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DAR - THULA:

POEM,



ARGUMENT.

It may not be improper here , to give the story which is the
foundation of this poem, as it is handed down by tradition.
Usnoth , lord of Etha , which is probably that part of Argyle-
shire which is near Loch Eta , an arm of the sea in Lorn,
had three sons, Nathos , Althos , and Ar 'dan , by Slissdma,
the daughter of Semo, and sister to the celebrated Cuthul-
lin . The three brothprs , when very young , were sent over
to Ireland , by their father , to learn the use of arrns under
their uncle Cuthullin , who made a great figure in that kingr
dom . They were just landed in Ulster , when the news o'f
Cuthullin ’s death arrived . Nathos , though very young,
took the command of Cuthullin ’s army , made head against
Cairbar the usurper , and defeated him in several battles.
Cairbar , at last, having found means to murder Cormac , the
lawful king , the army of Nathos shifted sides, and he him-
self was obliged to retum into Ulster , in Order to pass over
into Scotland.

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

The poem opens on the night preceding the death of
the sons of Usnoth , and brings in, by way of episode , what
passed before . It relates the death of Dar -thula differentlyfrom the common tradition : this account is the most pro¬bable , as suicide seems to have been unknown in those
early times : for no traces of it are found in the old poetry.
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A POEM.

Daughtee of heaven , fair art thou ! the silence
of tby face is pleasant ! Thou comest forth in
loveliness. The stars attend thy blue course in
the east. The clouds rejoice in thy presence , O
moon ! They brighten their dark -brown sides.
Who is like thee in heaven , light of the silent
night ? The stars are ashamed in thy presence.
They turn away their sparkling eyes . Whither
dost thou retire from thy course, when the
darkness of thy countenance grows ? Hast thou
thy hall, like Ossian ? Dwellest thou in the sha-
dow of grief ? Iiave thy sisters fallen from hea¬
ven ? Are they who rejoiced with thee , at night,
no more ? Yes ! they have fallen, fair light ! and
thou dost often retire to mourn . But thou thy-
self shalt fall , one night ; and leave thy blue
patli in heaven . The stars will then lift their
heads : they , who were ashamed in thy presence,
will rejoice. Thou art now clothed with thy
brightness . Look from thy gates in the sky.
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Burst the cloud , O wind ! that the daugliter of
night may look forth ! that the shaggy moun-
tains may brighten , and the ocean roll its white
waves in light.

Nathos m is on the deep ; and Althos , that
beam of youth . Ardan is near his brothers.
They move in the gloom of their course. The
sons of Usnoth move in darkness, from the
wrath of Cairbar " of Erin . - Who is that , dim by
their side ? The night has covered her beauty!
Her hair sighs on ocean’s wind . Her rohe
streams in dusky wreaths . She is like the fair
spirit of heaven, in the midst of his shadowy
mist . Who is it but Dar -thula ,

° the first of
Erin ’s rnaids ? She has fled from the love of
Cairbar, with blue-shielded Nathos . But the
winds deceive thee, O Dar -thula ! They deny
the woody Etha to thy sails. These are not
the mountains of Nathos ; nor is that the roar

m Nathos signifies, youthful; Althos , exquisite leauty;
Ardan , pride.

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

° Dar -thula , or Dart - ’huile , a woman with fine eyes. She
was the most famous beauty of antiquity . To this day, when
a woman is praised for her beauty , the common phrase is, that
she is as lovely as Dar - thula.
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of his climbing waves. The halls of Cairbar are
near : the towers of the foe lift their heads ! Eria
Stretches its green head into the sea . Tura ’s

bay receives the ship. Where have ye been,
ye Southern winds ! when the soas of my love
were deceived ? But ye have been sporting on

plains, pursuing the thistle ’s beard . O that ye
had been rustling in the sails of Nathos , tili
the hills of Etha arose ! tili they arose in their
clouds, and saw their returning chief ! Long
hast thou been absent , Nathos ! the day of thy
return is past!

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

p The word signifies either leautiful to lehold, or a place
toith a pleasant or wide prospect. In early times , they bullt
their houses upon eminentes , to command a view of the coun - ,

tiy , and to prevent their being surprized : many of them , on
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“ Lovely art thou , O stranger !
” slie said, for

hex' trembling . soul arose . “ Fair art thou , in
thy hattles , friend of the fallen Cormac ! q Why
dost thou rusli on in thy valour, youth of the
ruddy lock ? Few are thy hands in fight, against
the darlt-brown Cairhar ! O that I might be
freed from his love! r that I might rejoice in
the presence of Natlios ! Biest are the rocks of
Etha ! they will behold his steps at the chase!
they will see his white bosorn, when the winds
lift his flowing hair !

