Gods and Fighting Men

arranged and put into English by Lady Augusta Gregory



Gods and Fighting Men

Table of Contents

(€ToTo 5= TaTo I i To ] 11 Te 1Y, =Y o P PPPPPPRRPPPI

arrangedindputinto Englishby Lady AUQUSTAGIEQOIY.........cccvveiiieiiiee e, 1
B Y<Y0 [Tor=1 110 A HUT TP T PTRTTRRRTIT

-

A= 7= 00 YA AV = T A=Y= L USSP :
Partl Bookl: Fightwith the FirDOIgS.........ccoo e 9
=Tt M= To o Al =TT aTo )l 2 =T PP 12
Partl Bookll: The ComINQOf LUGN..........uuiii bbb e b e sbeesssssssssesessesssesseeseees 15
Part]l BoOKII: The SONSOf TUIFEAMN. .. ... ciiiieeee ettt e et ee et e e et e e e st e e s et e e e seba s esseaba e essebaeessebbnaaeees 19
Partl Booklll: TheGreatBattleof MaghTuireadh..............oooooiiiiii e 31
Partl Bookll: HIddenHOUSEOT LUGN..........ccoiiiiiiii i ene e anrenneereeennees 36
=Tt I =To o) N T 7= T o T TR 37
Partl BooKkIll: TheBattle Of TalIIN.......uuueeieeeieiieiee e ee e e et e e e et s e e e et s e s s e e e e s e ebb e e s eeabansas 40
Partl BOOKIV: BOADDEAG.......cccc oo ———— 41
Partl BOOKIV: THEDAUAA.......ccoo e e 43
Part] BOOKIV: ANQUSOQ. ... uuuuuuuuutuuutuuuinsrensuensressssssssssssssssssssssssssesssessesreee.—..——e———— ... 44

Partl BOOKIV: THEMOITIQU......ccceieeeeeeeeeee e 46
gz T =T 0 Yo AV A N1 < TR 4¢

Part] BOOKIV: AGIDRNEIL........ueiiieieieceeeee et e e et e e e e et e e e e et e e e s e ab e e s eeba e e e reaaa s 47
Partl BoOKIV: MidNit QNAELAIDL ... ..covevenieiiii e e e e e e e e e e et e e e e et s e e seaa e eseabaeessebansessetbaeessaranseeres 47
Part] BOOKIV: IMANANNGAN. ......c.cuutieiiit ettt e e et e e e e et e e e e e et e e e s et e et ee b e e s ee bt esee st eesesaaseesesraneeseeransaes 53
Partl BOOKIV: MaN@nN@BEPIAY. .........uuuuuuuuuiiiiiiuiiiiiiuuiueereeuiesresrrerrersrerrrerererresee.——————.———————————————————————. 54
Part] BOOKIV: HIS CaAlltO BIAN......c.cuuueiiiiiiii i ee et e et e e et e e et a e e e s et e e e e e et s e e seaaa e eseebaeessebaneeaees 57
Partl BookIV: HiS Thre€CallStO COMMAC ... ... iiiiueeiieiite e ee et e e et e e et e e et e e e st e e e s e et e e s eeba e e s seaan s 60

Part] BOOKIV: ClIOUNA'SWAVE........uuieiieiiieiieie e ee e e e et e e e et e e e st e e e s s et e e e e aba e e e s et eeseaaaeeseebansesseraans 62
ar=ad = TeTe) AV AR OF: 11 (o X @fa] a] a1 F= W 63

Partl BookIV: Tadgin Manannan'$SIands.........ccooeiiiiiiiiiiii s eneeaneannennnes 64
Partl BookIV: Laegairein the HApPYPIAIN.........ccooiiiiieiiie e eneeaneennennnes 68
Partl BookV: Fateof the ChlArENOf Lil.........cuuuiiiiiiiieiieiee ettt e et e e s et e e e e e e e e e aaaeeeeeaaas 71
Partll Bookl: The ComingOf FINN............oooiiiiiii e nreanees 79
Partll BooK|: FINNSHOUSERNONIA.......ccuuuiiiiii ettt e e e e e e e et s e e s et e e s eeba e esseabeeeaees 84
Partll BOOK | Birfh Of BIAN........cuuuiiiiiiiiiiiiie et e et e e e et e e e s et e e s eab e e s ssbba e essebba e eeseaaneanes 85
Partll BOOK . OISIN'SIMIOTNET........cocuueiiiieiee ettt e et e e et e e e e e e e et e e e s et e e e sesbeeesesbansessebbneeeearnns 86
Partll Book|: TheBestMen Of thE FIANNA. .........cuuuiiiiii e e e e e e e aaa s 88
Partll BOOKIl: The Lad Of thE SKINS . .....oiiiiie ittt e e et e e et e e e s et s e s s e st e e seabaeessebbnaeeeees 92

Partll Book Il: Black, BrOWN, ANAGIEY.........uuuuuuuuruuriurniunuinnsinntrnnsssnssnserneesreerrerseee..—..——————————————————— 94
Partll BOOK I TREHOUNG. . ...u o eeet ettt ettt et et e et et et e e e et e e et e e e et ee e e e e e e e eeeaseeaneee et reeaneeeetareeanaeees 96

Partll BOOK I REARIAGE........coiiiiiiiiiieieeeee e, 99
Partll Booklll: TheENemieDf IFEIANG.........ccovvueiiiieee et e e e e e e e e e s e e e e eeeens 99
Partll BOOK I CalandCrEANE. ......coievveieiiit ettt e e et e e e st e e s e et e e s s et s e s eeaba s eeseeanns 100
Partll BOOK I CONMMCHINET. . ... iiieeiieeiiee ettt e e e et e e et e e e s e e b s e s s e s e e s esbaeeessabaeeeeeras 101
Partll BOOKIIl: GlaSSONOf DIEMIEIL......uuiiieiiieee it ee et e et et e e e et e e e e et e e e e et s e s s et e e s eebaeeseeranas 102

Partll Booklll: Help of the MEN Of DE@.......uuuuuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieiiiesrersreesseesssesressesesseeeeeeerrrerererrrrerrrrreeens 103
Partll BookIll: TheMarCh Of tNEFIANNA . . ... veeee ettt ettt et e e e et e et e e e e e e e e eenaeeanns 104



Gods and Fighting Men

Table of Contents

Godsand Fighting Men
Partll Book Il TheGreatFight.........coviiiiiiiiiieiee e 112
Partll BOOKII: Credne'S GmMENt......ccoocuueiiiiiii ettt e et e e st e e s e e e e e s et s e s e eaba e eeeeaans 115
Partll BookIV: King Of BIitAINS SOM........cieiiiiiiiitiitiitinitiibeaabeaaeeebeeaeesseessssssssssssssssssssssssssessesssseeseees 116
Partll BOOKIV: CaVeOf CRISCOIAN........uuuiiiiite ettt ee e e e et e e et e e e et e e e s et s e e s eabeessabaeesseban e eeeaaans 118
Partll BooKIV: DONN.SONOT MIANIL......ccuuuiiiieiii et ee ettt e e e e et e e e et e e e s eaa e e s eabaeeseebbneeaees 119

Partll Book1V: Hospitalityof Cuanna'$House...........coovvvviiiiiiiii 123

Partll Book1V: CatsHeadsandDOGHEAAS............uuuuuuuiiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiareereier e eeeressreesreesreesreeeeees 125
Partll BOOKIV: LOMNA'SHEAM. ... .ccvuieeieeeee ettt et e et e et e et e e et e et e e e et e et e e e et e e e e e eeraeeraes 126

Partll BookIV: IBreC Of ESSRUBAN. ......vieeiieeee ettt ettt e et e e e et e e e e e e e e e e e eenaes 127
Partll BookIV: The CaVeof CrUACHAN. ... ....ui ettt ettt ettt e et e et e et e et r e et e eenereeaeeeaaeeenas 131

Partll Book1V: TheWeddingat CEANNSHEVE..........uuuuuiruriiuiiiuiiiiiriieerirrerrsrrrrrerrrrerree——————————————————————. 132

Partll Book1V: TheShadOWYONE.........ccoooiieiiiee e 135
Partll BOOKIV: FINN SIMAONESS ....uueeenieeeteeeeee et e et e e et et e e e e e et e e e eea s et e e e e s eeanaeeanreeaseeenareenreennareens 136

Partll BOOKIV: THEREAWOIMIAN. ......uuiiiiii ettt ettt e et e e et e e e st s e e s e e e s seba e essebba s eessarnaeene 137
Partll Book|V: FINN andthe PRANTOMIS ... ..ccocueeiiiiiiie ettt e e e e st e e e e et s e s e et e e s eebaeeeeens 139
Partll BookIV: ThePigSOf ANQUS.......ccooiiii e 141
Partll BookV: The HUNtOf SHEVECUIIINM.......uuuiiiietiieiiei e e e e et e et e e st e e s e et s e e sesaa s eeseabaeeseens 142

Partll BOOKY: OISIN'SCRIIAIEN ... ccceuveieeiet ettt e e e et e e ettt e e st e et e et e e s eeba s e s sebaaseessebaseeseabaaeaes 144
Partll Book VI: Birth Of DIGQIMIUIG...........oiiieiiieiiii et e et e e st e e s e e e e s e e e e s e ebaa s 146

Partll Book VI: How Diarmuid GOt HIiS LOVE=SPAL........cccceeiiiiiiiiiicciccii e anrannnes 147
Partll Book VI: The Daughterof King UNder—WaVE.............uuuruuriimiiiiiiiiiniiieriierierirnrrrresrrses——————. 148
Partll BOOKVI: THEHAIASEIVANT.......uuiiiiiie ettt e e e e e e e st e e s s e e e s eeba e e e e ebaa s 152
Partll Book VI: TheHousSeof the QUICKENTIEES. ...uuuciiiie ettt ettt e e e e e e e e e e e 157
Partll Book VII: TheFlight from Teamhair..........cccciiiiiiiiiiiiie e eesreeereeseeeeeees 158
Partll BOOK VI TREPUISUIL.........uuuiiiiii et e et e e e et e e e ettt e e e s et e e s s eb e e s seban e s sesbaeeesanans 161

Partll Book VII: The GreenChAMPDIONS. ... ..uuuuuutuuriuuiiurerrrrerrerreerrenrrereererreereee—————————————————r———. 164
Partll BooK VIl TheWOOdOf DUDNIOS ......iiietiiee ettt ettt et e e et e et e e ee e e e e eeetereeareennaree 168

Partll BOOK VI TREQUAITEL. ...ttt e e e e e e e e et et e e e e e eeee s s b e e eeeeeeeeesrsanans 173
Partll BOOK VI TREWVANAEIELS . .....ueeeenieeee et et e e e et e et e e et e e et e e eea e e ea e e e e e et e e eeaeerraeeeaaeeenans 175

Partll BOOk VII: FIghtiNQANAPEACE ........uuuuiiiiiiriiiiiieiiieeeeeereeeeeeseeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeereeereereeeereetreetreeterrereeeeeees 177
Partll BookVIl: The Boarof BEINN GUIDAIN . . ....vee ettt e et e et e et e e e e e e e e e e e e aennns 179
Partll BOOK VI TailC, SONMOE TEEOMN . . ceetuteeen ettt et e e e et e et e et e et e e e e e e eaeseeaseesnasrenreesneerenrarnns 184

Partll Book VIII: Meargach'S8NMIfE...........oooo i 185
Partll BOOK VI AIINE'S REVENUE......cceiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeee ettt ettt ettt e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e aaaaaaaaaaaaas 189

Partll BookIX: TheQuarrelwith the SONSOf MOINA.........uuvuiiiiiiiieieeeee e 192
Partll BOOK IX: DEAINOT GOMl. ... oeeeieeetieeite ettt ettt et e et e e e et e e e e e e et eeean e e e et e eeareeenareeareees 194

Partll BookIX: TheBattle Of GABNIA..........oiiieii it e et e e s e e e ebb e eeeees 196
Partll BOOKX: TheDEANOT BIaAN........uuiiiiieii ittt e e e e e e et e e e s e e e e s aeb e e s seba e s eeban s 198
Partll BOOKX: ThECAIl Of OUSIN....uuuiiiiiteieiiit e e e et e et e e ettt e e e st e e e st eessab e essebba s esseaaneeseeeans 199
Partll Book X: The Lastof the GrEatMEM.......coocvuuiiiiiiei et e e e et e e e e s e et e e s eaba s 200

Partll BOOK XI: OISIN'SSEOIY. .. .uuuuuuiuuiiuuiiutiiattauutuataaaeeareaareaeresaeesreessasssssssessssssssssssssseeseesssesseresreraeeeareeeeees 202
Partll Book XI: OiSININ PatliCK SHOUSE .......ceereeeee ettt ettt e et e et e e et e et e e e e e e e e e e e e e e eeenans 204

Partll BOOKXI: THE AIQUIMENLS. .. uuuuuuuutiruiirriiriretsissssssseessesssesseesseeeeeeeeeeeeeereerrererrererrrrrrtretttrrttree 206
Partll BOOK XI: OISIN'SLAMENL. ... ..ccuvuieeieiiieeeeee e e et e e e et e e e et e e e s et e et ee b e e s sabasessesaasesssesnnseesenbanaeaes 213
LN L0 =TT 2.
PronunciatiomNAPIACENGAINES. .........ooiiiiiiieiiie ettt e et e e e st e e s e et e e e ee b s e s s eaba e eesebaeeeserans 222




Gods and Fighting Men

arranged and put into English by Lady Augusta Gregory
This page copyright © 2001 Blackmask Online.
http://www.blackmask.com

» Dedication

« Preface by W B Yeats

« Part | Book I: Fight with the Firbolgs

« Part | Book I: Reign of Bres

« Part | Book II: The Coming of Lugh

» Part | Book Il: The Sons of Tuireann

« Part | Book llI: The Great Battle of Magh Tuireadh

« Part | Book II: Hidden House of Lugh
« Part | Book lll: The Landing

« Part | Book |ll; The Battle of Tailltin
« Part | Book 1V: Bodb Deag

« Part | Book IV: The Dagda
« Part | Book IV: Angus Og

« Part | Book IV: The Morrigu
« Part | Book IV: Aine

» Part | Book IV: Aoibhell

» Part | Book 1V: Midhir and Etain

» Part | Book IV: Manannan

« Part | Book IV: Manannan at Play

» Part | Book IV: His Call to Bran

» Part | Book 1V: His Three Calls to Cormac
» Part | Book IV: Cliodna's Wave

» Part | Book 1V: Call to Connla

« Part | Book IV: Tadg in Manannan's Islands
« Part | Book IV: Laegaire in the Happy Plain
» Part | Book V: Fate of the Children of Lir

« Part Il Book I: The Coming of Finn

 Part Il Book I: Finns Household

 Part Il Book I: Birth of Bran

» Part Il Book I; Qisin's Mother

» Part Il Book I: The Best Men of the Fianna

» Part Il Book Il; The Lad of the Skins

- Part Il Book II: Black, Brown, and Grey

» Part Il Book Il; The Hound

« Part Il Book II: Red Ridge

 Part Il Book lll: The Enemies of Ireland

» Part Il Book lll: Cael and Credhe

 Part Il Book lll: Conn Crither

» Part Il Book lll: Glas Son of Dremen

« Part Il Book llI: Help of the Men of Dea
 Part Il Book lll: The March of the Fianna

« Part Il Book llI: The First Fighters

Gods and Fighting Men



Gods and Fighting Men

« Part Il Book llI: The King of Ulsters Son

« Part Il Book llI: The High King's Son

« Part Il Book llI: The King of Lochlann and his Sons
« Part Il Book llI: Labran's Journey

« Part Il Book llI: The Great Fight
» Part Il Book lll: Credhe's L ament

« Part Il Book 1V: King of Britains Son
» Part Il Book IV: Cave of Ceiscoran
« Part Il Book |V: Donn, Son of Midhir

« Part Il Book 1V: Hospitality of Cuanna's House

« Part Il Book IV: Cats Heads and Dog Heads
« Part Il Book IV: Lomna's Head

« Part Il Book IV: llibrec of Ess Ruadh
» Part Il Book IV: The Cave of Cruachan

« Part Il Book IV: The Wedding at Ceann Slieve

« Part Il Book IV: The Shadowy One
» Part Il Book IV: Finn's Madness

» Part Il Book IV: The Red Woman

 Part Il Book 1V: Finn and the Phantoms

« Part Il Book 1V: The Pigs of Angus

» Part Il Book 1V: The Hunt of Slieve Cuilinn
» Part Il Book V: Qisin's Children

 Part Il Book VI: Birth of Diarmuid

« Part Il Book VI: How Diarmuid Got His Love-Spot
« Part Il Book VI: The Daughter of King Under—-Wave
» Part Il Book VI: The Hard Servant

 Part |l Book VI: The House of the Quicken Trees

« Part Il Book VII: The Flight from Teamhair

 Part Il Book VII: The Pursuit

« Part Il Book VII: The Green Champions
 Part Il Book VII: The Wood of Dubhros

 Part Il Book VII: The Quarrel
« Part Il Book VII: The Wanderers

« Part Il Book VII: Fighting and Peace
« Part Il Book VII: The Boar of Beinn Gulbain
» Part Il Book VIII: Tailc, Son of Treon

« Part Il Book VIII: Meargach's Wife
« Part Il Book VIII: Ailne's Revenge

 Part |l Book IX: The Quarrel with the Sons of Marna
« Part Il Book IX: Death of Goll

» Part Il Book IX: The Battle of Gabhra

» Part Il Book X: The Death of Bran

» Part Il Book X: The Call of Qisin

» Part Il Book X: The Last of the Great Men
« Part Il Book XI: Qisin's Story

 Part Il Book XI: Qisin in Patrick's House

« Part Il Book XI: The Arguments

» Part Il Book XI: Qisin's Lament

* Notes

» Pronunciation and Place Names

Gods and Fighting Men



Gods and Fighting Men

Gods and Fighting Men
The Story of the Tuatha De Danaan and of the Fianna of Ireland,

Dedication

My friends, those | know and those | do not know, | am glad in the year of the birth of your Society to have this
book to offer you.

It has given great courage to many workers here =+ working to build up broken walls + to know you have such
friendly thoughts of them in your minds. A few of you have already come to see us, and we begin to hope that o
day the steamers across the Atlantic will not go out full, but come back full, until some of you find your real hom
is here, and say as some of us say, like Finn to the woman of enchantments

"We would not give up our own country + Ireland + if we were to get the whole world as an estate, and the
Country of the Young along with it"

AUGUSTA GREGORY.

Preface by W B Yeats

A few months ago | was on the bare Hill of Allen, 'wide Almhuin of Leinster', where Finn and the Fianna lived,
according to the stories, although there are no earthen mounds there like those that mark the sites of old buildir
on so many hills. A hot sun beat down upon flowering gorse and flowerless heather; and on every side except tl
east, where there were green trees and distant hills, one saw a level horizon and brown boglands with a few gre
places and here and there the glitter of water. One could imagine that had it been twilight and not early afternoc
and had there been vapours drifting and frothing where there were now but shadows of clouds, it would have se
stirring in one, as few places even in Ireland can, a thought that is peculiar to Celtic romance, as | think, a thoug
of a mystery coming not as with Gothic nations out of the pressure of darkness, but out of great spaces and win
light. The hill of Teamhair, or Tara, as it is now called, with its green mounds and its partly wooded sides, and it
more gradual slope set among fat grazing lands, with great trees in the hedgerows, had brought before one
imaginations, not of heroes who were in their youth for hundreds of years, or of women who came to them in th
likeness of hunted fawns, but of kings that lived brief and politic lives, and of the five white roads that carried
their armies to the lesser kingdoms of Ireland, or brought it to the great fair that had given Teamhair its
sovereignty, all that sought justice or pleasure or had goods to barter.
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It is certain that we must not confuse these kings, as did the mediaeval chroniclers, with those half-divine kings
of Almhuin. The chroniclers, perhaps because they loved tradition too well to cast out utterly much that they
dreaded as Christians, and perhaps because popular imagination—had begun the mixture, have mixed one with
another ingeniously, making Finn the head of a kind of Militia under Cormac MacArt, who is supposed to have
reigned at Teamhair in the second century, and making Grania, who travels to enchanted houses under the clo
of Aengus, god of Love, and keeps her troubling beauty longer than did Helen hers, Cormac's daughter, and
giving the stories of the Fianna, although the impossible has thrust its proud finger into them all, a curious air of
precise history. It is only when we separate the stories from that mediaeval pedantry, as in this book, that we
recognise one of the oldest worlds that man has imagined, an older world certainly than we find in the stories of
Cuchulain, who lived, according to the chroniclers, about the time of the birth of Christ. They are far better
known, and we may be certain of the antiquity of incidents that are known in one form or another to every
Gaelic—speaking countryman in Ireland or in the Highlands of Scotland. Sometimes a labourer digging near to &
cromlech, or Bed of Diarmuid and Grania as it is called, will tell us a tradition that seems older and more barbar
than any description of their adventures or of themselves in written text or story that has taken form in the mout|
of professed story-tellers. Finn and the Fianna found welcome among the Court poets later than did Cuchulain;
and one finds memaries of Danish invasions and standing armies mixed with the imaginations of hunters and
solitary fighters among great woods. We never hear of Cuchulain delighting in the hunt or in woodland things;
and we imagine that the storyteller would have thought it unworthy in so great a man, who lived a well-ordered,
elaborate life, and could delight in his chariot and his chariot—driver and his barely—fed horses. If he is in the
woods before dawn we are not told that he cannot know the leaves of the hazel from the leaves of the oak; and
when Emer laments him no wild creature comes into her thoughts but the cuckoo that cries over cultivated field:
His story must have come out of a time when the wild wood was giving way to pasture and tillage, and men hac
no longer a reason to consider every cry of the birds or change of the night. Finn, who was always in the woods
whose battles were but hours amid years of hunting, delighted in the 'cackling of ducks from the Lake of the
Three Narrows; the scolding talk of the blackbird of Doire an Cairn; the bellowing of the ox from the Valley of
the Berries; the whistle of the eagle from the Valley of Victories or from the rough branches of the Ridge of the
Stream; the grouse of the heather of Cruachan; the call of the otter of Druim de Coir'. When sorrow comes upor
the queens of the stories, they have sympathy for the wild birds and beasts that are like themselves: 'Credhe wi
of Cael came with the others and went looking through the bodies for her comely comrade, and crying as she
went. And as she was searching she saw a crane of the meadows and her two nestlings, and the cunning beas
fox watching the nestlings; and when the crane covered one of the birds to save it, he would make a rush for thi
other bird, the way she had to stretch herself out over the birds; and she would sooner have got her own death
the fox than the nestlings to be killed by him. And Credhe was looking at that, and she said: "It is no wonder | to
have such love for my comely sweetheart, and the bird in that distress about her nestlings.

We often hear of a horse that shivers with terror, or of a dog that howls at something a man's eyes cannot see,
men who have primitive lives where instinct does the work of reason are fully conscious of many things that we
cannot perceive at all. As life becomes more orderly, more deliberate, the supernatural world sinks further away
Although the gods come to Cuchulain, and although he is the son of one of the greatest of them, their country a
his are far apart, and they come to him as god to mortal; but Finn is their equal. He is continually in their house:
he meets with Bodb Dearg, and Aengus, and Manannan, now as friend with friend, now as with an enemy he

overcomes in battle; and when he has need of their help his messenger can say: 'There is not a king's son or a
prince, or a leader of the Fianna of Ireland, without having a wife or a a mother or a foster—-mother or a sweethe
of the Tuatha de Danaan.' When the Fianna are broken up at last, after hundreds of years of hunting, it is doubt
that he dies at all, and certain that he comes again in some other shape, and Qisin, his son, is made king over ¢
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divine country. The birds and beasts that cross his path in the woods have been fighting men or great enchante
or fair women, and in a moment can take some beautiful or terrible shape. We think of him and of his people as
great—bodied men with large movements, that seem, as it were, flowing out of some deep below the narrow
stream of personal impulse, men that have broad brows and quiet eyes full of confidence in a good luck that
proves every day afresh that they are a portion of the strength of things. They are hardly so much individual me
as portions of universal nature, like the clouds that shape themselves and reshape themselves momentarily, or
a bird between two boughs, or like the gods that have given the apples and the nuts; and yet this but brings the
the nearer to us, for we can remake them in our image as we will, and the woods are the more beautiful for the
thought. Do we not always fancy hunters to be something like this, and is not that why we think them poetical
when we meet them of a sudden, as in these lines in Pauline:

"An old hunter
Talking with gods; or a high—crested chief
Sailing with troops of friends to Tenedos?"

We must not expect in these stories the epic lineaments, the many incidents, woven into one great event, of, le
say, the story of the War for the Brown Bull of Cuailgne, or that of the last gathering at Muirthemne. Even
Diarmuid and Grania, which is a long story, has nothing of the clear outlines of Deirdre, and is indeed but a
succession of detached episodes. The men who imagined the Fianna had the imagination of children, and as st
as they had invented one wonder, heaped another on top of it. Children + or, at any rate, it is so | remember my
own childhood + do not understand large design, and they delight in little shut—in places where they can play at
houses more than in great expanses where a country-side takes, as it were, the impression of a thought. The v
creatures and the green things are more to them than to us, for they creep towards our light by little holes and
crevices. When they imagine a country for themselves, it is always a country where you can wander without ain
and where you can never know from one place what another will be like, or know from the one day's adventure
what may meet you with to—morrow's sun.

Children play at being great and wonderful people, at the ambitions they will put away for one reason or anothe
before they grow into ordinary men and women. Mankind as a whole had a like dream once; everybody and
nobody built up the dream bit by bit, and the ancient story—tellers are there to make us remember what mankin
would have been like, had not fear and the failing will and the laws of nature tripped up its heels. The Fianna an
their like are themselves so full of power, and they are set in a world so fluctuating and dream-like, that nothing
can hold them from being all that the heart desires.

| have read in a fabulous book that Adam had but to imagine a bird, and it was born into life, and that he create
all things out of himself by nothing more important than an unflagging fancy; and heroes who can make a ship ¢
of a shaving have but little less of the divine prerogatives. They have no speculative thoughts to wander througt
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eternity and waste heroic blood; but how could that be otherwise, for it is at all times the proud angels who sit
thinking upon the hill-side and not the people of Eden. One morning we meet them hunting a stag that is 'as
joyful as the leaves of a tree in summer-time'; and whatever they do, whether they listen to the harp or follow a
enchanter over-sea, they do for the sake of joy, their joy in one another, or their joy in pride and movement; ant
even their battles are fought more because of their delight in a good fighter than because of any gain that is in
victory. They live always as if they were playing a game; and so far as they have any deliberate purpose at all, i
that they may become great gentlemen and be worthy of the songs of poets. It has been said, and | think the
Japanese were the first to say it, that the four essential virtues are to be generous among the weak, and truthfu
among one's friends, and brave among one's enemies, and courteous at all times; and if we understand by cou
not merely the gentleness the storytellers have celebrated, but a delight in courtly things, in beautiful verse, we
understand that it was no formal succession of trials that bound the Fianna to one another. Only the Table Roul
that is indeed, as it seems, a rivulet from the same river, is bound in a like fellowship, and there the four heroic
virtues are troubled by the abstract virtues of the cloister. Every now and then some noble knight builds himself
cell upon the hill-side, or leaves kind women and joyful knights to seek the vision of the Grail in lonely
adventures. But when Oisin or some kingly forerunner + Bran, son of Febal, or the like = rides or sails in an
enchanted ship to some divine country, he but looks for a more delighted companionship, or to be in love with
faces that will never fade. No thought of any life greater than that of love, and the companionship of those that
have drawn their swords upon the darkness of the world, ever troubles their delight in one another as it troubles
Iseult amid her love, or Arthur amid his battles. It is an ailment of our speculation that thought, when it is not the
planning of something, or the doing of something, or some memory of a plain circumstance, separates us from
one another because it makes us always more unlike, and because no thought passes through another's ear
unchanged. Companionship can only be perfect when it is founded on things, for things are always the same
under the hand, and at last one comes to hear with envy the voices of boys lighting a lantern to ensnare moths,
of the maids chattering in the kitchen about the fox that carried off a turkey before breakfast. Lady Gregory's bo
of tales is full of fellowship untroubled like theirs, and made noble by a courtesy that has gone perhaps out of th
world. | do not know in literature better friends and lovers. When one of the Fianna finds Osgar dying the proud
death of a young man, and asks is it well with him, he is answered, 'l am as you would have me be'. The very
heroism of the Fianna is indeed but their pride and joy in one another, their good—fellowship. Goll, old and
savage, and letting himself die of hunger in a cave because he is angry and sorry, can speak lovely words to th
wife whose help he refuses.' "It is best as it is," he said, "and | never took the advice of a woman east or west, ¢
I never will take it. And oh, sweet-voiced queen," he said, "what ails you to be fretting after me? And remember
now your silver and your gold, and your silks - and do not be crying tears after me, queen with the white hands,
he said, "but remember your constant lover Aodh, son of the best woman of the world, that came from Spain
asking for you, and that | fought on Corcaran—Dearg; and go to him now," he said, "for it is bad when a woman
without a good man."

Vi

They have no asceticism, but they are more visionary than any ascetic, and their invisible life is but the life abot
them made more perfect and more lasting, and the invisible people are their own images in the water. Their goc
may have been much besides this, for we know them from fragments of mythology picked out with trouble from
fantastic history running backward to Adam and Eve, and many things that may have seemed wicked to the

monks who imagined that history, may have been altered or left out; but this they must have been essentially, fi
the old stories are confirmed by apparitions among the country—people to—day. The Men of Dea fought against
the mis—shapen Fomor, as Finn fights against the Cat—Heads and the Dog—Heads; and when they are overcon
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last by men, they make themselves houses in the hearts of hills that are like the houses of men. When they call
men to their houses and to their country Under—Wave they promise them all that they have upon earth, only in
greater abundance. The god Midhir sings to Queen Etain in one of the most beautiful of the stories: 'The young
never grow old; the fields and the flowers are as pleasant to be looking at as the blackbird's eggs; warm stream
mead and wine flow through that country; there is no care or no sorrow on any person; we see others, but we
ourselves are not seen'. These gods are indeed more wise and beautiful than men; but men, when they are gre
men, are stronger than they are, for men are, as it were, the foaming tide-line of their sea. We remember the
Druid who answered, when someone asked him who made the world, 'The Druids made it'. All was indeed but
one life flowing everywhere, and taking one quality here, another there. It sometimes seems as if there is a kind
day and night of religion, and that a period when the influences are those that shape the world is followed by a
period when the greater power is in influences that would lure the soul out of the world, out of the body. When
Qisin is speaking with Saint Patrick of the friends and the life he has outlived, he can but cry out constantly
against a religion that has no meaning for him. He laments, and the country—people have remembered his worc
for centuries: 'l will cry my fill, but not for God, but because Finn and the Fianna are not living'.

Vi

Old writers had an admirable symbolism that attributed certain energies to the influence of the sun, and certain
others to the lunar influence. To lunar influence belong all thoughts and emotions that were created by the
community, by the common people, by nobody knows who, and to the sun all that came from the high discipline
or individual kingly mind. | myself imagine a marriage of the sun and moon in the arts | take most pleasure in;
and now bride and bridegroom but exchange, as it were, full cups of gold and silver, and now they are one in a
mystical embrace. From the moon come the folk—songs imagined by reapers and spinners out of the common
impulse of their labour, and made not by putting words together, but by mixing verses and phrases, and the
folk—tales made by the capricious mixing of incidents known to everybody in new ways, as we deal out cards,
never getting the same hand twice over. When we hear some fine story, we never know whether it has not beel
hazard that put the last touch of adventure. Such poetry, as it seems to me, desires an infinity of wonder or
emotion, for where there is no individual mind there is no measurer—out, no marker—in of limits. The poor fisher
has no possession of the world and no responsibility for it; and if he dreams of a love—gift better than the brown
shawl that seems too common for poetry, why should he not dream of a glove made from the skin of a bird, or
shoes made from the skin of a fish, or a coat made from the glittering garment of the salmon? Was it not
Aeschylus who said he but served up dishes from the banquet of Homer? + but Homer himself found the great
banquet on an earthen floor and under a broken roof. We do not know who at the foundation of the world made
the banquet for the first time, or who put the pack of cards into rough hands; but we do know that, unless those
that have made many inventions are about to change the nature of poetry, we may have to go where Homer we
if we are to smg a new song. Is it because all that is under the moon thirsts to escape out of bounds, to lose itse
in some unbounded tidal stream, that the songs of the folk are mournful, and that the story of the Fianna,
whenever the queens lament for their lovers, reminds us of Songs that are still sung in country places? Their gr
even when it is to be brief like Grania's, goes up into the waste places of the sky. But in supreme art or in supre
life there is the influence of the sun too, and the sun brings with it, as old writers tell us, not merely discipline bu
joy; for its discipline is not of the kind the multitudes impose upon us by their weight and pressure, but the
expression of the individual soul turning itself into a pure fire and imposing its own pattern, its own music, upon
the heaviness and the dumbness that is in others and in itself. When we have drunk the cold cup of the moon's
intoxication, we thirst for something beyond ourselves, and the mind flows outward to a natural immensity; but i
we have drunk from the hot cup of the sun, our own fullness awakens, we desire little, for wherever we go our
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heart goes too; and if any ask what music is the sweetest, we can but answer, as Finn answered, 'what happen
And yet the songs and stories that have come from either influence are a part, neither less than the other, of the
pleasure that is the bride—bed of poetry.

VIii

Gaelic—speaking Ireland, because its art has been made, not only by the artist choosing his material from
wherever he has a mind to, but by adding a little to something which it has taken generations to invent, has alw.
had a popular literature. We cannot say how much that literature has done for the vigour of the race, for we can
count the hands its praise of kings and high—hearted queens made hot upon the sword-hilt, or the amorous eye
made lustful for strength and beauty. We remember indeed that when the farming people and the labourers of t
towns made their last attempt to cast out England by force of arms they named themselves after the companior
of Finn. Even when Gaelic has gone, and the poetry with it, something of the habit remains in ways of speech a
thought and 'come-all-ye's' and political sayings; nor is it only among the poor that the old thought has been fo
strength or weakness. Surely these old stories, whether of Finn or Cuchulain, helped to sing the old Irish and th
old Norman-Irish aristocracy to their end. They heard their hereditary poets and story—tellers, and they took to
horse and died fighting against Elizabeth or against Cromwell; and when an English—speaking aristocracy had
their place, it listened to no poetry indeed, but it felt about it in the popular mind an exacting and ancient tribuna
and began a play that had for spectators men and women that loved the high wasteful virtues. | do not think tha
their own mixed blood or the habit of their time need take all, or nearly all, credit or discredit for the impulse that
made our modern gentlemen fight duels over pocket—handkerchiefs, and set out to play ball against the gates c
Jerusalem for a wager, and scatter money before the public eye; and at last, after an epoch of such eloquence
world has hardly seen its like, lose their public spirit and their high heart and grow querulous and selfish as mer
do who have played life out not heartily but with noise and tumult. Had they understood the people and the garr
a little better, they might have created an aristocracy in an age that has lost the meaning of the word. When we
read of the Fianna, or of Cuchulain, or of some great hero, we remember that the line life is always a part playe
finely before fine spectators. There also we notice the hot cup and the cold cup of intoxication; and when the fin
spectators have ended, surely the fine players grow weary, and aristocratic life is ended. When O'Connell covel
with a dark glove the hand that had killed a man in the duelling field, he played his part; and when Alexander
stayed his army marching to the conquest of the world that he might contemplate the beauty of a plane-tree, he
played his part. When Osgar complained, as he lay dying, of the keening of the women and the old fighting metr
he too played his part: 'No man ever knew any heart in me,' he said, 'but a heart of twisted horn, and it covered
with iron; but the howling of the dogs beside me,' he said, 'and the keening of the old fighting men and the cryin
of the women one after another, those are the things that are vexing me'.

If we would create a great community+and what other game is so worth the labour? + we must recreate the old
foundations of life, not as they existed in that splendid misunderstanding of the eighteenth century, but as they
must always exist when the finest minds and Ned the beggar and Sean the fool think about the same thing,
although they may not think the same thought about it.
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When | asked the little boy who had shown me the pathway up the Hill of Allen if he knew stories of Finn and
Qisin, he said he did not, but that he had often heard his grandfather telling them to his mother in Irish. He did n
know Irish, but he was learning it at school, and all the little boys he knew were learning it. In a little while he
will know enough stories of Finn and Oisin to tell them to his children some day. It is the owners of the land
whose children 'night never have known what would give them so much happiness. But now they can read Lad
Gregory's book to their children, and it will make Slieve—na—man, Allen, and Ben Bulben, the great mountain th;
showed itself before me every day through all my childhood and was yet unpeopled, and half the country—sides
south and west, as populous with memaories as her Cuchulain of Muirthemne will have made Dundealgan and
Emain Macha and Muirthemne; and after a while somebody may even take them to some famous place and sa
"This land where your fathers lived proudly and finely should be dear and dear and again dear’; and perhaps wh
many names have grown musical to their ears, a more imaginative love will have taught them a better service.

| praise but in brief words the noble writing of these books, for words that praise a book wherein something is
done supremely well, will remain in the ears of a later generation, like the foolish sound of church bells from the
tower of a church when every pew is full.

1904

W. B. YEATS

Part | Book I: Fight with the Firbolgs

IT was in a mist the Tuatha de Danaan, the people of the gods of Dana, or as some called them, the Men of De
came through the air and the high air to Ireland.

It was from the north they came; and in the place they came from they had four cities, where they fought their
battle for learning: great Falias, and shining Gorias, and Finias, and rich Murias that lay to the south. And in tho
cities they had four wise men to teach their young men skill and knowledge and perfect wisdom: Senias in
Murias; and Arias, the fair—haired poet, in Finias; and Urias of the noble nature in Gorias; and Morias in Falias
itself. And they brought from those four cities their four treasures: a Stone of Virtue from Falias, that was called
the Lia Fail, the Stone of Destiny; and from Gorias they brought a Sword; and from Finias a Spear of Victory; ar
from Murias the fourth treasure, the Cauldron that no company ever went away from unsatisfied.

It was Nuada was king of the Tuatha de Danaan at that time, but Manannan, son of Lir, was greater again. And

the others that were chief among them were Ogma, brother to the king, that taught them writing, and Diancecht
that understood healing, and Neit, a god of battle, and Credenus the Craftsman, and Goibniu the Smith. And th
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greatest among their women were Badb, a battle goddess; and Macha, whose mast-feeding was the heads of |
killed in battle; and the Morrigu, the Crow of Battle; and Eire and Podia and Banba, daughters of the Dagda, the
all three gave their names to Ireland afterwards; and Eadon, the nurse of poets; and Brigit, that was a woman o
poetry, and poets worshipped her, for her sway was very great and very noble. And she was a woman of healin
along with that, and a woman of smith's work, and it was she first made the whistle for calling one to another
through the night. And' the one side of her face was ugly, but the other side was very comely. And the meaning
her name was Breo-saighit, a fiery arrow. And among the other women there were many shadow-forms and g
gueens; but Dana, that was called the Mother of the Gods, was beyond them all.

And the three things they put above all others were the plough and the sun and the hazel-tree, so that it was sz
in the time to come that Ireland was divided between those three, Coil the hazel, and Cecht the plough, and Gri
the sun.

And they had a well below the sea where the nine hazels of wisdom were growing; that is, the hazels of
inspiration and of the knowledge of poetry. And their leaves and their blossoms would break out in the same ho
and would fall on the well in a shower that raised a purple wave. And then the five salmon that were waiting the
would eat the nuts, and their colour would come out in the red spots of their skin, and any person that would ea
one of those salmon would know all wisdom and all poetry. And there were seven streams of wisdom that sprar
from that well and turned back to it again; and the people of many arts have all drank from that well.

It was on the first day of Beltaine, that is called now May Day, the Tuatha de Danaan came, and it was to the
north—west of Connacht they landed. But the Firbolgs, the Men of the Bag, that were in Ireland before them, an
that had come from the South, saw nothing but a mist, and it lying on the hills.

Eochaid, son of Erc, was king of the Firbolgs at that time, and messengers came to him at Teamhair, and told h
there was a new race of people come into Ireland, but whether from the earth or the skies or on the wind was ni
known, and that they had settled themselves at Magh Rein.

They thought there would be wonder on Eochaid when he heard that news; but there was no wonder on him, fo
dream had come to him in the night, and when he asked his Druids the meaning of the dream, it is what they se
that it would not be long till there would be a strong enemy coming against him.

Then King Eochaid took counsel with his chief advisers, and it is what they agreed, to send a good champion of
their own to see the strangers and to speak with them. So they chose out Sreng, that was a great fighting man,
he rose up and took his strong red—brown shield, and his two thick—handled spears, and his sword, and he set
from Teamhair, and went on towards the place the. strangers were, at Magh Rein.

But before he reached it, the watchers of the Tuatha de Danaan got sight of him, and they sent out one of their
own champions, Bres, with his shield and his sword and his two spears, to meet him and to talk with him.

So the two champions went one towards the other slowly, and keeping a good watch on one another, and
wondering at one another's arms, till they came near enough for talking; and then they stopped, and each put h
shield before his body and struck it hard into the ground, and they looked at one another over the rim. Bres was
the first to speak, and when Sreng heard it was Irish he was talking, his own tongue, he was less uneasy, and tl
drew nearer, and asked questions as to one another's family and race.

And after a while they put their shields away, and it was what Sreng said, that he had raised his in dread of the
thin, sharp spears Bres had in his hand. And Bres said he himself was in dread of the thick—handled spears he
with Sreng, and he asked were all the aims of the Firbolgs of the same sort. And Sreng took off the tyings of his
spears to show them better, and Bres wondered at them, being so strong and so heavy, and so sharp at the sid
though they had no points. And Sreng told him the name of those spears was Craisech, and that they would bre
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through shields and crush flesh and bones, so that their thrust was death or wounds that never healed. And the
looked at the sharp, thin, hard—pointed spears that were with Bres. And in the end they made an exchange of
spears, the way the fighters on each side would see the weapons the others were used to. And it is the messag
Bres sent to the Firbolgs, that if they would give up one half of Ireland, his people would be content to take it in
peace; but if they would not give up that much, there should be a battle. And he and Sreng said to one another
whatever might happen in the future, they themselves would be friends.

Sreng went back then to Teamhair and gave the message and showed the spear; and it is what he advised his
people, to share the country and not to go into battle with a people that had weapons so much better than their
own. But Eochaid and his chief men consulted together, and they said in the end: "We will not give up the half c
the country to these strangers; for if we do," they said, "they will soon take the whole."

Now as to the Men of Dea, when Bres went back to them, and showed them the heavy spear, and told them of
strong, fierce man he had got it from, and how sturdy he was and well armed, they thought it likely there would

soon be a battle. And they went back from where they were to a better place, farther west in Connacht, and the
they settled themselves, and made walls and ditches on the plain of Magh Nia, where they had the great mount
Belgata, in their rear. And while they were moving there and Putting up their walls, three queens of them, Badb
and Macha and the Morrigu, went to Teamhair where the Firbolgs were making their plans. And by the power o
their enchantments they brought mists and clouds of darkness over the whole place, and they sent showers of 1
and of blood over the people, the way they could not see or speak with one another through the length of three
days. But at the end of that time, the three Druids of the Firbolgs, Cesarn and Gnathach and Ingnathach, broke
enchantment.

The Firbolgs gathered their men together then, and they came with their eleven battalions and took their stand :
the eastern end of the plain of Magh Nia.

And Nuada, king of the Men of Dea, sent his poets to make the same offer he made before, to be content with t
half of the country if it was given up to him. King Eochaid bade the poets to ask an answer of his chief men that
were gathered there; and when they heard the offer they would not consent. So the messengers asked them wl
would they begin the battle. "We must have a delay," they said; "for we want time to put our spears and our
armour in order, and to brighten our helmets and to sharpen our swords, and to have spears made like the one:
you have. And as to yourselves," they said, "you will be wanting to have spears like our Craisechs made for yot
So they agreed then to make a delay of a quarter of a year for preparation.

It was on a Midsummer day they began the battle. Three times nine hurlers of the Tuatha de Danaan went out
against three times nine hurlers of the Firbolgs, and they were beaten, and every one of them was killed. And tf
king, Eochaid, sent a messenger to ask would they have the battle every day or every second day. And it is whi
Nuada answered that they would have it every day, but there should be just the same number of men fighting o
each side. Eochaid agreed to that, but he was not well pleased, for there were more men of the Firboigs than of
Men of Dea.

So the battle went on for four days, and there were great feats done on each side, and a great many champion:
came to their death. But for those that were alive at evening, the physicians on each side used to make a bath ¢
healing, with every sort of healing plant or herb in it, the way they would be strong and sound for the next day's
fight.

And on the fourth day the Men of Dea got the upper hand, and the Firbolgs were driven back. And a great thirst
came on Eochaid, their king, in the battle, and he went off the field looking for a drink, and three fifties of his me
protecting him; but three fifties of the Tuatha de Danaan followed after them till they came to the strand that is
called Traigh Eothaile, and they had a fierce fight there, and at the last King Eochaid fell, and they buried him
there, and they raised a great heap of stones over his grave.

Part | Book I: Fight with the Firbolgs 11



Gods and Fighting Men

And when there were but three hundred men left of the eleven battalions of the Firbolgs, and Sreng at the head
them, Nuada offered them peace, and their choice among the five provinces of Ireland. And Sreng said they
would take Connacht; and he and his people lived there and their children after them. It is of them Ferdiad cam
afterwards that made such a good fight against Cuchulain, and Erc, son Of Cairbre, that gave him his death. Ar
that battle, that was the first fought in Ireland by the Men of Dea, was called by some the first battle of Magh
Tuireadh.

And the Tuatha de Danaan took possession of Teamhair, that was sometimes called Druim Cain, the Beautiful
Ridge, and Liathdruim, the Grey Ridge, and Druim na Descan, the Ridge of the Outlook, all those names were
given to Teamhair. And from that time it was above all other places, for its king was the High King over all
Ireland. The king's rath lay to the north, and the Hill of the Hostages to the north—east of the High Seat, and the
Green of Teamhair to the west of the Hill of the Hostages. And to the northeast, in the Hill of the Sidhe, was a
well called Nemnach, and out of it there flowed a stream called Nith, and on that stream the first mill was built ir
Ireland.

And to the north of the Hill of the Hostages was the stone, the Lia Fail, and it used to roar under the feet of ever
king that would take possession of Ireland. And the Wall of the Three Whispers was near the House of the
Women that had seven doors to the east, and seven doors to the west; and it is in that house the feasts of
Team-hair used to be held. And there was the Great House of a Thousand Soldiers, and near it, to the south, t
little Hill of the Woman Soldiers.

Part | Book I: Reign of Bres

BUT if Nuada won the battle, be lost his own arm in it, that was struck off by Sreng; and by that loss there came
troubles and vexation on his people.

For it was a law with the Tuatha de Danaan that no man that was not perfect in shape should be king. And aftel
Nuada had lost the battle he was put out of the kingship on that account.

And the king they chose in his place was Bres, that was the most beautiful of all their young men, so that if a
person wanted to praise any beautiful thing, whether it was a plain, or a dun, or ale, or a flame, or a woman, or
man, or a horse, it is what he would say, "It is as beautiful as Bres." And he was the son of a woman of the Tua
de Danaan, but who his father was no one knew but herself.

But in spite of Bres being so beautiful, his reign brought no great good luck to his people; for the Fomor, whose
dwelling—place was beyond the sea, or as some say below the sea westward, began putting tribute on them, th
way they would get them under their own rule.

It was a long time before that the Fomor came first to Ireland; dreadful they were to look at, and maimed, havin
but one foot or one hand, and they under the leadership of a giant and his mother. There never came to Ireland
army more horrible or more dreadful than that army of the Fomor. And they were friendly with the Firbolgs and
content to leave Ireland to them, but there was jealousy between them and the Men of Dea.

And it was a hard tax they put on them, a third part of their corn they asked, and a third part of their milk, and a
third part of their children, so that there was not smoke rising from a roof in Ireland but was under tribute to then
And Bres made no stand against them, but let them get their way.

And as to Bres himself, he put a tax on every house in Ireland of the milk of the hornless dun cows, or of the mi

of cows of some other single colour, enough for a hundred men. And one time to deceive him, Nechtan singed
the cows of Ireland in a fire of fern, and then he smeared them with the ashes of flax seed, the way they were a
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dark brown. He did that by the advice of the Druid Findgoll, son of Findemas. And another time they made three
hundred cows of wood with dark brown pails in place of udders, and the pails were filled with black bog stuff.
Then Bres came to look at the cows, and see them milked before him, and Cian, father of Lugh, was there. And
when they were milked it was the bog stuff that was squeezed out; and Bres took a drink of it thinking it to be
milk, and he was not the better of it for a long time.

And there was another thing against Bres; he was no way open handed, and the chief men of the Tuatha de
Danaan grumbled against him, for their knives were never greased in his house, and however often they might
visit him there was no smell of ale on their breath. And there was no sort of pleasure or merriment in his house,
and no call for their poets, or singers, or harpers, or pipers, or horn—-blowers, or jugglers, or fools. And as to the
trials of strength they were used to see between their champions, the only use their strength was put to now wa
be doing work for the king. Ogma himself, the shining poet, was under orders to bring firing to the palace every
day for the whole army from the Islands of Mod; and he so weak for want of food that the sea would sweep awe
two-thirds of his bundle every day. And as to the Dagda, he was put to build raths, for he was a good builder, a
he made a trench round Kath Brese. And he used often to be tired at the work, and one time, he nearly gave in
altogether for want of food, and this is the way that happened. He used to meet in the house an idle blind man,
Cridenbel his name was, that had a sharp tongue, and that coveted the Dagda's share of food, for he thought hi
own to be small beside it. So he said to him: "For the sake of your good name let the three best bits of your sha
be given to me." And the Dagda gave in to that every night; but he was the worse of it, for what the blind man
called a bit would be the size of a good pig, and with his three bits he would take a full third of the whole.

But one day, as the Dagda was in the trench, he saw his son, Angus Og, coming to him. "That is a good meetin
said Angus; "but what is on you, for you have no good appearance to—day?" "There is a reason for that," said tf
Dagda, "for every evening, Cridenbel, the blind man, makes a demand for the three best bits of my share of foo
and takes them from me." "I will give you an advice," said Angus. He put his hand in his bag then, and took out
three pieces of gold and gave them to him.

"Put these pieces of gold into the three bits you will give this evening to Cridenbel," he said "and they will be the
best bits in the dish, and the gold will turn within him the way he will die.”

So that in the evening the Dagda did that; and no sooner had Cridenbel swallowed down the gold than he died.
Some of the people said then to the king: "The Dagda has killed Cridenbel, giving him some deadly herb." The

king believed that, and there was anger on him against the Dagda, and he gave orders he should be put to dea
But the Dagda said: "You are not giving the right judgment of a prince." And he told all that had happened, and

how Cridenbel used to say, "Give me the three best bits before you, for my own share is not good to—night." "At
on this night," he said, "the three pieces of gold were the best things before me, and | gave them to him, and he
died."

The king gave orders then to have the body cut open. And they found the gold inside it, and they knew it was th
truth the Dagda had told.

And Angus came to him again the next day, and he said: "Your work will soon be done, and when you are giver
your wages, take nothing they may offer you till the cattle of Ireland are brought before you and choose out a
heifer then, black and black—-maned, that | will tell you the signs of."

So when the Dagda had brought his work to an end, and they asked him what reward he wanted, he did as Ang
had bidden him. And that seemed folly to Bres; he thought the Dagda would asked more than a heifer of him.

There came a day at last when a poet came to look for hospitality at the king's house, Corpre, son of Etain, poe
the Tuatha de Danaan. And it is how he was treated, he was put in a little dark narrow house where there was r
fire, or furniture, or bed; and a feast three small cakes, and they dry, were brought to him on little dish. When he
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rose up on the morrow he was no way thankful, and as he was going across the green, it is what he said: "With
food ready on a dish; without milk enough for a calf to grow without shelter, without light in the darkness of
night; with enough to pay a story—teller; may that be the prosperity of Bres."

And from that day there was no good luck with Bres, but it is going down he was for ever after. And that was the
first satire ever made in Ireland.

Now as to Nuada after his arm being struck off, he was in his sickness for a while, and then Diancecht, the heal
made an arm of silver for him, with movement in every finger of it, and put it on him. And from that he was
called Nuada Argat-lamh, of the Silver Hand, for ever after.

Now Miach, son of Diancecht, was a better hand at healing than his father, and had done many things. He met

young man, having but one eye, at Teamhair one time, and the young man said: "If you are a good physician, y
will put an eye in the place of the eye | lost." "I could put the eye of that cat in your lap in its place," said Miach.

"I would like that well," said the young man. So Miach put the cat's eye in his head; but he would as soon have

been without it after, for when he wanted to sleep and take his rest, it is then the eye would start at the squeaki
of the mice or the flight of the birds, or the movement of the rushes; and when he was wanting to watch an arm
or a gathering, it is then it was sure to be in deep sleep.

And Miach was not satisfied with what his father had done to the king, and he took Nuada's own hand that had
been struck off, and, brought it to him and set it in its place, and he said: "Joint to joint, and sinew to sinew."
Three days and three nights he was with the, king; the first day he put his hand against his side, and the seconc
day against his breast, till it was covered with skin, and the third day he put bulrushes that were blackened in th
fire on it, and at the end of that time the king was healed.

But Diancecht was vexed when he saw his son doing a better cure, than himself, and he threw his sword at his
head, that it cut the flesh, but the lad healed the wound by means of his skill. Then Diancecht threw it a second
time, that it reached the bone, but the lad was able to cure the wound. Then he struck him the third time and Th
fourth, till he cut out the brain, for he knew no physician could cure him after that blow; and Miach died, and he
buried him.

And herbs grew up from his grave, to the number of his joints and sinews three hundred and sixty—five. And
Airmed, his sister, came up and spread out her cloak and laid out the herbs in it, according to their virtue. But
Diancecht saw her doing that, and he came and mixed up the herbs, so that no one knows all their right powers
this day.

Then when the Tuatha de Danaan saw Nuada as well as he was before, they gathered together to Teamhair, w
Bres was, and they bade him to give up the kingship, for he had held it long enough. So he had to give it up,
though he was not very willing, and Nuada was put back in the kingship again.

There was great vexation on Bres then, and he searched his mind to know how could he be avenged on those 1
had put him out, and how he could gather an army against them; and he went to his mother, Eri, daughter of
Delbaith, and bade her tell him what his race was.

