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PREFACE.

et

Irish and Scotch Gaelic folk-stories are, as a living form of literature, by this time pretty nearly a
thing of the past. They have been trampled in the common ruin under the feet of the Zeitgeist, happily
not before a large harvest has been reaped in Scotland, but, unfortunately, before anything worth
mentioning has been done in Ireland to gather in the crop which grew luxuriantly a few years ago. Until
quite recently there existed in our midst millions of men and women who, when their day’s work was
over, sought and found mental recreation in a domain to which few indeed of us who read books are
permitted to enter. Man, all the world over, when he is tired of the actualities of life, seeks to unbend his
mind with the creations of fancy. We who can read betake ourselves to our favourite novelist, and as we
peruse his fictions, we can almost see our author erasing this, heightening that, and laying on such-and-
such a touch for effect. His book is the product of his individual brain, and some of us or of our
contemporaries have been present at its genesis.

But no one can tell us with certainty of the genesis of the folk-tale, no one has been consciously
present at its inception, and no one has marked its growth. It is in many ways a mystery, part of the
flotsam and jetsam of the ages, still beating feebly against the shore of the nineteenth century,
swallowed up at last in England by the waves of materialism and civilization combined; but still
surviving unengulfed on the western coasts of Ireland, where I gathered together some bundles of it, of
which the present volume is one.

The folk-lore of Ireland, like its folk-songs and native literature, remains practically unexploited and
ungathered. Attempts have been made from time to time during the present century to collect Irish folk-
lore, but these attempts, though interesting from a literary point of view, are not always successes from a
scientific one. Crofton Croker’s delightful book, “Fairy Legends and Traditions of the South of Ireland,”
first published anonymously in 1825, led the way. All the other books which have been published on the
subject have but followed in the footsteps of his; but all have not had the merit of his light style, his
pleasant parallels from classic and foreign literature, and his delightful annotations, which touch, after a
fascinating manner peculiarly his own, upon all that is of interest in his text. I have written the word
“text,” but that word conveys the idea of an original to be annotated upon; and Crofton Croker is, alas!
too often his own original. There lies his weak point, and there, too, is the defect of all who have
followed him. The form in which the stories are told is, of course, Croker’s own; but no one who knows
anything of fairy lore will suppose, that his manipulation of the originals is confined to the form merely.
The fact is that he learned the ground-work of his tales from conversations with the Southern peasantry,
whom he knew well, and then elaborated this over the midnight oil with great skill and delicacy of
touch, in order to give a saleable book, thus spiced, to the English public.

Setting aside the novelists Carleton and Lover, who only published some incidental and largely-
manipulated Irish stories, the next person to collect Irish folk-lore in a volume was Patrick Kennedy, a
native of the County Wexford, who published “Legendary Fictions of the Irish Celts,” and in 1870 a
good book, entitled, “The Fireside Stories of Ireland,” which he had himself heard in Wexford when a
boy. Many of the stories which he gives appear to be the detritus of genuine Gaelic folk-stories, filtered
through an English idiom and much impaired and stunted in the process. He appears, however, not to
have adulterated them very much. Two of the best stories in the book, “Jack, the Cunning Thief,” and
“Shawn an Omadawn,” I heard myself in the adjoining county Wicklow, and the versions of them that I
heard did not differ very widely from Kennedy’s. It is interesting to note that these counties, close to the



Pale as they are, and under English influence for so long, nevertheless seem to have preserved a
considerable share of the old Gaelic folk-tales in English dress, while in Leitrim, Longford, Meath, and
those counties where Irish died out only a generation or two ago, there has been made as clean a sweep
of folk-lore and Gaelic traditions as the most uncompromising “West Briton” could desire. The reason
why some of the folk-stories survive in the eastern counties is probably because the Irish language was
there exchanged for English at a time when, for want of education and printed books, folk-stories (the
only mental recreation of the people) had to transfer themselves rightly or wrongly into English. When
this first took place I cannot tell, but I have heard from old people in Waterford, that when some of their
fathers or grandfathers marched north to join the Wexford Irish in ’98, they were astonished to find
English nearly universally used amongst them. Kennedy says of his stories: “I have endeavoured to
present them in a form suitable for the perusal of both sexes and of all ages”; and “such as they are, they
may be received by our readers as obtained from local sources.” Unfortunately, the sources are not
given by him any more than by Croker, and we cannot be sure how much belongs to Kennedy the
bookseller, and how much to the Wexford peasant.

After this come Lady Wilde’s volumes;—her “Ancient Legends,” and her recently published
“Ancient Cures, Charms, and Usages,” in both of which books she gives us a large amount of narrative
matter in a folk-lore dress; but, like her predecessors, she disdains to quote an authority, and scorns to
give us the least inkling as to where such-and-such a legend, or cure, or superstition comes from, from
whom it was obtained, who were her informants, whether peasant or other, in what parishes or counties
the superstition or legend obtains, and all the other collateral information which the modern folk-lorist
is sure to expect. Her entire ignorance of Irish, through the medium of which alone such tales and
superstitions can properly, if at all, be collected, is apparent every time she introduces an Irish word.
She astonishes us Irish speakers with such striking observations as this—“Peasants in Ireland wishing
you good luck, say in Irish, ‘“The blessing of Bel and the blessing of Samhain be with you,’ that is, of the
sun and of the moon.”!!! It would be interesting to know the locality where so curious a Pagan custom is
still practised, for I confess that though I have spoken Irish in every county where it is still spoken, I
have never been, nor do I expect to be, so saluted. Lady Wilde’s volumes, are, nevertheless, a wonderful
and copious record of folk-lore and folk customs, which must lay Irishmen under one more debt of
gratitude to the gifted compiler. It is unfortunate, however, that these volumes are hardly as valuable as
they are interesting, and for the usual reason—that we do not know what is Lady Wilde’s and what is
not.

Almost contemporaneously with Lady Wilde’s last book there appeared this year yet another
important work, a collection of Irish folk-tales taken from the Gaelic speakers of the south and north-
west, by an American gentleman, Mr. Jeremiah Curtin. He has collected some twenty tales, which are
told very well, and with much less cooking and flavouring than his predecessors employed. Mr. Curtin
tells us that he has taken his tales from the old Gaelic-speaking men; but he must have done so through
the awkward medium of an interpreter, for his ignorance of the commonest Irish words is as startling as
Lady Wilde’s.l?! He follows Lady Wilde in this, too, that he keeps us in profound ignorance of his
authorities. He mentions not one name, and except that he speaks in a general way of old Gaelic
speakers in nooks where the language is still spoken, he leaves us in complete darkness as to where and
from whom, and how he collected these stories. In this he does not do himself justice, for, from my own
knowledge of Irish folk-lore, such as it is, I can easily recognize that Mr. Curtin has approached the
fountain-head more nearly than any other. Unfortunately, like his predecessors, he has a literary style of
his own, for which, to say the least of it, there is no counterpart in the Gaelic from which he has
translated.!



We have as yet had no folk-lorist in Ireland who could compare for a moment with such a man as Iain
Campbell, of Islay, in investigative powers, thoroughness of treatment, and acquaintance with the
people, combined with a powerful national sentiment, and, above all, a knowledge of Gaelic. It is on
this last rock that all our workers-up of Irish folk-lore split. In most circles in Ireland it is a disgrace to
be known to talk Irish; and in the capital, if one makes use of an Irish word to express one’s meaning, as
one sometimes does of a French or German word, one would be looked upon as positively outside the
pale of decency; hence we need not be surprised at the ignorance of Gaelic Ireland displayed by
littérateurs who write for the English public, and foist upon us modes of speech which we have not got,
and idioms which they never learned from us.

This being the case, the chief interest in too many of our folk-tale writers lies in their individual
treatment of the skeletons of the various Gaelic stories obtained through English mediums, and it is not
devoid of interest to watch the various garbs in which the sophisticated minds of the ladies and
gentlemen who trifled in such matters, clothed the dry bones. But when the skeletons were thus padded
round and clad, although built upon folk-lore, they were no longer folk-lore themselves, for folk-lore
can only find a fitting garment in the language that comes from the mouths of those whose minds are so
primitive that they retain with pleasure those tales which the more sophisticated invariably forget. For
this reason folk-lore is presented in an uncertain and unsuitable medium, whenever the contents of the
stories are divorced from their original expression in language. Seeing how Irish writers have managed
it hitherto, it is hardly to be wondered at that the writer of the article on folk-lore in the “Encyclopedia
Britanica,” though he gives the names of some fifty authorities on the subject, has not mentioned a
single Irish collection. In the present book, as well as in my Leabhar Sgeuluigheachta, I have attempted
—if nothing else—to be a little more accurate than my predecessors, and to give the exact language of
my informants, together with their names and various localities—information which must always be the
very first requisite of any work upon which a future scientist may rely when he proceeds to draw honey
(is it always honey?) from the flowers which we collectors have culled for him.

