierce and martial, and noted, to a proverb,
for their ignoranee of the liberal arts, yet they
too, from the earlieft times, had their poets
and their fongs. Their poets were diftin-
guithed by the title of Scalders, and their
fongs were termed Vy/es*. Saxo Grammaticus,

' a Danifh

* Olaus Wormius, in the.appendix to his Treatife de

Literatura Runica, has given a particular account of the
Gothic
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a Danifh hiftorian of confiderable note who
flourithed in the thirteenth ccentury, informs
us that very many of thefe fongs, containing

the

Gothic poetry, commonly called Runic, from Runes,
which fignifies the Gothic letters, He informs us that there
were no fewer than 136 different kinds of meafure, or
verfe, ufcd in their Pyfes; and though we are accuftomed
to call rhyme a Gothic invention, he fays exprefsly, that
among all thefe meafures, rhyme, or correfpondence of
final fyllables, was never ¢mployed. He analyfes the
ftru@ture of one of thefe kinds of verfe, thet in which the
pocm of Lodbrog, afterwards quoted, is written; -vaich
exhibits a very fingular fpecies of harmony, if it can be
allowed that name, depending neither wpon rhyme nor
upon metrical feet, or quantity of fyllables, but chiefly
upon the number of the fyllobles, and tue difpofition
of the letters. In every ftanza was an equal number
of lines: in eveiy line fix fyllables. 1In each diftich, it
was requifite that three words thould begin with the fame
Ictter; two of the correfponding words placed in the firft
line of the diflich, the third, in the fecond line. In cach
line were aifo 1cquited two fyllables, but never the final
ones, formed either of the fame confonants, or fame
vowels. As an example of this meafure, Olaus gives us
thefe two Latin lines conftructed exadlly aecording to the
above rules of Runic yerfe:

Chriftus caput noftrum
Coronet te bonis.

The initial letters of Chriftns, Caput, and Corenet, make
the three correfponding letters of the diflich. In the firft
line, the firft fyllables of Chriftus and of noftrum;; in the
fecond line, the on in coronet and in bonis make the re-
quifite correfpondence of fyllables. Frequent inverfions
2nd tranfpofitions were permitted in this postry ; which
would naturally follow from fuch laborious attention to

the collocation of words.
53 The
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the ancient traditionary ftories of the country,
were found engraven upon rocks in the old
Runic chara&er, feveral of which he has
tranflated into Latin, and inferted into his
Hiftory. But his verfions are plainly fo pa-
raphraftical, and forced into fuch an imitation
of the ftyle and the meafures of the Roman
poets, that one can form no judgment from
them of the native fpirit of the original. A
more curious monument of the true Gothic
poetry is preferved by Olaus Wormius in his
book de Literatura Runica. It is an Epice-
dium, or funeral fong, compofed by Regner
Lodbrog; and tranflated by Olaus, word for
word from the original. This Lodbrog was
a king of Denmark, who lived in the eighth
century, famous for his wars and vi€ories;
and at the fame time an eminent Scalder or
poet. It was his misfortune to fall at laft into
the hands of one of his enemies, by whom he
was thrown into prifon, and condemned to be
deftroyed by ferpents. In this fituation he
folaced himfelf with rehearfing all the exploits

The curious in, this fubje& may confult likewife Dr.
Hicks’s Thefaurus Einguarum Septentrionalium ; particu-
larly the 23d chapter of his Grammatica Anglo Saxonica
& M:efo-Gothica ; where they will find a full account of
the ftructure of the Anglo Saxon verfe, which nearly re-
fcmbled the Gothic. 'They will find alfo fome fpecimens
both of Gothic and Saxon poetry. An extract, which
Dr. Hjcks has given from the work of one of the Danifh
Scalders, entitled Hervarer Saga, containing an evocation
from the dead, may be found in the 6th volume of M-
cellany Poems, publithed by Mr. Dryden. ,

3 0
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of his life. The poem is divided into twenty-
nine ftanzas, of ten lines each; and every
ftanza begins with thefe words, Pugnavimus
enfibus, We have fought with our {words.
Olaus’s verfion is in many places fo obfcure as
to be hardly intelligible. I have fubjoined the
whole below, exaétly as he has publifthed it;
and fhall trapflate as much as may give the
Englifh reader an idea of the fpirit and ftrain
of this kind of poetry*,

“ We

*1.
Pugnavimus enfibus
Haud poft longum tempus
Cum in Gotlandia acceflimus
Ad ferpentis immenfi necem
"Tunc impetravimus Thoram
Ex hoc vocarunt me virum
Quod ferpentem transfodi
Hirfutam braccam ob illam cedem
Cufpide i¢tum intuli in colubrum
Fero lucidorum ftupendiorum.

2.
Multum juvenis fui quando acquifivimus
Orientem verfus in Oreonico freto
Vulnerum amnes avidz ferz
Et flavipedi avi
Accepimus ibidem fonuerunt
Ad fublimes galeas .
Dura ferra magnam efcam’
Omnis erat oceanus vulnus
Vadavit corvus in fanguine Ceeforum,

3
Alte tulimus tunc lanceas
Quando viginti annos numeravimus
Et celebrem laudem comparavimus paflim
Vicimus octo barones

84 . In
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¢ We have fought with our fwords. T was

““ young, when, towards the ezft, in the bay
¢ of Orcon, we made torrents of blood flow,
“to

In oriente ante Dimini portum

Aquilz impetravimus tunc fufficienten:
Hofpitii fumptum in illa ftrage

Sudor decidit in vulnerum *

Oceano perdidit exercitus zetatem,

4.
Pugnz fa&ta copia
Cum Helfingianos poftulavimus
Ad aulum Qdini
Naves direximus in oftium Viftula
Moucro potuit tum mordere
Omnis erat vulnus unda
Terra rubefacta Calido
Frendebat gladius in loricas
Gladius findcbat Ciypeos.

5.
Memini neminem tunc fugifle
Priufquam in navibus
Heraudus in bello caderet
Non findit navibus
Alius baro praftantior
Mare ad portum
In navibus longis poft illune
Sic attulit princeps paflim
Alacre in bellum cor.

6.
Exercitus abjecit clypeos
Cum hafta volavit
Ardng ad virorum pe€tora
Momordit Scarforum cautes
Gladius in pugna )
Sanguineus grat Clypeus

Antequam
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« to gorge the ravenous beaft of prey, and
¢ the yellow-footed hird. There refounded
¢ the hard fteel upon the lofty helmets of

“ men,

Antequam Rafno rex caderet
Fluxit ex virorum capitibyg
Calidys in loricas fudor.

Habere potuerunt tum corvi

Ante Indirorum infulas

Sufficientem preedam dilaniandam
Acquifivimus feris carnivoris
Plenum prandium unico a&tu
Difficile erat unius facere mentionem
Oriente fole

Spicula vidi pungere

Propulerunt arcus ex fe ferra.

8.
Altum mugierunt enfes
Antequam in Laneg campo
Eiflinus rex cecidit
Proceflimus auro ditati .
Ad terram proftratorum dimicandum
Gladius fecuit Clypeorum
PiCturas in galearum conventu
Cervicum. muftum ex vulneribus
Diffufum per cerebrum fiffum,

Tenuimus Clypeos in fanguine
Cum haftam unximus
Ante Boring holmum
Telorum nubes difrumpunt clypeum
Extrufit arcus ex fe metallum
Volnir cecidit in confli€tn
Non erat illo rex major
Ceefi difperfi late per littora
Ferz ample&tebantur efcam.
Pugna-
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¢« men. The whole ocean was one wound,
¢ The crow waded in the blood of the flain.

“ When we had numbered twenty years, we
“ lifted

10.
Pugna manifefte crefcebat
Antequam Freyr rex caderet
In Flandorum terra
Czpit ceruleus ad incidendum
Sanguinc illitus in auream
Loricam in pugna
Durus armorum mucro olim
Virgo deploravit matutinam lanienam
Muita preda dabatur feris.

1.
Centies centenos vidi jacere
In navibus
Ubi /Englanes vocatur
Navigavimus ad pugnam
Per fex dies antequam exercitus caderet
Tranfegimus mucronum miffam
In exortu folis
Coaclus eft pro noftris gladiis
Valdiofur in bello occumbere.

12.
Ruit pluvia fanguinis de gladiis
Preceps in Bardafyrde
Pallidum corpus pro accipitribus
Murmuravit-arcus ubi mucro
Acriter mordebat Loricas
In confliGtu
Odini Pileus Galea
Cucurrit arcus ad vulnus
Venenate acutus confperfus fudore fanguineo.

b 13.
Tenuimus magica fcuta

Alte in pugnz ludo .
Ante
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¢ lifted our fpears on high, and every where

¢ {pread our renown. Eight barons we over-

“ came in the eaft, before the port of Dimi-
“ num

Ante Hiadningum finum
Videre licuit tum viros

Qui gladiis lacerarunt Clypeos
In gladiatorio murmure

Galex attritz virorum

Erat ficut fplendidam virgincm
In leGto juxta fe collocare.

14.
Dura venit tempeftas Clypeis
Cadaver cecidit in terram
In Nortumbria
Erat circa matutinum tempus
Hominibus neceffum crat fugere
Ex prezlio ubi acute
Caflidis campos mordebant gladii
Erat hoc veluti Juvenem viduam
In primaria fede ofculari,

15.
Herthiofe evalit fortuimtus
In Autftralibus Orcadibus ipfe
Vi€toriz in noftris hominibus
Cogebatur in armorum nimbo
Rogvaldus occumbere
Ifte venit fummus fuper acgipitres
Lu&us in gladiorum ludo
Strenue jadtabat concuflor
Galezx fanguinis teli.

16.
Quilibet jacebat tranfverfim {upra alium
Guadebat pugna lztus '
Accipiter ob gladiorum Judum
Non fecit aquilam ‘aut aprum
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“ num ; and plentifully we feafled the eagle
“ in that fliughter. The warm flream of
¢ wounds ran into the ocean. The army

« fcli

Qui Irlandiam gubernavit
Conventus ficbat ferri & Clypei
Marftanus rex jejunis

Ficbat in vedrz finu

Przda data corvis.

17.
Bellatorem multum v’{di cadere
Mante ante machzram
Virum in mucronum diffidio
Filio me o incidit mature
Gladius juxta cor
Egillus fecit Agnerum {poliatur.
Impertertitum virom vita
Sonuit lancea prope Liamdi
Grifeam loricam fplendebant vexilia,

18,
Verborum tenaces vidi diffecare
Haut minutim pro lupis
Endili maris enfibus
Erat per Hebdomadee fpacium
Quafi mulieres vinum apportarent
Rubefalte erant naves
Valde in ftrepitu armorum
Scifla crat lorica
In Scioldungorum przlio.

19.
Pulchricomum vidi crepufculafcere
Virginis amatorem circa matutinum
Et confubulationis amicum viduarum
Tirat ficut calidum balncum
Vinei vafis nympha portarct
Nos in Tl freto .

Antiquam Orn rex caderet .
Sanguneuny
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¢ fell before us. When we fteered our fhips
* into the mouth of the Viftula, we fent the

“ Helfingians to the Hall of Odin. Then
“ did

Sanguineum Clypeum vidi ruptum
Hoc invertit virorum vitam,

20.
Egimus gladiorum ad cxdem
Ludum 1n Lindis infula
Cum regibus tribus
Pauci potucrunt inde letari
Cecidit multus in ri¢tum ferarum
Accipiter dilaniavit carnem cum lupo
tJt fatur inde difcederct
Hybernorum fanguis in oceanum
Copiofe decidit per matationis tempus.

21.
Alte gladius mordebat Clypeos
Tune cum aurei coloris
Hafta fricabat loricas
Videre licuit in Oulugs infula
Per fecula multum poft
Ibi fuic ad gladiorum ludos
Reges proceflerunt
Rubicundum erat circa infulam
Ar volans Draco vulnerum.
22. '
Quid eft viro forti mortc certiua
Ltli ipfe in armorum nimbo
Adverfus collocatus fit
Swepe deplorat ztatem
Qui nunquam premitur
Malum ferunt timidum incitare
Aquilam ad gladiorum ludum
Meticulofus venit nufpiam

Cordi {uo ufui. *
13 Hoc
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¢ did the {word bite. The waters were all
“ one wound. The earth was dyed red with

“ the warm ftream. The fword rung upon
“ the

23.
Hoc numero a:quumgut procedat
1n contaétu gladiorum
Juvenis unus contra alterum
Non retrocedat vir a viro
Hoc fuit viri fortis nobilitas diu
Semper debet amoris amicus virginum
Aucax efle in fremitu armorum.

24.
Hoc vidctur mihi re vera
Quod fata fequimur .
Rarus tranfgreditur fata Parcarum
Non deftinavi Elle
De vitie exitu mewe
Cum ego fanguinem femimortuus tegerem
Et naves in aquas protrufi
Paflim impetravimus tum feris
Efcam in Scotiz finubus.

28.
Hoc ridere me facit {femper
Quod Balderi patris fcamna
Parata {cio in aula
Bibemus cergvifiam brevi
Ex concavis crateribus craniorum
Non gemit vir fortis contra mortem
Magnifici in Odini domibus
Non venio defperabundis
Verbis ad Odini aulam

) 26.

Hic vellent nunc omnes

Filii Aflauge gladiis |

Amarum bellum excitare .
be 1}
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¢ the coats of mail, and clove the bucklers in
“ twain. None fled on that day, till among

Si exacte fcirent
Calamitates noftras
Quem non pauci angues
Venenati me difcerpunt
Matrem accepi meis
Filiis ita ut corda valeant.

27.
Valde inclinatur ad hzreditatem
Crudele {tat nocumentum a vipera
Anguis inhabitat aulam cordis
Speramus alterius ad Othini
Virgam in Ellz {fanguine
Filiis meis livefcet
Sua ira rubefcet
Non acres juvenes
Seflioncm tranquillam facient.

28.
Habeo quinquagics
Pralia fub fignis facta
Ex belli invitationc & feme]
Minime putavi hominum
Quod me futurud effet
Juvenis didici mucronem rubefacere
Alius rex preftantior
Nos Afe mnvitabunt
Non eft lugenda mors. .
29.
Fert animus finire
Invitant me Dyfe
uas ex Othini aula
Othinus mihi mifit
Lz=tus cerevifiam cum Afis
In furama fede bibam
Vite elapfe funt hore
Ridens moriar. °*

¢ his
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¢ his fhips Heraudus fell. Than him no
 braver baron clcaves the fea with fhips; a
¢ cheerful heart did he ever bring to the
“ combat. Then the hoft threw away their
“ fhields, when the uplifted fpear flew at the
¢ breafts of heroes. The fword bit the Scar-
“ fian rocks ; bloody was the fhield in battle,
« until Rafno the king was flain. From the
¢ heads of warriors the warm f{weat fireamed
¢ down their armour. The crows around
“ the Indirian iflands had an ample prey. It
“ were difficult to fingle out one among fo
¢ many deaths. At the rifing of the fun I
“ beheld the fpears piercing the bodies of
¢ foes, and the bows throwing forth their
¢ fteel-pointed arrows. Loud roared the
% fwords in the plains of Lano.—The virgin
“ long bewailed the flaughter of that morn-
“ ing.”—In this firain the poet continues to
defcribe feveral other military exploits. The
images are not much varied: the noife of
arms, the ftreaming of blpod, and the feaft-
ing the birds of prey, often recurring. He
mentions the death of two of his fons in bat-
tle ; and the lamentation he defcribes as made
for onc of themris very fingular. A Grecian
or Roman poct would have introduced the
virgins or nymphs of the wood, bewailing the
untimely fall of a young hero. But, fays our
Gothic poet, “ When Rogvaldus was {lain,
“ for him mourned all the hawks of heaven,”
as lamenting a benefator who had fo libe-
rally fupplied them witk prey; “ for boldly,”

as
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4s he adds, “ in the flrife of {words, did
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the breaker of helmets throw tlie {pear of
blood.” ‘ ‘
The poem concludes with fentiments of

the higheft bravery and contempt of death.

What is more certain to the brave man than
death, though amidft the ftorm of fwords,
he ftands always ready to oppofe it ? He only
regrets this life who hath never known dif-
trefs. The timorous man allures the de-
vouring eagle to the field of battle. The
coward; wherever he comes; is ufclefs to
himfelf. This I efteem honourable; that
the youth fhonld advance to the combat
fairly matched one againft another; not
man retreat from man. Long was this the
warrior’s higheft glory. He who afpires to
the love of virgins, ought always to be
foremoft in the toar of arms. It appears to
me of truth, that we are led by the Fates:
Seldom can any overcome the appointment
of deftiny. Little did I forefee that Ella*®
was to have my life in his hands; in that
day when fainting I concealed my blood,
and puflied forth my fhips into the waves;
alter we had fpread 4 repaft*for the beafts
of prey throughout the Scottith bays. But
this makes me always rejoice that in the
halls of our fathet Balder [or Odin] I know
there are feats prepared, where, in a thort
time; we fhall be drinking ale out of the

% This was the name of his enemy who had condemned

him to deatho ¢

VOL. 11, T ¢ Lollow
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hollow fkulls of our enemies. In the houfe
of the mighty Odin, no brave man laments
death. I come not with the voice of defpair
to Odin’s hall. How eagerly would all the
fons of Aflauga now rufh to war, did they
know the diftrefs of their father, whom a
multitude of venomous ferpents tear! I have
given to my children a mother who hath
filled their hearts with valour. I am faft
approaching to my end. A cruel death
awaits me from the viper’s bite. A fnake
dwells in the midft of my heart. I hope
that the {fword of fome of my fons fhall yet
be ftained with the blood of Ella. The
valiant youths will wax red with anger, and
will not fit in peace. Fifty and one times
have I reared the ftandard in battle. In’
my youth I learned to dye the {word in
blood: my hope was then, that no king
among men would be more renowned than
me. The goddefles of death will now foon
call me; I muft not mourn my death. Now
I end my fong. The goddefles invite me
away; they whom Odin has fent to me
from his hall. I will fit upon a lofty feat,
and drink ale joyfully with the goddefles of
death. The hours of my life are run out.
I will fmile when I die.”

This is fuch poetry as we might expe&t from

a barbarous nation. It breathes a moft fero-
cious fpirit. It is wild, harfh, and irregular;
but at the fame time animated and ftrong; the
ftyle, in the original, full of inverfions, and,

as
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as we learn from fome of Olaus’s notes, highly
metaphorical and figured.

But when we open the works of Offian, a
very different {cene prefents itfelf. There we
find the fire and the enthufiafm of thc moft
carly times, combined with an amazing de-
gree of regularity and art. We find tender-
nefs, and even delicacy of fentiment, greatly
predominant over fiercenefs and barbarity.
Our hearts are melted with the fofteft feel-
ings, and at the fame time elevated with the
higheft ideas of magnanimity, generofity, and
true heroifm. When we turn from the poetry
of Lodbrog to that of Offian, it is like pafling
from a favage defert, into a fertile and culti-
vated country. How is this to be accounted
for? Or by what means to be reconciled
with the remote’ antiquity attributed to thefe
poems? This is a curious point; and re-
quires to be illuftrated.

That the ancient Scots were of Celtic origi-
nal, is paft all doubt. Their conformity with
the Celtic nations in language, manners, and
religion, proves it to a full demonftration,
The Celtz, a great and mighty people, alto-
gether diftin@ from the Gothswand Teutones,
once extended their dominion over all the weft
-of Europe; but feem to have had their moft
full and complete eftablithment in Gaul.
Wherever the Celte or Gauls are mentioned
by ancient writers, we feldom fail to hear of
their Druids and their Bards; the infitution

of which two orders, was the capital diftinc~
T2 tion
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tion of their manners and policy. The Druids
were their philofophers and priefts; the Bards,
their poets and recorders of heroic actions:
and both thefe orders of men feem to have
fubfifted among them, as chief members of
the ftate, from time immemorial ¥. We muft
not therefore imagine the Celtz to have been
altogether a grofs and rude nation. They
poflefled from very remote ages a formed {yi=
tem of difcipline and manners, which appears
to have had a deep and lafting influence.
Ammianus Marcellinus gives them this ex-
prefs teftimony, that there flourithed among
them the ftudy of the moft laudable arts; in-
troduced by the Bards, whofe office it was to
fing in heroic verfe the gallant a&ions of illuf-
trious men; and by the Druids, who lived
together in colleges or focieties, after the Py-
thagorean manner, and philofophizing upon
the higheft fubje@s, aflerted the immortality
of the human foul . Though Julius Cafar,
in
% Tyid Qira vy Tuepevsy Jinpegivrwg ir Bapdocve x)
davsg, % Apiidas.  Bapder pev duwrai % xamrai.  Strabo.
1‘b‘l;:’a.'s wap durdls x womTai paxiv, ¥5 Bapdss ovopaluow.
Sro 3 per’ opycvwry Tals Aupais opotwy, ¥5 ey Duvos, i Oe
Prasgnueos. Diodor. Sicul. L 5.
Ta de ansduata &UTGy Bew of XaAdusor (Sapdo, Tomral

drar tufxavess wer wdng imamds Asyorres,  Polidonius ap.
Atherieum, 1. 6.

+ Per hzc loca (fpeaking of Gaul) heminibus paulatim
excultis vignere fludia laudabilium doftrinarum ; inchoata
per Bardos & Euhages & Druidas. Et Bardi quidem:
fortia virorum illuftrium fa&a heroicis compofita verfibus

cum
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in his account of Gaul, does not exprefsly
mention the Bards, yet it is plain, that under
the title of Druids, he comprehends that whole
college or order; of which the Bards, who,
itis probable, were the difciples of the Druids,
undoubtedly made a part. It deferves remark,
that, according to his account, the Druidical
inftitution firlt took rife in Britain, and paffed
from thence into Gaul ; fo that they who af-
pired to be thorough mafters of that learning
were wont to refort to Britain. He adds too,
that fuch as were to be initiated among the
Druids, were obliged to commit to their me=
mory a great number of verfes, infomuch that
fome employed twenty years in this courfe of
education; and that they did not think it law-
ful to record thefe poems in writing, but
facredly handed them down by tradition from
race to race*,

So firong was the attachment of the Celtic
nations to their poetry and their bards, that,
amidft all the changes of their government and
manners, even long after the order of the
Druids was extin@, and the national religion
altered, the bards continued to flourith; not

cum dulcibus lyre modulis cantitirunt. Euhages vero
fcrutantes ferium & fublimia naturz pandere conabantur.
Inter hos, Druidz ingeniis celfiores, ut auétoritas Pytha-
gora decrevit, fodaliois adftriti confortiis, queftionibus
altarum occultarumque rerum erc&ti funr; & defpanétes
humana pronuntidrunt animas immortales. Amm. Mar-
cellinus, 1o 15. ¢ 9.