"I know that well," she said; and she told him then that his father was a king of the Fomor, Elathan, son of
Dalbaech, and that he came to her one time over a level sea in some great vessel that seemed to be of silver, t
she could not see its shape, and he himself having the appearance of a young man with yellow hair, and his
clothes sewed with gold, and five rings of gold about his neck. And she that had refused the love of all the youn
men of her own people, gave him her love, and she cried when he left her. And he gave her a ring from his han
and bade her give it only to the man whose finger it would fit, and he went away then the same way as he had
come.

Part | Book I: Reign of Bres 14



Gods and Fighting Men

And she brought out the ring then to Bres, and he put it round his middle finger, and it fitted him well. And they
went then together to the hill where she was the time she saw the silver vessel coming, and down to the strand,
and she and Bres and his people set out for the country of the Fomor.

And when they came to that country they found a great plain with many gatherings of people on it, and they wel
to the gathering that looked the best, and the people asked where did they come from, and they said they were
come from Ireland. "Have you hounds with you?" they asked them then, for it was the custom at that tune, wher
strangers came to a gathering to give them some friendly challenge. "We have hounds," said Bros. So the hour
were matched against one another, and the hounds of the Tuatha de Dannan were better than the hounds of th
Fomor. "Have you horses for a race?" they asked then. "We have," said Bres. And the horses of the Tuatha de
Danaan beat the horses of the Fomor.

Then they asked was any one among them a good hand with the sword, and they said Bres was the best. But v
he put his hand to his sword, Elathan, his father, that was among them, knew the ring, and he asked who was t
young man. Then his mother answered him and told the whole story, and that Bres was his own son.

There was sorrow on his father then, and he said: "What was it drove you out of the country you were king over
And Bres said: "Nothing drove me out but my own injustice and my own hardness; | took away their treasures
from the people, and their jewels, and their food itself. And there were never taxes put on them before | was the
king."

"That is bad," said his father; "it is of their prosperity you had a right to think more than of your own kingship.
And their good—-will would be better than their curses," he said; "and what is it you are come to look for here?" "
am come to look for fighting men," said Bres, "that | may take Ireland by force." "You have no right to get it by
injustice when you could not keep it by justice,” said his father. "What advice have you for me then?" said Bres.

And Elathan bade him go to the chief king of the Fomor, Balor of the Evil Eye, to see what advice and what hely
would he give him.

Part | Book II: The Coming of Lugh

Now as to Nuada of the Silver Hand, he was holding a great feast at Teamhair one time, after he was back in tt
kingship. And there were two door—keepers at Teamhair, Gamal, son of Figal, and Camel, son of Riagall. And ¢
young man came to the door where one of them was, and bade him bring him in to the king. "Who are you
yourself?" said the door—keeper. | am Lugh, son of Cian of the Tuatha de Danaan, and of Ethlinn, daughter of
Balor, King of the Fomor," he said; " and | am foster-son of Taillte, daughter of the King of the Great Plain, and
of Echaid the Rough, son of Duach." "What are you skilled in?" said the door-keeper; "for no one without an art
comes into Teamhair." "Question me," said Lugh; "l am a carpenter." "We do not want you; we have a carpente
ourselves, Luchtar, son of Luachaid." "Then | am a smith" "We have a smith ourselves, Colum Cuaillemech of t
Three New Ways." "Then | am a champion." "That is no use to us; we have a champion before, Ogma, brother
the king." "Question me again," he said; "I am a harper." "That is no use to us; we have a harper ourselves,
Abhean, son of Bicelmos, that the Men of the Three Gods brought from the bills." "I am a poet," he said then,
"and a teller of tales.” "That is no use to us; we have a teller of tales ourselves, Erc, son of Ethaman.” "And | an
magician." "That is no use to us; we have plenty of magicians and people of power." "I am a physician," he said
"That is no use; we have Diancecht for our physician." "Let me be a cup-bearer," he said. "We do not want you
we have nine cup—bearers ourselves." "| am a good worker in brass". "We have a worker in brass ourselves, th
is Credne Cerd."

Then Lugh said: "Go and ask the king if he has anyone man that can do all these things, and if he has, | will not
ask to come into Teamhair." The door—keeper went into the king's house then and told him all that. "There is a
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young man at the door," he said, "and his name should be the Illd¥nach, the Master of all Arts, for all the things
the people of your house can do, he himself is able to do every one of them." "Try him with the chess-boards,"
said Nuada. So the chess—boards were brought out, and every game that was played, Lugh won it. And when

Nuada was told that, he said: "Let him in, for the like of him never came into Teamhair before."

Then the door—keeper let him pass, and he came into the king's house and sat down in the seat of knowledge. .
there was a great flag—stone there that could hardly be moved by four times twenty yoke of oxen, and Ogma tot
it up and hurled it out through the house so that it lay on the outside of Teamhair, as a challenge to Lugh. But
Lugh hurled it back again that it lay in the middle of the king's house. He played the harp for them then, and he
had them laughing and crying, till he put them asleep at the end with a sleepy tune. And when Nuada saw all th
things Lugh could do, he began to think that by his help the country might get free of the taxes and the tyranny
put on it by the Fomor. And it is what he did, he came down from his throne, and he put Lugh on it in his place,
for the length of thirteen days, the way they might all listen to the advice he would give.

This now is the story of the birth of Lugh. The time the Fomor used to be coming to Ireland, Balor of the Strong
Blows, or, as some called him, of the Evil Eye, was living on the Island of the Tower of Glass. There was dange
for ships that went near that island, for the Fomor would come out and take them. And some say the sons of
Nemed in the old time, before the Firbolgs were in Ireland, passed near it in their ships, and what they saw was
tower of glass in the middle of the sea, and on the tower something that had the appearance of men, and they v
against it with Druid spells to attack it. And the Fomor worked against them with Druid spells of their own; and
the Sons of Nemed attacked the tower, and it vanished, and they thought it was destroyed. But a great wave ro
over them then, and all their ships went down and all that were in them.

And the tower was there as it was before, and Balor living in it. And it is the reason he was called "of the Evil
Eye," there was a power of death in one of his eyes, so that no person could look at it and live. It is the way it g«
that power, he was passing one time by a house where his father's Druids were making spells of death, and the
window being open he looked in, and the smoke of the poisonous spells was rising up, and it went into his eye.
And from that time he had to keep it closed unless he wanted to be the death of some enemy, and then the mel
that were with him would lift the eyelid with a ring of ivory.

Now a Druid foretold one time that it was by his own grandson he would get his death. And he had at that time
but one child, a daughter whose name was Ethlinn; and when he heard what the Druid said, he shut her up in tl
tower on the island. And he put twelve women with her to take charge of her and to guard her, and he bade the
never to let her see a man or hear the name of a man.

So Ethlinn was brought up in the tower, and she grew to be very beautiful; and sometimes she would see men
passing in the currachs, and sometimes she would see a man in her dreams. But when she would speak of tha
the women, they would give her no answer.

So there was no fear on Balor, and be went on with war and robbery as he was used, seizing every ship that
passed by, and sometimes going over to Ireland to do destruction there.

Now it chanced at that time there were three brothers of the Tuatha de Danaan living together in a place that wi
called Druim na Teine, the Ridge of the Fire, Goibniu and Samthainn and Cian. Cian was a lord of land, and
Goibniu was the smith that had such a great name. Now Clan had a wonderful cow, the Glas Gaibhnenn, and h
milk never failed. And every one that heard of her coveted her, and many had tried to steal her away, so that st
had to be watched night and day.
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And one time Cian was wanting some swords made, and he went to Goibniu's forge, and he brought the Glas
Gaibhnenn with him, holding her by a halter. When he came to the forge his two brothers were there together, f
Samthainn had brought some steel to have weapons made for himself; and Cian bade Samthainn to hold the h:
while he went into the forge to speak with Goibniu.

Now Balor bad set his mind for a long time on the Glas Gaibhnenn, but he had never been able to get near her
to this time. And he was watching not far off, and when he saw Samthainn holding the cow, he put on the
appearance of a little boy, having red hair, and came up to him and told him he heard his two brothers that were
the forge saying to one another that they would use all his steel for their own swords, and make his of iron. "By
my word," said Samthainn, "they will not deceive me so easily. Let you hold the cow, little lad," he said, "and |
will go in to them." With that he rushed into the forge, and great anger on him. And no sooner did Balor get the
halter in his hand than he set out, dragging the Glas along with him, to the strand, and across the sea to his ow
island.

When Cian saw his brother coming in he rushed out, and there he saw Balor and the Glas out in the sea. And h
had nothing to do then but to reproach his brother, and to wander about as if his wits had left him, not knowing
what way to get his cow back from Balor. At last he went to a Druid to ask an advice from him; and it is what the
Druid told him, that so long as Balor lived, the cow would never be brought back, for no one would go within
reach of his Evil Eye.

Cian went then to a woman-Druid, Birog of the Mountain, for her help. And she dressed him in a woman's
clothes, and brought him across the sea in a blast of wind, to the tower where Ethlinn was. Then she called to tl
women in the tower, and asked them for shelter for a high queen she was after saving from some hardship, anc
women in the tower did not like to refuse a woman of the Tuatha de Danaan, and they let her and her comrade
Then Birog by her enchantments put them all into a deep sleep, and Cian went to speak with Ethlinn. And wher
she saw him she said that was the face she had seen in her dreams. So she gave him her love; but after a whil
was brought away again on a blast of wind.

And when her time came, Ethlinn gave birth to a son. And when Balor knew that, he bade his people put the ch
in a cloth and fasten it with a pin, and throw him into a current of the sea. And as they were carrying the child

across an arm of the sea, the pin dropped out, and the child slipped from the cloth into the water, and they thou
he was drowned. But he was brought away by Birog of the Mountain, and she brought him to his father Cian; ar
he gave him to be fostered by Taillte, daughter of the King of the Great Plain. It is thus Lugh was born and rear

And some say Balor came and struck the head off Cian on a white stone, that has the blood marks on it to this
day; but it is likely it was some other man he struck the head off, for it was by the sons of Tuireann that Cian
came to his death.

And after Lugh had come to Teamhair, and made his mind up to join with his father's people against the Fomor.
he put his mind to the work; and he went to a quiet place in Grellach Dollaid, with Nuada and the Dagda, and w
Ogma; and Goibniu and Diancecht were called to them there. A full year they stopped there, making their plans
together in secret, the way the Fomor would not know they were going to rise against them till such time as all
would be ready, and till they would know what their strength was. And it is from that council the place got the
name afterwards of "The Whisper of the Men of Dea".

And they broke up the council, and agreed to meet again that day three years, and everyone of them went his c
way, and Lugh went back to his own friends, the sons of Manannan.
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And it was a good while after that, Nuada was holding a great assembly of the people on the Hill of Uisnech, on
the west side of Teamhair. And they were not long there before they saw an armed troop coming towards them
from the east, over the plain; and there was a young man in front of the troop, in command over the rest, and th
brightness of his face was like the setting sun, so that they were not able to look at him because of its brightnes

And when he came nearer they knew it was Lugh Lamh-Fada, of the Long Hand, that had come back to them,
and along with him were the Riders of the Sidhe from the Land of Promise, and his own foster—brothers, the sol
of Manannan, Sgoith Gleigeil, the White Flower, and Goitne Gorm-Shuileach, the Blue—-eyed Spear, and Sine
Sindearg, of the Red Ring, and Donall Donn—Ruadh, of the Red—brown Hair. And it is the way Lugh was, he ha
Manannan's horse, the Aonbharr, of the One Mane, under him, that was as swift as the naked cold wind of spri
and the sea was the same as dry land to her, and the rider was never killed off her back. And he had Manannat
breast-plate on him, that kept whoever was wearing it from wounds, and a helmet on his head with two beautifi
precious stones set in the front of it and one at the back, and when he took it off, his forehead was like the sun
a dry summer day. And he had Manannan's sword, the Freagarthach, the Answerer, at his side, and no one tha
was wounded by it would ever get away alive; and when that sword was bared in a battle, no man that saw it
coming against him had any more strength than a woman in child-birth.

And the troop came to where the King of Ireland was with the Tuatha de Danaan, and they welcomed one
another.

And they were not long there till they saw a surly, slovenly troop coining towards them, nine times nine of the
messengers of the Fomor, that were coming to ask rent and taxes from the men of Ireland; and the names of th
four that were the hardest and the most cruel were Eine and Eathfaigh and Coron and Compar; and there was ¢
great dread of these four on the Tuatha de Danaan, that not one of them would so much as punish his own son
his foster—son without leave from them.

They came up then to where the King of Ireland was with the Riders of the Sidhe, and the king and all the Tuatt
de Danaan stood up before them. And Lugh of the Long Hand said: "Why do you rise up before that surly,
slovenly troop, when you did not rise up before us?"

"It is needful for us to do it," said the king; "for if there was but a child of us sitting before them, they would not
think that too small a cause for killing him." "By my word," said Lugh, "there is a great desire coming on me to
kill themselves." "That is a thing would bring harm on us," said the king, "for we would meet our own death and
destruction through it." "It is too long a time you have been under this oppression," said Lugh. And with that he
started up and made an attack on the Fomor, killing and wounding them, till he had made an end of eight nines
them, but he let the last nine go under the protection of Nuada the king. "And | would kill you along with the
others," he said, "but | would sooner see you go with messages to your own country than my own people, for fe
they might get any ill-treatment.”

So the nine went back then till they came to Lochlann, where the men of the Fomor were, and they told them th
story from beginning to end, and how a young well-featured lad had come into Ireland and had killed all the
tax—gatherers but themselves, "and it is the reason he let us off," they said, "that we might tell you the story
ourselves."

"Do you know who is the young man?" said Balor of the Evil Eye then.

"I know well," said Ceithlenn, his wife; "he is the son of your daughter and mine. And it was foretold." she said,
"that from the time he would come into Ireland, we would never have power there again for ever."

Then the chief men of the Fomor went into a council, Eab, son of Neid, and Seanchab, grandson of Neid, and
Sital Salmhor, and Liath, son of Lobais, and the nine poets of the Fomor that had learning and the gift of
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foreknowledge, and Lobais the Druid, and Balor himself, and his twelve white—mouthed sons, and Ceithlenn of
the Crooked Teeth, his queen.

And it was just at that time Bres and his father Elathan were come to ask help of the Fomor, and Bres said: "I
myself will go tor Ireland, and seven great battalions of the Riders of the Fomor along with me, and | will give
battle to this Ildtnach, this master of all arts, and | will strike his bead off and bring it here to you, to the green o
Berbhe." "It would be a fitting thing for you to do," said they all. "Let my ships be made ready for me," said Bres
"and let food and provisions be put in them."

So they made no delay, but went and got the ships ready, and they put plenty of food and drink in them, and the
two swift Luaths were sent out to gather the army to Bres. And when they were all gathered, they made ready
their armour and their weapons, and they set out for Ireland.

And Balor the king followed them to the harbour, and he said: "Give battle to that lldtnach, and strike off his
head; and tie that island that is called Ireland to the back of your ships, and let the destroying water take its plac
and put it on the north side of Lochlann, and not one of the Men of Dea will follow it there to the end of life and
time."

Then they pushed out their ships and put up their painted sails, and went out from the harbour on the untilled
country, on the ridges of the wide-lying sea, and they never turned from their course till they came to the harbo
of Eas Dara. And from that they sent out an army through West Connacht and destroyed it altogether, through ¢
through. And the King of Connacht at that time was Bodb Dearg, son of the Dagda.

Part | Book Il: The Sons of Tuireann

And Lugh of the Long Hand was at that time at Teamhair with the King of Ireland, and it was showed to him tha
the Fomor were after landing at Eas Dara. And when he knew that, he made ready Manannan's horse, the
Aonbharr, at the time of the battle of the day and night; and he went where Nuada the king was, and told him hc
the Fomor had landed at Eas Darn and had spoiled Bodb Dearg's counny; "And it is what | want," he said, "to g
help from you to give battle to them." But Nuada was not minded to avenge the destruction that was done on
Bodb Dearg and not on himself and Lugh was not well pleased with his answer, and he went riding out of
Teanihair westward. And presently he saw three armed men coming towards him, his own father Cian, with his
brothers Cu and Ceithen, that were the three sons of Cainte, and they saluted him. "What is the cause of your ¢
rising?" they said. "It is good cause | have for it," said Lugh, "for the Fomor are come into Ireland and have
robbed Bodb Dearg; and what help will you give me against them?" he said.

"Each one of us will keep off a hundred from you in the battle,” said they. "That is a good help," said Lugh; "but
there is a help | would sooner have from you than that: to gather the Riders of the Sidhe to me from every place
where they are."

So Cu and Ceithen went towards the south, and Cian set out northward, and he did not stop till he reached the

Plain of Muirthemne. And as he was going across the plain he saw three armed men before him, that were the

three sons of Tuireann, son of Ogma. And it is the way it was between the three Sons of Tuireann and the three
Sons of Cainte, they were in hatred and enmity towards one another, so that whenever they met there was sure
be fighting among them.

Then Cian said: "If my two brothers had been here it is a brave fight we would make; but since they are not, it is
best for me to fall back." Then he saw a great herd of pigs near him, and he struck himself with a Druid rod that
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put on him the shape of a pig of the herd, and he began rooting up the ground like the rest.

Then Brian, one of the sons of Tuireann, said to his brothers: "Did you see that armed man that was walking the
plain a while ago?" "We did see him," said they. "Do you know what was it took him away?" said Brian. "We do
not know that," said they. "It is a pity you not to be keeping a better watch over the plains of the open country in
time of war," said Brian; "and | know well what happened him, for he struck himself with his Druid rod into the
shape of a pig of these pigs, and he is rooting up the ground now like any one of them; and whoever he is, he is
friend to us." "That is bad for us," said the other two, "for the pigs belong to some one of the Tuatha de Danaan
and even if we kill them all, the Druid pig might chance to escape us in the end."

"It is badly you got your learning in the city of learning," said Brian, "when you cannot tell an enchanted beast
from a natural beast." And while he was saying that, he struck his two brothers with his Druid rod, and he turnec
them into two thin, fast hounds, and they began to yelp sharply on the track of the enchanted pig.

And it was not long before the pig fell out from among the others, and not one of the others made away but only
itself, and it made for a wood, and at the edge of the wood Brian gave a cast of his spear that went through its
body. And the pig cried out, and it said: "It is a bad thing you have done to have made a cast at me when you
knew me." "It seems to me you have the talk of a man," said Brian. "l was a man indeed," said he; "l am Cian, s
of Cainte, and give me your protection now." "l swear by the gods of the air," said Brian, "that if the life came
back seven times to you | would take it from you every time." "If that is so," said Cian, "give me one request: let
me go into my own shape again." "We will do that," said Brian, "for it is easier to me to kill a man than a pig."

So Cian took his own shape then, and he said: "Give me mercy now." "We will not give it," said Brian. "Well, |
have got the better of you for all that," said Cian; "for if it was in the shape of a pig you had killed me there woul
only be the blood money for a pig on me; but as it is in my own shape you will kill me, there never was and neve
will be any person killed for whose sake a heavier fine will be paid than for myself. And the arms | am killed
with," he said, "it is they will tell the deed to my son."

"It is not with weapons you will be killed, but with the stones lying on the ground," said Brian. And with that they
pelted him with stones, fiercely and roughly, till all that was left of him was a poor, miserable, broken heap; and
they buried him the depth of a man's body in the earth, and the earth would not receive that murder from them,
cast it up again. Brian said it should go into the earth again, and they put it in the second time, and the second t
the earth would not take it. And six times the sons of Tuireann buried the body, and six times it was cast up aga
but the seventh nine it was put underground the earth kept it. And then they went on to join Lugh of the Long
Hand for the battle.

Now as to Lugh; upon parting with his father he went forward from Teamhair westward, to the hills that were
called afterwards Gairech and llgairech, and to the ford of the Shannon that is now called Athluain, and to Bear!
nah-Eadargana, the Gap of Separation, and over Magh Luirg, the Plain of Following, and to Corr Slieve na
Seaghsa, the Round Mountain of the Poet's Spring, and to the head of Sean-Slieve, and through the place of ti
bright-faced Corann, and from that to Magh Mor an Aonaigh, the Great Plain of the Fair, where the Fomor were
and the spoils of Connacht with them.

It is then Bres, son of Elathan, rose up and said: "It is a wonder to me the sun to be rising in the west to—day, at
it rising in the east every other day." "It would be better for us it to be the sun," said the Druids. "What else is it?
said he. "It is the shining of the face of Lugh, son of Ethlinn," said they.

Lugh came up to them then and saluted them. "Why do you come like a friend to us?" said they. "There is good
cause for that," he said, "for there is but one half of me of the Tuatha de Danaan, and the other half of yourselve
And give me back now the milch cows of the men of Ireland," he said. "May early good luck not come to you till
you get either a dry or a milch cow here," said a man of them, and anger on him.
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But Lugh stopped near them for three days and three nights, and at the end of that time the Riders of the Sidhe
came to him. And Bodb Dearg, son of the Dagda, came with twenty—nine hundred men, and he said: "What is tl
cause of your delay in giving battle?" "Waiting for you | was," said Lugh.

Then the kings and chief men of the men of Ireland took their armour on them, and they raised the points of the
spears over their heads, and they made close fences of their shields. And they attacked their enemies on Magh
Moran Aonaigh, and their enemies answered them, and they threw their whining spears at one another, and wh
their spears were broken they drew their swords from their blue-bordered sheaths and began to strike at one
another, and thickets of brown flames rose above them from the bitterness of their many—-edged weapons.

And Lugh saw the battle pen where Bres, son of Elathan, was, and he made a fierce attack on him and on the r
that were guarding him till he had made an end of two hundred of them.

When Bres saw that, he gave himself up to Lugh's protection. "Give me my life this time," he said, "and | will
bring the whole race of the Fomor to fight it out with you in a great battle; and | bind myself to that, by the sun
and the moon, the sea and the land," he said.

On that Lugh gave him his life, and then the Druids that were with him asked his protection for themselves. "By
my word," said Lugh, "if the whole race of the Fomor went under my protection they would not be destroyed by
me." So then Bres and the Druids set out for their own country.

Now as to Lugh and the sons of Tuireann. After the battle of Magh Mor on Aonaigh, he met two of his kinsmen
and asked them did they see his father in the fight. "We did not," said they. "I am sure he is not living," said Lug
"and | give my word," he said, "there will be no food or drink go into my mouth till | get knowledge by what
death my father died."

Then he set out, and the Riders of the Sidhe after him, till they came to the place where he and his father parte
from one another, and from that to the place where his father went into the shape of a pig when he saw the son
Tuireann.

And when Lugh came to that place the earth spoke to him, and it said: "It is in great danger your father was her
Lugh, when he saw the sons of Tuireann before him, and it is into the shape of a pig he had to go, but it is in his
own shape they killed him."

Then Lugh told that to his people, and he found the spot where his father was buried, and he bade them dig the
the way he would know by what death the sons of Tuireann had made an end of him.

Then they raised the body out of the grave and looked at it, and it was all one bed of wounds. And Lugh said: "I
was the death of an enemy the sons of Tuireann gave my dear father." And he gave him three kisses, and it is \
he said: "It is bad the way | am myself after this death, for | can hear nothing with my ears, and | can see nothin
with my eyes, and there is not a living pulse in my heart, with grief after my father. And you gods | worship," he
said, "it is a pity | not to have come here the time this thing was done. And it is a great thing that has been done
here," he said, "the people of the gods of Dana to have done treachery on one another, and it is long they will b
under loss by it and be weakened by it. And Ireland will never be free from trouble from this out, east and west,
he said.

Then they put Cian under the earth again, and after that there was keening made over his grave, and a stone w
raised on it, and his name was written in Ogham. And Lugh said: "This hill will take its name from Cian, althoug
he himself is stripped and broken. And it was the sons of Tuireann did this thing," he said, "and there will grief
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and anguish fall on them from it, and on their children after them. And it is no lying story | am telling you," he
said; "and it is a pity the way | am, and my heart is broken in my breast since Cian, the brave man, is not living.’

Then he bade his people to go before him to Teamhair, "But do not tell the story till | tell it myself," he said.

And when Lugh came to Teamhair he sat in the high seat of the king, and he looked about him and he saw the
three sons of Tuireann. And those were the three that were beyond all others at Teamhair at that time for
guickness and skill, for a good hand in battle, for beauty and an honourable name.

Then Lugh bade his people to shake the chain of silence, and they did so,and they all listened. And Lugh said:
"What are your minds fixed on at this time, Men of Dea?" "On yourself indeed," said they. "I have a question to
ask of you," he said. "What is the vengeance each one of you would take on the man that would kill your father’

There was great wonder on them when they heard that, and one of the chief men among them said: "Tell us wa
your own father that was killed?" "It was indeed," said Lugh; "and | see now in this houses," he said, "the men
that killed him, and they know themselves what way they killed him better than | know it." Then the king said: "It
is not a death of one day only | would give the man that had killed my father, if he was in my power, but to cut o
one of his limbs from day to day till | would make an end of him." All the chief men said the same, and the sons
of Tuireann like the rest.

"There are making that answer," said Lugh, "the three men that killed my father; and let them pay the fine for hil
now, since you are all together in the one place. And if they will not," he said, "I will not break the protection of
the king's house, but they must make no attempt to quit this house till they have settled with me."

"If it was | myself had killed your father," said the king, "I would be well content you to take a fine from me for
him."

"It is at us Lugh is saying all this," said the sons of Tuireann among themselves. "Let us acknowledge the killing
of his father to him," said luchar and lucharba. "l am in dread," said Brian, "that it is wanting an
acknowledgement from us he is, in the presence of all the rest, and that he will not let us off with a fine
afterwards." "It is best to acknowledge it," said the others; "and let you speak it out since you are the eldest."

Then Brian, son of Tuireann, said: "It is at us you are speaking, Lugh, for you are thinking we went against the
sons of Cainte before now; and we did not Kill your father," he said, "but we will pay the fine for him the same a¢
if we did kill him." "I will take a fine from you that you do not think of," said Lugh, "and | will say here what it is,
and if it is too much for you, | will let you off a share of it." "Let us hear it from you," said they. "Here it is," said
Lugh; "three apples, and the skin of a pig, and a spear, and two horses, and a chariot, and seven pigs, and a dc
whelp, and a cooking-spit, and three shouts on a hill. That is the fine | am asking," he said; "and if it is too mucl
for you, a part of it will be taken off you presently, and if you do not think it too much, then pay it."

"It is not too much," said Brian, "or a hundred times of it would not be too much. And we think it likely," he said,
"because of its smallness that you have some treachery towards us behind it." "I do not think it too little of a fine
said Lugh; "and | give you the guarantee of the Tuatha de Danaan | will ask no other thing, and | will be faithful
to you, and let you give the same pledge to me." "It is a pity you to ask that," said Brian, "for our own pledge is ¢
good as any pledge in the world." "Your own pledge is not enough," said Lugh, "for it is often the like of you
promised to pay a fine in this way, and would try to back out of it after."

So then the sons of Tuireann bound themselves by the King of Ireland, and by Bodb Dearg, son of the Dagda, :
by the chief men of the Tuatha de Danaan, that they would pay that fine to Lugh.
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"It would be well for me now," said Lugh, "to give you better knowledge of the fine." "It would be well indeed,"
said they.

"This is the way of it then," said Lugh. "The three apples | asked of you are the three apples from the Garden in
the East of the World, and no other apples will do but these, for they are the most beautiful and have most virtus
in them of the apples of the whole world. And it is what they are like, they are of the colour of burned gold, and
they are the size of the head of a child a month old, and there is the taste of honey on them, and they do not le¢
the pain of wounds or the vexation of sickness on any one that eats them, and they do not lessen by being eate
for ever. And the skin | asked of you," he said, "is the pig skin of Tuis, King of Greece, and it heals all the wounc
and all the sickness of the world, and whatever danger a man may be in, if it can but overtake the life in him, it
will cure him; and it is the way it was with that pig, every stream of water it would go through would be turned
into wine to the end of nine days after, and every wound it touched was healed; and it is what the Druids of
Greece said, that it is not in itself this virtue was, but in the skin, and they skinned it, and the skin is there ever
since. And | think, too, it will not be easy for you to get it, with or without leave.

"And do you know what is the spear | am asking of you?" he said. "We do not," said they. "It is a very deadly
spear belonging to the King of Persia, the Luin it is called, and every choice thing is done by it, and its head is
kept steeped in a vessel of water, the way it will not burn down the place where it is, and it will be hard to get it.
And do you know what two horses and what chariot | am asking of you? They are the chariot and the two
wonderful horses of Dobar, King of Siogair, and the sea is the same as land to them, and there are no faster ho
than themselves, and there is no chariot equal to that one in shape and in strength.

"And do you know what are the seven pigs | asked of you? They are the pigs of Easal, King of the Golden Pillar
and though they are killed every night, they are found alive the next day, and there will be no disease or no
sickness on any person that will eat a share of them.

"And the whelp | asked of you is Fail-Inis, the whelp belonging to the King of loruaidh, the Cold Country. And
all the wild beasts of the world would fall down at the sight of her, and she is more beautiful than the sun in his
fiery wheels, and it will be hard to get her.

"And the cooking-spit | asked of you is a spit of the spits of the women of Inis Cenn—fhinne, the Island of Caer ¢
the Fair Hair. And the three shouts you are to give on a hill must be given on the Hill of Miochaoin in the north o
Lochlann. And Miochaoin and his sons are under bonds not to allow any shouts to be given on that hill; and it w
with them my father got his learning, and if | would forgive you his death, they would not forgive you. And if you
get through all your other voyages before you reach to them, it is my opinion they themselves will avenge him o
you. And that is the fine | have asked of you," said Lugh.

There was silence and darkness on the sons of Tuireann when they heard that. And they went to where their fa
was, and told him the fine that had been put on them. "It is bad news that is," said Tuireann; "and it is to your
death and your destruction you will be going, looking for those things. But for all that, if Lugh himself had a minc
to help you, you could work out the fine, and all the men of the world could not do it but by the power of
Manannan or of Lugh. Go then and ask the loan of Manannan's horse, the Aonbharr, from Lugh, and if he has ¢
wish to get the fine, he will give it to you; but if he does not wish it he will say the horse is not his, and that he
would not give the loan of a loan. Ask him then for the loan of Manannan's curragh, the Scuabtuinne, the Swee
of the Waves. And he will give that, for he is under bonds not to refuse a second request, and the curragh is be!
for you than the horse," he said.

So the Sons of Tuireann went to where Lugh was, and they saluted him, and they said they could not bring him

the fine without his own help, and for that reason it would be well for them to get a loan of the Aonbharr. "l have
that horse only on loan myself," said Lugh, "and | will not give a loan of a loan."
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'If that is so, give us the loan of Manannan's curragh," said Brian. "l will give that," said Lugh. "What place is it?"
said they. "At Brugh na Boinn," said Lugh.

Then they went back again to where Tuireann was, and his daughter Ethic, their sister, with him, and they told
him they had got the curragh. "It is not much the better you will be for it," said Tuireann, "although Lugh would
like well to get every part of this fine he could make use of before the battle with the Fomor. But he would like
yourselves to come to your death looking for it."

Then they went away, and they left Tuireann sorrowful and lamenting, and Ethne went with them to where the
curragh was. And Brian got into it, and he said: "There is place but for one other person along with me here." Al
he began to find fault with its narrowness. "You ought not to be faulting the curragh," said Ethne; "and O my de:
brother," she said, "it was a bad thing you did, to kill the father of Lugh of the Long Hand; and whatever harm
may come to you from it, it is but just." "Do not say that, Ethne," they said, "for we are in good heart, and we wil
do brave deeds. And we would sooner be killed a hundred times over," they said, "than to meet with the death ¢
cowards." "My grief," said Ethne, "there is nothing more sorrowful than this, to see you driven out from your owr
country."

Then the three pushed out their curragh from the beautiful clear-bayed shore of Ireland. "What course shall we
take first?" said they. "We will go look for the apples,” said Brian, "as they were the first thing we were bade
bring. And so we ask of you, curragh of Manannan that is under us, to sail to the Garden in the East of the
World."

And the curragh did not neglect that order, but it sailed forward over the green—sided waves and deep places til
came to its harbour in the east of the world.

And then Brian asked his brothers: "What way have you a mind to get into the garden? For | think," be said, "the
king's champions and the fighting men of the country are always guarding it, and the king himself is chief over
them." "What should we do," said his brothers, "but to make straight at them and attack them, and bring away tt
apples or fall ourselves, since we cannot escape from these dangers that are before us without meeting our de:
in some place." "It would be better," said Brian, "the story of our bravery and our craftiness to be told and to live
after us, than folly and cowardice to be told of us. And what is best for us to do now," he said, "is to go in the
shape of swift hawks into the garden, and the watchers have but their light spears to throw at us, and let you tal
good care to keep out of their reach; and after they have thrown them all, make a quick flight to the apples and
each of you bring away an apple of them in your claws, and | will bring away the third."

They said that was a good advice, and Brian struck himself and the others with his Druid rod, and changed ther
into beautiful hawks. And they flew towards the garden, and the watchers took notice of them and shouted on
every side of them, and threw showers of spears and darts, but the hawks kept out of their reach as Brian had t
them, till all the spears were spent,and then they swept down bravely on the apples, and brought them away wi
them, without so much as a wound.

And the news went through the city and the whole district, and the king had three wise, crafty daughters, and th
put themselves into the shape of three ospreys, and they followed the hawks to the sea, and sent flashes of
lightning before them and after them, that scorched them greatly.

"It is a pity the way we are now," said the sons of Tuireann, "for we will be burned through and through with this
lightning if we do not get some relief." "If | can give you relief | will do it," said Brian. With that he struck
himself and his brothers with the Druid rod, and they were turned into three swans, and they went down quickly
into the sea, and the ospreys went away from them then, and the Sons of Tufreann went into their boat.
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After that they consulted together, and it is what they agreed, to go to Greece and to bring away the skin of the
pig, with or without leave. So they went forward till they came near to the court of the King of Greece.

"What appearance should we put on us going in here?" said Brian. "What appearance should we go in with but
our own?" said the others. "That is not what | think best," said Brian; "but to go in with the appearance of poets
from Ireland, the way the high people of Greece will hold us in respect and in honour." "It would be hard for us t
do that," they said, "and we without a poem, and it is little we know how to make one."

However, they put the poet's tie on their hair, and they knocked at the door of the court, and the door-keeper
asked who was in it. "We are poets of Ireland," said Brian, "and we are come with a poem to the king."

The door-keeper went in and told the king that there were poets from Ireland at the door. "Let them in," said the
king, "for it is in search of a good man they came so far from their own country.” And the king gave orders that
everything should be well set out in the court, the way they would say they had seen no place so grand in all the
travels.

The sons of Tuireann were let in then, having the appearance of poets, and they fell to drinking and pleasure
without delay; and they thought they had never seen, and there was not in the world, a court so good as that or
large a household, or a place where they had met with better treatment.

Then the king's poets got up to give out their poems and songs. And then Brian, son of Tuireann, bade his brott
to say a poem for the king. "We have no poem," said they; "and do not ask any poem of us, but the one we kno
before, and that is to take what we want by the strength of our hand if we are the strongest, or to fall by those tf
are against us if they are the strongest." "That is not a good way to make a poem," said Brian. And with that he
rose up himself and asked a hearing. And they all listened to him, and it is what he said:

"O Tuis, we do not hide your fame; we praise you as the oak among kings; the skin of a pig, bounty without
hardness, this is the reward | ask for it.

"The war of a neighbour against an ear; the fair ear of his neighbour will be against him; he who gives us what |
owns, his court will not be the scarcer for it.

"A raging army and a sudden sea are a danger to whoever goes against them. The skin of a pig, bounty withou
hardness, this is the reward | ask, O Tuis."

"That is a good poem," said the king; "but | do not know a word of its meaning." "I will tell you its meaning," said
Brian. " 'O Tuis, we do not hide your fame; we praise you as the oak above the kings.' That is, as the oak is
beyond the kingly trees of the wood, so are you beyond the kings of the world for open—handedness and for
grandeur.

"The skin of a pig, bounty without hardness.' That is, the skin of a pig you own is what | would wish to get from
you as a reward for my poem.

"The war of a neighbour against an ear, the fair ear of his neighbour will be against him.' That is, you and | will
by the ears about the skin, unless | get it with your consent.

"And that is the meaning of the poem," said Brian.
"l would praise your poem," said the king, "if there was not so much about my pig—skin in it; and you have no
good sense, man of poetry," he said, "to be asking that thing of me, and | would not give it to all the poets and tl

learned men and the great men of the world, since they could not take it away without my consent. But | will giv
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you three times the full of the skin of gold as the price of your poem," he said.

"May good be with you, king," said Brian, "and | know well it was no easy thing 1 was asking, but | knew |
would get a good ransom for it. And | am that covetous," he said, "l will not be satisfied without seeing the gold
measured myself into the skin."

The king sent his servants with them then to the treasure—house to measure the gold. "Measure out the full of it
my brothers first," said Brian, "and then give good measure to myself, since it was | made the poem."

But when the skin was brought out, Brian made a quick sudden snatch at it with his left hand, and drew his swo
and made a stroke at the man nearest him, and made two halves of him. And then he kept a hold of the skin an
put it about himself, and the three of them rushed out of the court, cutting down every armed man before them,
that not one escaped death or wounding. And then Brian went to where the king himself was, and the king mad
no delay in attacking him, and they made a hard fight of it, and at the end the King of Greece fell by the hand of
Brian, son of Tuireann.

The three brothers rested for a while after that, and then they said they would go and look for some other part o
the fine. "We will go to Pisear, King of Persia," said Brian, "and ask him for the spear."

So they went into their boat, and they left the blue streams of the coast of Greece, and they said: "We are well ¢
when we have the apples and the skin." And they stopped nowhere till they came to the borders of Persia.

"Let us go to the court with the appearance of poets," said Brian, "the same as we went to the King of Greece."
"We are content to do that," said the others, "as all turned out so well the last time we took to poetry; not that it |
easy for us to take to a calling that does not belong to us."

So they put the poet's tie on their hair, and they were *s well treated as they were at the other court; and when t
time came for poems Brian rose up, and it is what he said:

"It is little any spear looks to Pisear; the battle of enemies are broken, it is not too much for Pisear to wound eve
one of them.

"A yew, the most beautiful of the wood, it is called a king, it is not bulky. May the spear drive on the whole crowt
to their wounds of death."

"That is a good poem," said the king, "but | do not understand why my own spear is brought into it, O Man of
Poetry from Ireland.”

"It is because it is that spear of your own | would wish to get as the reward of my poem," said Brian. "It is little
sense you have to be asking that of me," said the king; "and the people of my court never showed greater respe
for poetry than now, when they did not put you to death on the spot."

When Brian heard that talk from the king, he thought of the apple that was in his hand, and he made a straight «
and hit him in the forehead, so that his brains were put out at the back of his head, and he bared the sword and
made an attack on the people about him. And the other two did not fail to do the same, and they gave him their
help bravely till they had made an end of all they met of the people of the court. And then they found the spear,
and its head in a cauldron of water, the way it would not set fire to the place.
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And after a while they said it was time for them to go and look for the rest of the great fine that was on them, an
they asked one another what way should they go. "We will go to the King of the Island of Siogair," said Brian,
"for it is with him are the two horses and the chariot the lldfnach asked of us."

They went forward then and brought the spear with them, and it is proud the three champions were after all the
had done. And they went on till they were come to the court of the King of Siogair.

"It is what we will do this time," said Brian, "we will go in with the appearance of paid soldiers from Ireland, and
we will make friends with the king, the way we will get to know in what place the horses and the chariot are
kept." And when they had settled on that they went forward to the lawn before the king's house.

The king and the chief men that were with him rose up and came through the fair that was going on there, and
they saluted the king, and be asked who were they. "We are trained fighting men from Ireland," they said, "and
we are earning wages from the kings of the world." "Is it your wish to stop with me for a while?" said the king.
"That is what we are wanting," said they. So then they made an agreement and took service with him.

They stopped in the court a fortnight and a month, and they never saw the horses through that time. Then Briar
said: "This is a bad way we are in, to have no more news of the horses now than the first day we came to the
place." "What is best for us to do now?" said his brothers. "Let us do this," said Brian, "let us take our arms and
gather our things together, and go to the king and tell him we will leave the country and this part of the world
unless he will show us those horses."

So they went to the king that very day, and he asked them what did they mean by getting themselves ready for
journey. "You will hear that, high king," said Brian; "it is because trained fighting men from Ireland, like
ourselves, have always trust put in them by the kings they guard, and we are used to be told the secrets and thi
whispers of any person we are with, and that is not the way you have treated us since we came to you. For you
have two horses and a chariot that are the best in the world, as we have been told, and we have not been giver
sight of them yet." "It would be a pity you 'to go on that account,” said the king, "when | would have showed thel
to you the first day, if | had known you had a wish to see them. And if you have a mind to see them now," he sa
"you may see them; for | think there never came soldiers from Ireland to this place that were thought more of by
myself and by my people than yourselves."

He sent for the horses then, and they were yoked to the chariot, and their going was as fast as the cold spring
wind, and the sea was the same as the land to them. And Brian was watching the horses closely, and on a sud
he took hold of the chariot and took the chariot driver out and dashed him against the nearest rock, and made &
leap into his place himself, and made a cast of the Persian spear at the king, that went through his heart. And tt
he and his brothers scattered the people before them, and brought away the chariot

"We will go now to Easal, the King of the Golden Pillars," said Brian, "to look for the seven pigs the lldanach
bade us bring him." They sailed on then without delay or drawback to that high country. And it is the way the
people of that country were, watching their harbours for fear of the sons of Tuireann, for the story of them had
been told in all parts, how they had been sent out of Ireland by force, and how they were bringing away with the
all the gifted treasures of the whole world.

Easal came to the edge of the harbour to meet them, and he asked was it true what he heard, that the king of e
country they had gone to had fallen by them. Brian said it was true, whatever he might wish to do to them for it.
"What was it made you do that?" said Easal. Brian told him then it was the oppression and the hard sentence of
another had put them to it; and he told him all that had happened, and how they had put down all that offered tc
stand against them until that time.
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"What did you come to this country now for?" said the king. "For the pigs belonging to yourself," said Brian; "for
to bring them away with us is a part of the line." "What way do you think to get them?" said the king. "If we get
them with good-will," said Brian, "we are ready to take them thankfully; and if we do not, we are ready to do
battle with yourself and your people on the head of them, that you may fall by us, and we may bring away the p
in spite of you." "If that is to be the end of it," said the king, "it would be a pity to bring my people into a battle."
"It would be a pity indeed," said Brian.

Then the king whispered and took advice with his people about the matter, and it is what they agreed, to give uj
the pigs of their own free will to the sons of Tuireann, since they could not see that any one had been able to st
against them up to that time.

Then the sons of Tuireann gave their thanks to Easal, and there was wonder on them to have got the pigs like t
when they had to fight for every other part of the fine. And more than that, they had left a share of their blood in
every other place till then.

Easal brought them to his own house that night, and they were served with food, and drink, and good beds, anc
they could wish for. And they rose up on the morrow and came into the king's presence, and the pigs were give
to them. "It is well you have done by us, giving us these pigs," said Brian, "for we did not get any share of the fir
without fighting but these alone." And he made a poem for the king then, praising him, and putting a great name
on him for what be had done.

"What journey are you going to make now, Sons of Tuireann?" said Easal. "We are going," they said, "to the
country of loruaidh, on account of a whelp that is there." "Give me one request,” said Easal, "and that is to bring
me with you to the King of loruaidh, for a daughter of mine is his wife, and | would wish to persuade him to give
you the whelp without a battle." "That will please us well," they said.

So the king's ship was made ready, and we have no knowledge of what happened till they came to the delightfu
wonderful coast of loruaidh. The people and the armies were watching the harbours and landing—places before
them, and they knew them at once and shouted at them.

Then Easal went on shore peaceably, and he went to where his son-in—law, the king, was, and told him the sto
of the sons of Tuireann from beginning to end. "What has brought them to this country?" said the King of
loruaidh. "To ask for the hound you have," said Easal. "It was a bad thought you had coming with them to ask it
said the king, "for the gods have not given that much luck to any three champions in the world, that they would
get my hound by force or by good-will." "It would be better for you to let them have the hound," said Easal,
"since they have put down so many of the kings of the world."

But all he could say was only idleness to the king. So he went then to where the sons of Tuireann were, and ga
them the whole account. And when they heard the king's answer, they made no delay, but put quick hands on t
arms, and offered to give battle to the army of loruaidh. And when they went, there was a brave battle fought or
both sides. And as for the sons of Tuireann, they began to kill and to strike at the men of loruaidh till they partec
from one another in the fight, so that luchar and lucharba chanced to be on one side, and Brian by himself on tr
other side. It was a gap of danger and a breaking of ranks was before Brian in every path he took, till he came t
the King of loruaidh in the battle pen where he was. And then the two brave champions began a fierce fight
together, and they did not spare one another in it. And at the last Brian overcame the king, and bound him, and
brought him through the middle of the army, till he came to the place where Easal was, and it is what he said:
"There is your son-in-law for you, and | swear by my hand of valour, | would think it easier to kill him three
times than to bring him to you once like this."

So then the whelp was given to the sons of Tuireann, and the king was unbound, and peace was made betwee
them. And when they had brought all this to an end, they bade farewell to Easal and to all the rest.
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Now as to Lugh of the Long Hand, it was showed to him that the sons of Tuireann had got all the things that we
wanting to him against the battle with the Fomor; and on that he sent a Druid spell after them to put forgetfulnes
on them of the rest of the fine that they had not got. And he put a great desire and longing on them to go back t
Ireland; so they forgot that a part of the fine was wanting to them, and they turned back again toward home.

And it is the place where Lugh was at the time, at a gathering of the people for a fair on the green outside
Teambhair, and the King of Ireland along with him. And it was made known to Lugh that the sons of Tuireann
were landed at Brugh na Boinne. And he went into the city of Teamhair, and shut the gate after him, and he put
Manannan's smooth armour, and the cloak of the daughters of Flidais, and he took his own arms in his hand.

And the sons of Tuireann came where the king was, and they were made welcome by him and by the Tuatha d
Danaan. And the king asked them did they get the fine. "We did get it," said they; "and where is Lugh till we give
it to him?" "He was here a while ago," said the king. And the whole fair was searched for him, but he was not
found.

"I know the place where he is," said Brian; "for it has been made known to him that we are come to Ireland, and
these deadly arms with us, and he is gone into Teamhair to avoid us."

Messengers were sent to him then, and it is the answer he gave them that he would not come, but that the fine
should be given to the king.

So the sons of Tuireann did that, and when the king had taken the fine they all went to the palace in Teamhair;
and Lugh came out on the lawn and the fine was given to him, and it is what he said:

"There is a good payment here for any one that ever was killed or that ever will be killed. But there is something
wanting to it yet that it is not lawful to leave out. And where is the cooking—spit?" he said; "and where are the
three shouts on the hill that you did not give yet?"

And when the sons of Tuireann heard that there came clouds of weakness on them. And they left the place anc
went to their fathers house that night, and they told him all they had done, and the way Lugh had treated them.

There was grief and darkness on Tuireann then, and they spent the night together. And on the morrow they wel
to their ship, and Ethne, their sister, with them, and she was crying and lamenting, and it is what she said:

"It is a pity, Brian of my life, it is not to Teamhair your going is, after all the troubles you have had before this,
even if | could not follow you.

"0 Salmon of the dumb Boinne, O Salmon of the Lif River, since | cannot keep you here | am loath to part from
you.

"O Rider of the Wave of Tuaidh, the man that stands best in the fight, if you come back again, | think it will not
be pleasing to your enemy.

"Is there pity with you for the sons of Tuireann leaning now on their green shields? Their going is a cause for pit
my mind is filled up with it.
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You to be to—night at Beinn Edair till, the heavy coming of the morning, you who have taken forfeits from brave
men, it is you have increased our grief.

"It is a pity your journey is from Teamhair, and from the pleasant plains, and from great Uisnech of Midhe; there
is nothing so pitiful as this."

After that complaint they went out on the rough waves of the green sea; and they were a quarter of a year on th
sea without getting any news of the island.

Then Brian put on his water dress and he made a leap, and he was a long time walking in the sea looking for th
Island of the Fair—-Haired Women, and he found it in the end. And he went looking for the court, and when he
came to it, all he found was a troop of women doing needlework and embroidering borders. And among all the
other things they had with them, there was the cooking—spit.

And when Brian saw it, he took it up in his hand and he was going to bring it with him to the door. And all the
women began laughing when they saw him doing that, and it is what they said:

"It is a brave deed you put your band to; for even if your brothers were along with you, the least of the three tim
fifty women of us would not let the spit go with you or with them. But for all that," they said, "take a spit of the
spit with you, since you had the daring to try and take it in spite of us."

Brian bade them farewell then, and went to look for the boat. And his brothers thought it was too long he was
away from them, and just as they were going to leave the place they were, they saw him coming towards them,
and that raised their courage greatly.

And he went into the boat, and they went on to look for the Hill of Miochaoin. And when they came there,
Miochaoin, that was the guardian of the hill, came towards them; and when Brian saw him he attacked him, anc
the fight of those two champions was like the fight of two lions, till Miochaoin fell at the last.

And after Miochaoin had fallen, his three sons came out to fight with the three sons of Tuhieann. And if anyone
ever came from the east of the world to look at any fight, it is to see the fight of these champions he had a right
come, for the greatness of their blows and the courage of their minds. The names of the sons of Miochaoin wer
Corc and Conn and Aedh, and they drove their three spears through the bodies of the sons of Tuireann, and th:
did not discourage them at all and they put their own three spears through the bodies of the sons of Miochaain,
that they fell into the clouds and the faintness of death.

And then Brian said: "What way are you now, my dear brothers?" "We are near our death," said they. "Let us ris
up," he said, "and give three shouts upon the hill, for | see the signs of death coming on us." "We are not able t
do that," said they. Then Brian rose up and raised each of them with one hand, and be shedding blood heauvily :
the time, until they gave the three shouts.

After that Brian brought them with him to the boat, and they were travelling the sea for along time, but at last
Brian said: "I see Beinn Edair and our father's dun, and Teamhair of the Kings." "We would have our fill of healt
if we could see that," said the others; "and for the love of your good name, brother," they said, "raise up our hee
on your breast till we see Ireland again, and life or death will be the same to us after that. And O Brian," they sa
"Flame of Valour without treachery, we would sooner death to bring ourselves away, than to see you with woun
upon your body, and with no physician to heal you."

Then they came to Beinn Eclair, and from that they went on to their father's house, and Brian said to Tuireann:
"Go, dear father, to Teamhair, and give this spit to Lugh, and bring the skin that has healing in it for our relief.
Ask it from him for the sake of friendship," be said, "for we are of the one blood, and let him not give hardness
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for hardness. And O dear father," he said, "do not be long on your journey, or you will not find us alive before
you."

Then Tuireann went to Teamhair, and he found Lugh of the Long Hand before him, and he gave him the spit, al
he asked the skin of him to heal his children, and Lugh said he would not give it. And Tuireann came back to
them and told them he had not got the skin. And Brian said: "Bring me with you to Lugh, to see would | get it
from him."

So they went to Lugh, and Brian asked the skin of him. And Lugh said he would not give it, and that if they woul
give him the breadth of the earth in gold for it, he would not take it from them, unless he was sure their death
would come on them in satisfaction for the deed they had done.

When Brian heard that, he went to the place his two brothers were, and he lay down between them, and his life
went out from him, and out from the other two at the same time.

And their father cried and lamented over his three beautiful sons, that had the making of a king of Ireland in eac
of them, and his strength left him and he died; and they were buried in the one grave.

Part | Book IIl: The Great Battle of Magh Tuireadh

AND it was not long after Lugh had got the fine from the sons of Tuireann that the Fomor came and landed at
Scetne.

The whole host of the Fomor were come this time, and their king, Balor, of the Strong Blows and of the Evil Eye
along with them; and Bres, and Indech, son of De Domnann, a king of the Fomor, and Elathan, son of Lobos, al
Goll and Ingol, and Octriallach, son of Indech, and Elathan, son of Delbaeth.

Then Lugh sent the Dagda to spy out the Fomor, and to delay them till such time as the men of Ireland would
come to the battle.

So the Dagda went to their camp, and he asked them for a delay, and they said he might have that. And then tc
make sport of him, the Fomor made broth for him, for he had a great love for broth. So they filled the king's
cauldron with four times twenty gallons of new milk, and the same of meal and fat, and they put in goats and
sheep and pigs along with that, and boiled all together, and then they poured it all out into a great hole in the
ground. And they called him to it then, and told him he should eat his fill, the way the Fomor would not be
reproached for want of hospitality the way Bres was. "We will make an end of you if you leave any part of it afte
you," said Indech, son of De Domnann.

So the Dagda took the ladle, and it big enough for a man and a woman to lie in the bowl of it, and he took out b
with it, the half of a salted pig, and a quarter of lard a bit would be. "If the broth tastes as well as the bits taste, t
is good food," he said. And he went on putting the full of the ladle into his mouth till the hole was empty; and
when all was gone he put down his hand and scraped up all that was left among the earth and the gravel.

Sleep came on him then after eating the broth, and the Fomor were laughing at him, for his belly was the size o
the cauldron of a great house. But he rose up after a while, and, heavy as he was, he made his way home; and
indeed his dress was no way sightly, a cape to the hollow of the elbows, and a brown coat, long in the breast ar
short behind, and on his feet brogues of horse hide, with the hair outside, and in his hand a wheeled fork it wou
take eight men to carry, so that the track he left after him was deep enough for the boundary ditch of a province
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And on his way he saw the Battle—Crow, the Morrigu, washing herself in the river Unius of Connacht, and one ¢
her two feet at Ullad Echne, to the south of the water, and the other at Loscuinn, to the north of the water, and t
hair hanging in nine loosened locks. And she said to the Dagda, that she would bring the heart's blood of Indec
son of De Domnann, that had threatened him, to the men of Ireland.

And while he was away Lugh had called together the Druids, and smiths, and physicians, and law—makers, and
chariot—drivers of Ireland, to make plans for the battle.

And he asked the great magician Mathgen what could be do to help them. "It is what | can do," said Mathgen,
"through my power | can throw down all the mountains of Ireland on the Fomor, until their tops will be rolling on
the ground. And the twelve chief mountains of Ireland will bring you their help," he said, "and will fight for you:
Slieve Leag and Denda Ulad, and Bennai Boirche and Bri Ruri, and Slieve Bladma and Slieve Snechtae, and
Slieve Mis and Blai-Slieve, and Nemthann and Slieve Macca Belgodon, and Segois and Cruachan Aigle."