It is difficult to say whether there still exist in Ireland many stories of the sort given in this volume.
That is a question which cannot be answered without further investigation. In any other country the
great body of Gaelic folk-lore in the four provinces would have been collected long ago, but the
“Hiberni incuriosi suorum” appear at the present day to care little for anything that is Gaelic; and so
their folk-lore has remained practically uncollected.

Anyone who reads this volume as a representative one of Irish folk-tales might, at first sight, imagine
that there is a broad difference between the Gaelic tales of the Highlands and those of Ireland, because
very few of the stories given here have parallels in the volumes of Campbell and Maclnnes. I have,
however, particularly chosen the tales in the present volume on account of their dissimilarity to any
published Highland tales, for, as a general rule, the main body of tales in Ireland and Scotland bear a
very near relation to each other. Most of Mr. Curtin’s stories, for instance, have Scotch Gaelic parallels.
It would be only natural, however, that many stories should exist in Ireland which are now forgotten in
Scotland, or which possibly were never carried there by that section of the Irish which colonized it; and
some of the most modern—especially of the kind whose genesis I have called conscious—must have
arisen amongst the Irish since then, while on the other hand some of the Scotch stories may have been
bequeathed to the Gaelic language by those races who were displaced by the Milesian Conquest in the
fifth century.

Many of the incidents of the Highland stories have parallels in Irish MSS., even incidents of which I
have met no trace in the folk-lore of the people. This is curious, because these Irish MSS. used to
circulate widely, and be constantly read at the firesides of the peasantry, while there is no trace of MSS.



being in use historical times amongst the Highland cabins. Of such stories as were most popular, a very
imperfect list of about forty is given in Mr. Standish O’Grady’s excellent preface to the third volume of
the Ossianic Society’s publications. After reading most of these in MSS. of various dates, and
comparing them with such folk-lore as I had collected orally, I was surprised to find how few points of
contact existed between the two. The men who committed stories to paper seem to have chiefly
confined themselves to the inventions of the bards or professional story-tellers—often founded,
however, on folk-lore incidents—while the taste of the people was more conservative, and willingly
forgot the bardic inventions to perpetuate their old Aryan traditions, of which this volume gives some
specimens. The discrepancy in style and contents between the MS. stories and those of the people leads
me to believe that the stories in the MSS. are not so much old Aryan folk-tales written down by scholars
as the inventions of individual brains, consciously inventing, as modern novelists do. This theory,
however, must be somewhat modified before it can be applied, for, as I have said, there are incidents in
Scotch Gaelic folk-tales which resemble those of some of the MS. stories rather nearly. Let us glance at
a single instance—one only out of many—where Highland tradition preserves a trait which, were it not
for such preservation, would assuredly be ascribed to the imaginative brain of an inventive Irish writer.

The extraordinary creature of which Campbell found traces in the Highlands, the Fachan, of which he
has drawn a whimsical engraving,[*! is met with in an Irish MS. called Iollann Arm-dearg. Old
MacPhie, Campbell’s informant, called him the “Desert creature of Glen Eite, the son of Colin,” and
described him as having “one hand out of his chest, one leg out of his haunch, and one eye out of the
front of his face;” and again, “ugly was the make of the Fachan, there was one hand out of the ridge of
his chest, and one tuft out of the top of his head, and it were easier to take a mountain from the root than
to bend that tuft.” This one-legged, one-handed, one-eyed creature, unknown, as Campbell remarks, to
German or Norse mythology, is thus described in the Irish manuscript: “And he (Iollann) was not long
at this, until he saw the devilish misformed element, and the fierce and horrible spectre, and the gloomy
disgusting enemy, and the morose unlovely churl (moga); and this is how he was: he held a very thick
iron flail-club in his skinny hand, and twenty chains out of it, and fifty apples on each chain of them,
and a venomous spell on each great apple of them, and a girdle of the skins of deer and roebuck around
the thing that was his body, and one eye in the forehead of his black-faced countenance, and one bare,
hard, very hairy hand coming out of his chest, and one veiny, thick-soled leg supporting him and a
close, firm, dark blue mantle of twisted hard-thick feathers, protecting his body, and surely he was more
like unto devil than to man.” This creature inhabited a desert, as the Highlander said, and were it not for
this corroborating Scotch tradition, I should not have hesitated to put down the whole incident as the
whimsical invention of some Irish writer, the more so as I had never heard any accounts of this
wonderful creature in local tradition. This discovery of his counterpart in the Highlands puts a new
complexion on the matter. Is the Highland spectre derived from the Irish manuscript story, or does the
writer of the Irish story only embody in his tale a piece of folk-lore common at one time to all branches
of the Gaelic race, and now all but extinct. This last supposition is certainly the true one, for it is borne
out by the fact that the Irish writer ascribes no name to this monster, while the Highlander calls him a
Fachan,'® a word, as far as I know, not to be found elsewhere.

But we have further ground for pausing before we ascribe the Irish manuscript story to the invention
of some single bard or writer. If we read it closely we shall see that it is largely the embodiment of other
folk-tales. Many of the incidents of which it is composed can be paralleled from Scotch Gaelic sources,
and one of the most remarkable, that of the prince becoming a journeyman fuller, I have found in a
Connacht folk-tale. This diffusion of incidents in various tales collected all over the Gaelic-speaking
world, would point to the fact that the story, as far as many of the incidents go, is not the invention of
the writer, but is genuine folk-lore thrown by him into a new form, with, perhaps, added incidents of his



own, and a brand new dress.

But now in tracing this typical story, we come across another remarkable fact—the fresh start the
story took on its being thus recast and made up new. Once the order and progress of the incidents were
thus stereotyped, as it were, the tale seems to have taken a new lease of its life, and gone forth to
conquer; for while it continued to be constantly copied in Irish manuscripts, thus proving its popularity
as a written tale, it continued to be recited verbally in Scotland in something like the same bardic and
inflated language made use of by the Irish writer, and with pretty nearly the same sequence of incidents,
the three adventurers, whose Irish names are Ur, Artuir, and Iollann, having become transmogrified into
Ur, Athairt, and Iullar, in the mouth of the Highland reciter. I think it highly improbable, however, that
at the time of this story being composed—Ilargely out of folk-tale incidents—it was also committed to
paper. I think it much more likely that the story was committed to writing by some Irish scribe, only
after it had gained so great a vogue as to spread through both Ireland and Scotland. This would account
for the fact that all the existing MSS. of this story, and of many others like it, are, as far as I am aware,
comparatively modern.!®! Another argument in favour of this supposition, that bardic tales were only
committed to writing when they had become popular, may be drawn from the fact that both in Ireland
and the Highlands we find in many folk-lore stories traces of bardic compositions easily known by their
poetical, alliterative, and inflated language, of which no MSS. are found in either country. It may, of
course, be said, that the MSS. have perished; and we know how grotesquely indifferent the modern Irish
are about their literary and antiquarian remains; yet, had they ever existed, I cannot help thinking that
some trace of them, or allusion to them, would be found in our surviving literature.

There is also the greatest discrepancy in the poetical passages which occur in the Highland oral
version and the Irish manuscript version of such tales as in incident are nearly identical. Now, if the
story had been propagated from a manuscript written out once for all, and then copied, I feel pretty sure
that the resemblance between the alliterative passages in the two would be much closer. The
dissimilarity between them seems to show that the incidents and not the language were the things to be
remembered, and that every wandering bard who picked up a new story from a colleague, stereotyped
the incidents in his mind, but uttered them whenever he recited the story, in his own language; and
whenever he came to the description of a storm at sea, or a battle, or anything else which the original
poet had seen fit to describe poetically, he did so too, but not in the same way or the same language, for
to remember the language of his predecessor on these occasions, from merely hearing it, would be well-
nigh impossible. It is likely, then, that each bard or story-teller observed the places where the poetical
runs should come in, but trusted to his own cultivated eloquence for supplying them. It will be well to
give an example or two from this tale of Iollann. Here is the sea-run, as given in the Highland oral
version, after the three warriors embark in their vessel:—

“They gave her prow to sea and her stern to shore,

They hoisted the speckled flapping bare-topped sails,

Up against the tall tough splintering masts,

And they had a pleasant breeze as they might chose themselves,
Would bring heather from the hill, leaf from grove, willow from its roots,
Would put thatch of the houses in furrows of the ridges,

The day that neither the son nor the father could do it,

That same was neither little nor much for them,

But using it and taking it as it might come.

The sea plunging and surging,

The red sea the blue sea lashing,



And striking hither and thither about her planks,

The whorled dun whelk that was down on the floor of the ocean,
Would give a snag on her gunwale and a crack on her floor,

She would cut a slender oaten straw with the excellence of her going.”

It will be observed how different the corresponding run in the Irish manuscript is, when thrown into
verse, for the language in both versions is only measured prose:—

“Then they gave an eager very quick courageous high-spirited flood-leap
To meet and to face the sea and the great ocean.

And great was the horror....