* Vid. Czfar de Bello Gall, lib. 6.
T 3 < as
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as a fet of ftrolling fongfters, like the Greek
"Aaicos or Rhaplodifts, in Homer’s time, but
as an order of men highly relpetted in the
ftate, and fupported by a public eftablithment.
‘We find them, according to the teftimonies of
Strabo and Diodorus, before the age of Au-
guftus Cefar; and we find them remaining
under the fame name, and exercifing the fame
fun&ions as of old, in Ireland, and in the
north of Scotland, almcft down to our own
times. It is well known that in both thefe
countries, every Regulus or chief had his own
bard, who was confidered as an officer of rank
in his court; and had lands afligned bim,
which defcended to his family. Of the honour
in which the bards were held, many inftances
occur in Offian’s poems. On all important
occafions, they were the ambafladors between
contending chiefs; and their perforns were
held facred. * Cairbar feared to firetch his
¢ {word to the bards, though his foul was
¢ dark. Loofe the bards, faid his brother
¢ Cathmor, they are the fons of other times.
¢ Their voice fhall be heard in other ages,

¢ when the kings of Temora have failed.”
From all this, the Celtic tribes clearly ap=
pear to have been addicted in fo high a degree
to poetry, and to have made it fo much their
ftudy from the earlieft times, as may remove
our wonder at meeting with a vein of higher
poctical refinement among them, than was at
firft fight to have been expeéted among na-
tions, whom we are accuftomed to call bar-
barous,
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barous. Barbarity, I muft obferve, is a very
equivocal term; it admits of many different
forms and degrecs; and though, in all of
them, it excludes polithed manners, it is,
however, not inconfiftent with generous fen~
timents and tender affeCtions*. What de-
grees of friendfhip, love, and heroifm, may
poflibly be found to prevail in a rude ftate of

* Surely among the wild Laplanders, if any where,
barbarity is in its moft peyfe@t ftate. Yet their love-
fongs, which Scheffer has given us in his Lapponia, are
a proof that natural tenderncfs of fentiment may be found
in a country, into which the leaft glimmering of {cience
has never penetrated. To moft Englith readers thefe
fongs are well known by the clegant tranf{lations of them
in the Spectator, No. 366 and 4oo. I fhall fubjoin
Scheffer’s Latin verfion of one of them, which has the
appearance of being ftrictly literal.

Sol, clarifimum emitte lumen in paludem Orra. Si
enifus in fumma picearum cacumina feirem me vifurem
Orra paludem, in ea eniterer, ut viderem inter quos
amica, mea eflet flores; omnes fufcinderem frutices ibi
cnatos, omnes ramos prefecarem, hos virentes ramos,
Curfum nubium effem fecutus, quz iter fuum inftituynt
verfus paludem Orra, fi ad te volare poflem alis, cotbi-
cum alis. Sed mihi defunt alx, ale querquedule, pedef-
que, anferum pedes plantzve bonz, qux deferre me
valeant ad te. Satis expe@ifti diu ; per tot dies, tot dies
tuos optimos, oculis tuis jucundiflimis, corde tuo amicif-
fimo. Quod fi longifime velles effigere, cito tamen te
confequerer. Quid firmius validiufve effe poteft quam
contorti nervi, catenzve ferrex, quz durjifimé ligant?
Sic amor contorquet caput noftrum, mutat cogitationes
& fententias, Puerorum voluntas, voluntas venti; juve-
num cogitationes, long® cogitationes. Quos fi audirem
omnes, a via, a via jufta declinarem. Unum eft confi-
lium quod capiam; ita fcio viam reftiorem me repertu-
rum, Schefferi Lapponia, cap. 25.

T 4 fociety,
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fociety, no one can fay. Aftonifhing inftanccs
of them we know, from hiftory, have fome-
times appeared: and a few charalers diftin-
guithed by thofe high qualities, might lay
a foundation for a fet of manners being
introduced into the fongs of the bards,
more refined, it is probable, and exalted, dce
cording to the ufual poetical licence, than the
real manners of the country. In particular,
with refpe& to heroifm; 3 thié great employ-
ment of the Celtic bards,” wasto delineate the
chara@ers, and fing the praifes of heroes. Sa
Lucan;

Vos quoque qui fortes animos, belloque peremptos,
Laudibus in Jongum vates diffunditis vum
Plurima fecuri fudiftis carmina bardi.

Pharf. 1. 1,

Now when we confider a college or order
of men, who cultivating poetry throughout a
Jong feries of ages, had their imaginations
continually employed on the ideas of heroifm;
who had all the poems and panegyrics which
were compofed by their predeceflors, handed
down to them with care; who rivalled and
endeavoured to eut-ftrip thofe who had gone
before them, each in the celebration of his
particular hero; is it not natural to think, that
at length the chara&er of a hero would appear
in their fongs with the higheft lufire, and be
adorned wirh qualities truly noble? Some of
the qualmek indecd which diftinguifh a Fin-
gal, moderation, humamty, and clemency,

' would
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would not probably be the firft ideas of
heroifm occurring to a barbarous people:
but no fooner had fuch ideas begun to dawn on
the minds of poets, than, as the human mind
eafily opens to the native reprefentations of
human perte&ion, they would be feized and
embraced; they would enter into their
panegyrics; they would afford materials for
fucceeding bards to work upon and improve;
they would contribute not a little to exalt the
public manner®® For fuch fongs as thefe,
familiar to the Celtic warriors from their
childhood, and throughout their whole life,
both in war and in peace, their principal en-
tertainment muft have had a very confiderable
influence in propagating among them real
manners nearly approaching to the poetical ;
and in forming even fuch a hero as Fingal.
Efpecially when we confider that among their
limited obje&s of ambition, among the few ad-
vantages which, in a favage ftate, man could
obtain over man, the chief was Fame, and
that immortality which they expe@ed to re-
ceive from their virtues and exploits, in the
fongs of bards *.

Having made thefe remarks on the Celtic
poetry and bards in general, I fhall next con~

* When Edward I. conquered Wales, he put to death
all the Welch bards. This cruel policy plainly thews, how
great an influence he imagined the fongs of thefe bards g
have over the minds of the people; and of what nature he
judged that influence to be. The Welch bards were of
the fame Celtic race with the Scottifh and Irith,

fider
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fider the particular advantages which Offian
pofleffed. He appears clearly to have lived
in a period which enjoyed all the bencfit I
juft now mentioned of traditionary poetry.
The exploits of ‘Trathal, Trenmor, and the
other anceftors of Fingal, are fpoken of as fa-
miliarly known. Ancient bards are frequent-
ly alluded to. In one remarkable paflage,
Offian defcribes himfelf as living in a fort of
claffical age, enlightened by the memorials of
former times, which were cenveyed in the
fongs of bards; and points at a period of
darknefs and ignorance which lay beyond the
reach of tradition. * His words,” fays he,
“ came only by halves to our ears; they
¢ were dark as the tales of other times, be-
¢ fore the light of the fong arofe.”” Offian,
himfelf, appears to'have been endowed by
nature with an exquifite fenfibility of heart ;
prone to that tender melancholy which is fo
often an attendant on great genius ; and fuf-
ceptible equally of ftrong and of foft emotions.
He was not only a profeffed bard, educated
with care, as we may eafllly believe, to all
the poctical art then known, and conneted,
as he fhews us himfelf, in intimate friend-
thip with the other contemporary bards, but
a warrior alfo; and the fon of the moft re-
nowned hero and prince of his age. This
formed a conjun&ion of circumftances un-
c%mmgnly favourable towards exalting the
imagination of a poet. He relates expedi-
tions in which he had been engaged ; he fings

o
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of battles in which he had fought and over-
come; he had beheld the moft illuftrious
fcenes which that age could exhibit, both of
heroifm in war, and magnificence in peacc.
For, however rude the magnificence of thofe
times may feem to us, we muft remember
that all ideas of magnificence are compara-
tive; and that the age of Fingal was an xra
of diflinguifhed fplendour in that part of the
world. Fingal reigned over a confiderable
territory ; he was enriched with the fpoils of
the Roman province ; he was ennobled by
his victories and great aCtions; and was in
all refpe@s a perfonage of much higher dig-
nity than any of the chieftains, or heads of
Clans, who lived in the fame country, after

a more extenfive monarchy was cftablithed.
The manners of Offian’s age, fo far as
we can gather them from his writings, were
abundantly favourable to a poetical genius.
The two difpiriting vices, to which Longi-
nus imputes the decline of poetry, covetouf-
nefs and effeminacy, were as yet unknown,
The cares of .men were few. They lived
a roving indolent life ; hunting and war their
principal employments ; and their chief amufe-
ments, the mufic of bards and “ the feaft of
“ fhells.” The great obje& purfued by heroic
{pirits, was * to receive their fame;” that is,
to become worthy of being celebrated in the
fongs of bards; and “ to have their name on
¢ the four grey ftones.” To die unlamented
by a’ bard, was deemed fo great a misfortune
ar
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as even to diflurb their ghofts in another
ftate. “ T'hey wander in thick mifts befide
¢ the reedy lake; but never fhall they rife,
* without the fong, to the dwelling of winds.”
After death, they expected to follow employ-
ments of the fame nature with thofe which
had amufed them on earth; to fly with their
friends on clouds, to purfue airy deer, and to
liften to their praife in the mouths of bards.
In fuch times as thefe, in a country where
poctry had been fo long cultivated, and fo
highly honoured, is it any wonder that among
the race and fucceflion of bards, one Homer
fhould arifc; a man, who, endowed with a
natural happy genius, favoured by peculiar
advantages of birth and condition, and meet-
ing, in the courfe of his life, with a variety
of incidents proper to fire his imagination,
and to touch his heart, fhould attain a degree
of eminence in poetry, worthy to draw the
admiration of more refined ages?

The compofitions of Offian are fo ftrongly
marked with charaters of antiquity, that al-
though there were no external proof to fup-
port that antiquity, hardly any reader of judg-
ment and tafte -could hefitate in referring
them to a very remote ®ra. There are four
great ftages through which men fucceflively
pafs in the progrels of fociety. The firft and
carlieft is the life of hunters; pafturage fuc-
ceeds tp this, as the ideas of property begin
to take root; next agriculture; and laftly,
commerce. Throughout Offian’s poems, we

- plainly
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plainly find ourfelves in the firft of thefe pe-
riods of fociety ; during which, hunting was
the chief employment of men, and the prin-
cipal method of their procuring fubfiftence,
Pafturage was not indeed wholly unknown;
for we hear of dividing the herd in the cafe
of a divorce; but the allufions to herds and
to cattle are not many; and of agriculture
we find no traces. No cities appear to have
been built in the territories of Fingal. No
arts are mentioned except that of navigation
and of working in iron*. Every thing pre-

* Their fkill in navigation need not at all furprize us«
Living in the weftern iflands, zlong the coaft, or in a
country which is every where interfected with arms of
the fea, one of the firft objets of their attention, from
the earlieft time, muft have been how to travérfe the wa-
ters, Hence that knowledge of the ftars, fo ncceflary
for guiding them by night, of which wc find feveral
traces in Offian’s works; particularly in the beautiful de~
feription of Cathmor’s fhield, in the 7th book of Te-
mora. Among all the northern maritime nations, navi=
gation was very early ftudied. Piratical incurfions were
the chief means they employed for acquiring booty; and
were among the firft exploits which diftinguifhed them
in the world. Even the fuvage Americans were, at their
firt difcovery, foind to poflels the moft furprizing fkill
and dexterity in navigating their immenfe lakes and ri-
vers. '

The defcription of Cuthullin’s chariot, in the 1ft book
of Fingal, has been objeited to by fome, as reprefenting
greater magnificence than is confiftent with the fuppofed
poverty of that age. But this chariot is plainly only 2
horfe-litter; and the gems mentioned in the defcription
are no other than the fhining ftones or pebbles, known
to be frequently found along the weftern coaft of Scot-
land.

fents
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fents to us the moft fimple and unimproved
manners. At their feafts, the heroes pre-
pared their own repaft; they fat round the
light of the burning oak ; the wind lifted their
locks, and whiftled through their open halls.
Whatever was beyond the neceflaries of life
was known to them only as the fpoil of the
Roman province; * the gold of the ftranger ;
“ the lights of the ftranger; the fteeds of the
¢ ftranger, the children of the rein.”

This reprefentation of Offian’s times, muft
ftrike us the more, as genuine and authentic,
when it is compared with a pdem of later
date, which Mr. Macpherfon has preferved
in one of his notes. It is that wherein five
bards are reprefented as pafling the evening
in the houfe of a chief, and cach of them fe-
parately giving his defcription of the night.
The night fcencry is beautiful; and the au-
thor has plainly imitated the ftyle and man-
ner of Offian: but he has allowed fome
images to appear which betray a later period
of fociety. For we meet with windows clap-
ping, the herds of goats and cows fecking
fhelter, the fhepherd wandering, corn on the
plain, and the wakeful hind rebuilding the
fhocks of corn which had been overturned by
the tempeft. Whereas, in Offian’s works,
from beginning to end, all is confiftent; no
modern allufion drops from him; but every
where, the fame face of rude nature appears ;
a country wholly uncultivated, thinly inha-

bited, and recently peqpled. The grafs of
4 the
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the rock, the flower of the heath, the thiftle
with its beard, are the chief ornaments of his
landfcapes. * The defert,” fays Fingal, is
“ enough for me, with all its woods and
“ deer.”

The circle of ideas and tranfa&ions is no
wider than fuits fuch an age ; nor any greater
diverfity introduced into charalters, than the
events of that period would naturally difplay.
Valour and bodily ftrength are the admired
qualities.  Contenmtions arile, as is ufual
among favage nations, from the flighteft
caufes. To be affronted at a tournament, or
to be omitted in the invitation to a feaft, kin-
dles a war. Women are often carried away
by force; and the whole tribe, as in the To-
meric times, rife to avenge the wrong. The
heroes fhew refinement of fentiment indeed
on feveral occafions, but none of manners.
They fpeak of their paft actions with free-
dom, boaft of their exploits, and fing their
own praife. iu their Dattles, it is evident
that drums, trumpets, or bagpipes, were not
known or ufed. They had no expedient for
giving the military alarms but ftriking a
fhield, or raifing a loud cry« and hence the
loud and terrible voice of Fingal is often
mentioned as a necellary qualification of a
great general; like the Gonv ayafs; Meyerass
of Homer. Of military difcipline or fkill,
they appear to have been entirely deftitute.
Their armies feem not to have been nume-
rous ; their battles were diforderly; and ter-

minated,
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minated, for the moft part, by a perfonal
combat, or wreftling of the two chiefs; after
which, ¢ the bard fung the fong of peace;
¢ and the battle ccafed along the field.”

The manner of compofition bears all the
marks of the greateft antiquity. No artful
tranfitions ; nor full and extended conne&ion
of parts; fuch as we find among the poets
of latcr times, when order and regularity of
compofition were more ftudied and known ;
but a ftyle always rapid and vehement; in
narration concife even to abtuptnefs, and
leaving feveral circuinftances to be fupplied
by the reader’s imagination. The language
has all that figurative caft, which, as I before
fhewed, partly a glowing and undifciplined
imagination, partly the fterility of language
and the want of proper terms, have always
introduced into the early fpeech of nations;
and, in feveral refpets, it carries a remarks
able refemblance to the ftyle of the Old Tefta-
ment. It deferves particular notice; as one of
the moft genuine and decifive charadters of
antiquity, that very few general terms, or ab
ftract ideas, are to be met with in the whole
colle@ion of Offian’s works. The ideas of
men, at firft, were all particular. They had
not words to exprefs general conceptions.
'Thefe were the confequence of more pro-
found refle@tion, and longer acquaintance
with the arts of thought and of fpeech. Of=
fian, accordingly, almoft never exprefles him-
felf in the abftradt. His ideas extended little

2 farther
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farther than to the obje&ts he faw around him.,
A public, a community, the univerfe, were
conceptions beyond his fphere. Even a moun-
tain, a fea, or a lake, which he has occafion
to mention, though only in a fimile, are for
the moft part particularized; it is the hill of
Cromla, the ftorm of the fca of Malmor, or
the reeds of the lake of Lego. A mode of cx-
preflion, which, whilft it is chara&eriftical of
ancient ages, is at the fame time highly favour-
able to defcriptive poetry. For the fame rea-
fons, perfonification is a poetical figure not
very common with Offian. Inanimate ob-
je&ts, fuch as winds, trees, flowers, he fome-
times perfonifies with great beauty. DBut the
perfonifications which are fo familiar to later
poets of Fame, Time, Terror, Virtue, and the
reft of that clafs, were unknown to our Celtic
bard. Thefe were modes of conception too
abftra& for his age.

All thefe are marks fo undoubted, and fome
of them too fo nice and delicate, of the moft
carly times, as put the high antiquity of thefe
poems out of queftion. Efpecially when we
confider, that if there had been any impofture
in this cafe, it muft have beeh contrived and
executed in the Highlands of Scotland, two or
three centuries ago; as up to this period, both
by manufcripts, and by the teftimony of a
multitude of living witnefles, concerning the
uncontrovertible tradition of thefe poems, they
can clearly be traced. Now this is a period
when that country enjoyed no advantages for

VoL, II. v a come
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a compofition of this kind, which it may not
be fuppoled to have enjoyed in as great, if not
in a greater degree, a thoufand years before.
To [uppofe that two or three hundred years
ago, when we well know the Highlands to
have been in a flate of grofs ignorance and
barbarity, there fhould have arifen in that
country a poct, of fuch exquifite genius, and
of fuch deep knowledge of mankind, and of
hiftory, as to divcft himfelf of the ideas and
manncrs of his own age, and to give us a juft
and natural picture of a frate of fociety
ancienter by a thouiand years; one who could
fupport this counterfeited antiquity through
fuch a large colletion of poems, without the
leaft inconfiftency ; and who, poflefled of all
this genius and art, had at the fame time the
felf-denial of concealing himfelf, and of afcrib-
ing his own works to an antiquated bard,
without the -impofture being deteCted; is a
fuppofition that tranfcends all bounds of cre-
dibility.

There are, helides, two other circumflances
to be attended to, flill of greater weight, if
poflible, againit this hypothefis.  One is, the
total abfence of ecligicus ideas from this work;
for which the traoflator has, in his preface,
given a very probable account, on the footing
of its being the work of Oflian, 'T'he druidi-
cal fuperflition was, in the days of Oflian, on
the ppint of its final extinction; and for par-
ticular reafons, odious to the family of Fingal;
whilft the Chriftian faith was not yet efta-

2 blifhed.
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blifhed. But had it been the work of one to
whom the ideas of Chriftianity were familiar
from his infancy ; and who had fuperadded to
them alfo the bigoted fuperftition of a dark age
and country; it is impoflible but in fome paf~
fage or other, the traces of them would have
appeared. The-other circumftance is, the en-
tire filence which reigns with refpet to all the
great clans or families which are now efta-
blithed in the Highlands, The origin of thefe
feveral clans is known to be very ancient:
and it is as well known that there is no
paflion by which a native Highlander is more
diftinguithed than by attachment to his clan,
and jealoufy for its honour. That a High-
land bard in forging a work relating to the
antiquities of his country, fhould have inferted
no circumftance which pointed out the rife of
his own clan, which afcertained its antiquity,
or increafed its glory, is, of all fuppolitions
that can be formed, the moft improbable; and
the filence on this head, amounts to a demon-
ftration that the author lived before any of the

prefent great clans®were formed or known.
Affuming it then, as we well may, for cer-
tain, that the poems, now under confideration,
are genuine venerable monuments of very re-
mote antiquity; [ proceed to make fome re-
marks upon their general fpirit and ftrain.
The two great charaeriftics of Offian’s poetry
are, tendernefs and fublimity. It breathes no-
thing of the gay and cheerle kind ; an air of
folemnity and ferioufnefs is diffufed over the
U2 - whole.
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whole. Offian is perhaps the only poet who
never relaxes, or lets himfelf down into the
light and amufing ftrain; which I readily ad-
mit to be no fmall difadvantage to him, with
the bulk of readers. He moves perpetually in
the high region of the grand and the pathetic.
One key note is ftruck at the begioning, and
fupported to the end; nor is any ornament in-
troduced, but what is perfeétly concordant
with the general tene or melody. The events
recorded, are all ferious and grave; the fcencry
throughout, wild and romantic. The ex-
tended heath by the {ea fhore; the mountain
fhaded with mift; the torrént rufhing through a
{olitary valley ; the fcattered oaks, and the tombs
of warriors overgrown with mofs; all produce
a folemn.attention in the mind, and prepare
it for great and extraordinary events. We
find not in Offian, an imagination that fports
itfeif, and drefles out gay trifles to pleafe the
fancy. His poetry, more perhaps than that
of any other writer, deferves to be ftyled, The
Poctry of the Heart. It is a heart penetrated
with noble fentiments, and with fublime and
tender paffions; a heart that glows, and kindles
the fancy; a heart that is full, and pours itfelf
forth. Offian did not write, like modern
pocts, to pleafe readers and critics. He fung
from the love of poetry #nd fong. His de-~
light was to think of the heroes among whom
Le had flourifhed; to recal the affe@ing inci-
dents of his life; tb dwell upon his paft wars,
and loves, and friendfhips ; till, as he exprcﬂ-'f:s

-1t
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it himfelf, ¢ there comes a voice to Offian and
¢ awakes his foul. It is the voice of years
¢ that are gone; they roll before me with all
¢ their deeds;” and under this true poetic in-
{piration, giving vent to his genius, no won-
der we fhould fo often hear, and acknowledge
in his ftrains, the powerful and ever-pleafing
voice of nature.

» Artc, natura potentior omni, —
Eft Deus in nobis, ayitante calefcimus illo.

It is neceflary here to obferve, that the
beauties of Offian’s writings cannot be felt by
thofe who have given them only a fingle or a
hafty perufal. His manner is fo different from
that of the poets, to whom we are moft ac-
cuftomed ; his ftyle is fo concife, and fo much
crowded with imagery; the mind is kept at
fuch a ftretch in accompanying the author;
that an ordinary reader is at firft apt to be
dazzled and fatigued, rather than pleafed.
His poems require to be taken up at intervals,
and to be frequently reviewed; and then it is
impoffible but.his beauties muft open to every
reader who is capable of fenfibility. Thofe
who have the highelt degreé of it, will relith
them the moft.