” Such were thy words,
Dar -thuJa, in Selama ’s mossy towers . But, now,
the night is around thee . The winds have de-
ceived thy sails. The winds have deceived thy
sails, Dar -thula ! Their blustering sound is high.
Cease a little while, O north wind ! Let me hear
the voice of the lovely. Thy voice is lovely,
Dar -thula, between the rustling blasts !

“ Are these the rocks of Nathos ?” she said,“ this the roar of his mountain -streams P Comes
that beam of light from Usnoth ’s nightly hall ?
The mist spreads around ; the beam is feeble
and distant far. But the light of Dar -tlmla’s
soul dwells in the chief of Etha ! Son of the

that account , were called Selama . The famous Selma of Fin-
gal is derived from the same root.

s Cormac , the young king of Ireland , who was privatelymurdered by Cairbar.
1 That is, of the love of Cairbar.
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generous Usnoth , why that broken sigh ? Are
we in the land of strangers , ckief of echoing
Etha !

”
“ These are not the rocks of Nathos, ” he

replied ; “ nor this the roar of his streams . No
light comes from Etha ’s halls, for they are dis-
tant far . \Ye are in the lan<;l of strangers , in
the land of cruel Cairbar . The winds have de-
ceived us , Darthula . Erin lifts here her Jiills.
Go towards the north , Althos : be thy Steps,
Ardan , along the coast ; that the foe may not
come in dai'kness, and our hopes of Etha fail.
I will go towards that mossy tower , to see who
dwells about the beam . Rest , Dar -thula , on the
shore ! rest in peace, thou lovely light ! the
sword of Nathos is around thee , like the light-
ning of heaven !

”

He went . She sat alone ; she heard the roll-
ing of the wave . The big tear is in her eye.
She looks for returning Nathos . Her soul trern-
bles at the blast . She turns her ear towards
the tread of his feet . The tread of his feet is
not heard . “ Where art thou , son of my love!
The roar of the blast is around me. Dark is
the cloudy night . But Nathos does not return.
What detains thee , chief of Etha ? Have the
foes met the hero in the strife of the night r”

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

“ Why art thou sad , O Nathos ?” said the
lovely daughter of Colla . “ Thou art a pillarof light to Dar -thula . The joy of her eyes is
in Etha ’s chief. Where is my friend , but Na¬
thos ? My father , my brother is fallen ! Silence
dwells in Selama. Sadness spreads on the blue
streams of my land . My friends have fallen
with Cormac . The mighty were slain in the
battles of Erin . Hear , son of Usnoth ! hear , O
Nathos ! my tale of grief.“ Evening darkened on the plain . The blue
streams failed before mine eyes . The unfre-
quent blast came rustling in the tops of Selama’s
groves. My seat was beneath a tree , on the
walls of my fathers . Truthil past before mysoul ; the brother of my love : he that was ab¬
sent in battle , against the haughty Cairbar!
Bending on his spear, the grey -haired Colla
came . His downcast face is dark , and sorrowdwells in his soul. His sword is on the side of
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the hero : the helmet of his fathers on liis head.
The battle grows in his breast . He strives to
hide the tear.

“ Dar - thula , my daughter,
” he said ,

“ thou

art the last of Colla’s race ! Truthil is fallen in
battle . The chief of Selama is no more ! Cair-
bar comes , with his thousands , towards Selama’s
walls . Colla will meet his pride , and revenge
his son . But where shall I find thy safety, Dar-
thula , with the dark -brown hair ! thou art lovely
as the sun-beam of heaven , and thy friends are
low !

” “ Is the son of battle fallen ?” I said , with
a bursting sigh. “ Ceased the generous soul of
Truthil to lighten through the field ? My safety,
Colla, is in that bow. I have learned to pierce
the deer . Is not Cairbar like the hart of the
desert, father of fallen Truthil ?”

“ The face of age brightened with joy . The
crowded tears of his eyes poured down . The
lips of Colla trembled . His grey beard whistled
in the blast .