Then there arose before them a fierceness in the sea,

And they replied patiently stoutly strongly and vigorously,
To the roar of the green sided high-strong waves,

Till they made a high quick very-furious rowing

Till the deep-margined dreadful blue-bordered sea

Arose in broad-sloping fierce-frothing plains

And in rushing murmuring flood-quick ever-deep platforms.
And in gloomy horrible swift great valleys

Of very terrible green sea, and the beating and the pounding
Of the strong dangerous waves smiting against the decks
And against the sides of that full-great full-tight bark.”

It may, however, be objected that the sea-runs are so common and so numerous, that one might easily
usurp the place of another, and that this alone is no proof that the various story-tellers or professional
bards, contented themselves with remembering the incidents of a story, but either extemporised their
own runs after what flourish their nature would, or else had a stock of these, of their own composing,
always ready at hand. Let us look, then, at another story of which Campbell has preserved the Highland
version, while I have a good Irish MS. of the same, written by some northern scribe, in 1762. This story,
“The Slender Grey Kerne,” or “Slim Swarthy Champion,” as Campbell translates it, is full of alliterative
runs, which the Highland reciter has retained in their proper places, but couched in different language,
while he introduces a run of his own which the Irish has not got, in describing the swift movement of
the kerne. Every time the kerne is asked where he comes from, the Highlander makes him say—

“I came from hurry-skurry,

From the land of endless spring,!”!
From the loved swanny glen,

A night in Islay and a night in Man,
A night on cold watching cairns

On the face of a mountain.

In the Scotch king’s town was I born,
A soiled sorry champion am I
Though I happened upon this town.”

In the Irish MS. the kerne always says—

“In Dun Monaidh, in the town of the king of Scotland,
I slept last night,



But I be a day in Islay and a day in Cantire,
A day in Man and a day in Rathlin,

A day in Fionncharn of the watch

Upon Slieve Fuaid.

A little miserable traveller I,

And in Aileach of the kings was I born.
And that,” said he, “is my story.”

Again, whenever the kerne plays his harp the Highlander says:—

“He could play tunes and oirts and orgain,
Trampling things, tightening strings,
Warriors, heroes, and ghosts on their feet,
Ghosts and souls and sickness and fever,
That would set in sound lasting sleep

The whole great world,

With the sweetness of the calming!®! tunes
That the champion would play.”

The Irish run is as follows:—

“The kerne played music and tunes and instruments of song,
Wounded men and women with babes,

And slashed heroes and mangled warriors,

And all the wounded and all the sick,

And the bitterly-wounded of the great world,

They would sleep with the voice of the music,

Ever efficacious, ever sweet, which the kerne played.”

Again, when the kerne approaches anyone, his gait is thus described half-rythmically by the Scotch
narrator:—“A young chap was seen coming towards them, his two shoulders through his old coat, his
two ears through his old hat, his two squat kickering tatter-y shoes full of cold roadway-ish water, three
feet of his sword sideways in the side of his haunch after the scabbard was ended.”

The Irish writer makes him come thus:—“And he beheld the slender grey kerne approaching him
straight, and half his sword bared behind his haunch, and old shoes full of water sousing about him, and
the top of his ears out through his old mantle, and a short butt-burned javelin of holly in his hand.”

These few specimens, which could be largely multiplied, may be sufficient for our purpose, as they
show that wherever a run occurs in the Irish the same occurs in the Gaelic, but couched in quite
different language, though preserving a general similarity of meaning. This can only be accounted for
on the supposition already made, that when a professional bard had invented a successful story it was
not there and then committed to paper, but circulated vivd voce, until it became the property of every
story-teller, and was made part of the stock-in-trade of professional files, who neither remembered nor
cared to remember the words in which the story was first told, but only the incidents of which it was
composed, and who (as their professional training enabled them to do) invented or extemporised
glowing alliterative runs for themselves at every point of the story where, according to the inventor of it,
a run should be.



It may be interesting to note that this particular story cannot—at least in the form in which we find it
disseminated both in Ireland and Scotland—be older than the year 1362, in which year O’Connor Sligo
marched into Munster and carried off great spoil, for in both the Scotch and Irish versions the kerne is
made to accompany that chieftain, and to disappear in disgust because O’Connor forgot to offer him the
first drink. This story then, and it is probably typical of a great many others, had its rise in its present
shape—for, of course, the germ of it may be much older—on Irish ground, not earlier than the end of
the fourteenth or the beginning of the fifteenth century, and was carried by some Irish bard or
professional story-teller to the Gaeldom of Scotland, where it is told to this day without any great
variations, but in a form very much stunted and shortened. As to the Irish copy, I imagine that it was not
written down for a couple of centuries later, and only after it had become a stock piece all over the
Scotch and Irish Gaeldom; that then some scribe got hold of a story-teller (one of those professionals
who, according to the Book of Leinster, were obliged to know seven times fifty stories), and stereotyped
in writing the current Irish variation of the tale, just as Campbell, two, three, or four centuries
afterwards, did with the Scotch Gaelic version.

It may, of course, be alleged that the bombastic and inflated language of many of the MS. stories is
due not to the oral reciter, but to the scribe, who, in his pride of learning, thought to himself, nihil quod
tango non orno; but though it is possible that some scribes threw in extraneous embellishments, I think
the story-teller was the chief transgressor. Here, for instance, is a verbally collected specimen from a
Connemara story, which contains all the marks of the MS. stories, and yet it is almost certain that it has
been transmitted purely viva voce:—“They journeyed to the harbour where there was a vessel waiting to
take them across the sea. They struck into her, and hung up the great blowing, bellying, equal-long,
equal-straight sails, to the tops of the masts, so that they would not leave a rope without straining, or an
oar without breaking, plowing the seething, surging sea; great whales making fairy music and service
for them, two-thirds going beneath the wave to the one-third going on the top, sending the smooth sand
down below and the rough sand up above, and the eels in grips with one another, until they grated on
port and harbour in the Eastern world.” This description is probably nothing to the glowing language
which a professional story-teller, with a trained ear, enormous vocabulary, and complete command of
the language, would have employed a couple of hundred years ago. When such popular traces of the
inflated style even still exist, it is against all evidence to accredit the invention and propagation of it to
the scribes alone.

The relationship between Ireland and the Scottish Gaeldom, was of the closest kind, and there must
have been something like an identity of literature, nor was there any break in the continuity of these
friendly relations until the plantation of Ulster cut off the high road between the two Gaelic families.
Even during the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries it is probable that no sooner did a bardic composition
win fame in Ireland than it was carried over to try its fortune in Scotland too, just as an English dramatic
company will come over from London to Dublin. A story which throws great light on the dispersion of
heroic tales amongst the Gaelic-speaking peoples, is Conall Gulban, the longest of all Campbell’s tales.
On comparing the Highland version with an Irish MS., by Father Manus O’Donnell, made in 1708, and
another made about the beginning of this century, by Michael O’Longan, of Carricknavar, I was
surprised to find incident following incident with wonderful regularity in both versions. Luckily we
have proximate data for fixing the date of this renowned story, a story that, according to Campbell, is
“very widely spread in Scotland, from Beaulay on the east, to Barra on the west, and Dunoon and
Paisley in the south.” Both the Irish and Gaelic stories relate the exploits of the fifth century chieftain,
Conall Gulban, the son of Niall of the Nine Hostages, and his wars with (amongst others) the Turks.
The Irish story begins with an account of Niall holding his court, when a herald from the Emperor of
Constantinople comes forward and summons him to join the army of the emperor, and assist in putting



down Christianity, and making the nations of Europe embrace the Turkish faith. We may fairly surmise
that this romance took its rise in the shock given to Europe by the fall of Constantinople and the career
of Mahomet the Great. This would throw back its date to the latter end of the fifteenth century at the
earliest; but one might almost suppose that Constantinople had been long enough held by the Turks at
the time the romance was invented to make the inventor suppose that it had always belonged to them,
even in the time of Niall of the Nine Hostages.”) We know that romances of this kind continued to be
invented at a much later date, but I fancy none of these ever penetrated to Scotland. One of the most
popular of romantic tales with the scribes of the last century and the first half of this, was “The
Adventures of Torolbh MacStairn,” and again, the “Adventures of Torolbh MacStairn’s Three Sons,”
which most of the MSS. ascribe to Michael Coiminn, who lived at the beginning of the eighteenth
century,'%! and whose romance was certainly not propagated by professional story-tellers, as I have
tried to prove was the case with the earlier romances, but by means of numerous manuscript copies; and
it is also certain that Coiminn did not relate this tale as the old bards did, but wrote it down as modern
novelists do their stories. But this does not invalidate my surmise, or prove that Conall Gulban, and
forty or fifty of the same kind, had their origin in a written manuscript; it only proves that in the
eighteenth century the old order was giving place to the new, and that the professional bards and story-
tellers were now a thing of the past, they having fallen with the Gaelic nobility who were their patrons.
It would be exceedingly interesting to know whether any traces of these modern stories that had their
rise in written manuscripts, are to be found amongst the peasantry as folk-lore. I, certainly, have found
no remnant of any such; but this proves nothing. If Ireland had a few individual workers scattered over
the provinces we would know more on the subject; but, unfortunately, we have hardly any such people,
and what is worse, the present current of political thought, and the tone of our Irish educational
establishments are not likely to produce them. Until something has been done by us to collect Irish folk-
lore in as thorough a manner as Highland tales have already been collected, no deductions can be made
with certainty upon the subject of the relationship between Highland and Irish folk-tales, and the
relation of both to the Irish MSS.