Then he asked the cup—bearers what help they could give. "We will put a strong thirst on the Fomor," they said,
"and then we will bring the twelve chief lochs of Ireland before them, and however great their thirst may be, they
will find no water in them: Derc—Loch, Loch Luimnech, Loch Orbsen, Loch Righ, Loch Mescdhae, Loch Cuan,
Loch Laeig, Loch Echach, Loch Febail, Loch Decket, Loch Riach, Mor-Loch. And we will go," they said, "to the
twelve chief rivers of Ireland: the Buas, the Boinn, the Banna, the Nem, the Laoi, the Sionnan, the Muaid, the
Sligech, the Samair, the Fionn, the Ruirtech, the Siuir; and they will all be hidden away from the Fomor the way
they will not find a drop in them. But as for the men of Ireland," they said, "there will be drink for them if they
were to be in battle to the end of seven years."

And Figol, son of Marnos, the Druid, was asked then what he would do, and he said: "It is what | will do, | will
cause three showers of fire to pour on the faces of the army of the Fomor, and | will take from them two-thirds
their bravery and their strength, and | will put sickness on their bodies, and on the bodies of their horses. But as
the men of Ireland," he said, "every breath they breathe will be an increase of strength and of bravery to them; ¢
if they are seven years in the battle they will never be any way tired."

Then Lugh asked his two witches, Bechulle and Dianan: "What power can you bring to the battle?" "It is easy to
say that," they said. "We will put enchantment on the trees and the stones and the sods of the earth, till they
become an armed host against the Fomor, and put terror on them and put them to the rout.”

Then Lugh asked Carpre, the poet, son of Etain, what could he do. "It is not hard to say that," said Carpre. "l wil
make a satire on them at sunrise, and the wind from the north, and | on a hill-top and my back to a thorn tree, ¢
a stone and a thorn in my hand. And with that satire," he said, "I will put shame on them and enchantment, the
way they will not be able to stand against fighting men."

Then he asked Goibniu the Smith what would he be able to do. "I will do this," he said. "If the men of Ireland stc
in the battle to the end of seven years, for every sword that is broken and for every spear that is lost from its shi
I will put a new one in its place. And no spear—point that will be made by my hand," he said, "will ever miss its
mark; and no man it touches will ever taste life again. And that is more than Dolb, the smith of the Fomor, can
do," he said.

"And you, Credne," Lugh said then to his worker in brass, "what help can you give to our men in the battle?" " It
is not hard to tell that," said Credne, "rivets for their spears and hilts for their swords and bosses and rims for th
shields, I will supply them all."

"And you, Luchta," he said then to his carpenter, "what will you do?" "l will give them all they want of shields
and of spear shafts," said Luchta.
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Then he asked Diancecht, the physician, what would he do, and it is what he said: "Every man that will be
wounded there, unless his head is struck off, or his brain or his marrow cut through, I will make him whole and
sound again for the battle of the morrow."

Then the Dagda said: "Those great things you are boasting you will do, | will do them all with only myself." "It is
you are the good god ! " said they, and they all gave a great shout of laughter.

Then Lugh spoke to the whole army and put strength in them, so that each had the spirit in him of a king or a
great lord.

Then when the delay was at an end, the Fomor and the men of Ireland came on towards one another till they c:
to the plain of Magh Tuireadh. That now was not the same Magh Tuireadh where the first battle was fought, but
was to the north, near Ess Dara.

And then the two armies threatened one another. "The men of Ireland are daring enough to offer battle to us," s
Bres to Indech, son of De Domnann. "I give my word," said Indech, "it is in small pieces their bones will be, if
they do not give in to us and pay their tribute."

Now the Men of Dea had determined not to let Lugh go into the battle, because of the loss his death would be t
them; and they left nine of their men keeping a watch on him. And on the first day none of the kings or princes
went into the battle, but only the common fighting men, and they fierce and proud enough.

And the battle went on like that from day to day with no great advantage to one or the other side. But there was
wonder on the Fomor on account of one thing. Such of their own weapons as were broken or blunted in the figh
lay there as they were, and such of their own men as were killed showed no sign of life on the morrow; but it we
not so with the Tuatha de Danaan, for if their men were killed or their weapons were broken to—day, they were
good as before on the morrow.

And this is the way that happened. The well of Slaine lay to the west of Magh Tuireadh to the east of Loch
Arboch. And Diancecht and his son Octruil and his daughter Airmed used to be singing spells over the well and
be putting herbs in it; and the men that were wounded to death in the battle would be brought to the well and pt
into it as dead men, and they would come out of it whole and sound, through the power of the spells. And not ol
were they healed, but there was such fire put into them that they would be quicker in the fight than they were
before.

And as to the arms, it is the way they were made new every day. Goibniu the Smith used to be in the forge
making swords and spears, and he would make a spear—head by three turns, and then Luchta the Carpenter w
make the shaft by three cuts, and the third cut was a finish, and would set it in the ring of the spear. And when t
spear—heads were stuck in the side of the forge, he would throw the shaft and the rings the way they would go |
the spearhead and want no more setting. And then Credne the Brazier would make the rivets by three turns anc
would cast the rings of the spears to them, and with that they were ready and were set together.

And all this went against the Fomor, and they sent one of their young men to spy about the camp and to see co
he find out how these things were done. It was Ruadan, son of Bres and of Brigit daughter of the Dagda they se
for he was a son and grandson of the Tuatha de Danaan. So he went and saw all that was done, and came bac
the Fomor.
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And when they heard his story it is what they thought, that Goibniu the Smith was the man that hindered them
most. And they sent Ruadan back again, and bade him make an end of him.

So he went back again to the forge, and he asked Goibniu would he give him a spear—-head. And then he askec
rivets of Credne, and a shaft of the carpenter, and all was given to him as he asked. And there was a woman th
Cron, mother to Fianlug, grinding the spears.

And after the spear being given to Ruadan, he turned and threw it at Goibniu, that it wounded him. But Goibniu
pulled it out and made a cast of it at Ruadan, that it went through him and he died; and Bres, his father, and the
army of the Fomor, saw him die. And then Brigit came and keened her son with shrieking and with crying.

And as to Goibniu, he went into the well and was healed. But after that Octriallach, son of Indech, called to the
Fomor and bade each man of them bring a stone of the stones of Drinnes and throw them into the well of Slane
And they did that till the well was dried up, and a cairn raised over it, that is called Octriallach's Cairn.

And it was while Goibniu was making spear—heads for the battle of Magh Tuireadh, a charge was brought agair
his wife. And it was seen that it was heavy news to him, and the jealousy came to him. And it is what he did, the
was a spear—shaft in his hand when he heard the story, Nes its name was; and he sang spells over the spear—:
and any one that was struck with that spear afterwards, it would burn him up like fire.

And at last the day of the great battle came, and the Fomor came out of their camp and stood in strong ranks. A
there was not a leader or a fighting man of them was without good armour to his skin, and a helmet on his head
broad spear in his right hand, a heavy sword in his belt, a strong shield on his shoulder. And to attack the army
the Fomor that day was to strike the head against a rock, or to go up fighting against a fire.

And the Men of Dea rose up and left Lugh and his nine comrades keeping him, and they went on to the battle;
Midhir was with them, and Bodb Dearg and Diancecht. And Badb and Macha and the Morrigu called out that the
would go along with them.

And it was a hard battle was fought, and for a while it was going against the Tuatha de Danaan; and Nuada of t
Silver Hand, their King, and Macha, daughter of Emmass, fell by Balor, King of the Fomor. And Cassmail fell by
Octriallach, and the Dagda got a dreadful wound from a casting spear that was thrown by Ceithlenn, wife of
Balor.

But when the battle was going on, Lugh broke away from those that were keeping him, and rushed out to the fre
of the Men of Dea. And then there was a fierce battle fought, and Lugh was heartening the men of Ireland to fig
well, the way they would not be in bonds any longer. For it was better for them, he said, to die protecting their
own country than to live under bonds and under tribute any longer. And he sang a song of courage to them, anc
the hosts gave a great shout as they went into battle, and then they met together, and each of them began to at
the other.

And there was great slaughter, and laying low in graves, and many comely men fell there in the stall of death.
Pride and shame were there side by side, and hardness and red anger, and there was red blood on the white sl
young fighting men. And the dashing of spear against shield, and sword against sword, and the shouting of the
fighters, and the whistling of casting spears and the rattling of scabbards was like harsh thunder through the ba
And many slipped in the blood that was under their feet, and they fell, striking their heads one against another;
and the river carried away bodies of friends and enemies together.

Then Lugh and Balor met in the battle, and Lugh called out reproaches to him; and there was anger on Balor, a
he said to the men that were with him: "Lift up my eyelid till | see this chatterer that is talking to me." Then they
raised Balor's eyelid, but Lugh made a cast of his red spear at him, that brought the eye out through the back o
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head, so that it was towards his own army it fell, and three times nine of the Fomor died when they looked at it.
And if Lugh had not put out that eye when he did, the whole of Ireland would have been burned in one flash. An
after this, Lugh struck his head off.

And as for Indech, son of De Domnann, he fell and was crushed in the battle, and blood burst from his mouth, &
he called out for Leat Glas, his poet, as he lay there, but he was not able to help him. And then the Morrigu can
into the battle, and she was heartening the Tuatha de Danaan to fight the battle well; and, as she had promised
Dagda, she took the full of her two hands of Indech's blood, and gave it to the armies that were waiting at the fo
of Unius; and it was called the Ford of Destruction from that day.

And after that it was not a battle any more, but a rout, and the Fomor were beaten back to the sea. And Lugh at
his comrades were following them, and they came up with Bres, son of Elathan, and no guard with him, and he
said: "It is better for you to spare my life than to kill me. And if you spare me now," he said, "the cows of Ireland
will never go dry." "l will ask an advice about that from our wise men," said Lugh. So he told Maeltine
Mor-Brethach, of the Great Judgments, what Bres was after saying. But Maeltine said: "Do not spare him for
that, for he has no power over their offspring, though he has power so long as they are living."

Then Bres said: "If you spare me, the men of Ireland will reap a harvest of corn every quarter." But Maeltine sai
"The spring is for ploughing and sowing, and the beginning of summer for the strength of corn, and the beginnir
of autumn for its ripeness, and the winter for using it."

"That does not save you," said Lugh then to Bres. But then to make an excuse for sparing him, Lugh said: "Tell
what is the best way for the men of Ireland to plough and to sow and to reap."

"Let their ploughing be on a Tuesday, and their casting seed into the field on a Tuesday, and their reaping on a
Tuesday," said Bres. So Lugh said that would do, and he let him go free after that.

It was in this battle Ogma found Orna, the sword of Tethra, a king of the Fomor, and he took it from its sheath a
cleaned it. And when the sword was taken out of the sheath, it told all the deeds that had been done by it, for th
used to be that power in swords.

And Lugh and the Dagda and Ogma followed after the Fomor, for they had brought away the Dagda's harp with
them, that was called Uaitne. And they came to a feasting—house, and in it they found Bres and his father Elath
and there was the harp hanging on the wall.And it was in that harp the Dagda had bound the music, so that it
would not sound until he would call to it. And sometimes it was called Dur—-da-Bla, the Oak of Two Blossoms,
and sometimes Coir—cethar—chuin, the Four—-Angled Music.

And when he saw it hanging on the wall it is what he said: "Come summer, come winter, from the mouth of hary
and bags and pipes." Then the harp sprang from the wall, and came to the Dagda, and it killed nine men on its
way.

And then he played for them the three things harpers understand, the sleepy tune, and the laughing tune, and t
crying tune. And when he played the crying tune, their tearful women cried, and then he played the laughing tur
till their women and children laughed; and then he played the sleepy tune, and all the hosts fell asleep. And
through that sleep the three went away through the Fomor that would have been glad to harm them. And when
was over, the Dagda brought out the heifer he had got as wages from Bres at the time he was making his dun.
she called to her calf, and at the sound of her call all the cattle of Ireland the Fomor had brought away as tribute
were back in their fields again.

And Ce, the Druid of Nuada of the Silver Hand, was wounded in the battle, and he went southward till he came
Cam Corrslebe. And there he sat down to rest, tired with his wounds and with the fear that was on him, and the
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journey. And he saw a smooth plain before him, and it full of flowers, and a great desire came on him to reach t
that plain, and he went on till he came to it, and there he died. And when his grave was made there, a lake burs
out over it and over the whole plain, and it was given the name of Loch Ce. And there were but four men of the
Fomor left in Ireland after the battle, and they used to be going through the country, spoiling corn and milk and

fruit, and whatever came from the sea, till they were driven out one Samhain night by the Morrigu and by Angus
Og, that the Fomor might never be over Ireland again.

And after the battle was won, and the bodies were cleared away, the Morrigu gave out the news of the great
victory to the hosts and to the royal heights of Ireland and to its chief rivers and its invers, and it is what she sai
"Peace up to the skies, the skies down to earth, the earth under the skies; strength to every one."

And as to the number of men that fell in the battle, it will not be known till we number the stars of the sky, or
flakes of snow, or the dew on the grass, or grass under the feet of cattle, or the horses of the Son of Lir in a stol
sea.

And Lugh was made king over the Men of Dea then, and it was at Nas he had his court.

And while he was king, his foster-mother Taillte, daughter of Magh Mor, the Great Plain died. And before her
death she bade her husband Duach the Dark, he that built the Fort of the Hostages in Teamhair, to clear away 1
wood of Cuan, the way there could be a gathering of the people around her grave. So he called to the men of
Ireland to cut down the wood with their wide—bladed knives and bill-hooks and hatchets, and within a month the
whole wood was cut down.

And Lugh buried her in the plain of Midhe, and raised a mound over her, that is to be seen to this day. And he
ordered fires to be kindled, and keening to be made, and games and sports to be held in the summer of every y
out of respect to her. And the place they were held got its name from her, that is Taillten.

And as to Lugh's own mother, that was tall beautiful Ethlinn, she came to Teamhair after the battle of Magh
Tuireadh, and he gave her in marriage to Tadg, son of Nuada. And the children that were born to them were
Muirne, mother of Finn, the Head of the Fianna of Ireland, and Tuiren, that was mother of Bran.

Part | Book II: Hidden House of Lugh
AND after Lugh had held the kingship for a long time, the Dagda was made king in his place.

And Lugh went away out of Ireland, and some said he died at Uisnech, the place where the five provinces meet
and the first place there was ever a fire kindled in Ireland. It was by Mide, son of Brath, it was kindled, for the
sons of Nemed, and it was burning through six years, and it was from that fire every chief was kindled in Irelanc

But Lugh was seen again in Ireland at the time Conchubar and the Men of the Red Branch went following white
birds southward to the Boinn at the time of Cuchulain's birth. And it was he came and kept watch over Cuchulai
in his three days' sleep at the time of the War for the Bull of Cuailgne.

And after that again he was seen by Conn of the Hundred Battles, and this is the way that happened.

Conn was in Teamhair one time, and he went up in the early morning to the Rath of the Kings at the rising of thi
sun, and his three Druids with him, Maol and Bloc and Bhuice; and his three poets, Ethain and Corb and Cesar!
And the reason he had for going up there with them every day, was to look about on every side, the way if any

men of the Sidhe would come into Ireland they would not come unknown to him. And on this day he chanced to
stand upon a stone that was in the rath, and the stone screamed under his feet, that it was heard all over Team
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and as far as Bregia.

Then Conn asked his chief Druid how the stone came there, and what it screamed for. And the Druid said he
would not answer that till the end of fifty—three days. And at the end of that time, Conn asked him again, and it i
what the Druid said: "The Lia Fail is the name of the stone; it is out of Falias it was brought, and it is in Teamhai
it was setup, and in Teamhair it will stay forever. And as long as there is a king in Teamhair it is here will be the
gathering place for games, and if there is no king to come to the last day of the gathering, there will be hardnes:
that year. And when the stone screamed under your feet," he said, "the number of the screams it gave was a
foretelling of the number of kings of your race that would come after you. But it is not | myself will name them
for you," he said.

And while they were in the same place, there came a great mist about them and a darkness, so that they could
know what way they were going, and they heard the noise of a rider coming towards them. "It would be a great
grief to us," said Conn, "to be brought away into a strange country." Then the rider threw three spears at them, .
every one came faster than the other. "It is the wounding of a king indeed," said the Druids, "any one to cast at
Conn of Teamhair."

The rider stopped casting his spears on that, and he came to them and bade Conn welcome, and asked him to
come to his house. They went on then till they came to a beautiful plain, and there they saw a king's rath, and a
golden tree at its door, and inside the rath a grand house with a roof of white bronze. So they went into the hou:
and the rider that had come to meet them was there before them, in his royal seat, and there had never been s¢
man like him in Teamhair for comeliness or for beauty, or the wonder of his face.

And there was a young woman in the house, having a band of gold on her head, and a silver vessel with hoops
gold beside her, and it full of red ale, and a golden bowl on its edge, and a golden cup at its mouth. She said tht
to the master of the house: "Who am | to serve drink to?" "Serve it to Cairn of the Hundred Battles," he said, "fo
he will gain a hundred battles before he dies." And after that he bade her to pour out the ale for Art of the Three
Shouts, the son of Conn; and after that he went through the names of all the kings of Ireland that would come a
Conn, and he told what would be the length of their lifetime. And the young woman left the vessel with Conn, ar
the cup and the bowl, and she gave him along with that the rib of an ox and of a hog; twenty—four feet was the
length of the ox-rib.

And the master of the house told them the young woman was the Kingship of Ireland for ever. "And as for
myself," he said, "I am Lugh of the Long Hand, son of Ethlinn."

Part | Book IIl: The Landing

IT is not known, now, for what length of time the Tuatha de Danaan had the sway over Ireland, and it is likely it
was a long time they had it, but they were put from it at last.

It was at Inver Slane, to the north of Leinster, the sons of Gaedhal of the Shining Armour, the Very Gentle, that
were called afterwards the Sons of the Gael, made their first attempt to land in Ireland to avenge Ith, one of thei
race that had come there one time and had met with his death.

It is under the leadership of the sons of Miled they were, and it was from the south they came, and their Druids
had told them there was no country for them to settle in till they would come to that island in the west. "And if
you do not get possession of it yourselves," they said, "your children will get possession of it."

But when the Tuatha de Danaan saw the ships coming, they flocked to the shore, and by their enchantments th
cast such a cloud over the whole island that the sons of Miled were confused, and all they could see was some
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large thing that had the appearance of a pig.

And when they were hindered from landing there by enchantments, they went sailing along the coast till at last
they were able to make a landing at Inver Sceine in the west of Munster.

From that they marched in good order as far as Slieve Mis. And there they were met by a queen of the Tuatha ¢
Danaan and a train of beautiful women attending on her, and her Druids and wise men following her. Amergin,

one of the sons of Miled, spoke to her then, and asked her name, and she said it was Banba, wife of Mac Cauill,
Son of the Hazel.

They went on then till they came to Slieve Eibhline, and there another queen of the Tuatha de Danaan met ther
and her women and her Druids after her, and they asked her name, and she said it was Fodhla, wife of Mac Ce
Son of the Plough.

They went on then till they came to the hill of Uisnech, and there they saw another woman coming towards ther
And there was wonder on them while they were looking at her, for in the one moment she would be a wide-eye
most beautiful queen, and in another she would be a sharp—beaked, grey—white crow. She came on to where
Eremon, one of the sons of Miled, was, and sat down before him, and he asked her who was she, and she said
am Eriu, wife of Mac Greine, Son of the Sun."

And the names of those three queens were often given to Ireland in the after time.

The Sons of the Gael went on after that to Teamhair, where the three sons of Cermait Honey—Mouth, son of the
Dagda, that had the kingship between them at that time held their court. And these three were quarrelling with c
another about the division of the treasures their father had left, and the quarrel was so hot it seemed likely it
would come to a battle in the end.

And the Sons of the Gael wondered to see them quarrelling about such things, and they having so fruitful an
island, where the air was so wholesome, and the sun not too strong, or the cold too bitter, and where there was
such a plenty of honey and acorns, and of milk, and of fish, and of corn, and room enough for them all.

Great grandeur they were living in, and their Druids about them, at the palace of Teamhair. And Amergin went t
them, and it is what he said, that they must give up the kingship there and then, or they must leave it to the chal
of a battle. And he said he asked this in revenge for the death of Ith, of the race of the Gael, that had come to tf
court before that time, and that had been killed by treachery.

When the sons of Cermait Honey—Mouth heard Amergin saying such fierce words, there was wonder on them,
and it is what they said, that they were not willing to fight at that time, for their army was not ready. "But let you
make an offer to us," they said, "for we see well you have good judgment and knowledge. But if you make an
offer that is not fair," they said, "we will destroy you with our enchantments."

At that Amergin bade the men that were with him to go back to Inver Sceine, and to hurry again into their ships
with the rest of the Sons of the Gael, and to go out the length of nine waves from the shore. And then he made
offer to the Tuatha de Danaan, that if they could hinder his men from landing on their island, he and all his ship:s
would go back again to their own country, and would never make any attempt to come again; but that if the Son
of the Gael could land on the coast in spite of them, then the Tuatha de Danaan should give up the kingship ani
be under their sway.

The Tuatha de Danaan were well pleased with that offer, for they thought that by the powers of their
enchantments over the winds and the sea, and by their arts, they would be well able to keep them from ever
setting foot in the country again.
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So the Sons of the Gael did as Amergin bade them and they went back into their ship and drew up their anchor
and moved out to the length of nine waves from the shore. And as soon as the Men of Dea saw they had left th
land, they took to their enchantments and spells, and they raised a great wind that scattered the ships of the G
and drove them from one another. But Amergin knew it was not a natural storm was in it, and Arranan, son of
Miled, knew that as well, and he went up in the mast of his ship to look about him. But a great blast of wind can
against him, and he fell back into the ship and died on the moment. And there was great confusion on the Gael,
for the ships were tossed to and fro, and had like to be lost. And the ship that Donn, son of Miled, was in
command of was parted from the others by the dint of the storm, and was broken in pieces, and he himself and
with him were drowned, four—-and-twenty men and women in all. And Ir, son of Miled, came to his death in the
same way, and his body was cast on the shore, and it was buried in a small island that is now called Sceilg
Michill. A brave man Ir was, leading the Sons of the Gael to the front of every battle, and their help and their
shelter in battle, and his enemies were in dread of his name.

And Heremon, another of the sons of Miled, with his share of the ships, was driven to the left of the island, and

is hardly he got safe to land. And the place where he landed was called Inver Colpa, because Colpa of the Swa
another of the sons of Miled, was drowned there, and he trying to get to land. Five of the sons of Miled in all we
destroyed by the storm and the winds the Men of Dea had raised by their enchantments, and there were but thr
of them left, Heber, and Heremon, and Amergin.

And one of them, Donn, before he was swept into the sea, called out: "It is treachery our knowledgeable men al
doing on us, not to put down this wind." "There is no treachery," said Amergin, his brother. And he rose up then
before them, and whatever enchantment he did on the winds and the sea, he said these words along with it:

"That they that are tossing in the great wide food—giving sea may reach now to the land.

"That they may find a place upon its plains, its mountains, and its valleys; in its forests that are full of nuts and ¢
all fruits; on its rivers and its streams, on its lakes and its great waters.

That we may have our gatherings and our races in this land; that there may be a king of our own in Teamhair; tl
it may be the possession of our many kings.

"That the sons of Miled may be seen in this land, that their ships and their boats may find a place there.

"This land that is now under darkness, it is for it we are asking; let our chief men, let their learned wives, ask the
we may come to the noble woman, great Eriu."

After he had said this, the wind went down and the sea was quiet again on the moment.
And those that were left of the sons of Miled and of the Sons of the Gael landed then at Inver Sceine.
And Amergin was the first to put his foot on land, and when he stood on the shore of Ireland, it is what he said:

"I am the wind on the sea;

| am the wave of the sea,;

| am the bull of seven battles;

| am the eagle on the rock

| am a flash from the sun;

| am the most beautiful of plants;
| am a strong wild boar;

| am a salmon in the water;

| am a lake in the plain;
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| am the word of knowledge;

lam the head of the spear in battle;

| am the god that puts fire in the head,;

Who spreads light in the gathering on the hills?
Who can tell the ages of the moon?

Who can tell the place where the sun rests?"

Part | Book IllI: The Battle of Tailltin

AND three days after the landing of the Gael, they were attacked by Eriu, wife of Mac Greine, Son of the Sun,
and she having a good share of men with her. And they fought a hard battle, and many were killed on both side
And this was the first battle fought between the Sons of the Gael and the Men of Dea for the kingship of Ireland

It was in that battle Fais, wife of Un, was killed in a valley at the foot of the mountain, and it was called after her
the Valley of Fais. And Scota, wife of Miled, got her death in the battle, and she was buried in a valley on the
north side of the mountain near the sea. But the Sons of the Gael lost no more than three hundred men, and the
beat back the Men of Dea and killed a thousand of them. And Eriu was beaten back to Tailltin, and as many of |
men as she could hold together; and when she came there she told the people how she had been worsted in th
battle, and the best of her men had got their death. But the Gael stopped on the battle—field, and buried their de
and they gave a great burial to two of their Druids, Aer and Eithis, that were killed in the fight.

And after they had rested for a while, they went on to Inver Colpa in Leinster, and Heremon and his men joined
them there. And then they sent messengers to the three kings of Ireland, the three sons of Cermait Honey—Mol
and bade them to come out and fight a battle that would settle the ownership of the country once for all.

So they came out, and the best of the fighters of the Tuatha de Danaan with them, to Tailltin. And there they
attacked one another, and the Sons of the Gael remembered the death of Ith, and there was great anger on the
and they fell on the Men of Dea to avenge him, and there was a fierce battle fought. And for a while neither side
got the better of the other, but at the last the Gael broke through the army of the Men of Dea and put them to th
rout, with great slaughter, and drove them out of the place. And their three kings were killed in the rout, and the
three queens of Ireland, Eriu and Fodhla and Banba. And when the Tuatha de Danaan saw their leaders were ¢
they fell back in great disorder, and the Sons of the Gael followed after them. But in following them they lost twc
of their best leaders, Cuailgne, son of Breagan, at Slieve Cuailgne, and Fuad, his brother, at Slieve Fuad. But tt
were no way daunted by that, but followed the Men of Dea so hotly that they were never able to bring their army
together again, but had to own themselves beaten, and to give up the country to the Gael.

And the leaders, the sons of Miled, divided the provinces of Ireland between them. Heber took the two province
of Munster, and he gave a share of it to Amergin; and Heremon got Leinster and Connacht for his share, and
Ulster was divided between Eimher, son of Ir, son of Miled, and some others of their chief men. And it was of th
sons of Eimhir, that were called the Children of Rudraighe, and that lived in Emain Macha for nine hundred yeal
some of the best men of Ireland came; Fergus, son of Rogh, was of them, and Conall Cearnach, of the Red Bre
of Ulster.

And from the sons of Ith, the first of the Gad to get his death in Ireland, there came in the after time Fathadh
Canaan, that got the sway over the whole world from the rising to the setting sun, and that took hostages of the
streams and the birds and the languages.

And it is what the poets of Ireland used to be saying, that every brave man, good at fighting, and every man tha

could do great deeds and not be making much talk about them, was of the Sons of the Gael; and that every skil
man that had music and that did enchantments secretly, was of the Tuatha de Danaan. But they put a bad nam
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the Firbolgs and the men of Domnann and the Gaileoin, for lies and for big talk and injustice. But for all that the!
were good fighters among them, and Ferdiad, that made so good a stand against Cuchulain, in the war for the |
of Cuailgne was one of them. And the Gaileoin fought well in the same war; but the men of Ireland had no great
liking for them, and their Druids drove them out of the country afterwards.

Part | Book IV: Bodb Deag

BUT as to the Tuatha de Danaan after they were beaten, they would not go under the sway of the sons of Milec
but they went away by themselves. And because Manannan, son of Lir, understood all enchantments, they left

to him to find places for them where they would be safe from their enemies. So he chose out the most beautiful
the hills and valleys of Ireland for them to settle in; and he put hidden walls about them, that no man could see

through, but they themselves could see through them and pass through them.

And he made the Feast of Age for them, and what they drank at it was the ale of Goibniu the Smith, that kept
whoever tasted it from age and from sickness and from death. And for food at the feast he gave them his own
swine, that though they were killed and eaten one day, would be alive and fit for eating again the next day, and
that would go on in that way for ever.

And after a while they said: "It would be better for us one king to be over us, than to be scattered the way we ar
through the whole of Ireland."

Now the men among them that had the best chance of getting the kingship at that time were Bodb Dearg, son c
the Dagda; and llbrech of Ess Ruadh; and Lir of Sidhe Fionnachaidh, the Hill of the White Field, on Slieve Fuad
and Midhir the Proud of Bri Leith, and Angus Og, son of the Dagda; but he did not covet the kingship at all, but
would sooner be left as he was. Then all the chief men but those five went into council together, and it is what
they agreed, to give the kingship to Bodb Dearg, for the sake of his father, for his own sake, and because he wz
the eldest among the children of the Dagda.

It was in Sidhe Femen Bodb Dearg had his house, and he put great enchantments about it. Cliach, the Harper «
the King of the Three Rosses in Connacht, went one time to ask one of his daughters in marriage, and he staye
outside the place through the whole length of a year, playing his harp, and able to get no nearer to Bodb or to h
daughter. And he went on playing till a lake burst up under his feet, the lake that is on the top of a mountain, Lo
Bel Sead.

It was Bodb's swineherd went to Da Derga's Inn, and his squealing pig along with him, the night Conaire, the
High King of Ireland, met with his death; and it was said that whatever feast that swineherd would go to, there
would blood be shed before it was over.

And Bodb had three sons, Angus, and Artrach, and Aedh. And they used often to be living among men in the tir
of the Fianna afterwards. Artrach had a house with seven doors, and a free welcome for all that came, and the
king's son of Ireland, and of Alban, used to be coming to Angus to learn the throwing of spears and darts; and
troops of poets from Alban and from Ireland used to be with Aedh, that was the comeliest of Bodb's sons, so th:
his place used to be called "The Rath of Aedh of the Poets". And indeed it was a beautiful rath at that time, with
golden-yellow apples in it and crimson-pointed nuts of the wood. But after the passing away of the Fianna, the
three brothers went back to the Tuatha de Danaan.

And Bodb Dearg was not always in his own place, but sometimes he was with Angus at Brugh na Boinne.

Three sons of Lugaidh Menn, King of Ireland, Eochaid, and Fiacha, and Ruide, went there one time, for their
father refused them any land till they would win it for themselves. And when be said that, they rose with the rea
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rising of one man, and went and sat down on the green of Brugh na Boinne, and fasted there on the Tuatha de
Danaan, to see if they could win some good thing from them.

And they were not long there till they saw a young man, quiet and with pleasant looks, coming towards them, at
he wished them good health, and they answered him the same way. "Where are you come from?" they asked h
then. "From the rath beyond, with the many lights," he said. "And | am Bodb Dearg, son of the Dagda," he said,
"and come in with me now to the rath.”

So they went in, and supper was made ready for them, but they did not use it. Bodb Dearg asked them then wh
was it they were using nothing. "It is because our father has refused land to us," said they; "and there are in
Ireland but the two races, the Sons of the Gael and the Men of Dea, and when the one failed us we are come tc
other.”

Then the Men of Dea consulted together. And the chief among them was Midhir of the Yellow Hair, and it is whe
he said: "Let us give a wife to every one of these three men, for it is from a wife that good or bad fortune comes

So they agreed to that, and Midhir's three daughters, Doirenn, and Aife, and Aillbhe, were given to them. Then
Midhir asked Bodb to say what marriage portion should be given to them. "l will tell you that," said Bodb. "We
are three times fifty sons of kings in this hill; let every king's son give three times fifty ounces of red gold. And |
myself," he said, "will give them along with that, three times fifty suits of clothing of all colours." "l will give

them a gift," said a young man of the Tuatha de Danaan, from Rachlainn in the sea. "A horn | will give them, an
a vat. And there is nothing wanting but to fill the vat with pure water, and it will turn into mead, fit to drink, and
strong enough to make drunken. And into the horn," he said, "you have but to put salt water from the sea, and i
will turn into wine on the moment." "A gift to them from me," said Lir of Sidhe Fionnachaidh, "three times fifty
swords, and three times fifty well-riveted long spears." "A gift from me," said Angus Og, son of the Dagda, "a
rath and a good town with high walls, and with bright sunny houses, and with wide houses, in whatever place it
will please them between Rath Chobtaige and Teamhair." "A gift to them from me," said Aine, daughter of
Modharn, "a woman—cook that | have, and there is geasa on her not to refuse food to any; and according as sh
serves it out, her store fills up of itself again." "Another gift to them from me," said Bodb Dearg, "a good
musician that | have, Fertuinne, son of Trogain; and although there were women in the sharpest pains of
childbirth, and brave men wounded early in the day, in a place where there were saws going through wood, the
would sleep at the sweetness of the music he makes. And whatever house he may be in, the people of the who
country round will hear him."

So they stopped in Brugh na Boinne three days and three nights, and when they left it, Angus bade them bring
away from the oak-wood three apple-trees, one in full bloom, and one shedding its blossom, and the third
covered with ripe fruit.

They went then to their own dun that was given them, and it is a good place they had there, and a troop of your
men, and great troops of horses and of greyhounds; and they had three sorts of music that comely kings liked t
be listening to, the music of harps and of lutes, and the chanting of Trogain's son; and there were three great
sounds, the tramping on the green, and the uproar of racing, and the lowing of cattle; and three other sounds, t
grunting of good pigs with the fat thick on them, and the voices of the crowd on the green lawn, and the noise o
men drinking inside the house. And as to Eochaid, it was said of him that he never took a step backwards in flig
and his house was never without music or drinking of ale. And it was said of Fiacha that there was no man of hi
time braver than himself, and that he never said a word too much. And as to Ruide, he never refused any one, :
never asked anything at all of any man.

And when their lifetime was over, they went back to the Tuatha de Danaan, for they belonged to them through
their wives, and there they have stopped ever since.
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And Bodb Dearg had a daughter, Scathniamh, the Flower of Brightness, that gave her love to Caoilte in the timg
of the Fianna; and they were forced to part from one another, and they never met again till the time Caoilte was
old and withered, and one of the last that was left of the Fianna. And she came to him out of the cave of Cruack
and asked him for the bride—price he bad promised her, and that she was never able to come and ask for till the
And Caoilte went to a cairn that was near and that was full up of gold, that was wages earned by Conan Maol a
hidden there, and be gave the gold to Bodb Dearg's daughter. And the people that were there wondered to see
girl so young and comely, and Caoilte so grey and bent and withered. "There is no wonder in that," said Caoilte
"for | am of the sons of Miled that wither and fade away, but she is of the Tuatha de Danaan that never change
and that never die."

Part | Book IV: The Dagda

AND it was at Brugh na Boinne the Dagda, the Red Man of all Knowledge, had his house. And the most
noticeable things in it were the Hall of the Morrigu, and the Bed of the Dagda, and the Birthplace of Cermait
Honey—Mouth, and the Prison of the Grey of Macha that was Cuchulain's horse afterwards. And there was a litt
hill by the house that was called the Comb and the Casket of the Dagda's wife; and another that was called the
Hill of Dabilla, that was the little hound belonging to Boann. And the Valley of the Mata was there, the
Sea-Turtle that could suck down a man in armour.

And it is likely the Dagda put up his cooking oven there, that Druimne, son of Luchair, made for him at Teamhai
And it is the way it was, the axle and the wheel were of wood, and the body was iron, and there were twice nine
wheels in its axle, that it might turn the faster; and it was as quick as the quickness of a stream in turning, and
there were three times nine spits from it, and three times nine pots. And it used to lie down with the cinders and
rise to the height of the roof with the flame.

The Dagda himself made a great vat one time for Ainge, his daughter, but she was not well satisfied with it, for |
would not stop from dripping while the sea was in flood, though it would not lose a drop during the ebb-tide. An
she gathered a bundle of twigs to make a new vat for herself, but Gaible, son of Nuada of the Silver Hand, stole
from her and hurled it away. And in the place where it fell a beautiful wood grew up, that was called Gaible's
Wood.

And the Dagda had his household at Brugh na Boinne, and his steward was Dichu, and Len Linfiaclach was the
smith of the Brugh. It was he lived in the lake, making the bright vessels of Fand, daughter of Flidhais; and ever
evening when he left off work he would make a cast of the anvil eastward to Indeoin na Dese, the Anvil of the
Dese, as far as the Grave End. Three showers it used to cast, a shower of fire, and a shower of water, and a st
of precious stones of pure purple.

But Tuirbe, father of Goibniu the Smith, used to throw better again, for he would make a cast of his axe from
Tulach na Bela, the Hill of the Axe, in the face of the flood tide, and he would put his order on the sea, and it
would not come over the axe.

And Corann was the best of the harpers of the household; he was harper to the Dagda's son, Diancecht. And o
time he called with his harp to Cailcheir, one of the swine of Debrann. And it ran northward with all the strength
of its legs, and the champions of Connacht were following after it with all their strength of running, and their
hounds with them, till they got as far as Ceis Corain, and they gave it up there, all except Niall that went on the
track of the swine till he found it in the oak—wood of Tarba, and then it made away over the plain of Ai, and
through a lake. And Niall and his hound were drowned in following it through the lake. And the Dagda gave
Corann a great tract of land for doing his harping so well.

But however great a house the Dagda had, Angus got it away from him in the end, through the help of Manann:

Part | Book IV: The Dagda 43



Gods and Fighting Men

son of Lir. For Manannan bade him to ask his father for it for the length of a day and a night, and that he by his
would take away his power of refusing. So Angus asked for the Brugh, and his father gave it to him for a day an
a night. But when he asked it back again, it is what Angus said, that it had been given to him for ever, for the
whole of life and time is made up of a day and a night, one following after the other.

So when the Dagda heard that he went away and his people and his household with him, for Manannan had pu
enchantment on them all.

But Dichu the Steward was away at the time, and his wife and his son, for they were gone out to get provisions
a feast for Manannan and his friends. And when he came back and knew his master was gone, he took service
with Angus.

And Angus stopped in Brugh na Boinne, and some say he is there to this day, with the hidden walls about him,
drinking Goibniu's ale and eating the pigs that never fail.

As to the Dagda, he took no revenge, though he had the name of being revengeful and quick in his temper. Anc
some say it was at Teamhair he made his dwelling—place after that, but wherever it was, a great misfortune can
on him.

It chanced one time Corrgenn, a great man of Connacht, came to visit him, and his wife along with him. And
while they were there, Corrgenn got it in his mind that there was something that was not right going on between
his wife and Aedh, one of the sons of the Dagda. And great jealousy and anger came on him, and he struck at t
young man and killed him before his father's face.

Every one thought the Dagda would take Corrgenn's life then and there in revenge for his son's life. But he wou
not do that, for he said if his son was guilty, there was no blame to be put on Corrgenn for doing what he did. S
he spared his life for that time, but if he did, Corrgenn did not gain much by it. For the punishment he put on hin
was to take the dead body of the young man on his back, and never lay it down till he would find a stone that
would be its very fit in length and in breadth, and that would make a gravestone for him; and when he had founc
that, he could bury him in the nearest hill.

So Corrgenn had no choice but to go, and he set out with his load; but he bad a long way to travel before he co
find a stone that would fit, and it is where he found one at last, on the shore of Loch Feabhail. So then he left th
body up on the nearest bill, and he went down and raised the stone and brought it up and dug a grave and buri
the Dagda's son. And it is many an Ochone! he gave when he was putting the stone over him, and when he hat
that done he was spent, and he dropped dead there and then.

And the Dagda brought his two builders, Garbhan and Imheall, to the place, and he bade them build a rath ther
round the grave. It was Garbhan cut the stones and shaped them, and Imheall set them all round the house till
work was finished, and then he closed the top of the house with a slab. And the place was called the Hill of
Aileac, that is, the Hill of Sighs and of a Stone, for it was tears of blood the Dagda shed on account of the death
his son.

Part | Book IV: Angus Og

AND as to Angus Og, son of the Dagda, sometimes be would come from Brugh na Boinne and let himself be se
upon the earth.

It was a long time after the coming of the Gael that he was seen by Cormac, King of Teamhair, and this is the
account he gave of him.
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He was by himself one day in his Hall of Judgment, for he used to be often reading the laws and thinking how h
could best carry them out. And on a sudden he saw a stranger, a very comely young man, at the end of the hall
and he knew on the moment it was Angus Og, for he had often heard his people talking of him, but he himself
used to be saying he did not believe there was any such person at all. And when his people came back to the h
he told them how he had seen Angus himself, and had talked with him, and Angus had told him his hame, and |
foretold what would happen to him in the future. "And he was a beautiful young man," he said, "with high looks,
and his appearance was more beautiful than all beauty, and there were ornaments of gold on his dress; in his h
he held a silver harp with strings of red gold, and the sound of its strings was sweeter than all music under the
sky; and over the harp were two birds that seemed to be playing on it. He sat beside me pleasantly and played
sweet music to me, and in the end he foretold things that put drunkenness on my wits."

The birds, now, that used to be with Angus were four of his kisses that turned into birds and that used to be
coming about the young men of Ireland, and crying after them. "Come, come," two of them would say, and "l gc
I go," the other two would say, and it was hard to get free of them. But as to Angus, even when he was in his
young youth, he used to be called the Frightener, or the Disturber; for the plough teams of the world, and every
sort of cattle that is used by men, would make away in terror before him. And one time he appeared in the shap
of a landholder to two men, Ribh and Eocho, that were looking for a place to settle in. The first place they chose
was near Bregia on a plain that was belonging to Angus; and it was then he came to them, leading his horse in
hand, and told them they should not stop there. And they said they could not carry away their goods without
horses. Then he gave them his horse, and bade them to put all they had a mind to on that horse and he would
it, and so he did. But the next place they chose was Magh Find, the Fine Plain, that was the playing ground of
Angus and of Midhir. And that time Midhir caine to them in the same way and gave them a horse to put their
goods on, and he went on with them as far as Magh Dairbthenn.

And there were many women loved Angus, and there was one Enghi, daughter of Elcmair, loved him though sh
had not seen him. And she went one time looking for him to the gathering for games between Cletech and Sidh
in Broga; and the bright troops of the Sidhe used to come to that gathering every Samhain evening, bringing a
moderate share of food with them, that is, a nut. And the sons of Derc came from the north, out of Sidhe
Findabrach, and they went round about the young men and women without their knowledge and they brought
away Elcmair's daughter. There were great lamentations made then, and the name the place got was Cnhoguba
Nut Lamentation, from the crying there was at that gathering.

And Derbrenn, Eochaid Fedlech's daughter, was another that was loved by Angus, and she bad six fosterlings,
three boys and three girls. But the mother of the boys, Daib Garb, the Rough, put a spell on them she made frol
gathering of the nuts of Caill Ochuid, that turned them into swine.

And Angus gave them into the care of Buichet, the Hospitaller of Leinster, and they stopped a year with him. BL
at the end of that time there came a longing on Buichet's wife to eat a bit of the flesh of one of them. So she
gathered a hundred armed men and a hundred hounds to take them. But the pigs made away, and went to Bru
na Boinne, to Angus, and he bade them welcome, and they asked him to give them his help. But he said he col
not do that till they had shaken the Tree of Tarbga, and eaten the salmon of Inver Umaill.

So they went to Glascarn, and stopped a year in hiding with Derbrenn. And then they shook the Tree of Tarbga
and they went on towards Inver Umaill. But Maeve gathered the men of Connacht to hunt them, and they all fell
but one, and their heads were put in a mound, and it got the name of Duma Selga, the Mound of the Hunting.

And it was in the time of Maeve of Cruachan that Angus set his love on Caer Ormaith, of the Province of
Connacht, and brought her away to Brugh na Boinne.
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As to the Morrigu, the Great Queen, the Crow of Battle, where she lived after the coming of the Gael is not

known, but before that time it was in Teamhair she lived. And she had a great cooking-spit there, that held thre
sorts of food on it at the one time: a piece of raw meat, and a piece of dressed meat, and a piece of butter. And
raw was dressed, and the dressed was not burned, and the butter did not melt, and the three together on the sy

Nine men that were outlaws went to her one time and asked for a spit to be made for themselves. And they
brought it away with them, and it had nine ribs in it, and every one of the outlaws would carry a rib in his hand
wherever he would go, till they would all meet together at the close of day. And if they wanted the spit to be higl
it could be raised to a man's height, and at another time it would not be more than the height of a fist over the fi
without breaking and without lessening.

And Mechi, the son the Morrigu had, was killed by Mac Cecht on Magh Mechi, that till that time had been called
Magh Fertaige. Three hearts he had, and it is the way they were, they had the shapes of three serpents througt
them. And if Mechi had not met with his death, those serpents in him would have grown, and what they left alive
in Ireland would have wasted away. And Mac Cecht burned the three hearts on Magh Luathad, the Plain of Asr
and he threw the ashes into the stream; and the rushing water of the stream stopped and boiled up, and every
creature in it died.

And the Morrigu used often to be meddling in Ireland in Cuchulain's time, stirring up wars and quarrels. It was
she came and roused up Cuchulain one time when he was but a lad, and was near giving into some enchantme
that was used against him. "There is not the making of a hero in you," she said to him, "and you lying there und
the feet of shadows." And with that Cuchulain rose up and struck off the head of a shadow that was standing ov
him, with his hurling stick. And the time Conchubar was sending out Finched to rouse up the men of Ulster at th
time of the war for the Bull of Cuafigne, he bade him to go to that terrible fury, the Morrigu, to get help for
Cuchulain. And she had a dispute with Cuchulain one time he met her, and she bringing away a cow from the F
of Cruachan; and another time she helped Taichinem, a Druid of the household of Conaire Mor, to bring away &
bull his wife had set her mind on. And indeed she was much given to meddling with cattle, and one time she
brought away a cow from Odras, that was of the household of the cow—chief of Connac Hua Cuined, and that w
going after her husband with cattle. And the Morrigu brought the cow away with her to the Cave of Cruachan, al
the Hill of the Sidhe. And Odras followed her there till sleep fell on her in the oak-wood of Falga; and the
Morrigu awoke her and sang spells over her, and made of her a pool of water that went to the river that flows to
the west of Slieve Buane.

And in the battle of Magh Rath, she fluttered over Congal Claen in the shape of a bird, till he did not know frienc
from foe. And after that again at the battle of Cluantarbh, she was flying over the bead of Murchadh, son of Bria
for she had many shapes, and it was in the shape of a crow she would sometimes fight her battles.

And if it was not the Morrigu, it was Badb that showed herself in the battle of Dunbolg, where the men of Irelanc
were fighting under Aedh, son of Niall; and Brigit was seen in the same battle on the side of the men of Leinstel

Part | Book IV: Aine

AND as to Aine, that some said was a daughter of Manannan, but some said was the Morrigu herself, there wa
stone belonging to her that was called Cathair Aine. And if any one would sit on that stone he would be in dang
of losing his wits, and any one that would sit on it three times would lose them for ever. And people whose wits
were astray would make their way to it, and mad dogs would come from all parts of the country, and would flock
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around it, and then they would go into the sea to Aine's place there. But those that did cures by herbs said she |
power over the whole body; and she used to give gifts of poetry and of music, and she often gave her love to m
and they called her the Leanan Sidhe, the Sweetheart of the Sidhe.

And it was no safe thing to offend Aine, for she was very revengeful. Oilioll Oluim, a king of Ireland, killed her
brother one time, and it is what she did, she made a great yew—-tree by enchantment beside the river Maigh in
Luimnech, and she put a little man in it, playing sweet music on a harp. And Qilioli's son was passing the river
with his step—brother, and they saw the tree and heard the sweet music from it. And first they quarrelled as to
which of them would have the little harper, and then they quarrelled about the tree, and they asked a judgment
from Ollioll, and he gave it for his own son. And it was the bad feeling about that judgment that led to the battle
of Magh Mucruimhe, and Oilioll and his seven sons were killed there, and so Aine got her revenge.

Part | Book IV: Aoibhell

AND Aoibhell, another woman of the Sidhe, made her dwelling—place in Craig Liath, and at the time of the battl
of Cluantarbh she set her love on a young man of Munster, Dubhlaing ua Artigan, that had been sent away in
disgrace by the King of Ireland. But before the battle he came back to join with Murchadh, the king's son, and tc
fight for the Gael. And Aoibhell came to stop him; and when he would not stop with her she put a Druid covering
about him, the way no one could see him.

And he went where Murchadh was fighting, and he made a great attack on the enemies of Ireland, and struck
them down on every side. And Murchadh looked around him, and he said: "It seems to me | hear the sound of t
blows of Dubhlaing ua Artigan, but | do not see himself." Then Dubhlaing threw off the Druid covering that was
about him, and he said: 'l will not keep this covering upon me when you cannot see me through it. And come nc
across the plain to where Aoibbell is," he said, "for she can give us news of the battle."

So they went where she was, and she bade them both to quit the battle, for they would lose their lives in it. But
Murchadh said to her, "I will tell you a little true story," he said; "that fear for my own body will never make me
change my face. And if we fall," he said, "the strangers will fall with us; and it is many a man will fall by my own
hand, and the Gael will be sharing their strong places." "Stop with me, Dubhlaing," she said then, "and you will
have two hundred years of happy life with myself." "l will not give up Murchadh," he said, "or my own good
name, for silver or gold." And there was anger on Aoibhell when he said that, and she said: "Murchadh will fall,
and you yourself will fall, and your proud blood will be on the plain tomorrow." And they went back into the
battle, and got their death there.

And it was Aoibhell gave a golden harp to the son of Meardha the time he was getting his learning at the school
the Sidhe in Connacht and that he heard his father had got his death by the King of Lochlann. And whoever he:
the playing of that harp would not live long after it. And Meardha's son went where the three sons of the King of
Lochlann were, and played on his harp for them, and they died.

It was that harp Cuchulain heard the time his enemies were gathering against him at Muirthemne, and he knew
it that his life was near its end.

Part | Book IV: Midhir and Etain

AND Midhir took a hill for himself, and his wife Fuamach was with him there, and his daughter, Bri. And Leith,
son of Cehchar of Cualu, was the most beautiful among the young men of the Sidhe of Ireland at that time, and
loved Bri, Midhir's daughter. And Bri went out with her young girls to meet him one time at the Grave of the
Daughters beside Teamhair. And Leith came and his young men along with him till he was on the Hill of the
After Repentance. And they could not come nearer to one another because of the slingers on Midhir's hill that
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were answering one another till their spears were as many as a swarm of bees on a day of beauty. And Cochla
Leith's servant, got a sharp wound from them and he died.

Then the girl turned back to Midhir's hill, and her heart broke in her and she died. And Leith said: "Although | an
not let come to this girl, | will leave my name with her." And the bill was called Bri Leith from that time.

After a while Midhir took Etain Echraide to be his wife. And there was great jealousy on Fuamach, the wife be
had before, when she saw the love that Midhir gave to Etain, and she called to the Druid, Bresal Etarlaim to hel
her, and he put spells on Etain the way Fuamach was able to drive her away.

And when she was driven out of Bri Leith, Angus Og, son of the Dagda, took her into his keeping; and when
Midhir asked her back, he would not give her up, but he brought her about with him to every place be went. Anc
wherever they rested, he made a sunny house for her, and put sweet-smelling flowers in it, and he made invisil
walls about it, that no one could see through and that could not be seen.

But when news came to Fuamach that Etain was so well cared for by Angus, anger and jealousy came on her
again, and she searched her mind for a way to destroy Etain altogether.

And it is what she did, she persuaded Midhir and Angus to go out and meet one another and to make peace, fo
there had been a quarrel between them ever since the time Etain was sent away. And when Angus was away fi
Brugh na Boinn, Fuamach went and found Etain there, in her sunny house. And she turned her with Druid spell
into a fly, and then she sent a blast of wind into the house, that swept her away through the window.

But as to Midhir and Angus, they waited a while for Fuamach to come and join them. And when she did not con
they were uneasy in their minds, and Angus hurried back to Brugh na Boinn. And when he found the sunny hou
empty, he went in search of Fuamach, and it was along with Etarlaim, the Druid, he found her, and he struck he
head off there and then.

And for seven years Etain was blown to and fro through Ireland in great misery. And at last she came to the hot
of Etar, of Inver Cechmaine, where there was a feast going on, and she fell from a beam of the roof into the
golden cup that was beside Etar's wife. And Etar's wife drank her down with the wine, and at the end of nine
months she was born again as Etar's daughter.

And she had the same name as before, Etain; and she was reared as a king's daughter, and there were fifty yo
girls, daughters of princes, brought up with her to keep her company.

And it happened one day Etain and all the rest of the young girls were out bathing in the bay at Inver Cechmain
and they saw from the water a man, with very high looks, coming towards them over the plain, and he riding a
bay horse with mane and tail curled. A long green cloak he had on him, and a shirt woven with threads of red
gold, and a brooch of gold that reached across to his shoulders on each side. And he had on his back a shield ¢
silver with a rim of gold and a boss of gold, and in his hand a sharp—pointed spear covered with rings of gold
from heel to socket. Fair yellow hair he bad, coming over his forehead, and it bound with a golden band to keep
from loosening.

And when he came near them he got down from his horse, and sat down on the bank, and it is what he said: "It
here Etain is to—day, at the Mound of Fair Women. It is among little children is her life on the strand of Inver
Cechmaine.

"It is she healed the eye of the king from the well of Loch da Lig; it is she was swallowed in a heavy drink by the
wife of Etar.
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"Many great battles will happen for your sake to Echaid of Midhe; destruction will fall upon the Sidhe, and war
on thousands of men."

And when he had said that, he vanished, and no one knew where he went. And they did not know the man that
had come to them was Midhir of Bri Leith.

And when Etain was grown to be a beautiful young woman, she was seen by Eochaid Feidlech, High King of
Ireland, and this is the way that happened.

He was going one time over the fair green of Bri Leith, and he saw at the side of a well a woman, with a bright
comb of gold and silver, and she washing in a silver basin having four golden birds on it, and little bright purple
stones set in the rim of the basin. A beautiful purple cloak she had, and silver fringes to it, and a gold brooch; ar
she had on her a dress of green silk with a long hood, embroidered in red gold, and wonderful clasps of gold an
silver on her breasts and on her shoulder. The sunlight was falling on her, so that the gold and the green silk we
shining out. Two plaits of hair she had, four locks in each plait, and a bead at the point of every lock, and the
colour of her hair was like yellow flags in summer, or like red gold after it is rubbed,

There she was, letting down her hair to wash it, and her arms out through the sleeve—holes of her shift. Her soff
bands were as white as the snow of a single night, and her eyes as blue as any blue flower, and her lips as red
the berries of the rowan-tree~ and her body as white as the foam of a wave. The bright light of the moon was ir
her face, the highness of pride in her eyebrows, a dimple of delight in each of her cheeks, the light of wooing in
her eyes, and when she walked she had a step that was steady and even like the walk of a queen.