As Homer is, of all the great poets, the one
whofe manner, and whofe times, come the
neareft to Offian’s, we are naturally led to run’
a parallel in fome inftances between the Greek
and the Celtic bard. For though Homer
lived more than a-° thoufand years before

U3 Offian,
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Offian, it is not from the age of the world,
but from the ftate of fociety, that we are to
judge of refembling times. The Greek has,
in feveral points, a manifeft fuperiority. He
introduces a grecater variety of incidents; he
poflefles a larger compafs of ideas; has more
diverfity in his charalters; and a much decper
knowledge of human nature. It was not to
be expetted, that in any of thefe particulars,
Offian could equal Homer. For Homer lived
in a country where fociety was much farther
advanced ; he had beheld many more objeéts;
cities built and flourithing; laws inflituted;
order, difcipline, and arts, begun. His field
of obfervation was much larger and more
fplendid; his knowledge, of courfe, more ex~
tenfive; his mind alfo, it fhall be granted,
more penetrating. But if Offian’s ideas and
obje@s be lefs diverfified than thofe of Ho-
mer, they are all, however, of the kind fitteft
for poetry: the bravery and generofity of
heroes, the tendernefs of lovers, the attach-
ments of fricnds, parents, and children. In a
rude age and country, though the events that
happen be few, the undiffipated mind broods
over them more ;« they ftrike the imagination,
and fire the paflions in a higher degree; and
of confequence become happier materials to
a poetical genius, than the {ame events when
fcattered through the wide circle of more va=~

ried a&lion, and cultivated life,
Homer is a more cheerful and fprightly
poct than Offian.  You difcern in him all the
Greek
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Greek vivacity; whereas Offian uniformly
maintains the gravity and folemnity of a Cel-
tic hero. This too is in a great meafure to be
accounted for from the different fituations in
which they lived, partly perfonal, and partly
national. Oflian had f{urvived all his friends,
and was difpofed to melancholy by the inci-
dents of his life. But befides this, cheerful-
nefs is one of the many bleflings which we
owc to formed fociety. The folitary wild
ftate is always a ferious one. Bating the fud-
den and violent burfts of mirth, which fome-
times break forth at their dances and feafts,
the favage American tribes have been noted
by all travellers for their gravity and tacitur-
nity. Somewhat of this taciturnity may be
alfo remarked in Offian. On all occafions he
is frugal of his words; and never gives you
more of an image or a defcription than is juft
fuflicient to place it before you in one clear
point of view. It is a blaze of lightning,
which flathes and vanifhes. Homer is more
extended in his defcriptions; and fills them
up with a greater variety of circumftances.
Both the poets are dramatic ; that is, they in-
troduce their perfonages frequently fpeaking
betore us. But Offian is concife and rapid
in his fpeeches, as he is in every other thing.
Homer, with the Greek vivacity, had alfo
jome portion of the Greek loquacity. His
fpeeches indeed are highly chara&eriftical ;
and to them we are much indebted for that
admirable difplay he Has given of human na-

U4 ture.
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ture. Yet if he be tedious any where, it is in
thefe; fome of them are trifling; and fome of
them plainly unfeafonable, Both poets are
‘eminently fublime; but a difference may be
remarked in the fpecies of their fublimity.
Homer’s fublimity is accompanied with more
impetuofity and fire; Offian’s with more of a
folemn and awful grandeur. Homer hurries
you along; Offian elevates, and fixcs you in
aflonithment.  Homer is moft {ublime in ac-
tions and battles; Offian, in delcription and
fentiment. In the pathetic, ITomer, when he
chules to exert it, has great power; but Offian
exerts that powcr much oftener, and has the
charaler of tendernefs far more deeply im-
printed on his works. No poet knew better
how to feize and melt the heart. With re-
gard to dignity of fentiment, the pre-eminence
muft clearly be given to Offian. This is in-
deed a furprifing circumftance, that in point of
humanity, magnanimity, virtuous feelings of
every kind, our rude Celtic bard fhould be
diftinguifhed to fuch a degree, that not only
the heroes of Homer, but even thofe of the
polite and refined Virgil, are left far behind
by thofe of Offlan.

After thefe general obfervations on the
genius and {pirit of our author, I now pro-
ceed to a nearer view and more accurate exa=
mination of his works: and as Fingal is the
firlt great poem in this collection, it is proper
to begin with it. To refufe the title of an
epic poem to Fingal, becaufe it is not, in

every
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every little particular, exaétly conformable to
the pratice of Homer and Virgil, were the
mere fqueamifthnefs and pedantry of criticifm.
Examined even according to Ariftotle’s rules,
it will be found to have all the effential requi-
fites of a true and regular epic; and to have
feveral of them in fo high a degree, as at firft
view to raife our aftonitfhment on finding Of-
fian’s compofution fo agreeable to rules of
which he was entirely ignorant. But our af-
tonithment will ceafe, when we confider from
what fource Ariftotle drew thofe rules. Homer
knew no more of the laws of criticifm than
Offian. But guided by nature, he compofed
in verfe a regular ftory, founded on heroic
a&tions, which all pofterity admired. Arifto-
tle, with great fagacity and penetration, traced
the caufes of this general admiration. He
obferved what it was in Homer’s compofition,
and in the conduct of his ftory, which gave it
fuch power to pleafe; from this obfervation
he deduced the rules which poets ought to
follow, who would write and pleafe like Ho-
mer; and to a-compofition formed according
to fuch rules, he gave the name of an epic
poem. Hence his whole {yftem arofe. Arif=
totle ftudied nature in Homer. Homer and
Offian both wrote from nature. No wonder
that among all the three, there thould be fuch
agreement and conformity.

The fundamental rules delivered by Arifto-
tle, concerning an epic poem, are thefe: That
the action which is the ground-work of the

poem,
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poem, {hould be one, complete, and great ; that
it fhould be feigned, not merely hiftorical ;
that it fhould be enlivened with chara@ers and
manners, and heightened by the marvellous.
But before entering on any of thefe, it may
perhaps be afked, what is the moral of Fingal?
For, according to M. Boflu, an epic poem is
no other than an allegory contrived to illuftrate
fome moral truth. The poet, fays this critic,
muft begin with with fixing on {ome maxim
or inftrution which he intends to inculcate on
manhind. He next forms a fable, like one of
Aufop’s, wholly with a view to the moral;
aud having thus fettled and arranged his plan,
he then looks into traditionary hiftory for.
names and incidents, to give his fable fome air
of probability. Never did a more frigid, pe-
dantic notion enter into the mind of a eritic.
We may fafcly proncunce, that he who fhould
compcfc an epic poem after this manner, who
thould firft lay down a moral and contrive a
plan, before he had thought of his perfonages
and a&tors, might deliver indeed very found in-
firu@ion, but would find few readers. There
cannot be the lealt doubt that the firft object
which firikes af epic .poet, which fires his
genius, and gives him any idea of his work,
is the adtion or fubje he is to celebrate.
Hardly is there any tale, any fubject a poet
can chule for fuch a work, but will afford fome
gencral moral infirution. An epic poem is
by its nature onc of the moft moral of all
poetical compofitions; but its moral tendency
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is by no means to beslimited to fome common-
place maxim, which may be gathered from
the ftory. It arifes from the admiration of
heroic a&ions, which fuch a compofition is
peculiarly calculated to produce; from the
virtuous emotions which the charaters and
incidents raife, whillt we rcad it; from the
happy impreflicns which all the parts {epa-
rately, as well as the whole togcther, leave
upon the mind. However, if a gencral moral
be ftill infifted on, Fingal obvioufly furnifhes
one, not inferior to that of any other poet,
viz. That Wifdom and Bravery always triumph
over brutal force: or another, nobler flill;
That the moft complete vilory over an enemy
is obtained by that moderation and generofity
which convert him into a friend.

The unity of the Epic a&tion, which, of all
Ariftotle’s rules, is the chief and moft material,
is fo ftri€tly preferved in Fingal, that it muft
be perceived by every reader. It is a more
complete unity than what arifes from relating
the a&ions of one man, which the Greek cri-
tic juftly cenfures as imperfeét ; it is the unity
of one enterprife, the deliverance of Ireland
from the invafion of Swaran® an enterprife,
which has furely the full Heroic dignity. All
the incidents recorded bear a conftant refcrence
to one end ; no double plot is carried on; but
the parts unite into a regular whole: and as
the aQion is one and great, fo it is an entire
or complete action. For we find, as the critic

. farther
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farther requires, a beginhing, a middle, and
an end ; a Nodus, or intrigue in the poem ;
difficulties occurring through Cuthullin’s rafh-
nefs and bad fuccefs; thofe difficulties gradually
furmounted; and at laft the work conduéted
to that happy conclufion which is held eflential
to Epic Poetry. Unity is indeed obferved with
greater exaélnefs in Fingal, than in almoft
any other Epic compofition. For not only is
unity of fubje& maintained, but that of time
and place alfo. The Autumn is clearly pointed
out as the fcalon of the a&ion, and from be-
ginning to end the {cene is never fhified from
the heath of Lena, along ihe fea-thore. The
duration of the altion in Fingal, is much
fhorter than in the lliad or Aineid, but fure
there may be thorter as well as longcr Heroic
Poems; ard if the authority of Ariftotle be
alfo required for this, he {ays exprefsly that
the Fpic compofition is indefinite as to the
time of its duration. Accordingly the A&ion
of the lilad lafts only forty-feven days, whilft
that of the Kucid is continued for more than
a year.

Throughout the whole of Fingal, there
reigns that grandeur of fentiment, ftyle, and
imagery, which ouglit ever to diflinguifh this
high fpecies of poetry. The ftory is conducted
with no fmall art. The poet goes not back to
a tedious recital of the beginning of the war
with’ Swaran; but haftening to the main ac-

tion, he falls in exa&ly, by a moft happy
coincidence
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coincidence of thoughr, with the rule of
Horace.

L
Semper ad eventum feftinat, & in medias res,
Non fecus ac notas, auditorem rapit—
Nec gemino bellum T'rojanum auditur ab ovo.
De Arte Puct.

He invokes no mufe, for he acknowledged
none ; but his occafional addrefles to Malvina,
have a finer effeG than the invocation of any
mufe. He fets out with no formal propofition
of his fubjet; but the fubje& naturally and
cafily unfolds itfelf ; the poem opening in an
animated manner, with the fituation of Cu-
thullin, and the arrival of a {cout who informs
him of Swaran’s landing. Mention is pre-
fently made of Fingal, and of the expected
affiftance from the fhips of the lonely ifle, in.
order to give further light to the fubje@. For
the poet often fhews his addrefs in gradually
preparing us for the events he is to introduce;
and in particular the preparation for the ap-
pearance of Fingal, the previous expetations,
that are raifed, and the extreme magnifi-
cence fully anfwering thefe expetations, with
which the hero is at length Prefented to us,
are all worked up with fuch fkilful condu& as
would do honour to any poet of the moft re-
fined times. Homer’s art in magnifying the
charater of Achilles has been umniverfally ad-
mired. Offian certainly thews no lefs art in
aggrandizing Fingal. Nothing could be more
happily imagined for this purpofe than the
whole management of the laft battle, whgein

aul
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Gaul the fon of Morni had befought Fingal
to retire, and to leave to him and his other
chiefs the” honour of the day. The generofity
of the king in agreeing to this propofal; the
majefty with which he retreats to the hill,
from whence he was to behold the engage-
ment, attended by his bards, and waving the
lightning of his fword; his perceiving the
chiefs overpowered by numbers, but from un-
willingnefs to deprive them of the glory of
vitory by coming in perfon to their afliftance,
firft fending Ullin, the bard, to animate their
courage; and at laft, when the danger be-
comes more prefling, his rifing in his might,
and interpofing, like a divinity, to decide the
doubtful fate of the day; are all circumftances
contrived with fo much art as plainly difcover
the Celtic bards to have been not unpra&ifed
in heroic poetry.

The ftory which is the foundation of the
Iliad is in itfelf as fimple as that of Fingal. A
quarrel arifes between Achilles and Agamem-
non concerning a female flave; on which
Achilles, apprehending himfelf to be injured,
withdraws his afliftance from the reft of the
Greeks. The Grecks fall into great diftrefs,
and befeech him to be reconciled to them.
He refufes to fight for them in perfon, but
fends his friend Patroclus; and upon his being
flain, goes forth to revenge his death, and kills
He&or. The fubje&t of Fingal is this: Swaran
comes to invade Ireland: Cuthullin, the
guardian of the young king, had applied

for affiftance to Fingal, who reigned in
the
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the oppofite coaft of Scotland. DBut before
Fingal’s arrival, he is hurried by rafh counfel
to encounter Swaran. He is defcated 5 he re-
treats; and defponds.  Fingal orrives in this
conjunéture. The battle is for fome time du-
bions; but in the end he conquers Swaran
and the remembrance of Swaran’s being the
brother of Agandecca, who Lad once faved
his life, makes him difmifs him Lonoursbly.
Homer, it is true, has filled up his ftory with
a much greater variety of particulars than Of=
fian; and in this has fhewn a compafs of in-
vention fuperior to that of the other poet.
But it mult not be forgotten, that, though
Homer be more circumftantial, his incidents
however are lefs diverfified in kind than thofe
of Offian. War and bloodfhed reign through-
out the Ihad; and, notwithftanding all the
fertility of Homer’s invention, there is fo
much uniformity in his fubje@s, that there are
few readers, who, before the clofe, are not
tired with perpetual fighting. Whereas in
Offian, the mind is rclieved by a more agree-
able diverfity. . Therc is a finer mixture of
war and heroifm, with love and friendthip,
of martial with tender feencs, than is to be
met with, perhaps, in any other poct. The
Epifodes too, havc great propriety; as natural,
and proper to that age and country: confifting
of the fongs of bards, which are known to
have been the great entertainment of the Cel-
tic heroes in war, as well as in peace. Thefe

fongs are not introduced at random ; if you
except
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except the Epifode of Duchom-mar and Mor-
na, in the firft book, which, though beautiful,
is more unartful than any of the reft; they
have always fome particular relation to the
a&or who is interefted, or to the events which
are going on; and, whilft they vary the fcene,
they preferve a fufficient conne@ion with the
main fubje&, by the fitnefs and propriety of
their introduction.

As Fingal’s love to Agandecca influences
fome circumftances of the poem, particularly
the honourable difmiflion of Swaran at the
end; it was neceflary that we fhould be let
into this part of the hero’s ftory. But as it
lay without the compafs of the prefent adtion,
it could be regularly introduced no where,
except in an Fpifode. Accordingly the poet,
with as much propricty as if Ariftotle himfelf
had directed the plan, has contrived an Epifode
for this purpofe in the fong of Carril, at the
beginning of the third book.

The conclufion of the poem is firitly ac-
cording to rulc; and is every way noble and
pleafing. The reconciliation of the contend-
ing heroes, the confolation of Cuthullin, and
the general felicity that crowns the adtion,
footh the mind in a very agrecable manner,
and form that paflage from agitation and
trouble, to perfe@ quiet and repofe, which
critics require as the proper termination of the
Epic Work. ¢ Thus they pafled the night
“ in fong, and brought back the morning

“ with joy. Fingal drofe on the heath; and
4 ¢ fhook
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¢ fhook his glittering fpear in his hand. He
“ moved firft towards the plains of Lena; and
«“ we followed like a ridge of fire. Spread
¢ the fail, faid the king of Morven, and catch
“ the winds that pour from Lena. We role
“ on the wave with fongs; and ruthed with
* joy through the foam of the ocean.”—So
much for the unity and general conduct of the
F.pic ac&tion in Fingal.

With regard to that property of the fubjet
which Ariftotle requires, that it fhould be
feigned, nct hiftorical, he muft not be under-
flood fo firi&tly as if he meant to exclude all
fubje&@s which ‘have any foundation in truth.
For fuch exclufion would both be unreafonable
in itfelf, and, what is more, would be contrary
to the praltice of Homer, who is known to
have founded his lliad on hiftorical fa&s con=-
cerning the war of Troy, which was famous
throughout all Greece. Arifictle means no more
than that it is the bufinels of a poet not to be
a mere annalifl of faéts, but to embellifh truth
with beautiful, probable, and ufeful fiGions;
to copy nature, as he himfclf explains it, like
painters, who preferve a likenefs, but exhibit
their objects more grand and beautiful than
they are in reality. That Offian has followed
this courfe, and, building upon true hiflory,
has fufliciently adorned it with poetical fiGion
for aggrandizing his characters and fa&ts, will
not, 1 believe, be qucftioned by moft readcrs.
At the fame time, the foundation which thofe
facts and charaéters had jn truth, and the thare

VOL, IL. X which
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which the poet himfclf had in the tranfations
which he records, muft be confidered as no
{mall advantage to his work., For truth makes
an impreflion on the mind far beyond any
fition; and no man, let his imagination be
ever fo ftrong, rclates any events {o feelingly
as thefc in which he Las been interefted ; paints
any fcenc {0 naturally as one which he has
fcen; or draws any charalters in fuch ftrong
colours as thole which he has perfonally
kuown. It is confidcred as an advantage of
the Epic fubje& to be taken from a period fo
diftant, as by being involved in the darknefs
of tradition, may give acence to fable. Though
Oflian’s {ubjc& may at firlt view appear un-
favotrable in this refpe, as being taken from
his own times, yet, when we refleét that he
lived to an extreme old age; that he relates
what had been tranfaCted in another country,
at the diftance of many years, and after all
that race of men who had bcen the actors were
gone off the flage ; we fhall find the objection
in a great meafure obviated. In fo rude an
age, when no written records were known,
when tradition was loofe, and accuracy of
any kind little attended to, what was great
and heroic in one generation, eafily ripened
into the marvellous in the next.

The natural reprefentation of human cha-
ratters in an Epic Poem is highly effential to
its mgrit; and, in refpect of this, there can be
no doubt of Homer’s excelling all the heroic
poets who have ever wrote. But though fOll

1an
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fian be much inferior to Flomer in this article,
he will be found to be equal at leaft, it not
fuperior, to Virgil; and has indced given
all the difplay of human nature, which the
fimple occurrences of his times could be cx-
pected to furnith. No dead uniformity of
chara&er prevails in Fingal ; but, on the con-
trary, the principal charalters are not only
clearly diftinguifhed, but fometimes artfully
contrafted, {o as to illuftrate each other. Of-
fian’s heroes are, like Homer’s, all brave ; but
their bravery, like thofe of Homer’s too, is of
different kinds. For inftance, the prudent,
the fedate, the modeft, and circumfpe& Con-~
nal, is finely oppofed to the prefumptuous,
rafh, overbearing, but gallant and generous
Calmar. Calmdr hurries Cuthullin into attion
by his temerity ; and when he fees the bad
effect of his counfels, he will not furvive the
difgrace.  Connal, like another Ulyfles, at=
tends Cuthullin to his retreat, counfels and
comforts him under his misfortune. The
fierce, the proud, and high-fpirited Swaran
is admirably contrafted with the calm, the
moderate, and gencrous Fingal. The charac-
ter of Ofcar is a favourite one throughout the
whole poems. The amiable warmth of the
young warrior ; his eager impetuclity in the
day of acion; his paflion for fame ; his fub-
miflion to his father; his tendernefs for Mal-
vina; are the ftrokes of a mafterly pencil:
the ftrokes are few; but it is the hand of
nature, and attradts the heart. Oflian’s own

X2 character,
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chara&er, the old man, the hero, and the
bard, all in one, prefents to us through the
whole work a moft refpe&table and venerable
higure, which we always contemplate with
pleafure. Cuthullin is a hero of the higheft
clafs ; daring, magnanimous, and exquifitely
fenfible to honour. 'We become attached to
his intereft, and are deeply touched with his
diftrefe ; and sfter the admiration raifed for
him in the firft part of the poem, it is
a ftrong proof of Oflian’s mafterly genius that
whe durft adventure to produce to us another
hero, compared with whom, even the great
Cuthullin fhould be only an inferior perion-
age; and who fhould rifc as far above him,
as Cuthullin rifes above the reft.

Iere indeed, in the chara&er and defcrip-
tion of Fingal, Offian triumphs almoft unri-
valled: for we may boldly defy all antiquity
to fhew us any hero ¢qual to Fingal. Homer’s
He&or peflefles feveral great and amiable
qualitics; but Hector is a fecondary perfonage
jn the lliad, not the hero of the work. We
fee him only occafionally ; we know much
lefs of him than. we de of Fingal; who not
only, in this Epic Poem, but in Temora, and
throughout the reft of Offian’s works, is pre-
fented in all that variety of lights which give
the full difplay of a charadter. And though
Heéor faithfully difcharges his duty to his
counyry, his friends, and his family, he is
tinctured, however, with a degree of the fame
favage ferocity, which prevails among all the

Homeric
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Homeric heroes. For we find him infuling
over the fallen Patroclus, with the molt cruel
taunts, and telling him, when he lies in the
agony of death, rhat Achilles cannot help him
now ; and that in a fhort time his body, ftrip-
ped naked, and deprived of funeral honours,
fhall be devoured by the vultures *. Whercas
in the charalter of Fingal, concur alinoft all
the qualities that can ennoble human nature ;
that can either make us admire the hero, or
love the man. He is not only unconquerable
in war, but he makes his people happy by his
wifdom in the days of peace. He is truly the
father of his people. TIe is known by the
epithet of “ Fingal of the mildeft look;” and
diftinguifhed, on every occafion, by humanity
and generofity. He is merciful to his foes 1;
full of affe&ion to his children; full of con-
cern about his. friends; and never mentions
Agandecca, his firft love, without the utmoft
tendernefs. He is the univerfal prote&or of
the diftrefled; “ None ever went fad from
“ Fingal.”——* O Ofcar! bend the ftrong in
“ arms; but {pare the feeblahand. Be thou

¥ Tliad xvi. 830. Il xvii. 127. ‘

4+ When he commands his fons, after Swaran is taken
prifoner, to ¢ purfue the reft of Lochlin, over the heath
¢ of Lena; that no vefltll may hereafter bound on the
¢« dark-rolling waves of Iniftore;” he means not affured-
ly, as fome have mifreprefented him, to order a general
flaughter of the foes, and to prevent their faving them-
felves by flight ; but, like a wife general, he commands
his chiefls to render the viclory complete, by a total rout

of the enemy; that they might adventure no morc for the
future, to fit out any flect againft him or his allies.

X 3 © % aftream
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“ a fiream of many tides againft the foes of
¢ thy pcoplc; but like the gale that moves
¢ the grafe, to thofc who afk thine aid. So
“ Trenmor lived; {fuch Trathal was; and fuch
* has Fingal bcen. My arm was the {upport
¢ of the injured; the weak refted behind the
¢ lightning of my ftecl.” Thefe were the
maxims of true heroifm, to which he formed
his grandfon. His fame is reprefented as
every where fpread; the grcateft heroes ac-
knowledge his fuperiority ; his encmies tremble
at his name; and the higheft encomium that
can be beftowed on one whom the poet would
moft exalt, is to fay, that his {oul was like the
foul of Fingal.