Irish folk-stories may roughly be divided into two classes, those which I believe never had any
conscious genesis inside the shores of Ireland, and those which had. These last we have just been
examining. Most of the longer tales about the Fenians, and all those stories which have long inflated
passages full of alliterative words and poetic epithets, belong to this class. Under the other head of
stories that were never consciously invented on Irish ground, we may place all such simple stories as
bear a trace of nature myths, and those which appear to belong to our old Aryan heritage, from the fact
of their having parallels amongst other Aryan-speaking races, such as the story of the man who wanted
to learn to shake with fear, stories of animals and talking birds, of giants and wizards, and others whose
directness and simplicity show them to have had an unconscious and popular origin, though some of
these may, of course, have arisen on Irish soil. To this second class belong also that numerous body of
traditions rather than tales, of conversational anecdotes rather than set stories, about appearances of
fairies, or “good people,” or Tuatha De Danann, as they are also called; of pookas, leprechauns, ghosts,
apparitions, water-horses, &c. These creations of folk-fancy seldom appear, as far as I have observed, in
the folk-tale proper, or at least they only appear as adjuncts, for in almost all cases the interest of these
regular tales centres round a human hero. Stories about leprechauns, fairies, &c., are very brief, and
generally have local names and scenery attached to them, and are told conversationally as any other
occurrence might be told, whereas there is a certain solemnity about the repetition of a folk-tale proper.

After spending so much time over the very latest folk-tales, the detritus of bardic stories, it will be
well to cast a glance at some of the most ancient, such as bear their pre-historic origin upon their face.
Some of these point, beyond all doubt, to rude efforts on the part of primitive man to realize to himself



the phenomena of nature, by personifying them, and attaching to them explanatory fables. Let us take a
specimen from a story I found in Mayo, not given in this volume—*“The Boy who was long on his
Mother.”!"] In this story, which in Von Hahn’s classification would come under the heading of “the
strong man his adventures,” the hero is a veritable Hercules, whom the king tries to put to death by
making him perform impossible tasks, amongst other things, by sending him down to hell to drive up
the spirits with his club. He is desired by the king to drain a lake full of water. The lake is very steep on
one side like a reservoir. The hero makes a hole at this side, applies his mouth to it, and sucks down the
water of the lake, with boats, fishes, and everything else it contained, leaving the lake ¢om tirm le bois
do laime, “as dry as the palm of your hand.” Even a sceptic will be likely to confess that this tale
(which has otherwise no meaning) is the remains of a (probably Aryan) sun-myth, and personifies the
action of the warm sun in drying up a lake and making it a marsh, killing the fishes, and leaving the
boats stranded. But this story, like many others, is suggestive of more than this, since it would supply an
argument for those who, like Professor Rhys, see in Hercules a sun-god. The descent of our hero into
hell, and his frightening the spirits with his club, the impossible tasks which the king gives him to
perform in the hopes of slaying him, and his successful accomplishment of them, seem to identify him
with the classic Hercules. But the Irish tradition preserves the incident of drying the lake, which must
have been the work of a sun-god, the very thing that Hercules—but on much slighter grounds—is
supposed to have been.l'?] If this story is not the remains of a nature myth, it is perfectly unintelligible,
for no rational person could hope to impose upon even a child by saying that a man drank up a lake,
ships, and all; and yet this story has been with strange conservatism repeated from father to son for
probably thousands of years, and must have taken its rise at a time when our ancestors were in much the
same rude and mindless condition as the Australian blacks or the Indians of California are to-day.

Again, in another story we hear of a boat that sails equally swiftly over land and sea, and goes
straight to its mark. It is so large that if all the men in the world were to enter it there would remain
place for six hundred more; while it is so small that it folds up into the hand of the person who has it.
But ships do not sail on land, nor grow large and small, nor go straight to their mark; consequently, it is
plain that we have here another nature myth, vastly old, invented by pre-historic man, for these ships
can be nothing but the clouds which sail over land and sea, are large enough to hold the largest armies,
and small enough to fold into the hand, and which go straight to their mark. The meaning of this has
been forgotten for countless ages, but the story has survived.

Again, in another tale which I found, called “The Bird of Sweet Music,”!'3] a man follows a sweet
singing bird into a cave under the ground, and finds a country where he wanders for a year and a day,
and a woman who befriends him while there, and enables him to bring back the bird, which turns out to
be a human being. At the end of the tale the narrator mentions quite casually that it was his mother
whom he met down there. But this touch shows that the land where he wandered was the Celtic Hades,
the country of the dead beneath the ground, and seems to stamp the tale at once as at least pre-Christian.

Even in such an unpretending-looking story as “The King of Ireland’s Son” (the third in this volume),
there are elements which must be vastly old. In a short Czech story, “George with the Goat,” we find
some of the prince’s companions figuring, only slightly metamorphosed. We have the man with one foot
over his shoulder, who jumps a hundred miles when he puts it down; while the gun-man of the Irish
story who performs two parts—that of seeing and shooting—is replaced in the Bohemian tale by two
different men, one of whom has such sight that he must keep a bandage over his eyes, for if he removed
it he could see a hundred miles, and the other has, instead of a gun, a bottle with his thumb stuck into it
for a stopper, because if he took it out it would squirt a hundred miles. George hires one after the other,
just as the prince does in the Irish story. George goes to try to win the king’s daughter, as the Irish prince



does, and, amongst other things, is desired to bring a goblet of water from a well a hundred miles off in
a minute. “So,” says the story,['*! “George said to the man who had the foot on his shoulder, “You said
that if you took the foot down you could jump a hundred miles.’ He replied: ‘I’ll easily do that.” He took
the foot down, jumped, and was there; but after this there was only a very little time to spare, and by
this he ought to have been back. So George said to the second, ‘You said that if you removed the
bandage from your eyes you could see a hundred miles; peep, and see what is going on.” ‘Ah, sir,
goodness gracious! he’s fallen asleep.’ “That will be a bad job,’ said George; ‘the time will be up. You
third man, you said if you pulled your thumb out you could squirt a hundred miles. Be quick, and squirt
thither, that he may get up; and you, look whether he is moving, or what.” ‘Oh, sir, he’s getting up now;
he’s knocking the dust off; he’s drawing the water.” He then gave a jump, and was there exactly in
time.” Now, this Bohemian story seems also to bear traces of a nature myth; for, as Mr. Wratislaw has
remarked: “the man who jumps a hundred miles appears to be the rainbow, the man with bandaged eyes
the lightning, and the man with the bottle the cloud.” The Irish story, while in every other way superior
to the Bohemian, has quite obscured this point; and were it not for the striking Sclavonic parallel,
people might be found to assert that the story was of recent origin. This discovery of the Czech tale,
however, throws it at once three thousand years back; for the similarity of the Irish and Bohemian story
can hardly be accounted for, except on the supposition, that both Slavs and Celts carried it from the
original home of the Aryan race, in pre-historic times, or at least from some place where the two races
were in contiguity with one another, and that it, too—little as it appears so now—was at one time in all
probability a nature myth.

Such myth stories as these ought to be preserved, since they are about the last visible link connecting
civilized with pre-historic man; for, of all the traces that man in his earliest period has left behind him,
there is nothing except a few drilled stones or flint arrow-heads that approaches the antiquity of these
tales, as told to-day by a half-starving peasant in a smoky Connacht cabin.