“ Thou art the sister of Truthil,”
he said ; “ thou burnest jn the fire of his soul.
Take , Dar -thula , take that spear, that brazen
shield, that burnislied heim : they are the spoils
of a warrior , a son of early youth ! When the
light rises on Selama, we go to meet the car-
borne Cairbar . But keep thou near the arm of
Colla, beneath the shadow of my shield . Thy
father , Darthula , could once defend thee ; but
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age is trembling on his hand . The strength of
his arm has failed . His soul is darkened with
grief.

”
“ We passed the night in sorrow . The light

of morning rose . I shone in the arms of battle.
The grey -haired hero moved before. The sons
of Selama convened, around the sounding shield
of Colla. But few were they in the plain, and
their locks were grey . The youths had fallen
with Truthil , in the battle of car-borne Cormac.
“ Friends of my youth !

”
said Colla ,

“ it was not
thus you have seen me in arms. It was not
thus I strode to battle , when the great Con-
faden feil. But' ye are laden with grief . The
darkness of age comes like the mist of the de-
sert . My shield is worn with years ! my sword
is fixed 8 in its place ! I said to my soul, Thy
evening shall be calm : thy departure like a
fading light . But the storrn has returned . I
bend like an aged oak. My boughs are fallen
on Selama . I tremble in ny place. Where art
thou , with thy fallen heroes, O my beloved
Truthil ! Thou answerest not from thy rushingblast. The soul of thy father is sad . But I

5 It was the custom of ancient times , that every warrior,at a certain age, or when he became unfit for the field, fixedhis arms in the great hall , where the tribe feasted upon joyfuloccasions. He was afterwavds never to appear in battle ; andthis stage of life was called the time of fxing the arms.
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will be sad no more ; Cairbar or Colla must fall!

I feel the returning strength of my arm . My
heart leaps at the sound of war .

”
“ The hero drew his sword . The gleaming

blades of his people rose . They moved along
the plain. Their grey hair streamed in the
wind . Cairbar sat at the feast, in the silent

plain of Lona .
‘ He saw the coming of the

heroes . Ile called his chiefs to war . “ Why
should I teil to Nathos , how the strife of battle

grew ? I have seen thee in the rnidst of thou-
sands, like the beam of heaven ’s fire : it is beau-
tiful , but terrible ; the people fall in its dreadful
course. The spear of Colla flew . He remem-
bered the battles of his youth . An arrow came
with its sound. It pierced the hero ’s side. He
feil on his echoing shield. My soul started
with fear . I stretched my buckler over him;
but my heaving breast was seen ! Cairbar came

' Lona , a marshy plain. Cairbar had just provided au

entertainment for his army , upon the defeat of Truthil , the

son of Colla, and the rest of the party of Cormac , when Colla

and his aged warriors arrived to give him battle.
u The poet , by an artifice , aroids the description of the

battle of Lona , as it would be improper in the mouth of a wo-

man , and could have nothing new after the numerous descrip-
tions of that kind in the rest of the poems . He , at the same

time , gives an opportunity to Dar -thula to pass a fine compli-
ment on her lover.
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witli his spear. He beheld Selama’s maid. Joy
rose on his dark-brown faee. He stayed the
lifted steel. He raised the tomb of Colla. He
brought me weeping to Selama. He spoke the
words of love ; but my soul was sad . I saw the
shields of my fathers ; the sword of car-borne
Truthil . I saw the arms of the dead ; the tear
was on my cheelc ! Then thou didst come, O
Nathos ! and gloomy Cairbar fled. He fled like
the ghost of the desert before the moming ’s
beam. His host was not near : and feeble was
his arm against thy steel ! Why art thou sad , O
Nathos ?” said the lovely daughter of Colla.

“ I have met,” replied the hero , “ the battle
in my youth . My ai’rn could not lift the spearwhen danger first arose. My soul brightenedin the presence of war, as the green narrow
vale, when the sun pours his streamy beams,
before he liides his head in a storm . The lonelytraveller feels a mournful joy . He sees the
darkness, that slowly comes . My soul bnght-ened in danger , before I saw Selama’s fair ; be¬
fore I saw thee , like a star that shines on the hill
at night : the cloud advances, and threatens the
lovely light ! We are in the land of foes . The
winds have deceived us, Dar-thula ! The strengthof our friends is not near , nor the mountains of
Etha . Where shall I find thy peace, daughterof mighty Colla ! The brothers of Nathos are
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brave ! and his own sword has slione in light.
But what are the sons of Usnoth to the liost of
dark -browed Cairbar ! O that the winds had
brought thy sails, Oscar, x king of men ! Thou
didst promise to come to the battles of fallen
Cormac. Then would my hand be strong , as
the flaming arm of death . Cairbar would trem-
ble in his halls, and peace dwell round thy
lovely Dar -thula . But why dost thou fall, my
soul ? The sons of Usnoth may prevail !