To do juftice to the poet’s merit, in fup-
porting fuch a character as this, I muft ob-
ferve, what is not commonly attended to, that
there is no part of poetical execution more
difficult, than to draw a perfe& charatter in
fuch a manner, as to render it difliné& and af-
feGing to the mind. Some ftrokes of human
imperf «&lion and fmilty, are what ufually
give us the mof* clear view, and the moft fen-
fible impreflioh of a chara@er; becaufe they
prefent to us a man, fuch as we¢ have {een;
they recal known features of human naturc.
\When peets attempt to go beyond this range,
and deferibe a faultlefs hero, they, for the
maft part, fet before us a fort of vague undif-
tmgmfhable chara&cr, fuch as the imagination
cannot lay hold of, or realife to itfelf, as the
obje&t of aﬂ'céhon. We know how much

Virgil
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Virgil has failed in this particular. His per-
fet hero, Aneas, is an unanimated infipid
perfonage, whom we may pretend to admire,
but whom no one can heartily love. But what
Virgil has failed in, Offian, to our aflonifh-
ment, has fuccelsfully executed. Ilis Fingal,
though exhibited without any of the com-
mon human failings, is neverthelefs a real
man ; a character which touches and interefts
cvery reader. To this it has much contri-
buted, that the poet has reprefented him as
an old man; and by this has gained the ad-
vantage of throwing around him a great
many circumf{tances, peculiar to that age,
which paint him to the fancv in a moere dif-
tin&t lightt He is furrounded with Lis fa-
mily ; he inftru&s his children in the prin~-
ciples of virtuc ; he is narrative of his paft ex=
ploits ; he is vencrable with the grey locks of
age; hc is {requently dl!pofcd to moralife, like
an old man, on human vanity and the pro-
fpc@ of death. There is maore art, at leaflt
more felicity, in this, than may at firft be
imagined. For youth and old age are the
two ftates of huaman lifex capabc of be=-
ing placed in the moft picturefjue lights.
Middle age is more gencral and vague; and
has fewer circumftances peculiar to the idea
of it. And when any obje& is in a fituation,
that admits it to be rendered particular, and
to be cloathed with a variety of circum-
ftances, it always {tands out more clear and

full in poctical defcription,
X 4 Befides
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Befides human perfonages, divine or fu-
pernatural agents are often introduced irto
epic poctry; forming what is called the ma-
chinery of it; which moft critics hold to be
an effential part. The marvellous, it muft be
admitted, has always a great charm for the
bulk of readers. It gratifies the imagination,
and affords room for ftriking and fublime de~
feription.  No wonder, therefore, that all
pocts fhould have a flrong propenfity towards
it.  Dut I muft obferve, that nothing is more
difficult, than to adjuft properly the marvel-
lous with the probable. If a poct facrifice
probability, and fill his woik with extrava-
gant {upernatural fcenes, he fpreads over it
an appearance of romance and childifh fic-
tion; he tranfports his readers from this
world, into a tantaftic, vifionary region; and
lofes that weight and dignity which fhould
reign in cpic poetry. No work, from which
probability is altogether banifhed, can make a
lafting or deep impreflion. Human a&ions
and manners are always the moft intercfting
cbje@s which can be prefented to a human
mind. All machiuery, therefore, is faulty
which withdraws’thefe too much from view;
or obfcures them under a.cloud of incredible
fiGtions. Befides being temperately employed,
machinery ought always to have fome found-
ation in popular belief. A poet is by no
meang at liberty to invent what fyftem of the
marvellous he pleafes : he muft avail himfelf
either of the religious faith, or the fuperftis

tious
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tious credulity of the country wherein he
lives; fo as to give an air of probability to
events which are moft contrary to the com-
mon courfe of nature,

In thefe refpe&ts, Offian appears to me to
have been remarkably happy. He has in-
deed followed the fame courfe with Homer.
For it is perfeCly abfurd to imagine, as fome
critics have done, that Homer’s mythology
was invented by him, in confequence of pro-
found refle&tions on the benefit it would yield
to poetry. Homer was no fuch refining ge-
nius. He found the traditionary ftories on
which he built his Iliad, mingled with popular
legends concerning the intervention of the
gods; and he adopted thefe becaufe they
amufed the fancy. Offian, in like manner,
found the tales of his country full of ghofts
and {pirits: it is likely he believed them him-
felf ; and be introduced them, becaufe the
gave his poemns that folemn and marvellous
caft, which fuited his genius. This was the
only machinery he could employ with pro-
pricty ; becaufe it was the only intervention
of fupcrnatural beings, whith agreed with the
common belief of the country. It was hap-
Py ; becaufe it did not interfere in the leaft
with the proper difplay of human chara&ers
and altions ; becaufe it had lefs of the incre-
dible, than moft other kinds of poetical ma=
chinery; and becaufe it ferved to diverfity
the fcene, and to heighten the fubje& by un

. a, .1
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awful grandeur, which is the great defign of
machinery.

As Offian’s mytholory is peculiar to him-
felf, and makes a confiderable figure in his
other poems, as wcll as in Fingal) it may be
proper to make fome obfervations on it, in-
dependent of its fubferviency to epic compo~
fition. It turns, for the moft part, on the
appearances of departed fpirits. Thefe, con~
fonanily to the notions of every rude age, arc
reprefented nct as purely immaterial, but as
thin airy forms, which can be vifible or in-
vifible at pieafure; their voice is fecble; their
arm is weak; but they are cndowed with
knowledge more than human. In a {eparate
ftate, they rctain the fame difpofitions which
animated them in this life.  They ride on
the wind; they bend their airy bows; and

urfue deer formed of clouds. The ghofts of
departed bards continue to fing. The ghofts
of dcparted heroes frequent the fields of their
former fame. ¢ They relt together in their
¢ caves, and talk of mortal men. Their
“ fongs arc of other worlds. They come
“ fometimes to th¢ ear of reft, and raife their
¢ feeble voice.” All this prefcnts to us much
the fame fet of idcas, concerning fpirits, as
we find in the eleventh book of the Odyfley,
where Ulyfles viilts the regions of the dead:
and in the twenty-third book of the Iliad, the
ghoﬂ: of Patroclus, after appearing to Achilles,
vanithes precifely hke one of Oflian’s, emit-
ting
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ting a fhrill, feebles cry, and melting away
like {fmoke.

But though Homer’s and Offian’s ideas
concerning ghofts were of the fame nature,
we cannot but obferve, that Offian’s ghofts
are drawn with much ftronger and livelicr co-
lours thaif thofe of Homer. Oflian defcribes
ghofts with all the particularity of one who
had fcen and converfed with them, and whofe
imagination was full of the impreflion they
had left upon it. Ile calls up thofe awful
and tremendous ideas which the

Simulacra modis pallentia miris

are fittcd to raife in the human mind; and
which, in Shakefpeare’s ftyle, ¢ harrow up
“ the foul.” Crugal’s ghoft, in particular,
in the beginning of the fecond book of Fin-
gal, may vie with any appearance of this
kind, defcribed by any epic or tragic poet
whatever. Moft poets would have contented
themliclves with telling us, that he refembled,
in every particular, the llvmg Crugal ; that
his form and drefs were" the fame, only his
face more pale and fad ; and that he bore the
mark of the wound by which he fell. . But
Offian fets before our eyes a {pirit from the
invifible world, diftinguifhed by all thofe fea-
tures, which a ftrong aftonifhed imagination
would give to a ghoft. ¢ A dark-red ftream
# of firc comes down from the hill. Crugal
‘¢ fat upon the beam; he that lately fcll by

“ the
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« the hand of Swaran, flriving in the battle
¢ of heroes. Ilis face is like the beam of
¢ the {ctting moon. His rcbes are of the
¢ clouds of thc hill. His eycs are like two
¢ decaying flames. Dark is the wound
¢ of his breaft.—The ftars dim-twinkled
¢ through his form ; and his voic® was like
¢« the found of a diftant flream.” The cir-
cumftance of the ftars being belicld, ¢ dim-
« twinkling through his form,” is wonderfully
piGurefque; and conveys the moft lively im-
preflion of his thin and fhadowy fubftance,
The attitude in which he is afterwards placed,
and the {peech put into his mouth, are full
of that folemn and awful fublimity, which
fuits the fubje@. “ Dim, and in tecars, he
¢ ftood and ftretched his palc hand over the
¢ hero. Faintly he raifed his feeble voice,
« likc the galc of the reedy Lego.—My
“ ghoft, O Connal! is on my native hills;
¢ but my corfe is on the fands of Ullin.
¢ Thou fhalt never talk with Crugal, or find
« his lene fteps in the heath. Tam light as
“ the blaft of Cromla; and I move like the
¢ fhadow of mift.” Connal, fon of Colgar!
¢ 1 fee the dark clond of death. It hovers
¢ over the plains of Lena. The fons of
¢« oreen Frin fhall fall. Remove from the
« field of ghofts.—Like the darkened moon
¢ he retired in the midft of the whiftling
“ blaft)”
Several other appearances of fpirits might
be pointed out, as among the moft fublime
paflages
14
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paffages of Olhan’s poetry. The circum-
ftances of them are coniiderably diverfified ;
and the fcenery always fuited to the occafion.
“ Oftar flowly afcends the hill. The meteors
“ of night fet on the heath before him. A
diftant torrent faintly roars. Unfrequent
 Dblafis rufh through aged oaks. The half-
culiphtened moen f{inks dim and red be-
* hind her hill.  Yeeble voices are heard on
“ the heath. Olcar drew his {word.”
Nothing can prepare the fancy more happily
for the awful fcene thatis to follow. * Tren-
“* mor came from his hill, at the voice of his
“ mighty fon. A cloud, like the ftecd of the
“ firanger, fupported his airy limbs. His
“ robe is of the mift of Lano, that brings
¢ death to thc people. His fword is a green
“ meteor, half-extinguithed. His face is
¢ without form, and dark. He fighed thrice
¢ over the hero: and thrice, the winds of
¢ the night roared around. Many were his
“ words to Ofcar.—He flowly vanifhed, like
“ a mift that melts on the funny hill.” To
appearances of this kind, we can find no pa-
rallel among the Greekx or Roman poets.
They bring to mind that noble defcription in
the book of Job: * In thoughts from the
¢ vifions of the night, when deep fleep fall-
eth on men, fear came upon me, and
“ trembling, which made ail my bones to
¢ fhake. Then a {pirit pafled before my
“ face. The hair of my fleth ftood up. It
“ ftood ftill: but I cculd not difcern the form

“ thereof.

4]
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¢ thereof. An image was before mine eyes.
¢ There was filence; and I heard a voice—
“ Shall mortal man be more juft than God*?”

As Oflian’s fupernatural beings are de-
feribed with a furpriling force of imagination,
fo they are introduced with propricty. We
have only three ghofts in Tingal: that of
Crugal, which comes to warn the hoft of im-
pending deftruétion, and to advife them to
fave themfelves by retreat; that of Lvirallin,
the fpoufle of Offian, which calls him to rife
and refcue their fon from danger; and that
of Agandecca, which, juft hefore the laft en-
gagement with Swaran, moves Fingal to pity,
by mourning for the approaching deftruction
of her kinfmen and people.  In the other
poems, ghofts fometiines appear when in-
voked to foretel futurity ; frequently, accord-
ing to the notions of thefe times, they come
as forerunners of misfortune or death, to
thofe whom they vifit; fometimes they in-
form their friends at a diftance, of their own
dcath ; and fomnetimes they are introduced to
heighten the fcenery on fome great and fo-
lemn occafion. “+A hundred oaks burn to
« the wind ; and faint light gleams over the
¢ heath. 'The ghofts of Ardven pafs through
¢ the beam; and fhew their dim and diftant
¢ forms. Comala is half-unfeen on her me-
“ teor; and Hidallan is fullen and dim.”—
“ The awful faces of other times, looked

* Job, iv, 13—17.
' “ from
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¢« from tfie clouds of Crona.,”— Fercuth!
“ I faw the ghoft of night. Silent he ftood
on that bank ; his robe of mift flew on the
wind. % could behold his tears.  An aged
man he feemed, and full of thought.”
The ghofts of ftrangers mingle not with
thofe of the natives. * She is feen; but
¢ not like the daughters of the hill. Her
“ robes are from the ftrdngers land ; and fhe
“ is full alone.” When the ghcft of one
whom we had formerly known is introduced,
the propriety of the living character is flill
preferved.  This is remarkable in the ap-
pearance of Calmar’s ghoft, in the poem in-
titled, The Dcath of Cuthu'lin. He fecms
Lo fornode Cuthuiiin’s death, and to beckon
him to his cave. Cuthulin reproaches him
for fuppofing that he cculd be ummmated by
fuch prognoftics.  © VWiy dcft theu bend
“ thy dark cyes on m e, cLoft of the car-
“ borne Calmar ? Would'® thau frighten me,
“ O Matha’s fon! from the battles of Cor-
“ mac? Thy hand was not {ecble in war;
neither was thy voire for peace. How art
thou changed, chicf of daara! if now thou
*“ doft advife to liy! Retire thou to thy
* cave: thou art not Calmar’s ghoft: he
delighted in battle; and his arm was like
the thunder of heaven.” Calmar makes
no return to this fceming reproach: but,
“ He retired in his blaft with joy; for he
“ had heard the voice of his praife.” This
is precifely the ghott of Achilles in Homer ;
wlo,

(1%

(19

[
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who, notwithftanding all the diffatisfattion he
exprefles with his ftate in the region of the
dead, as foon as he had heard his fon Neop-
tolemmus praifed for his gallant behaviour,
firode away with filent joy to rejoin the reft
of the fhades *.

It is a great advantage of Offian’s mytho~
logy, that it is not local and temporary, like
that of moft other ancient poets; which of
courfe is apt to feem ridiculous, after the fu-~
perttitions have paﬁed away on which it was
founded. Oflian’s mythology is, to fpeak fo,
the mythology of human nature; for it is
founded on what has been the popular be-
lief, in all ages and countries, and under all
forms of religion, concerning the appearances
“of departed {pirits. Homer’s machinvery is
always lively and amufing; but far from
being always fupported with proper dignity.
The indecent {quabbles among his gods, fure-
ly do no honour to epic poetry. Whereas
Offian’s machinery has dignity upon all oc-
cafions. It is indeed a dignity of the dark
and awful kind; but this is proper; becaufe
coincident with the ftrain and fpirit of the
poetry. A light and gay mythology, like
Homer’s, would have been perfeély unfuit-
able to the fubjets on which Offian’s genius
was employed. But though his machinery
be always lolemn, it is not, however, always
dreary or difmal ; it is enlivened, as much as

* Odyfi. Lib. 11.
' the
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the fubje@ would permit, by thofe pleafant
and beautiful appearances, which he fome-
times introduces, of the fpirits of the hill.
Thefe arc gentle {pirits; defcending on fune
beams, fair-moving on the plain ; their forms
white and bright; their voices (weet; and
their vifits to men propitious. The greateft
praile that can be given, to the beauty of a living
woman, is to fay, * Sheis fair as the ghoft of
¢ the hill ; when it moves in a fun-beam at
“ noon, over the filence of Morven.” *¢ The
“ hunter fhall hear my voice from his booth.
¢ He fhall fear, but love my voice. For
“ fweet fhall my voice be for my friends;
% for pleafant were they to me.”

Befides ghofts, or the fpirits of departed
men, we find in Offian fome inftances of
other kinds of machinery. Spirits of a fu-
perior nature to ghofts are fometimes alluded
to, which have power to embroil the deep ;
to call forth winds and ftorms, and pour them
on the land of the ftranger; to overturn fo-
refts, and to fend death among the people.
We have prodigies too; a thower of blood 3
and when fome difafter is befalling at a dif«
tance, the found of death hcard on the ftrings
of Offian’s harp: all perfe@ly confonant, not
only to the peculiar ideas of northern nations,
but to the general current of a fuperftitious
imagination in all countries. The defcription
of Fingal’s airy hall, in the poem called Ber-
rathon, and of the afcent of Malvina into
it, deferves particular notice, as remarkably

VOL. II. Y noble
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noble and magmﬁcent But above all, the en«
gagement of Fingal with the fpirit of Loda,
in Carric thura, cannot be mentioned without
admiration. I forbear tranfcribing the paf-
fage, as it muft have drawn the attention of
every one who has read the works of Offian.
The undaunted courage of Fingal, oppofed
to all the terrors of the Scandinavian god ; the
appearance and the ipeech of that awful fpi-
rit; the wound which he reccives, and the
fhriek which he fends forth, ¢ as rolled into
¢ himfelf, he rofe upon the wind;” are full
of the moft amazing and terrible majefty. I
know no paflage more fublime in the writings
of any uninfpired author. The fition is cal-
culated to aggrandife the hcro ; which it does
to a high degree; nor is it fo unnatural or
wild a fition, as might at firft be thought.
According to the notions of thofe times, fu-
pernatural beings were material, and, confe-
quently, vulnerable. The fpirit of Loda was
not acknowledged as a deity by Fingal;

did no. worfhip at the ftone of his power
he plainly confidered him as the god of his
enemies cnly; as a local deity, whofe domi-
nion extended no farther than to the regions
where he was worfhipped ; who had, there-
fore, no title to threaten him, and no claim
to his fubmiffion. We know there are poeti-
cal precedents of great authority, for fitions
fully as extravagant ; and if Homer be for-
given for making Diomed attack and wound
in battlc, the gods whom that chief himfelf

worfhipped,
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worfhipped, Offian furely is pardonable for
making his hero fuperior to the god of a fo-
reign territory *.

Notwithftanding the poetical advantages
which I have afcribed to Offian’s machinery,
I acknowledge it would have been much more
beautiful and perfe&, had the author difco-
vered fome knowledge of a Supreme Be-
ing. Although his. filence on this head has
been accounted for by the learned and inge-
nious tranflator in a very probable manner,
yet ftill it muft be held a confiderable difad-
vantage to the poetry. For the moft auguft
and lofty ideas that can embellith poetry are

* ® The fcene of this encounter of Fingal with the fpirit
of Loda is laid in Iniftorc, or the iflands of Orkney ; and
in the defcription of Fingal’s landing there, it is faid,
¢¢ A rock bends along the coait with all its echoing wood.
¢ On the top is the circle of Loda, with the mofly ftone
¢ of power.” In confirmation of Offian’s topography, it
is proper to acquaint the reader, that in thefe iflands, as
Y have been well informed, there are many pillars, and cir-
cles of ftones, ftill remaining, known by the name of the
ftones and circles of Loda, or Loden; to which fome degree
of fuperftitious regard is annexcd to this day. Thefe
iflands, until the year 1468, made a part of the Danifh
dominions. Their ancient language, of which there arc
yet fome remains among the natives, is called the Norfe;
and is a diale&, not of ihe Celtic, but of the Scandina-
vian tongue, The manners and the fuperttitions of the
inhabitants are quite diftin from thofe of the Highlands
and wellern ifles of Scotland. Their ancient fongs, tooy
are of a different ftrain and charater, turning wpon ma-
gical incantations and evocations from the dead, which
were the favourite fubjefts of the old Runic poetry,
They have many traditions among them, of wars in for:
mer times with the inhabitants of the weftern iflands.

Y 2 derived
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derived from the belief of a divine admini-
ftration of the univerfe: and hence the invo-
cation of a Supreme Being, or at leaft of
fome fuperior powers who are conceived as
prefiding over human affairs, the folemnities
of religious worthip, prayers preferred, and
afliftance implored on critical occafions, ap-
pear with great dignity in the works of al-
moft all poets as chief ornaments of their
compofitions. The abfence of all fuch religious
ideas from Offian’s poctry, is a fenfible blank
in it; the more to be regretted, as we can
eafily imagine what an illuftrious figure they
would have made under the management of
fuch a genius as his; and how finely they
would have been adapted to many fituations
which occur in his works.

After fo particular an examination of Fin-
gal, it were needlefs to enter into as full a
difcuflion of the condu@& of Temora, the
other Epic Poem. Many of the fame obferv-
ations, efpecially with regard to the great
chara&eriftics of heroic poetry, apply to both.
The high merit, however, of Temora, re-
quires that we fhould not pafls it by without
fome remarks.

The fcene of Temora, as of Fingal, is laid
in lreland; and the a&tion is of a pofterior
date. The fubje&t is, an expedition of the
hero, to dethrone and punifh a bloody ufurp-
er, and to reftore the poffeflion of the king-
dom to the pofterity of the lawful prince :
an undertaking worthy of the juftice and he-
‘ roifm.
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roifm of the great Fingal. The a&ion is one
and complete. The poem opens with the de-
fcent of Fingal on the coaft, and the confult-
ation held among the chiefs of the enemy.
The murder of the young prince Cormac,
which was the caufe of the war, being ante-
cedent to the epic ation, is introduced with
great propriety as an epifode in the firft book.
In the progrefs of the poem, three battles are
defcribed, which rife in their importance
above one another; the fuccefs is various,
and the iffue for fome time doubtful; till at
laft, Fingal brought into diftrefs, by the wound
of his great general Gaul, and the death of
his fon Fillan, afflumes the command him=-
felf, and having flain the Irith king in fingle
combat, reftores the rightful heir to his throne,
Temora has perhaps lefs fire than the other
epic poem ; but in return it has more vari-
ety, more tendernefs, and more magnificence.
The reigning idea, fo often prefented to us,
of * Fingal in the laft of his fields,” is ve-
nerable and affe@ing; nor could any more
noble conclufion be thought of, than the
aged hero, after fo many fuccefsful atchieve-
_ments, taking his leave of battles, and with
all the {olemnities of thofe times refigning his
fpcar to his fon. The events are lefs crowded
in Temora than in Fingal ; aGions and cha-
ralters are more particularly difplayed; we
are let into the tranfalions of both hofts;
and informed of the adventures of the mght
Y3 as
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as well as of the day. 'The ftill pathetic, and
the romantic fcenery of feveral of the night
adventures, fo remarkably fuited to Offian’s
genius, occafion a fine diverfity in the poem ;
and are happily contrafted with the military
operations of the day.

In moft of our author’s poems, the hor-
rors of war are foftened by intermixed fcenes
of love and friendfhip. In Fingal, thefe are
introduced as epifodes; in Temora, we have
an incident of this nature wrought into the
body of the piece; in the adventure of Cath-
mor and Sulmalla. This forms one of the
moft confpicuous beauties of that poem The
diftrefs of Sulmalla, difguifed and unknown
among f{trangers, her tender and anxious con=
cern for the fafety of Cathmor, her dream,
and her melting remembrance of the land of
her fathers; Cathmor’s emotion when he firft
difcovers her, his ftruggles to conceal and
fupprefs his paffion, left it {hould unman him
in the idft of war, though * his foul pour=
¢ ed forth in fecret, when he beheld her
“ fearful eye;” and the laft interview be=
tween them, when overcome by her tender-
nefs, he icts her know he had difcovered her,
and confefles his paffion; are all wrought up
with the moft exquifite fenfibility and delicacy.