It is time to say a word about the narrators of these stories. The people who can recite them are, as far
as my researches have gone, to be found only amongst the oldest, most neglected, and poorest of the
Irish-speaking population. English-speaking people either do not know them at all, or else tell them in
so bald and condensed a form as to be useless. Almost all the men from whom I used to hear stories in
the County Roscommon are dead. Ten or fifteen years ago I used to hear a great many stories, but I did
not understand their value. Now when I go back for them I cannot find them. They have died out, and
will never again be heard on the hillsides, where they probably existed for a couple of thousand years;
they will never be repeated there again, to use the Irish phrase, while grass grows or water runs. Several
of these stories I got from an old man, one Shawn Cunningham, on the border of the County
Roscommon, where it joins Mayo. He never spoke more than a few words of English till he was fifteen
years old. He was taught by a hedge schoolmaster from the South of Ireland out of Irish MSS. As far as
I could make out from him the teaching seemed to consist in making him learn Irish poems by heart.
His next schoolmaster, however, tied a piece of stick round his neck, and when he came to school in the
morning the schoolmaster used to inspect the piece of wood and pretend that it told him how often he
had spoken Irish when at home. In some cases the schoolmasters made the parents put a notch in the
stick every time the child failed to speak English. He was beaten then, and always beaten whenever he
was heard speaking a word of Irish, even though at this time he could hardly speak a word of English.
His son and daughter now speak Irish, though not fluently, his grandchildren do not even understand it.
He had at one time, as he expressed it, “the full of a sack of stories,” but he had forgotten them. His
grandchildren stood by his knee while he told me one or two, but it was evident they did not understand
a word. His son and daughter laughed at them as nonsense. Even in Achill where, if anywhere, one
ought to find folk-stories in their purity, a fine-looking dark man of about forty-five, who told me a



number of them, and could repeat Ossian’s poems, assured me that now-a-days when he went into a
house in the evening and the old people got him to recite, the boys would go out; “they wouldn’t
understand me,” said he, “and when they wouldn’t, they’d sooner be listening to géimneac na mbo,”
“the lowing of the cows.” This, too, in an island where many people cannot speak English. I do not
know whether the Achill schoolmasters make use of the notch of wood to-day, but it is hardly wanted
now. It is curious that this was the device universally employed all over Connacht and Munster to kill
the language. This took place under the eye of O’Connell and the Parliamentarians, and, of course,
under the eye and with the sanction of the Catholic priesthood and prelates, some of whom, according to
Father Keegan, of St. Louis, distinguished themselves by driving the Irish teachers out of their dioceses
and burning their books. At the present day, such is the irony of fate, if a stranger talks Irish he runs a
good chance of being looked upon as an enemy, this because some attempts were made to proselytize
“natives” by circulating Irish bibles, and sending some Irish scripture-readers amongst them. Surely
nothing so exquisitely ludicrous ever took place outside of this island of anomalies, as that a stranger
who tries to speak Irish in Ireland runs the serious risk of being looked upon as a proselytizing
Englishman. As matters are still progressing gaily in this direction, let nobody be surprised if a pure
Aryan language which, at the time of the famine, in ’47, was spoken by at least four million souls (more
than the whole population of Switzerland), becomes in a few years as extinct as Cornish. Of course,
there is not a shadow of necessity, either social or economical, for this. All the world knows that bi-
linguists are superior to men who know only one language, yet in Ireland everyone pretends to believe
the contrary. A few words from the influential leaders of the race when next they visit Achill, for
instance, would help to keep Irish alive there in secula seculorum, and with the Irish language, the old
Aryan folk-lore, the Ossianic poems, numberless ballads, folk-songs, and proverbs, and a thousand and
one other interesting things that survive when Irish is spoken, and die when it dies. But, from a
complexity of causes which I am afraid to explain, the men who for the last sixty years have had the ear
of the Irish race have persistently shown the cold shoulder to everything that was Irish and racial, and
while protesting, or pretending to protest, against West Britonism, have helped, more than anyone else,
by their example, to assimilate us to England and the English, thus running counter to the entire voice of
modern Europe, which is in favour of extracting the best from the various races of men who inhabit it,
by helping them to develop themselves on national and racial lines. The people are not the better for it
either, for one would fancy it required little culture to see that the man who reads Irish MSS., and
repeats Ossianic poetry, is a higher and more interesting type than the man whose mental training is
confined to spelling through an article in United Ireland.!'°!

I may mention here that it is not as easy a thing as might be imagined to collect Irish stories. One
hears that tales are to be had from such and such a man, generally, alas! a very old one. With difficulty
one manages to find him out, only to discover, probably, that he has some work on hand. If it happens to
be harvest time it is nearly useless going to him at all, unless one is prepared to sit up with him all night,
for his mind is sure to be so distraught with harvest operations that he can tell you nothing. If it is winter
time, however, and you fortunately find him unoccupied, nevertheless it requires some management to
get him to tell his stories. Half a glass of ishka-baha, a pipe of tobacco, and a story of one’s own are the
best things to begin with. If, however, you start to take down the story verbatim with pencil and paper,
as an unwary collector might do, you destroy all, or your shanachie becomes irritable. He will not wait
for you to write down your sentence, and if you call out, “Stop, stop, wait till I get this down,” he will
forget what he was going to tell you, and you will not get a third of his story, though you may think you
have it all. What you must generally do is to sit quietly smoking your pipe, without the slightest
interruption, not even when he comes to words and phrases which you do not understand. He must be
allowed his own way to the end, and then after judiciously praising him and discussing the story, you



remark, as if the thought had suddenly struck you, “bud mait liom sin a beit agam air paipeur,” “I’d
like to have that on paper.” Then you can get it from him easily enough, and when he leaves out whole
incidents, as he is sure to do, you who have just heard the story can put him right, and so get it from him
nearly in its entirety. Still it is not always easy to write down these stories, for they are full of old or
corrupted words, which neither you nor your narrator understand, and if you press him too much over
the meaning of these he gets confused and irritable.

The present volume consists of about half the stories in the Leabhar Sgeuluigheachta, translated into
English, together with some half dozen other stories given in the original together with a close English
translation. It is not very easy to make a good translation from Irish into English, for there are no two
Aryan languages more opposed to each other in spirit and idiom. Still, the English spoken by three-
fourths of the people of Ireland is largely influenced by Gaelic idioms, for most of those expressions
which surprise Englishmen are really translations from that Irish which was the language of the
speaker’s father, grandfather, or great-grandfather—according to the part of the country you may be in
—and there have perpetuated themselves, even in districts where you will scarce find a trace of an Irish
word. There are, however, also hundreds of Gaelic idioms not reproduced in the English spoken by the
people, and it is difficult to render these fitly. Campbell of Islay has run into rather an extreme in his
translations, for in order to make them picturesque, he has rendered his Gaelic originals something too
literally. Thus, he invariably translates bhain se an ceann deth, by “he reaped the head off him,” a form
of speech which, I notice, a modern Irish poet and M.P. has adopted from him; but bain, though it
certainly means “reap” amongst other things, is the word used for taking off a hat as well as a head.
Again, he always translates thu by “thou,” which gives his stories a strange antique air, which is partly
artificial, for the Gaelic “thou” corresponds to the English “you,” the second person plural not being
used except in speaking of more than one. In this way, Campbell has given his excellent and thoroughly
reliable translations a scarcely legitimate colouring, which I have tried to avoid. For this reason, I have
not always translated the Irish idioms quite literally, though I have used much unidiomatic English, but
only of the kind used all over Ireland, the kind the people themselves use. I do not translate, for
instance, the Irish for “he died,” by “he got death,” for this, though the literal translation, is not adopted
into Hibernian English; but I do translate the Irish ghnidheadh se sin by “he used to do that,” which is
the ordinary Anglo-Irish attempt at making—what they have not got in English—a consuetudinal tense.
I have scarcely used the pluperfect at all. No such tense exists in Irish, and the people who speak
English do not seem to feel the want of it, and make no hesitation in saying, “I’d speak sooner if I knew
that,” where they mean, “if I had known that I would have spoken sooner.” I do not translate (as
Campbell would), “it rose with me to do it,” but “I succeeded in doing it,” for the first, though the literal
translation of the Irish idiom, has not been adopted into English; but I do translate “he did it and he
drunk,” instead of, “he did it while he was drunk;” for the first phrase (the literal translation of the Irish)
is universally used throughout English-speaking Ireland. Where, as sometimes happens, the English
language contains no exact equivalent for an Irish expression, I have rendered the original as well as I
could, as one generally does render for linguistic purposes, from one language into another.

In conclusion, it only remains for me to thank Mr. Alfred Nutt for enriching this book as he has done,
and for bearing with the dilatoriness of the Irish printers, who find so much difficulty in setting Irish
type, that many good Irishmen have of late come round to the idea of printing our language in Roman
characters; and to express my gratitude to Father Eugene O’Growney for the unwearying kindness with
which he read and corrected my Irish proofs, and for the manifold aid which he has afforded me on this
and other occasions.




POSTSCRIPT BY ALFRED NUTT.

TEPN

I had hoped to accompany these tales with as full a commentary as that which I have affixed to the
Argyllshire Mdrchen, collected and translated by the Rev. D. MacInnes. Considerations of business and
health prevent me from carrying out this intention, and I have only been able to notice a passage here
and there in the Tales; but I have gladly availed myself of my friend, Dr. Hyde’s permission, to touch
upon a few points in his Introduction.

Of special interest are Dr. Hyde’s remarks upon the relations which obtain between the modern folk-
tale current among the Gaelic-speaking populations of Ireland and Scotland, and the Irish mythic, heroic
and romantic literature preserved in MSS., which range in date from the eleventh century to the present
day.

In Ireland, more than elsewhere, the line of demarcation between the tale whose genesis is conscious,
and that of which the reverse is true, is hard to draw, and students will, for a long while to come, differ
concerning points of detail. I may thus be permitted to disagree at times with Dr. Hyde, although, as a
rule, I am heartily at one with him.