And Eochaid sent his people to bring her to him, and he asked her name, and she told him her name was Etain
daughter of Etar, King of the Riders of the Sidhe. And Eochaid gave her his love, and he paid the bride—price, a
brought her home to Teamhair as his wife, and there was a great welcome before her there.

And after a while there was a great feast made at Teamhair, and all the chief men of Ireland came to it, and it
lasted from the fortnight before Samhain to the fortnight after it. And King Eochaid's brother Ailell, that was
afterwards called Ailell Anglonach, of the Only Fault, came to the feast. And when he saw his brother's wife
Etain, he fell in love with her on the moment, and all through the length of the feast he was not content unless h
could be looking at her. And a woman, the daughter of Luchta Lamdearg, of the Red Hand, took notice of it, anc
she said: "What far thing are you looking at, Ailell? It is what | think, that to be looking the way you are doing is
a sign of love." Then Ailell checked himself, and did not look towards Etain any more.

But when the feast was at an end, and the gathering broken up, great desire and envy came on Ailell, so that he
fell sick, and they brought him to a house in Teffia. And he stopped there through the length of a year, and he w
wasting away, but he told no one the cause of his sickness. And at the end of the year, Eochaid came to visit hi
brother, and he passed his hand over his breast, and Ailell let a groan. "What way are you?" said Eochaid then.
"Are you getting any easier, for you must not let this illness come to a bad end." "By my word," said Ailell, "it is
not easier | am, but worse and worse every day and every night" "What is it ails you?" said Eochaid. "And what
it that is coming against you." "By my word, | cannot tell you that," said Ailell. "I will bring one here that wilt
know the cause of your sickness," said the king.

With that he sent Fachtna, his own physician, to Ailell; and when he came he passed his hand over Ailell's hear
and at that he groaned again. "This sickness will not be your death," said Fachtna then; "and | know well what i
comes from. It is either from the pains of jealousy, or from love you have given, and that you have not found a
way out of." But there was shame on Ailell, and he would not confess to the physician that what he said was rig
So Fachtna went away then and left him.
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As to King Eochaid, he went away to visit all the provinces of Ireland that were under his kingship, and he left
Etain after him, and it is what he said: "Good Etain," he said, "take tender care of Ailell so long as he is living;
and if he should die from us, make a sodded grave for him, and raise a pillar stone over it, and write his name
it in Ogham." And with that he went away on his journey. One day, now, Etain went into the house where Ailell
was lying in his sickness, and they talked together, and then she made a little song for him, and it is what she s

"What is it ails you, young man, for it is a long time you are wasted with this sickness, and it is not the hardness
of the weather has stopped your light footstep."

And Ailell answered her in the same way, and he said: "I have good cause for my hurt; the music of my own hal
does not please me; there is no sort of food is pleasant to me, and so | am wasted away." Then Etain said: "Tel
me what is it ails you, for | am a woman that is wise. Tell me is there anything that would cure you, the way | me
help you to it?" And Ailell answered her: "O kind, beautiful woman, it is not good to tell a secret to a woman, but
sometimes it may be known through the eyes." And Etain said: "Though it is bad to tell a secret, yet it ought to &
told now, or how can help be given to you?" And Ailell answered: "My blessing on you, fair—haired Etain. It is
not fit | am to be spoken with; my wits have been no good help to me; my body is a rebel to me. All Ireland
knows, O king's wife, there is sickness in my head and in my body." And Etain said: "If there is a woman of the
fair-faced women of Ireland tormenting you this way, she must come to you here if it pleases you; and it is |
myself will woo her for you," she said.

Then Ailell said to her: "Woman, it would be easy for you yourself to put my sickness from me. And my desire,"
he said, "is a desire that is as long as a year; but it is love given to an echo, the spending of grief on a wave, a
lonely fight with a shadow, that is what my love and my desire have been to me."

And it is then Etain knew what was the sickness that was on him, and it was a heavy trouble to her.

But she came to him every day to tend him, and to make ready his food, and to pour water over his hands, and
she could do she did for him, for it was a grief to her, he to wither away and to be lost for her sake. And at last ¢
day she said to him: "Rise up, Ailell, son of a king, man of high deeds, and | will do your healing."

Then he put his arms about her, and she kissed him, and she said: "Come at the morning of to—-morrow at the
break of day to the house outside the dun, and | will give you all your desire."

That night Ailell lay without sleep until the morning was at hand. And at the very time he should have risen to gc¢
to her, it was at that time his sleep settled down upon him, and be slept on till the full light of day.

But Etain went to the house outside the dun, and she was not long there when she saw a man coming towards
having the appearance of Ailell, sick and tired and worn. But when he came near and she looked closely at him
she saw it was not Ailell that was in it. Then he went away, and after she had waited a while, she herself went
back into the dun.

And it was then Ailell awoke, and when he knew the morning bad passed by, he would sooner have had death
than life, and he fretted greatly. And Etain came in then, and he told her what had happened him. And she said:
"Come to—morrow to the same place."

But the same thing happened the next day. And when it happened on the third day, and the same man came to
meet Etain, she said to him: "It is not you at all | come to meet here, and why is it that you come to meet me? A
as to him | came to meet," she said, "indeed it is not for gain or through lightness | bade him come to me, but to
heal him of the sickness he is lying under for my sake." Then the man said: "It would be more fitting for you to
come to meet me than any other one. For in the time long ago," he said, "l was your first husband, and your firs
man." "What is it you are saying," she said, "and who are you yourself?" "It is easy to tell that," he said; "l am
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Midhir of Bri Leith." "And what parted us if | was your wife?" said Etain. "It was through Fuamach's sharp
jealousy and through the spells of Bresal Etarlaim, the Druid, we were parted. And you will come away with me
now?" he said. But Etain said: "It is not for a man whose kindred is unknown | will give up the High King of
Ireland." And Midhir said: "Surely it was | myself put that great desire for you on Ailell, and it was | hindered
him from going to meet you, the way you might keep your good name."

And when she went back to Ailell's house, she found his sickness was gone from him, and his desire. And she 1
him all that had happened, and he said: "It has turned out well for us both: | am well of my sickness and your
good name is not lessened." "We give thanks to our gods for that," said Etain, "for we are well pleased to have |
so."

And just at that time Eochaid came back from his journey, and they told him the whole story, and he was thankf
to his wife for the kindness she had showed to Ailell.

It was a good while after that, there was a great fair held at Teamhair, and Etain was out on the green looking a
the games and the races. And she saw a rider coming towards her, but no one could see him but herself; and w
he came near she saw he had the same appearance as the man that came and spoke with her and her young
the time they were out in the sea at Inver Cechmaine. And when he came up to her he began to sing words to f
that no one could hear but herself. And it is what be said:

"O beautiful woman, will you come with me to the wonderful country that is mine? It is pleasant to be looking at
the people there, beautiful people without any blemish; their hair is of the colour of the flag—flower, their fair
body is as white as snow, the colour of the fox—glove is on every cheek. The young never grow old there; the
fields and the flowers are as pleasant to be looking at as the blackbird's eggs; warm, sweet streams of mead ar
wine flow through that country; there is no care and no sorrow on any person; we see others, but we ourselves
not seen.

"Though the plains of Ireland are beautiful, it is little you would think of them after our great plain; though the ale
of Ireland is heady, the ale of the great country is still more heady. O beautiful woman, if you come to my proud
people it is the flesh of pigs newly killed | will give you for food; it is ale and new milk | will give you for drink;

it is feasting you will have with me there; it is a crown of gold you will have upon your hair, O beautiful woman!

"And will you come there with me, Etain?" he said. But Etain said she would not leave Eochaid the High King.
"Will you come if Eochaid gives you leave?" Midhir said then. "l will do that," said Etain.

One day, after that time, Eochaid the High King was looking out from his palace at Teamhair, and he saw a
strange man coming across the plain. Yellow hair he had, and eyes blue and shining like the flame of a candle,
and a purple dress on him, and in his hand a five—pronged spear and a shield having gold knobs on it.

He came up to the king, and the king bade him welcome. "Who are you yourself?" he said; "and what are you
come for, for you are a stranger to me?" "If | am a stranger to you, you are no stranger to me, for | have known
you this long time," said the strange man. "What is your name?" said the king. "It is nothing very great," said he
"I am called Midhir of Bri Leith." "What is it brings you here?" said Eochaid. "I am come to play a game of chess
with you," said the stranger. "Are you a good player?" said the king. "A trial will tell you that," said Midhir. "The
chess-board is in the queen's house, and she is in her sleep at this time," said Eochaid. "That is no matter," sai
Midhir, "for | have with me a chess-board as good as your own." And with that he brought out his chess-board,
and it made of silver, and precious stones shining in every corner of it. And then he brought out the chessmen,
they made of gold, from a bag that was of shining gold threads.

"Let us play now," said Midhir. "I will not play without a stake," said the king. "What stake shall we play for?"
said Midhir. "We can settle that after the game is over," said the king.
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They played together then, and Midhir was beaten, and it is what the king asked of him, fifty brown horses to be
given to him.

And then they played the second time, and Midhir was beaten again, and this time the king gave him four hard
things to do: to make a road over Moin Lamraide, and to clear Midhe of stones, and to cover the district of Teth!
with rushes, and the district of Darbrech with trees.

So Midhir brought his people from Bri Leith to do those things, and it is hard work they had doing them. And
Eochaid used to be out watching them, and he took notice that when the men of the Sidhe yoked their oxen, it v
by the neck and the shoulder they used to yoke them, and not by the forehead and the head. And it was after
Eochaid taught his people to yoke them that way, he was given the name of Eochaid Airem, that is, of the Plouc

And when all was done, Midhir came to Eochaid again, looking thin and wasted enough with the dint of the harc
work be had been doing, and he asked Eochaid to play the third game with him. Eochaid agreed, and it was sef
as before, the stake to be settled by the winner. It was Midhir won the game that time, and when the king asked
him what be wanted, "It is Etain, your wife, | want," said he. "l will not give her to you" said the king. "All I will
ask then," said Midhir, "is to put my arms about her and to kiss her once." "You may do that," said the king, "if
you will wait to the end of a month." So Midhir agreed to that, and went away for that time.

At the end of the month he came back again, and stood in the great hall at Teamhair, and no one had ever seel
him look so comely as he did that night. And Eochaid had all his best fighting men gathered in the hail, and he
shut all the doors of the palace when he saw Midhir come in, for fear he would try to bring away Etain by force.

"I am come to be paid what is due to me," said Midhir. "I have not been thinking of it up to this time," said
Eochaid, and there was anger on him. "You promised me Etain, your wife," said Midhir. The redness of shame
came on Etain when she heard that, but Midhir said: "Let there be no shame on you, Etain, for it is through the
length of a year | have been asking your love, and | have offered you every sort of treasure and riches, and you
refused to come to me till such a time as your husband would give you leave." "It is true | said that," said Etain.
will go if Eochaid gives me up to you."

"I will not give you up," said Eochaid; "l will let him do no more than put his arms about you in this place, as was
promised him." "l will do that," said Midhir.

With that he took his sword in his left hand, and he took Etain in his right arm and kissed her. All the armed mer
in the house made a rush at him then, but he rose up through the roof bringing Etain with him, and when they
rushed out of the house to follow him, all they could see was two swans high up in the air, linked together by a
chain of gold.

There was great anger on Eochaid then, and he went and searched all through Ireland, but there was no tidings
them to be had, for they were in the houses of the Sidhe.

It was to the Brugh of Angus on the Boinn they went first, and after they had stopped there a while they went to
hill of the Sidhe in Connacht. And there was a serving—maid with Etain at that time, Cruachan Croderg her nam
was, and she said to Midhir: "Is this your own place we are in?" "It is not," said Midhir; "my own place is nearer
to the rising of the sun." She was not well pleased to stop there when she heard that, and Midhir said to quiet he
"It is your own name will be put on this place from this out." And the hill was called the Hill of Cruachan from
that time.

Then they went to Bri Leith; and Etain's daughter Esa came to them there, and she brought a hundred of every
of cattle with her, and Midhir fostered her for seven years. And all through that time Eochaid the High King was
making a search for them.
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But at last Codal of the Withered Breast took four rods of yew and wrote Oghams on them, and through them a
through his enchantments he found out that Etain was with Midhir in Bri Leith.

So Eochaid went there, and made an attack on the place, and he was for nine years besieging it, and Midhir we
driving him away. And then his people began digging through the hill; and when they were getting near to where
Etain was, Midhir sent three times twenty beautiful women, having all of them the appearance of Etain, and he
bade the king choose her out from among them. And the first he chose was his own daughter Esa. But then Ete
called to him, and he knew her, and he brought her home to Teamhair.

And Eochaid gave his daughter Esa her choice of a place for herself. And she chose it, and made a rath there,
got the name of Rath Esa. And from it she could see three notable places, the Hill of the Sidhe in Broga, and th
Hill of the Hostages in Teamhair, and Dun Crimthain on Beinn Edair.

But there was great anger on Midhir and his people because of their hill being attacked and dug into. And it was
in revenge for that insult they brought Conaire, High King of Ireland, that was grandson of Eochaid and of Etain
to his death afterwards at Da Derga's Inn.

Part | Book IV: Manannan

Now as to Manannan the Proud, son of Lir, after he had made places for the rest of the Tuatha de Danaan to li\
in, he went away out of Ireland himself. And some said he was dead, and that he got his death by Uillenn
Faebarderg, of the Red Edge, in battle. And it is what they said, that the battle was fought at Magh Cuilenn, anc
that Manannan was buried standing on his feet, and no sooner was he buried than a great lake burst up under |
feet in the place that was a red bog till that time. And the lake got the nhame of Loch Orbson, from one of the
names of Manannan. And it was said that red Badb was glad and many women were sony at that battle.

But he had many places of living, and he was often heard of in Ireland after. It was he sent a messenger to Etai
mother of Conaire the High King, the time she was hidden in the cowherd's house. And it was he brought up
Deirdre's children in Emhain of the Apple Trees, and it was said of that place, "a house of peace is the hill of the
Sidhe of Emhain." And it was he taught Diannuid of the Fianna the use of weapons, and it was he taught
Cuchulain the use of the Gae Bulg, and some say it was he was Deirdre's father, and that he brought Conchub:x
king of Ulster, to the place she was hidden, and he running with the appearance of a hare before the hounds of
men of Ulster to bring them there.

And it is what they say, that the time Conchubar had brought the sons of Usnach to Emain Macha, and could nc
come at them to kill them because of their bravery, it was to Manannan he went for help. And Manannan said h
would give him no help, for he had told him at the time he brought Deidre away that she would be the cause of
breaking up of his kingdom, and he took her away in spite of him. But Conchubar asked him to put blindness fo
while on the sons of Usnach, or the whole army would be destroyed with their blows. So after a while he
consented to that. And when the sons of Usnach came out against the army of Ulster, the blindness came on tr
and it was at one another they struck, not seeing who was near them, and it was by one another's hands they fe
But more say Manannan had no hand in it, and that it was Cathbad, the Druid, put a sea about them and broug
them to their death by his enchantments.

And some say Culain, the Smith, that gave his name to Cuchulain afterwards, was Manannan himself, for he he
many shapes.

Anyway, before Culain came to Ulster, he was living in the Island of Falga, that was one of Manannan's places.

And one time before Conchubar came into the kingdom, he went to ask advice of a Druid, and the Druid bade h
to go to the Island of Falga and to ask Culain, the smith he would find there, to make arms for him. So Conchub
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did so, and the smith promised to make a sword and spear and shield for him.

And while he was working at them Conchubar went out one morning early to walk on the strand, and there he s
a sea-woman asleep on the shore. And he put bonds on her in her sleep, the way she would not make her esc
But when she awoke and saw what had happened, she asked him to set her free. "And | am Tiabhal," she said,
"one of the queens of the sea. And bid Culain," she said, "that is making your shield for you, to put my likeness
it and my name about it. And whenever you will go into a battle with that shield the strength of your enemies wil
lessen, and your own strength and the strength of your people will increase."

So Conchubar let her go, and bade the smith do as she had told him. And when he went back to Ireland he got
victory wherever he brought that shield.

And he sent for Culain then, and offered him a place on the plains of Muirthemne. And whether he was or was 1
Manannan, it is likely he gave Cuchulain good teaching the time he stopped with him there after killing his great
dog.

Manannan had good hounds one time, but they went hunting after a pig that was destroying the whole country,
and making a desert of it. And they followed it till they came to a lake, and there it turned on them, and no houn
of them escaped alive, but they were all drowned or maimed. And the pig made for an island then, that got the

name of Muc—inis, the Pigs Island afterward; and the lake got the name of Loch Conn, the Lake of the Hounds.

And it was through Manannan the wave of Tuaig, one of the three great waves of Ireland, got its name, and this
the way that happened.

There was a young girl of the name of Tuag, a fosterling of Conaire the High King, was reared in Teamhair, anc
great company of the daughters of the kings of Ireland were put about her to protect her, the way she would be
kept for a king's asking. But Manannan sent Fer Ferdiad, of the Tuatha de Danaan, that was a pupil of his own
a Druid, in the shape of a woman of his own household, and he went where Tuag was, and sang a sleep—spell
her, and brought her away to Inver Glas. And there he laid her down while he went looking for a boat, that he
might bring her away in her sleep to the Land of the Ever-Living Women. But a wave of the flood-tide came
over the girl, and she was drowned, and Manannan killed Fer Ferdiad in his anger.

And one time Manannan's cows came up out of the sea at Baile Cronin, three of them, a red, and a white, and :
black, and the people that were there saw them standing on the strand for a while, as if thinking, and then they
walked up together, side by side, from the strand. And at that time there were no roads in Ireland, and there wa
great wonder on the people when they saw a good wide road ready before the three cows to walk on. And whel
they got about a mile from the sea they parted; the white cow went to the north—-west, towards Luimnech, and tt
red cow went to the south—west, and on round the coast of Ireland, and the black cow went to the north—east,

towards Lis Mor, in the district of Portlairge, and a road opened before each of them, that is to be seen to this d.

And some say it was Manannan went to Finn and the Fianna in the form of the Gilla Decair, the Bad Servant, al

brought them away to Land-under—-Wave. Anyway, he used often to go hunting with them on Cnoc Aine, and
sometimes he came to their help.

Part | Book IV: Manannan at Play

AND it was he went playing tricks through Ireland a long time after that again, the time he got the name of
O'Donnell's Kern. And it is the way it happened, Aodh Dubh O'Donnell was holding a feast one time in Bel-athe
Senaig, and his people were boasting of the goodness of his house and of his musicians.
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And while they were talking, they saw a clown coming towards them, old striped clothes he had, and puddle
water splashing in his shoes, and his sword sticking out naked behind him, and his ears through the old cloak tt
was over his head, and in his hand he had three spears of hollywood scorched and blackened.

He wished O'Donnell good heath, and O'Donnell did the same to him, and asked where did he come from. "It is
where | am," he said, "I slept last night at Dun Monaidhe, of the King of Alban; | am a day in lle, a day in
Cionn-tire, a day in Rachlainn, a day in the Watchman's Seat in Slieve Fuad; a pleasant rambling wandering m
I am, and it is with yourself | am now, O'Donnell," he said. "Let the gate—keeper be brought to me," said
O'Donnell. And when the gate—keeper came, he asked was it he let in this man, and the gate—keeper said he d
not, and that he never saw him before. "Let him off, O'Donnell" said the stranger, "for it was as easy for me to
come in, as it will be to me to go out again." There was wonder on them all then, any man to have come into the
house without passing the gate.

The musicians began playing their music then, and all the best musicians of the country were there at the time,
and they played very sweet tunes on their harps. But the strange man called out: "By my word, O'Donnell, there
was never a noise of hammers beating on iron in any bad place was so bad to listen to as this noise your peopl
are making."

With that he took a harp, and he made music that would put women in their pains and wounded men after a bat
into a sweet sleep, and it is what O'Donnell said: "Since | first heard talk of the music of the Sidhe that is played
in the hills and under the earth below us, | never heard better music than your own. And it is a very sweet playe
you are," he said. "One day | am sweet, another day | am sour," said the clown.

Then O'Donnell bade his people to bring him up to sit near himself. "I have no mind to do that," he said; "I woulc
sooner be as | am, an ugly clown, making sport for high—up people." Then O'Donnell sent him down clothes, a |
and. a striped shirt and a coat, but he would not have them. "I have no mind," he said, "to let high—up people be
making a boast of giving them to me."

They were afraid then he might go from them, and they put twenty aimed horsemen and twenty men on foot to

hold him back from leaving the house, and as many more outside at the gate, for they knew him not to be a ma
of this world. "What are these men for?" said he. "They are to keep you here," said O'Donnell "By my word, it is
not with you | will be eating my supper to—-morrow," he said, "but at Choc Aine, where Seaghan, Son of the Earl
is, in Desmumain." "If | find you giving one stir out of yourself, between this and morning, | will knock you into a
round lump there on the ground," said O'Donnell.

But at that the stranger took up the harp again, and he made the same sweet music as before. And when they \
all listening to him, he called out to the men outside: "Here | am coming, and watch me well now or you will lose
me." When the men that were watching the gate heard that, they lifted up their axes to strike him, but in their
haste it was at one another they struck, till they were lying stretched in blood. Then the clown said to the
gate—keeper: "Let us ask twenty cows and a hundred of free land of O'Donnell as a fee for bringing his people
back to life. And take this herb," he said, "and rub it in the mouth of each man of them, and he will rise up whole
and well again." So the gate—keeper did that, and he got the cows and the land from O'Donnell, and he brought
the people to life again.

Now at that time Seaghan, Son of the Earl, was holding a gathering on the green in front of his dun, and he saw
the same man coming towards him, and dressed in the same way, and the water splashing in his shoes. But wt
he asked who was he, he gave himself the name of a very learned man, Duartane O'Duartane, and he said it w
by Ess Ruadh he was come, and by Ceiscorainn and from that to Corrslieve, and to Magh Lorg of the Dagda, a
into the district of Hy'Conaill Gabhra, "till | came to yourself," he said, "by Cruachan of Magh Ai." So they
brought him into the house, and gave him wine for drinking and water for washing his feet, and he slept till the
rising of the sun on the morrow. And at that time Seaghan, Son of the Earl, came to visit him, and he said: "It is
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long sleep you had, and there is no wonder in that, and your journey so long yesterday. But | often heard of you
learning in books and of your skill on the harp, and | would like to hear you this morning," he said. "l am good in
those arts indeed," said the stranger. So they brought him a book, but he could not read a word of it, and then tl
brought him a harp, and he could not play any tune. "It is likely your reading and your music are gone from you,
said Seaghan; and he made a little rann on him, saying it was a strange thing Duartane O'Duartane that had su
great name not to be able to read a line of a book, or even to remember one. But when the stranger heard how
was being mocked at, he took up the book, and read from the top to the bottom of the page very well and in a
sweet-sounding voice. And after that be took the harp and played and sang the same way he did at O'Donnell*:
house the day before. "It is a very sweet man of learning you are," said Seaghan. "One day | am sweet, anothel
day | am sour," said the stranger.

They walked out together then on Cnoc Aine, but while they were talking there, the stranger was gone all of a
minute, and Seaghan, Son of the Earl, could not see where he went.

And after that he went on, and he reached Sligach just at the time O'Conchubar was setting out with the men of
Connacht to avenge the Connacht hag's basket on the hag of Munster. And this time he gave himself the name
Gilla Decair, the Bad Servant. And he joined with the men of Connacht, and they went over the Sionnan
westward into Munster, and there they hunted and drove every creature that could be made travel, cattle and
horses and flocks, into one place, till they got the hornless bull of the Munster hag and her two speckled cows,
and O'Conchubar brought them away to give to the Connacht hag in satisfaction for her basket.

But the men of Munster made an attack on them as they were going back; and the Gilla Decair asked
O'Conchubar would he sooner have the cows driven, or have the Munster men checked, and he said he would
sooner have the Munster men checked. So the Gilla Decair turned on them, and with his bow and twenty—four
arrows he kept them back till O'Conchubar and his people were safe out of their reach in Connacht.

But he took some offence then, on account of O'Conchubar taking the first drink himself when they came to his
house, and not giving it to him, that had done so much, and he took his leave and went from them on the mome

After that he went to where Tadg O'Cealaigh was, and having his old striped clothes and his old shoes as befor
And when they asked him what art he had, he said: "l am good at tricks. And if you will give me five marks | will
show you a trick," he said. "l will give that," said Tadg.

With that the stranger put three rushes on the palm of his hand. "I will blow away the middle rush now," be said,
"and the other two will stop as they are," So they told him to do that, and he put the tops of two of his fingers on
the two outside rushes, and blew the middle one away. "There is a trick now for you, Tadg O'Cealaigh," he said
then. "By my word, that is not a bad trick," said O'Cealaigh. But one of his men said: "That there may be no goo
luck with him that did it. And give me half of that money now, Tadg," he said, "and | will do the same trick for
you myself." "I will give you the half of what I got if you will do it," said the stranger. So the other put the rushes
on his band, but if he did, when he tried to do the trick, his two finger—tips went through the palm of his hand.
"Ob-Ob-0b!" said the stranger, "that is not the way | did the trick. But as you have lost the money," he said, "I
will heal you again?"

"l could do another trick for you," he said; "I could wag the ear on one side of my head and the ear on the other
side would stay still." "Dolt then," said O'Cealaigh. So the man of tricks took hold of one of his ears and wagged
it up and down. "That is a good trick indeed," said O'Cealaigh. "I will show you another one now," he said.

With that he took from his bag a thread of silk, and gave a cast of it up into the air, that it was made fast to a
cloud. And then he took a hare out of the same bag, and it ran up the thread; and then took out a little dog and |
it on after the hare, and it followed yelping on its track; and after that again he brought out a little serving—boy
and bade him to follow dog and hare up the thread. Then out of another bag he had with him he brought out a
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beautiful, well-dressed young woman, and bade her to follow after the hound and the boy, and to take care anc
not to let the hare be torn by the dog. She went up then quickly after them, and it was a delight to Tadg
O'Cealaigh to be looking at them and to be listening to the sound of the hunt going on in the air.

All was quiet then for a long time, and then the man of tricks said: "I am afraid there is some bad work going on
up there." "What is that" said O'Cealaigh. "I am thinking," said he, "the hound might be eating the hare, and the
serving—boy courting the girl" "It is likely enough they are," said O'Cealaigh. With that the stranger drew in the
thread, and it is what he found, the boy making love to the girl and the hound chewing the bones of the hare.
There was great anger on the man of tricks when he saw that, and be took his sword and struck the head off thi
boy. "I do not like a thing of that sort to be done in my presence," said Tadg O'Cealaigh. "If it did not please you
I can set all right again”, said the stranger. And with that he took up the head and made a cast of it at the body,
it joined to it, and the young man stood up, but if he did his face was turned backwards. "It would be better for
him to be dead than to be living like that," said O'Cealaigh. When the man of tricks heard that, he took hold of tt
boy and twisted his head straight, and he was as well as before.

And with that the man of tricks vanished, and no one saw where was he gone.

That is the way Manannan used to be going round Ireland, doing tricks and wonders. And no one could keep hi
in any place, and if he was put on a gallows itself, he would be found safe in the house after, and some other m
on the gallows in his place. But he did no harm, and those that would be put to death by him, he would bring the
to life again with a herb out of his bag.

And all the food he would use would be a vessel of sour milk and a few crab—apples. And there never was any
music sweeter than the music he used to be playing.

Part | Book IV: His Call to Bran

AND there were some that went to Manannan's country beyond the sea, and that gave an account of it afterwal

One time Bran, son of Febal, was out by himself near his dun, and he heard music behind him. And it kept alwa
after him, and at last he fell asleep with the sweetness of the sound. And when he awoke from his sleep be saw
beside him a branch of silver, and it having white blossoms, and the whiteness of the silver was the same as th
whiteness of the blossoms.

And he brought the branch in his hand into the royal house, and when all his people were with him they saw a
woman with strange clothing standing in the house.

And she began to make a song for Bran, and all the people were looking at her and listening to her, and it is wh
she said:

"l bring a branch of the apple-tree from Emhain, from the far island around which are the shining horses of the
Son of Lir. A delight of the eyes is the plain where the hosts hold their games; curragh racing against chariot in
the White Silver Plain to the south.

"There are feet of white bronze under it, shining through life and time; a comely level land through the length of
the world's age, and many blossoms falling on it.

"There is an old tree there with blossoms, and birds calling from among them; every colour is shining there,
delight is common, and music, in the Gentle-Voiced Plain, in the Silver Cloud Plain to the south.
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"Keening is not used, or treachery, in the tilled familiar land; there is nothing hard or rough, but sweet music
striking on the ear. "To be without grief, without sorrow, without death, without any sickness, without weakness;
that is the sign of Emhain; it is not common wonder that is.

"There is nothing to liken its mists to, the sea washes the wave against the land, brightness falls from its hair.

"There are riches, there are treasures of every colour in the Gentle Land, the Bountiful Land. Sweet music to be
listening to; the best of wine to drink.

"Golden chariots in the Plain of the Sea, rising up to the sun with the tide; silver chariots and bronze chariots on
the Plain of Sports.

"Gold-yellow horses on the strand, and crimson horses, and others with wool on their backs, blue like the coloL
of the sky.

"It is a day of lasting weather, silver is dropping on the land; a pure white cliff on the edge of the sea, getting its
warmth from the sun.

"The host race over the Plain of Sports; it is beautiful and not weak their game is; death or the ebbing of the tide
will not come to them in the Many—Coloured Land.

"There will come at sunrise a fair man, lighting up the level lands; he rides upon the plain that is beaten by the
waves, he stirs the sea till it is like blood.

"An army will come over the clear sea, rowing to the stone that is in sight, that a hundred sounds of music come
from.

"It sings a song to the army; it is not sad through the length of time; it increases music with hundreds singing
together; they do not look for death or the ebb-tide.

"There are thee times fifty far islands in the ocean to the west of us, and every one of them twice or three times
more than Ireland.

"It is is not to all of you | am speaking, though | have made all these wonders known. Let Bran listen from the
crowd of the world to all the wisdom that has been told him.

"Do not fall upon a bed of sloth; do not be overcome by drunkenness; set out on your voyage over the clear sec
and you may chance to come to the Land of Women."

With that the woman went from them, and they did not know where she went. And she brought away her brancl
with her, for it leaped into her hand from Bran's hand, and he had not the strength to hold it.

Then on the morrow Bran set out upon the sea, and three companies of nine along with him; and one of his
foster—brothers and comrades was set over each company of nine.

And when they had been rowing for two days and two nights, they saw a man coming towards them in a chariof
over the sea. And the man made himself known to them, and he said that he was Manannan, son of Lir.

And then Manannan spoke to him in a song, and it is what he said:
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"It is what Bran thinks, he is going in his curragh over the wonderful, beautiful clear sea; but tome, from far off ir
my chariot, it is a flowery plain he is riding on.

"What is a clear sea to the good boat Bran is in, is a happy plain with many flowers to me in my two-wheeled
chariot.

"It is what Bran sees, many waves beating across the clear sea; it is what | myself see, red flowers without any
fault.

"The sea—horses are bright in summer-time, as far as Bran's eyes can reach; there is a wood of beautiful acorr
under the head of your little boat.

"A wood with blossom and with fruit, that has the smell of wine; a wood without fault, without withering, with
leaves of the colour of gold.

"Let Bran row on steadily, it is not far to the Land of Women; before the setting of the sun you will reach Emhair
of many-coloured hospitality."

With that Bran went from him; and after a while he saw an island, and he rowed around it, and there was a crow
on it, wondering at them, and laughing; and they were all looking at Bran and at his people, but they would not
stop to talk with them, but went on giving out gusts of laughter. Bran put one of his men on the island then, but |
joined with the others, and began to stare the same way as the men of the island. And Bran went on rowing rou
about the island; and whenever they went past his own man, his comrades would speak to him, but he would n
answer them, but would only stare and wonder at them. So they went away and left him on that island that is
called the Island of Joy.

It was not long after that they reached to the Land of Women. And they saw the chief one of the women at the
landing—place, and it is what she said: "Come hither to land, Bran, son of Febal, it is welcome your coming to u:
But Bran did not dare to go on shore. Then the woman threw a ball of thread straight to him, and he caught it in
his hand, and it held fast to his palm, and the woman kept the thread in her own hand, and she pulled the curra
to the landing—place.

On that they went into a grand house, where there was a bed for every couple, three times nine beds. And the f
that was put on every dish never came to an end, and they had every sort of food and of drink they wished for.

And it seemed to them they were only a year there when the desire of home took hold on one of them, Nechtan
son of Collbrain, and his kinsmen were begging and praying Bran to go back with him to Ireland. The woman
said there would be repentance on them if they went; but in spite of that they set out in the end. And the womar
said to them not to touch the land when they would come to Ireland, and she bade them to visit and to bring wit|
them the man they left in the Island of Joy.

So they went on towards Ireland till they came to a place called Srub Bruin. And there were people on the stran
that asked them who they were that were coming over the sea. And Bran said: "I am Bran, son of Febal." But th
people said: "We know of no such man, though the voyage of Bran is in our very old stories."

Then Nechtan, son of Collbrain, made a leap out of the curragh, and no sooner did he touch the shore of Irelan
than he was a heap of ashes, the same as if he had been in the earth through hundreds of years.

And then Bran told the whole story of his wanderings to the people, from the beginning. And after that he bade
them farewell, and his wanderings from that time are not known.
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AND another that went to Manannan's country was Cormac, grandson of Conn, King of Teamhair, and this is th
way it happened. He was by himself in Teamhair one time, and he saw an armed man coming towards him, qui
with high looks, and having grey hair; a shirt ribbed with gold thread next his skin, broad shoes of white bronze
between his feet and the ground, a shining branch having nine apples of red gold, on his shoulder. And it is
delightful the sound of that branch was, and no one on earth would keep in mind any want, or trouble, or
tiredness, when that branch was shaken for him; and whatever trouble there might be on him, he would forget it
the sound.

Then Cormac and the armed man saluted one another, and Cormac asked where did he come from. "l come," |
said, "from a country where there is nothing but truth, and where there is neither age nor withering away, nor
heaviness, nor sadness, nor jealousy, nor envy, nor pride." "That is not so with us," said Cormac, "and | would |
well pleased to have your friendship," he said. "I am well pleased to give it," said the stranger. "Give me your
branch along with it," said Connac. "l will give it", said the stranger, "if you will give me the three gifts | ask in
return.” "I will give them to you indeed," said Cormac.

Then the strange man left the branch and went away, and Cormac did not know where was he gone to.

He went back then into the royal house, and there was wonder on all the people when they saw the branch. An
he shook it at them, and it put them all asleep from that day to the same time on the morrow.

At the end of a year the strange man came back again, and he asked for the first of his three requests. "You wil
get it," said Connac. "l will take your daughter, Aille, to—day," said the stranger.

So he brought away the girl with him, and the women of Ireland gave three loud cries after the king's daughter.
But Cormac shook the branch at them, until it put away sorrow from them, and put them all into their sleep.

That day month the stranger came again, and he brought Cormac's son, Carpre Lifecar, away with him. There \
crying and lamenting without end in Teamhair after the boy, and on that night no one ate or slept, and they were
all under grief and very downhearted. But when Cormac shook the branch their sorrow went from them.

Then the stranger came the third time, and Cormac asked him what did he want. "It is your wife, Ethne, | am
asking this time," he said. And he went away then, bringing Ethne, the queen, along with him.

But Cormac would not bear that, and be went after them, and all his people were following him. But in the midd|
of the Plain of the Wall, a thick mist came on them, and when it was gone, Cormac found himself alone on a gre
plain. And he saw a great dun in the middle of the plain, with a wall of bronze around it, and in the dun a house
white silver, and it half thatched with the white wings of birds. And there was a great troop of the Riders of the
Sidhe all about the house, and their arms full of white bird's wings for thatching. But as soon as they would put «
the thatch, a blast of wind would come and carry it away again.

Then he saw a man kindling a fire, and he used to throw a thick oak—-tree upon it. And when he would come ba
with a second tree, the first one would be burned out. "I will be looking at you no longer," Cormac said then, "for
there is no one here to tell me your story, and | think | could find good sense in your meanings if | understood
them," he said.

Then he went on to where there was another dun, very large and royal, and another wall of bronze around it, ar

four houses within it. And he went in and saw a great king's house, having beams of bronze and walls of silver,
and its thatch of the wings of white birds. And then he saw on the green a shining well, and five streams flowing
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from it, and the armies drinking water in turn, and the nine lasting purple hazels of Buan growing over it. And
they were dropping their nuts into the water, and the five salmon would catch them and send their husks floatin
down the streams. And the sound of the flowing of those streams is sweeter than any music that men sing.

Then he went into the palace, and he found there waiting for him a man and a woman, very tall, and having
clothes of many colours. The man was beautiful as to shape, and his face wonderful to look at; and as to the
young woman that was with him, she was the loveliest of all the women of the world, and she having yellow hai
and a golden helmet. And there was a bath there, and heated stones going in and out of the water of themselve
and Cormac bathed himself in it.

"Rise up, man of the house," the woman said after that, "for this is a comely traveller that is come to us; and if y
have one kind of food or meat better than another, let it be brought in." The man rose up then and he said: "l ha
but seven pigs, but | could feed the whole world with them, for the pig that is killed and eaten to—day, you will
find it alive again to—morrow."

Another man came into the house then, having an axe in his right hand, and a log in his left hand, and a pig bet
him.

"It is time to make ready," said the man of the house, "for we have a high guest with us to—day."

Then the man struck the pig and killed it, and he cut the logs and made a fire and put the pig on it in a cauldron
"It is time for you to turn it," said the master of the house after a while. "There would be no use doing that," said
the man, "for never and never will the pig be boiled until a truth is told for every quarter of it." "Then let you tell
yours first," said the master of the house. "One day," said the man, "l found another man's cows in my land, anc
brought them with me into a cattle pound. The owner of the cows followed me, and he said he would give me a
reward to let the cows go free. So | gave them back to him, and he gave me an axe, and when a pig is to be Kill
it is with the axe it is Kkilled, and the log is cut with it, and there is enough wood to boil the pig, and enough for th
palace besides. And that is not all, for the log is found whole again in the morning. And from that time till now,
that is the way they are."

"It is true indeed that story is," said the man of the house.

They turned the pig in the cauldron then, and but one quarter of it was found to be cooked. "Let us tell another
true story," they said. "I will tell one," said the master of the house. "Ploughing time had come, and when we ha
a mind to plough that field outside, it is the way we found it, ploughed, and harrowed, and sowed with wheat.
When we had a mind to reap it, the wheat was found in the haggard, all in one thatched rick. We have been usi
it from that day to this, and it is no bigger and no less."

Then they turned the pig, and another quarter was found to be ready. "It is my turn now," said the woman. "l ha
seven cows," she said, "and seven sheep. And the milk of the seven cows would satisfy the whole of the men o
the world, if they were in the plain drinking it, and it is enough for all the people of the Land of Promise, and it is
from the wool of the seven sheep all the clothes they wear are made." And at that story the third quarter of the |
was boiled.

"If these stories are true," said Cormac to the man of the house, "you are Manannan, and this is Manannan's wi
for no one on the whole ridge of the world owns these treasures but himself. It was to the Land of Promise he
went to look for that woman, and he got those seven cows with her."

They said to Cormac that it was his turn now. So Cormac told them how his wife, and his son, and his daughter
had been brought away from him, and how he himself had followed them till he came to that place.
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And with that the whole pig was boiled, and they cut it up, and Cormac's share was put before him. "I never use
a meal yet," said he, "having two persons only in my company." The man of the house began singing to him the
and put him asleep. And when he awoke, he saw fifty armed men, and his son, and his wife, and his daughter,
along with them. There was great gladness and courage on him then, and ale and food were given out to them
And there was a gold cup put in the hand of the master of the house, and Cormac was wondering at it, for the
number of the shapes on it, and for the strangeness of the work. "There is a stranger thing yet about it," the ma
said; "let three lying words be spoken under it, and it will break into three, and then let three true words be spok
under it, and it will be as good as before." So he said three lying words under it, and it broke in three pieces. "It
best to speak truth now under it," he said, "and to mend it. And | give my word, Cormac," he said, "that until
to—day neither your wife or your daughter has seen the face of a man since they were brought away from you o
of Teamhair, and that your son has never seen the face of a woman." And with that the cup was whole again or
the moment. "Bring away your wife and your children with you now," he said, "and this cup along with them, the
way you will have it for judging between truth and untruth. And | will leave the branch with you for music and
delight, but on the day of your death they will be taken from you again. And | myself," he said, "am Manannan,
son of Lir, King of the Land of Promise, and | brought you here by enchantments that you might be with me
to—night in friendship.

"And the Riders you saw thatching the house," he said, "are the men of arts and poets, and all that look for a
fortune in Ireland, putting together cattle and riches. For when they go out, all that they leave in their houses go
to nothing, and so they go on for ever.

"And the man you saw kindling the fire," he said, "is a young lord that is more liberal than he can afford, and
every one else is served while he is getting the feast ready, and every one else profiting by it.

"And the well you saw is the Well of Knowledge, and the streams are the five streams through which all
knowledge goes. And no one will have knowledge who does not drink a draught out of the well itself or out of th
streams. And the people of many arts are those who drink from them all."

And on the morning of the morrow, when Cormac rose up, he found himself on the green of Teamhair, and his
wife, and his son, and his daughter, along with him, and he having his branch and his cup. And it was given the
name of Cormac's Cup, and it used to judge between truth and falsehood among the Gael. But it was not left in
Ireland after the night of Cormac's death, as Manannan had foretold him.

Part | Book IV: Cliodna's Wave

AND it was in the time of the Fianna of Ireland that Ciabban of the Curling Hair, the king of Ulster's son, went to
Manannan's country.

Ciabhan now was the most beautiful of the young men of the world at that time, and he was as far beyond all
other kings' sons as the moon is beyond the stars. And Finn liked him well, but the rest of the Fianna got to be
tired of him because there was not a woman of their women, wed or unwed, but gave him her love. And Finn he
to send him away at the last, for he was in dread of the men of the Fianna because of the greatness of their
jealousy.

So Ciabhan went on till he came to the Strand of the Cairn, that is called now the Strand of the Strong Man,
between Dun Sobairce and the sea. And there he saw a curragh, and it having a narrow stern of copper. And
Ciabhan got into the curragh, and his people said: "Is it to leave Ireland you have a mind, Ciabhan?" "It is
indeed," he said, "for in Ireland | get neither shelter nor protection." He bade farewell to his people then, and he
left them very sorrowful after him, for to part with him was like the parting of life from the body.
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And Ciabhan went on in the curragh, and great white shouting waves rose up about him, every one of them the
size of a mountain; and the beautiful speckled salmon that are used to stop in the sand and the shingle rose up
the sides of the curragh, till great dread came on Ciabhan, and he said: "By my word, if it was on land | was |
could make a better fight for myself."

And he was in this danger till he saw a rider coming towards him on a dark grey horse having a golden bridle, a
he would be under the sea for the length of nine waves, and he would rise with the tenth wave, and no wet on
at all. And he said: "What reward would you give to whoever would bring you out of this great danger?" "Is there
anything in my hand worth offering you?" said Ciabhan. "There is," said the rider, "that you would give your
service to whoever would give you his help." Ciabhan agreed to that, and he put his hand into the rider's hand.

With that the rider drew him on to the horse, and the curragh came on beside them till they reached to the shore
Tir Tairngaire, the Land of Promise, They got off the horse there, and came to Loch Luchra, the Lake of the
Dwarfs, and to Manannan's city, and a feast was after being made ready there, and comely serving—boys were
going round with smooth horns, and playing on sweet-sounding harps till the whole house was filled with the
music.

Then there came in clowns, long—snouted, long—heeled, lean and bald and red, that used to be doing tricks in
Manannan's house. And one of these tricks was, a man of them to take nine straight willow rods, and to throw
them up to the rafters of the house, and to catch them again as they came down, and he standing on one leg, a
having but one hand free. And they thought no one could do that trick but themselves, and they were used to a:
strangers to do it, the way they could see them fail.

So this night when one of them had done the trick, he came up to Ciabhan, that was beyond all the Men of Dea
the Sons of the Gael that were in the house, in shape and in walk and in name, and be put the nine rods in his
hand. And Ciabhan stood up and be did the feat before them all, the same as if he had never learned to do any
other thing.

Now Gebann, that was a chief Druid in Manannan's country, had a daughter, Cliodna of the Fair Hair, that had
never given her love to any man. But when she saw Ciabhan she gave him her love, and she agreed to go awa
with him on the morrow.

And they went down to the landing—place and got into a curragh, and they went on till they came to Teite's Stra
in the southern part of Ireland. It was from Teite Brec the Freckled the strand got its name, that went there one
time for a wave game, and three times fifty young girls with her, and they were all drowned in that place. And as
to Ciabban, he came on shore, and went looking for deer, as was right, under the thick branches of the wood; a
he left the young girl in the boat on the strand.

But the people of Manannan's house came after them, having forty ships. And luchnu, that was in the curragh
with Cliodna, did treachery, and he played music to her till she lay down in the boat and fell asleep. And then a
great wave came up on the strand and swept her away.

And the wave got its name from Cliodna of the Fair Hair, that will be long remembered.

Part | Book IV: Call to Connla

AND it is likely it was Manannan sent his messenger for Connla of the Red Hair the time he went away out of
Ireland, for it is to his country Connla was brought; and this is the way he got the call.

It chanced one day he was with his father Conn, King of Team—hair, on the Hill of Uisnach, and he saw a woma
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having wonderful clothing coming towards him. "Where is it you come from?" he asked her. "I come," she said,
"from Tir-nam-Beo, the Land of the Ever-Living Ones, where no death comes. We use feasts that are lasting,"
she said, "and we do every kind thing without quarrelling, and we are called the people of the Sidhe." "Who are
you speaking to, boy?" said Conn to him then, for no one saw the strange woman but only Connla. "He is
speaking to a high woman that death or old age will never come to," she said. "I am asking him to come to Mag
Mell, the Pleasant Plain where the triumphant king is living, and there he will be a king for ever without sorrow c
fret. Come with me, Connla of the Red Hair," she said, "of the fair freckled neck and of the ruddy cheek; come
with me, and your body will not wither from its youth and its comeliness for ever."

They could all hear the woman's words then, though they could not see her, and it is what Conn said to Coran t
Druid: "Help me, Coran, you that sing spells of the great arts. There is an attack made on me that is beyond my
wisdom and beyond my power, | never knew so strong an attack since the first day | was a king. There is an
unseen figure fighting with me; she is using her strength against me to bring away my beautiful son; the call of ¢
woman is bringing him away from the hands of the king."

Then Coran, the Druid, began singing spells against the woman of the Sidhe, the way no one would hear her
voice, and Connla could not see her any more. But when she was being driven away by the spells of the Druid,
she threw an apple to Connla.

And through the length of a month from that time, Connla used no other food nor drink but that apple, for he
thought no other food or drink worth the using. And for all he ate of it, the apple grew no smaller, but was whole
all the while. And there was great trouble on Connla on account of the woman he had seen.

And at the end of a month Connla was at his father's side in Magh Archomnim, and he saw the same woman
coming towards him, and it is what she said: "It is a high place indeed Connla has among dying people, and de:
before him. But the Ever-Living Ones," she said, "are asking you to take the sway over the people of Tethra, fo
they are looking at you every day in the gatherings of your country among your dear friends."

When Conn, the king, heard her voice, he said to his people: "Call Coran, the Druid to me, for | hear the sound

the woman's voice again." But on that she said: "O Conn, fighter of a hundred, it is little love and little respect th
wonderful tribes of Traig Mor, the Great Strand, have for Druids; and where its law comes, it scatters the spells

their lips."

Then Conn looked to his son Connla to see what he would say, and Connla said: "My own people are dearer to
me than any other thing, yet sorrow has taken hold of me because of this woman." Then the woman spoke to h
again, and it is what she said: "Come now into my shining ship, if you will come to the Plain of Victory. There is
another country it would not be worse for you to look for; though the bright sun is going down, we shall reach to
that country before night. That is the country that delights the mind of every one that turns to me. There is no
living race in it but women and girls only."

And when the woman had ended her song, Connla made a leap from his people into the shining boat, and they

saw him sailing away from them far off and as if in a mist, as far as their eyes could see. It is away across the s
they went, and they have never come back again, and only the gods know where was it they went.

Part | Book IV: Tadg in Manannan's Islands

AND another that went to the Land of the Ever—Living Ones, but that came back again, was Tadg, son of Cian,
son of Olioll; and this is the way that happened.

It was one time Tadg was going his next heir's round, into the west of Munster, and his two brothers, Airnelach
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and Eoghan, along with him. And Cathmann, son of Tabarn, that was king of the beautiful country of Fresen the
lay to the south—east of the Great Plain, was searching the sea for what he could find just at that time, and nine
his ships with him. And they landed at Beire do Bhunadas, to the west of Munster, and the country had no stir ir
it, and so they slipped ashore, and no one took notice of them till all were surrounded, both men and cattle. Anc
Tadg's wife Liban, daughter of Conchubar Abratrudh of the Red Brows, and his two brothers, and a great many
the people of Munster, were taken by the foreigners and brought away to the coasts of Fresen. And Cathmann
took Liban to be his own wife, and he put hardship on Tadg's two brothers; Eoghan he put to work a common
ferry across a channel of the coast, and Airnelach to cut firing and to keep up fires for all people; and all the foo
they got was barley seed and muddy water.

And as to Tadg himself, it was only by his courage and the use of his sword he made his escape, but there was
great grief and discouragement on him, his wife and his brothers to have been brought away. But he had forty ¢
his fighting men left that had each killed a man of the foreigners, and they brought one in alive. And this man to
them news of the country he came from. And when Tadg heard that, he made a plan in his own head, and he g
orders for a curragh to be built that would be fit for a long voyage. Very strong it was, and forty ox—hides on it of
hard red leather, that was after being soaked in bark. And it was well fitted with masts, and oars, and pitch, and
everything that was wanting. And they put every sort of meat, and drink, and of clothes in it, that would last then
through the length of a year.

When all was ready, and the curragh out in the tide, Tadg said to his people: "Let us set out now on the high se
looking for our own people that are away from us this long time."

They set out then over the stormy, heavy flood, till at last they saw no land before them or behind them, but onl
hillsides of the great sea. And farther on again they heard the singing of a great flock of unknown birds; and
pleasant white—bellied salmon were leaping about the curragh on every side, and seals, very big and dark, wer:
coming after them, breaking through the shining wash of the oars; and great whales after them again, so that th
young men liked to be looking at them, for they were not used to see the like before.

They went on rowing through twenty days and twenty nights, and at the end of that time they got sight of a high
land, having a smooth coast. And when they reached it they all landed, and they pulled up the curragh and lit th
fires, and food was given out to them, and they were not long making an end of it. They made beds for themsel
then on the beautiful green grass, and enjoyed their sleep till the rising of the sun on the morrow.

Tadg rose up then and put on his arms, and went out, and thirty of his men along with him, to search the whole
island.

They went all through it, but they found no living thing on it, man or beast, but only flocks of sheep. And the size
of the sheep was past all telling, as big as horses they were, and the whole island was filled with their wool. Anc
there was one great flock beyond all the others, all of very big rams, and one of them was biggest of all, nine
horns he had, and he charged on Tadg's chief men, attacking them and butting at them.

There was vexation on them then, and they attacked him again, and there was a struggle between them. And a
first the ram broke through five of their shields. But Tadg took his spear that there was no escape from, and ma
a lucky cast at the ram and killed him. And they brought the ram to the curragh and made it ready for the young
men to eat, and they stopped three nights on the island, and every night it was a sheep they had for their food.
they gathered a good share of the wool and put it in the curragh because of the wonder and the beauty of it. An
they found the bones of very big men on the island, but whether they died of sickness or were killed by the ram:
they did not know.

They left that island then and went forward till they found two strange islands where there were great flocks of
wonderful birds, like blackbirds, and some of them the size of eagles or of cranes, and they red with green heac
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on them, and the eggs they had were blue and pure crimson. And some of the men began eating the eggs, and
the moment feathers began to grow out on them. But they went bathing after that, and the feathers dropped off
them again as quick as they came.

It was the foreigner they had with them gave them the course up to this time, for he had been on the same tracl
before. But now they went on through the length of six weeks and never saw land, and he said then, "We are
astray on the great ocean that has no boundaries." Then the wind with its sharp voice began to rise, and there \
a noise like the tramping of feet in the sea, and it rose up into great mountains hard to climb, and there was gre
fear on Tadg's people, for they had never seen the like. But he began to stir them up and to rouse them, and he
bade them to meet the sea like men. "Do bravely," he said, "young men of Munster, and fight for your lives
against the waves that are rising up and coming at the sides of the curragh." Tadg took one side of the curragh
then and his men took the other side, and he was able to pull it round against the whole twenty-nine of them, a
to bale it out and keep it dry along with that. And after a while they got a fair wind and put up their sail, the way
less water came into the curragh, and then the sea went down and lay flat and calm, and there were strange bi
of many shapes singing around them in every part. They saw land before them then, with a good coast, and wit
that courage and gladness came on them.

And when they came nearer to the land they found a beautiful inver, a river's mouth, with green hills about it, ar
the bottom of it sandy and as bright as silver, and red—speckled salmon in it, and pleasant woods with purple
tree—tops edging the stream. "It is a beautiful country this is," said Tadg, "and it would be happy for him that
would be always in it; and let you pull up the ship now," he said, "and dry it out.”

A score of them went forward then into the country, and a score stopped to mind the curragh. And for all the col
and discouragement and bad weather they had gone through, they felt no wish at all for food or for fire, but the
sweet smell of the crimson branches in the place they were come to satisfied them. They went on through the
wood, and after a while they came to an apple garden having red apples in it, and leafy oak-trees, and hazels
yellow with nuts. "It is a wonder to me," said Tadg, "to find summer here, and it winter time in our own country."

It was a delightful place they were in, but they went on into another wood, very sweet smelling, and round purpl
berries in it, every one of them bigger than a man's head, and beautiful shining birds eating the berries, strange
birds they were, having white bodies and purple heads and golden beaks. And while they were eating the berrie
they were singing sweet music, that would have put sick men and wounded men into their sleep.

Tadg and his men went farther on again till they came to a great smooth flowery plain with a dew of honey over
it, and three steep hills on the plain, having a very strong dun on every one of them. And when they got to the
nearest bill they found a white—bodied woman, the best of the women of the whole world, and it is what she sai
"Your coming is welcome, Tadg, son of Cian, and there will be food and provision for you as you want it."