Befides the chara&ers which appeared in
F mgal feveral new ones are here introduced;
and thaucrh, as they are all the charalters of
warriors, bxavery is the predominant feature,

they
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they are neverthelefs diverfified in a fenfible
and firiking manner. Foldath, for inftance,
the general of Cathmor, exhibits the perfe&
picture of a favage chieftain: bold, and da-
ring, but prefumptuous, cruel, and overbear-
ing. He is diftinguifhed on his firft appear-
ance, as the friend of the tyrant Cairbar;
“ His ftride is haughty ; his red eye rolls in
“ wrath,” In his perfon and whole deport-
ment, he is contrafted with the mild and wife
Hidalla, another leader of the {fame army, on
whofe humanity and gentlenefs he looks with
great contempt. He profefledly delights in
ftrife and blood. He infults over the fallen.
He is imperious in his counfels, and faGious
when they are not followed. He is unrelent-
ing in all his fchemes of revenge, even to the
length of denying the funeral fong to the
dead; which, from the injury thereby done
to their ghofts, was, in thofe days confidered
as the greateft barbarity. Fierce to the laft,
he comforts himfelf in his dying moments,
with thinking that his ghoft fhall often leave
its blaft to rejoice over the graves of thofe he
had flain. Yet Offian, ever prone to the pa-
thetic, has contrived to throw into his ac-
count of the death, even of this ‘man, fome
tender circumftances ; ; by the moving defcrip-
tion of his daughter Dardulena, the laft of

his race.
The chara&er of Foldath tends much to
exalt that of Cathmor, the chief commander,
Y4 whigh
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which is diftinguifhed by the moft humane
virtues. He abhors all fraud and cruelty, is
famous for his hofpitality to firangers; open to
every gencrous fentiment, and to every foft
and compaffionate feeling. He is fo amiable
as to divide the reader’s attachment between
him and the hero of the poem; though our
author has artfully managed it fo as to make
Cathmor himfelf indirettly acknowledge Fin-
gal’s fuperiority, and to appear fomewhat ap-
prehenfive of the event, after the death of Fil-
lan, which he knew would call forth Fingal in
all his might. It is very remarkable, that al-
though Offian has introduced into his poems
three complete heroes, Cuthullin, Cathmor,
and Fingal, he has, however, fenfibly diftin-
guithed each of their chara@ers. Cuthullin is
particularly honourable; Cathmor particularly
amiable; Fingal wife and great, retaining an
afcendant peculiar to himfelf in whatever light
he is viewed. _

But the favourite figure in Temora, and the
one moft highly finithed, is Fillan. His cha-
raler is of that fort, for which Offian thews a
particular fondnefs; an eager, fervent, young
warrior, fired with all the impatient enthufiafim
for military glory, peculiar to that time of life.
He had fketched this in the defcription of his
own fon Olcar; but as he has extended it more
fully in Fillan, and as the chara&er is {o con-
fonantvto the epic ftrain, though, fo far as 1
remember, not placed in fuch a confpicuo;:]s

ot light
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light by any other epic poet, it may be worth
while to attend a little to Offian’s management

of it.in this inftance. .
Fillan was the youngeft of all the fons of
Fingal ; younger, it is plain, than his nephew
Ofcar, by whofe fame and great deeds in war,
we may naturally fuppofe his ambition to have
been highly ftimulated. Withal, as he is
younger, he is defcribed as more rath and
fiery. His firft appearance is foon after Of-
car’s death, when he was employed to watch
the motions of the foe by night. In a con-
verfation with his brother Offian, on that oc-
cafion, we learn that it was not long fince he
began to lift the fpear. * Few are the marks
“ of my fword in battle; but my foul is fire.”
He is with fome difficulty reftrained by Offian
from going to attack the enemy; and com-
plains to him, that his father had never allowed
him any opportunity of fignalizing his valour.
* The king hath not remarked my fword; I
% go forth with the crowd ; I return without
* my fame.” Soon after, when Fingal, ac-
cording to cuftom, was to appoint one of his
chiefs to command the army, and each was
ftanding forth, and putting in his claim to
this honour, Fillan is prefented in the follow-
ing moft pi¢turefque and natural attitude:
% On his fpear ftood the fon of Clatho, in
* the wandering of his locks. Thrice he
¢ raifed his eyes to Fingal: his voice thrice
# failed him as he fpoke. Fillan could not
# boaft of battles; at once he ftrode away.
: “ Bent
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& Bent over a diftant ftream he flood; the
“ tear hung in his eye. He ftruck, at times,
% _the thiftle’s head, with his inverted fpear,”
o lefs natural and beautiful is the defcription
of Fingal’s paternal emotion on this occafion.
% Nor is he unfeen of Fingal. Side-long he
. % beheld his fon. He beheld him with burft-
% ing joy. He hid the big tear with his locks,
% and turned amidft his crowded foul.” The
command, for that day, being given to Gaul,
Fillan rufhes amidft the thickeft of the foe,
faves Gaul’s life, who is wounded by a ran-
dom arrow, and diftinguifhes himfelf fo in
battle, that ¢ the days of old return on Fin~-
% gal’'s mind, as he beholds the renowa of his
“ fon. As the fun rejoices from the cloud,
% over the tree his beams have raifed, whilft
% it fhakes its lonely head on the heath, fo
“ joyful is the king over Fillan.” Sedate
however and wife, he mixes the praife which
he beftows on him with fome reprehenfion of
his rathnefs. “ My fon, I faw thy deeds, and
“ my foul was glad. Thou art brave, fon of
¢ Clatho, but headlong in'the ftrife. So did
% not Fingal advance, though he never feared
“ afoe, Let thy people be a ridge behind
“ thee; they are thy ftrength in the field.
“ Then fhalt thou be long renowned, and be-

% hold the tombs of thy fatheys.”
. On the next day, the greateft and the laft
of Fillapa life, the charge is committed to him
of leading on the hoft to battle. Fingal’s
fpecch to his treops on this occafion is fullbtl)f
¢ nobie
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poble fentiment; and, where he recommends
his fon to their care, extremely touching.
¢ A young beam is before you; few are hjs
% fteps to war. They are few, but he is
*¢ valiant; defend my dark-haired fon. Bring
“ him back with joy; hereafter he may ftand
$ alone, His form is like his fathers; his
“ foul is a flame of their fire.”” When-the
battle begins, the poet puts forth his ftrength
to defcribe the exploits of the young hero;
who, at laft encountering and killing with his
own hand Foldath, the oppofite general, ate
tains the pinnacle of glory. In what follows,
when the fate of Fillan is drawing near, Of=
fian, if any where, excels himfelf, Foldath
being flain, and a general rout begun, there
was no refource left to the enemy but in the
great Cathmor himfelf, who in this extremity
defcends from the hill, where, according to
the cuftom of thofe princes, he furveyed the
battle. Obferve how this critical event is
wrought up by the poet. “ Wide fpreading
¢ over echoing Lubar, the flight of Bolga is
 rolled along. Fillan hung forward on their
¥ fteps; and ftrewed the heath with dead.
 Fingal rejoiced over his fon.———Blue-
¢ fhielded Cathmor rofe. Son of Alpin,
¢ bring the harp! Give Fillan’s praife to the
¢ wind; raife high his praife in my hall, while
“ yet he fhines in war. Leave, blue-eyed
¢ Clatho! leave thy hall; behold that early
¢ beam of thine! The hoft is withered in its
§ courfe. No farther look——it is dark—

“ lights
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¢ light-trembling from the harp, firike, vir+
¢ pgins! firike the found.” The fudden in-
terruption, and fufpenfe of the narration on
Cathmor’s rifing from his hill, the abrupt
burfting into the praife of Fillan, and the pal~
fionate apoftrophe to his mother Clatho, are
admirable efforts of poetical art, in order to
fntereft us in Fillan’s danger; and the whole
is heightened by the immediate following
fimile, one of the moft magnificent and
fublime that is to be met with in any poet,
and which if it had been found in Homer,
would have been the frequent fubje& of ad-
miration to critics: * Fillan is like a fpirit of
¢ heaven, that defcends from the fkirt of his
¢ blaft. - The troubled ocean feels his fteps,
4 25 he firides from wave to wave. His path
¢ kindles behind him; iflands fhake their
# heads on the heaving feas.”

But the poet’s art is not yet exhaufted. The
fall of this noble young warrior, or, in Of-
fian’s ftyle, the extin&ion of this beam of
heaven, could not be rendered too interefting
and affe@ing. Our attention is naturally
drawn towards Fingal. He beholds from his
hill the rifing of Cathmor, and the danger of
his fon. But what fhall he do? ¢ Shall Fin-
¢ gal rife co his aid, and take the fword of
% Lunb? What then fhall become of thy
* fame, fon of white-bofomed Clatho? Turn

»#% notdthine eyes from Fingal, daughter of
#. Tniffore! I fhall not quench thy early beam.
& Nul}‘loud of mine fhall rife, my fon, upon

“ (1) (hy
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% thy foul of fire.”—Strugeling between con-
.cern for the fame, and fear for the fafety, of
his {¢n, he withdraws from the fight of the
engagement; and difpatches Offian in hafte to
the field, with this affe@ionate and delicate
injun@ion: “ Father of Ofcar!” addreffling
him by a title which on this occafion has the
higheft propriety, ¢ Father of Ofcar! lift the
“ fpear; defend the young in arms. But
“ conceal thy fteps from Fillan’s eyes. He
“ muft not know that I doubt his fleel.” Of-
fian arrived too late. But unwilling to deferibe
Fillan vanquifhed, the poet fupprefles all the
.circumftances of the combat with Cathmeor;
and only fhews us the dying hero. We fee
him animated to the end with the fame mar-
tial and ardent fpirit; breathing his laft in bit-
ter regret for being fo early cut off from the
field of glory. ¢ Offian, lay me in that hol-
“ low rock. Raife no ftone above me, lelt
“ one fhould afk about my fame. 1 am fallen
“ in the firft of my fields; fallen without.re~
“ nown. Let thy voice alone fend joy to
* my flying foul. Why thould the bard know
% where dwells the early-fallen Fillan{” He
who, after tracing the circumftances of this
ftory, fhall deny that our bard is poflefled of
high fentiment and high art, muft be firangely
prejudiced indeed. Let him read the ftory of
Pallas in Virgil, which is of a fimilar kind;
and after all the praife he may juftly beftow
en the elegant and finifhed defeription of that
amiable author, let him fay which of the twe
3 : - poets
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poets unfold moft of the human foul: I waive
infifting on any more of the particulars in Te~
'mora; as my aim is rather to lead the reader
into the genius and fpirit of Offian’s poetry
than to dwell on all his beauties.

The judgment and art difcovered in con-
du&ing works of fuch length as Fingal and
Temora, diftinguith them from the other
poems in this colle¢tion. The fmaller pieces,
however, contain particular beauties no lefs
eminent. They are hiftorical poems, generally
of the elegiac kind; and plainly difcover them-
felves to be the work of the fame author. One
confiftent face of manners is every where pre~
fented to us; one fpirit of poetry reigns; the
mafterly hand of Offian appears throughout;
the fame rapid and animated ftyle; the fame
ftrong colouring of imagination, and the fame
glowing fenfibility of heart. Befides the unity
which belongs to the compofitions of one man,
there is moreover a certain unity of fubje&,
which very happily conneéts all thefe poems.
They form the poetical hiftory of the age of
Fingal. The fame race of heroes whom we
had met with in the greater poems, Cuthullin,
Ofcar, Connal, and Gaul, return again upon
the ftage; and Fingal himfelf is always the
principal figure, prefented on every occafion,
with egual magnificence, nay rifing upon us
10 the laft. The circumftances of Offian’s old
age angd blindnefs, his furviving all his friends,
and ‘l;: relating their great exploits to Malvie
sa, ths

H

fpoufe or miftrels of his beloved fon
Ofcar,
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Ofcar, furnifh the fineft poetical fituations that
fancy could devife for that tender pathetic
which reigns in Offian’s poetry.

On each of thefe poems there might be
room for {eparate obfervations, with regard to
the condu&t and difpofition of the incidents,
as well as to the beauty of the defcriptions,
and fentiments. Carthon is a regular and
highly finifhed piece. The main ftory is very
properly introduced by Claflammor’s relation
of the adventure of his youth; and this intro-
duion is finely heightened by Fingal’s foag
of mourning over Moina; in which Offian,
ever fond of doing honour to his father, has
contrived to diftinguith him for being an emi-
nent poet as well as warrior. Fingal’s fong
upon this occafion, when,. * his thoufand
¢ Bards leaned forwards from their feats, to
¢ hear the voice of the King,” is inferior to
no paflage in the whole book ; and with great
judgment put in his mouth, as the ferioulneis,
no lefs than the fublimity of the ftrain, is pe-
culiarly fuited to the Hero’s charaQer. ia
Darthula, are aflembled almoft all the tender
images that can touch the heart of man;
friendthip, love, the affe&ions of parents, fons,
and brothers, the diftrefs of the aged, and the
unavailing bravery of the young. The beau-
tiful addrefs to the moon, with which the
poem opens, and the tranfition from thence
to the fubje@, moft happily prepare the mind
for that train of affeQing events that is to fol-
low. The flory is regular, dramatic, intereft-
ing to the laft. He who can read it without

: <moftion
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emotion may congratulate  bhimfelf, if he
pleafes, upon being completely armed againit
fympathetic forrow. As Fingal had no occa-
fion of appearing in the aGion of this poem,
Offian makes a very artful tranfition from
his narration, to what was pafling in the halls
of Selma. The found heard there on the
ftrings of his harp, the concern which Fingal
fhews on hearing it, and the invocation of the
ghofts of their fathers, to receive the heroes
falling in a diftant land, are introduced with
great beauty of imagination to increafe the
folemnity, and to diverfify the fcenery of the
poem.

Carric-thura is full of the moft fublime dig-
nity ; and has this advantage, of being more
cheerful in the fubje&, and more happy in the
«cataftrophe, than moft of the other poems:
though tempered at the fame time with epi-
fodes in that ftrain of tender melancholy which
feems to have been the great delight of Offian
and the Bards of his age. Lathmon is pecu~
liarly diftinguithed by high generofity of fen-
timent. ‘This is carried fo far, particularly in
the refufal of Gaul, on one fide, to take the
advantage of a fleeping foe; and of Lathmon,
‘on the other, to overpower by numbers the
two young warriors, as to recal into one’s
mind the manners of chivalry; fome refem-
‘blance to which may perhaps be fuggefted by
.other incidents in .this colleGion of poems.
i s however, took rife in an age and
ry too temote frgm thofe .of .Offian, to
the fulpicion that the one could have
.3 borrowed
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borrowed any thing from the other. So far
as chivalry had any real exiftence, the fame
military enthufiafm, which gave birth to it in
the feudal times, might, in the days of Offian,
that is, in the infancy of a rifing flate, through
the operation of the fame caufe, very naturally
produce effes of the fame kind on the minds
and manners of men. So far as chivalry was
an ideal fyftem exifting only in romance, it
will not be thought furprifing, when we re .
fle& on the account before given of the Celtic
Bards, that this imaginary refinement of heroic
manners thould be found among them, as much,
at leaft, as among the Trobadores, or firolling
Provengal Bards, in the 10th or 11th century;
whofe fongs, it is faid, firft gave rifc to thofe
romantic ideas of heroifm, which for fo long
a time enchanted Europe*. Offian’s heroes
have all the gallantry and generofity of thofe
fabulous knights, without their extravagance;
and his love fcenes have native tendernefs,
without any mixture of thofe forced and un=
natural conceits which abound in the old ro-~
mances. The adventures related by our poet
which refemble the moft thofe of romance,
concern women who follow their lovers to war
difguifed in the armour of men; and thefe are fo
managed as to produce, in the difcovery, feveral
of the moft interefting fituations ; one beauti=
ful inftance of which may be feen in Carric-
thura, and another in Calthon and Colmal.

* Vid. Huetius de origir: fabularum Romanenfium.
YOL. I % Oithona
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Oithona prefents a fituation of a different
natdre. In the abfence of her lover Gaul, the
had been carried off and ravitfhed by Dun<
rommath. Gaul difcovers the place where the
pesikt concealed, and comes to revenge her.
The meeting of the two lovers,; the fentiments
and the behaviour of Oithona on that occafion,
are defcribed with fuch tender and exquifite
propriety, as does the greateft honour both to
the art and to the delicacy of our author; and
would have been admired in any poet of the
moft refined age. The condu@ of Croma muft
ftrike every reader as remarkably judicious and
beautiful. 'We are to be prepared for the
death of Malvina, which is related in the fuc-
ceeding poem. She is therefore introduced in
perfon; * fhe has heard a voice in a dream
% fhe feels the fluttering of her foul;” and in
a moft moving lamentation addrefled to her
beloved Ofcar, fhe fings her own Death-fong.
Nothing could be calculated with more art to
footh and comfort her than the ftory which
Offian relates. In the young and brave Fovar-
gormo, another Ofcar is introduced; his
praifes are fung; and the happinefs is fet be-
fore her of thofe who die in their youth,
“ when their renown is around them; before
% the feeble behold them in the hall, and fmile

_% at their trembling hands.” :
- Butrno where does Offian’s genius appear
to -gréater advantage, than in Berrathén,
_ whichi is reckoned the conclufion of his

fongs,
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fongs, * The laft found of the voice of
¢ Cona.” ‘ '

Qualis olor noto pofiturus littore vitam,
Ingemit, et meftis mulcens concentibus auras
Przfago queritur venientia funera cantu.

The whole train of ideas is admirably fuited
to the fubjec. Every thing is full of that ine
vifible world, -into which the aged Bard be-
lieves himfelf now ready to enter. The airy
hall of Fingal prefents itfelf to his view; * he
“ fees the cloud that fhall receive his ghoft ;.
 he beholds the mift that fhall form his robe
¢ when he appears on his hill;” and all the
patural objects around him feem to carry the
prefages of death., “ The thiftle {fhakes its
“ beard to the wind. The flower hangs its
 heavy head; it feems to fay, I am covered
“ with the drops of heaven; the time of my
¢ departure is near, and the blaft that fhall
“ fcatter my leaves.,” Malvina’s death is
hinted to him in the moft delicate manner by
the fon of Alpin. His lamentation over her,
her apotheofis, or afcent to theé habitation of
heroes, and the introduion to the ftory which
follows from the mention which Offian fup~
pofes the father of Malvina to make of him in
the hall of Fingal, are all in the higheft {pirit
of poetry. * And doft thou remember Of-
% fian, O Tofcar fon of Comloch? The bat-
“ tles of our youth were many; our fwords
* weat together to the field.,” Nothing conld
g "z 8 " be
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be more proper than to end his fongs with re-

~cording an exploit of the father of that Mal-
vina, of whom his heart was now fo full; and
who, from firft to laft, had been fuch a fa-
vourite object throughout all his poems.

The fcene of moft of Offian’s poems is laid
in Scotland, or in the coaft of Ireland oppofite
to the territories of Fingal. When the fcene
is in Ireland, we perceive no change of man-
ners from thofe of Offian’s native country.
¥or as Ireland was undoubtedly peopled with
Celtic tribes, the language, cuftoms, and re-
ligion of both nations were the fame. They
had been feparated from one another, by
migration, only a few generatxons, as it
fhould feem, before our poet’s age; and they
ftill maintained a clofe and frequent inter-
courfe. But when the poet relates the expedi-
tions of any of his heroes to the Scandinavian
coaft, or to the iflands of Orkney, which were
then part of the Scandinavian territory, as he
does in Carric-thura, Sulmalla of Lumon, and
Cathloda, the cafe is quite altered. Thofe
countries were inhabited by nations of the
Teutonic defcent, who in their manners and
-religious rites differed widely from the Celt;
and it is curious and remarkable, to find this
difference clearly pointed out in the poems of
Offian. His defcriptions bear the native.
marks of one who was prefent in the expedi-
tionsy which he relates, and who defcribes
vwhat he had feen wnh his own eyes. No

§ fooner
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fooner are we carried to Lochlin, or the
iflands of Iniftore, than we perceive that we
are in a foreign region. New objes begin
to appear. We meet every where with the
ftones and circles of Loda, that is, Odin, the
great Scandinavian deity. We meet with the
divinations and inchantments, for which it is
well known thofe northern nations were early
famous. * There, mixed with the murmur
“ of waters, rofe the voice of aged men, who
“ called the forms of night to aid them in
 their war;” whilft the Caledonian chiefly
who affifted them, are deferibed as ftanding at
a diftance, heedlefs of their rites. That fero=
city of manners which diftinguithed thofe na-
tions, alfo becomes confpicuous. In the come
bats of their chiefs there is a peculiar favage-
nefs; even their women are bloody and fierce.
The fpirit, and the very ideas of Regner Lod-
brog, that northern fcalder whom I formerly
quoted, occur to us again. “ The hawks,"
Offian makes one of the Scandinavian chiefs
fay, * ruth from all their winds; they are
¢ wont to trace my courfe. We rejoiced
¢ three days above the dead, and called the
¢ hawks of heaven. They came from all their
¢ winds, to feaft on the foes of Annir.”
Difmifling now the feparate confideration of
any of our’author’s works, I proceed to make
fome obfervations on his manner of writing,
under the general heads of Defcription, Ima«
'gery,. and Sentiment. ._
Z .3 A poet
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A poet of -original genius is always diftin~
~guithed by his talent for defcription¥. A
fecond-rate writer difcerns nothing mew or
peculiar in the obje& he means to defcribe,
His conceptions of it are vague and loofe ; his
expreflions feeble; and of courfe the object is
prefented to us indiftinGly and as through a
cloud. But a true poet makes usimagine that
we fee it before our eyes; he catches the dif-
tinguithing features; he gives it the colours of
life and reality ; he places it in fuch a light
that a painter could copy after him. This
bappy talent is chiefly owing to a lively ima-~
gination, which firft receives a ftrong impref~
fion of the objet;. and then, by a proper
fele@ion of capital piGturefque circumftances
employed in defcribing it, tranfmits that im-
preffion in its full force to the imaginations of
others. 'That Offian poffefles this defcriptive
power in a high degree, we have a clear proof
from the effe which his defcriptions produce
upon the imaginations of thofe who read him
with any degree of attention and tafte. Few
poets are more interefting. We comra&t an
intimate acquaintance with his principal
heroes. The chara&ers, the manners, the face
of the country, become familiar: we even
think we could draw the figure of his ghofts,
In a word, whilft reading him we are tranf-

# Sec the rules of poetical defcription excellently illuf-
trated by lord Kaims, in his Elements of Criticifm, vol. i,
ehap z; Of narration and defeription,

ported



on THE POEMS .05 _OSSIA.N. 343 -

ported as into a new region, and dwell among
‘his objecs as if they were all real. - -
It were eafy to point out feveral inftances of
exquifite painting in the works of our author.
Such, for inftance, as the {cenery with which
Temora opens, and the attitude in which
Cairbar is there prefented to us; the defcrip-
tion of ¢he young prince Cormac, in the {ame
book; and the ruins of Balclutha in Cartho,
“ I have feen the walls of Balclutha, but they
¢ were defolate. The tire had refounded in
¢ the halls; and the voice of the people is
¢ heard no more. - The fiream of Clutha was
“ removed from its place by the fall of the
“ walls. The thiftle fhook there its lonely
© head: the mofs whiftled to the wind. The
“ fox looked out from tise windows; the rank
« grafs of the wall waved round his head.
¢ Defolate is the dwelling of Moina; filence
“ is in the houfe of her fathers.” Nothing
alfo can be more natural and lively than the
manner in which Carthon afterwards defcribes
how the conflagration of his city affeéted him
when a child;: * Have I not {een the fallen
¢ Balclutha? And fhall I feaft with Comhal’s
“ fon? Comhal! who threw his fire in the
“ midft of my father’s hall! I was young, and
“ knew not the caufe why the virgins wept.
% The columns of fmoke pleafed mine eye,
“ when they rofe above my wails: I often
“ looked back with gladnefs, when my friends
. fled above the hill. But when the years of
% my youth came on, I bebeld the mofs of
z24 % my
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“ my fallen walls. My figh arofe with the
* morning; and my tears defcended with
¢ night. Shall I not fight, I faid to my foul,
% againft the children of my foes? And I will
“ fight, O Bard! I feel the ftrength of my
¢ foul.” In the fame poem, the aflembling
of the chiefs round Fingal, who had been
warned of fome impending danger by the ap-
pearance of a prodigy, is defcribed with fo
many pi¢turefque circumftances, that one ima-
gines himfelf prefent in the affembly. ¢ The
¢ king alone beheld the terrible fight, and he
¢ forefaw the death of his people. He came
¢ in filence to his hall, and took his father’s
* {pear; the mail rattled on his breaft. The
¢ heroes rofe around. They looked in filence
“ on each other, marking the eyes of Fingal.
¢ They faw the battle in his face. A thoufand
¢ fhields are placed at once on their arms;
¢ and they drew a thoufand {words. The
¢ hall of Selma brightened around. The
% clang of arms afcends. The grey ‘dog®
¢ howl in their place. No word is among
¢ the mighty chiefs. Each marked the eyes
¢ of the king ; and half-afflumed his fpear.”
It has been obje@ted to Offian, that his
defcriptions of military altions are imperfet,
and mugh lefs diverfified by circumftances than
thofe of Homer. This is in fome meafure
true. The amazing fertility of Homer’s in<
‘ventiop: is no where fo ‘much difplayed as in
the incjdents of his battles, and in the littlg
hiftory ipieces he gives .of the perfong ﬂ&in.
S oF
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Nor indeed, with regard to the talent of dex
feription, can too much be faid in praife of
Homer. Every thing is alive in his writings.
The colours with which he paints are thife of
nature. But Offian’s genius was of a different
kind from Homer’s, It led him to hurry to-
wards grand objefts, rather than to amufe’
himfelf with particulars of lefs importance.’
He could dwell on the death of a favourite’
hero; but that of a private man f{eldom ftop-
ped his rapid courfe. Homer’s genius was
more comprehenfive than Offian’s. It included’
a wider circle of obje&s; and could work up
any incident into defcription. Offian’s was’
more limited; but the region within which it
chiefly exerted itfelf was the higheft of all, the’
region of the pathetic and {ublime.