Dr. Hyde distinguishes between an older stratum of folk-tale (the “old Aryan traditions,” of p. xix.)
and the newer stratum of “bardic inventions.” He also establishes a yet younger class than these latter,
the romances of the professional story-tellers of the eighteenth century, who “wrote them down as
modern novelists do their stories.” Of these last he remarks (p. xxxiv.), that he has found no remnant of
them among the peasantry of to-day; a valuable bit of evidence, although of course, subject to the
inconclusiveness of all merely negative testimony. To revert to the second class, he looks upon the tales
comprised in it as being rather the inventions of individual brains than as old Aryan folk-tales (p. xx.) It
must at once be conceded, that a great number of the tales and ballads current in the Gaelic-speaking
lands undoubtedly received the form under which they are now current, somewhere between the twelfth
and the sixteenth centuries; that the authors of that form were equally undoubtedly the professional
bards and story-tellers attached to the court of every Gaelic chieftain; and that the method of their
transmission was oral, it being the custom of the story-tellers both to teach their tales to pupils, and to
travel about from district to district.

The style of these stories and ballads enables us to date them with sufficient precision. Dr. Hyde also
notes historical allusions, such as the reference to O’Connor Sligo, in the story of the “Slim Swarthy
Champion,” or to the Turks in the story of “Conall Gulban.” I cannot but think, however, that it is
straining the evidence to assert that the one story was invented after 1362, or the other after the fall of
Constantinople. The fact that “Bony” appears in some versions of the common English mumming play
does not show that it originated in this century, merely that these particular versions have passed
through the minds of nineteenth century peasants; and in like manner the Connaught fourteenth century
chieftain may easily have taken the place of an earlier personage, the Turks in “Conall Gulban,” of an
earlier wizard-giant race. If I cannot go as far as Dr. Hyde in this sense, I must equally demur to the
assumption (p. xl.), that community of incident between an Irish and a Bohemian tale necessarily
establishes the pre-historic antiquity of the incident. I believe that a great many folk-tales, as well as
much else of folk-lore, has been developed in situ, rather than imported from the outside; but I, by no
means, deny importation in principle, and I recognise that its agency has been clearly demonstrated in
not a few cases.



The main interest of Irish folk-literature (if the expression be allowed) centres in the bardic stories. I
think that Dr. Hyde lays too much stress upon such external secondary matters as the names of heroes,
or allusions to historical events; and, indeed, he himself, in the case of Murachaidh MacBrian, states
what I believe to be the correct theory, namely, that the Irish bardic story, from which he derives the
Scotch Gaelic one, is, as far as many of its incidents go, not the invention of the writer, but genuine
folk-lore thrown by him into a new form (p. xxii.)

Had we all the materials necessary for forming a judgment, such is, I believe, the conclusion that
would in every case be reached. But I furthermore hold it likely that in many cases the recast story
gradually reverted to a primitive folk-type in the course of passing down from the court story-teller to
the humbler peasant reciters, that it sloughed off the embellishments of the ollamhs, and reintroduced
the older, wilder conceptions with which the folk remained in fuller sympathy than the more cultured
bard. Compare, for instance, as I compared ten years ago, “Maghach Colgar,” in Campbell’s version
(No. 36), with the “Fairy Palace of the Quicken Trees.” The one tale has all the incidents in the wildest
and most fantastic form possible; in the other they are rationalised to the utmost possible extent and
made to appear like a piece of genuine history. I do not think that if this later version was invented right
out by a thirteenth or fourteenth century ollamh, it could have given rise to the former one. Either
“Maghach Colgar” descends from the folk-tale which served as the basis of the Irish story, or, what is
more likely, the folk, whilst appreciating and preserving the new arrangement of certain well-known
incidents, retained the earlier form of the incidents themselves, as being more consonant with the
totality of its conceptions, both moral and esthetic. This I hold to be the vital lesson the folk-lorist may
learn from considering the relations of Gaelic folk-tale and Gaelic romance (using the latter term in the
sense of story with a conscious genesis): that romance, to live and propagate itself among the folk, must
follow certain rules, satisfy certain conceptions of life, conform to certain conventions. The Irish bards
and story-tellers had little difficulty, I take it, in doing this; they had not outgrown the creed of their
countrymen, they were in substantial touch with the intellectual and artistic laws that govern their
subject-matter. Re-arrange, rationalise somewhat, deck out with the questionable adornment of their
scanty and ill-digested book-learning—to this extent, but to this extent only, I believe, reached their
influence upon the mass of folk-conceptions and presentments which they inherited from their fathers,
and which, with these modifications and additions, they handed on to their children.

But romance must not only conform to the conventions, it must also fit in with the ensemble of
conditions, material, mental and spiritual, which constitute the culture (taking this much-abused word in
its widest sense) of a race. An example will make this clear.

Of all modern, consciously-invented fairy tales I know but one which conforms fully to the folk-tale
convention—“The Shaving of Shagpat.” It follows the formula as closely and accurately as the best of
Grimm’s or of Campbell’s tales. To divine the nature of a convention, and to use its capabilities to the
utmost, is a special mark of genius, and in this, as in other instances, whatever else be absent from Mr.
Meredith’s work, genius is indubitably present. But I do not think that “The Shaving of Shagpat” could
ever be acclimatised as a folk-tale in this country. Scenery, conduct of story, characterisation of
personages, are all too distinctively Oriental. But let an Eastern admirer of Mr. Meredith translate his
work into Arabic or Hindi, and let the book fall into the hands of a Cairene or Delhi story-teller (if such
still exist), I can well imagine that, with judicious cuts, it should win praise for its reciter in market-
place or bazaar. Did this happen, it would surely be due to the fact that the story is strictly constructed
upon traditional lines, rather than to the brilliant invention and fancy displayed on every page. Strip
from it the wit and philosophy of the author, and there remains a fairy tale to charm the East; but it
would need to be reduced to a skeleton, and reclothed with new flesh before it could charm the folk of
the West.



To bring home yet more clearly to our minds this necessity for romance to conform to convention, let
us ask ourselves, what would have happened if one of the Irish story-tellers who perambulated the
Western Isles as late as the seventeenth century, had carried with him a volume of Hakluyt or Purchas,
or, supposing one to have lingered enough, Defoe or Gil Blas? Would he have been welcomed when he
substituted the new fare for the old tales of “Finn and the Fians?” and even if welcomed, would he have
gained currency for it? Would the seed thus planted have thriven, or would it not rather, fallen upon
rocky places, have withered away?

It may, however, be objected that the real difference lies not so much in the subject-matter as in the
mode of transmission; and the objection may seem to derive some force from what Dr. Hyde notes
concerning the prevalence of folk-tales in Wicklow, and the nearer Pale generally, as contrasted with
Leitrim, Longford, and Meath (p. xii.). It is difficult to over-estimate the interest and importance of this
fact, and there can hardly be a doubt that Dr. Hyde has explained it correctly. It may, then, be urged that
so long as oral transmission lasts the folk-tale flourishes; and only when the printed work ousts the
story-teller is it that the folk-tale dies out. But this reasoning will not hold water. It is absurd to contend
that the story-teller had none but a certain class of materials at his disposal till lately. He had the whole
realm of intellect and fancy to draw upon; but he, and still more his hearers, knew only one district of
that realm; and had it been possible for him to step outside its limits his hearers could not have followed
him. I grant folk fancy has shared the fortunes of humanity together with every other manifestation of
man’s activity, but always within strictly defined limits, to transgress which has always been to forfeit
the favour of the folk.

What, then, are the characteristic marks of folk-fancy? The question is of special interest in
connection with Gaelic folk-lore. The latter is rich in transitional forms, the study of which reveal more
clearly than is otherwise possible the nature and workings of the folk-mind.

The products of folk-fancy (putting aside such examples of folk-wisdom and folk-wit as proverbs,
saws, jests, etc.), may be roughly divided among two great classes:

Firstly, stories of a quasi-historical or anecdotic nature, accepted as actual fact (of course with
varying degrees of credence) by narrator and hearer. Stories of this kind are very largely concerned with
beings (supernatural, as we should call them) differing from man, and with their relations to and
dealings with man. Not infrequently, however, the actors in the stories are wholly human, or human and
animal. Gaelic folk-lore is rich in such stories, owing to the extraordinary tenacity of the fairy belief.
We can hardly doubt that the Gael, like all other races which have passed through a certain stage of
culture, had at one time an organised hierarchy of divine beings. But we have to piece together the
Gaelic god-saga out of bare names, mere hints, and stories which have evidently suffered vital change.
In the earliest stratum of Gaelic mythic narrative we find beings who at some former time had occupied
divine rank, but whose relations to man are substantially, as therein presented, the same as those of the
modern fairy to the modern peasant. The chiefs of the Tuatha de Danann hanker after earthly maidens;
the divine damsels long for and summon to themselves earthly heroes. Though undying, very strong,
and very wise, they may be overpowered or outwitted by the mortal hero. As if conscious of some
source of weakness we cannot detect, they are anxious, in their internecine struggles, to secure the aid
of the sons of men. Small wonder that this belief, which we can follow for at least 1,200 years, should
furnish so many elements to the folk-fancy of the Gael.