”
“ And they will prevail, O Nathos !

” said the
rising soul of the maid . “ Never shall Dar-
thula -behold the halls of gloomy Cairbar . Give
me those arms of brass, that glitter to the pass-
ing meteor . I see them dimly in the dark-
bosomed ship . Dar -thula will enter the battle
of steel. Ghost of the noble Colla ! do I behold
tliee on that cloud ? Who is that dim beside
thee ? Is it the car-borne Truthil ? Shall I be¬
hold the halls of him that slew Selama’s chief?
No : I will not behold thein , spirits of my love !

”

Joy rose in the face of Nathos , when he
heard the white-bosomed maid . “ Daughter of
Seläma ! thou sliinest along my soul . Come,
with thy thousands, Cairbar ! the strength of

x Oscar , the son of Ossian , had long resolved on the expe-
dition into Ireland , against Cairbar , who had assassiuated his
friend Cathol , the son of Moran , an Irishman of noble extrac-
tion , and in the interest of the family of Cormac.
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Nathos is returned ! Thou , O aged Usnoth!
slialt not hear that thy son has fled . I remem-
ber tliy words on Etha ; when my sails began
to rise : when I spread them towards Erin , to-
wards the mossy walls of Tura ! “ Thou goest,”
he said,

“ O Nathos , to the king of shields!
Thou goest to Cuthullin , chief of men, who
never fled from danger . Let not thine arm be
feeble ; neither be thy thoughts of flight ; lest
the son of Semo should say, that Etha ’s race
are weak . His words nlay come to Usnofh , and
sadden his soul in the hall .

” The tear was on
my father ’s cheek . He gave this shining sword!

“ I came to Tura ’s bay : but the halls of
1*ura were silent . I looked around , and there
was none to teil of the son of generous Semo.
I went to the hall of shells , where the arms of
his fathers hung . But the arms were gone, and
aged Lamhor y sat in tears . “ Whence are the
anns of Steel ?” said the rising Lamhor . “ The
light of the spear has long been absent from
Tura ’s dusky walls. Come ye from the rolling
sea ? or from Temora ’s z mournful halls ?”

“ We come from the sea,
”

I said ,
“ from Us-

y Lamh -mhor , mighty hand.
z Temora was the residence of the supreme kings of Ire-

land . It is here called mournful , on account of the death of
Cormac , who was murdered there by Cairbar , who usurped
his throne.
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noth ’s rising towers. We are the sons of Slis-
sama, a the daughter of car-borne Semo . Wliere
is Turas chief, son of the silent hall ? But why
should Nathos ask ? for I behold tliy tears.
How did the mighty fall ; son of the lonely
Tura ?” “ He feil not, ’* Larnhor replied,

“ like
the silent star of night , when it flies through
darkness, and is no rnore. But he was like a
meteor that slioots into a distant land . Death
attends its dreary course. Itself is the sign of
wars . Mournful are the banks of Lego ; and
the roar of streamy Lara ! There the hero feil,
son of the noble Usuoth !

” “ The hero feil in
the midst of slaughter, ” I said , with a bursting
sigh . “ His hand was strong in war . Death
dimly sat behind his sword.

”
“ We carne to Lego’s sounding banks . We

found his rising tomb . His friends in battle
are there : his bards of rnany songs. Three
days we mourned over the hero : on the fourtli,
I struck the shield of Caithbat . The heroes
gathered around with joy , and. sliook their
beamy spears . Corlath was near with his host,
the friend of car-borne Cairbar . We came like
a stream by night . His heroes feil before us.
When the people of the valley rose , they saw

a Slis-seamha , soft losom. She was the wife of Usnoth,
and daughter of SemOj the chief of the isle of mist.

VOL . II. D



34 DAR - THULA:

their blood with morning ’s light . But we rollet!
away, like wreaths of mist, to Cormac’s echoing
hall. Our swords rose to defend the king . But
Temora’s halls were empty . Cormac had fallen
in his youth . The king of Erin was no more!