We muft not imagine, however, that Offian’s
battles confift only of general indiftin& de-
feription.  Such beautiful incidents are fome-
times introduced, and the circumftances of the
perfons flain fo much diverfified, as fhew that
he could have embellithed his military fcenes
with an abundant variety of particulars, if his
genius had led him to dwell upon them.
¢ One man is ftretched in the duft of his na-
“ tive land; he fell, where often he had fpread
“ the feaft, and often raifed the voice of the
“ harp.” The maid of Iniftore is introduced,
in a moving apoftrophe, as weeping for an-
other; and a third, “ as rolled in the duft he
*lifted his faint eyes to the king,” is remem-
bered and mourned by Fingal as the friend of

Agandecca,
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Agandecca. The blood pouring from the
wound of one who is flain by night, is heard
¢ hifling on the half-extinguifhed oak,” which
had been kindled for giving light: Another,
climbing a tree to efcape from his foe, is
pierced by his fpear from behind ; ** fhriek-
“-ing, panting he fell; whilt mofs and
% withered branches purfue his fall, and ftrew
% the blue arms of Gaul.” Never was a finer
picture drawn of the ardour of two youthful
warriors than the following: “ I faw Gaul in
% his armour, and my foul was mixed with
¢ his: for the fire of the battle was in his’
“ eyes; he looked to the foe with joy. We
« {poke the words of friendthip in fecret; and
« the lightning of our fwords poured together.
¢ We drew them behind the wood, and tried
« the ftrength of our arms on the empty air.”

Offian is always concife in his delcriptions,
which adds much to their beauty and force.
For it is a great miftake to imagine, that a
crowd of particulars, or a very full and ex=
tended ftyle, is of advantage to defcription.
On the contrary, fuch a diffufe manner for the
moft part weakens it. Any one redundant
circumftance is a nuifance. It encumbers and
loads the fancy, and renders the main image
indiftin&t. * Obftat,” as Quintilian fays with’
regard to fiyle, © quicquid non adjuvat.” To
be contife in defcription, is one thing; and
to be general, is another. No defcription that
refts in generals can poflibly be good ; it can
coavey{no lively idea ; -for it is of ‘particuhlrs
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only that we have a diftin conception. Bug
at the fame time, no ftrong imagination dwells
long upon any one particular ; or heaps toge~
ther a mafs of trivial ones. By the happy
choice of fome one, or of a few that are the
moft ftriking, it prefents the image more com=
plete, thews us more at one glance, than a
feeble imagination is able to do, by turning its
obje& round and round into a variety of lights,
Tacitus is of all profe writers the moft concife.
He has even a degree of abruptnefs refembling
our author: yet no writer is more eminent
for lively defcription. When Fingal, after
having conquered the haughty Swaran, proe
pofes to difmifs him with honour: * Raife to-
“ morrow thy white fails to the wind, thou
“ brother of Agandecca!” . He conveys, by
thus addrefling his enemy, a ftronget impref~
fion of the emotions then pafling within his
mind, than if whole paragraphs had been
{pent in defcribing the confli between refent-
ment againft Swaran and the tender remem-
brance of his ancient love. No amplification
is needed to give us the moft full idea of 3
hardy veteran, after the few following words;
¢ His fhield is marked with the ftrokes of
¢ battle ; his red eye defpifes danger,” Whea
Ofcar, left alone, was furrounded by foes,
“ he ftood,” it is faid, * growing in his place,
# like the flood of the narrow vale;” a happy
reprefentation of one, who, by daring intre~
pidity in the midft of danger, {eems to increafg
in his appearance, and hecomes more fo‘;‘:!gii-'
. ’ ' Q
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dable every moment, like the fudden rifing
- of the torrent hemmed in by the valley, And
a whole crowd of ideas, concerning the cir-
cumftances of domeftic forrow occafioned by a
young warrior’s firft going forth to battle, is
poured upon the mind by thefe words: * Cal-
% mar leaned on his father’s fpear; that fpear
¢ which he brought from Lara’s hall, when
$¢ the foul of his mother was fad.”

'The concifenefs of Offian’s defcriptions is
the more proper on account of his fubjets,
Defcriptions of gay and fmiling fcenes may,
without any difadvantage, be amplified and
prolonged. Force is not the predominant
quality expefted in thefe. The defcription
may be weakened by being diffufe, yet, not-
withftanding, may be beautiful ftill. 'Whereas,
with refpect to grand, folemn, and pathetic,
fubje@s, which are Offian’s chief field, the
cafe is very different. In thefe, energy is
above all things required. The imagination
muft be feized at once, or not at all; and is
far more deeply imprefled by one ftrong and
ardent image, than by the anxious minutenefs
of laboured illuftration.

But Offian’s genius, though chiefly turned
towards the fublime and pathetic, was not
confined to it. In fubje&s alfo of grace and
delicacy, he difcovers the hand of a mafter.
Take for an example the following elegant
defcription of Agandecca, wherein the tender-
nefs of Tibullus feems united with the majefty
of Virgil. % The daughter of the fnow over-

' S 11 ¢ heard,
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% heard, and left the ‘hall of her fecret figh.
¢ She came in all her beauty ; like the moon
“ from the cloud of the Eaft. Lovelinefs was
“ around her as light. Her fteps were like
“ the mufic of fongs. She faw the youth and
“ loved him. He was the ftolen figh of her
 foul. Her blue eyes rolled on him in fecret;
 and fhe bleft the chief of Morven.” Several
other inftances might be produced of the feel-
ings of love and friendfhip painted by our au-
thor with a moft natural and happy delicacy.

The fimplicity of Offian’s manner adds great
beauty to his defcriptions, and indeed to his
whole poetry. We meet with no affeGted or=-
naments; no forced refinement; no marks
cither in ftyle or thought of a ftudied endea-
vour to fhine and fparkle. Offian appears
every where to be prompted by his feelings;
and to {peak from the abundance of his heart.
I remember no more than one inftance of
what can be called quaint thought in this
whole colle&tion of his works. It is in the
firft book of Fingal, where, from the tombs
of two lovers two lonely yews are mentioned
to have fprung, * whofe branches withed to
“ meet on high.” This fympathy of the trees
with the lovers, may be reckoned to border on
an Italian conceit; and it is fomewhat curious
to find this fingle inftance of that fort of wit
An our Celtic poetry.

The “ joy of grief,” is one of Offian’s re=-
markable expreflions, feveral times repeated.
If any one fhall think that it needs to be Ju{{ih(.l

. fe
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fied by a precedent, he may find it twice
ufed by Homer; in the Iliad, when Achilles-
is vifited by the ghoft of Patroclus; and in the
Odyfley, when Ulyfles meets his mother in
the fhades. On both thefe occafions, the
heroes, melted with tendernefs, lament their
not having it in their power to throw their
arms round the ghoft, * that we might,”
fay they, “in a mutual embrace, enjoy the
¢ delight of grief.”
——Kpuegoio rerapmuepsola yieo*.

But in truth the expreflion ftands in need
of no defence from authority; for it is a na-
tural and juft expreflion; and conveys a clear
idea of that gratification, which a virtuous
heart often feeli”s in the indulgence of a tender
melancholy. Offian makes a very proper dif-
tin&tion between this gratification and the
deftru@ive effe@ of over-powering grief.
¢ There is a joy in grief, when peace dwells
¢ jn the breafts of the fad. But forrow waftes
¢ the mournful, O daughter of Tofcar, and
“ their days are few.” To * give the joy of
« grief,” generally fignifies to raife the ftrain
of foft and grave mufic; and finely charac-
terifes the tafte of Offian’s age and country.
In thofe days, when the fongs of bards were the
great delight of heroes, the tragic mufe was
held in' chief honour; gallant a&ions, and
virtuous fufferings, were the chofen theme;
preferably to that light and trifling firain of

- Odyfl. xi. 291, Mliad, xxiii, 98,
12 poetry
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poetry and mufic, which promotes light and
“trifling manners, and ferves to emafculate the
mind. ¢ Strike the harp in my hall,” faid
the great Fingal, in the midft of youth and
viQory, * ftrike the harp in my hall, and let
* Fingal hear the fong. Pleafant is the joy
of grief! It is like the fhower of fpring,
“ when it foftens the branch of the oak; and
¢ the young leaf lifts its green head. SinF

on, O bards! To-morrow we lift the fail.”
Perfonal epithets have been’ much ufed by
all the poets of the moft ancient ages: and
when well chofen, not general and unmean=
ing, they contribute not a little to render the
ftyle defcriptive and animated. Befides epi-
thets founded on bodily diftin&ions, a-kin to
many of Homer’s, we find in Offian feveral
which' are remarkably beautiful and poetical.
Such as, Ofcar of the future fights, Fingal of
the mildeft look, Carril of other times, the
mildly-bluthing Evirallin ; Bragela, the lone-
ly fun-beam of Dunfcaich; a Culdee, the fon
of the fecret cell.

But of all the ornaments employed in de-
{criptive poetry, comparifons or f{imiles are
the moft fplendid, Thefe chiefly form what
is called the imagery of a poem; and as they
abound {o much in the works of Offian, and
are commonly among the favourite paflages
of all poets, it may be expected that I thould
be fomewhat particular in my remarks npon
them.

A poctical
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A poetical fimile always fuppofes two ob~
je&s brought together, between which there
18 fome near relation or conne&ion in the
fancy. - What that relation ought to be, can-
not be precifely defined. For various, almoft
numberlefs, are the analogies formed among
obje@s, by a fprightly imagination. The re-
lation of actual fimilitude, or likenefs of ap=
pearance, is far from being the only founda-
tion of poetical comparifon. Sometimes a
refemblance in the effe& produced by two
objeQs, is made the conneéting priaciple:
fometimes a refemblance in one diftinguifbing
property or circumftance. Very often two
ebje&ts are brought together in a fimile,
though they refemble one another, frictly
fpeaking, in nothing, only becaufe they raife
in the mind a train of fimilar, and what
may be called, ccncordant ideas; fo that
the remembrance of the one, when re-
called, ferves to quicken and heighten the
impreflion made by the other. Thus, to give
an inftance from our poet, the pleafure with
which an old man looks back on the exploits
of his youth, has certainly no dire& refem-
blance to the beauty of a fine evening; far-
ther than that both agree in producing a cer-
tain calm, placid joy. Yet Offian has founded-
upon this, one of the moft beautiful compa-
rifons that is to be met with inany poet. “ Wilt
“ thou not liften, fon of the rock, to the fong
“ of Offian? My foul is full of other time}sl ;

: “ the
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& the joy of my youth returns. Thus the
 fun appears in the weflt, after the fteps of
¢ his brightnefs have moved behind 4 ftorm.
“ The green hills lift their dewy heads. The
“ blue ftreams rejoice in the vale. The aged
¢ hero comes forth on his ftaff; and his grey
¢ hair glitters in the beam.” Never was
there a finer group of obje@ts. It raifes a
firong conception of the old man’s joy and
elation of heart, by difplaying a fcene which
produces in ‘every fpectator a correfponding
train of pleafing emotions; the declining fun
looking forth in his brightnef8 after a’ftorm j
the cheerful face of all nature; and the ftill
life finely animated by the circumftance of the
aged hero, with his ftaff and his grey locks
a circumftance both extremely picturefque in
itfelf, and peculiarly fuited to the main obje&
of the comparifon. Such analogies and affo-
ciations of ideas as thele, are highly pleafling
to the fancy. They give opportunity for in-
troducing many a fine poetical picture. They
diverfify the fcene; they aggrandize the fub-
je&t; they keep the imagination awake and
fprightly. For as the judgment is principally
exercifed in diftinguithing objects, and re-
marking the differences among thofe which
feem like; fo the higheft amufement of the
imagination is to trace likenefles and agree-
ments among thofe which feem different.

The principal rules which refpet poetical
comparifons are, that they be introduced on
proper occafions, when, the mind is difpofed

VOL. 11, AA . ¢
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to relith them ; and not in the midft of fome
fevere and agitating paflion, which cannot ad-
mit this play of fancy; that they be founded
on a refemblance neither too near and ob-
vious, fo as to give little amufement to the
imagination in tracing it, nor too faint and
remote, fo as to be apprchended with diffi-
culty ; that they ferve either to illuftrate the
principal objeét, and to render the conception
of it more clear and diftin&; or at leaft, to
heighten and embellifh it, by a‘fuitable affo~
ciation of images *.

Every country has a fcencry peculiar to it-
felf ; and the imagery of a good poet will ex~
hibit it. For as he copies after nature, his
allufions will of courfe be taken from thofe
obje&s which he fees around him, and which
have often ftruck his fancy. For this reafon,
in order to judge of the propriety of poetical
imagery, we ought to be, in fome meafure,
acquainted with the natural hiftory of the
country where the fcene of the poem is laid.
The introdu&ion of foreign images betrays a
poet, copying not from nature, but from other
writers, Hence fo many lions, and tigers, and
eagles, and ferpents, which we meet with in the
fimiles of modern poets; as if thefe animals
had acquired fome right to a place in poetical
comparifons for ever, becaufe employed by
ancient authors. They employed them with
propriety, as obje@s generally known in their

* See Elements of Criticifm, ch. 19. vol. 3.
' ' country ;

»
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country ; but they are abiurdly ufed for illufe
tration by us, who know them only at fe-
cond-hand, or by defcription.  To moft read-
ers of modern poetry, it were more to the
purpofe to defcribe lions or tigers by fimiles
taken from men, than to compare men to
lions.. Offian is very correct in this particu-
lar. His imagery is, without exception, co-
pied from that face of nature which he faw
before his eyes; and by confequence may be
expeted to be lively. We meet with no
Grecian or Italian fcenery; but with the
mifts, and clouds, and ftorms, of a northern
mountainous region.

No poet abounds more in fimiles than Of=
fian. There are in this colleGion as many,
at leaft, as in the whole Iliad and Odyfley of
Homer. I am indeed inclined to think, that
the works of both poets are too much crowd‘
ed with them. Similes are fparkling orna-
ments; and, like all things that fparkle, are
apt to dazzle and tire us by their luftre. But
if Offian’s fimiles be too frequent, they have
this advantagc of bemg commonly {horter
than Homer’s; they interrupt his narration
lefs; he juft glances afide to fome refembling
objeét, and 1nﬁantly returns to his former
track.  Homer’s fimiles include a wider range
of obje@s. But in return, Offian’s are, with-
out exception, taken from obje@s of dignity,
which cannot be faid for all thefe which Ho-
mer employs, The Sun, the Moon, and the

Stars, Clouds and Meteors, Lightning and
AA 2 Thunder,
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Thunder, Seas and Whales, Rivers, Torrents,
Winds, Ice, Rain, Snow, Dews, Mift, Fire
and Smoke, Trees and Forefts, Heath and
Grafs and Flowers, Rocks and Mountains,
Mufic and Songs, Light and Darknefs, Spirits
and Ghofts; thefe form the circle within
which Offian’s comparifons generally run.
Some, not many, are taken from Birds and
Beafts ; as Eagles, Sea Fowl, the Horfe, the
Deer, and the mountain Bee; and a very few
from fuch operations of art as were then
known. Homer has diverfified his imagery
by many more allufions to the animal world;
to Lions, Bulls, Goats, Herds of Cattle, Ser~
pents, Infets; and to the various occupations
of rural and paftoral life. Offian’s defect in
this article, is plainly owing to the defert, un<
cultivated ftate of his country, which fuggefted
to him few images beyond natural inanimaté
objedts, in their rudeft form. The birds and ani-
mals of the country were probably not numerous;
and his acquaintance with them was flender, as

they were little {ubjected to the ufes of man.
The great objeftion made to Oflian’s ima-
gery, is its uniformity, and the too frequent
repetition of the fame comparifons. Ina work
fo thick fown with fimiles, one could not but
exped to find images of the fame kind fome-
times'fuggefted to the poet by refembling ob-
je&s; efpecially to a poet like Offian, who
wrote from the immediate impulfe of poetical
enthufiafm, and without much preparation of
fludy: or labour, Fertile as Homer’s imagis
* nation
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nation is acknowledged to be, who does not
know how often his Lions and Bulls, and
Flocks of Sheep, recur with little or no vari~
ation; nay, formetimes in the very fame words?
The objection made to Offian is, however,
founded, in a great meafuré, upon a miftake.
It has been f{uppofed by inattentive readers,
that wherever the Moon, the Cloud, or the
Thunder, returns in a fimile, it is the {fame
fimile, and the fame Moon, or Cloud, or
Thunder, which they had met with a few
pages before. - Whereas very often the fimiles
are widely different. The obje&, whence
they are taken, is indeed in fubftance the
fame; but the image is new; for the appear-
ance of the objet is changed; it is prefented
to the fancy in another attitude; and clothed
with new circumftances, to make it fuit the
different illuftration for which it is employed.
In this lies Offian’s great art; in fo happily
varying the form of the few natural appear=
ances ‘with which he was acquainted, as to
make them correlpond to a great many differ-
ent objeds.

Let us take for one inftance the Moon,
which is very frequently introduced into his
comparifons; as in northern climates, where
the nights are long, the Moon is a greater ob-
je&t of attention than ih the climate of Ho~
mer; and let us view how much our poet
has diverfified its appearance. The thield of
a warrior is like * the darkened moon when
% jt moves a dun circle through the heavens.”

AA3 . © The
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The face of a ghoft, wan and pale, is like
¢ the beam of the fetting moon.” And a
different appearance of a ghoft, thin and in-
diftin@, is like “ the new moon feen through
¢ the gathered mift, when the fky pours
# down its flaky fnow, and the world is filent
¢ and dark;” or, in a different form flill, is
like ¢ the watery beam of the moon, when it
$¢ rufhes from between two' clouds, and the
# midnight fhower is on the field.” A very
oppofite ufe is made of the moon in the de-
fcription of Agandecca: ¢ She came in all
¢ her beauty, like the moon from the cloud
s of the Eaft.” Hope, fuccecded by difappoint-
¢ rhent, is * joy rifing on her face, and forrow
¢ returning ‘again, like a thin cloud on the
¥ moon.,”  But when Swaran, after his defeat,
ischeered by Fingal's generofity, ¢ His face
#¢ brightened likethe full moon of heaven, when
* the clouds vanifh away, and leave her calm
& and broad in the midft of the fky.” Venvela
is  bright as the moon when it trembles o’er
¢ the weftern wave;” but the foul of the
guilty Uthal is * dark as the troubled face of
% the moon, when it fortels the ftorm.” And
by a very fanciful and uncommon allufion, it
is faid of Cormac, who was to die in his ¢arly
years, | Nor long fhalt thou lift the fpear,
“ mildly fhining beam of youth! Death
® ftands dlm behind thee, like the darkened
ge half f the moon behind its growing light.”
her inftance of the fame nature may
be takgn from mift, which, as being a very
H familiar
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familiar appearance in the country of Offian,
he applies to a variety of purpofes, and pur-
fues through a great many forms. Some-
times, which one would hardly expe&, he
cmploys’ it to heighten the appearance of a
beautiful obje@. The hair of Morna is * like
“ the mift of Cromla, when it curls on the
“ rock, and fhines to the beam of the weft.”
— ¢ The fong comes with its mufic to melt
* and pleafe the ear. It is like foft mift, that
“ rifing from a lake pours on the filent vale.
¢ The green flowers are filled with dew, The
*s fun returns in its ftrength, and the mift is
# gone *.”—But, for the moft part, mift is
employed as a fimilitude of fome difagreeable
or terrible obje@. ¢ The foul of Nathos was
¢ fad, like the fun in the day of mift, when
“ his face is watery and dim.” * The dark-
“ nefs of old age comes like the mift of the
 defert.” The face of a ghoft is “ pale as
“ the mift of Cromla.” * The gloom of
¢ battle is rolled along as mift that is poured

* There is a remarkable propriety in this comparifon.
It is intended to explain the effe& of foft and mournful
mufic. Armin appears difturbed at a performance of
this kind. Carmor fays to him, ¢ Why burfts the figh
#¢ of Armin? Is there a caufe to mourn? The fong
¢ comes with its mufic to melt and pleafe the ear, It is
¢ like foft mift, &c.” thatis, fuch mournful fongs havg
a happy effe&t to foften the heart, and to improve it by
tender emotions, as the moifture of the milt refrefhes
and nourifhes the flowers; whilft the fadnefs they occa.
fion is only tranfient, and foon difpelled by the fucceed~
ing occupations and amufements of life: ¢ The fun re-
#¢ turns in its frength, and the mift is gone.” .