In stories of the second class the action is relegated to a remote past—once upon a time—or to a
distant undefined region, and the narrative is not necessarily accepted as a record of actual fact. Stories
of this class, whether in prose or verse, may again be subdivided into—humorous, optimistic, tragic;



and with regard to the third sub-division, it should be noted that the stories comprised in it are generally
told as having been true once, though not in the immediate tangible sense of stories in the first class.

These different narrative groups share certain characteristics, though in varying proportions.

Firstly, the fondness for and adherence to a comparatively small number of set formulas. This is
obviously less marked in stories of the first class, which, as being in the mind of the folk a record of
what has actually happened, partake of the diversity of actual life. And yet the most striking similarities
occur; such an anecdote, for instance, as that which tells how a supernatural changeling is baffled by a
brewery of egg-shells being found from Japan to Brittany.

Secondly, on the moral side, the unquestioning acceptance of fatalism, though not in the sense which
the Moslem or the Calvinist would attach to the word. The event is bound to be of a certain nature,
provided a certain mode of attaining it be chosen. This comes out well in the large group of stories
which tell how a supernatural being helps a mortal to perform certain tasks, as a rule, with some ulterior
benefit to itself in view. The most disheartening carelessness and stupidity on the part of the man cannot
alter the result; the skill and courage of the supernatural helper are powerless without the mortal co-
operation. In what I have termed the tragic stories, this fatalism puts on a moral form, and gives rise to
the conception of Nemesis.

Thirdly, on the mental side, animism is prevalent, i.e., the acceptance of a life common to, not alone
man and animals, but all manifestations of force. In so far as a distinction is made between the life of
man and that of nature at large, it is in favour of the latter, to which more potent energy is ascribed.

Just as stories of the first class are less characterised by adherence to formula, so stories of the
humorous group are less characterised by fatalism and animism. This is inevitable, as such stories are,
as a rule, concerned solely with the relations of man to his fellows.

The most fascinating and perplexing problems are those connected with the groups I have termed
optimistic and tragic. To the former belong the almost entirety of such nursery tales as are not humorous
in character. “They were married and lived happily ever afterwards;” such is the almost invariable end
formula. The hero wins the princess, and the villain is punished.

This feature the nursery tale shares with the god-saga; Zeus confounds the Titans, Apollo slays the
Python, Lug overcomes Balor, Indra vanquishes Vritra. There are two apparent exceptions to this rule.
The Teutonic god myth is tragic; the Anses are ever under the shadow of the final conflict. This has
been explained by the influence of Christian ideas; but although this influence must be unreservedly
admitted in certain details of the passing of the gods, yet the fact that the Iranian god-saga is likewise
undecided, instead of having a frankly optimistic ending, makes me doubt whether the drawn battle
between the powers of good and ill be not a genuine and necessary part of the Teutonic mythology. As
is well known, Rydberg has established some striking points of contact between the mythic ideas of
Scandinavia and those of Iran.

In striking contradiction to this moral, optimistic tendency are the great heroic sagas. One and all
well-nigh are profoundly tragic. The doom of Troy the great, the passing of Arthur, the slaughter of the
Nibelungs, the death of Sohrab at his father’s hands, Roncevalles, Gabhra, the fratricidal conflict of
Cuchullain and Ferdiad, the woes of the house of Atreus; such are but a few examples of the prevailing
tone of the hero-tales. Achilles and Siegfried and Cuchullain are slain in the flower of their youth and
prowess. Of them, at least, the saying is true, that whom the gods love die young. Why is it not equally
true of the prince hero of the fairy tale? Is it that the hero-tale associated in the minds of hearers and
reciters with men who had actually lived and fought, brought down to earth, so to say, out of the



mysterious wonderland in which god and fairy and old time kings have their being, becomes thereby
liable to the necessities of death and decay inherent in all human things? Some scholars have a ready
answer for this and similar questions. The heroic epos assumed its shape once for all among one special
race, and was then passed on to the other races who remained faithful to the main lines whilst altering
details. If this explanation were true, it would still leave unsolved the problem, why the heroic epos,
which for its fashioners and hearers was at once a record of the actual and an exemplar of the ideal,
should, among men differing in blood and culture, follow one model, and that a tragic one. Granting
that Greek and Teuton and Celt did borrow the tales which they themselves conceived to be very blood
and bone of their race, what force compelled them all to borrow one special conception of life and fate?

Such exceptions as there are to the tragic nature of the heroic saga are apparent rather than real. The
Odyssey ends happily, like an old-fashioned novel, but Fénélon long ago recognised in the Odyssey
—“un amas de contes de vieille.”

Perseus again has the luck of a fairy-tale prince, but then the story of his fortunes is obviously a fairy-
tale, with named instead of anonymous personages.

Whilst the fairy-tale is akin in tone to the god saga, the ballad recalls the heroic epos. The vast
majority of ballads are tragic. Sir Patrick Spens must drown, and Glasgerion’s leman be cheated by the
churl; Clerk Saunders comes from the other world, like Helge to Sigrun; Douglas dreams his dreary
dream, “I saw a dead man win a fight, and that dead man was I.” The themes of the ballad are the most
dire and deadly of human passions; love scorned or betrayed, hate, and revenge. Very seldom, too, do
the plots of ballad and méarchen cross or overlap. Where this does happen it will, as a rule, be found that
both are common descendants of some great saga.

We find such an instance in the Fenian saga, episodes of which have lived on in the Gaelic folk
memory in the double form of prose and poetry. But it should be noted that the poetry accentuates the
tragic side—the battle of Gabhra, the death of Diarmaid—whilst the prose takes rather some episode of
Finn’s youth or manhood, and presents it as a rounded and complete whole, the issue of which is
fortunate.

The relations of myth and epos to folk-lore may thus be likened to that of trees to the soil from which
they spring, and which they enrich and fertilize by the decay of their leaves and branches which mingle
indistinguishably with the original soil. Of this soil, again, rude bricks may be made, and a house built;
let the house fall into ruins, and the bricks crumble into dust, it will be hard to discriminate that dust
from the parent earth. But raise a house of iron or stone, and, however ruined, its fragments can always
be recognised. In the case of the Irish bardic literature the analogy is, I believe, with soil and tree, rather
than with soil and edifice.

Reverting once more to the characteristics of folk-fancy, let us note that they appear equally in folk-
practice and folk-belief. The tough conservatism of the folk-mind has struck all observers: its adherence
to immemorial formulas; its fatalistic acceptance of the mysteries of nature and heredity, coupled with
its faith in the efficacy of sympathetic magic; its elaborate system of custom and ritual based upon the
idea that between men and the remainder of the universe there is no difference of kind.

A conception of the Cosmos is thus arrived at which, more than any religious creed, fulfils the test of
catholicity; literally, and in the fullest significance of the words, it has been held semper, ubique et ab
omnibus. And of this conception of the universe, more universal than any that has as yet swayed the
minds of man, it is possible that men now living may see the last flickering remains; it is well-nigh
certain that our grandchildren will live in a world out of which it has utterly vanished.



For the folk-lorist the Gospel saying is thus more pregnant with meaning than for any other student of
man’s history—“the night cometh wherein no man may work.” Surely, many Irishmen will take to heart
the example of Dr. Hyde, and will go forth to glean what may yet be found of as fair and bounteous a
harvest of myth and romance as ever flourished among any race.




LE h-AIS NA TEINEAD.




AN TAILIUR AGUS NA TRI BEITIGEAC.

Bi tailidr aon uair amam i nGaillim, agus bi sé ag fuaigeal eudaig. Connairc se dreancuid ag éirige
amac as an eudac agus cait se an tsnatad 1éite agus marb sé an dreancuid. Dubairt se ann sin “Nac
bredg an gaisgideac mise nuair a bi mé abalta air an dreancuid sin do arbad!”

Dubairt sé ann sin go gcaltfead sé dul go B’I’acliat go cdirt an rig, go bfeicfead sé an dtiucfad leis a
deunarn. Bf an cdirt sin *ga deunarn le fada, act an méad di do gnitide ann san 14 do leagalde ann san
oidce é, agus nior feud duine air bit a ¢ur suas mar geall air sin. ’S iad tri fatac a tigead ’san oidce a
bidead ’g4 leagad. D’imtig an tailitir an 14 air na marac agus do tug se leis an uirlis, an spad agus an
tsluasad.

Nior bfada cuaid sé gur casad capall ban do, agus Cuir se foran air. “Go mbeannuig Dia duit,” ar san
capall, “ca bfuﬂ tu dul?” “Ta mé dul go B’’acliat,” ar san téilitr, “le deunarn ctirte an rig, go bfag mé
bean-uasal, ma tlg liom a deunam,” mar do geall an rig go dtiibfad sé a ingean féin agus a l4n airgid
1éite don té sin a tiucfad leis an ¢dirt sin do ¢ur suas. “An ndeunfa poll dam?” ar san sean-gearran ban,

“racainn i bfola¢ ann nuair atd na daoine mo tabairt cum an mhuilinn agus cum an ata i rioct nac
bfeidfid siad mé, 6ir td mé craidte aca, ag deunam oibre déib.” “Deunfaid mé sin go deimin,” ar san
tailidr, “agus failte.” Tug sé an spad leis agus an tsluasad, agus rinne sé poll, agus dubairt sé leis an g-
capall ban dul sios ann, go bfeicfead sé an bféirfead sé dé. Cuaid an capall ban sios ann san bpoll, act
nuair d’feuc sé do teact suas aris as, nior feud sé.