“ Sadness seized the sons of Erin . They
slowly , gloomily retired : like clouds that , long
having threatened rain, vanish behind the hills.
The sons of Usnotli moved , in their grief, to-
wards Tura ’s sounding bay . We passed by Se-
lama. Cairbar retired like Lano’s mist , when
driven before the winds. It was then I beheld
thee, O Dar-thula ! like the light of Etha ’s sun.
“ Lovely is that beam !

” I said . The crowded
sigli of my bosom rose. Thou camest in thy
beauty , Dar-thula , to Etha ’s mournful chief.
But the winds have deceived us , daughter of
Colla , and the foe is near !

”
“ Yes , the foe is near ;

” said the rushing
strength of Althos. b “ I heard their clanging
arms on the coast. I saw the dark wreaths of
Erin ’s Standard. Distinct is the voice of Cair¬
bar,

c loud as Cromla’s falling stream . He had

b Althos had just returned from viewing the coast of Lena,
whither he had been sent by Nathos , the beginning of the
night.

c Cairbar had gatliered an army to the coast of Ulster , in
Order to oppose Fingal , who prepared for an expedition into
Ireland , to re-establish the house of Cormac on the throne,
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seen the dark ship on the sea, before the dusky
night came down. His people watch on Lena ’s
plain. They iift ten thousand swords.

” “ And
let them lift ten thousand swords, ” said Nathos,
with a smile . “ The sons of car-borne Usnoth
will never tremble in danger ! Why dost thou
roll with all thy foam , thou roaring sea of Erin ?
Why do ye rustle , on your dark wings, ye whis-
tling storms of the sky ? Do ye think , ye storms,
that ye keep Nathos on the coast ? No : his soul
detains him , children of the night ! Althos!
bring my father ’s arms : thou seest them beam-
ing to the stars . Bring the spear of d Semo.
It Stands on the dark -bosomed ship !

”
He brought the arms . Nathos covered his

limbs , in all their shining steel. The stride of
the chief is lovely. The joy of his eyes was
terrible . He look 's towards the Corning of Cair-
bar . The wind is rustling in his hair . Dar-
thula is silent at his side . Her look is fixed on

which Cairbar had usurped . Between the wings of Cairbar ’s
army was the bay of Tura , into which the ship of the sons
of Usnoth was driven : so that there was no possibility of their
escaping.

d Semo was grandfather to Nathos by the mother ’s side.
The spear mentioned here was given to Usnoth on his mar-
riage, it being the custom then fdr the father of the Iady to.
give his arms to his son-in- ]aw.

D 2
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the chief She strives to hide the rising sigh.
Two tears swell in lier radiant eyes!

“ Althos !
” said the chief of Etha , “ I see a

cave in that rock . Place Dar -thula there . Let
thy arm, my brother , be strong . Ardan ! we
meet the foe ; call to battle gloomy Cairbar . O
that he came in his sounding steel, to meet the
son of Usnoth ! Dar-thula ! if thou shalt escape,
look not on the fallen Nathos . Lift thy sails, O
Althos ! towards the echoing groves of my land.

“ Teil the chief e that his son feil with fame;
that my sword did not shun the fight . Teil
him I feil in the midst of thousands . Let the
joy of his grief be great . Daughter of Colla 1
call the maids to Etha ’s echoing hall . Let their
songs arise from Nathos , when shadowy autumn
returns . O that the voice of Cona, that Ossian,
might be heard in my praise ! then would my
spirit rejoice, in the midst of the rushing winds .

”
“ And my voice shall praise thee , Nathos , chief
of the woody Etha ! The voice of Ossian sball
rise in thy praise, son of the generous Usnoth!
Why was I not on Lena, Avhen the battle rose ?
Then would the sword of Ossian defend thee ;
or himself fall low ! ”

We sat, that night , in Selma , round the
strength of the shell . The wind was abroad in

c Usnoth.

I
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the oaks . The spirit of the mountain f roared.
The blast came rustling through the hall , and
gently touched my harp . The sound was mourn-
ful and low , like the song of the tomb . Fingal
heard it the first . , The crowded sighs of his
bosom rose.

“ Some of my lieroes are low,”
said the grey-haired king of Morven . “ I hear
the sound of death on the harp . Ossian, touch
the trembling string . Bid the sorrow rise : that
their spirits may fly witli joy to Morven ’s woody
hills !