. AA 4 . on
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¢ on the valley, when ftorms invade the filent
-% fun-fhine of heaven.” Fame, fuddenly de-
parting, is likened to * mift that flies away
¢ before the ruftling wind of the vale.” A
ghoft, flowly vanithing, to ¢ mift tifat melts
¥ by degrees on the funny hill.” Cairbar,
after his treacherous affaflination of Ofcar, is
compared to a peftilential fog. “ I love a foe
#¢ like Cathmor,” fays Fingal, * his foul is
¢ great; his arm is ftrong; his battles are full
# of fame. But the little foul is like a va-
¢ pour that hovers round the marfhy lake.
¢ It never rifes on the green hill, left the
# winds meet it there. Its dwelling is in the
¢ cave; and it fends forth the dart of death.”
This is a fimile highly finifred. J3ut there is
another which is ftill more ftriking, founded
allo on mift, in the 4th book of Temora.
Two fadlious chiefs are contending ; Cathmor
the king interpofzs, rebukes, and filences them.
The poet intends to give us the higheft idea of
Cathmor’s fuperiority; and moft efleCtually
accomplithes his intention by the following
bappy image. ¢ They funk from the king
% on either fide, like two columns of morn-
# ing mift, when the fun rifes between them,
¢ on his glittering rocks. Dark is their roll-
* ing pn either fide; each towards its reedy
% paol” Thefe inftances may fufficiently
fhew with what richnefs of imagination Ofs
fian’s, comparifons abound, and at the fame
time, with what propriety of judgment they
are employed. If his, field was narrow, g
' mu

L3
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amuft be admitted to have been as well culti=
vated as its extent would allow.

As it is ufual to judge of poets from a com-
parifon of their fimiles more than of other
paflages, it will perhaps be agreeable to the
reader, to fee how Homer and Offian have
condu&ted fome images of the fame kind.
This might be fhewn in many inftances. For
as the great objects of nature are common to
the poets of all nations, and make the gene-
ral ftore-houfe of all imagery, the ground-
work of their comparifons muft of courfe be
frequently the fame. I fhall fele@ only a few
of the moft confiderable from both poets.
Mr. Popc’s tranflation of Homer can be of
no ufe to us heve. The parallel is altogether
unfair between profe, and the impofing har~
mony of flowing numbers. It is only by
viewing Homer in the fimplicity of a profe
tranflation, that we can form any comparifon
between the two bards.

The fhock of two encountering armies, the
noife »nd the tumult of battle, afford one of
the moft grand and awful fubjeés of defcrip~
tion; on which all epic poets have exerted
their ftrength. Let us firk hear Homer.
The following defcription is a favourite one,
for we find it twice repeated in the fame
words *, “ When now the confliing hofts
¥ joined in the field of battle, then were mu~
#¢ tually oppofed thields, and fwords, and the

* Iliad, iv. 446- and Iliad, viii, Go. . ’

% firength
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“ ftrength of armed men. The bofly bucklers
¢ were dafhed againft each other. The uni-
¢ verfal tumult rofe. There were mingled
¢ the triumphant fhouts and the dying groans
¢ of the viGtors and the vanquithed. The
¢ earth ftreamed with blood. As when win-
¢ ter torrents, rufhing from the mountains,
¢ pour into a narrow valley, their violent
¢ waters. ‘They ifflue from a thoufand
¢ fprings, and mix in the hollowed channel.
¢ The diftant fhepherd hears on the moun-
¢¢ tain, their roar from afar. Such was the
 terror and the fhout of the engaging armies.”
In another paffage, the poet, much in the
manner of Offian, heaps fimile on fimile, to
exprefs the vaftnefs of the idea, with which
his imagination feems to labour. “ With a
* mighty fhout the hofts engage. Not fo loud
¢ roars the wave of ocean, when driven againit
$¢ the fhore by the whole force of the boif-
¢ terous north; not fo loud in the woods of
¢ the mountain, the noife of the flame, when
$¢ rifing in its fury to confume the foreft; not
“ fo loud the wind among the lofty oaks,
$¢ when the wrath of the ftorm rages; as was
¢ the clamour of the Greeks and Trojans,
¢ when, roaring terrible, they ruthed againft
§¢ each other*.”

To thefe defcriptions and fimiles, we may
oppofe the following from Offian, and leave
the reader to judge between them. He will
find images of the fame kind employed ; com-

- * Iliad, xiv? 303.
monly
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monly lefs extended ; but thrown forth with

a

glowing rapidity which charaéterifes our

poet. “ As autumn’s dark ftorms pour from
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two echoing hills, towards each other, ap=
proached the heroes. As two dark fireams
from high rocks meet and mix, and roar on
the plain; loud, rough, and dark in battle,.
meet Lochlin and Inisfail.  Chief mlxeci
his ftrokes with chief, and man with man,
Steel clanging, founded on fteel. Helmets.
are cleft on high ; blood burfts and {fmoaks
around. — As the troubled noile of the
ocean, when roll the waves on high; as the
laft peal of the thunder of heaven, fuch is
the noife of battle.”—* As roll a thoufand
waves to the rock, fo Swaran’s hoft came
on; as meets a rock a thoufand waves, fo
Inisfail met Swaran. Death raifes all his
voices around, and mixes with the found of
thields.—The field echocs from wing to
wing, as a hundred hammers that rife by
turns on the red fon of the furnace.”

As a hundred winds on Morven; as thc
ftreams of- a hundred hilis; as'clouds fly
fucceflive over heaven; or as the dark ocean
aflaults the fhore of the defert; fo roaring,
fo vaft, fo terrible, the armies mixed on
Lena’s echoing heath.” In feveral of thefe

nnagee, there is a remarkable fimilarity to
Homer’s; but what follows is fuperior to any
companfon that Homer ufes on this fubject,

[
“

The groan of the people fpread over the
hills; it was like the thunder of nightfswhen
= W5 the
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¢ the cloud burfts on Cona; and a thoufand
¢t ghofts fhriek at once on the hollow wind.”
Never was an image of more awful fublimity
employed to heighten the terror of battle.

Both poets compare the appearance of an
army approaching, to the gathering of dark
clouds. “ As when a fhepherd,” fays Homer,
 beholds from the rock a cloud borne along
¢ the fea by the weftern wind ; black as pitch
“ it appears from afar failing over the ocean,
¢ and carrying the dreadful ftorm. e thrinks
“ at the fight, and drives his flock into the
¢ cave: Such, under the Ajaces, moved on,
¢ the dark, the thickcned phalanx to the
¢ war*.”—* They came,” fays Offian, * over
¢ the defert like ftormy clouds, when the
“ winds roll them over the heath; their edges
¢ are tinged with lightning; and the echoing
¢ groves forefce the ftorm.” The edges of
the cloud tinged with lightning, is a fublime
idea; but the fhepherd and his flock, render
Homer’s fimile more piGurefque. This is
frequently” the difference between the two

oets. Offian gives no more than the main
image, ftrong and full. Homer adds circum-
ftances and appendages, which amufe the
fancy by enlivening the {cenery.

Homer compares the regular appearance of
an army, to “ clouds that are {cttled on the
#¢ mountain-top, in the day of calmuefs, when
 the, ftrength of the north wind fleepst.”
Offian, with full as much propricty, compares

%% liad, iv. 273, + Iliad, v, 522.
. - the
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the appearance of a difordered army, to ¢ the
“ mountain cloud, when the blaft hath entered
“ its womb; and fcatters the curling glooth
“ on every fide.” Offian’s clouds affume a
great many forms; and, as we might expe&
from his climate, are a fertile fource of imagery
to him. “ The warriors followed their chiefs,
“ like the gathering of the rainy clouds, be-
“ hind the red metecrs of heaven.” An army
retreating without coming to action, is likened
to * clouds, that having long threatened rain,
“ retire flowly behind the hills.” The piGure
of Oithona, after the had determined to die,.is
lively and delicate. * Her foul was refolved,
“ and the tear was dried from her wildly-
“ looking eye. A troubled joy rofe on her
“ mind, like the red path of the lightning on
¢ a fltormy cloud.” The image alfo of the
gloomy Cairbar, meditating, in filence, the
affuffination of Ofcar, until the moment came
when his defigns were ripe for execution, is
extremely noble, and complete in all its parts,
¢ Cairbar heard their words in flence, like
¢ the cloud.of a fhower; it ftands dark on
«“ Cromla, till the lightning burfts its fide.
“ The valley gleams with red light; the fpirits
¢ of the florm rejoice. So ftood the filent
¢ king of Temora; at length his words are
¢ heard.”

Homer’s comparifon of Achilles to the Dog-
8tar, is very fublime. * Priam. beheld him-
“ rufhing along the plain, fhining in his ar+
“ mour, like the far of autemn, brighteare its

i -~ 44 _heams,
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* beams, diftingnithed amidft the multitude of
® ftars in the dark hour of night. It rifes in
‘¢ its fplendor; but its fplendor is fatal; be-
“ tokening to miferable men, the deftroying
“ heat*.” 'The firft appearance of Fingal, is,
in like manner, compared by Offian, to a ftar
or meteor. * Fingal, tall in his fhip, firetched
“ his bright lance before him. Terrible was
¢ the gleam of his fteel; it was like the green
“ meteor of death, fetting in the heath of
¢ Malmor, when the traveller is alone, and
¢ the broad moon is darkened in heaven.”
The hero’s appearance in Homer is more
magnificent; in Offian, more terrible.

A tree cut down, or overthrown by a ftorm,
is a fimilitude frequent among poets for de-
feribing the fall of a warrior in battle. Homer
employs it often. But the moft beautiful, by
far, of his comparifons, fouuded on this ob-
je&, indeed one of the moft beautiful in the
whole Iliad, is that on the death of Euphorbus.
¢ As the young and verdant olive, which a
“ man hath reared with care in a lonely field,
“ where the fprings of water bubble around
¢ jt; it is fair and flourithing; it is fanned
“ by the breath of all the winds, and loaded
s¢ with white bloffloms; when the {fudden blaft
¢ of a whirlwind defcending, roots it out
“ from its bed, and ftretches it on the duft 1.”
To this; elegant as it is, we may oppofe the
followipg fimile of Offian’s, relating to the
death of the three fons of Ufnoth. ¢ They

& Jliad, xxii. 26. , % Iliad, xvii. 53.
' - “ fell,
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¢ fell, like three young oaks which ftood
« alone on the hill. The traveller faw the
¢ lovely trees, and wondered how they grew
“ {o lonely. The blaft of the defert came by
“ night, and laid their green heads low.
¢ Next day he returned; but they were
¢ withered, and the heath was bare.” Mal-~
vina’s allufion to the fame obje&, in her la-
mentation over Ofcar, is [0 exquifitely tender,
that I cannot forbear giving it a place alfo.
¢ I was a lovely tree in thy prefence, Ofcar!
“ with all my branches round me. But thy
¢ death came, like a blaft from the defert,
and laid my green head low. The fpring
¢ returned with its thowers; but no leaf of
“ mine arofe.” Several of Offian’s fimiles
taken from trees, are remarkably beautiful,
and diverfified with well chofen circumftances;
fuch as that upon the death of Ryno and Orlas
“ They have fallen like the oak of the defert;
¢ when it lies acrofs a ftream, and withers in
¢ the wind of the mountains:” Or that which
Offian applies to himfelf; ¢¢ I, like an ancient
“ oak in Morven, moulder alone in my place;
¢ the blaft hath lopped my branches away;
¢« and I tremble at the wings of the north.”
As Homer exalts his heroes by comparing
them to gods, Offian makes the fame ufe. of
comparifons taken from fpirits and ghofls.
Swaran “ roared in battle, like the fhrill fpirit
% of a florm that fits dim on the clouds of
“ Gormal, and enjoys the death of the mari-
£ ner.” His people gathered around Erra-

... _gon,
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gon, “ like ftorms around the ghoft of night,
% when he calls them from the tep of Mor-
¢ ven, and prepares to pour them on the land
“ of the ftranger.”—* They fell before my
“ fon, like groves in the defert, when an
¢ angry ghoft rufhes through night, and takes
¢ their green heads in his hand.,” In fuch
images Offian appears in his ftrength; for very
feldom have {upernatural beings been painted
with fo much fublimity, and fuch force of
imagination, as by this poet. Evcn Homer,
great as he is, muft yield to him in fimiles
formed upon thefe. Take, for inftance, the
following, which is the moft remarkable of
this kind in the Iliad. ¢ Meriones followed
“ Idomeneus to battle, like Mars the deftroyer
¢ of men, when he ruthes to war. Terror,
“ his beloved fon, flrong and fierce, attends
¢ him; who fills with difmay the moft valiant
“ hero. They come from Thrace, armed
¢ againft the Ephyrians and Phlegyans; nor
“ do they regard the prayers of either; but
¢« difpofe of fuccefs at their will*.” The idea
here, is undoubtedly noble: but obferve what
a figure Offian fets before the aftonifhed ima-
gination, and with what fublimely terrible cir-
cumftances he has heightened it. “ He rufhed
“ in the found of his arms, like the dreadful
¢ fpi?t of Loda; when he comes in the roar
# of ja thoufand ftorms, and fcatters battles
“ from his eyes. He fits on a cloud over
% Lochlin’s feas. His mighty hand is on his
' * Tliad, xiii, 298.

' ¢ f{word.
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« fword. The winds lift his flaming locks.
“ So temble was Cuthullin in the day of his
¢ fame.”

Homer’s comparifons relate chiefly to mar-
tial fubjeds, to the appearances and motions
of armies, the engagement and death of heroes,
and the various incidents of war. In Offian,
we find a greater variety of other fubjefts
illuftrated by fimiles; particularly, the fongs
of bards, the beauty of women, the diﬂ'ergnt
circumftances of old age, forrow, and private
diftrefs ; which give occafion to much beauti~
ful imagery. Whar, for inftance, can be more.
delicate and moving, than the following fimile
of Oithona’s, in her lamentation over the dif-
honour fhe had fuffered? “ Chief of Strumon,”
replied the fighing maid, *“ why didft thou
“ come over the dark-blue wave to Nuath’s
“ mournful daughter? Why did not I pafs
“ away in fecret, like the flower of the rock,
¢« that lifts its fair head unfeen, and firews its
“ withered leaves on the blaft?” The mufic
of bards, a favourite obje@ with Offian, is
illuftrated by a variety of the moft beautiful
appearances that are to be found.in nature. Jt
is compared to the calm thower &f fprmg, 10
the dews of the morning on the hill of rbgs;
to_the face of the blue and #ill lake, ;s:
fimiles on this fubje, I fhall quote, betis
they would do honour to any of the ‘moft
celebrated claffics. The one is; * Sit thou on
“ the heath, O bard! and let -us heag;thy

VOL. II. B By % voice;
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“ voice; it is pleafant as thegale of the fpring
“ that fighs on the hunter's ear, when he
“ wakens from dreams of joy, and has heard
“ the mufic of the fpirits of the hill.” The
other contains a fhort, but exquifitely tender
image, accompanied with the fineft poetical
painting, * The mufic of Carril was like the
“ memory of joys that are paft, pleafant and
“ mournful to the foul. The ghofts of de-
« parted bards heard it from Slimora’s fide.
¢« Soft founds fpread along the wcod; and the
“ filent valleys of night rejoice.” What a
figire woumld fuch imagery and fuch fcenery
bhave made, had they been prefented to us,
adorned with the {weetnefs and harmony of
the Virgilian numbers!

I have chofen all-along to compare Offian
with Homer, rather than Virgil, for an ob-
vious reafon. There is a much nearer corre-
fpondence between the times and manners of
the two former poets. Both wrote in an early

riod ofsfociety; both are originals; both are

iftinguifhed by fimplicity, fublimity, and fire.
The corret elegance of Virgil, his artful imi-
tation of Hoemer, the Roman ftatelinefs which
he - pvery where maintains, admit no parallel
with the abrupt *boldnefs, and enthufiaftic
wapmth of the Celtic bard. In one articl¢ in-
g ;@{%}%ere is a refemblance. Virgil is more.
_ ‘tentler than Homer; and thereby agrees more
“woith Offian; with this difference, thut the
Fecliwgs of the one are more geate and po-
; " " . lithed,
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lithed, thofe of the other more ftrong; the ten=-
dernefs of Virgil foftens, that of Offian dif-
folves and overcomes the heart. .

A refemblance may be fometimes obferved
between Offian’s companfons, and thofe em-
ployed by the facred writers. They abound
much in this figure, and they ufe it with the
utmoft propriety ¥, The imagery of Scripture
exhibits a foil and climate altogether different
from thofe of Offian; a warmer country, a
more {miling face of nature, the arts of ‘
culture and of rural life much farther advanced.
The wine prefs, and the threfhing floor, are .
often prefented to us, the cedar and the palm
tree, the fragrance of perfumes, the voice of
the turtle, and the beds of lilies. The fimiles
are, like Offian’s, generally fhort, touching on -
one point of refemblance, rather than {pread
out into little epifodes. In the following ex~-
ample may be perceived what mexpreﬂible
grandeur poetry receives from the intervention
of the Deity. * The nations fhall rufth like
“ the ruthings of many waters; but God fhall
 rebuke them, and they fhall fly far off, and
“ {hall be chafed as the chaff of .the mountains
% before the wind, and like the down of the
¢ thiftle before the whirlwind 1.

Befides formal comparifons, the pogtry of
Offian is embellithed with many beautiful
metaphors: fuch as that remarkably fine pne
apphed to Deugala; * Bhe was covered imh

" "# See Dr. Lowth de Sacra Pbeﬁ chmomm. ,
+ Ifalah, xvii. 13. ' Cad
' v BB\2 . - “ the °*
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“ the light of beauty; but her heart was the
 houfe of pride.” This mode of expreffion,
which fupprefles the mark of comparifon, and
fubftitutes a figured defcription in room of the
obje& defcribed, is a great enlivener of ftyle.
It denotes that glow and rapidity of fancy,
which, without paufing to form a regular
fimile, paints the objec at one ftroke. ¢ Fhou
“ art to me the beam of the eaft, rifing in a
¢ land unknown.” * In peace, thou art the
“ gale of fpring; in war, the mountain ftorm.”
« Pleafant be thy reft, O lovely beam, foon
« kaft thou fet on our hills! The fteps of thy
% departure were ftately, like the moon on
“ the blue trembling wave. But thou haft
« left us in darknefs, firft of the maids of Lu-
¢ tha!—Soon haft thou fet, Malvina! but thou
“ rifeft, like the beam of the eaft, among the
« fpirits of thy friends, where they fit in their
“ ftormy halls, the chambers of the thunder.”
This is corre&, and finely fupported. But in
the following inftance, the metaphor, though
very beautiful at the beginning, becomes im-
perfe before it clofes, by being improperly
mixed with the literal fenfe. “ Trathal went
% forth with the fiream of his people; but
¢ they met a rock; Fingal flood unmoved ;
“ broken they rolled back from his fide. Nor
“ did they roll in fafety, the fpear of the king
¢ purfugd their flight.”
" .Theidbyperbole is a figure which we msghg
‘ tind often employed by Offian; as
difciplined maginatxon of early. ages'
7 generally
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generally prompts exaggeration, and carries its
objects to excefs; whereas longer experience,
and farther progrefs in the arts of life, chaften
men’s ideas and expreflions. = Yet Offian’s
hyperboles appear not to me, either fo fre-
quent or fo harfh as might at firft have been
looked for ; ‘an advantage owing no doubt to
the more cultivated ftate, in which, as was be-
fore'thewn, poetry fubfifted among the ancient
Celtz, than among moft other barbarous na-
tions. Onc of the moft exaggerated defcrip~
tions in the whole work, is what meets ys at
the beginning of Fingal, where the fcout
makes his report to Cuthullin of the landing
of the foe. But this is fo far from deferving
cenfure that it merits praife, as being, on that
occafion, natural and proper. The fcout ar-
rives, trembling and full of fears; and it is
well known, that no paffion difpofes.men to
hyperbolize more than terror. It both anni~
bilates themfelves in their own apprehenfion,
and magnifies every obje&t which they view
through the medium of a troubled imagination.
Hence all thofe indiftin& images of formidable
greatnefs, the natural marks of a difturbed and
confufed mind, which ,occur in Moran’s de-
{cription of Swaran’s appearance, “and ‘iri* his
relation of the conference which they held 1o
gether ; not unlike the report, which the afw’
frighted Jewith fpres made fo' their leader of
the land of Canaan. “ The land-ithyy i
“ which we have gone to fearch it, is'#Tandd
¢ that eateth up the inhabitants thereof; and
\Q B 3 ' [ 3"
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“ all the people that we faw in it, #re men of
“ a great ftature: and there faw we giants,
“ the fons of Anak, which come of the giants;
“ and we were in our own fight as grafshop-
“ pers, and fo were we in their {ight*.” .
With regard to perfonifications I formerly
obferved that Offian was fparing, and I ac-
counted for his being fo. Allegorical perfon-
" ages he has none; and their abfence is not to
be regretted. For the intermixture of thofe
thadowy beings, which have not the fupport
even of mythological or legendary belief, with
human a&ors, feldom produces a good effect,
"The fition becomes too vifible and phantaftic;
and overthqws that impreflion. of reality, which
the probablé recital of human a&ions is calcu-
lated to make upon the mind. In the ferious
and pathetic fcenes of Offian efpecially, allego-
rical chara&ers would have been as much out
of place, as in tragedy; ferving only unfea-
fonably to amufe the fancy, whilft they ftopped
the current, and weakened the force of paffion.
With apoftrophes, or addrefles to perfons
abfent or dead, which have been, in all ages,
the language of paflion, our poet abounds;
‘and they arc among his highcft beauties,
Witﬁd‘g the apoftrophe, “in the firft book of
Fingal, td the maid of Iniftore, whofe lover
- had fallery'in batile; and that inimitably fine
- on¢ of Curhullintto Brageld at the conclufion
o€ dypfate book. He commands the harp'to

* Numbers, xii 325 33s :
be
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be ftruck in her praile; and the meantion of
Bragela’s name, immediately fuggefling to him
a crowd of tender ideas; “ Doft thou rajfe thy
« fair face from the rocks,” he exclaims, “ to
' find the fails of Cuthullin? The fea is roll-
'# ing far diftant, and its white foam fhall de-
« ceive thee for my fails.” And now his
imagination being wrought up to conceive her
as, at that moment, really in this fituation, he
becomes afraid of the harm fhe may receive
from the inclemency of the night; and with |
an enthufiafm, happy and affecting, theugh
beyond the cautious firain of moderp pontry,
« Retire,” he pracgegds, « retire, for it is'aight,
“ my love, and @ dark winds figh in thy
¢ hair. Retire td the hall of my feafts, and
¢ think of the times that are paft; for I.will
“ not return till the florm of war has cealed,
« O Connal, fpeak of wars and arms, and fend
« her from my mind; for lovely with her
¢ raven hair is the white-bofomed daughter
“ of Sorglan.” This breathes all she native
fpirit of paflion and tendernefs. ‘
The addrefles to the fun, to the moon, and
to the evening ftar, muft draw the attention
of every reader of tafte, as among the moft
fplendid ornaments of this collection,. The
beauties offeach are 100 great, and too obyious,
to need any pasticular comment.. la one pafl-
fage only of the addrefs to ghe ‘moon, there
appears fome obfcurity.- “ Whither doft thay
“ retire from thy courfe, when the darkoels
' - BB 4 “ of




476 A crrricaL DISSERTATION

« of thy countenance grows! Haft thou thy
“ hall like Offian? Dwelleft thou in the
¢ fhadow of grief? Have thy fifters fallen
“ from heaven? Are they who rejoiced with
“ thee at night, no more? Yes, they ha

“ fallen, fair light! and thou doft often retir®
“ to mourn.” We may be at a lofs to com-~
prehend, at firft view, the ground of ‘thefe
ipeculations of Offian, concerning the moon ;
_but when all the circumftances are attended to,
they will appear to flow naturally from the
prefent fituation of his mind. A mind under
the dominion of any ftrong paffion, tiné&ures
with its own difpofitios, ,.every obje&t which
it beholds. The. old bil#d, with his heart
bleeding for the lofs of all his friends, is medi-
tating on the different phafes of the moon.
Her waning and darknefs, prefents to his
" melancholy imagination, the image of forrow ;
and prefently the idea arifes, and is indulged,
that, like himfelf, fhe retires to mourn over
the lofs of other moons, or of ftars, whom he
calls her fifters, and fancies to have once re-
joiced with her at night, now fallen from
heaven. Darknefs fuggefted the idea of
mourning, and mourning fuggefted nothing
fo' naturally to Offian, as the death of
beloved friends, An inftance pre#fely fimi-
ar of this .influehice of paflion, may be
feen in a paflage which has always been ad-
-amired oF Shakefpeare’s King Lear. The
. dld’man; on the point of diftration, through
the
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the inhumanity of his daughters, fees Ed,gar'
appear difguifed like a beggar and a mad-

mail.

ar. Didft thou give all to thy daughters? And art
g thou come to this?
deft thou lecave nothing? Didft thou give them all 2
Kent. He hath no daughters, Sir.
Lear. Death, traitor! nothing could have fubdued
nature N
To fuch a lownefs, but his unkind daughters.
King Lear, At 3. Scene 5.