‘I am glad of that welcome," said Tadg; "and tell me now, woman of sweet words," he said, "what is that royal
dun on the hill, having walls of white marble around it?" "That is the dun of the royal hue of the kings of Ireland,
from Heremon, son of Miled, to Conn of the Hundred Battles, that was the last to go into it." What is the name o
this country?" Tadg said then. "It is Inislocha, the Lake Island," she said, "and there are two kings over it,
Rudrach and Dergcroche, sons of Bodb." And then she told Tadg the whole story of Ireland, to the time of the
coming of the Sons of the Gad. "That is well," said Tadg then, "and you have good knowledge and learning. An
tell me now," he said, "who is living in that middle dun that has the colour of gold?" "It is not myself will tell you
that," she said, "but go on to it yourself and you will get knowledge of it." And with that she went from them into
the dun of white marble.

Tadg and his men went on then till they came to the middle dun, and there they found a queen of beautiful shay
and she wearing a golden dress. "Health to you, Tadg," she said. "l thank you for that," said Tadg. "It is a long
time your coming on this journey was foretold," she said. "What is your name?" he asked then. "l am Cesair," sk
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said, "the first that ever reached Ireland. But since | and the men that were with me came out of that dark, unqu
land, we are living for ever in this country."

"Tell me, woman," said Tadg, "who is it lives in the dun having a wall of gold about it?" "It is not hard to tell
that," she said, "every king, and every chief man, and every noble person that was in a high place of all those tf
had power in Ireland, it is in that dun beyond they are; Parthalon and Nemed, Firbolgs and Tuatha de Danaan."
is good knowledge and learning you have," said Tadg. "Indeed | have good knowledge of the history of the
world," she said, "and this island," she said, "is the fourth paradise of the world; and as to the others, they are Ir
Daleb to the south, and Inis Ercandra to the north, and Adam's Paradise in the east of the world." "Who is there
living in that dun with the silver walls?" said Tadg then. "l will not tell you that, although | have knowledge of it,"
said the woman; "but go to that beautiful hill where it is, and you will get knowledge of it."

They went on then to the third hill, and on the top of the hill was a very beautiful resting—place, and two
sweethearts there, a boy and a girl, comely and gentle. Smooth hair they had, shining like gold, and beautiful
green clothes of the one sort, and any one would think them to have had the same father and mother. Gold cha
they had around their necks, and bands of gold above those again. And Tadg spoke to them: "O bright, comely
children," he said, "it is a pleasant place you have here." And they answered him back, and they were praising |
courage and his strength and his wisdom, and they gave him their blessing.

And it is how the young man was, he had a sweet-smelling apple, having the colour of gold, in his hand, and he
would eat a third part of it, and with all he would eat, it would never be less. And that was the food that nourishe
the two of them, and neither age or sorrow could touch them when once they had tasted it.

"Who are you yourself?" Tadg asked him then. "I am son to Conn of the Hundred Battles," he said. "Is it Connia
you are?" said Tadg. "l am indeed," said the young man, "and it is this girl of many shapes that brought me here
And the girl said: "I have given him my love and my affection, and it is because of that | brought him to this
place, the way we might be looking at one another for ever, and beyond that we have never gone."

"That is a beautiful thing and a strange thing," said Tadg, "and a thing to wonder at. And who is there in that
grand dun with the silver walls?" he said. "There is no one at all in it," said the girl. "What is the reason of that?"
said Tadg. "It is for the kings that are to rule Ireland yet," she said; "and there will be a place in it for yourself,
Tadg. And come now," she said, "till you see it."

The lovers went on to the dun, and it is hardly the green grass was bent under their white feet. And Tadg and hi
people went along with them.

They came then to the great wonderful house that was ready for the company of the kings; it is a pleasant hous
that was, and any one would like to be in it. Walls of white bronze it had, set with crystal and with carbuncles,
that were shining through the night as well as through the day.

Tadg looked out from the house then, and he saw to one side of him a great sheltering apple-tree, and blosson
and ripe fruit on it. "What is that apple tree beyond?" said Tadg. "It is the fruit of that tree is food for the host in
this house," said the woman. "And it was an apple of that apple-tree brought Connla here to me; a good tree it
with its white—blossomed branches, and its golden apples that would satisfy the whole house."

And then Connla and the young girl left them, and they saw coming towards them a troop of beautiful women.
And there was one among them was most beautiful of all, and when she was come to them she said: "A welcor
to you, Tadg." "l thank you for that welcome," said Tadg; "and tell me," he said, "who are you yourself?" "l am
Cliodna of the Fair Hair," she said, "daughter of Gebann, son of Treon, of the Tuatha de Danaan, a sweetheart
Ciabhan of the Curling Hair, and it is from me Cliodna's wave on the coast of Munster got its name; and | am a
long time now in this island, and it is the apples of that tree you saw that we use for food." And Tadg was well

Part | Book 1V: Tadg in Manannan's Islands 67



Gods and Fighting Men

pleased to be listening to her talk, but after a while he said: "It is best for us to go on now to look for our people.
We will be well pleased if you stop longer with us," said the woman.

And while she was saying those words they saw three beautiful birds coming to them, one of them blue and his
head crimson, and one crimson and his head green, and the third was speckled and his head the colour of gold
and they lit on the great apple—tree, and every bird of them ate an apple, and they sang sweet music then, that
would put sick men into their sleep.

"Those birds will go with you," Cliodna said then; "they will give you guidance on your way, and they will make
music for you, and there will be neither sorrow or sadness on you, by land or by sea, till you come to Ireland. Ar
bring away this beautiful green cup with you," she said, "for there is power in it, and if you do but pour water intc
it, it will be turned to wine on the moment. And do not let it out of your hand," she said, "but keep it with you; for
at whatever time it will escape from you, your death will not be far away. And it is where you will meet your
death, in the green valley at the side of the Boinn; and it is a wandering wild deer will give you a wound, and aft
that, it is strangers will put an end to you. And | myself will bury your body, and there will be a hill over it, and
the name it will get is Croidhe Essu."

They went out of the shining house then, and Cliodna of the Fair Hair went with them to the place they had left
their ship, and she bade their comrades a kindly welcome; and she asked them bow long had they been in that
country. "It seems to us," they said, "we are not in it but one day only." "You are in it through the whole length o
a year," said she, "and through all that time you used neither food nor drink. But however long you would stop
here," she said, "cold or hunger would never come on you." "It would be a good thing to live this way always,"
said Tadg's people when they heard that. But he himself said: "It is best for us to go on and to look for our peop
And we must leave this county, although it is displeasing to us to leave it."

Then Cliodna and Tadg bade farewell to one another, and she gave her blessing to him and to his people. And
they set out then over the ridges of the sea; and they were downhearted after leaving that county until the birds
began to sing for them, and then their courage rose up, and they were glad and light-hearted.

And when they looked back they could not see the island they had come from, because of a Druid mist that can
on it and hid it from them.

Then by the leading of the birds they came to the county of Fresen, and they were in a deep sleep through the
whole voyage. And then they attacked the foreigners and got the better of them, and Tadg killed Cathmann, the
king, after a hard fight; and Liban his wife made no delay, and came to meet her husband and her sweetheart,
it is glad she was to see him.

And after they had rested a while they faced the sea again, and Tadg and his wife Liban, and his two brothers,
a great many other treasures along with them, and they came home to Ireland safely at the last.

Part | Book IV: Laegaire in the Happy Plain

AND another that went to visit Magh Mell, the Happy Plain, was Laegaire, son of the King of Connacht,
Crimthan Cass.

He was out one day with the king, his father, near Loch na—n Ean, the Lake of Birds, and the men of Connacht
with them, and they saw a man coming to them through the mist. Long golden-yellow hair he had, and it
streaming after him, and at his belt a gold-hilted sword, and in his hand two five—barbed darts, a gold-rimmed
shield on his back, a five—folded crimson cloak about his shoulders.
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"Give a welcome to the man that is coming towards you," said Laegaire, that had the best name of all the men ¢
Connacht, to his people. And to the stranger he said: "A welcome to the champion we do not know."

"I am thankful to you all," said he.

"What is it you are come for, and where are you going?" said Laegaire then.

"I am come to look for the help of fighting men," said the stranger. "And my name," be said, 'is Fiachna, son of
Betach, of the men of the Sidhe; and it is what ails in; my wife was taken from my pillow and brought away by
Eochaid, son of Sal. And we fought together, and | killed him, and now she is gone to a brother's son of his, Go
son of Dalbh, king of a people of Magh Mell. Seven battles | gave him, but they all went against me; and on this
very day there is another to be fought, and | am come to ask help. And to every one that deserves it, | will give
good reward of gold and of silver for that help."

And it is what he said:

"The most beautiful of plains is the Plain of the Two Mists; it is not far from this; it is a host of the men of the
Sidhe full of courage are stirring up pools of blood upon it.

"We have drawn red blood from the bodies of high nobles; many women are keening them with cries and with
tears.

"The men of the host in good order go out ahead of their beautiful king; they march among blue spears, white
troops of fighters with curled hair.

"They scatter the troops of their enemies, they destroy every country they make an attack on; they are beautiful
battle, a host with high looks, rushing, avenging.

"It is no wonder they to have such strength: every one of them is the son of a king and a queen; manes of hair t
have of the colour of gold.

"Their bodies smooth and comely; their eyes blue and far—seeing; their teeth bright like crystal, within their thin
red lips.

"White shields they have in their hands, with patterns on them of white silver; blue shining swords, red horns se
with gold.

"They are good at killing men in battle; good at song—making, good at chess—playing.

"The most beautiful of plains is the Plain of the Two Mists; the men of the Sidhe are stirring up pools of blood or
it; it is not far from this place."

"It would be a shameful thing not to give our help to this man," said Laegaire.

Fiachna, son of Betach, went down into the lake then, for it was out of it he had come, and Laegaire went down
into it after him, and fifty fighting men along with him.

They saw a strong place before them then, and a company of armed men, and Goll, son of Dalbh, at the head ¢
them.
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"That is well," said Laegaire, "I and my fifty men will go out against this troop." "l will answer you," said Goll,
son of Dalbh.

The two fifties attacked one another then, and Goll fell, but Laegaire and his fifty escaped with their lives and
made a great slaughter of their enemies, that not one of them made his escape.

"Where is the woman now?" said Laegaire. "She is within the dun of Magh Mell, and a troop of armed men
keeping guard about it," said Fiachna. "Let you stop here, and | and my fifty will go there," said Laegaire.

So he and his men went on to the dun, and Laegaire called out to the men that were about it: "Your king has go
his death, your chief men have fallen, let the woman come out, and | will give you your own lives." The men
agreed to that, and they brought the woman out. And when she came out she made this complaint:

"It is a sorrowful day that swords are reddened for the sake of the dear dead body of Goll, son of Dalbh. It was |
that loved me, it was himself | loved, it is little Laegaire Liban cares for that.

"Weapons were hacked and were split by Goll; it is to Fiachna, son of Betach, | must go; it is Goll, son of Dalbh
loved."

And that complaint got the name of "The Lament of the Daughter of Eochaid the Dumb."

Laegaire went back with her then till he put her hand in Fiachna's hand. And that night Fiachna's daughter,
Deorgreine, a Tear of the Sun, was given to Laegaire as his wife, and fifty other women were given to his fifty
fighting men, and they stopped with them there to the end of a year.

And at the end of that time, Laegaire said: "Let us go and ask news of our own country." "If you have a mind to
go," said Fiachna, "bring horses with you; but whatever happens," he said, "do not get off from them."

So they set out then; and when they got back to Ireland, they found a great gathering of the whole of the men o
Connacht that were keening them.

And when the men of Connacht saw them coming they rose up to meet them, and to bid them welcome. But
Laegaire called out: "Do not come to us, for it is to bid you farewell we are here." "Do not go from us again," sai
Crimthan, his father, "and | will give you the sway over the three Connachts, their silver and their gold, their
horses and their bridles, and their beautiful women, if you will not go from us."

And it is what Laegaire said: "In the place we are gone to, the armies move from kingdom to kingdom, they liste
to the sweet-sounding music of the Sidhe, they drink from shining cups, we talk with those we love, it is beer th
falls instead of rain.

"We have brought from the dun of the Pleasant Plain thirty cauldrons, thirty drinking horns; we have brought the
complaint that was sung by the Sea, by the daughter of Eochaid the Dumb.

"There is a wife for every man of the fifty; my own wife to me is the Tear of the Sun; | am made master of a blue
sword; | would not give for all your whole kingdom one night of the nights of the Sidhe."

With that Laegaire turned from them, and went back to the kingdom. And he was made king there along with
Fiachna, son of Betach, and his daughter, and he did not come out of it yet.

Part | Book 1V: Laegaire in the Happy Plain 70



Gods and Fighting Men
Part | Book V: Fate of the Children of Lir

Now at the time when the Tuatha de Danaan chose a king for themselves after the battle of Tailltin, and Lir hea
the kingship was given to Bodb Dearg, it did not please him, and he left the gathering without leave and with no
word to any one; for he thought it was he himself had a right to be made king. But if he went away himself, Bod|
was given the kingship none the less, for not one of the five begrudged it to him but only Lir. And it is what they
determined, to follow after Lir, and to burn down his house, and to attack himself with spear and sword, on
account of his not giving obedience to the king they had chosen. "We will not do that," said Bodb Dearg, "for the
man would defend any place he is in; and besides that," he said, "I am none the less king over the Tuatha de
Danaan, although he does not submit to me."

All went on like that for a good while, but at last a great misfortune came on Lir, for his wife died from him after
a sickness of three nights. And that came very hard on Lir, and there was heaviness on his mind after her. And
there was great talk of the death of that woman in her own time.

And the news of it was told all through Ireland, and it came to the house of Bodb, and the best of the Men of De
were with him at that time. And Bodb said: "If Lir had a mind for it," he said, "my help and my friendship would
be good for him now, since his wife is not living to him. For | have here with me the three young girls of the best
shape, and the best appearance, and the best name in all Ireland, Aobh, Aoife, and Ailbhe, the three daughters
Qilell of Aran, my own three nurslings." The Men of Dea said then it was a good thought he had, and that what |
said was true.

Messages and messengers were sent then from Bodb Dearg to the place Lir was, to say that if he had a mind t
join with the Son of the Dagda and to acknowledge his lordship, he would give him a foster—child of his
foster—children. And Lir thought well of the offer, and he set out on the morrow with fifty chariots from Sidhe
Fionnachaidh; and he went by every short way till he came to Bodb's dwelling—place at Loch Dearg, and there
was a welcome before him there, and all the people were merry and pleasant before him, and he and his peopl
got good attendance that night.

And the three daughters of Oilell of Aran were sitting on the one seat with Bodb Dearg's wife, the queen of the
Tuatha de Danaan, that was their foster—-mother. And Bodb said: "You may have your choice of the three younc
girls, Lir." "I cannot say," said Lir, "which one of them is my choice, but whichever of them is the eldest, she is
the noblest, and it is best for me to take her." "If that is so," said Bodb', "it is Aobh is the eldest, and she will be
given to you, if it is your wish." "It is my wish," he said. And he took Aobh for his wife that night, and he stopped
there for a fortnight, and then he brought her away to his own house, till he would make a great wedding—feast.

And in the course of time Aobh brought forth two children, a daughter and a son, Fionnuala and Aodh their nam
were. And after a while she was brought to bed again, and this time she gave birth to two sons, and they called
them Fiachra and Conn. And she herself died at their birth. And that weighed very heavy on Lir, and only for the
way his mind was set on his four children he would have gone near to die of grief.

The news came to Bodb Dearg's place, and all the people gave out three loud, high cries, keening their nursling
And after they had keened her it is what Bodb Dearg said: "It is a fret to us our daughter to have died, for her ov
sake and for the sake of the good man we gave her to, for we are thankful for his friendship and his faithfulness
However," he said, "our friendship with one another will not be broken, for | will give him for a wife her sister
Aoife.”

When Lir heard that, he came for the girl and married her, and brought her home to his house. And there was

honour and affection with Aoife for her sister's children; and indeed no person at all could see those four childre
without giving them the heart's love.
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And Bodb Dearg used often to be going to Lir's house for the sake of those children; and he used to bring them
his own place for a good length of time, and then he would let them go back to their own place again. And the
Men of Dea were at that time using the Feast of Age in every hill of the Sidhe in turn; and when they came to Li
hill those four children were their joy and delight, for the beauty of their appearance; and it is where they used t
sleep, in beds in sight of their father Lir. And he used to rise up at the break of every morning, and to lie down
among his children.

But it is what came of all this, that a fire of jealousy was kindled in Aoife, and she got to have a dislike and a
hatred of her sister's children.

Then she let on to have a sickness, that lasted through nearly the length of a year. And the end of that time she
a deed of jealousy and cruel treachery against the children of Lir.

And one day she got her chariot yoked, and she took the four children in it, and they went forward towards the
house of Bodb Dearg; but Fionnuala had no mind to go with her, for she knew by her she had some plan for the
death or their destruction, and she had seen in a dream that there was treachery against them in Aoife's mind. |
all the same she was not able to escape from what was before her.

And when they were on their way Aoife said to her people: "Let you kill now," she said, "the four children of Lir,
for whose sake their father has given up my love, and | will give you your own choice of a reward out of all the
good things of the world." "We will not do that indeed," said they; "and it is a bad deed you have thought of, and
harm will come to you out of it."

And when they would not do as she bade them, she took out a sword herself to put an end to the children with;
she being a woman and with no good courage, and with no great strength in her mind, she was not able to do it

They went on then west to Loch Dairbhreach, the Lake of the Oaks, and the horses were stopped there, and Ac
bade the children of Lir to go out and bathe in the lake, and they did as she bade them. And as soon as Aoife s
them out in the lake she struck them with a Druid rod, and put on them the shape of four swans, white and
beautiful. And it is what she said: "Out with you, children of the king, your luck is taken away from you for ever;
it is sorrowful the story will be to your friends; it is with flocks of birds your cries will be heard for ever."

And Fionnuala said: "Witch, we know now what your name is, you have struck us down with no hope of relief;
but although you put us from wave to wave, there are times when we will touch the land. We shall get help whe
we are seen; help, and all that is best for us; even though we have to sleep upon the lake, it is our minds will be
going abroad early."

And then the four children of Lie turned towards Aoife, and it is what Fionnuala said: "It is a bad deed you have
done, Aoife, and it is a bad fulfilling of friendship, you to destroy us without cause; and vengeance for it will
come upon you, and you will fall in satisfaction for it, for your power for our destruction is not greater than the
power of our friends to avenge it on you; and put some bounds now," she said, "to the time this enchantment is
stop on us." "l will do that," said Aoife, "and it is worse for you, you to have asked it of me. And the bounds set t
your time are this, till the Woman from the South and the Man from the North will come together. And since you
ask to hear it of me," she said, "no friends and no power that you have will be able to bring you out of these
shapes you are in through the length of your lives, until you have been three hundred years on Loch Dairbhreac
and three hundred years on Sruth na Maoile between Ireland and Alban, and three hundred years at Inis Domn
and Inis Gluaire; and these are to be your journeys from this out," she said.

But then repentance came on Aoife, and she said: "Since there is no other help for me to give you now, you ma
keep your own speech; and you will be singing sweet music of the Sidhe, that would put the men of the earth to
sleep, and there will be no music in the world equal to it; and your own sense and your own nobility will stay witl
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you, the way it will not weigh so heavy on you to be in the shape of birds. And go away out of my sight now,
children of Lir," she said, "with your white faces, with your stammering Irish. It is a great curse on tender lads,
they to be driven out on the rough wind. Nine hundred years to be on the water, it is a long time for any one to
in pain; it is | put this on you through treachery, it is best for you to do as | tell you now.

"Lir, that got victory with so many a good cast, his heart is a kernel of death in him now; the groaning of the gre:
hero is a sickness to me, though it is | that have well earned his anger."

And then the horses were caught for Aoife, and the chariot yoked for her, and she went on to the palace of Bod
Dearg, and there was a welcome before her from the chief people of the place. And the son of the Dagda askec
her why she did not bring the children of Lir with her. "I will tell you that," she said. "It is because Lir has no
liking for you, and he will not trust you with his children, for fear you might keep them from him altogether."

"I wonder at that," said Bodb Dearg, "for those children are dearer to me than my own children." And he though
in his own mind it was deceit the woman was doing on him, and it is what he did, he sent messengers to the no
to Sidhe Fionnachaidh. And Lir asked them what did they come for. "On the head of your children," said they.
"Are they not gone to you along with Aoife?" he said. "They are not," said they; "and Aoife said it was yourself
would not let them come."

It is downhearted and sorrowful Lir was at that news, for he understood well it was Aoife had destroyed or made
an end of his children. And early in the morning of the morrow his horses were caught, and he set out on the ro:
to the south-west. And when he was as far as the shore of Loch Dairbhreach, the four children saw the horses
coming towards them, and it is what Fionnuala said: "A welcome to the troop of horses | see coming near to the
lake; the people they are bringing are strong, there is sadness on them; it is us they are following, it is for us the
are looking; let us move over to the shore, Aodh, Fiachra, and comely Conn. Those that are coming can be no
others in the world but only Lir and his household."

Then Lir came to the edge of the lake, and he took notice of the swans having the voice of living people, and he
asked them why was it they had that voice.

"I will tell you that, Lir," said Fionnuala. "We are your own four children, that are after being destroyed by your
wife, and by the sister of our own mother, through the dint of her jealousy." "Is there any way to put you into yot
own shapes again?" said Lir. "There is no way," said Fionnuala, "for all the men of the world could not help us ti
we have gone through our time, and that will not be," she said, "till the end of nine hundred years."

When Lir and his people heard that, they gave out three great heavy shouts of grief and sorrow and crying.

"Is there a mind with you," said Lir; "to come to us on the land, since you have your own sense and your memol
yet?" "We have not the power," said Fionnuala, "to live with any person at all from this time; but we have our
own language, the Irish, and we have the power to sing sweet music, and it is enough to satisfy the whole race
men to be listening to that music. And let you stop here tonight," she said, "and we will be making music for
you."

So Lir and his people stopped there listening to the music of the swans, and they slept there quietly that night.
And Lir rose up early on the morning of the morrow and he made this complaint: +"It is time to go from this
place. | do not sleep though | am in my lying down. To be parted from my dear children, it is that is tormenting
my heart.

"It is a bad net | put over you, bringing Aoife, daughter of Qilell of Aran, to the house. | would never have
followed that advice if | had known what it would bring upon me.
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"O Fionnuala, and comely Conn, O Aodh, O Fiachra of the beautiful arms; it is not ready | am to go away from
you, from the border of the harbour where you are."

Then Lir went on to the palace of Bodb Dearg, and there was a welcome before him there; and he got a reproa
from Bodb Dearg for not bringing his children along with him. "My grief!" said Lir. "It is not | that would not

bring my children along with me; it was Aoife there beyond, your own foster—child and the sister of their mother,
that put them in the shape of four white swans on Loch Dairbhreach, in the sight of the whole of the men of
Ireland; but they have their sense with them yet, and their reason, and their voice, and their Irish."

Bodb Dearg gave a great start when he heard that, and he knew what Lir said was true, and he gave a very she
reproach to Aoife, and he said: "This treachery will be worse for yourself in the end, Aoife, than to the children c
Lir. And what shape would you yourself think worst of being in?" he said.

"I would think worst of being a witch of the air," she said. "It is into that shape | will put you now," said Bodb.
And with that he struck her with a Druid wand, and she was turned into a witch of the air there and then, and sh
went away on the wind in that shape, and she is in it yet, and will be in it to the end of life and time.

As to Bodb Dearg and the Tuatha de Danaan they came to the shore of Loch Dairbhreach, and they made theil
camp there to be listening to the music of the swans.

And the Sons of the Gael used to be coming no less than the Men of Dea to hear them from every part of Irelan
for there never was any music or any delight heard in Ireland to compare with that music of the swans. And the)
used to be telling stories, and to be talking with men of Ireland every day, and with their teachers and their
fellow—pupils and their friends. And every night they used to sing very sweet music of the Sidhe; and every one
that heard that music would sleep sound and quiet whatever trouble or long sickness might be on him; for every
one that heard the music of the birds, it is happy and contented he would be after it.

These two gatherings now of the Tuatha de Danaan and of the Sons of the Gael stopped there around Loch
Dairbhreach through the length of three hundred years. And it is then Fionnuala said to her brothers: "Do you
know," she said, "we have spent all we have to spend of our time here, but this one night only."

And there was great sorrow on the sons of Lit when they heard that, for they thought it the same as to be living
people again, to be talking with their friends and their companions on Loch Dairbhreach, in comparison with
going on the cold, fretful sea of the Maoil in the north.

And they came on the morrow to speak with their father and with their foster—father, and they bade them farewe
and Fionnuala made this complaint: +'Farewell to you, Bodb Dearg, the man with whom all knowledge is in
pledge. And farewell to our father along with you, Lir of the Hill of the White Field.

"The time is come, as | think, for us to part from you, O pleasant Company; my grief it is not on a visit we are
going to you.

From this day out, O friends of our heart, our comrades, it is on the tormented course of the Maoil we will be,
without the voice of any person near us.

"Three hundred years there, and three hundred years in the bay of the men of Domnann, it is a pity for the four
comely children of Lir, the salt waves of the sea to be their covering by night.

"O three brothers, with the ruddy faces gone from you, let them all leave the lake now, the great troop that lovec
us, it is sorrowful our parting is."
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After that complaint they took to flight, lightly, airily, till they came to Sruth na Maoile between Ireland and
Alban. And that was a grief to the men of Ireland, and they gave out an order no swan was to be killed from tha
out, whatever chance might be of killing one, all through Ireland.

It was a bad dwelling—place for the children of Lir they to be on Sruth na Maoile. When they saw the wide coast
about them, they were filled with cold and with sorrow, and they thought nothing of all they had gone through
before, in comparison to what they were going through on that sea.

Now one night while they were there a great storm came on them, and it is what Fionnuala said: "My dear
brothers," she said, "it is a pity for us not to be making ready for this night, for it is certain the storm will separate
us from one another. And let us," she said, "settle on some place where we can meet afterwards, if we are drive
from one another in the night."

"Let us settle," said the others, "we meet one another at Carraig na Ron, the Rock of the Seals, for we all have
knowledge of it."

And when midnight came, the wind came on them with it, and the noise of the waves increased, and the lightnir
was flashing, and a rough storm came sweeping down, the way the children of Lir were scattered over the grea
sea, and the wideness of it set them astray, so that no one of them could know what way the others went. But a
that storm a great quiet came on the sea, and Fionnuala was alone on Sruth na Maoile; and when she took noti
that her brothers were wanting she was lamenting after them greatly, and she made this complaint: +

"It is a pity for me to be alive in the state | am; it is frozen to my sides my wings are; it is little that the wind has
not broken my heart in my body, with the loss of Aodh.

"To be three hundred years on Loch Dairbhreach without going into my own shape, it is worse to me the time |
am on Sruth na Maoile.

"The three | loved, Och! the three | loved, that slept under the shelter of my feathers; till the dead come back to
the living | will see them no more for ever.

"It is a pity | to stay after Fiachra, and after Aodh, and after comely Conn, and with no account of them; my grief
to be here to face every hardship this night."

She stopped all night there upon the Rock of the Seals until the rising of the sun, looking out over the sea on ev
side till at last she saw Conn coming to he; his feathers wet through and his head hanging, and her heart gave |
a great welcome; and then Fiachra came wet and perished and worn out, and he could not say a word they cou
understand with the dint of the cold and the hardship he bad gone through. And Fionnuala put him under her
wings, and she said: "We would be well off now if Aodh would but come to us."

It was not long after that, they saw Aodh coming, his head dry and his feathers beautiful, and Fionnuala gave hi
a great welcome, and she put him in under the feathers of her breast, and Fiachra under her right wing and Cor
under her left wing, the way she could put her feathers over them all. "And Och! my brothers," she said, "this we
a bad night to us, and it is many of its like are before us from this out."

They stayed there a long time after that, suffering cold and misery on the Maoil, till at last a night came on them
they had never known the like of before, for frost and snow and wind and cold. And they were crying and
lamenting the hardship of their life, and the cold of the night and the greatness of the snow and the hardness of
wind. And after they had suffered cold to the end of a year, a worse night again came on them, in the middle of
winter. And they were on Carraig ha Ron, and the water froze about them, and as they rested on the rock, their
feet and their wings and their feathers froze to the rock, the way they were not able to move from it. And they
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made such a hard struggle to get away, that they left the skin of their feet and their feathers and the tops of thei
wings on the rock after them.

"My grief, children of Lir," said Fionnuala, "it is bad our state is how, for we cannot bear the salt water to touch
us, and there are bonds on us not to leave it; and if the salt water goes into our sores," she said, "we will get ou
death."” And she made this complaint: +"It is keening we are tonight; without feathers to cover our bodies; it is
cold the rough, uneven rocks are under our bare feet.

"It is bad our stepmother was to us the time she played enchantments on us, sending us out like swans upon th
sea.

"Our washing place is on the ridge of the bay, in the foam of flying manes of the sea; our share of the ale feast |
the salt water of the blue tide.

"One daughter and three sons; it is in the clefts of the rocks we are; it is on the hard rocks we are, it is a pity the
way we are."

However, they came on to the course of the Maoil again, and the salt water was sharp and rough and bitter to
them, but if it was itself, they were not able to avoid it or to get shelter from it. And they were there by the shore
under that hardship till such time as their feathers grew again, and their wings, and till their sores were entirely
healed. And then they used to go every day to the shore of Ireland or of Alban, but they had to come back to Sr
na Maoile every night.

Now they came one day to the mouth of the Banna, to the north of Ireland, and they saw a troop of riders,
beautiful, of the one colour, with well-trained pure white horses under them, and they travelling the road straigh
from the south-west.

"Do you know who those riders are, Sons of Lir?" said Fionnuala. "We do not," they said; "but it is likely they
might be some troops of the Sons of Gael, or of the Tuatha de Danaan."

They moved over closer to the shore then, that they might know who they were, and when the riders saw them
they came to meet them until they were able to hold talk together.

And the chief men among them were two sons of Bodb Dearg, Aodh Aithfhiosach, of the quick wits, and Fergus
Fithchiollach, of the chess, and a third part of the Riders of the Sidhe along with them, and it was for the swans
they had been looking for a long while before that, and when they came together they wished one another a kin
and loving welcome.

And the children of Lir asked for news of all the Men of Dea, and above all of Lir, and Bodb Dearg and their
people.

"They are well, and they are in the one place together," said they, "in your father's house at Sidhe Fionnachaidf
using the Feast of Age pleasantly and happily, and with no uneasiness on them, only for being without yourselv
and without knowledge of what happened you from the day you left Loch Dairbhreach."

"That has not been the way with us," said Fionnuala, "for we have gone through great hardship and uneasiness
and misery on the tides of the sea until this day."

And she made this complaint: +~
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"There is delight tonight with the household of Lir! Plenty of ale with them and of wine, although it is in a cold
dwelling—place this night are the four children of the king.

"It is without a spot our bedclothes are, our bodies covered over with curved feathers; but it is often we were
dressed in purple, and we drinking pleasant mead.

"It is what our food is and our drink, the white sand and the bitter water of the sea; it is often we drank mead of
hazel-nuts from round four-lipped drinking cups.

"It is what our beds are, bare rocks out of the power of the waves; it is often there used to be spread out for us
beds of the breast—feathers of birds.

"Though it is our work now to be swimming through the frost and through the noise of the waves, it is often a
company of the sons of kings were riding after us to the Hill of Bodb.

"It is what wasted my strength, to be going and coming over the current of the Maoil the way | never was used t
and never to be in the sunshine on the soft grass.

"Fiachra's bed and Conn's bed is to come under the cover of my wings on the sea. Aodh has his place under th
feathers of my breast, the four of us side by side.

"The teaching of Manannan without deceit, the talk of Bodb Dearg on the pleasant ridge; the voice of Angus, hi:
sweet kisses; it is by their side | used to be without grief."

After that the riders went on to Lir's house, and they told the chief men of the Tuatha de Danaan all the birds ha
gone through, and the state they were in. "We have no power over them," the chief men said, "but we are glad
they are living yet, for they will get help in the end of time."

As to the children of Lir, they went back towards their old place in the Maoil, and they stopped there till the time
they had to spend in it was spent. And then Fionnuala said: "The time is come for us to leave this place. And it i
to Irrus Domnann we must go now," she said, "after our three hundred years here. And indeed there will be no |
for us there, or any standing ground, or any shelter from the storms. But since it is time for us to go, let us set ol
on the cold wind, the way we will not go astray."

So they set out in that way, and left Sruth na Maoile behind them, and went to the point of Irrus Domnann, and
there they stopped, and it is a life of misery and a cold life they led there. And one time the sea froze about ther
that they could not move at all, and the brothers were lamenting, and Fionnuala was comforting them, for she
knew there would be help come to them in the end.

And they stayed at Irrus Domnann till the time they had to spend there was spent. And then Fionnuala said: "Th
time is come for us to go back to Sidhe Fionnachaidh, where our father is with his household and with all our ov
people."

"It pleases us well to hear that," they said.
So they set out flying through the air lightly till they came to Sidhe Fionnachaidh; and it is how they found the
place, empty before them, and nothing in it but green hillocks and thickets of nettles, without a house, without a

fire, without a hearthstone. And the four pressed close to one another then, and they gave out three sorrowful
cries, and Fionnuala made this complaint: +
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"It is a wonder to me this place is, and it without a house, without a dwelling—place. To see it the way it is now,
Ochone! it is bitterness to my heart.

"Without dogs, without hounds for hunting, without women, without great kings; we never knew it to be like this
when our father was in it.

"Without horns, without cups, without drinking in the lighted house; without young men, without riders; the way
it is to—night is a foretelling of sorrow.

"The people of the place to be as they are now, Ochonel! it is grief to my heart! It is plain to my mind to—night the
lord of the house is not living.

"Och, house where we used to see music and playing and the gathering of people! | think it a great change to s
it lonely the way it is to—night.

"The greatness of the hardships we have gone through going from one wave to another of the sea, we never he
of the like of them coming on any other person.

"It is seldom this place had its part with grass and bushes; the man is not living that would know us, it would be
wonder to him to see us here."

However, the children of Lir stopped that night in their father's place and their grandfather's, where they had be
reared, and they were singing very sweet music of the Sidhe. And they rose up early on the morning of the
morrow and went to the Inis Gluaire, and all the birds of the country gathered near them on Loch na—-n Ean, the
Lake of the Birds. And they used to go out to feed every day to the far parts of the country, to Inis Geadh and tc
Accuill, the place Donn, son of Miled, and his people that were drowned were buried, and to all the western
islands of Connacht, and they used to go back to Inis Gluaire every night.

It was about that time it happened them to meet with a young man of good race, and his hame was Aibric; and |
often took notice of the birds, and their singing was sweet to him and he loved them greatly, and they loved him
And it is this young man that told the whole story of all that had happened them, and put it in order.

And the story he told of what happened them in the end is this. It was after the faith of Christ and blessed Patric
came into Ireland, that Saint Mochaomhog came to Inis Gluaire. And the first night he came to the island, the
children of Lir heard the voice of his bell, ringing near them. And the brothers started up with fright when they
heard it. "We do not know," they said, "what is that weak, unpleasing voice we hear."

"That is the voice of the bell of Mochaomhog," said Fionnuala; "and it is through that bell," she said, "you will be
set free from pain and from misery."

They listened to that music of the bell till the matins were done, and then they began to sing the low, sweet mus
of the Sidhe.

And Mochaomhog was listening to them, and he prayed to God to show him who was singing that music, and it
was showed to him that the children of Lir were singing it. And on the morning of the morrow he went forward tc
the Lake of the Birds, and he saw the swans before him on the lake, and he went down to them at the brink of t|
shore. "Are you the children of Lir?" he said.
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"We are indeed," said they.

"l give thanks to God for that," said he, "for it is for your sakes | am come to this island beyond any other island,
and let you come to land now," he said "and give your trust to me, that you may do good deeds and part from y:
sins."

They came to the land after that, and they put trust in Mochoamhog, and he brought them to his own
dwelling—place, and they used to be hearing Mass with him. And he got a good smith and bade him make chair
of bright silver for them, and he put a chain between Aodh and Fionnuala, and a chain between Conn and Fiact
And the four of them were raising his heart and gladdening his mind, and no danger and no distress that was ol
the swans before put any trouble on them now.

Now the king of Connacht at that time was Lairgren, son of Colman, son of Cobthach, and Deoch, daughter of
Finghin, was his wife. And that was the coming together of the Man from the North and the Woman from the
South, that Aoife had spoken of.

And the woman heard talk of the birds, and a great desire came on her to get them, and she bade Lairgren to b
them to her, and he said he would ask them of Mochaomhog.

And she gave her word she would not stop another night with him unless he would bring them to her. And she ¢
out from the house there and then. And Lairgren sent messengers after her to bring her back, and they did not
overtake her till she was at Cill Dun. She went back home with them then, and Lairgren sent messengers to ask
the birds of Mochaomhog, and he did not get them.

There was great anger on Lairgren then, and he went himself to the place Mochaomhog was, and he asked wa
true he had refused him the birds. "It is true indeed," said he. At that Lairgren rose up, and he took hold of the
swans, and pulled them off the altar, two birds in each hand, to bring them away to Deoch. But no sooner had h
laid his hand on them than their skins fell off, and what was in their place was three lean, withered old men and
thin withered old woman, without blood or flesh.

And Lairgren gave a great start at that, and he went out from the place. It is then Fionnuala said to Mochaomho
"Come and baptize us now, for it is short till our death comes; and it is certain you do not think worse of parting
with us than we do of parting with you. And make our grave afterwards," she said, "and lay Conn at my right sid
and Fiachra on my left side, and Aodh before my face, between my two arms. And pray to the God of Heaven,"
she said, "that you may be able to baptize us."

The children of Lir were baptized then, and they died and were buried as Fionnuala had desired; Fiachra and
Conn one at each side of her, and Aodh before her face. And a stone was put over them, and their names were
written in Ogham, and they were keened there, and heaven was gained for their souls.

And that is the fate of the children of Lir so far.

Part Il Book I: The Coming of Finn

AT the time Finn was born his father Cumhal, of the sons of Baiscne, Head of the Fianna of Ireland, had been
killed in battle by the sons of Morna that were fighting with him for the leadership. And his mother, that was
beautiful long—haired Muirne, daughter of Tadg, son of Nuada of the Tuatha de Danaan and of Ethlinn, mother
Lugh of the Long Hand, did not dare to keep him with her; and two women, Bodhmall, the woman Druid, and
Liath Luachra, came and brought him away to care for him.
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It was to the woods of Slieve Bladhma they brought him, and they nursed him secretly, because of his father's
enemies, the sons of Morna, and they kept him there a long time.

And Muirne, his mother, took another husband that was king of Carraighe; but at the end of six years she came
see Finn, going through every lonely place till she came to the wood, and there she found the little hunting cabil
and the boy asleep in it, and she lifted him up in her arms and kissed him, and she sang a little sleepy song to f
and then she said farewell to the women, and she went away again.

And the two women went on caring him till he came to sensible years; and one day when he went out he saw a
wild duck on the lake with her clutch, and he made a cast at her that cut the wings off her that she could not fly,
and he brought her back to the cabin, and that was his first hunt.

And they gave him good training in running and leaping and swimming. One of them would run round a tree, an
she having a thorn switch, and Finn after her with another switch, and each one trying to hit at the other; and thi
would leave him in a field, and hares along with him, and would bid him not to let the hares quit the field, but to
keep before them whichever way they would go; and to teach him swimming they would throw him into the wate
and let him make his way out.

But after a while he went away with a troop of poets, to hide from the sons of Morna, and they hid him in the
mountain of Crotta Cliach; but there was a robber in Leinster at that time, Fiacuil, son of Codhna, and he came
where the poets were in Fidh Gaible and killed them all. But he spared the child and brought him to his own
house, that was in a cold marsh. But the two women, Bodhmall and Liath, came looking for him after a while, ar
Fiacuil gave him up to them, and they brought him back to the same place he was before.

He grew up there, straight and strong and fair—haired and beautiful. And one day he was out in Slieve Bladhma
and the two women along with him, and they saw before them a herd of the wild deer of the mountain. "It is a
pity," said the old women, "we not to be able to get a deer of those deer." "l will get one for you," said Finn; and
with that he followed after them, and caught two stags of them and brought them home to the hunting cabin. An
after that he used to be hunting for them every day. But at last they said to him:

"It is best for you to leave us now, for the sons of Morna are watching again to kill you."

So he went away then by himself, and never stopped till he came to Magh Lif , and there he saw young lads
swimming in a lake, and they called to him to swim against them. So he went into the lake, and he beat them at
swimming. "Fair he is and well shaped," they said when they saw him swimming, and it was from that time he g
the name of Finn, that is, Fair. But they got to be jealous of his strength, and he went away and left them.

He went on then till he came to Loch Lein, and he took service there with the King of Finntraigh; and there was
no hunter like him, and the king said: "If Cumhal had left a son, you would be that son."

He went from that king after, and he went into Carraighe, and there he took service with the king, that had taker
his mother Muirne for his wife. And one day they were playing chess together, and he won seven games one af
another. "Who are you at all?" said the king then. "I am a son of a countryman of the Luigne of Teamhair," said
Finn. "That is not so," said the king, "but you are the son that Muirne my wife bore to Cumhal. And do not stop
here any longer," he said, "that you may not be killed under my protection."

From that he went into Connacht looking for his father's brother, Crimall, son of Trenmor; and as he was going
his way he heard the crying of a lone woman. He went to her, and looked at her, and tears of blood were on hel
face. "Your face is red with blood, woman," he said. "I have reason for it," said she, "for my only son is after

being killed by a great fighting man that came on us." And Finn followed after the big champion and fought with
him and killed him. And the man he killed was the same man that had given Cumbhal his first wound in the battle
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where he got his death, and had brought away his treasure—bag with him.

Now as to that treasure—bag, it is of a crane skin it was made, that was one time the skin of Aoife, the beautiful
sweetheart of llbrec, son of Manannan, that was put into the shape of a crane through jealousy. And it was in
Manannan's house it used to be, and there were treasures kept in it, Manannan's shirt and his knife, and the be
and the smith's hook of Goibniu, and the shears of the King of Alban, and the helmet of the King of Lochlann, al
a belt of the skin of a great fish, and the bones of Asal's pig that had been brought to Ireland by the sons of
Tuireann. All those treasures would be in the bag at full tide, but at the ebbing of the tide it would be empty. Anc
it went from Manannan to Lugh, son of Ethlinn, and after that to Cumhal, that was husband to Muirne, Ethlinn's
daughter.

And Finn took the bag and brought it with him till he found Crimall, that was now an old man, living in a lonely
place, and some of the old men of the Fianna were with him, and used to go hunting for him. And Finn gave hin
the bag, and told him his whole story.

And then he said farewell to Crimall, and went on to learn poetry from Finegas, a poet that was living at the
Boinn, for the poets thought it was always on the brink of water poetry was revealed to them. And he did not giv
him his own name, but he took the name of Deimne. Seven years, now, Finegas had stopped at the Boinn,
watching the salmon, for it was in the prophecy that he would eat the salmon of knowledge that would come
there, and that he would have all knowledge after. And when at the last the salmon of knowledge came, he
brought it to where Finn was, and bade him to roast it, but he bade him not to eat any of it. And when Finn
brought him the salmon after a while he said: "Did you eat any of it at all, boy?" "I did not," said Finn; "but |
burned my thumb putting down a blister that rose on the skin, and after that, | put my thumb in my mouth." "Wh:
is your name, boy?" said Finegas. "Deimne," said he. "It is not, but it is Finn your name is, and it is to you and n
to myself the salmon was given in the prophecy." With that he gave Finn the whole of the salmon, and from that
time Finn had the knowledge that came from the nuts of the nine hazels of wisdom that grow beside the well the
is below the sea.

And besides the wisdom he got then, there was a second wisdom came to him another time, and this is the way
happened. There was a well of the moon belonging to Beag, son of Buan, of the Tuatha de Danaan, and whoe\
would drink out of it would get wisdom, and after a second drink he would get the gift of foretelling. And the
three daughters of Beag, son of Buan, had charge of the well, and they would not part with a vessel of it for
anything less than red gold. And one day Finn chanced to be hunting in the rushes near the well, and the three
women ran out to hinder him from coming to it, and one of them that had a vessel of water in her hand, threw it
him to stop him, and a share of the water went into his mouth. And from that out he had all the knowledge that t
water of that well could give.

And he learned the three ways of poetry; and this is the poem he made to show he had got his learning well: +

"It is the month of May is the pleasant time; its face is beautiful; the blackbird sings his full song, the living wood
is his holding, the cuckoos are singing and ever singing; there is a welcome before the brightness of the summe

"Summer is lessening the rivers, the swift horses are looking for the pool; the heath spreads out its long hair, th
weak white bog—down grows. A wildness comes on the heart of the deer; the sad restless sea is asleep.

"Bees with their little strength carry a load reaped from the flowers; the cattle go up muddy to the mountains; the
ant has a good full feast.

"The harp of the woods is playing music; there is colour on the hills, and a haze on the full lakes, and entire pea
upon every salil.
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"The corncrake is speaking, a loud-voiced poet; the high lonely waterfall is singing a welcome to the warm pool
the talking of the rushes has begun.

"The light swallows are darting; the loudness of music is around the hill; the fat soft mast is budding; there is
grass on the trembling bogs.

"The bog is as dark as the feathers of the raven; the cuckoo makes a loud welcome; the speckled salmon is
leaping; as strong is the leaping of the swift fighting man.

"The man is gaining; the girl is in her comely growing power; every wood is without fault from the top to the
ground, and every wide good plain.

"It is pleasant is the colour of the time; rough winter is gone; every plentiful wood is white; summer is a joyful
peace.

"A flock of birds pitches in the meadow; there are sounds in the green fields, there is in them a clear rushing
stream.

"There is a hot desire on you for the racing of horses; twisted holly makes a leash for the hound; a bright spear
been shot into the earth, and the flag—flower is golden under it.

"A weak lasting little bird is singing at the top of his voice; the lark is singing clear tidings; May without fault, of
beautiful colours.

"I have another story for you; the ox is lowing, the water is creeping in, the summer is gone. High and cold the
wind, low the sun, cries are about us; the sea is quarrelling.

"The ferns are reddened and their shape is hidden; the cry of the wild goose is heard; the cold has caught the
wings of the birds; it is the time of ice—frost, hard, unhappy."

And after that, Finn being but a young lad yet, made himself ready and went up at Samhain time to the gatherin
of the High King at Teamhair. And it was the law at that gathering, no one to raise a quarrel or bring out any
grudge against another through the whole of the time it lasted. And the king and his chief men, and Goll, son of
Morna, that was now Head of the Fianna, and Caoilte, son of Ronan, and Conan, son of Morna, of the sharp
words, were sitting at a feast in the great house of the Middle Court; and the young lad came in and took his ple
among them, and none of them knew who he was.

The High King looked at him then, and the horn of meetings was brought to him, and he put it into the boy's har
and asked him who was he.

"I am Finn, son of Cumhal," he said, "son of the man that used to be head over the Fianna, and king of Ireland;
and | am come now to get your friendship, and to give you my service."

"You are son of a friend, boy," said the king, "and son of a man | trusted."

Then Finn rose up and made his agreement of service and of faithfulness to the king; and the king took him by 1
hand and put him sitting beside his own son, and they gave themselves to drinking and to pleasure for a while.
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Every year, now, at Samhain time, for nine years, there had come a man of the Tuatha de Danaan out of Sidhe
Finnachaidh in the north, and had burned up Teamhair. Aillen, son of Midhna, his name was, and it is the way f
used to come, playing music of the Sidhe, and all the people that heard it would fall asleep. And when they wer
all in their sleep, he would let a flame of fire out of his mouth, and would blow the flame till all Teamhair was
burned.

The king rose up at the feast after a while, and his smooth horn in his hand, and it is what he said: "If | could fin
among you, men of Ireland, any man that would keep Teamhair till the break of day to—morrow without being
burned by Aillen, son of Midhna, | would give him whatever inheritance is right for him to have, whether it be
much or little."

But the men of Ireland made no answer, for they knew well that at the sound of the sweet pitiful music made by
that comely man of the Sidhe, even women in their pains and men that were wounded would fall asleep.

It is then Finn rose up and spoke to the King of Ireland. "Who will be your sureties that you will fulfil this?" he
said. "The kings of the provinces of Ireland," said the king, "and Cithruadh with his Druids." So they gave their
pledges, and Finn took in hand to keep Teamhair safe till the breaking of day on the morrow.

Now there was a fighting man among the followers of the King of Ireland, Fiacha, son of Conga, that Cumhal,
Finn's father, used to have a great liking for, and he said to Finn: "Well, boy," he said, "what reward would you
give me if | would bring you a deadly spear, that no false cast was ever made with?" "What reward are you aski
of me?" said Finn. "Whatever your right hand wins at any time, the third of it to be mine," said Fiacha, "and a
third of your trust and your friendship to be mine." "I will give you that," said Finn. Then Fiacha brought him the
spear, unknown to the sons of Morna or to any other person, and he said: "When you will hear the music of the
Sidhe, let you strip the covering off the head of the spear and put it to your forehead, and the power of the spea
will not let sleep come upon you."

Then Finn rose up before all the men of Ireland, and he made a round of the whole of Teamhair. And it was not
long till he heard the sorrowful music, and he stripped the covering from the head of the spear, and he held the
power of it to his forehead. And Aillen went on playing his little harp, till he had put every one in their sleep as h
was used; and then he let a flame of fire out from his mouth to burn Teamhair. And Finn held up his fringed
crimson cloak against the flame, and it fell down through the air and went into the ground, bringing the
four—folded cloak with it deep into the earth.

And when Aillen saw his spells were destroyed, he went back to Sidhe Finnachaidh on the top of Slieve Fuad; |
Finn followed after him there, and as Aillen was going in at the door he made a cast of the spear that went throt
his heart. And he struck his head off then, and brought it back to Teamhair, and fixed it on a crooked pole and I
it there till the rising of the sun over the heights and invers of the country.

And Aillen's mother came to where his body was lying, and there was great grief on her, and she made this
complaint: +

"Ochone! Aillen is fallen, chief of the Sidhe of Beinn Boirche; the slow clouds of death are come on him. Och! h
was pleasant, Och! he was kind. Aillen, son of Midhna of Slieve Fuad.

"Nine times he burned Teamhair. It is a great name he was always looking for, Ochone, Ochone, Aillen!"
And at the breaking of day, the king and all the men of Ireland came out upon the lawn at Teamhair where Finn

was. "King," said Finn, "there is the head of the man that burned Teamhair, and the pipe and the harp that mad
his music. And it is what | think," he said, "that Teamhair and all that is in it is saved."

Part Il Book I: The Coming of Finn 83



Gods and Fighting Men

Then they all came together into the place of counsel, and it is what they agreed, the headship of the Fianna of
Ireland to be given to Finn. And the king said to Goll, son of Morna: "Well, Goll," he said, "is it your choice to
quit Ireland or to put your hand in Finn's hand?" "By my word, | will give Finn my hand," said Goll.

And when the charms that used to bring good luck had done their work, the chief men of the Fianna rose up an
struck their hands in Finn's hand, and Goll, son of Morna, was the first to give him his hand the way there woulc
be less shame on the rest for doing it.

And Finn kept the headship of the Fianna until the end; and the place he lived in was Almhuin of Leinster, wher
the white dun was made by Nuada of the Tuatha de Danaan, that was as white as if all the lime in Ireland was
on it, and that got its name from the great herd of cattle that died fighting one time around the well, and that left
their horns there, speckled horns and white.

And as to Finn himself, he was a king and a seer and a poet; a Druid and a knowledgeable man; and everythin
said was sweet-sounding to his people. And a better fighting man than Finn never struck his hand into a king's
hand, and whatever any one ever said of him, he was three times better. And of his justice it used to be said, th
his enemy and his own son had come before him to be judged, it is a fair judgment he would have given betwee
them. And as to his generosity it used to be said, he never denied any man as long as he had a mouth to eat wi
and legs to bring away what he gave him; and he left no woman without her bride—price, and no man without hi
pay; and he never promised at night what he would not fulfil on the morrow, and he never promised in the day

what he would not fulfil at night, and he never forsook his right—-hand friend. And if he was quiet in peace he wa
angry in battle, and Qisin his son and Osgar his son's son followed him in that. There was a young man of Ulste
came and claimed kinship with them one time, saying they were of the one blood. "If that is so," said Qisin, "it is
from the men of Ulster we took the madness and the angry heart we have in battle." "That is so indeed," said Fi

Part Il Book I: Finns Household

AND the number of the Fianna of Ireland at that time was seven score and ten chief men, every one of them
having three times nine fighting men under him. And every man of them was bound to three things, to take no
cattle by oppression, not to refuse any man, as to cattle or riches; no one of them to fall back before nine fightin
men. And there was no man taken into the Fianna until his tribe and his kindred would give securities for him,
that even if they themselves were all killed he would not look for satisfaction for their death. But if he himself
would harm others, that harm was not to be avenged on his people. And there was no man taken into the Fiann
till he knew the twelve books of poetry. And before any man was taken, he would be put into a deep hole in the
ground up to his middle, and he having his shield and a hazel rod in his hand. And nine men would go the lengt
of ten furrows from him and would cast their spears at him at the one time. And if he got a wound from one of
them, he was not thought fit to join with the Fianna. And after that again, his hair would be fastened up, and he
put to run through the woods of Ireland, and the Fianna following after him to try could they wound him, and onl
the length of a branch between themselves and himself when they started. And if they came up with him and
wounded him, he was not let join them; or if his spears had trembled in his hand, or if a branch of a tree had
undone the plaiting of his hair, or if he had cracked a dry stick under his foot, and he running. And they would n
take him among them till he had made a leap over a stick the height of himself, and till he had stooped under or
the height of his knee, and till he had taken a thorn out from his foot with his nail, and he running his fastest. Bu
if he had done all these things, he was of Finn's people.

It was good wages Finn and the Fianna got at that time; in every district a townland, in every house the fosterin
of a pup or a whelp from Samhain to Beltaine, and a great many things along with that. But good as the pay wa
the hardships and the dangers they went through for it were greater. For they had to hinder the strangers and
robbers from beyond the seas, and every bad thing, from coming into Ireland. And they had hard work enough |
doing that.
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And besides the fighting men, Finn had with him his five Druids, the best that ever came into the west,
Cainnelsciath, of the Shining Shield, one of them was, that used to bring down knowledge from the clouds in the
sky before Finn, and that could foretell battles. And he had his five wonderful physicians, four of them belonging
to Ireland, and one that came over the sea from the east. And he had his five high poets and his twelve musicia
that had among them Daighre, son of Morna, and Suanach, son of Senshenn, that was Finn's teller of old storie
the sweetest that ever took a harp in his hand in Ireland or in Alban. And he had his three cup—bearers and his
door—keepers and his horn—players and the stewards of his house and his huntsman, Comhrag of the five hunc
hounds, and his serving—men that were under Garbhcronan, of the Rough Buzzing; and a great troop of others
along with them.

