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~UcuvuLraip fat by the wall; by the
~ tree of the ruftling leaf 4.  His
{pear leaned againft the mofly rock.
His fhield lay by him on the grafs.
Whilft he thought on the mighty Carbre-
whom he flew in battle, the f{cout of
the ocean came, Moran the {fon of I'i-
thil.

Risg, Cuchulaid, rife ! I {ee the thips
of Garve. Many are the foe, Cuchulaid;.
many the {fons of Lochlyn.

Moran! thou ever trembleft ; thy
fears Increafe the foe.. They are the
fhips of the Defert of hills ariived to af-
{ift Cuchulaid.

® "This is the opening-of the epic poem mentioned’
in the preface. The two foliowing fragments are parts
of fome epifodes of the fame work.

1 The afpen or poplar tree.
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I faw their chief, fays Moran, tall as
a rock of ice. His fpear is like that fir;
his fhield like the rifing moon. He {at
upon a rock on the fhore, asa grey
cloud upon the hill. Many, mighty
man ! I faid, many are our heroes;
Garve, well art thou named *, many
are the fons of our king.

Hr anfwered like a wave on the
rock ; who 1s like me here? The va-
liant live not with me; they go to the
carth from my hand. The king of the
Defert of hills alone can fight with
Garve. Once we wreftled on the hill.
Our heels overturned the wood. Rocks
fell from their place, and rivulets chan-
oed their courfe. Three days we ftrove
together; heroes ftood at a diftance,
and feared. On the fourth, the King
{aith that I fell ; but Garve faith, he

* Garve fignifies a2 man of great fize.

{tood.
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{tood. Let Cuchulaid yield to him that
is ftrong as a {torm.

No. I will never yield to man.
Cuchulaid will conquer or die. Go,
Moran, take my fpear ; ftrike the fhield
of Caithbait which hangs before the
gate. It never rings in peace. My he-
roes thall hear on the hill.