The apoftrophe to the winds, in the Jopen-
ing of Darthula, js in the higheft fpisit of
poetry.  But ¥ Winds deccive thee, O
“ Darthula: and def¥y the woody Etha to thy-
“ fails, Thefe are not thy mountains, Na-
“ thos, nor is that the roar of thy climbin
“ waves. The halls of Cairbar are near, a §
“ the towers of the foe lift their head.—Where
“ have ye been, ye fouthern winds; when
“ the fons of my love were deceived? But ye
“ have been fportmg orf plains, and purfuing
“ the thiftle’s beard. O that ye had been
¢ ruftling in the fails of Nathos, till the hills
“ of Etha rofe! till they rofe in their clouds, -
“ and faw their coming chief.” .This paffage
is remarkable for the refemblance it bears to
an expoftulation with the wood nymphs,on -
their abfence at a critical time; which, as a
favourite poetical idea, Virgil has copied fmmw
Theocritus, and Milton has very happﬂy nmq'
tated from both,

Where :



378 A cryricar DISSERTATION

Where were ye, nymphs ! when the remorfelefs decp
Clos’d o’er the head of your lov’d Lycidas?

For neither were ye playing on the fteep
‘Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie;

Nor on the fhaggy top of Mona, high,
Nor yet where Deva [preads her wizard fiream *

Having now treated fully of Offian’s talefig,
with refpe@ to defcription and imagery, it
only remains to make fome obfervations on
his fentiments. No fentimeats éan be beauti-
ful without being proper; that is, fuited to the
chara@er and fituation of thofe who utter
‘them, In this refpe@, Offian is as corret as
moft. writers. His chaggillers, as above ob-
ferved, are in general Wil Tupported; which
"could not have been the cafe, had the fenti-
ments been unnatural or out of place. A
wariety of perfonages of different ages, fexes,
and conditions, are introduced into his poems;
and they fpeak and a& with a propriety of
fentiment and ybehaviour, which it is fur-
prifing to find in fqQ rude an age. Let the
poem of Darthula, throughout, be taken as
an example. ‘

But it is not enough that fentiments be
matural and proper. In order to acquire any
high degree of poetical merit, they muft alfo
be fublime and pathetic. -

b Miljon’s L;i;id.as. See Theocrit. Idyll. I.

{5 o’ ag'fus’ oxa Aauis ivansto ; wd mona,
- pNuwpai, &
" %f . And Virg. Eclog. 10.
Que ferora, aut qui vos faltus habuere, pucliz, &c.
' The
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The fublime is not confined to fentiment’
alone, It belongs to defcription alfo; and
whether in defcription or in fentxment, ims<
ports' fuch ideas prefented to the mind, as to

it to an uncommon degree of elevmon,
and fill it with admiration and aftonifhment,
This is the higheft effec either of eloquence
or poetry; and to produce this effet, requires
a genius glowing with the {h-ongeﬂ; and
warmeft conception of fome obje&t awful,
great, or magnificent. That this character. of
genius belongs to Offian, may, I think, fuffi-
ciently appear from many of the paﬂ'agu £
have already-had octafion to quote. To pro--
duce more inftances were fuperfluous, 1f the
engagement of Fingal with the Ipxrﬂ.' of Loda,
in (.arrm—thura, if the encounters of  the
armies, in Fingal; if the addrefs to the- “fin,
in Carthon; if the fimiles founded wu
ghofts and fpirits of the nighgs all formerly
mentioned ; be not admitjed as examples, and
illuftrious ones too, of the true poetical fub-
lime, I confels myfelf entu'cly ignorant of this
quality in writing.

All the circumftances, indeed, of Oﬂ’ ian’s
compofition, are favourable to:the fublim
more perhaps than to any other fpecies
beauty. Accuracy and correéinels ; artfully
connefted narration; exa& method and Prow
portion of parts; we may look for in pnhlhed~~
times. The gay and the beautiful will‘appeat:-
to ‘more advantage in the midft of Imilin
fcenery and pleafurabl¥ themes; buf ami&é

* . L e
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the rude fcenes of nature, amidft rocks and
torrents and whirlwinds and battles, dwells
the fublime. Itis the thunder and the lightning
of genius. It is the offspring of nature; not
of art. It is negligent of all the lefler graces,
and perfe@ly confiftent with a certain noble
diforder. It affociates naturally with that grave
and folemn{piritwhichdiftinguifhes our author.
For the fublime is an awful and ferious emo-
tion ;; and is heightened by all the images of
Trouble, and Terror, and Darknefs.

¥pfe pater, media nimborum in note, corufci
Fulmina molitur dextri ; quo maxima motu

Terra tremit; fugere feres & mertalia corda

Per gentes, humilis ftravit pavor ; ille, flagranti

Aut Atho, aut Rhodopen, aut alta Ceraunia telo
Dejiciti—-— VirG. Georg. I,

Sinplicity and concifenefs, are never~failing
chara&eriftics of ‘the ftyle of a fublime writer.
He refts on theumajefty of his fentiments, not
on the pomp of his expreflions. The main
fecret of being fublime, is to fay great things
in few, and in plain words: for.every fuper-
fluous decoration degrades a fublime idea. The
mind rifes and fwells, when a lofty defcription
or fentiment is prefented to it, in its mative
form. But no fooner does the poet attempt to
fpread | out this fentiment or defcription, and
to deck it round and round with glittering
‘ornamgnts, than the mind begins to fall from
its high eélevation; the tranfport is over; the
beautiful may remain, but the fublime is gone.
Hencg the concife angd fimple ftyle of Offian

gives
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gives great advantage to his fublime concep=:»"
tions; and affifts them in feizing the imagina=
tion  with full power *, & .
Sublimity as belongn‘hg to {fentiment, coin=
cides in a great meafure with magnanimity,
heroifm, and generofity of fentiment. What-
ever difcovers human nature-in its greateft
elevation 3. whatever befpeaks a high effort of .
foul; or fhews a mind fuperior to pleafures, to
dangers, and to death; forms what may be
called the moral or fentimental fublime. For this
Offian is eminently diftinguithed. No poet
maintains a higher tone of virtuous and neble
fentiment throughout all his works. Particy-
larly in all the fentiments of Fingal thereis a
grandeur and loftinefs proper to {fwell tbe mind '

* The noted faying of Julius Cazfar, to the pllnl; ina
ftorm: ¢ Quid times? Cwefarem vehis;” is magnarumous
and fublime. Lucan, not fatisfied with this fimple con-
cifenefs, refolved to amplify and m@tove the thought.
Obferve, how every time he twifts it'round, it departs
farther from the fszlxme, till, at laft, it ends in tumid
declamation.

Sperne minas, inquit, Pelagi, ventoque furenti .
Trade finum. Italiam, fi ccclo auctore, recufas,
Me, pete. Sola tibi caufa hwc eft jufta timoris
Veétorem non nofle tuum ; quem numina nunquam .
Deftituunt; de quo male tunc fortuna meretur, o
Cum poft vota venit; medias perrumpe procellas
Tuteld fecure med. Ceeli ifte fretique,
Non puppis noftrz, labor eft. Hanc Czfare prsﬂ'am .
: ﬂ u defendit onus. '
uid tanta ftrage paratur,
Ignotas? Q{ uerit pelagi ceclique tumultu
Qui xud  prafiet orguna mtlu.-—-—- '
Praansar. V. 578.

with.



382- A cnrricar DISSERTATION

with the higheft ideas of human perfeGion.
‘Wherever he appears, we behold the hero.
The objecs which he purfues are always truly
great; to bend the proud; to prote& the in-
jured; to defend his friends; to overcome his
enemies by generofity more than by force. A
portion of the fame {pirit aCtuates all the other
heroes. Valour reigns; but it is #generous
valour, void of cruelty, animated by honour,
not by hatred. We behold no debafing paf-
ficns among Fingal’s warriors; no fpirit cf
atuviie or of infult; but a perpetual conten-
tion or fame; a defire of being diftinguithed
and remcmbered for gallant aftions ; a love of
7 {tice; and a zealous attachment to their
5 'nds and their country. Such is the firain
o. =ntiment in the works of Offian.

' 1t the fublimity of moral fentiments, if
they wanted the foftening of the tender, would
be in hazard of giving a hard and fiiff air to
poetry. It is not enough to admire. Admi-
ration is a cold feeling, in comparifon of that
deep intereft which the heart takes in tender
and pathetic fcenes; where, by a myfterious
attachment to the obje@s of compaffion, we
are pleafed and delighted, even whilft we
mourn. With fcenes of this kind Offian
abounds ; and his high merit in thefe is in-
conteftible. He may be blamed for drawing
tears ;oo often from our eyes; but that he has
the power of commanding them, I believe .no
man,; who has the leaft fenfibility, wjll quef-
mn.g The general chzraler of his poetry, h“

the
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the heroic mixed with the elegiac ftrain; ad=
miration tempered with pity. Ever fond of
giving, as he exprefles it,  the joy of grief,”
it is vifible, that, on all moving fubje@s, he
delights to exert his genius; and accordingly,
never were there finer pathetic fituations, than
what hig works prefent. His great art in ma-
naging#ihem lies in giving vent to the fimple
and natural emotions of the heart. We meet
with no exaggerated declamation ; no fubtile
refinements on forrow; no f{ubflitution of
defcription in place of paflion. Offian fele
flronglv himfelf; and the heart, when utter-
ing its native language, never fails, by power«
ful {ympathy, to affe& the heart. A great
variety of examples might be produced. We
need only open the book to jind them every
where. What, for inftance, can be' .more
moving than the lamentations of Oithona,
after her misfortune? Gaul, the fon of Morni,
her lover, ignorant of what fhe had {uffered,
comes to her refcue. Their meeting is tender
in the higheft degree. He propofes to engage
her foe, in fingle combat, and gives her in
charge what fhe is to do, if he himfelf fhall
fal. “ And fhall the daughter of Nuith
% live?” fhe replied, with a burfting figh.
“ Shall I live in Tromathon, and the fon of
“ Morni low? My heart is not of that reck;
“ nor my foul carelefsas that fea, which lifis its
“ blue waves to every wind, and rolls beneath
“ the ftorm. The blaft, which fhall lay thee
“ low, (hall fpread the branches of Oithona on

) » ¢ carth.
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¢ earth. We fhall wither together, fon of
¢ car-borne Morni! The narrow houfe is
¢ pleafant to me, and the grey ftone of the
« dead; for never more will I leave thy
¢ rocks, fea-furrounded Tromathon!—Chief
“ of Strumon, why cameft thou over the
“ waves to Nuith’s mournful daughter? Why
¢ did not I pafs away in fecret, like thifflower
¢ of the rock, that lifts its fair head unfeen,
 and ftrews its withered leaves on the blaft ?
% 'Why didft thou come, O Gaul! to hear my
« departing figh?—O had I dwelt at Duvran-
“ na, in the bright beams of my fame! Then
“ had my years come on with joy; and the
% virgins would blefs my fteps. But I fallin
¢ youth,' fon of Morni, and my father fhall
& blufh in his hall.” : '

. Oithona mourns like a woman; in Cuthul=
lin’s expreflions of grief after his defeat, we
behold the fentiments of a hero, generous but
defponding. 'THe fituation is remarkably fine.
Cuthullin, roufed from his cave, by the noife
of battle, fees Fingal vitorious in the field.
. He is deferibed as kindling at the fight. ¢ His
¢ hand is on the fword of his fathers; his
. % red-rolling eyes on the foe. He thrice at-
% tempted to ruth to battle; and thrice did
% Conndl flop him;” fuggefling that Fingal -
—was'toifing the foe; and that he ought not,
" by the fhew of fuperfluous aid, to deprive the
" king of ‘any part of the honour of a vi&tory,
which was owing to him alone. "Cuthullin
yiclds tq.this generous featiment ; but we fee

T C it
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it flinging him to the heart with the fenfe of
his own difgrace. “ Then, Carril, go,” re-
phed the chief, “ and greet the king of Mor=-

ven. When Lochlin falls away like a
“ fiream after rain, and the noife of the bat-
 tle is over, then be thy voice {weet in his
 ear, to praife the king of fwords. Give
¢ him théMword of Caithbat ; for Cuthullin is
¢ worthy no more to lift the arms of his
“ fathers. But, O ye ghofts of the lonely
“ Cromla! Ye fouls of chiefs that are no
“ more! Be ye the companions of Cuthul-
“ lin, and talk to him in the cave of his for-
¢ row. For never more fhall I be renowned
¢ among the mighty in the land. I am like.
3 beam that has fhone: like a mift that has
¢ fled away; when the blaft of the morning
“ came, and brightened the fhaggy fide of
¢ the hill. Connal! talk of arms no more:
« depaned is my fame. My fighs fhall be on ,
¢ Cromla’s wind; till my footfteps ceafe to
“ be feen. And thou, white-bofomed Bragela!
“ mourn over the fall of my fame; for van-
“ quifhed, I will never return to thee, thou
« fan-beam of Dun-fcaich !”

e Aiftuat ingens
Uno in corde pudor, luctufque; & confcia virtus.

Befides fuich extended pathetic fcenes, Offian
frequently pierces the heart by a ﬁngle unex-
pected firoke., 'When Ofcar fell in bartle,
b No father mourned his fon flain in yoyth;
YOL. IL ¢ ‘ “no
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“ no brother, his brother of love; they fell
“ without tears, for the chief of the people
“ was low.” In the admirable interview of
He&or with Andromache, in the fixth Iliad,
the circumftance of the child in his nurfe’s
arms, has often been remarked, as adding
much to the tendernefs of the fcene. In the
following paffage relating to the death of Cu-
thullin, we find a circumftance that muft ftrike
the imagination with ftill greater force. * And
“ is the fon of Semo fallen?” faid Carril with
a figh. “ Mournful are Tura’s walls, and
“ forrow dwells at Dunfcaich. Thy fpoufe-is
¢ left alone in her youth; the fon of thy love
€ is alone. He fhall come to Bragela, and
“ afk her why fhe weeps. He fhall lift his
% eyes to the wall, and fee his father’s fword.
“ Whofe fword is 'that? he wxll fay; and the
“ foul of his mother is fad.”” Soon after Fin-
*gal had fhewn all the grief of a father’s heart
for Ryno, one of his fons fallen in battle, he
is calling, after his accuftomed manner, his
fons to the chafe. ¢ Call,” fays he, * Fillan
“ and Ryno—But he is not here—My fon
“ refts on the bed of death.” This unex-
petted ftart of anguifh is worthy of the higheft
tragic poet,
* If fhe come in, fhe’ll fure fpeak to my wife—
My wife | —my wife—What wife?—I have no wifeem -

Oh mfu ortable ! Oh, heavy hour !
nERVRR ’ Othello, A& §. §cene 7.

The
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The contrivance of the incident in both
poets is fimilar; but the circumftances are
varied with judgment. Othello dwells ppon
the name of wife, when it had fallen from
him, with the confufion and horror of one
tortured with guilt. Fingal, with the dignity
of a hero, corre&ts himfelf, and fupprefles
his rifing grief. h

The contraft which Offian frequently makes
between his prefent and his former ftate, dif=
fufes over his whole poetry, a folemn pathetic
air, which cannot fail to-make impreffion on
every heart. The conclufion of the fongs of
Selma is particularly calculated for this pur-
pofe. Nothing can be more poetical and
tender, or can leave upon the mind a ftronger
and more affe@ing idea of the venerable
aged bard. ‘¢ Such were the words of the
“ bards in the days of the fong; when the
“ king heard the mufic of harps, and the
¢ tales -of other times. The chiefs gathered
¢ from all their hills, and heard the lovely
“ found. They praifed the voice of Cona *;
¢ the firt among a thoufand bards. But
“ age is now on my tongue, and my foul
“ has failed. I hear, fometimes, the ghofts
« of bards, and learn their plgafant fong.
¢ But memory fails on my mind; I hear
“ the call of years. They fay, as they pafs
“ along, Why does Offian fing? Soon fhall”

# Offian himfelf is poetically called the voice of Cona.
g 2 % he
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he lie in the narrow houfe, and no bard
“ fhall raife -his fame. Roll on, ye dark-
brown years! for ye bring no joy in your
“ courfe. Let the tomb open to Offian,
« for his ftrength has failed. The fons of
¢ the fong are gone to reft. My voice re-
 mains like a blaft that roars lonely on a
¢ fea-furrounded rock, after the winds are
¢ laid. The dark mofs whiftles there, and
¢ the diftant mariner fees the waving trees.”
Upon the whole; if to feel ftrongly, and
to defcribe naturally, be the two chief in-
gredients in poetical genius, Offian mutft, after
fair examination, be held to poffefs that genius
in a high degree. The queftion is not, whe-
ther a few impropricties may be pomted out
in his works; whether this or that paflage
might not have been worked up with more
art and fkill, by fome writer of happier
times? A thoufand fuch cold and frivolous
criticifms, are altogether indecifive as to his
genuine merit.  But, has he the fpirit, the
fire, the mfplratxon, of a poet? Does he
utter the voice of nature? Does he elevate
by his fentiments? Does he intereft by his
defcriptions? Does he paint to the heart
as well as to. the fancy? Does he make his
readers glow, and tremble, and weep? Thefe
are the great charaeriftics of true poetry.
Where:thefe are found, he muft be a minute
critic indeed, who can dwell upon {light defets.
A few beauties of thxs high kind, tranfcen’d
whole
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whole volumes of faultlefs mediocrity. Unw
couth and abrupt Offian may fometimes aps
pear by reafon of his concifenefs. - But he is
fublime, he is pathetic, in an eminent de=
gree. If he has nat the extenfive knowledge,
the regular dignity of narration, the fulnefs
and accuracy of defcription, which we find
in Homer and Virgil, yet in ftrength of
imagination, in grandeur of fentiment; in
native majefty of paffion, he'is fully their
equzl. If he flows not always like a clear
ftream, yet he breaks forth often like a tor-
rent of fire. Of art too, he is far from being
deftitute; and his imagination is remarkable
for delicacy as well as firength. Seldom.
or never is he either trifling or tedious;.and
if he be thought too melancholy, yet he is.
always moral. Though his merit were in
other refpe&s much lefs than it is, this alone
ought to entitle him to high regard, that
his writings are remarkably favourable to
yirtue. They awake the tendereft {ympa-
thies, and infpire the moft generous emo-
tions. No reader can rife from him without
Leing warmed with the fentiments of huma-
nity, virtue, and honour.

Though unacquainted with the original
language, there is no one but muft judge
the tranflation to deferve the higheft praife,
on account of its beauty and elegance. Of
its faithfulnefs and accuracy, I have been af-
fured by perfons fkilled in the Galic tongue, -
' 6 who,’
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who, from their youth, were acquainted witly
many of thefe poems of Offian. To transfufe
fuch fpirited and fervid ideas from one lan-
guage info another; to tranflate literally, anid
yet with fuch a glow of poetry ; to keep alive
fo much paffion, and fupport fo much dignity
throughout, is one of the moft difficult works.
of genius, and proves the tranflator to have
been animated with no fmall portion of Of-
fian’s fpirit.

The meafured profe which he has employ-
ed, poflefles confiderable advantages above
any fort of verfification he could have chofen.
Whilft it pleafes and fills the ear with a va-
riety of harmonious cadences, being, at the
fame time, freer from conftraint in the choice
and arrangement of words, it allows the fpirit
of the eriginal to be exhibited with more juft-
nefs, force, and fimplicity. Elegant, however,
» and mafterly as Mr, Macpherfon’s tranflation

is, we muft never forget, whilft we read ir,

that we are putting the merit of the original

to a fevere teft. For, we are examining a

poet ftripped of his native drefs; divefted of

the harmony of his own numbers. We
know how much grace and energy the works

‘of the Greek and Latin poets receive from

the charm of verfification in their original
Manguages, If then, deftitute of this ad-
{ wantage, exhibited in a literal verfion, Of-
#fisn Tl has power to pleale as a poet;

.l not to pleafe only, but often to com~
| i . mand’
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mand, to tranfport, to melt, the heart; "W
may very fafely infer, that his produdiibiis:
are the offspring “of true and. uncommeh
geénius; and we may boldly aﬂ'xgu him.&’
place among thofe whofe works are" ta W
for ages.

FINTIS