And there were fifty of the best sewing—women in Ireland brought together in a rath on Magh Feman, under the
charge of a daughter of the King of Britain, and they used to be making clothing for the Fianna through the whol
of the year. And three of them, that were a king's daughters, used to be making music for the rest on a little silve
harp; and there was a very great candlestick of stone in the middle of the rath, for they were not willing to kindle
fire more than three times in the year for fear the smoke and the ashes might harm the needlework.

And of all his musicians the one Finn thought most of was Cnu Deireaoil, the Little Nut, that came to him from the
Sidhe.

It was at Slieve—nam-ban, for hunting, Finn was the time he came to him. Sitting down he was on the turf-built
grave that is there; and when he looked around him he saw a small little man about four feet in height standing
the grass. Light yellow hair he had, hanging down to his waist, and he playing music on his harp. And the music
he was making had no fault in it all, and it is much that the whole of the Fianna did not fall asleep with the
sweetness of its sound. He came up then, and put his hand in Finn's hand. "Where do you come from, little one
yourself and your sweet music?" said Finn. "l am come," he said, "out of the place of the Sidhe in
Slieve—-nam-ban, where ale is drunk and made; and it is to be in your company for a while | am come here." "Y
will get good rewards from me, and riches and red gold," said Finn, ‘and my full friendship, for | like you well."
"That is the best luck ever came to you, Finn," said all the rest of the Fianna, for they were well pleased to have
him in their company. And they gave him the hame of the Little Nut; and he was good in speaking, and he had :
good a memory he never forgot anything he heard east or west; and there was no one but must listen to his mu
and all the Fianna liked him well. And there were some said he was a son of Lugh Lamh-Fada, of the Long har

And the five musicians of the Fianna were brought to him, to learn the music of the Sidhe he had brought from
that other place; for there was never any music heard on earth but his was better. These were the three best thi
Finn ever got, Bran and Sceolan that were without fault, and the Little Nut from the House of the Sidhe in
Slieve—-nam-ban.

Part Il Book I: Birth of Bran
THIS, now, is the story of the birth of Bran.

Finn's mother, Muirne, came one time to Almhuin, and she brought with her Tuiren, her sister. And lollan
Eachtach, a chief man of the Fianna of Ulster, was at Almhuin at the time, and he gave his love to Tuiren, and
asked her in marriage, and brought her to his own house. But before they went, Finn made him gave his word &
would bring her back safe and sound if ever he asked for her, and he bade him find sureties for himself among
chief men of the Fianna. And lollan did that, and the sureties he got were Caoilte and Goll and Lugaidh Lamha,
and it was Lugaidh gave her into the hand of lollan Eachtach.

But before lollan made that marriage, he had a sweetheart of the Sidhe, Uchtdealb of the Fair Breast; and there
came great jealousy on her when she knew he had taken a wife. And she took the appearance of Finn's
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woman-messenger, and she came to the house where Tuiren was, and she said: "Finn sends health and long |
you, queen, and he bids, you to make a great feast; and come with me now," she said, "till | speak a few words
with you, for there is hurry on me."

So Tuiren went out with her, and when they were away from the house the woman of the Sidhe took out her dal
Druid rod from under her cloak and gave her a blow of it that changed her into a hound, the most beautiful that
was ever seen. And then she went on, bringing the hound with her, to the house of Fergus Fionnliath, king of th
harbour of Gallimh. And it is the way Fergus was, he was the most unfriendly man to dogs in the whole world,
and he would not let one stop in the same house with him. But it is what Uchtdealb said to him: "Finn wishes yo
life and health, Fergus, and he says to you to take good care of his hound till he comes himself; and mind her
well," she said, "for she is with young, and do not let her go hunting when her time is near, or Finn will be no wa
thankful to you." "l wonder at that message," said Fergus, "for Finn knows well there is not in the world a man
has less liking for dogs than myself. But for all that," he said, "I will not refuse Finn the first time he sent a hounc
to me."

And when he brought the hound out to try her, she was the best he ever knew, and she never saw the wild cree
she would not run down; and Fergus took a great liking for hounds from that out.

And when her time came near, they did not let her go hunting any more, and she gave birth to two whelps.

And as to Finn, when he beard his mother's sister was not living with lollan Eachtach, he called to him for the
fulfilment of the pledge that was given to the Fianna. And lollan asked time to go looking for Tuiren, and he gavt
his word that if he did not find her, he would give himself up in satisfaction for her. So they agreed to that, and
lollan went to the hill where Uchtdealb was, his sweetheart of the Sidhe, and told her the way things were with
him, and the promise he had made to give himself up to the Fianna. "If that is so0," said she, "and if you will give
me your pledge to keep me as your sweetheart to the end of your life, | will free you from that danger." So lollar
gave her his promise, and she went to the house of Fergus Fionnliath, and she brought Tuiren away and put he
own shape on her again, and gave her up to Finn. And Finn gave her to Lugaidh Lamha that asked her in
marriage.

And as to the two whelps, they stopped always with Finn, and the names he gave them were Bran and Sceolan

Part Il Book I: Qisin's Mother

IT happened one time Finn and his men were coming back from the hunting, a beautiful fawn started up before
them, and they followed after it, men and dogs, till at last they were all tired and fell back, all but Finn himself
and Bran and Sceolan. And suddenly as they were going through a valley, the fawn stopped and lay down on tt
smooth grass, and Bran and Sceolan came up with it, and they did not harm it at all, but went playing about it,
licking its neck and its face.

There was wonder on Finn when he saw that, and he went on home to Almhuin, and the fawn followed after hin
playing with the hounds, and it came with them into the house at Almhuin. And when Finn was alone late that
evening, a beautiful young woman having a rich dress came before him, and she told him it was she herself wa
the fawn he was after hunting that day. "And it is for refusing the love of Fear Doirche, the Dark Druid of the Me
of Dea," she said, "l was put in this shape. And through the length of three years," she said, "I have lived the life
of a wild deer in a far part of Ireland, and | am hunted like a wild deer. And a serving—man of the Dark Druid too
pity on me," she said, "and he said that if | was once within the dun of the Fianna of Ireland, the Druid would
have no more power over me. So | made away, and | never stopped through the whole length of a day till | cam
into the district of Almhuin. And | never stopped then till there was no one after me but only Bran and Sceolan,
that have human wits; and | was safe with them, for they knew my nature to be like their own."
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Then Finn gave her his love, and took her as his wife, and she stopped in Aimhuin. And so great was his love fc
her, he gave up his hunting and all the things he used to take pleasure in, and gave his mind to no other thing t
herself.

But at last the men of Lochlann came against Ireland, and their ships were in the bay below Beinn Edair, and th
landed there.

And Finn and the battalions of the Fianna went out against them, and drove them back. And at the end of sever
days Finn came back home, and he went quickly over the plain of Almhuin, thinking to see Sadbh his wife
looking out from the dun, but there was no sign of her. And when he came to the dun, all his people came out t
meet him, but they had a very downcast look. "Where is the flower of Almhuin, beautiful gentle Sadbh?" he ask
them. And it is what they said: "While you were away fighting, your likeness, and the likeness of Bran and of
Sceolan appeared before the dun, and we thought we heard the sweet call of the Dord Fiann. And Sadbh, that
so good and so beautiful, came out of the house," they said, "and she went out of the gates, and she would not
listen to us, and we could not stop her." "Let me go meet my love," she said, "my husband, the father of the chil
that is not born." And with that she went running out towards the shadow of yourself that was before her, and th
had its arms stretched out to her. But no sooner did she touch it than she gave a great cry, and the shadow lifte
a hazel rod, and on the moment it was a fawn was standing on the grass. Three times she turned and made for
gate of the dun, but the two hounds the shadow had with him went after her and took her by the throat and
dragged her back to him. "And by your hand of valour, Finn," they said, "we ourselves made no delay till we wel
out on the plain after her. But it is our grief, they had all vanished, and there was not to be seen woman, or fawr
or Druid, but we could hear the quick tread of feet on the hard plain, and the howling of dogs. And if you would
ask every one of us in what quarter he heard those sounds, he would tell you a different one."

When Finn heard that, he said no word at all, but he struck his breast over and over again with his shut hands.
And he went then to his own inside room, and his people saw him no more for that day, or till the sun rose over
Magh Lif on the morrow.

And through the length of seven years from that time, whenever he was not out fighting against the enemies of
Ireland, he went searching and ever searching in every far corner for beautiful Sadbh. And there was great trou
on him all the time, unless be might throw it off for a while in hunting or in battle. And through all that time he
never brought out to any hunting but the five hounds he had most trust in, Bran and Sceolan and Lomaire and
Bred and Lomluath, the way there would be no danger for Sadbh if ever he came on her track.

But after the end of seven years, Finn and some of his chief men were hunting on the sides of Beinn Gulbain, a
they heard a great outcry among the hounds, that were gone into some narrow place. And when they followed
them there, they saw the five hounds of Finn in a ring, and they keeping back the other hounds, and in the midc
of the ring was a young boy, with high looks, and he naked and having long hair. And be was no way daunted b
the noise of the hounds, and did not look at them at all, but at the men that were coming up. And as soon as the
fight was stopped Bran and Sceolan went up to the little lad, and whined and licked him, that any one would thir
they had forgotten their master. Finn and the others came up to him then, and put their hands on his head, and
made much of him. And they brought him to their own hunting cabin, and he ate and drank with them, and befo
long he lost his wildness and was the same as themselves. And as to Bran and Sceolan, they were never tired
playing about him.

And it is what Finn thought, there was some look of Sadbh in his face, and that it might be he was her son, and
kept him always beside him. And little by little when the boy had learned their talk, he told them all he could
remember. He used to be with a deer he loved very much, he said, and that cared and sheltered him, and it wa
a wide place they used to be, having hills and valleys and streams and woods in it, but that was shut in with hig
cliffs on every side, that there was no way of escape from it. And he used to be eating fruits and roots in the
summer, and in the winter there was food left for him in the shelter of a cave. And a dark-looking man used to |
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coming to the place, and sometimes he would speak to the deer softly and gently, and sometimes with a loud
angry voice. But whatever way he spoke, she would always draw away from him with the appearance of great
dread on her, and the man would go away in great anger. And the last time he saw the deer, his mother, the da
man was speaking to her for a long time, from softness to anger. And at the end he struck her with a hazel rod,
and with that she was forced to follow him, and she looking back all the while at the child, and crying after him
that any one would pity her. And he tried hard to follow after her, and made every attempt, and cried with grief
and rage, but he had no power to move, and when he could hear his mother no more he fell on the grass and h
wits went from him. And when he awoke it is on the side of the hill he was, where the hounds found him. And hg
searched a long time for the place where he was brought up, but he could not find it.

And the name the Fianna gave him was Qisin, and it is he was their maker of poems, and their good fighter
afterwards.

Part Il Book I: The Best Men of the Fianna

AND while Qisin was in his young youth, Finn had other good men along with him, and the best of them were
Gaoll, son of Morna, and Caoilte, son of Ronan, and Lugaidh's Son.

As to Goll, that was of Connacht, he was very tail and light—haired, and some say he was the strongest of all th
Fianna. Finn made a poem in praise of him one time when some stranger was asking what sort he was, saying
how hardy he was and brave in battle, and as strong as a hound or as the waves, and with all that so kind and :
gentle, and open—handed and sweet-voiced, and faithful to his friends.

And the chessboard he had was called the Solustairtech, the Shining Thing, and some of the chessmen were n
of gold, and some of them of silver, and each one of them was as big as the fist of the biggest man of the Fiann
and after the death of Goll it was buried in Slieve Baune.

And as to Caoilte, that was a grey thin man, he was the best runner of them all. And he did a good many great
deeds; a big man of the Fomor he killed one time, and he killed a five—headed giant in a wheeling door, and
another time he made an end of an enchanted boar that no one else could get near, and he killed a grey stag tf
had got away from the Fianna through twenty—seven years. And another time he brought Finn out of Teamhair,
where he was kept by force by the High King, because of some rebellion the Fianna had stirred up. And when
Caoilte heard Finn had been brought away to Teamhair, he went out to avenge him. And the first he killed was
Cuireach, a king of Leinster that had a great name, and he brought his head up to the hill that is above Buadhm
And after that he made a great rout through Ireland, bringing sorrow into every house for the sake of Finn, killing
a man in every place, and killing the calves with the cows.

And every door the red wind from the east blew on, he would throw it open, and go in and destroy all before hin
setting fire to the fields, and giving the wife of one man to another.

And when he came to Teamhair, he came to the palace, and took the clothes off the door—keeper, and he left h
own sword that was worn thin in the king's sheath, and took the king's sword that had great power in it And he
went into the palace then in the disguise of a servant, to see how he could best free Finn.

And when evening came Caoilte held the candle at the king's feast in the great hall, and after a while the king
said: "You will wonder at what | tell you, Finn, that the two eyes of Caoilte are in my candlestick." "Do not say
that," said Finn, "and do not put reproach on my people although | myself am your prisoner; for as to Caoilte," h
said, "that is not the way with him, for it is a high mind be has, and he only does high deeds, and he would not
stand serving with a candle for all the gold of the whole world."
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After that Caoilte was serving the King of Ireland with drink, and when he was standing beside him he gave out
high sorrowful lament. "There is the smell of Caoilte's skin on that lament" said the king. And when Caoilte saw
he knew him he spoke out and he said: "Tell me what way | can get freedom for my master." "There is no way t
get freedom for him but by doing one thing," said the king, "and that is a thing you can never do. If you can brin
me together a couple of all the wild creatures of Ireland,” he said, "I will give up your master to you then."

When Caoilte heard him say that he made no delay, but he set out from Teamhair, and went through the whole
Ireland to do that work for the sake of Finn. It is with the flocks of birds he began, though they were scattered in
every part, and from them he went on to the beasts. And he gathered together two of every sort, two ravens frol
Fiodh da Bheann; two wild ducks from Loch na Seillein; two foxes from Slieve Cuilinn; two wild oxen from
Burren; two swans from blue Dobhran; two owls from the wood of Faradhruim; two polecats from the branchy
wood on the side of Druim da Raoin, the Ridge of the Victories; two gulls from the strand of Loch Leith; four
woodpeckers from white Brosna; two plovers from Carraigh Dhain; two thrushes from Leith Lomard; two wrens
from Dun Aoibh; two herons from Corrain Cleibh; two eagles from Carraig of the stones; two hawks from Fiodh
Chonnach; two sows from Loch Meilghe; two water—hens from Loch Eme; two moor—hens from Monadh Maith;
two sparrow—hawks from Dubhloch; two stonechats from Magh Cuillean; two tomtits from Magh Tuaillainn; two
swallows from Sean Abhla; two cormorants from Aith Cliath; two wolves from Broit Cliathach; two blackbirds
from the Strand of the Two Women; two roebucks from Luachair Ire; two pigeons from Ceas Chuir; two
nightingales from Leiter Ruadh; two starlings from green—sided Teambhair; two rabbits from Sith Dubh Donn; twi
wild pigs from Cluaidh Chuir; two cuckoos from Drom Daibh; two lapwings from Leanain na Furraich; two
woodcocks from Craobh Ruadh; two hawks from the Bright Mountain; two grey mice from Luimneach; two
otters from the Boinn; two larks from the Great Bog; two bats from the Cave of the Nuts; two badgers from the
province of Ulster; two landrail from the banks of the Sionnan; two wagtails from Port Lairrge; two curlews from
the harbour of Gallimh; two hares from Muirthemne; two deer from Sith Buidhe; two peacocks from Magh Mell;
two cormorants from Ath Cliath; two eels from Duth Dur; two goldfinches from Slieve na—n Eun; two birds of
slaughter from Magh Bhuilg; two bright swallows from Granard; two redbreasts from the Great Wood; two
rock—cod from Cala Chairge; two sea—pigs from the great sea; two wrens from Mios an Chuil; two salmon from
Eas Mhic Muirne; two clean deer from Gleann na Smoil; two cows from Magh Mor; two cats from the Cave of
Cruachan; two sheep from bright Sidhe Diobhlain; two pigs of the pigs of the son of Lir; a ram and a crimson
sheep from Innis.

And along with all these he brought ten hounds of the hounds of the Fianna, and a horse and a mare of the
beautiful horses of Manannan.

And when Caoilte had gathered all these, he brought them to the one place. But when he tried to keep them
together, they scattered here and there from him; the raven went away southward, and that vexed him greatly, |
he overtook it again in Gleann da Bheann, beside Loch Lurcan. And then his wild duck went away from him, an
it was not easy to get it again, but he followed it through every stream to grey Accuill till he took it by the neck
and brought it back, and it no way willing.

And indeed through the length of his life Caoilte remembered well all he went through that time with the birds,
big and little, travelling over hills and ditches and striving to bring them with him, that he might set Finn his
master free.

And when he came to Teamhair he had more to go through yet; for the king would not let him bring them in
before morning, but gave him a house having nine doors in it to put them up in for the night. And no sooner wer
they put in than they raised a loud screech all together, for a little ray of light was coming to them through fifty
openings, and they were trying to make their escape. And if they were not easy in the house, Caoilte was not e:
outside it, watching every door till the rising of the sun on the morrow.
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And when he brought out his troop, the name the people gave them was "Caoilte's Rabble," and there was no
wonder at all in that.

But all the profit the King of Ireland got from them was to see them together for that one time. For no sooner did
Finn get his freedom than the whole of them scattered here and there, and no two of them went by the same ro
out of Teamhair.

And that was one of the best things Caoilte, son of Ronan, ever did. And another time he ran from the wave of
Cliodna in the south to the wave of Rudraige in the north. And Colla his son was a very good runner too, and or
time he ran a race backwards against the three battalions of the Fianna for a chessboard. And he won the race
if he did, he went backward over Beinn Edair into the sea.

And very good hearing Caoilte had. One time he heard the King of the Luigne of Connacht at his hunting, and
Blathmec that was with him said, "What is that hunt, Caoilte?" "A hunt of three packs of hounds," he said, "and
three sorts of wild creatures before them. The first hunt;" he said, "is after stags and large deer, and the second
hunt is after swift small hares, and the third is a furious hunt after heavy boars." "And what is the fourth hunt,
Caoilte?" said Blathmec. "It is the hunting of heavy-sided, low-bellied badgers." And then they heard coming
after the hunt the shouts of the lads and of the readiest of the men and the serving—men that Were best at carry
burdens. And Blathmec went out to see the hunting, and just as Caoilte had told him, that was the way it was.

And he understood the use of herbs, and one time he met with two women that were very downhearted becaus
their husbands had gone from them to take other wives. And Caoilte gave them Druid herbs, and they put them
the water of a bath and washed in it, and the love of their husbands came back to them, and they sent away the
new wives they had taken.

And as to Lugaidh's Son, that was of Finn's blood, and another of the best men of the Fianna, he was put into
Finn's arms as a child, and he was reared up by Duban's daughter, that had reared eight hundred fighting men
the Fianna, till his twelfth year, and then she gave him all he wanted of arms and of armour, and he went to
Chorraig Conluain and the mountains of Slieve Bladhma, where Finn and the Fianna were at that time.

And Finn gave him a very gentle welcome, and he struck his hand in Finn's hand, and made his agreement of
service with him. And he stopped through the length of a year with the Fianna; but he was someway sluggish
through all that time, so that under his leading not more than nine of the Fianna got to kill so much as a boar or
deer. And along with that, he used to beat both his servants and his hounds.

And at last the three battalions of the Fianna went to where Finn was, at the Point of the Fianna on the edge of
Loch Lein, and they made their complaint against Lugaidh's Son, and it is what they said: "Make your choice
now, will you have us with you, or will you have Lugaidh's Son by himself."

Then Lugaidh's Son came to Finn, and Finn asked him, "What is it has put the whole of the Fianna against you’
"By my word," said the lad, "I do not know the reason, unless it might be they do not like me to be doing my feal
and casting my spears among them."

Then Finn gave him an advice, and it is what he said: "If you have a mind to be a good champion, be quiet in a
great man's house; be surly in the narrow pass. Do not beat your hound without a cause; do not bring a charge
against your wife without having knowledge of her guilt; do not hurt a fool in fighting, for he is without his wits.

Do not find fault with high—up persons; do not stand up to take part in a quarrel; have no dealings with a bad me
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or a foolish man. Let two-thirds of your gentleness be showed to women and to little children that are creeping
the floor, and to men of learning that make the poems, and do not be rough with the common people. Do not gi\
your reverence to all; do not be ready to have one bed with your companions. Do not threaten or speak big wor
for it is a shameful thing to speak stiffly unless you can carry it out afterwards. Do not forsake your lord so long
as you live; do not give up any man that puts himself under your protection for all the treasures of the world. Do
not speak against others to their lord, that is not work for a good man. Do not be a bearer of lying stories, or a
tale—bearer that is always chattering. Do not be talking too much; do not find fault hastily; however brave you
may be, do not raise factions against you. Do not be going to drinking—houses, or finding fault with old men; do
not meddle with low people; this is right conduct | am telling you. Do not refuse to share your meat; do not have
niggard for your friend; do not force yourself on a great man or give him occasion to speak against you. Hold fa
to your arms till the hard fight is well ended. Do not give up your opportunity, but with that follow after
gentleness."

That was good advice Finn gave, and he was well able to do that; for it was said of him that he had all the wisdc
of a little child that is busy about the house, and the mother herself not understanding what he is doing; and tha
the time she has most pride in him.

And as to Lugaidh's Son, that advice stayed always with him, and he changed his ways, and after a while he gc
great name among the poets of Ireland and of Alban, and whenever they would praise Finn in their poems, they
would praise him as well.

And Aoife, daughter of the King of Lochlann, that was married to Mal, son of Aiel, King of Alban, heard the
great praise the poets were giving to Lugaidh's Son, and she set her love on him for the sake of those stories.

And one time Mal her husband and his young men went hunting to Slieve—-mor—Monaidh in the north of Alban.
And when he was gone Aoife made a plan in her sunny house where she was, to go over to Ireland, herself anc
her nine foster—sisters. And they set out and went over the manes of the sea till they came to Beinn Edair, and
there they landed.

And it chanced on that day there was a hunting going on, from Slieve Bladhma to Beinn Edair. And Finn was in
his hunting seat, and his fosterling, brown-haired Duibhruinn, beside him. And the little lad was looking about
him on every side, and he saw a ship coming to the strand, and a queen with modest looks in the ship, and nine
women along with her. They landed then, and they came up to where Finn was, bringing every sort of present
with them, and Aoife sat down beside him. And Finn asked news of her, and she told him the whole story, and
how she had given her love to Lugaidh's Son, and was come over the sea looking for him; and Finn made her
welcome.

And when the hunting was over, the chief men of the Fianna came back to where Finn was, and every one aske
who was the queen that was with him. And Finn told them her name, and what it was brought her to Ireland. "W
welcome her that made that journey," said they all; "for there is not in Ireland or in Alban a better man than the
man she is come looking for, unless Finn himself."

And as to Lugaidh's Son, it was on the far side of Slieve Bladhma he was hunting that day, and he was the last
come in. And he went into Finn's tent, and when he saw the woman beside him he questioned Finn the same a:
the others had done, and Finn told him the whole story. "And it is to you she is come," he said; "and here she is
you out of my hand, and all the war and the battles she brings with her; but it will not fall heavier on you," he
said, "than on the rest of the Fianna."

And she was with Lugaidh's Son a month and a year without being asked for. But one day the three battalions ¢
the Fianna were on the Hill of the Poet in Leinster, and they saw three armed battalions equal to themselves
coming, against them, and they asked who was bringing them. "It is Mal, son of Aiel, is bringing them," said
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Finn, "to avenge his wife on the Fianna. And it is a good time they are come," he said, "when we are gathered
together at the one spot.”

Then the two armies went towards one another, and Mal, son of Aiel, took hold of his arms, and three times he
broke through the Fianna, and every time a hundred fell by him. And in the middle of the battle he and Lugaidh’
Son met, and they fought against one another with spear and sword. And whether the fight was short or long, it
was Mal fell by Lugaidh's Son at the last.

And Aoife stood on a hill near by, as long as the battle lasted. And from that out she belonged to Lugaidh's Son
and was a mother of children to him.

Part Il Book II: The Lad of the Skins

BESIDES all the men Finn had in his household, there were some that would come and join him from one place
or another.

One time a young man wearing a dress of skins came to Finn's house at Almhuin, and his wife along with him,
and he asked to take service with Finn.

And in the morning, as they were going to their hunting, the Lad of the Skins said to Finn: "Let me have no one
with me but myself, and let me go into one part of the country by myself, and you yourself with all your men go

to another part." "Is it on the dry ridges you will go," said Finn, "or is it in the deep bogs and marshes, where the
is danger of drowning?" "l will go in the deep boggy places," said he.

So they all went out from Almhuin, Finn and the Fianna to one part, and the Lad of the Skins to another part, an
they hunted through the day. And when they came back at evening, the Lad of the Skins had killed more than
Finn and all his men together.

When Finn saw that, he was glad to have so good a servant. But Conan said to him: "The Lad of the Skins will
destroy ourselves and the whole of the Fianna of Ireland unless you will find some way to rid yourself of him." "I
never had a good man with me yet, Conan," said Finn, "but you wanted me to put him away; and how could | pt
away a man like that?" he said. "The way to put him away," said Conan, "is to send him to the King of the Flood
to take from him the great cauldron that is never without meat, but that has always enough in it to feed the whol
world. And let him bring that cauldron back here with him to Almhuin," he said.

So Finn called to the Lad of the Skins, and he said: "Go from me now to the King of the Floods and get the grez
cauldron that is never empty from him, and bring it here to me." "So long as | am in your service | must do your
work," said the Lad of the Skins. With that he set out, leaping over the hills and valleys till he came to the shore
of the sea. And then he took up two sticks and put one of them across the other, and a great ship rose out of th
two sticks. The Lad of the Skins went into the ship then, and put up the sails and set out over the sea, and he h
nothing but the whistling of eels in the sea and the calling of gulls in the air till he came to the house of the King
of the Floods. And at that time there were hundreds of ships waiting near the shore; and he left his ship outside
them all, and then he stepped from ship to ship till he stood on land.

There was a great feast going on at that time in the king's house, and the Lad of the Skins went up to the door,
he could get no farther because of the crowd. So he stood outside the door for a while, and no one looked at hil
and he called out at last: "This is a hospitable house indeed, and these are mannerly ways, not to ask a strange
there is hunger on him or thirst." "That is true," said the king; "and give the cauldron of plenty now to this
stranger," he said, "till he eats his fill."
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So his people did that, and no sooner did the Lad of the Skins get a hold of the cauldron than he made away to
ship and put it safe into it. But when he had done that he said: "There is no use in taking the pot by my swiftnes
if | do not take it by my strength." And with that he turned and went to land again. And the whole of the men of
the army of the King of the Floods were ready to fight; but if they were, so was the Lad of the Skins, and he wer
through them and over them all till the whole place was quiet.

He went back to his ship then and raised the sails and set out again for Ireland, and the ship went rushing back
the place where he made it. And when he came there, he gave a touch of his hand to the ship, and there was
nothing left of it but the two sticks he made it from, and they lying on the strand before him, and the cauldron of
plenty with them. And he took up the cauldron on his back, and brought it to Finn, son of Cumhal, at Aimhuin.
And Finn gave him his thanks for the work he had done.

One day, now, Finn was washing himself at the well, and a voice spoke out of the water, and it said: "You must
give back the cauldron, Finn, to the King of the Floods, or you must give him battle in place of it."

Finn told that to the Lad of the Skins, but the answer he got from him was that his time was up, and that he coul
not serve on time that was past. "But if you want me to go with you," he said, "let you watch my wife, that is
Manannan's daughter, through the night; and in the middle of the night, when she will be combing her hair, any
request you make to her, she cannot refuse it. And the request you will make is that she will let me go with you
the King of the Floods, to bring the cauldron to his house and to bring it back again."

So Finn watched Manannan's daughter through the night, and when he saw her combing her hair, he made his
request of her. "I have no power to refuse you," she said; "but you must promise me one thing, to bring my
husband back to me, alive or dead. And if he is alive," she said, "put up a grey—green flag on the ship coming
back; but if he is dead, put up a red flag."

So Finn promised to do that, and he himself and the Lad of the Skins set out together for the dun of the King of
the Floods, bringing the cauldron with them.

No sooner did the king see them than he gave word to all his armies to make ready. But the Lad of the Skins m
for them and overthrew them, and he went into the king's dun, and Finn with him, and they overcame him and
brought away again the cauldron that was never empty.

But as they were going back to Ireland, they saw a great ship coming towards them. And when the Lad of the
Skins looked at the ship, he said: "I think it is an old enemy of my own is in that ship, that is trying to bring me tc
my death, because of my wife that refused him her love." And when the ship came alongside, the man that was
it called out: "I know you well, and it is not by your dress | know you, son of the King of the Hills." And with that
he made a leap on to the ship, and the two fought a great battle together, and they took every shape; they bege
young like two little boys, and fought till they were two old men; they fought from being two young pups until
they were two old dogs; from being two young horses till they were two old horses. And then they began to fight
in the shape of birds, and it is in that shape they killed one another at the last. And Finn threw the one bird into
water, but the other, that was the Lad of the Skins, he brought with him in the ship. And when he came in sight
Ireland, he raised a red flag as he had promised the woman.

And when he came to the strand, she was there before him, and when she saw Finn, she said: "It is dead you
brought him back to me." And Finn gave her the bird, and she asked was that what she was to get in the place
her husband. And she was crying over the bird, and she brought it into a little boat with her, and she bade Finn
push out the boat to sea.

And he pushed it out, and it was driven by wind and waves till at last she saw two birds flying, having a dead on
between them. And the two living birds let down the dead one on an island; and it was not long till it rose up
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living, and the three went away together.

And when Manannan's daughter saw that, she said: "There might be some cure for my man on the island, the v
there was for that dead bird."

And the sea brought the boat to the island, and she went searching around, but all she could find was a tree ha
green leaves. "It might be in these leaves the cure is," she said; and she took some of the leaves and brought tl
to where the Lad of the Skins was, and put them about him. And on that moment he stood up as well and as so
as ever he was.

They went back then to Ireland, and they came to Almhuin at midnight, and the Lad of the Skins knocked at the
door, and he said: "Put me out my wages." "There is ho man, living or dead, has wages on me but the Lad of th
Skins," said Finn; "and | would sooner see him here to—night," he said, "than the wages of three men." "If that is
so, rise up and you will see him," said he.

So Finn rose up and saw him, and gave him a great welcome, and paid him his wages.

And after that he went away and his wife with him to wherever his own country was; but there were some said t
was gone to the country of his wife's father, Manannan, Son of the Sea.

Part Il Book II: Black, Brown, and Grey

FINN was hunting one time near Teamhair of the Kings, and he saw three strange men coming towards him, ar
he asked what were their names. "Dubh and Dun and Glasan, Black, Brown, and Grey, are our names," they se
"and we are come to find Finn, son of Cumhal, Head of the Fianna, and to take service with him."

So Finn took them into his service, and when evening came he said: "Let each one of you watch through a thirc
part of the night." And there was a trunk of a tree there, and he bade them make three equal parts of it, and he
gave a part to each of the three men, and he said: "When each one of you begins his watch, let him set fire to h
own log, and as long as the wood burns let him watch."

Then they drew lots, and the lot fell to Dubh to go on the first watch. So he set fire to his log, and he went out
around the place, and Bran with him. He went farther and farther till at last he saw a bright light, and when he
came to the place where it was, he saw a large house. He went inside, and there was a great company of very
strange—looking men in it, and they drinking out of a single cup. One of the men, that seemed to be the highest,
gave the cup to the man nearest him; and after he had drunk his fill he passed it on to the next, and so on to the
last. And while it was going round, he said: "This is the great cup that was taken from Finn, son of Cumhal, a
hundred years ago, and however many men may be together, every man of them can drink his fill from it, of
whatever sort of drink he has a mind for."

Dubh was sitting near the door, on the edge of the crowd, and when the cup came to him he took a drink from i
and then he slipped away in the dark, bringing it with him. And when he came to the place where Finn was, his
log was burned out.

Then it was the turn of Dun to go out, for the second lot had fallen on him, and he put a light to his log, and wen
out, and Bran with him.

He walked on through the night till he saw a fire that was shining from a large house, and when he went in he s

a crowd of men, and they fighting. And a very old man that was in a high place above the rest called out: "Stop
fighting now, for | have a better gift for you than the one you lost to—night." And with that he drew a knife out of
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his belt and held it up, and said: "This is the wonderful knife, the small knife of division, that was stolen from
Finn, son of Cumhal, a hundred years ago; and you have but to cut on a bone with that knife and you will get yc
fill of the best meat in the world." Then he gave the knife to the man nearest him, and a bare bone with it, and tt
man began to cut, and there came off the bone slices of the best meat in the world.

The knife and the bone were sent round then from man to man till they came to Dun, and as soon as he had the
knife in his hand he slipped out unknown and hurried back, and he had just got to the well where Finn was, whe
his part of the log burned out.

Then Glasan lighted his log and went out on his watch till he came to the house, the same way the others did. A
he looked in and he saw the floor full of dead bodies, and he thought to himself: "There must be some great
wonder here. And if | lie down on the floor and put some of the bodies over me," he said, "l will be able to see a
that happens."

So he lay down and pulled some of the bodies over him, and he was not long there till he saw an old hag comin
into the house, having one leg and one arm and one upper tooth, that was long enough to serve her in place of
crutch. And when she came inside the door she took up the first dead body she met with, and threw it aside, for
was lean. And as she went on, she took two bits out of every fat body she met with, and threw away every lean
one.

She had her fill of flesh and blood before she came to Glasan, and she dropped down on the floor and fell aslee
and Glasan thought that every breath she drew would bring down the roof on his head. He rose up then and
looked at her, and wondered at the bulk of her body. And at last he drew his sword and hit her a slash that killec
her; but if he did, three young men leaped out of her body. And Glasan made a stroke that killed the first of ther
and Bran killed the second, but the third made his escape.

Glasan made his way back then, and just when he got to where Finn was, his log of wood was burned out, and
day was beginning to break.

And when Finn rose up in the morning he asked news of the three watchers, and they gave him the cup and the
knife and told him all they had seen, and he gave great praise to Dubh and to Dun; but to Glasan he said: "It mi
have been as well for you to have left that old hag alone, for | am in dread the third young man may bring troubl
on us all.”

It happened at the end of twenty—one years, Finn and the Fianna were at their hunting in the hills, and they saw
Red-Haired Man coming towards them, and he spoke to no one, but came and stood before Finn. "What is it y
are looking for?" said Finn. "l am looking for a master for the next twenty—one years," he said. "What wages are
you asking?" said Finn. "No wages at all, but only if | die before the twenty—one years are up, to bury me on this
Caol, the Narrow Island." "l will do that for you," said Finn.

So the Red-Haired Man served Finn well through the length of twenty years. But in the twenty—first year he
began to waste and to wither away, and he died.

And when he was dead, the Fianna were no way inclined to go to Inis Caol to bury him. But Finn said he would
break his word for no man, and that he himself would bring his body there. And he took an old white horse that
had been turned loose on the hills, and that had got younger and not older since it was put out, and he put the |
of the Red-Haired Man on its back, and let it take its own way, and he himself followed it, and twelve men of the
Fianna.

And when they came to Inis Caol they saw no trace of the horse or of the body. And there was an open house ¢
the island, and they went in. And there were seats for every man of them inside, and they sat down to rest for a
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while.

But when they tried to rise up it failed them to do it, for there was enchantment on them. And they saw the
Red-Haired Man standing before them in that moment.

"The time is come now," he said, "for me to get satisfaction from you for the death of my mother and my two
brothers that were killed by Glasan in the house of the dead bodies." He began to make an attack on them then
and he would have made an end of them all, but Finn took hold of the Dord Fiann, and blew a great blast on it.

And before the Red—Haired Man was able to kill more than three of them, Diarmuid, grandson of Duibhne, that
had heard the sound of the Dord Fiann, came into the house and made an end of him, and put an end to the
enchantment. And Finn, with the nine that were left of the Fianna, came back to Almhuin.

Part Il Book II: The Hound

ONE day the three battalions of the Fianna came to Magh Femen, and there they saw three young men waiting
them, having a hound with them; and there was not a colour in the world but was on that hound, and it was bigc
than any other hound.

"Where do you come from, young men?" said Finn. "Out of the greater lruath in the east," said they; "and our
names are Dubh, the Dark, and Agh, the Battle, and llar, the Eagle." "What is it you came for?" "To enter into
service, and your friendship," said they. "What good will it do us, you to be with us?" said Finn. "We are three,"
said they, "and you can make a different use of each one of us." "What uses are those?" said Finn. "l will do the
watching for all the Fianna of Ireland and of Alban," said one of them. "l will take the weight of every fight and
every battle that will come to them, the way they can keep themselves in quiet," said the second. "l will meet
every troublesome thing that might come to my master," said the third; "and let all the wants of the world be tolc
to me and | will satisfy them. And | have a pipe with me," he said; "and all the men of the world would sleep at
the sound of it, and they in their sickness. And as to the hound," he said, "as long as there are deer in Ireland hi
will get provision for the Fianna every second night. And | myself," he said, "will get it on the other nights."
"What will you ask of us to be with us like that?" said Finn. "We will ask three things," they said: "no one to com
near to the place where we have our lodging after the fall of night; nothing to be given out to us, but we are to
provide for ourselves; and the worst places to be given to us in the hunting." "Tell me by your oath now," said
Finn, "why is it you will let no one see you after nightfall?" "We have a reason," said they; "but do not ask it of
us, whether we are short or long on the one path with you. But we will tell you this much," they said, "every thirc
night, one of us three is dead and the other two are watching him, and we have no mind for any one to be lookil
at us."

So Finn promised that; but if he did there were some of the Fianna were not pleased because of the ways of thc
three men, living as they did by themselves, and having a wall of fire about them, and they would have made ar
end of them but for Finn protecting them.

About that time there came seven men of poetry belonging to the people of Cithruadh, asking the fee for a poer
three times fifty ounces of gold and the same of silver to bring back to Cithruadh at Teanthair. "Whatever way w
get it, we must find some way to get that," said a man of the Fianna. Then the three young men from lruath saic
"Well, men of learning," they said, "would you sooner get the fee for your poem to—night or to—-morrow?"
"To—morrow will be time enough," said they.

And the three young men went to the place where the hound had his bed a little way off from the path, and the

hound threw out of his mouth before them the three times fifty ounces of gold and three times fifty of silver, and
they gave them to the men of poetry, and they went away.
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Another time Finn said: "What can the three battalions of the Fianna do to—night, having no water?" And one of
the men of lruath said: "How many drinking—horns are with you?" "Three hundred and twelve," said Caoilte.
"Give me the horns into my hand," said the young man, "and whatever you will find in them after that, you may
drink it." He filled the horns then with beer and they drank it, and he did that a second and a third time; and with
the third time of filling they were talkative and their wits confused. "This is a wonderful mending of the feast,"
said Finn. And they gave the place where all that happened the name of the Little Rath of Wonders.

And one time after that again there came to Finn three bald red clowns, holding three red horns in their hands, :
three deadly spears. And there was poison on their clothes and on their hands and their feet, and on everything
they touched. And Finn asked them who were they. And they said they were three sons of Uar, son of Indast of
the Tuatha de Danaan; and it was by a man of the Fianna, Caoilte son of Ronan, their father was killed in the
battle of the Tuatha de Danaan on Slieve nan Ean, the Mountain of Birds, in the east. "And let Caoilte son of
Ronan give us the blood—fine for him now," they said. "What are your names?" said Finn. "Aincel and Digbail
and Espaid; lll-wishing and Harm and Want are our names. And what answer do you give us now, Finn?" they
said. "No one before me ever gave a blood—fine for a man killed in battle, and | will not give it," said Finn. "We
will do revenge and robbery on you so," said they. "What revenge is that?" said Finn. "It is what | will do," said
Ainsel, "if | meet with two or three or four of the Fianna, | will take their feet and their hands from them." "It is
what | will do," said Digbail, "I will not leave a day without loss of a hound or a serving—boy or a fighting man to
the Fianna of Ireland." "And | myself will be always leaving them in want of people, or of a hand, or of an eye,"
said Espaid. "Without we get some help against them," said Caoilt, "there will not be one of us living at the end
a year." "Well," said Finn, "we will make a dun and stop here for a while, for I will not be going through Ireland
and these men following after me, till | find who are the strongest, themselves or ourselves."

So the Fianna made little raths for themselves all about Slieve Mis, and they stopped there through a month ani
guarter of a year. And through all that time the three red bald—headed men were doing every sort of hurt and he
upon them.

But the three sons of the King of Iruath came to speak with Finn, and it is what they said; "It is our wish, Finn, tc
send the hound that is with us to go around you three times in every day, and however many may be trying to h
or to rob you, they will not have power to do it after that. But let there be neither fire nor arms nor any other dog
in the house he goes into," they said. "l will let none of these things go into the one house with him," said Finn,

"and he will go safe back to you." So every day the hound would be sent to Finn, having his chain of ridges of re
gold around his neck, and he would go three times around Finn, and three times he would put his tongue upon

him, and to the people that were nearest to the hound when he came into the house it would seem like as if a v
of mead was being strained, and to others there would come the sweet smell of an apple garden.

And every harm and sickness the three Sons of Uar would bring on the Fianna, the three sons of the King of
Iruath would take it off them with their herbs and their help and their healing.

And after a while the High King of Ireland came to Slieve Mis with a great troop of his men, to join with Finn and
the Fianna. And they told the High King the whole story, and how the sons of Uar were destroying them, and thi
three sons of the King of lruath were helping them against them. "Why would not the men that can do all that fir
some good spell that would drive the sons of Uar out of Ireland?" said the High King.

With that Caoilte went looking for the three young men from Iruath and brought them to the High King. "These
are comely men," said the High King, "good in shape and having a good nhame. And could you find any charm,
my sons," he said, "that will drive out these three enemies that are destroying the Fianna of Ireland?"

"We would do that if we could find those men near us," said they; "and it is where they are now," they said, "at
Daire's Cairn at the end of the raths." "Where are Garb—Cronan, the Rough Buzzing One, and Saltran of the Lo
Heel?" said Finn. "Here we are, King of the Fianna," said they. "Go out to those men beyond, and tell them | wil
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give accordingly to the judgment of the King of Ireland in satisfaction for their father." The messengers went out
then and brought them in, and they sat down on the bank of the rath.

Then the High King said: "Rise up, Dubh, son of the King of Iruath, and command these sons of Uar with a spel
to quit Ireland." And Dubh rose up, and he said: "Go out through the strength of this spell and this charm, you
three enemies of the Fianna, one—eyed, lame-thighed, left-handed, of the bad race. And go out on the deep bi
sea," he said, "and let each one of you strike a blow of his sword on the head of his brothers. For it is long enou
you are doing harm and destruction on the King of the Fianna, Finn, son of Cumhal."

With that the hound sent a blast of wind under them that brought them out into the fierce green sea, and each o
them struck a blow on the head of the others. And that was the last that was seen of the three destroying sons
Uar, Aincel and Digbail and Espaid.

But after the tune of the Fianna, there came three times in the one year, into West Munster, three flocks of birds
from the western sea having beaks of bone and fiery breath, and the wind from their wings was as cold as a wir
of spring. And the first time they came was at reaping time, and every one of them brought away an ear of corn
from the field. And the next time they came they did not leave apple on tree, or nut on bush, or berry on the
rowan; and the third time they spared no live thing they could lift from the ground, young bird or fawn or silly
little child. And the first day they came was the same day of the year the three sons of Uar were put out in the s

And when Caoilte, that was one of the last of the Fianna, and that was living yet, heard of them, he remembere
the sons of Uar, and he made a spell that drove them out into the sea again, and they perished there by one
another.

It was about the length of a year the three sons of the King of Iruath stopped with Finn. And at the end of that
time Donn and Dubhan, two sons of the King of Ulster, came out of the north to Munster. And one night they ke
watch for the Fianna, and three times they made a round of the camp. And it is the way the young men from
Iruath used to be, in a place by themselves apart from the Fianna, and their hound in the middle between them;
and at the fall of night there used a wall of fire to be around them, the way no one could look at them.

And the third time the sons of the King of Ulster made the round of the camp, they saw the fiery wall, and Donn
said: "It is a wonder the way those three young men are through the length of a year now, and their hound alon:
with them, and no one getting leave to look at them."

With that he himself and his brother took their arms in their hands, and went inside the wall of fire, and they
began looking at the three men and at the hound. And the great hound they used to see every day at the huntir
was at this time no bigger than a lap—dog that would be with a queen or a high person. And one of the young m
was watching over the dog, and his sword in his hand, and another of them was holding a vessel of white silver
the mouth of the dog; and any drink any one of the three would ask for, the dog would put it out of his mouth int
the vessel.

Then one of the young men said to the hound: "Well, noble one and brave one and just one, take notice of the
treachery that is done to you by Finn." When the dog heard that he turned to the King of Ulster's sons, and ther:
rose a dark Druid wind that blew away the shields from their shoulders and the swords from their sides into the
wall of fire. And then the three men came out and made an end of them; and when that was done the dog came
and breathed on them, and they turned to ashes on the moment, and there was never blood or flesh or bone of
them found after.

And the three battalions of the Fianna divided themselves into companions of nine, and went searching through
every part of Ireland for the King of Ulster's two sons.
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And as to Finn, he went to Teamhair Luachra, and no one with him but the serving—lads and the followers of the
army. And the companies of nine that were looking for the King of Ulster's sons came back to him there in the
one night; but they brought no word of them, if they were dead or living.

But as to the three sons of the King of Iruath and the hound that was with them, they were seen no more by Fin
and the Fianna.

Part Il Book II: Red Ridge

THERE was another young man came and served Finn for a while; out of Connacht he came, and he was very
daring, and the Red Ridge was the name they gave him. And he all but went from Finn one time, because of his
wages that were too long in coming to him. And the three battalions of the Fianna came trying to quiet him, but
would not stay for them. And at the last Finn himself came, for it is a power he had, if he would make but three
verses he would quiet any one. And it is what he said: "Daring Red Ridge," he said, "good in battle, if you go
from me to—day with your great name it is a good parting for us. But once at Rath Cro," he said, "I gave you thre
times fifty ounces in the one day; and at Carn Ruidhe | gave you the full of my cup of silver and of yellow gold.
And do you remember," he said, "the time we were at Rath Ai, when we found the two women, and when we at
nuts, myself and yourself were there together,"

And after that the young man said no more about going from

And another helper came to Finn one time he was fighting at a ford, and all his weapons were used or worn witl
the dint of the fight. And there came to him a daughter of Mongan of the Sidhe, bringing him a flat stone having
chain of gold to it. And he took the stone and did great deeds with it. And after the fight the stone fell into the
ford, that got the name of Ath Liag Finn.

And that stone will never be found till the Woman of the Waves will find it, and will bring it to land on a Sunday
morning; and on that day seven years the world will come to an end.

Part Il Book Ill: The Enemies of Ireland

OF all the great battles the Fianna fought to keep the foreigners out of Ireland, the greatest was the one that we
fought at Finntraigh the White Strand, in Munster; and this is the whole story of it, and of the way the Fianna
came to have so great a name.

One time the enemies of Ireland gathered together under Daire Donn, High King of the Great World, thinking to
take Ireland and to put it under tribute.

The King of Greece was of them, and the King of France, and the King of the Eastern World, and Lughman of tl
Broad Arms, King of the Saxons, and Fiacha of the Long Hair, King of the Gairean, and Tor the son of Breogan
King of the Great Plain, and Sligech, son of the King of the Men of Cepda, and Comur of the Crooked Sword,
King of the Men of the Dog-Heads, and Caitchenn, King of the Men of the Cat-Heads, and Caisel of the
Feathers, King of Lochlann, and Madan of the Bent Neck, son of the King of the Marshes, and three kings from
the rising of the sun in the east, and Ogarmach, daughter of the King of Greece, the best woman-warrior that e
came into the world, and a great many other kings and great lords.

The King of the World asked then: "Who is there can give me knowledge of the harbours of Ireland?" "I will do

that for you, and | will bring you to a good harbour," said Glas, son of Dremen, that had been put out of Ireland |
Finn for doing some treachery.
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Then the armies set out in their ships, and they were not gone far when the wind rose and the waves, and they
could hear nothing but the wild playing of the sea-women, and the screams of frightened birds, and the breakin
of ropes and of sails. But after a while, when the wind found no weakness in the heroes, it rose from them and
went up into its own high place. And then the sea grew quiet and the waves grew tame and the harbours friend|
and they stopped for a while at an island that was called the Green Rock. But the King of the World said then: "
is not a harbour like this you promised me, Glas, son of Dremen, but a shore of white sand where my armies cc
have their fairs and their gatherings the time they would not be fighting." "I know a harbour of that sort in the
west of Ireland," said Glas, "the Harbour of the White Strand in Corca Duibhne." So they went into their ships
again, and went on over the sea towards Ireland.

Part Il Book Ill: Cael and Credhe

Now as to Finn, when it was shown to him that the enemies of Ireland were coming, he called together the seve
battalions of the Fianna. And the place where they gathered was on the hill that was called Fionntulach, the Wh
Hill, in Munster. They often stopped on that bill for a while, and spear—shafts with spells on them were brought t
them there, and they had every sort of thing for food, beautiful blackberries, haws of the hawthorn, nuts of the
hazels of Cenntire, tender twigs of the bramble bush, sprigs of wholesome gentian, watercress at the beginning
summer. And there would be brought to their cooking—pots birds out of the oak-woods, and squirrels from
Berramain, and speckled eggs from the cliffs, and salmon out of Luimnech, and eels of the Sionnan, and the
woodcocks of Fidhrinne, and otters from the hidden places of the Doile, and fish from the coasts of Buie and
Beare, and dulse from the bays of Cleire.

And as they were going to set out southwards, they saw one of their young men, Cael, grandson of Nemhnain,
coming towards them. "Where are you come from, Cael?" Finn asked him. "From Brugh na Boinne," said he.
"What were you asking there?" said Finn. "l was asking to speak with Muirenn, daughter of Derg, that was my
own nurse," said he. "For what cause?" said Finn. "It was about a high marriage and a woman of the Sidhe that
was showed to me in a dream; Credhe it was | saw, daughter of the King of Ciarraighe Luachra." "Do you know
this, Cael," said Finn, "that she is the greatest deceiver of all the women of Ireland; and there is hardly a preciot
thing in Ireland but she has coaxed it away to her own great dun." "Do you know what she asks of every man th
comes asking for her?" said Cael. "l know it," said Finn; "she will let no one come unless he is able to make a
poem setting out the report of her bowls and her horns and her cups, her grand vessels and all her palaces." "l
have all that ready," said Cael; "it was given to me by my nurse, Muirenn, daughter of Derg."

They gave up the battle then for that time, and they went on over every hill place and every stony place till they
came to Loch Cuire in the west; and they came to the door of the hill of the Sidhe and knocked at it with the she
of their long gold—socketed spears. And there came young girls having yellow hair to the windows of the sunny
houses; and Credhe herself, having three times fifty women with her, came out to speak with them. "It is to ask
you in marriage we are come," said Finn. "Who is it is asking for me?" said she. "It is Cael, the hundred-Kkiller,
grandson of Nemhnain, son of the King of Leinster in the east." "I have heard talk of him, but | have never seen
him," said Credhe. "And has he any poem for me?" she said. "l have that," said Cael, and he rose up then and :
his poem:

'A journey | have to make, and it is ho easy journey, to the house of Credhe against the breast of the mountain,
the Paps of Dana; it is there | must be going through hardships for the length of seven days. It is pleasant her
house is, with men and boys and women, with Druids and musicians, with cup—bearer and doorkeeper, with
horse—boy that does not leave his work, with distributer to share food; and Credhe of the Fair Hair having
command over them all.

"It would be delightful to me in her dun, with coverings and with down, if she has but a mind to listen to me.
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"A bowl she has with juice of berries in it to make her eyebrows black; crystal vats of fermenting grain; beautiful
cups and vessels. Her house is of the colour of lime; there are rushes for beds, and many silken coverings and
cloaks; red gold is there, and bright drinking—horns. Her sunny house is beside Loch Cuire, made of silver and
yellow gold; its ridge is thatched without any fault, with the crimson wings of birds. The doorposts are green, the
lintel is of silver taken in battle. Credhe's chair on the left is the delight of delights, covered with gold of Elga; at
the foot of the pleasant bed it is, the bed that was made of precious stones by Tulle in the east. Another bed the
is on the right, of gold and silver, it is made without any fault, curtains it has of the colour of the foxglove,
hanging on rods of copper.

"The people of her house, it is they have delight, their cloaks are not faded white, they are not worn smooth; the
hair is fair and curling. Wounded men in their blood would sleep hearing the birds of the Sidhe singing in the
eaves of the sunny house.

"If I have any thanks to give to Credhe, for whom the cuckoo calls, she will get better praise than this; if this
love—service | have done is pleasing to her, let her not delay, let her say, "Your coming is welcome to me.'

"A hundred feet there are in her house, from one corner to another; twenty feet fully measured is the width of he
great door; her roof has its thatch of the wings of blue and yellow birds, the border of her well is of crystals and
carbuncles.

"There is a vat there of royal bronze; the juice of pleasant malt is running from it; over the vat is an apple-tree
with its heavy fruit; when Credhe's horn is filled from the vat, four apples fall into it together.

"She that owns all these things both at low water and at flood, Credhe from the Hill of the Three Peaks, she is
beyond all the women of Ireland by the length of a spear—cast.

"Here is this song for her, it is no sudden bride—gift it is, no hurried asking; | bring it to Credhe of the beautiful
shape, that my coming may be very bright to her."

Then Credhe took him for her husband, and the wedding—feast was made, and the whole of the Fianna stoppec
there through seven days, at drinking and pleasure, and having every good thing.

Part Il Book Ill: Conn Crither

FINN now, when he had turned from his road to go to Credhe's house, had sent out watchmen to every
landing—place to give warning when the ships of the strangers would be in sight. And the man that was keeping
watch at the White Strand was Conn Crither, son of Bran, from Teamhair Luachra,

And after he had been a long time watching, he was one night west from the Round Hill of the Fianna that is
called Cruachan Adrann, and there he fell asleep. And while he was in his sleep the ships came; and what rous
him was the noise of the breaking of shields and the clashing of swords and of spears, and the cries of women
children and of dogs and horses that were under flames, and that the strangers were making an attack on.