” I touched the harp before the king ; the
sound was mournful and low. “ Bend forward
from your clouds, ” I said, “ ghosts of my fa-
thers' l bend . Lay by the red terror of your
coui’se . Receive the falling chief ; whether he
comes from a distant land , or rises fron) the
rolling sea. Let his robe of mist be near ; his
spear that is formed of a cloud . Place an half-
extinguished meteor by his sitle, in the form of
the hero’s sword. And , oh ! let his countenance
be lovely ; that his friends may delight in his
presence . Bend from your clouds, ”- I said,
“ ghosts of myfathers ! bend !

”

Such was my song, in Selma , to the lightly
trembling harp . But Nathos was on Erin ’s

/
s By the spirit of the mountain is meant that deep and me-

lancholy sound which precedes a storm ; well hnown to those
who live in a high country.
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shore, surrouncled by the night . He heard the
voice of the foe, amidst the roar of tumbling
waves . Silent he heard their voice , and rested
on his spear ! Morning rose , with its beams.
The sons of Erin appear, like grey rocks, with
all their trees, they spread along the coast.
Cairbar stood in the rnidst. He grimly smiled
when he saw the foe. Nathos rushed forward
in his strength : nor could Dar -thula stay be-
hind . She came with the hero, lifting her
shining spear. “ And who are these, in their
armour , in the pride of youth ? Who but the
sons of Usnoth , Althos, and dark -haired Arden ?”

“ Come,” said Nathos ,
“ come , chief of high

Temora ! Let our battle be on the coast, for the
white-bosomed maid. His people are not with
Nathos ; they are behind these rolling seas.
Why dost thou bring thy thousands against the
chief of Etha ? Thou didst fiy g from bim in
battle , when his friends were around his spear .

”
“ Youth of the heart of pride, shall Erin ’s king
fight with thee ? Thy fathers were not among
the renowned , nor of the kings of men . Are
the arms of foes in their lialls ? or the shields of
other times ? Cairbar is renowned in Temora,
nor does he fight with feeble men ! ”

The tear started from car-borne Nathos.

£ He alludee to the flight of Cairbar from Seläma,
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He turned his eyes to bis brothers . Their

spears flew at once . Three heroes lay on earth.
Then the light of their swords gleamed on high.
The ranks of Erin yield ; as a ridge of dark
clouds before a blast of wind ! Then Cairbar
ordered his people, and they drew a thousand
bows . A thousand arrows flew. The sons of
Usnoth feil in blood . They feil like three
young oaks , which stood alone on the Hill:
the traveller saw the lovely trees , and won-
dered how they grew so lonely : the blast of
the desert came by night , and laid their green
lieads low ; next day he returned , but they were
withered , and the heath was bare!

Dar - thula stood in silent grief, and beheld
their fall ! No tear is in her eye . But her look
is wildly sad . Pale was her cheek . Her trem-
bling lips broke short an half-formed word.
Her dark hair flew on wind . The gloomy Cair¬
bar came . “ Where is thy lover now ? the car-
borne chief of Etha P Hast thou beheld the halls
of Usnoth ? or the dark -brown Hills of Fingal?
My battle would have roared on Morven , had
not the winds met Dar -thula . Fingal himself
would have been low, and sorrow dwelling in
Sehna !

” Her shield feil from Dar -thula ’s arm.
Her breast of snow appeared . It appeared ; but
it was stained with blood . An arrow was fixed
in her side . She feil on the fallen Nathos , like



40 DAR - THUL A.

a wreath of snow ! Her hair spreads wide on Iris
face . Their blood is rnixing round!

“ Daughter of Colla ! thou art low !
” said

Cairbar’s hundred bards . “ Silence is at the
blue streams of Selama. Truthil ’s h race have
failed . When wilt tbou rise in thy beauty , first
of Erin ’s maids ? Thy sleep is long in the tomb.
The morning distant far . The sun shall not
come to thy bed and say, “ Awake, Dar -thula!
awake, thou first of women ! the wind of spring
is abroad. The flowers shake their heads on
the green hills . The woods wave their growing
leaves . Retire , O sun ! the daughter of Colla is
asleep . She will not come forth in her beauty,
She will not nrove in the steps of her lovelh
ness !

”
Such was the song of the bards, when they

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

h Truthil -was the founder of Dar -thula ’s family.
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