Conn Crither started up when he heard that, and he said: "It is great trouble has come on the people through m
sleep; and | will not stay living after this," he said, "for Finn and the Fianna of Ireland to see me, but I will rush
into the middle of the strangers," he said, and they will fall by me till | fall by them."

He put on his suit of battle then and ran down towards the strand. And on the way he saw three women dressec

battle clothes before him, and fast as he ran he could not overtake them. He took his spear then to make a cast
at the woman was nearest him, but she stopped on the moment, and she said: "Hold your hand and do not harr
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us, for we are not come to harm you but to help you." "Who are you yourselves?" said Conn Crither.

"We are three sisters," she said, "and we are come from Tir nan Og, the Country of the Young, and we have all
three given you our love, and no one of us loves you less than the other, and it is to give you our help we are
come." "What way will you help me?" said Conn. "We will give you good help," she said, "for we will make
Druid armies about you from stalks of grass and from the tops of the watercress, and they will cry out to the
strangers and will strike their arms from their hands, and take from their strength and their eyesight. And we will
put a Druid mist about you now," she said, "that will hide you from the armies of the strangers, and they will not
see you when you make an attack on them. And we have a well of healing at the foot of the Slieve lolair, the
Eagle's Mountain," she said, "and its waters will cure every wound made in battle. And after bathing in that well
you will be as whole and as sound as the day you were born. And bring whatever man you like best with you," <
said, "and we will heal him along with you."

Conn Crither gave them his thanks for that, and he hurried onto the strand. And it was at that time the armies of
the King of the Great Plain were taking spoils from Traigh Moduirn in the north to Finntraighe in the south. And
Conn Crither came on them, and the Druid army with him, and he took their spoils from them, and the Druid
army took their sight and their strength from them, and they were routed, and they made away to where the Kin
of the Great Plain was, and Conn Crither followed, killing and destroying. "Stop with me, king—hero," said the
King of the Great Plain, "that | may fight with you on account of my people, since there is not one of them that
turns to stand against you."

So the two set their banners in the earth and attacked one another, and fought a good part of the day until Cont
Crither struck off the king's head. And he lifted up his head, and he was boasting of what he had done. "By my
word," he said, "l will not let myself be parted from this body till someof the Fianna, few or many, will come to
me."

Part Il Book Ill: Glas Son of Dremen

THE King of the World heard that, and he said: "It is a big word that man is saying," he said, "and rise up now,
Glas, son of Dremen, and see which of the Fianna of Ireland it is that is saying it."

Glas left the ship then, and he went to where Conn Crither was, and he asked who was he. "I am Conn Crither,
son of Bran, from Teamhair Luachra," said he. "If that is so," said Glas, "you are of the one blood with myself, fc
| am Glas, son of Dremen from Teamhair Luachra." "It is not right for you to come fighting against me from thos
foreigners, so," said Conn. "It is a pity indeed," said Glas; "and but for Finn and the Fianna driving me from then
I would not fight against you or against one of themselves for all the treasures of the whole world." "Do not say
that," said Conn, "for | swear by my hand of valour," he said, "if you had killed Finn's own son and the sons of h
people along with him, you need not be in dread of him if only you came under his word and his protection." "|
think indeed the day is come for me to fight beside you," said Glas, "and | will go back and tell that to the King o
the World."

He went back then to where the king was, and the king asked him which of the men of the Fianna was in it. "It i
kinsman of my own is in it, High King," said Glas; "and it is weak my heart is, he to be alone, and | have a great
desire to go and help him." "If you go," said the King of the World, "it is what | ask you, to come and to tell me
every day how many of the Fianna of Ireland have fallen by me; and if a few of my own men should fall," he sai
"come and tell me who it was they fell by." "It is what | ask you," said Glas, "not to let your armies land till the
Fianna come to us, but to let one man only come to fight with each of us until that time," he said.

So two of the strangers were sent against them that day, and they got their death by Glas and by Conn Crither.
Then they asked to have two men sent against each of them, and that was done; and three times nine fell by th
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before night. And Conn Crither was covered with wounds after the day, and he said to Glas: "Three women can
to me from the Country of the Young, and they promised to put me in a well of healing for my wounds. And let
you watch the harbour to—night," he said, "and | will go look for them." So he went to them, and they bathed hirr
in the well of healing, and he was whole of his wounds.

And as to Glas, son of Dremen, he went down to the harbour, and he said: "O King of the World," he said, "ther
is a friend of mine in the ships, Madan of the Bent Neck, son of the King of the Marshes; and it is what he said i
the great world in the east, that he himself would be enough to take Ireland for you, and that he would bring it
under tribute to you by one way or another. And | ask you to let him come alone against me to—night, till we see
which of us will fight best for Ireland."

So Madan came to the land, and the two attacked one another, and made a very hard fight; but as it was not in
prophecy that Glas would find death there, it was the son of the King of the Marshes that got his death by him.

And not long after that Conn Crither came back to Glas, and he gave Glas great praise for all he had done.

Part 1l Book III: Help of the Men of Dea

THEN Taistellach that was one of Finn's messengers came to the White Strand asking news; and Conn bade h
go back to where Finn was and tell him the way things were. But Taistellach would not go until be had wetted hi
sword in the blood of one of the enemies of Ireland, the same as the others had done. And he sent a challenge
the ships, and Coimhleathan, a champion that was very big and tall, came and fought with him on the strand, ar
took him in his arms to bring him back living to the ship of the High King; but Taistellach struck his head off in
the sea and brought it back to land.

"Victory and blessing be with you!" said Conn Crither. "And go now to—night," he said, "to the house of Bran,
son of Febal my father at Teamhair Luachra, and bid him to gather all the Tuatha de Danaan to help us; and go
to—morrow to the Fianna of Ireland.” So Taistellach went on to Bran's house, and he told him the whole story ar
gave him the message.

Then Bran, son of Febal, went out to gather the Tuatha de Danaan, and he went to Dun Sesnain in Ui Conall
Gabra, where they were holding a feast at that time. And there he found three of the best young men of the Tue
de Danaan, llbrec the Many Coloured, son of Manannan, and Nemanach the Pearly, son of Angus Og, and
Sigmall, grandson of Midhir, and they made him welcome and bade him to stop with them. "There is a greater
thing than this for you to do, Men of Dea," said Bran; and he told them the whole story, and the way Conn Crithe
his son was. "Stop with me to—night," said Sesnan, "and my son Dolb will go to Bodb Dearg, son of the Dagda,
and gather in the Tuatha de Danaan to us."

So he stopped there, and Dolb, son of Sesnan, went to Sidhe Bean Finn above Magh Femen, and Bodb Dearg
there at that time, and Dolb gave him his message. "Young man," said Bodb Dearg, "we are no way bound to h
the men of Ireland out of that strait." "Do not say that," said Dolb, "for there is not a king's son or a prince or a
leader of the Fianna of Ireland without having a wife or a mother or a foster—-mother or a sweetheart of the Tuat
de Danaan; and it is good help they have given you every time you were in want of it." "l give my word," said
Bodb Dearg, "it is right to give a good answer to so good a messenger." With that he sent word to the Tuatha dt
Danaan in every place where they were, and they gathered to him. And from that they went on to Dun Sesnain,
and they stopped there through the night. And they rose up in the morning and put on their shirts of the dearest
silk and their embroidered coats of rejoicing, and they took their green shields and their swords and their speatr:
And their leaders at that time besides Bodb Dearg were Midhir of Bri Leith, and Lir of Sidhe Finnachaidh, and
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Abarthach, son of lldatbach, and llbrec, son of Manannan, and Fionnbhar of Magh Suil, and Argat Lamh, the
Silver Hand, from the Sionnan, and the Man of Sweet Speech from the Boinn.

And the whole army of them came into Ciarraighe Luachra, and to red-haired Slieve Mis, and from that to the
harbour of the White Strand. "O Men of Dea," said Abarthach then, "let a high mind and high courage rise withir
you now in the face of the battle. For the doings of every one among you," he said, "will be told till the end of the
world; and let you fulfil now the big words you have spoken in the drinking—houses." "Rise up, Glas, son of
Dremen," said Bodb Dearg then, "and tell out to the King of the World that | am come to do battle." Glas went
then to the King of the World. "Are those the Fianna of Ireland | see?" said the king. "They are not," said Glas,
"but another part of the men of Ireland that do not dare to be on the face of the earth, but that live in hidden
houses under the earth, and it is to give warning of battle from them | am come." "Who will answer the Tuatha c
Danaan for me?" said the King of the World. "We will go against them," said two of the kings that were with him
Comur Cromchenn, King of the Men of the Dog—Heads, and Caitchenn, King of the Men of the Cat—-Heads. Anc
they had five red—armed battalions with them, and they went to the shore like great red waves. "Who is there to
match with the King of the Dog—Heads for me?" said Bodb Dearg. "l will go against him," said Lir of Sidhe
Finnachaidh, "though | heard there is not in the world a man with stronger hands than himself." "Who will be a
match for the King of the Cat-Heads?" said Bodb Dearg. "l will be a match for him," said Abarthach, son of
lldathach.

So Lir and the King of the Dog—Heads attacked one another, and they made a hard fight; but after a while Lir w.
getting the worst of it. "It is a pity the way Lir is," said Bodb Dearg; "and let some of you rise up and help him,"
he said. Then llbrec, son of Manannan, went to his help; but if he did, he got a wound himself and could do
nothing. Then Sigmal, grandson of Midhir, went to his help, and after him the five sons of Finnaistucan, and
others of the Men of Dea, but they were all driven off by the King of the Dog—Heads. But at that time Abarthach
had made an end of the King of the Cat-Heads, and he rose on his spear, and made a leap, and came down
between Lir and his enemy. "Leave off now and look on at the fight," he said to Lir, "and leave it to me and the
foreigner." With that he took his sword in his left hand and made a thrust with his spear in through the king's
armour. And as the king was raising up his shield, he struck at him with the sword that was in his left hand, and
cut off both his legs at the knees, and the king let fall his shield then, and Abarthach struck off his head. And the
two kings being dead, their people broke away and ran, but the Men of Dea followed them and made an end of
them all; but if they did, they lost a good many of their own men.

Part Il Book Ill: The March of the Fianna

AND Finn and the Fianna were at the house of Credhe yet, and they saw Taistellach coming towards them. It w
the custom, now, with Finn when he sent any one looking for news, that it was to himself it was to be told first,
the way that if he got bad news he would let on not to mind it; and if it was good news he got, he would have tht
satisfaction of telling it himself. So Taistellach told him how the foreigners were come to the harbour of the Whit
Strand.

Then Finn turned to his chief men, and he said: "Fianna of Ireland, there never came harm or danger to Ireland
be put aside this great danger that is come against us now. And you get great tribute and great service from the
chief men of Ireland," he said, "and if you take that from them it is right for you to defend them now."

And the Fianna all said they would not go back one step from the defence of Ireland. And as to Credhe, she ga
every one of them a battle dress, and they were taking leave of her, and Finn said: "Let the woman come along
with us till we know is it good or bad the end of this journey will be." So she came with them, bringing a great
herd of cattle; and through the whole length of the battle, that lasted a year and a day, she had new milk for the
and it was to her house the wounded were brought for healing.
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Then the Fianna set out, and they went to the borders of Ciarraighe Luachra and across by the shores of the
Bannlid with their left hand to Slieve Mis, and they made shelters for themselves that night, and kindled fires.

But Caoilte and Oisin and Lugaidh's Son said to one another they would go on to the harbour, the way they wol
have time to redden their hands in the blood of the foreigners before. the rest of the Fianna would come.

And at that time the King of the World bade some of his chief men to go on shore and to bring him back some

spoils. So they went to land and they gave out a great shout, and the people of the ships gave out a great shou
the same time. "l swear by the oath my people swear by," said Caoilte, "I have gone round the whole world, but
never heard so many voices together in one place." And with that he himself and Oisin and Lugaidh's Son mad
an attack on the strangers, and struck great blows at them. And when Conn Crither and Glas, son of Dremen,

heard the noise of those blows, they knew they were struck by some of the Fianna of Ireland, and they came ar
joined with them, and did great destruction on the strangers, till there was not one left of all that had come to lar

Part Il Book Ill: The First Fighters

AND in the morning they saw Finn and all his people coming to the rath that is above the harbour. "My father
Finn," said Oisin then, "let us fight now with the whole of the foreigners altogether." "That is not my advice," saic
Finn, "for the number of their armies is too great for us, and we could not stand against them. But we will send
out every day," he said, "some son of a king or of a leader against some king of the kings of the world that is
equal in blood to ourselves. And let none of you redden your arms," he said, "but against a king or a chief man
first, for when a king is fallen, his people will be more inclined to give way. And who will give out a challenge of
battle from me now?" he said. "l will do that," said the son of Cuban, leader of the Fianna of Munster. "Do not g
my son," said Finn, "for it is not showed to me that you will have good luck in the battle, and | never sent out an
man to fight without | knew he would come back safe to me." "Do not say that," said Cuban's son, "for | would
not for the treasure of the whole world go back from a fight on account of a bad foretelling. And as it is my own
country they have done their robbery in first," he said, "l will defend it for you." "It is sorrowful | am for that,"
said Finn, "for whichever of the kings of the world will meet you to—day, yourself and himself will fall together."

Then Glas, son of Dremen, gave out a challenge of fight from Cuban's son, and the King of Greece answered it
And the two fought hand to hand, and the King of Greece made a great cast of his thick spear at Cuban's son, t
went through his body and broke his back in two. But he did not take that blow as a gift, but he paid for it with a
strong cast of his own golden spear that went through the ringed armour of the King of Greece. And those two f
together, sole to sole, and lip to lip. "There is grief on me, Cuban's son to have fallen," said Finn, "for no one ev
went from his house unsatisfied; and a man that | would not keep, or the High King of Ireland would not keep fo
a week, he would keep him in his house through the length of a year. And let Follamain, his son, be called to mi
now," he said, "and | will give him his father's name and place."

They stopped there then till the next morning. "Who will go and fight to—day?" said Finn then. "l will do that,"
said Goll Garb, son of the King of Alban and of the daughter of Goll, son of Morna.

So he put on his battle dress, and there came against him the three kings from the rising of the sun in the east,
their three battalions with them. And Goll Garb rushed among their men, and wounded and maimed and destro!
them, and blinded their eyes for ever, so that their wits went from them, and they called to him to stop his deadl
sword for a while. So he did that; and it is what they agreed to take their three kings and to give them over to Gt
Garb that he might stop doing destruction with his sword.

"Who will go out and fight to—day?" said Finn, on the morning of the morrow. "l will go," said Qisin, "and the

chief men of the sons of Baiscne with me; for we get the best share of all the pleasant things of Ireland, and we
should be the first to defend her." "I will answer that challenge," said the King of France, "for it is against Finn |
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am come to Ireland, on account of my wife he brought away from me; and these men will fall by me now," he
said, "and Finn himself at the last; for when the branches of a tree are cut off, it is not hard to cut down the tree
itself."

So the King of France and Oisin met one another at the eastern end of the strand, and they struck their banners
soft silk into the green bill, and bared their swords and made a quick attack on one another. And at one time the
king struck such a great blow that he knocked a groan out of Oisin. But for all that he was worsted in the end, a
great fear came on him, like the fear of a hundred horses at the sound of thunder, and he ran from Qisin, and h
rose like a swallow, that his feet never touched the earth at all; and he never stopped till he came to Gleann na-
Gealt, the Valley of Wild Men. And ever since that time, people that have lost their wits make for that valley; anc
every mad person in Ireland, if he had his way, would go there within twenty—four hours.

And there rose great cries of lamentation from the armies of the World when they saw him going from them, an
the Fianna of Ireland raised great shouts of joy.

And when the night was coming on, it is what Finn said: "It is sad and gloomy the King of the World is to—night;
and it is likely he will make an attack on us. And which of you will keep watch over the harbour through the
night?" he said. "l will," said Oisin, "with the same number that was fighting along with me to—day; for it is not
too much for you to fight for the Fianna of Ireland through a day and a night," he said.

So they went down to the harbour, and it was just at that time the King of the World was saying, "It seems to me
men of the World, that our luck of battle was not good to—day. And let a share of you rise up now," he said, "anc
make an attack on the Fianna of Ireland." Then there rose up the nine sons of Garb, King of the Sea of Icht, tha
were smiths, and sixteen hundred of their people along with them, and they all went on shore but Dolar Durba t
was the eldest of them. And the sons of Baische were ready for them, and they fought a great battle till the earl
light of the morrow. And not one of them was left alive on either side that could hold a weapon but only Qisin ar
one of the Sons of Garb. And they made rushes at one another, and threw their swords out of their hands, and
closed their arms about one another, and wrestled together, so that it was worth coming from the east to the we
of the world to see the fight of those two. Then the foreigner gave a sudden great fall to Qisin, to bring him into
the sea, for he was a great swimmer, and he thought to get the better of him there. And QOisin thought it would n
be worthy of him to refuse any man his place of fighting. So they went into the water together, and they were
trying to drown one another till they came to the sand and the gravel of the clear sea. And it was a torment to th
heart of the Fianna, Oisin to be in that strait. "Rise up, Fergus of the Sweet Lips," said Finn then, "and go praise
my son and encourage him." So Fergus went down to the edge of the sea, and he said: "It is a good fight you a
making, Oisin, and there are many to see it, for the armies of the whole world are looking at you, and the Fiann
of Ireland. And show now," he said, "your ways and your greatness, for you never went into any place but some
woman of high beauty or some king's daughter set her love on you." Then Qisin's courage increased, and ange
came on him and he linked his hands behind the back of the foreigner and put him down on the sand under the
with his face upwards, and did not let him rise till the life was gone from him. And he brought the body to shore
then, and struck off his head and brought it to the Fianna.

But there was great grief and anger on Dolar Durba, the eldest of the sons of Garb, that had stopped in the shir
and he made a great oath that he would have satisfaction for his brothers. And he went to the High King, and h
said: "l will go alone to the strand, and | will kill a hundred men every day till | have made an end of the whole o
the armies of Ireland; and if any one of your own men comes to interfere with me," he said, "I will kill him along
with them."

The next morning Finn asked who would lead the battle that day. "I will," said Dubhan, son of Donn. "Do not,"
said Finn, "but let some other one go."
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But Dubhan went to the strand, and a hundred men along with him; and there was no one there before him but
Dolar Durba, and he said he was there to fight with the whole of them. And Dubhan's men gave a great shout o
laughter when they heard that; but Dolar Durba rushed on them, and he made an end of the whole hundred,
without a man of them being able to put a scratch on him.

And then he took a hurling stick and a ball, and he threw up the ball and kept it in the air with the hurl from the
west to the east of the strand without letting it touch the ground at all. And then he put the ball on his right foot
and kicked it high into the air, and when it was coming down he gave it a kick of his left foot and kept it in the ail
like that, and he rushing like a blast of March wind from one end of the strand to the other. And when he had dc
that he walked up and down on the strand making great boasts, and challenging the men of Ireland to do the lik
of those feats. And every day he killed a hundred of the men that were sent against him.

Part Il Book Ill: The King of Ulsters Son

Now it chanced at that time that news of the great battle was going on reached to the court of the King of Ulster
And the king's son, that was only twelve years of age, and that was the comeliest of all. the young men of Irelar
said to his father: "Let me go to help Finn, son of Cumhal, and his men." "You are not old enough, or strong
enough, boy; your bones are too soft," said the king. And when the boy went on asking, his father shut him up il
some close place, and put twelve young men, his foster—brothers, in charge of him.

There was great anger on the young lad then, and he said to his foster—brothers: "It is through courage and dar
my father won a great name for himself in his young youth, and why does he keep me from winning a hame for
myself? And let you help me now," he said, "and | will be a friend to you for ever." And he went on talking to
them and persuading them till he got round them all, and they agreed to go with him to join Finn and the Fianna
And when the king was asleep, they went into the house where the arms were kept, and every lad of them brou
away with him a shield and a sword and a helmet and two spears and two greyhound whelps. And they went
across Ess Ruadh in the north, and through Connacht of many tribes, and through Caille an Chosanma, the Wc
of Defence, that were called the choice of every king and the true honour of every poet, and into Ciarraighe, ant
so on to the White Strand.

And when they came there Dolar Durba was on the strand, boasting before the men of Ireland. And Oisin was
rising up to go against him, for he said he would sooner die fighting with him than see the destruction he was
doing every day on his people. And all the wise men and the fighting men and the poets and the musicians of tf
Fianna gave a great cry of sorrow when they heard Oisin saying that.

And the King of Ulster's son went to Finn and stood before him and saluted him, and Finn asked who he was, a
where did he come from. "I am the son of the King of Ulster," he said; "and | am come here, myself and my
twelve foster—brothers, to give you what help we can." "I give you a welcome," said Finn.

Just then they heard the voice of Dolar Durba, very loud and boastful. "Who is that | hear?" said the king's son.
is a man of the foreigners asking for a hundred men to go and meet him," said Finn.

Now, when the twelve foster—brothers heard that, they said no word but went down to the strand, unknown to tf
king's son and to Finn.

"You are not a grown man," said Conan; "neither yourself nor your comrades are fit to face any fighting man at
all." "I never saw the Fianna of Ireland till this day," said the young lad; "but | know well that you are Conan
Maol, that never says a good word of any man. And you will see now," he said, "if | am in dread of that man on
the strand, or of any man in the world, for | will go out against him by myself."
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But Finn kept him back and was talking with him; but then Conan began again, and he said: "It is many men
Dolar Durba has made an end of, and there was not a man of all those that could not have killed a hundred of tl
like of you every day."

When the king's son heard that, there was great anger on him, and he leaped up, and just then Dolar Durba ga
great shout on the strand. "What is he giving that shout for?" said the king's son. "He is shouting for more men t
come against him," said Conan, "for he is just after killing your twelve comrades." "That is a sorrowful story,"
said the king's son.

And with that he took hold of his arms, and no one could hold him or hinder him, and he rushed down to the
strand where Dolar Durba was. And all the armies of the strangers gave a great shout of laughter, for they thou
all Finn's men had been made an end of, when he sent a young lad like that against their best champion.

And when the boy heard that, his courage grew the greater, and he fell on Dolar Durba and gave him many
wounds before he knew he was attacked at all. And they fought a very hard fight together, till their shields and
their swords were broken in pieces. And that did not stop the battle, but they grappled together and fought and
wrestled that wayi, till the tide went over them and drowned them both. And when the sea went over them the
armies on each side gave out a great sorrowful cry.

And after the ebb-tide on the morrow, the two bodies were found cold and quiet, each one held fast by the othe
But Dolar Durba was beneath the king's son, so they knew it was the young lad was the best and had got the
victory. And they buried him, and put a flag—stone over his grave, and keened him there.

Part Il Book IlI: The High King's Son

Then Finn said he would send a challenge himself to Daire Donn, the King of the Great World. But Caoilte aske
leave to do that day's fighting himself. And Finn said he would agree to that if he could find enough of men to g
with him. And he himself gave him a hundred men, and Oisin did the same, and so on with the rest. And he gav
out his challenge, and it was the son of the King the Great Plain that answered it. And while they were in the he
of the fight, a fleet of ships came into the harbour, and Finn thought they were come to help the foreigners. But
Oisin looked at them, and he said: "It is seldom your knowledge fails you, Finn, but those are friends of our own
Fiachra, son of the King of the Fianna of the Bretons, and Duaban Donn, son of the Kings of Tuathmumain with
his own people."

And when those that were in the ships came on shore, they saw Caoilte's banner going down before the son of
King of the Great Plain. And they all went hurrying on to his help, and between them they made an end of the
king's son and of all his people.

"Who will keep watch to—night?" said Finn then. "We will," said the nine Garbhs of the Fianna, of Slieve Mis,
and Slieve Cua, and Slieve Clair, and Slieve Crot, and Slieve Muice, and Slieve Fuad, and Slieve Atha Moir, an
Dun Sobairce and Dundealgan. And they were not long watching till they saw the King of the Men of Dregan
coming towards them, and they fought a fierce battle; and at the end of the night there were left standing but thr
of the Garbhs, and the King of the Men of the Dregan. And they fought till their wits were gone from them; and
those four fell together, sole against sole, and lip against lip.

And the fight went on from day to day, and from week to week, and there were great losses on both sides. And
when Fergus of the Sweet Lips saw that so many of the Fianna were fallen, he asked no leave but went to
Teambhair of the Kings, where the High King of Ireland was, and he told him the way it was with Finn and his
people. "That is good," said the High King, "Finn to be in that strait; for there is no labouring man dares touch a
pig or a deer or a salmon if he finds it dead before him on account of the Fianna; and there is no man but is in
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dread to go from one place to another without leave from Finn, or to take a wife till he knows if she has a
sweetheart among the Fianna of Ireland. And it is often Finn has given bad judgments against us," he said, "ant
would be better for us the foreigners to gain the day than himself."

Then Fergus went out to the lawn where the High King's son was playing at ball. "It is no good help you are
giving to Ireland," said Fergus then, "to be playing a game without lasting profit, and strangers taking away your
country from you." And he was urging him and blaming him, and great shame came on the young man, and he
threw away the stick and went through the people of Team—hair and brought together all the young men, a
thousand and twenty of them that were in it. And they asked no leave and no advice from the High King, but the
set out and went on till they came to Finntraigh. And Fergus went to where Finn was, and told him the son of thi
High King of Ireland was come with him; and all the Fianna rose up before the young man and bade him
welcome. And Finn said: "Young man," he said, "we would sooner see you coming at a time when there would |
musicians and singers and poets and high—up women to make pleasure for you than at the time we are in the
straits of battle the way we are now." "It is not for playing | am come," said the young man, "but to give you my
service in battle." "I never brought a lad new to the work into the breast of battle," said Finn, "for it is often a lad
coming like that finds his death, and | would not wish him to fall through me." "I give my word," said the young
man, "I will do battle with them on my own account if | may not do it on yours." Then Fergus of the Fair Lips
went out to give a challenge of battle from the son of the High King of Ireland to the King of the World.

'‘Who will answer the King of Ireland's son for me?" said the King of the World. "I will go against him," said
Sligech, King of the Men of Cepda; and he went on shore, and his three red battalions with him. And the High
King's son went against them, and his comrades were near him, and they were saying to him: "Take a good he:
now into the fight, for the Fianna will be no better pleased if it goes well with you than if it goes well with the
foreigner." And when the High King's son heard that, he made a rush through the army of the foreigners, and
began killing and overthrowing them, till their chief men were all made an end of. Then Sligech their king came
to meet him, very angry and destroying, and they struck at one another and made a great fight, but at the last tf
King of Ireland's son got the upper hand, and he killed the King of the Men of Cepda and struck off his head.

Part Il Book IlI: The King of Lochlann and his Sons

AND the fighting went on from day to day, and at last Finn said to Fergus of the Sweet Lips: "Go out, Fergus, at
see how many of the Fianna are left for the fight to—day." And Fergus counted them, and he said: "There is one
battalion only of the Fianna left in good order; but there are some of the men of it," he said, "are able to fight
against three, and some that are able to fight against nine or thirty or a hundred." "If that is s0," said Finn, "rise |
and go to where the King of the World is, and bid him to come out to the great battle."

So Fergus went to the King of the World, and it is the way he was, on his bed listening to the music of harps an
pipes. "King of the World," said Fergus, "it is long you are in that sleep; and that is no shame for you," he said,
"for it will be your last sleep. And the whole of the Fianna are gone out to their place of battle," he said, "and let
you go out and answer them." "In my opinion," said the King of the World, "there is not a man of them is able to
fight against me; and how many are there left of the Fianna of Ireland?" "One battalion only that is in good ordel
said Fergus. "And how many of the armies of the World are there left?" he said. "Thirty battalions came with me
to Ireland; and there are twenty of them fallen by the Fianna, and what is left of them is ten red battalions in goc
order. And there are eight good fighters of them," he said, "that would put down the men of the whole world if
they were against me; that is, myself, and Conmail my son, and Ogarmach, the daughter of the King of Greece,
that is the best hand in battle of the whole world after myself, and Finnachta of the Teeth, the chief of my
household, and the King of Lochlann, Caisel Clumach of the Feathers, and his three sons, Tocha, and Forne of
Broad Shoulders, and Mongach of the Sea."

"l swear by the oath of my people," said the King of Lochlann then, "if any man of the armies goes out against tl
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Fianna before myself and my three sons, we will not go at all, for we would not get the satisfaction we are used
to, unless our swords get their fill of blood." "l will go out against them alone," said Forne, the youngest son of
the King of Lochlann. With that he put on his battle suit, and he went among the Fianna of Ireland, and a
red—-edged sword in each of his hands. And he destroyed those of their young men that were sent against him,
he made the strand narrow with their bodies.

And Finn saw that, and it was torment to his heart, and danger of death and loss of wits to him, and he was
encouraging the men of Ireland against Forne. And Fergus of the True Lips stood up, and it is what he said:
"Fianna of Ireland," he said, "it is a pity the way you are under hardship and you defending Ireland. And one ma
is taking her from you to—day," he said, "and you are like no other thing but a flock of little birds looking for
shelter in a bush from a hawk that is after them. And it is going into the shelter of Finn and Oisin and Caoilte yo
are," he said; "and not one of you is better than another, and none of you sets his face against the foreigner." "E
my oath," said Qisin, "all that is true, and no one of us tries to do better than another keeping him off." "There is
not one of you is better than another," said Fergus. Then Qisin gave out a great shout against the King of
Lochlann's son. "Stop here with me, king's son," he said, "until | fight with you for the Fianna." "l give my word it
is short the delay will be," said Forne.

Then he himself and Oisin made an attack on one another, and it seemed for a while that the battle was going
against Qisin. "By my word, Man of Poetry," said Finn then to Fergus of the True Lips, "It is a pity the way you
sent my son against the foreigner. And rise up and praise him and hearten him now," he said. So Fergus went
down to where the fight was, and he said: "There is great shame on the Fianna, Oisin, seeing you so low in this
fight; and there is many a foot messenger and many a horseman from the daughters of the kings and princes o
Ireland looking at you now," he said. And great courage rose in Qisin then, and he drove his spear through the
body of Forne, the King of Lochlann's son. And be himself came back to the Fianna of Ireland.

Then the armies of the World gave out a great cry, keening Forne; and there was anger and not fear on his
brothers, for they thought it no right thing he to have fallen by a man of the Fianna. And Tocha, the second son
the King of Lochlann, went on shore to avenge his brother. And he went straight into the middle of the Fianna,
and gave his sword good feeding on their bodies, till they broke away before him and made no stand till Lugaidl
Son turned round against him. And those two fought a great fight, till their swords were bent and their spears
crumbled away, and they lost their golden shields. And at the last Lugaidh's Son made a stroke of his sword the
cut through the foreigner's sword, and then he made another stroke that cut his heart in two halves. And he can
back high and proud to the Fianna.

Then the third son of the King of Lochlann, Mongach of the Sea, rose up, and all the armies rose up along with
him. 'Stop here, Men of the World," he said, "for it is not you but myself that has to go and ask satisfaction for tt
bodies of my brothers." So he went on shore; and it is the way he was, with a strong iron flail in his hand having
seven balls of pure iron on it, and fifty iron chains, and fifty apples on every chain, and fifty deadly thorns on
every apple. And he made a rush through the Fianna to break them up entirely and to tear them into strings, an
they gave way before him. And great shame came on Fidach, son of the King of the Bretons, and he said: "Con
here and praise me, Fergus of the True Lips, till | go out and fight with the foreigner." "It is easy to praise you,
son," said Fergus, and he was praising him for a long time.

Then the two looked at one another and used fierce, proud words. And then Mongach of the Sea raised his iron
flail and made a great blow at the King of the Bretons' son. But he made a quick leap to one side and gave him
blow of his sword that cut off his two hands at the joint; and he did not stop at that, but made a blow at his midd
that cut him into two halves. But as he fell, an apple of the flail with its deadly thorns went into Fidach's comely

mouth and through his brain, and it was foot to foot those two fell, and lip to lip.

And the next that came to fight on the strand was the King of Lochlann himself, Caisel of the Feathers. And be
came to the battle having his shield on his arm; and it is the way the shield was, that was made for him by the
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smith of the Fomor, there were red flames coming from it; and if it was put under the sea itself, not one of its
flames would stop blazing. And when he had that shield on his arm no man could come near him.

And there was never such destruction done on the men of Ireland as on that day, for the flames of fire that he s
from his shield went through the bodies of men till they blazed up like a splinter of oak that was after hanging
through the length of a year in the smoke of a chimney; and any one that would touch the man that was burning
would catch fire himself. And every other harm that ever came into Ireland before was small beside this.

Then Finn said: "Lift up your hands, Fianna of Ireland, and give thee shouts of blessing to whoever will hinder
this foreigner." And the Fianna gave those three shouts; and the King of Lochlann gave a great laugh when he
heath them. And Druimderg, grandson of the Head of the Fianna of Ulster, was near him, and he had with him :
deadly spear, the Croderg, the Red—Socketed, that came down from one to another of the sons of Rudraighe. £
he looked at the King of Lochlann, and he could see no part of him without armour but his mouth that was open
wide, and he laughing at the Fianna. Then Druimderg made a cast with the Croderg that hit him in the open
mouth, and befell, and his shield fell along with its master, and its flame went out. And Druimderg struck the he:
from his body, and made great boasts of the things he had done.

Part Il Book IlI: Labran's Journey

IT is then Fergus of the True Lips set out again and went through the length of Ireland till he came to the house
Tadg, son of Nuada, that was grandfather to Finn.

And there was great grief on Muirne, Finn's mother, and on Labran of the Long Hand her brother, and on all hel
people, when they knew the great danger he was in. And Tadg asked his wife who did she think would escape
with their lives from the great fighting at the White Strand. "It is a pity the way they are there," said she; "for if al
the living men of the world were on one side, Daire Donn, the King of the World, would put them all down; for
there are no weapons in the world that will ever be reddened on him. And on the night he was born, the smith o
the Fomor made a shield and a sword, and it is in the prophecy that he will fall by no other arms but those. And
is to the King of the Country of the Fair Men he gave them to keep, and it is with him they are now." "If that is
s0," said Tadg, "you might be able to get help for Finn, son of Cumhal, the only son of your daughter. And bid
Labran Lamfada to go and ask those weapons of him," he said. "Do not be asking me," said she, "to go against
Daire Donn that was brought up in my father's house." But after they had talked for a while, they went out on the
lawn, and they sent Labran looking for the weapons in the shape of a great eagle.

And be went on from sea to sea, till at noon on the morrow he came to the dun of the King of the Country of the
Fair Men; and he went in his own shape to the dun and saluted the king, and the king bade him welcome, and
asked him to stop with him for a while. "There is a thing | want more than that," said Labran, "for the wife of a
champion of the Fianna has given me her love, and | cannot get her without fighting for her, and it is the loan of
that sword and that shield you have in your keeping | am come asking now," he said.

There were seven rooms, now, in the king's house that opened into one another, and on the first door was one
lock, and on the second two locks, and so on to the door of the last room that had seven locks; and it was in the
the sword and the shield that were made by the smith of the Fomor were kept. And they were brought out and
were given to Labran, and stalks of luck were put with them, and they were bound together with shield straps.

Then Labran of the Long Hand went back across the seas again, and he reached his father's dun between the
crowing of the cock and the full light of day; and the weakness of death came on him. "It is a good message yol
are after doing, my son," said Tadg, "and no one ever went that far in so short a time as yourself." "It is little pro
that is to me," said Labran, "for | am not able to bring them to Finn in time for the fight to—-morrow."
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But just at that time one of Tadg's people saw Aedh, son of Aebinn, that was as quick as the wind over a plain t
the middle of every day, and after that, there was no man quicker than he was. "You are come at a good time,"
said Tadg. And with that he gave him the sword and the shield to bring to Finn for the battle.

So Aedh, son of Aebinn, went with the swiftness of a hare or of a fawn or a swallow, till at the rising of the day
on the morrow he came to the White Strand. And just at that time Fergus of the True Lips was rousing up the
Fianna for the great fight, and it is what he said: "Fianna of Ireland," he said, "if there was the length of seven
days in one day, you would have work to fill it now; for there never was and there never will be done in Ireland &
day's work like the work of to—day."

Then the Fianna of Ireland rose up, and they saw Aedh, son of Aebinn, coming towards them with his quick
running, and Finn asked news from him. "It is from the dun of Tadg, son of Nuada, | am come," he said, "and it
to yourself | am sent, to ask how it is you did not redden your weapons yet upon the King of the World."

"l swear by the oath of my people," said Finn, "if | do not redden my weapons on him, | will crush his body
within his armour." "I have here for you, King of the Fianna," said Aedh then, "the deadly weapons that will bring
him to his death; and it was Labran of the Long Hand got them for you through his Druid arts." He put them in
Finn's hand then, and Finn took the coverings off them, and there rose from them flashes of fire and deadly
bubbles; and not one of the Fianna could stay looking at them, but it put great courage into them to know they
were with Finn. "Rise up now," said Finn to Fergus of the True Lips, "and go where the King of the World is, anc
bid him to come out to the place of the great fight."

Part Il Book Ill: The Great Fight

THEN the King of the World came to the strand, and all his armies with him; and all that were left of the Fianna
went out against them, and they were like thick woods meeting one another, and they made great strokes, and
there were swords crashing against bones, and bodies that were backed, and eyes that were blinded, and man
mother was left without her son, and many a comely wife without her comrade.

Then the creatures of the high air answered to the battle, foretelling the destruction that would be done that day
and the sea chattered of the losses, and the waves gave heavy shouts keening them, and the water—beasts roe
one another, and the rough hills creaked with the danger of the battle, and the woods trembled mourning the
heroes, and the grey stones cried out at their deeds, and the wind sobbed telling them, and the earth shook,
foretelling the slaughter; and the cries of the grey armies put a cloak over the sun, and the clouds were dark; ar
the hounds and the whelps and the crows, and the witches of the valley, and the powers of the air, and the wol\
of the forests, howled from every quarter and on every side of the armies, urging them against one another.

It was then Conan, son of Morna, brought to mind that himself and his kindred had done great harm to the sons
Baiscne, and he had a wish to do some good thing for them on account of that, and he raised up his sword and
great deeds.

And Finn was over the battle, encouraging the Fianna; and the King of the World was on the other side
encouraging the foreigners. "Rise up now, Fergus," said Finn, "and praise Conan for me that his courage may k
the greater, for it is good work he is doing on my enemies." So Fergus went where Conan was, and at that time
was heated with the dust of the fight, and he was gone outside to let the wind go about him.
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"It is well you remember the old quarrel between the sons of Morna and the sons of Baiscne, Conan," said Ferg
"and you would be ready to go to your own death if it would bring harm on the sons of Baiscne," he said. "For tt
love of your good nhame, Man of Poetry," said Conan, "do not be speaking against me without cause, and | will
good work on the foreigners when | get to the battle again." "By my word," said Fergus, "that would be a good
thing for you to do." He sang a verse of praise for him then, and Conan went back into battle, and his deeds we
not worse this time than they were before. And Fergus went back to where Finn was.

"Who is best in the battle now?" said Finn. "Duban, son of Cas, a champion of your own people," said Fergus,
"for he never gives but the one stroke to any man, and no man escapes with his life from that stroke, and three
times nine and eighty men have fallen by him up to this time." And Duban Donn, great—grandson of the King of
Tuathmumhain, was there listening to him, and it is what he said: "By my oath, Fergus," he said, "all you are
saying is true, for there is not a son of a king or of a lord is better in the battle than Duban, son of Cas; and | will
go to my own death if | do not go beyond him." With that he went rushing through the battle like flames over a
high hill that is thick with furze. Nine times be made a round of the battle, and he killed nine times nine in every
round. "Who is best in the battle now?" said Finn, after a while. "It is Duban Donn that is after going from us,"
said Fergus. "For there has been no one ahead of him since he was in his seventh year, and there is no one ah
of him now." "Rise up and praise him that his courage may be the greater," said Finn. "It is right to praise him,"
said Fergus, "and the foreigners running before him on every side as they would run from a heavy drenching of
the sea." So Fergus praised him for a while, and he went back then to Finn.

"Who is best in the battle now?" said Finn. "It is Osgar is best in it now," said Fergus, "and he is fighting alone
against two hundred Franks and two hundred of the men of Gairian, and the King of the Men of Gairian himself.
And all these are beating at his shield," he said, "and not one of them has given him a wound but he gave him &
wound back for it." "What way is Caoilte, son of Ronan?" said Finn. "He is in no great strait after the red
slaughter he has made," said Fergus. "Go to him then," said Finn, "and bid him to keep off a share of the
foreigners from Osgar." So Fergus went to him. "Caoilte," he said, 'it is great danger your friend Osgar is in und
the blows of the foreigners, and let you rise up and give him some help," he said.

Caoilte went then to the place where Osgar was, and he gave a straight blow of his sword at the man who was
nearest him, that made two halves of him. Osgar raised his head then and looked at him. "It is likely, Caoilte," h
said, "you did not dare redden your sword on any one till you struck down a man that was before my sword. An
it is a shame for you," be said, "all the men of the great world and the Fianna of Ireland to be in the one battle, ¢
you not able to make out a fight for yourself without coming to take a share of my share of the battle. And | give
my oath," he said, "l would be glad to see you put down in your bed of blood on account of that thing." Caoilte's
mind changed when he heard that, and he turned again to the army of the foreigners with the redness of anger
his white face; and eighty fighting men fell in that rout.

"What way is the battle now?" said Finn. "It is a pity," said Fergus, "there never came and there never will come
any one that can tell the way it is now. For by my word," he said, "the tree-tops of the thickest forest in the whol
of the western world are not closer together than the armies are now. For the bosses of their shields are one
another's hands. And there is fire coming from the edges of their swords," he said, "and blood is raining down lil
a shower on a day of harvest; and there were never so many leaves torn by the wind from a great forest as ther
are locks of long golden hair, and of black curled hair, cut off by sharp weapons, blowing into the clouds at this
time. And there is no person could tell one man from another, now," he said, "unless it might be by their voices.
With that he went into the very middle of the fight to praise and to hearten the men of the Fianna.

"Who is first in the battle now, Fergus?" said Finn, when he came back to him. "By my oath, it is no friend of
your own is first in it," said Fergus, "for it is Daire Donn, the King of the World; and it is for you he is searching
through the battle," be said, "and three times fifty of his own people were with him. But two of the men of your
Fianna fell on them,” he said, "Cairell the Battle Striker, and Aelchinn of Cruachan, and made an end of them. E
they were not able to wound the King of the World," he said, "but the two of them fell together by him."
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Then the King of the World came towards Finn, and there was no one near him but Arcallach of the Black Axe,
the first that ever brought a wide axe into Ireland. "l give my word," said Arcallach, "l would never let Finn go
before me into any battle." He rose up then and made a terrible great blow of his axe at the king, that went thro
his royal crown to the hair of his head, but that did not take a drop of blood out of him, for the edge of the axe
turned and there went balls of fire over the plain from that blow. And the King of the World struck back at
Arcallach, and made two halves of him.

Then Finn and the King of the World turned on one another. And when the king saw the sword and the shield in
Finn's hand, he knew those were the weapons that were to bring him to his death, and great dread came on hin
and his comeliness left him, and his fingers were shaking, and his feet were unsteady, and the sight of his eyes
was weakened.

And then the two fought a great fight, striking at one another like two days of judgment for the possession of the
world.

But the king, that had never met with a wound before, began to be greatly weakened in the fight. And Finn gave
great strokes that broke his shield and his sword, and that cut off his left foot, and at the last he struck off his he
But if he did, he himself fell into a faint of weakness with the dint of the wounds he had got.

Then Finnachta of the Teeth, the first man of the household of the King of the World, took hold of the royal
crown of the king, and brought it where Conmail his son was, and put it on his head.

"That this may bring you success in many battles, my son," he said. And he gave him his father's weapons alon
with it; and the young man went through the battle looking for Finn, and three fifties of the men of the Fianna fel
by him. Then Goll Garbh the Rough, son of the King of Alban, saw him and attacked him, and they fought a har
fight. But the King of Alban's son gave him a blow under the shelter of the shield, in his left side, that made an
end of him.

Finnachta of the Teeth saw that, and he made another rush at the royal crown, and brought it to where Ogarma
was, the daughter of the King of Greece. "Put on that crown, Ogarmach," he said, "as it is in the prophecy the
world will be owned by a woman; and it will never be owned by any woman higher than yourself," he said.

She went then to look for Finn in the battle, and Fergus of the True Lips saw her, and he went where Finn was.
King of the Fianna," he said then, "bring to mind the good fight you made against the King of the World and all
your victories before that; for it is a great danger is coming to you now," he said, "and that is Ogarmach, daught
of the King of Greece."

With that the woman-fighter came towards him. "O Finn," she said, "it is little satisfaction you are to me for all
the kings and lords that have fallen by you and by your people; but for all that," she said, "there is nothing bettel
for me to get than your own self and whatever is left of your people." "You will not get that," said Finn, "for | will
lay your head in its bed of blood the same as | did to every other one." Then those two attacked one another lik
as if there had risen to smother one another the flooded wave of Cliodna, and the seeking wave of Tuaigh, and
big brave wave of Rudraighe. And though the woman-warrior fought for a long time, a blow from Finn reached
to her at last and cut through the royal crown, and with a second blow he struck her head off. And then he fell
himself in his bed of blood, and was the same as dead, but that he rose again.

And the armies of the World and the Fianna of Ireland were fallen side by side there, and there were none left fi
to stand but Cael, son of Crimthan of the Harbours, and the chief man of the household of the King of the Worlc
Finnachta of the Teeth. And Finnachta went among the dead bodies and lifted up the body of the King of the
World and brought it with him to his ship, and he said: "Fianna of Ireland," he said, "although it is bad this battle
was for the armies of the World, it was worse for yourselves; and | am going back to tell that in the East of the
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World," he said. Finn heard him saying that, and he lying on the ground in his blood, and the best men of the Sc
of Baiscne about him, and he said: "It is a pity | not to have found death before | heard the foreigner saying thos
words. And nothing | myself have done, or the Fianna of Ireland, is worth anything since there is left a man of tt
foreigners alive to go back into the great world again to tell that story. And is there any one left living near me?"
he said. "l am," said Fergus of the True Lips. "What way is the battle now?" said Finn. "It is a pity the way it is,"
said Fergus, "for, by my word," he said, "since the armies met together to—day, no man of the foreigners or of tf
men of Ireland took a step backward from one another till they all fell foot to foot, and sole to sole. And there is
not so much as a blade of grass or a grain of sand to be seen," he said, "with the bodies of fighting men that are
stretched on them; and there is no nan of the two armies that is not stretched in that bed of blood, but only the
chief man of the household of the King of the World, and your own foster—son, Cael, son of Crimthan of the
Harbours." 'Rise up and go to him," said Finn. So Fergus went where Cael was, and asked what way was he. "l
a pity the way | am," said Cael, "for | swear by my word that if my helmet and my armour were taken from me,
there is no part of my body but would fall from the other; and by my oath," he said, "it is worse to me to see that
man beyond going away alive than | myself to be the way | am. And | leave my blessing to you, Fergus," he sai
"and take me on your back to the sea till | swim after the foreigner, and it is glad | would be the foreigner to fall
by me before the life goes out from my body." Fergus lifted him up then and brought him to the sea, and put hin
swimming after the foreigner. And Finnachta waited for him to reach the ship, for he thought he was one of his
own people. And Cael raised himself up when he came beside the ship, and Finnachta stretched out his hand t
him. And Cael took hold of it at the wrist, and clasped his fingers round it, and gave a very strong pull at him, th
brought him over the side. Then their hands shut across one another's bodies, and they went down to the sand
the gravel of the clear sea.

Part Il Book Ill: Credhe's Lament

THEN there came the women and the musicians and the singers and the physicians of the Fianna of Ireland to
search out the kings and the princes of the Fianna, and to bury them; and every one that might be healed was
brought to a place of healing.

And Credhe, wife of Cael, came with the others, and went looking through the bodies for her comely comrade,
and crying as she went. And as she was searching, she saw a crane of the meadows and her two nestlings, an
cunning beast the fox watching the nestlings; and when the crane covered one of the birds to save it, he would
make a rush at the other bird, the way she had to stretch herself out over the birds; and she would sooner have
her own death by the fox than her nestlings to be killed by him. And Credhe was looking at that, and she said: "
is no wonder | to have such love for my comely sweetheart, and the bird in that distress about her nestlings."

Then she heard a stag in Druim Ruighlenn above the harbour, that was making great lamentations for his hind

from place to place, for they had been nine years together, and had lived in the wood at the foot of the harbour,
Fidh Leis, and Finn had killed the hind, and the stag was nineteen days without tasting grass or water, lamentin
after the hind. "It is no shame for me," said Credhe, "I to die for grief after Cael, since the stag is shortening his
life sorrowing after the hind."

Then she met with Fergus of the True Lips. "Have you news of Cael for me, Fergus?" she said. "I have news,"
said Fergus, "for he and the last man that was left of the foreigners, Finnachta Fiaclach, are after drowning one
another in the sea.”

And at that time the waves had put Cael back on the strand, and the women and the men of the Fianna that we
looking for him raised him up, and brought him to the south of the White Strand.

And Credhe came to where he was, and she keened him and cried over him, and she made this complaint: +
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"The harbour roars, O the harbour roars, over the rushing race of the Headland of the Two Storms, the drownin
of the hero of the Lake of the Two Dogs, that is what the waves are keening on the strand.

"Sweet-voiced is the crane, O sweet-voiced is the crane in the marshes of the Ridge of the Two Strong Men; it
she cannot save her nestlings, the wild dog of two colours is taking her little ones.

"Pitiful the cry, pitiful the cry the thrush is making in the Pleasant Ridge, sorrowful is the cry of the blackbird in
Leiter Laeig.

"Sorrowful the call, O sorrowful the call of the deer in the Ridge of Two Lights; the doe is lying dead in Druim
Silenn, the mighty stag cries after her.

"Sorrowful to me, O sorrowful to me the death of the hero that lay beside me; the son of the woman of the Woot
of the Two Thickets, to be with a bunch of grass under his head.

"Sore to me, O sore to me Cad to be a dead man beside me, the waves to have gone over his white body; it is |
pleasantness that has put my wits astray.

"A woeful shout, O a woeful shout the waves are making on the strand; they that took hold of comely Cael, a pi
it is he went to meet them.

"A woeful crash, O a woeful crash the waves are making on the strand to the north, breaking against the smoot
rock, crying after Cael now he is gone.

"A sorrowful fight, O a sorrowful fight, the sea is making with the strand to the north; my beauty is lessened; the
end of my life is measured.

"A song of grief, O a song of grief is made by the waves of Tulcha Leis; all | had is gone since this story came tt
me. Since the son of Crimthann is drowned | will love no one after him for ever; many a king fell by his hand; hi:
shield never cried out in the battle.”

After she had made that complaint, Credhe laid herself down beside Cae anld died for grief after him. And they
were put in the one grave, and it was Caoilte raised the stone over them.

And after that great battle of the White Strand, that lasted a year and a day, there was many a sword and shielc
broken, and many a dead body lying on the ground, and many a fighting man left with a foolish smile on his fac

And the great name that was on the armies of the World went from them to the Fianna of Ireland; and they took
the ships and the gold and the silver and all the spoils of the armies of the World. And from that time the Fianna
had charge of the whole of Ireland, to keep it from the Fomor and from any that might come against it.

And they never lost power from that time until the time of their last battle, the sorrowful battle of Gabhra.

Part 1l Book IV: King of Britains Son

ARTHUR, son of the King of Britain, came one time to take service with Finn, and three times nine men along
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with him. And they went hunting one day on Beinn Edair, and Finn took his place on the Cairn of the Fianna
between the hill and the sea, and Arthur took his stand between the hunt and the sea, the way the deer would r
escape by swimming.

And while Arthur was there he took notice of three of Finn's hounds, Bran, and Sceolan and Adhnuall, and he
made a plan in his mind to go away across the sea, himself and his three nines, bringing those three hounds al
with him. So he did that, and he himself and his men brought away the hounds and crossed the sea, and the pl:
where they landed was Inver Mara Gamiach on the coast of Britain. And after they landed, they went to the
mountain of Lodan, son of Lir, to hunt on it.

And as to the Fianna, after their bunting was done they gathered together on the hill; and as the custom was, al
Finn's hounds were counted. Three hundred full-grown hounds he had, and two hundred wheips; and it is what
the poets used to say, that to be counting them was like counting the branches on a tree.

Now on this day when they were counted, Bran and Sceolan and Adhnuall were missing; and that was told to
Finn. He bade his people to search again through the three battalions of the Fianna, but search as they would,
hounds were not to be found.

Then Finn sent for a long—shaped basin of pale—gold, and water in it, and he put his face in the water, and his
hand over his face, and it was showed him what had happened, and he said: "The King of Britain's son has
brought away the hounds. And let nine men be chosen out to follow after them," he said. So nine men were
chosen out, Diarmuid, grandson of Duibhne; Goll, son of Morna; Oisin, son of Finn; Faolan, the friend of the
hounds, son of a woman that had come over the sea to give her love to Finn; Ferdoman, son of Bodb Dearg; tw
sons of Finn, Raighne Wide Eye and Vainche the Crimson—-Red; Glas, son of Enchered Bera, with Caoilte and
Lugaidh's Son. And the nine put their helmets on their heads, and took their long spears in their hands, and the
felt sure they were a match for any four hundred men from the east to the west of the world.

They set out then, till they came to the mountain of Lodan, son of Lir; and they were not long there till they hear
talk of men that were hunting in that place.

Arthur of Britain and his people were sitting on a hunting mound just at that time, and the nine men of the Fiann
made an attack on them and killed all of them but Arthur, that Goll, son of Morna, put his two arms about and
saved from death. Then they turned to go back to Ireland, bringing Arthur with them, and the three hounds. And
as they were going, Goll chanced to look around him and he saw a dark—grey horse, having a bridle with fittings
of worked gold. And then he looked to the left and saw a bay mare that was not easy to get hold of, and it havin
a bridle of silver rings and a golden bit. And Goll took hold of the two, and he gave them into Oisin's hand, and |
gave them onto Diarmuid.

They went back to Finn then, bringing his three hounds with them, and the King of Britain's son as a prisoner; a
Arthur made bonds with Finn, and was his follower till he died.

And as to the horse and the mare, they gave them to Finn; and the mare bred eight times, at every birth eight fc
and it is of that seed came all the horses of the fair Fianna of the Gael, for they had used no horses up to that ti

And that was not the only time Finn was robbed of some of his hounds. For there was a daughter of Roman wa
woman-Druid to the Tuatha de Danaan, and she set her love on Finn. But Finn said, so long as there was anot
woman to be found in the world, he would not marry a witch. And one time, three times fifty of Finn's hounds
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passed by the hill where she was; and she breathed on the hounds and shut them up in the hill, and they never
came out again. It was to spite Finn she did that, and the place got the name of Duma na Corn, the Mound of tr
Hounds.

And as to Adhnuall, one of the bounds Finn thought most of, and that was brought back from the King of Britain
son, this is the way he came to his death afterwards.

There was a great fight one time between the Fianna and Macoon, son of Macnia, at some place in the provinci
Leinster, and a great many of the Fianna were killed. And the hound Adhnuall went wandering northward from
the battle and went astray; and three times he went round the whole of Ireland, and then he came back to the p
of the battle, and to a hill where three young men of the Fianna that had fallen there were buried after their deat
and three daughters of a King of Alban that had died for love of them. And when Adhnuall came to that hill, he
gave three loud howls and he stretched himself out and died.

Part Il Book IV: Cave of Ceiscoran

FINN called for a great hunt one time on the plains of Magh Chonaill and in the forest parts of Cairbre of the
Nuts. And he himself went up to the top of Ceiscoran, and his two dogs Bran and Sceolan with him.

And the Fianna were shouting through the whole country where they were hunting, the way the deer were rouse
in their wild places and the badgers in their holes, and foxes in their wanderings, and birds on the wing.

And Conaran, son of Imidd, of the Tuatha de Danaan, had the sway in Ceiscoran at that time, and when he hec
the shouting and the cry of the hounds all around, he bade his three daughters that had a great share of
enchantments, to do vengeance on Finn for his hunting.

The three women went then to the opening of a cave that was in the hills, and there they sat down together, ant
they put three strong enchanted hanks of yarn on crooked holly-sticks, and began to reel them off outside the
cave.

They were not long there till Finn and Conan came towards them, and saw the three ugly old hags at their work
their coarse hair tossed, their eyes red and bleary, their teeth sharp and crooked, their arms very long, their nail
like the tips of cows' horns, and the three spindles in their hands.

Finn and Conan passed through the banks of yarn to get a better look at the hags. And no sooner had they don
that, than a deadly trembling came on them and a weakness, and the bold hags took hold of them and put therr
tight bonds.

Two other men of the Fianna came up then, and the sons of Menhann along with them, and they went through 1
spindles to where Finn and Conan were, and their strength went from them in the same way, and the hags tied
them fast and carried them into the cave.

They were not long there till Caoilte and Lugaidh's Son came to the place, and along with them the best men of
the sons of Baiscne. The Sons of Morna came as well, and no sooner did they see the hanks than their strengtt
and their bravery went out of them the same as it went from the others.

And in the end the whole number of them, gentle and simple, were put in bonds by the hags, and brought into tl
cave. And there began at the mouth of the cave a great outcry of hounds calling for their masters that had left
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them there. And there was lying on the hillside a great heap of deer, and wild pigs, and hares, and badgers, de:
and torn, that were brought as far as that by the hunters that were tied up now in the cave.

Then the three women came in, having swords in their hands, to the place where they were lying, to make an e
of them. But first they looked out to see was there ever another man of the Fianna to bring in and to make an et
of with the rest.

And they saw coming towards them a very tall man that was Goll, son of Morna, the Flame of Battle. And when
the three hags saw him they went to meet him, and they fought a hard battle with him. And great anger came ol
Goll, and he made great strokes at the witches, and at the last he raised up his sword, and with one blow he cu
two that were nearest him through and through.

And then the oldest of the three women wound her arms about Goll, and he beheading the two others, and he
turned to face her and they wrestled together, till at last Goll gave her a great twist and threw her on the ground
He tied her fast then with the straps of a shield, and took his sword to make an end of her. But the hag said: "O
champion that was never worsted, strong man that never went back in battle, | put my body and my life under tt
protection of your bravery. And it is better for you," she said, "to get Finn and the Fianna safe and whole than tc
have my blood; and | swear by the gods my people swear by," she said, "l will give them back to you again."

With that Goll set her free, and they went together into the hill where the Fianna were lying. And Goll said:
"Loose off the fastenings first from Fergus of the True Lips and from the other learned men of the Fianna; and
after that from Finn, and Qisin, and the twenty—nine sons of Moms, and from all the rest."

She took off the fastenings then, and the Fianna made no delay, but rose up and went out and sat down on the
of the hill. And Fergus of the Sweet Lips looked at Goll, son of Morna, and made great praises of him, and of all
that he had done.

Part Il Book 1V: Donn, Son of Midhir

ONE time the Fianna were at their hunting at the island of Toraig to the north of Ireland, and they roused a fawr
that was very wild and beautiful, and it made for the coast, and Finn and six of his men followed after it through
the whole country, till they came to Slieve—nam-Ban. And there the fawn put down its head and vanished into tl
earth, and none of them knew where was it gone to.

A heavy snow began to fall then that bent down the tops of the trees like a willow—gad, and the courage and the
strength went from the Fianna with the dint of the bad weather, and Finn said to Caoilte: "Is there any place we
can find shelter to—night?" Caoilte made himself supple then, and went over the elbow of the hill southward.

And when he looked around him he saw a house full of light, with cups and horns and bowls of different sorts in
it. He stood a good while before the door of the house, that he knew to be a house of the Sidhe, thinking would
be best go in and get news of it, or to go back to Finn and the few men that were with him. And he made up his
mind to go into the house, and there he sat down on a shining chair in the middle of the floor; and he looked
around him, and he saw, on the one side, eight-and-twenty armed men, each of them having a well-shaped
woman beside him. And on the other side he saw six nice young girls, yellow—haired, having shaggy gowns frol
their shoulders. And in the middle there was another young girl sitting in a chair, and a harp in her hand, and sh
playing on it and singing. And every time she stopped, a man of them would give her a horn to drink from, and
she would give it back to him again, and they were all making mirth around her.

She spoke to Caoilte then. "Caoilte, my life," she said, "give us leave to attend on you now." "Do not," said
Caoilte, "for there is a better man than myself outside, Finn, son of Cumhal, and he has a mind to eat in this hot
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to—night." "Rise up, Caoilte, and go for Finn," said a man of the house then; "for he never refused any man in hi
own house, and he will get no refusal from us."

Caoilte went back then to Finn, and when Finn saw him he said: "It is long you are away from us, Caoilte, for
from the time | took arms in my hands | never had a night that put so much hardship on me as this one."

The six of them went then into the lighted house and their shields and their arms with them. And they sat down
the edge of a seat, and a girl having yellow hair came and brought them to a shining seat in the middle of the
house, and the newest of every food, and the oldest of every drink was put before them. And when the sharpne
of their hunger and their thirst was lessened, Finn said: "Which of you can | question?" "Question whoever you
have a mind to," said the tallest of the men that was near him. "Who are you yourself then?" said Finn, "for | did
not think there were so many champions in Ireland, and | not knowing them."

"Those eight-and-twenty armed men you see beyond," said the tall man, "had the one father and mother with
myself; and we are the sons of Midhir of the Yellow Hair, and our mother is Fionnchaem, the fair, beautiful
daughter of the King of the Sidhe of Monaid in the east. And at one time the Tuatha de Danaan had a gathering
and gave the kingship to Bodb Dearg, son of the Dagda, at his bright hospitable place, and he began to ask
hostages of myself and of my brothers; but we said that till all the rest of the Men of Dea had given them, we
would not give them. Bodb Dearg said then to our father: '‘Unless you will put away your sons, we will wall up
your dwelling—place on you.' So the eight—and-twenty brothers of us came out to look for a place for ourselves;
and we searched all Ireland till we found this secret place, and we are here ever since. And my own name," he
said, "is Donn, son of Midhir. And we had every one of us ten hundred armed men belonging to himself, but the
are all worn away now, and only the eight-and-twenty of us left." "What is it is wearing you away?" said Finn.
"The Men of Dea," said Donn, "that come three times in every year to give battle to us on the green outside."
"What is the long new grave we saw on the green outside?" said Finn. "It is the grave of Diangalach, a man of
enchantments of the Men of Dea; and that is the greatest loss came on them yet," said Donn; "and it was | mys
killed him," he said. "What loss came next to that?" said Finn. "All the Tuatha de Danaan had of jewels and rich
and treasures, horns and vessels and cups of pale gold, we took from them at the one time." "What was the thir
greatest loss they had?" said Finn. "It was Fethnaid, daughter of Feclach, the woman-harper of the Tuatha de
Danaan, their music and the delight of their minds," said Donn.

"And to—-morrow," he said, "they will be coming to make an attack on us, and there is no one but myself and my
brothers left; and we knew we would be in danger, and that we could make no stand against them. And we sen
that bare—headed girl beyond to Toraig in the North in the shape of a foolish fawn, and you followed her here. It
is that girl washing herself, and having a green cloak about her, went looking for you.

"And the empty side of the house," he said, "belonged to our people that the Men of Dea have killed."

They spent that night in drinking and in pleasure. And when they rose up in the morning of the morrow, Donn,
son of Midhir, said to Finn, "Come out with me now on the lawn till you see the place where we fight the battles
every year." They went out then and they looked at the graves and the flag—stones, and Donn said: "It is as far
this the Men of Dea come to meet us." "Which of them come here?" said Finn.

"Bodb Dearg with his seven sons," said Donn; "and Angus Og, son of the Dagda, with his seven sons; and
Finnbharr of Choc Medha with his seventeen sons; Lir of Sidhe Fionnachaidh with his twenty—seven sons and
their sons; Tadg, son of Nuada, out of the beautiful hill of Aimhuin; Donn of the Island and Donn of the Vat; the
two called Glas from the district of Osraige; Dobhran Dubthaire from the hill of Liamhain of the Smooth Shirt;
Aedh of the Island of Rachrainn in the north; Feral and Aillinn and Lir and Fainnle, sons of Eogobal, from Cnoc
Aine in Munster; Cian and Coban and Conn, three sons of the King of Sidhe Monaid in Alban; Aedh Minbhreac
of Ess Ruadh with his seven sons; the children of the Morrigu, the Great Queen, her six—and-twenty women
warriors, the two Luaths from Magh Lif ; Derg and Drecan out of the hill of Beinn Edair in the east; Bodb Dearg
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himself with his great household, ten hundred ten score and ten. Those are the chief leaders of the Tuatha de
Danaan that come to destroy our hill every year."

Finn went back into the hill then, and told all that to his people. "My people," he said, "it is in great need and
under great oppression the sons of Midhir are, and it is into great danger we are come ourselves. And unless w
make a good fight now," he said, "it is likely we will never see the Fianna again."

"Good Finn," every one of them said then, "did you ever see any drawing—back in any of us that you give us the
warning?" "l give my word," said Finn, "if | would go through the whole world having only this many of the
Fianna of Ireland with me, | would not know fear nor fright. And good Donn," he said, "is it by day or by night
the Men of Dea come against you?" "It is at the fall of night they come," said Donn, "the way they can do us the
most harm.”

So they waited till night came on, and then Finn said: "Let one of you go out now on the green to keep watch fol
us, the way the Men of Dea will not come on us without word or warning."

And the man they set to watch was not gone far when he saw five strong battalions of the Men of Dea coming
towards him. He went back then to the hill and he said: "It is what | think, that the troops that are come against
this time and are standing now around the grave of the Man of Enchantments are a match for any other fighting
men."

Finn called to his people then, and he said: "These are good fighters are come against you, having strong red
spears. And let you all do well now in the battle. And it is what you have to do," be said, "to keep the little troop
of brothers, the sons of Midhir, safe in the fight; for it would be a treachery to friendship any harm to come on
them, and we after joining them; and myself and Caoilte are the oldest among you, and leave the rest of the bat
to us.”

Then from the covering time of evening to the edge of the morning they fought the battle. And the loss of the
Tuatha de Danaan was no less a number than ten hundred ten score and ten men. Then Bodb Dearg and Midh
and Fionnbhar said to one another: "What are we to do with all these? And let Lir of Sidhe Fionnachaidh give us
an advice," they said, "since he is the oldest of us." And Lir said: "It is what | advise, let every one carry away hi
friends and his fosterlings, his sons and his brothers, to his own place. And as for us that stop here," he said, "l¢
wall of fire be made about us on the one side, and a wall of water on the other side.” Then the Men of Dea put
a great heap of stones, and brought away their dead; and of all the great slaughter that Finn and his men and tt
sons of Midhir had made, there was not left enough for a crow to perch upon.

And as to Finn and his men, they went back into the hill, hurt and wounded and worn-out.

And they stopped in the hill with the sons of Midhir through the whole length of a year, and three times in the
year the Men of Dea made an attack on the hill, and a battle was fought.

And Conn, son of Midhir, was killed in one of the battles; and as to the Fianna, there were so many wounds on
them that the clothing was held oft from their bodies with bent hazel sticks, and they lying in their beds, and two
of them were like to die. And Finn and Caoilte and Lugaidh's Son went out on the green, and Caoilte said: "It we
a bad journey we made coming to this hill, to leave two of our comrades after us." "It is a pity for whoever will
face the Fianna of Ireland," said Lugaidh's Son, "and he after leaving his comrades after him." "Whoever will go
back and leave them, it will not be myself," said Finn. Then Donn, son of Midhir, came to them. "Good Donn,"
said Finn, "have you knowledge of any physician that can cure our men?" "l only know one physician could do
that," said Donn; "a physician the Tuatha de Danaan have with them. And unless a wounded man has the marr
of his back cut through, he will get relief from that physician, the way he will be sound at the end of nine days."
"How can we bring that man here," said Finn, "for those he is with are no good friends to us?" "He goes out eve
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morning at break of day," said Dorm, "to gather healing herbs while the dew is on them." "Find some one, Donn
said Caoilte, "that will show me that physician, and, living or dead, | will bring him with me."

Then Aedh and Flann, two of the sons of Midhir, rose up. "Come with us, Caoilte," they said, and they went on
before him to a green lawn with the dew on it; and when they came to it they saw a strong young man armed ar
having a cloak of wool of the seven sheep of the Land of Promise, and it full of herbs of healing he was after
gathering for the Men of Dea that were wounded in the battle. "Who is that man?" said Caoilte. "That is the mar
we came looking for," said Aedh. "And mind him well now," he said, "that he will not make his escape from us
back to his own people."

They ran at him together then, and Caoilte took him by the shoulders and they brought him away with them to tl
ford of the Slaine in the great plain of Leinster, where the most of the Fianna were at that time; and a Druid mist
rose up about them that they could not be seen.

And they went up on a little hill over the ford, and they saw before them four young men having crimson fringed
cloaks and swords with gold hilts, and four good hunting hounds along with them. And the young man could not
see them because of the mist, but Caoilte saw they were his own two sons, Colla and Faolan, and two other yo
men of the Fianna, and he could hear them talking together, and saying it was a year now that Finn, son of
Cumbhal, was gone from them. "And what will the Fianna of Ireland do from this out," said one of them, "without
their lord and their leader?" "There is nothing for them to do, said another, but to go to Teamhair and to break u
there, or to find another leader for themselves." And there was heavy sorrow on them for the loss of their lord; a
it was grief to Caoilte to be looking at them.

And he and the two Sons of Midhir went back then by the Lake of the Two Birds to Slieve—nam Ban, and they
went into the hill.

And Finn and Donn gave a great welcome to Luibra, the physiclan, and they showed him their two comrades th
were lying in their wounds. "Those men are brothers to me," said Donn, "and tell me how can they be cured?"
Luibra looked then at their wounds, and he said: "They can be cured if | get a good reward." "You will get that
indeed," said Caoilte; "and tell me now," he said, "how long will it take to cure them?" "It will take nine days,"
said Luibra. "It is a good reward you will get," said Caoilte, "and this is what it is, your own life to be left to you.
But if these young men are not healed," he said, "it is my own hand will strike off your head."

And within nine days the physician had done a cure on them, and they were as well and as sound as before.

And it was after that time the High King sent a messenger to bring the Fianna to the Feast of Teamhair. And the
all gathered to it, men and women, boys and heroes and musicians. And Goll, son of Morna, was sitting at the
feast beside the king. "It is a great loss you have had, Fianna of Ireland," said the king, "losing your lord and yol
leader, Finn, son of Cumhal." "It is a great loss indeed," said Goll.

"There has no greater loss fallen on Ireland since the loss of Lugh, son of Ethne," said the king. "What orders w
you give to the Fianna now, king?" said Goll. "To yourself, Goll," said the king, "I will give the right of hunting
over all Ireland till we know if the loss of Finn is lasting." "l will not take Finn's place," said Goll, "till he has

been wanting to us through the length of three years, and till no person in Ireland has any hope of seeing him
again."
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Then Ailbe of the Freckled Face said to the king: "What should these seventeen queens belonging to Finn's
household do?" "Let a safe, secret sunny house be given to every one of them," said the king; "and let her stop
there and her women with her, and let provision be given to her a month and a quarter and a year till we have
knowledge if Finn is alive or dead."

Then the king stood up, and a smooth drinking—horn in his hand, and he said: "It would be a good thing, men of
Ireland, if any one among you could get us news of Finn in hills or in secret places, or in rivers or invers, or in al
house of the Sidhe in Ireland or in Alban."

With that Berngal, the cow—owner from the borders of Slieve Fuad, that was divider to the King of Ireland, said:
"The day Finn came out from the north, following after a deer of the Sidhe, and his five comrades with him, he
put a sharp spear having a shining head in my hand, and a hound's collar along with it, and he bade me to keey
them till he would meet me again in the same place." Berngal showed the spear and the collar then to the king
to Goll, and they looked at them and the king said: "It is a great loss to the men of Ireland the man is that ownec
this collar and this spear. And were his hounds along with him?" he said.

"They were," said Berngal; "Bran and Sceolan were with Finn, and Breac and Lainbhui with Caoilte, and Conua
and Comrith with Lugaidh's Son."

The High King called then for Fergus of the True Lips, and he said: "Do you know how long is Finn away from
us?" "l know that well," said Fergus; "it is a month and a quarter and a year since we lost him. And indeed it is ¢
great loss he is to the Fianna of Ireland," he said, "himself and the men that were with him." "It is a great loss
indeed," said the king, "and | have no hope at all of finding those six that were the best men of Ireland or of
Alban."

And then he called to Cithruadh, the Druid, and he said: "It is much riches and treasures Finn gave you, and tel
now is he living or is he dead?" "He is living," said Cithruadh then. "But as to where he is, | will give no news of
that," he said, "for he himself would not like me to give news of it." There was great joy among them when they
heard that, for everything Cithruadh had ever foretold had come true. "Tell us when will he come back?" said th
king. "Before the Feast of Teamhair is over," said the Druid, "you will see the Leader of the Fianna drinking at it

And as to Finn and his men, they stopped in the House of the Two Birds till they had taken hostages for Donn,
son of Midhir, from the Tuatha de Danaan. And on the last day of the Feast of Teamhair they came back to thei
people again.

And from that time out the Fianna of Ireland had not more dealings with the people living in houses than they he
with the People of the Gods of Dana.

Part Il Book IV: Hospitality of Cuanna's House

IT happened one day Finn and Qisin and Caoilte and Diarmuid and Lugaidh's Son went up on the top of Cairn
Feargall, and their five hounds with them, Bran and Sceolan, Sear Dugh, Luath Luachar and Adhnuall. And the
were not long there till they saw a giant coming towards them, very tall and rough and having an iron fork on his
back and a squealing pig between the prongs of the fork. And there was a beautiful eager young girl behind the
giant, shoving him on before her. "Let some one go speak with those people," said Finn. So Diarmuid went
towards them, but they turned away before he came to them. Then Finn and the rest rose up and went after the
but before they came to the giant and the girl, a dark Druid mist rose up that hid the road. And when the mist
cleared away, Finn and the rest looked about them, and they saw a good light-roofed house at the edge of a fo
near at hand. They went on to the house, and there was a green lawn before it, and in the lawn two wells, and
the edge of one well there was a rough iron vessel, and on the edge of the other a copper vessel. They went int
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the house then, and they found there a very old white—haired man, standing to the right hand of the door, and tt
beautiful young girl they saw before, sitting near him, and the great rough giant beside the fire, and he boiling a
pig. And on the other side of the fire there was an old countryman, having dark—grey hair and twelve eyes in his
head, and his twelve eyes were twelve sons of battle. And there was a ram in the house having a white belly ar
very black head, and dark-blue horns and green feet. And there was a hag in the end of the house and a worn
gown on her, and there was no one in the house but those.

And the man at the door gave them a welcome, and then the five of them sat down on the floor of the house, ar
their hounds along with them.

"Let great respect be shown to Finn, son of Cumhal, and to his people," said the man at the door. "It is the way
am," said the giant, "to be asking always and getting nothing." But for all that he rose up and showed respect to
Finn.

Presently there came a great thirst on Finn, and no one took notice of it but Caoilte, and he began complaining
greatly. "Why are you complaining, Caoilte?" said the man at the door; "you have but to go out and get a drink f
Finn at whichever of the wells you will choose." Caoilte went out then, and he brought the full of the copper
vessel to Finn, and Finn took a drink from it, and there was the taste of honey on it while he was drinking, and tl
taste of gall on it after, so that fierce windy pains and signs of death came on him, and his appearance changec
that he would hardly be known. And Caoilte made greater complaints than he did before on account of the way
was, till the man at the door bade him to go out and to bring him a drink from the other well. So Caoilte did that,
and brought in the full of the iron vessel. And Finn never went through such great hardship in any battle as he d
drinking that draught, from the bitterness of it; but no sooner did he drink it than his own colour and appearance
came back to him and he was as well as before, and his people were very glad when they saw that.

Then the man of the house asked was the pig ready that was in the cauldron. "It is ready," said the giant; "and
leave the dividing of it to me," he said. "What way will you divide it?" said the man of the house. "I will give one
hind quarter to Finn and his dogs," said the giant, "and the other hind quarter to Finn's four comrades; and the f
guarter to myself, and the chine and the rump to the old man there by the fire and the hag in the corner; and the
entrails to yourself and to the young girl that is beside you." "l give my word," said the man of the house, "you
have shared it well." "I give my word," said the ram, "it is a bad division to me, for you have forgotten my share
in it." With that he took hold of the quarter that was before the Fianna, and brought in into a corner and began t
eat it. On that the four of them attacked him with their swords, but with all the hard strokes they gave they could
not harm him at all, for the swords slipped from his back the same as they would from a rock. "On my word it is
pity for any one that has the like of you for comrades," said the man with the twelve eyes, "and you letting a she
bring away your food from you." With that he went up to the ram and took him by the feet and threw him out of
the door that he fell on his back, and they saw him no more. It was not long after that, the hag rose up and thre\
her pale grey gown over Finn's four comrades, and they turned to four old men, weak and withered, their heads
hanging. When Finn saw that there came great dread on him, and the man at the door saw it, and he bade him
come over to him, and to put his head in his breast and to sleep. Finn did that, and the hag took her covering of
the four men, the way that when Finn awoke they were in their shape again, and it is well pleased he was to set
that.

"Is there wonder on you, Finn?" said the man at the door, "at the ways of this house?" "I never wondered more
anything | ever saw," said Finn. "l will tell you the meaning of them, so," said the man. "As to the giant you saw
first," he said, "having the squealing pig in the prongs of his fork, Sluggishness is his name; and the girl here
beside me that was shoving him along is Liveliness, for liveliness pushes on sluggishness, and liveliness goes
farther in the winking of an eye than the foot can travel in a year. The old man there beyond with the twelve
bright eyes, betokens the World, and he is stronger than any other, and he showed that when he made nothing
the ram. The ram you saw betokens the Desires of Men. The hag is Old Age, and her gown withered up your fo
comrades. And the two wells you drank the two draughts out of," he said, "betoken Lying and Truth; for it is
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sweet to people to be telling a lie, but it is bitter in the end. And as to myself," he said, "Cuanna from Innistuil is
my name, and it is not here | am used to be, but | took a very great love for you, Finn, because of your wisdom
and your great name, and so | put these things in your way that | might see you. And the hospitality of Cuarina's
house to Finn will be the name of this story to the end of the world. And let you and your men come together
now," he said, "and sleep till morning."

So they did that, and when they awoke in the morning, it is where they were, on top of the Cairn Feargall, and
their dogs and their arms beside them.

Part Il Book IV: Cats Heads and Dog Heads

NINE of the Fianna set out one time, looking for a pup they wanted, and they searched through many places
before they found it. All through Magh Leine they searched, and through the Valley of the Swords, and through
the storm of Drum Cleibh, and it is pleasant the Plain of the Life looked after it; but not a pup could they find.
Then they went searching through Durlass of the generous men, and great Teamhair and Dun Dobhran and
Ceanntsaile, men and dogs searching the whole of Ireland, but not a pup could they find.

And while they were going from place to place, and their people with them, they saw the three armies of the sor
of the King of Ruadleath coming towards them. Cat-headed one army was, and the one alongside of it was
Dog-headed, and the men of the third army were White—backed.

And when the Fianna saw them coming, Finn held up his shining spear, and light-hearted Caoilte gave out a gt
shout that was heard in Aimhuin and in Magh Leine, and in Teamhair, and in Dun Reithlein. And that shout was
answered by Goll, son of Morna, and by Faolan, Finn's son that was with him, and by the Stutterers from Burrel
and by the two sons of Maith Breac, and by lolunn of the Sharp Edge, and by Cael of the Sharp Sword, that ne\
gave his ear to tale-bearers.

It is pleasant the sound was then of the spears and the armies and of the silken banners that were raised up in
gusty wind of the morning. And as to the banners, Finn's banner, the Dealb—Greine, the Sun—-Shape, had the
likeness of the sun on it; and Goll's banner was the Fulang Duaraidh, that was the first and last to move in a ba
and Faolan's banner was the Coinneal Catha, the Candle of Battle; and Oisin's banner was the Donn Nimhe, th
Dark Deadly One; and Caoilte's was the Lamh Dearg, the Red Hand; and Osgar's was the Sguab Gabhaidh the
had a Broom of rowan branches on it, and the only thing asked when the fight was at the hottest was where tha
Broom was; and merry Diarmuid's banner was the Liath Loinneach, the Shining Grey; and the Craobh Fuileach
the Bloody Branch, was the banner of Lugaidh's Son. And as to Conan, it is a briar he had on his banner, becat
he was always for quarrels and for trouble. And it used to be said of him be never saw a man frown without
striking him, or a door left open without going in through it.

And when the Fianna had raised their banners they attacked the three armies; and first of all they killed the whc
of the Cat-Heads, and then they took the Dog—Heads in hand and made an end of them, and of the White—Bac
along with them.

And after that they went to a little hill to the south, having a double dun on it, and it is there they found a hound
they were able to get a pup from.

And by that time they had searched through the whole of Ireland, and they did not find in the whole of it a
hundred men that could match their nine.

And as well as their banners, some of the Fianna had swords that had names to them, Mac an Luin, Son of the
Waves, that belonged to Finn; and Ceard—-nan Gallan, the Smith of the Branches, that was Qisin's; and Caoilte'
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Cruadh—-Chosgarach, the Hard Destroying One; and Diarmuid's Liomhadoir, the Burnisher; and Osgar's
Cosgarach Mhor, the Great Triumphant One.

And it is the way they got those swords: there came one time to where Finn and Caoilte and some others of the
Fianna were, a young man, very big and ugly, having but one foot and one eye; a cloak of black skins he had o
his shoulders, and in his hand a blunt ploughshare that was turning to red. And he told them he was Lon, son o
Liobhan, one of the three smiths of the Kings of Lochlann. And whether he thought to go away from the Fianna,
or to bring them to his smithy, he started running, and they followed after him all through Ireland, to
Slieve—-na—Righ, and to Luimnech, and to Ath Luain, and by the right side of the Cruachan of Connacht, and to
Ess Ruadh and to Beinn Edair, and so to the sea.

And wherever it was they found the smithy, they went into it, and there they found four smiths working, and
every one of them having seven hands. And Finn and Caoilte and the rest stopped there watching them till the
swords were made, and they brought them away with them then, and it is good use they made of them afterwar

And besides his sword, Mac an Luin, Finn had a shield was called Sgiath Gailbhinn, the Storm Shield; and whe
it called out it could be heard all through Ireland.

And whether or not it was the Storm Shield, Finn had a wonderful shield that he did great deeds with, and the
story of it is this:

At the time of the battle of the Great Battle of Magh Tuireadh, Lugh, after he had struck the head off Balor of the
Evil Eye, hung it in the fork of a hazel-tree. And the tree split, and the leaves fell from it with the dint of the
poison that dropped from the head. And through the length of fifty years that tree was a dwelling—place of crow:
and ravens. And at the end of that lime Manannnn, son of Lir, was passing by, and he took notice of the tree th:
was split and withered, and he bade his men to dig it up. And when they began to dig, a mist of poison rose up
from the roots, and nine of the men got their death from it, and another nine after them, and the third nine were
blinded. And Luchtaine the Carpenter made a shield of the wood of that hazel for Manannan. And after a while
Manannan gave it, and a set of chessmen along with it, to Tadg, son of Nuada; and from him it came to his
grandson, Finn son of Muirne and of Cumhal.

Part Il Book IV: Lomna's Head

FINN took a wife one time of the Luigne of Midhe. And at the same time there was in his household one Lomna
a fool.

Finn now went into Tethra, hunting with the Fianna, but Lomna stopped at the house. And after a while he saw
Coirpre, a man of the Luigne, go in secretly to where Finn's wife was.

And when the woman knew he had seen that, she begged and prayed of Lomna to hide it from Finn. And Lomn
agreed to that, but it preyed on him to have a hand in doing treachery on Finn. And after a while he took a
four—square rod and wrote an Ogham on it, and these were the words he wrote:

"An alder snake in a paling of silver; deadly nightshade in a bunch of cresses; a husband of a lewd woman; a fc
among the well-taught Fianna; heather on bare Ualann of Luigne."

Finn saw the message, and there was anger on hint against the woman; and she knew well it was from Lomna
had heard the story, and she sent a message to Coirpre bidding him to come and kill the fool.

So Coirpre came and struck his head off, and brought it away with him.
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And when Finn came back in the evening he saw the body, and it without a head. "Let us know whose body is
this," said the Fianna. And then Finn did the divination of rhymes, and it is what he said: "It is the body of Lomn:
it is not by a wild boar he was Kkilled; it is not by a fall he was Kkilled; it is not in his bed he died, it is by his
enemies he died; it is not a secret to the Luigne the way he died. And let out the hounds now on their track," he
said.

So they let out the hounds, and put them on the track of Coirpre, and Finn followed them, and they came to a
house, and Coirpre in it, and three times nine of his men, and he cooking fish on a spit; and Lomna's head was
a spike beside the fire.

And the first of the fish that was cooked Coirpre divided between his men, but he put no bit into the mouth of the
head. And then he made a second division in the same way. Now that was against the law of the Fianna, and tt
head spoke, and it said: "A speckled white—bellied salmon that grows from a small fish under the sea; you have
shared a share that is not right; the Fianna will avenge it upon you, Coirpre." "Put the head outside," said Coirpt
"for that is an evil word for us." Then the head said from outside: "It is in many pieces you will be; it is great fires
will be lighted by Finn in Luigne."

And as it said that, Finn came in, and he made an end of Coirpre, and of his men.

Part Il Book 1V: llibrec of Ess Ruadh

ONE time Caoilte was hunting on Beinn Gulbain, and he went onto Ess Ruadh. And when he came near the hil
of the Sidhe that is there, he saw a young man waiting for him, having a crimson fringed cloak about him, and o
his breast a silver brooch, and a white shield, ornamented with linked beasts of red gold, and his hair rolled in a
ball at the back, and covered with a golden cup. And he had heavy green weapons, and he was holding two
hounds in a silver chain.

And when Caoilte came up to him he gave him three loving kisses, and sat down beside him on the grass. "Wh
are you, young champion," said Caoilte. "I am Derg, son of Eoghan of the people of Usnach," he said, "and
foster—brother of your own." Caoilte knew him then, and he said: "And what is your life with your mother's
people, the Tuatha de Danaan in Sidhe Aedha?" "There is nothing wanting to us there of food or of clothing," s
the young man. "But for all that," he said, "I would sooner live the life of the worst treated of the serving—boys of
the Fianna than the life | am living in the hill of the Sidhe." "Lonely as you are at your hunting to—day," said
Caoilte, "it is often | saw you coming to the Valley of the Three Waters in the south, where the Siuir and the Bec
and the Berba come together, with a great company about you; fifteen hundred young men, fifteen hundred
serving-boys, and fifteen hundred women." "That was s0," said Derg; "and although myself and my gentle hour
are living in the hill of the Sidhe, my mind is always on the Fianna. And | remember well the time," he said,
"when you yourself won the race against Finn's lasting black horse. And come now into the hill," he said, "for the
darkness of the night is coming on."

So he brought Caoilte into the hill with him ,and they were set down in their right places.

It was at that time, now, there was great war between Lir of Sidhe Fionnachaidh and llbrec of Ess Ruadh. There
used a bird with an iron beak and a tail of fire to come every evening to a golden window of llbrec's house, and
there he would shake himself till he would not leave sword on pillow, or shield on peg, or spear in rack, but they
would come down on the heads of the people of the house; and whatever they would throw at the bird, it is on t
heads of some of themselves it would fall. And the night Caoilte came in, the hall was made ready for a feast, a
the bird came in again, and did the same destruction as before, and nothing they threw at him would touch him
all. "Is it long the bird has been doing this?" said Caoilte. "Through the length of a year now," said Derg, "since

we went to war with Sidhe Fionnachaidh."
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Then Caoilte put his hand within the rim of his shield, and he took out of it a copper rod he had, and he made a
cast of it at the bird, that brought it down on the floor of the hall. "Did any one ever make a better cast than that’
said llbrec. "By my word," said Caoilte, "there is no one of us in the Fianna has any right to boast against

another." Then llbrec took down a sharp spear, having thirty rivets of gold in it, from its place, and he said: "Tha
is the Spear of Fiacha, son of Congha, and it is with that Finn made an end of Aillen, son of Midhna, that used t
burn Teamhair. And keep it beside you now, Caoilte," he said, "till we see will Lir come to avenge his bird on us

Then they took up their horns and their cups, and they were at drinking and pleasure, and llbrec said: "Well,
Caoilte," he said, "if Lir comes to avenge his bird on us, who will you put in command of the battle?" "I will give
the command to Derg there beyond," said he. "Will you take it in hand, Dexg?" said the people of the hill. "l will
take it," said Derg, "with its loss and its gain."

So that is how they spent the night, and it was not long in the morning till they heard blowing of horns, and
rattling of chariots, and clashing of shields, and the uproar of a great army that came all about the bill. They ser
some of their people out then to see were there many in it, and they saw three brave armies of the one size. "It
would be a great vexation to me," said Aedh Nimbrec, the Speckled, then, "we to get our death and Lir's people
take the hill." "Did you never hear, Aedh," said Caoilte, "that the wild boar escapes sometimes from both hound:
and from wolves, and the stag in the same way goes from the hounds with a sudden start; and what man is it y«
are most in dread of in the battle?" he said.

"The man that is the best fighter of all the Men of Dea," said they all, "and that is Lir of Sidhe Fionnachaidh."
"The thing | have done in every battle | will not give up to—day," said Caoilte, "to meet the best man that is in it
hand to hand." "The two that are next to him in fighting," they said then, "are Donn and Dubh." "I will put down
those two," said Derg.

Then the host of the Sidhe went out to the battle, and the armies attacked one another with wide green spears :
with Lirtle casting spears, and with great stones; and the fight went on from the rising of the day till midday. And
then Caoilte and Lir met with one another, and they made a very fierce fight, and at the last Lir of Sidhe
Fionnachaidh fell by the hand of Caaoilte.

Then the two good champions Dubh and Donn, sons of Eirrge, determined to go on with the battle, and it is hov
they fought, Dubh in the front of the whole army, and Donn behind all, guarding the rear. But Derg saw that, anc
he put his finger into the thong of his spear and made a cast at the one that was nearest him, and it broke his b
and went on into the body of the other, so that the one cast made an end of the two. And that ended the battle,
all that was left of the great army of Lir went wearing away to the north. And there was great rejoicing in the hill
at Ess Ruadh, and llbrec took the spoils of the beaten army for his people, and to Caoilte he gave the enchante
spear of Fiacha, together with nine rich cloaks and nine long swords with hilts and guards of gold, and nine
hounds for hunting. And they said farewell to one another, and Caoilte left his blessing to the people of the hill,
and he brought their thanks with him. And as hard as the battle had been, it was harder again for Derg to part fr
his comrade, and the day he was parted from Finn and from all the Fianna was no sadder to him than this day.

It was a long time after that Caoilte went again to the hill of llbrec at Ess Ruadh, and this is the way it happened

It was in a battle at Beinn Edair in the east that Mane, son of the King of Lochlann, made a cast at him in the
middle of the battle with a deadly spear. And he heard the whistling of the spear, and it rushing to him; and he
lifted his shield to protect his head and his body, but that did not save him, for it struck into his thigh, and left its
poison in it, so that he had go in search of healing. And it is where he went, to the hill of the Sidhe at Ess Ruadl
to ask help of Bebind, daughter of Elcmar of Brugh na Boinne, that had the drink of healing of the Tuatha de
Danaan, and all that was left of the ale of Goibniu that she used to be giving out to them.
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And Caoilte called to Cascorach the Musician, son of Caincenn, and bade him bring his harp and come along w
him. And they stopped for a night in the hill of the Sidhe of Druim Nemed in Luigne of Connacht, and from that
they went forward by Ess Dara, the Fall of the Oaks, and Druim Dearg na Feinne, the Red Ridge of the Fianna,
and Ath Daim Glas, the Ford of the Grey Stag, and to Beinn Gulbain, and northward into the plain of Ceitne,
where the Men of Dea used to pay their tribute to the Fomor; and up to the Footstep of Ess Ruadh, and the Hig
Place of the Boys, where the boys of the Tuatha de Danaan used to be playing their hurling. And Aedh of Ess
Ruadh and llbrec of Ess Ruadh were at the door of the hill, and they gave Caoilte a true welcome. "I am glad of
that welcome," said Caoilte. And then Bebind, daughter of Elcmar of Brugh na Boinne, came out, and three time
fifty comely women about her, and she sat down on the green grass and gave three loving kisses to the three, t
Caoilte and to Cascorach and to Fermaise, that had come with them out of the hill of the Sidhe in Luigne of
Connacht. And all the people of the hill welcomed them, and they said: "It is little your friendship would be wortt
if you would not come to help us and we in need of help." "It was not for bravery | was bade come," said
Cascorach; "but when the right time comes | will make music for you if you have a mind to hear it." "It is not for
deeds of bravery we are come," said Fermaise, "but we will give you our help if you are in need of it." Then
Caoilte told them the cause of his journey. "We will heal you well," said they. And then they all went into the hill
and stayed there three days and three nights at drinking and pleasure.

And indeed it was good help Caoilte and Cascorach gave them after that. For there was a woman—warrior usec
come every year with the ships of the men of Lochlann to make an attack on the Tuatha de Danaan. And she h
been reared by a woman that knew all enchantments, and there was no precious thing in all the hills of the Sidf
but she had knowledge of it, and would bring it away. And just at this time there came a messenger to the door
the hill with news that the harbour was full of ships, and that a great army had landed, and the woman-warrior
along with it.

And it was Cascorach the Musician went out against her, having a shield he got the loan of from Donn, son of
Midhir; and she used high words when she saw so young a man coming to fight with her, and he alone. But he
made an end of her for all her high talk, and left her lying on the strand with the sea foam washing up to her.

And as to Caoilte, he went out in a chariot belonging to Midhir of the Yellow Hair, son of Dagda, and a spear we
given him that was called Ben—badb, the War-Woman, and he made a cast of the spear that struck the King of
Lochlann, that he fell in the middle of his army, and the life went from him. And Fermaise went looking for the
king's brother, Eolus, that was the comeliest of all the men of the world; and he knew him by the band of gold
around his head; and his green armour, and his red shield, and he killed him with a cast of a five—pronged spea
And when the men of Lochlann saw their three leaders were gone, they went into their ships and back to their
own country. And there was great joy through the whole country, both among the men of Ireland and the Tuath:
de Danaan, the men of Lochlann to have been driven away by the deeds of Caoilte and Fermaise and Cascora

And that was not all they did, for it was at that time there came three flocks of beautiful red birds from Slieve
Fuad in the north, and began eating the green grass before the hill of the Sidhe. '"What birds are those?" said
Caoilte. "Three flocks they are that come and destroy the green every year, eating it down to the bare flag—ston
till they leave us no place for our races," said llbrec. Then Caoilte and his comrades took up three stones and
threw them at the flocks and drove them away. 'Power and blessings to you," said the people of the Sidhe then,
"that is a good work you have done. And there is another thing you can do for us," they said, "for there are three
ravens come to us every year out of the north, and the time the young lads of the hill are playing their hurling,
each one of the ravens carried off a boy of them. And it is to—-morrow the hurling will be," they said.

So when the full light of day was come on the morrow, the whole of the Tuatha de Danaan went out to look at tt

hurling; and to every six of them was given a chess—board, and a board for some other game to every five, and
every ten a Little harp, and a harp to every hundred men, and pipes that were sharp and powerful to every nine
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Then they saw the three ravens from the north coming over the sea, and they pitched on the great tree of powe
that was on the green, and they gave three gloomy screeches, that if such a thing could be, would have brough
dead out of the earth or the hair off the head of the listeners; and as it was, they took the courage out of the wh
gathering.

Then Cascorach, son of Caincenn, took a man of the chessmen and made a cast at one of the ravens that stru
beak and his throat, and made an end of him; and Fermaise killed the second of them, and Caoilte the third of
them in the same way.

"Let my cure be done now," said Caoilte, "for | have paid my fee for it, and it is time." "You have paid it indeed,"
said llbrec. "And where is Bebind, daughter of Elcmar?" he said. "l am here," said she.

"Bring Caoilte, son of Ronan, with you into some hidden place," he said, "and do his cure, and let him be well
served, for he has driven every danger from the Men of Dea and from the Sons of the Gael. And let Cascorach
make music for him, and let Fermaise, son of Eogabil, be watching him and guarding him and attending him"

So Elcmar's daughter went to the House of Arms, and her two sons with her, and a bed of healing was made re
for Caoilte, and a bowl of pale gold was brought to her, and it full of water. And she took a crystal vessel and pu
herbs into it, and she bruised them and put them in the water, and gave the bowl to Caoilte, and he drank a gre
drink out of it, that made him cast up the poison of the spear that was in him. Five drinks of it he took, and after
that she gave him new milk to drink; but with the dint of the reaching he was left without strength through the
length of three days and three nights.

"Caoilte, my life," she said then, "in my opinion you have got relief." "I have got it indeed," he said, "but that the
weakness of my head is troubling me." "The washing of Flann, daughter of Flidias, will be done for you now,"
she said, "and the head that washing is done for will never be troubled with pain, or baldness, or weakness of
sight." So that cure was done to him for a while; and the people of the hill divided themselves into three parts; tt
one part of their best men and great nobles, and another of their young men, and another of their women and
poets, to be visiting him and making mirth with him as long as he would be on his bed of healing. And everythin
that was best from their hunting, it was to him they would bring it.

And one day, when Elcmar's daughter and her two sons and Cascorach and Fermaise were with Caoilte, there
heard a sound of music coming towards them from the waters of Ess Ruadh, and any one would leave the mus
of the whole world for that music. And they put their harps on the corners of the pillars and went out, and there

was wonder on Caoilte that they left him. And he took notice that his strength and the strength of his hands was
not come to him yet, and he said: "It is many a rough battle and many a hard fight | went into, and now there is

not enough strength in me so much as to go out along with the rest," and he cried tears down.

And the others came back to him then, and he asked news of them. "What was that sound of music we heard?"
said. "It was Uaine out of the hill of the Sidhe, at the Wave of Cliodna in the south," said they; "and with her the
birds of the Land of Promise; and she is musician to the whole of that country. And every year she goes to visit
one of the hills of the Sidhe, and it is our turn this time." Then the woman from the Land of Promise came into tt
house, and the birds came in along with her, and they pitched on the pillars and the beams, and thirty of them
came in where Caoilte was, and began singing together. And Cascorach took his harp, and whatever he would
play, the birds would sing to it. "It is much music | have heard," said Caoilte, "but music so good as that | never
heard before."

And after that Caoilte asked to have the healing of his thigh done, and the daughter of Elcmar gave herself to tt

and all that was bad was sucked from the wound by her serving people till it was healed. And Caoilte stopped o
where he was for three nights after that.
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And then the people of the hill rose up and went into the stream to swim. And Caoilte said: "What ails me now
not to go swim, since my health has come back to me?" And with that he went into the water. And afterwards th
went back into the bill, and there was a great feast made that night.

And Caoilte bade them farewell after that, and Cascorach, but Fermaise stopped with them for a while. And the
people of the bill gave good gifts to Caoilte; a fringed crimson cloak of wool from the seven sheep of the Land o
Promise; and a fish—hook that was called Aicil mac Mogha, and that could not be set in any river or inver but it
would take fish; and along with that they gave him a drink of remembrance, and after that drink there would be |
place he ever saw, or no battle or fight he ever was in, but it would stay in his memory. "That is a good help fror
kinsmen and from friends," said Cauoilte.

Then Caoilte and Cascorach went out from the hill, and the people of it made a great lamentation after them.

Part Il Book IV: The Cave of Cruachan

CAOILTE was one time at Cruachan of Connacht, and Cascorach was with him, and there he saw sitting on a
heap of stones a man with very rough grey hair, having a dark brown cloak fastened with a pin of bronze, and a
long stick of white hazel in his hand; and there was a herd of cattle before him in a fenced field.

Caoilte asked news of him. "l am steward to the King of Ireland," said the old man, "and it is from him | hold this
land. And we have great troubles on us in this district," he said. "What troubles are those?" said Caoilte. "l have
many herds of cattle," he said, "and every year at Samhain time, a woman comes out of the hill of the Sidhe of

Cruachan and brings away nine of the best out of every herd. And as to my name, | am Bairnech, son of Carbh
Collamair of Bregia."

"Who was the best man that ever came out of Collamair?" said Caoilte. "I know, and the men of Ireland and of
Alban know," said he, "it was Caoilte, son of Ronan. And do you know where is that man now?" he said. "I
myself am that man and your own kinsman," said Caoilte.

When Bairnech heard that, he gave him a great welcome, and Caoilte gave him three kisses. "It seems to me tt
to—night is Samhain night," said Caoilte. "If that is so, it is to—night the woman will come to rob us," said
Bernech. "Let me go to—night to the door of the hill of the Sidhe," said Cascorach. "You may do that, and bring
your arms with you," said Caoilte.

So Cascorach went then, and it was not long till he saw the girl going past him out of the hill of Cruachan, havin
a beautiful cloak of one colour about her; a gown of yellow silk tied up with a knot between her thighs, two spea
in her hands, and she not in dread of anything before her or after her.

Then Cascorach blew a blast against her, and put his finger into the thong of his spear, and made a cast at the
that went through her, and that is the way she was made an end of by Cascorach of the Music.

And then Bernech said to Caoilte: "Caoilte," he said, "do you know the other oppression that is on me in this
place?" "What oppression is that?" said Caoilte. "Three she-wolves that come out of the Cave of Cruachan eve
year and destroy our sheep and our wethers, and we can do nothing against them, and they go back mto the ce
again. And it will be a good friend that will rid us of them," he said. "Well, Cascorach," said Caoilte, "do you
know what are the three wolves that are robbing this man?" "l know well," said Cascorach, "they are the three
daughters of Airetach, of the last of the people of oppression of the Cave of Cruachan, and it is easier for them
do their robbery as wolves than as women." "And will they come near to any one?" said Caoilte. "They will only
come near to one sort," said Cascorach; "if they see the world's men having harps for music, they will come ne¢
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to them. And how would it be for me," he said, "to go to—morrow to the cairn beyond, and to bring my harp to
me?"

So in the morning he rose up and went to the cairn and stopped on it, playing his harp till the coming of the mist
of the evening. And while be was there he saw the three wolves coming towards him, and they lay down before
him, listening to the music. But Cascorach found no way to make an attack on them, and they went back into th
cave at the end of the day.

Cascorach went back then to Caoilte and told him what had happened. "Go up to—morrow to the same place," ¢
Caoilte, "and say to them it would be better for them to be in the shape of women for listening to music than in
the shape of wolves."

So on the morrow Cascorach went out to the same cairn, and set his people about it, and the wolves came ther
and stretched themselves to listen to the music. And Cascorach was saying to them: "If you were ever women,"
said, "it would be better for you to be listening to the music as women than as wolves." And they heard that, anc
they threw off the dark trailing coverings that were about them, for they liked well the sweet music of the Sidhe.

And when Caoilte saw them there side by side, and elbow by elbow, he made a cast of his spear, and it went
through the three women, that they were like a skein of thread drawn together on the spear. And that is the way
made an end of the strange, unknown three. And that place got the name of the Valley of the Shapes of the
Wolves.

Part Il Book IV: The Wedding at Ceann Slieve

FINN and the Fianna made a great hunting one time on the hill of Torc that is over Loch Lein and Feara Mor.
And they went on with their hunting till they came to pleasant green Slieve Echtge, and from that it spread over
other green—topped hills, and through thick tangled woods, and rough red—headed hills, and over the wide plair
of the country. And every chief man among them chose the place that was to his liking, and the gap of danger
was used to before. And the shouts they gave in the turns of the hunt were heard in the woods all round, so tha
they started the deer in the wood, and sent the foxes wandering, and the little red beasts climbing rocks, and
badgers from their holes, and birds flying, and fawns running their best. Then they let out their angry
small-headed hounds and set them hunting. And it is red the hands of the Fianna were that day, and it is proud
they were of their hounds that were torn and wounded before evening.

It happened that day no one stopped with Finn but only Diorraing, son of Domhar. "Well, Diorraing," said Finn,
"let you watch for me while | go asleep, for it is early | rose to—day, and it is an early rising a man makes when t
cannot see the shadow of his five fingers between himself and the light of day, or know the leaves of the hazel
from the leaves of the oak." With that he fell into a quiet sleep that lasted till the yellow light of the evening. And
the rest of the Fianna, not knowing where he was gone, gave over the hunt.

And the time was long to Diorraing while Finn was asleep, and he roused him and told him the Fianna must hay
given up the hunt, for he could not hear a cry or a whistle from them. "The end of day is come," said Finn then,
"and we will not follow them tonight. And go now to the wood," he said, "and bring timber and dead branches fo
shelter, and | will go looking for food for the night." So Diorraing went to the wood, but he was not gone far till
he saw a fine well-lighted house of the Sidhe before him on the edge of the wood near at hand, and he went be
to Finn with the news. "Let us go to it," said Finn, "for we ought not to be working in this place, and people living
so near at hand." They went then to the door of the house and knocked at it, and the door-keeper came to it.
"Whose house is this?" said Diorraing. "It belongs to Conan of Ceann Slieve," said the door—keeper. "Tell him,"
said Diorraing, "there are two of the Fianna of the Gael at the door."
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The door-keeper went in then and told Conan there were two men of the Fianna at the door. "The one of them,
he said, "is young and strong, and quiet and fair—haired, and more beautiful than the rest of the men of the worl
and he has in his hand a small-headed, white—-breasted hound, having a collar of rubbed gold and a chain of ol
silver. And the other of them," he said, "is brown and ruddy and white—-toothed, and he is leading a
yellow-spotted hound by a chain of bright bronze." "It is well you have made your report of them," said Conan,
"and | know them by it; for the man you spoke of first is Finn, son of Cumhal, Head of the Fianna of Ireland, anc
Bran in his hand; and the other is Diorraing, and Sceolan in his hand. And go now quickly and let them in," he
said.

Finn and Diorraing were brought in then, and they got good attendance, and their arms were taken from them, «
a grand feast was made ready that pleased them well. And the wife of Conan was at the one side of Finn, and |
daughter, Finndealbh, of the Fair Shape, was at his other side. And they had a great deal of talk together, and &
last, seeing her so beautiful, the colour of gold on her curled hair, and her eyes as blue as flowers, and a soft
four—cornered cloak fastened at her breast with a silver pin, he asked her of Conan for his wife. "Leave asking
that, Finn," said Conan, "for your own courage is not greater than the courage of the man she is promised to."
"Who is that?" said Finn. "He is Fatha, son of the King of Ess Ruadh," said Conan. "Your wounds and your
danger on yourself," said Diorraing; "and it would be right," he said, "that stammering tongue that gave out thos
words to be tied and to be shortened for ever, and a drink of death to be given to you; for if the whole of the Me
of Dea," he said, "could be put into the one body, Finn would be better than them all." "Leave off, Diorraing,"
said Finn, "for it is not fighting | am here, but asking a wife, and | will get her whether the Men of Dea think gooc
or bad of it." "I will not be making a quarrel with you," said Conan, "but | put you under bonds as a true hero to
answer me everything | am going to ask you." "l will do that," said Finn.

With that Conan put questions to Finn as to his birth and his rearing, and the deeds he had done since he came
the Fianna, and Finn gave full answers to them all. And at last he said: "Let us go on with this no longer, but if
you have musicians with you, let them be brought to us now; for it is hot my custom," he said, "to be for a single
night without music." "Tell me this first," said Conan, "who was it made the Dord Fiann, the Mutterer of the
Fianna, and when was it made?" "l will tell you the truth of that," said Finn; "it was made in Ireland by the three
sons of Cearmait Honey—Mouth; and nine men used to be sounding it, and since it came to me | have fifty men
sounding it." "And tell me this," said Conan, "what is the music pleased you best of all you ever heard?" "I will
tell you that," said Finn; "the time the seven battalions of the Fianna are gathered in the one place and raise the
spear—shafts over their heads, and the sharp whining of the clear, cold wind goes through them, that is very swi
to me. And when the drinking-hall is set out in AlImhuin, and the cup—bearers give out the bright cups to the chi
men of the Fianna, that is very sweet to me; and it is sweet to me to be listening to the voice of the sea—gull an
the heron, and the noise of the waves of Traig Liath, the song of the three sons of Meardha, the whistle of
Lugaidh's Son, and the voice of the cuckoo in the beginning of summer, and the grunting of the pigs on the Plai
of Eithne, and the shouting of laughter in Doire." And it is what he said: "The Dord in the green—-topped woods,
the lasting wash of the waves against the shore, the noise of the waves at Traig Liath meeting with the river of t
White Trout; the three men that came to the Fianna, a man of them gentle and a man of them rough, another m
of them ploughing the clouds, they were sweeter than any other thing.

"The grey mane of the sea, the time a man cannot follow its track; the swell 