“Deun it dam anois,” ar san capall ban, “a tiucfas mé anios as an bpoll so nuair a béideas ocaras
orm.” “Ni deunfad,” ar san tailiur, “fan ann sin go dtigid mé air m’ais, agus tégfaid mé anios tu.”

D’imtig an tailidr an 14 air na marac, agus Casad dé an sionna¢, “Go mbeannuig Dia duit.,” ar san
sionnac. “Go mbeannuig Dia *gus Muire duit.” “Ca bfuil tu dul?” “T4 mé dul go B’I’acliat go bfeucaid
mé an dtiucfaid liom cdirt deunam do’n rig.” “An ndeunf ait dam, a racfainn i bfolac innti,” ar san
sionnac, “ta an cuid eile de na sionnaigib do m’ bualad agus ni leigeann siad dam aon nid ite ’nna g-
cuideacta.” “Deunfaid mé sin duit,” ar san tailidr. Tug sé leis a tuag agus a $ab agus bain se slata, go
ndearnaig sé, mar deurf, cliab dé6, agus dubairt sé leis an tsionnac¢ dul sios ann, go bfeicfead se an
bféirfead sé dé. Cuaid an sionnac ann, agus nuair fuair an tailidr Sios é, leag sé a t6in air an bpoll a bi
ann. Nuair a bi an sionnac séasta faoi deiread go raib it deas aige d’iarr sé a1r an tailiur a leigean amac,
agus d’freagair an tailitir nac leigfead, “Fan ann sin go dtigid mise air m’ais,” ar sé.

D’imtig an tailidr an 14 air na marac, agus ni fada bi sé sitbal gur casad madr’-alla do, agus ¢uir an
madr’-alla fordn air, agus dfiafruig sé dé cé raib sé ag triall. “T4 me dul go B’I’acliat go ndeunfaid mé
ctirt do’n rig mé tig liom sin deunar,” ar san tailidr. “Da ndeunfa ceuct dam,” ar san madr’ -alla,
“beidead mise agus na madr’-alla eile ag treabad agus ag forsad, go mbeldead greim againn le n- -ite
ann san bfogmar » “Deunfaid mé sin duit,” ar san tailidr. Tug sé leis a tuag ’s a $ab, agus rinne sé
ceuct. Nuair bi an ceuct deunta cuir sé poll ann san mbéam (sail) agus dubairt se leis an madr’-alla dul
asteac faoi an g-ceuct go bfeicfead sé an raib treabac mait ann. Cuir sé a earball astea¢ ann san bpoll a
rinne sé, agus cuir sé peg ann-sin ann, agus nior tainig leis an madr’-alla a earball tarraing amac as
aris. “Sgaoil mé anois,” ar ran madr’-alla, “agus deas6camaoid féin agus treabfamaoid.” Dubairt an
tailidr nac sgaoilfead sé é no go dtiucfad sé féin air ais. D’fg sé ann sin é agus cuaid sé go B’1’acliat.

Nuair tdinig sé go B’’acliat ¢uir sé paipeur amac an méad lucd’ céirde do bi ag tégbdil na ctirte do
teact cuige-sean, agus go n-iocfad seisean iad agus ni bldead daoine ag fagail ’san am sin act pigin
’san 14. Do ¢ruinnig a 1an lucd céirde an 14 air na marac, agus tosaig siad ag obair d6. Bi siad ag dul a




baile andiaig an laé nuair dubairt an tailidr le6 “an ¢lo¢ ™or sin do cur suas air barr na h-oibre a bi
deunta aige.” Nuair d’ ardu1gead suas an ¢lo¢ mor sin, cuir an tailitr slige éigin faiti go leagfad sé
anuas i nuair a tiucfad an fatac ¢om fada lelte D’imtig an lucd oibre a baile ann sin, agus ¢uaid an
tailiur i bfolac air ¢il na cloice méire. Nuair tainig dorcadas na h-oidce connairc sé na tri fatalg ag
teact, agus tosuig siad ag leagad na cirte no go dtainig siad com fada leis an it a raib an tailiar Suas,
agus buail fear aca buille d’ a ord air an ait a raib sé { bfolac. Leag an tailidr an ¢lo¢ anuas air, agus, tuit
s air, agus marb si é. D’imtig siad a baile ann sin, agus d’fig siad an méad a bi ann gan leagan, 6 bi
fear aca féin marb.

Tainig an luct céirde arfs, an 14 air na marac, agus bi siad ag obair go dti an oidce, agus nuair a bi
siad dul abaile dubairt an tailitr leé an ¢lo¢ moér do cur suas air bérr na h-oibre mar bi i an oidce
roime sin. Rinne siad sin d6, agus d’ imtig siad abaile, agus cuaid an tailitr i bfola¢, mar bi sé an
tratnéna roime sin. Nuair bi na daoine uile imtigte *nna suaimneas, talmg an d4 fatac, agus bi siad ag
leagan an méid a bi rompa; agus nuair tosu1g siad, cuir siad da glaod asta. Bi an tailidr air siibal agus
é ag obair no gur leag sé anuas an ¢lo¢ mér gur tuit si air ¢loigionn an fatalg a bi fuiti agus marb si é.
Ni raib ann sin act an t-aon fatac¢ amain ann, agus ni tainig seisean go raib an ¢tirt criocnuigte.

Cuaid an tailidir cum an rig ann sin, agus dubairt sé leis, a bean agus a cuid airgid do tabairt d6, mar
do bf an cdirt déanta aige, act dubairt an rig leis na¢ dtiibrad sé aon bean dé, no go marbfad sé an
fatac eile, agus nac dtiibrad sé dadam dé anois no go marbfad sé an fear deireanna¢. Dubairt an
tailidr ann sin go marbfad sé an fatac eile do, agus féilte, nac raib aon maille air bit air sin.

D’imtig an tailiar ann sin, go dtainig sé cum na h-aite a raib an fatac eile, agus d’ fiafruig ar teastulg
buacaill uaid. Dubairt an fatac gur teastu1g, da bfagad sé buacaill a deunfad an rud a deunfad sé féin.
“Rud air bit a deunfas tusa, deunfaid mise é,” ar san tailitr.

Cuaid siad ¢um a ndinéir ann sin, agus nuair bi sé itte aca dubairt an fatac leis an tailidr an dtiucfad
leis an oiread anbruit 61 agus é féin, anios as a fiucad. “Tiucfaid,” ar san tailitr, “act go dtitbraid tu
uair dam sul a tosécamaoid air.” “Béarfaid mé sin duit,” ar san fatac. Cuaid an tailidir ama¢ ann sin,
agus fuair se croicionn caorac agus d’ fualg sé suas €, go ndearnaig sé mala dé agus deasu1g sé Sios faoi
na ¢6ta é. Tainig sé asteac ann sin, agus dubairt sé leis an bfata¢ galin de’n anbruit 61 i dtosa¢. D’61 an
fatac sin anios as a fiucad.

“Deunfaid mise sin,” ar san tailiar. Bi sé air sititbal gur déirt sé asteac san g-croicionn é, agus Saoil
an fatac go raib sé 6lta aige. D’6l an fatac galun eile ann sin, agus leig an tailiur galun eile sios ’san g-
croicionn, act Saoil an fata¢, go raib sé ‘ga ol “Déanfaid mise rud anois na¢ dtiucfaid leat-sa
deunam,” ar san tailidr. “Ni déanfa,” ar san fatac, “creud é sin do déanfa?”

“Poll do deunam, agus an t-anbruit do leigean amac arfs,” ar san tailitr. “Déan tu féin i dtosac é,” ar
san fatac. Tug an tailiar “prad” de’n sgin, agus leig sé amac an t- anbruit as an g croicionn. “Déan,
tusa, sin,” ar sé leis an bfatac. “Déanfad,” ar san fatac ag tabairt prad de’n sgin ’nna builg féin gur
marb sé é féin. Sin é an ¢aoi a marb sé an triomad fatac.

Cuaid sé do’n rig ann sin, agus dubairt sé leis, an bean agus a ¢uid airgid do ¢ur amac ¢uige, agus go
leagfad se an ciirt muna bfdgad sé an bean. Bi faitcios orra ann sin go leagfad sé an ¢dirt aris, agus
cuir siad an bean amac cuige.

Nuair bi sé 14 1mt1gte é féin agus a bean, glac siad aitreacas agus lean siad é, go mbainfead siad an
bean dé aris. Bi an muinntir do bi *nna dlalg ga leanamaint no go dtdinig siad suas do’n &it a raib an
madr’-alla, agus dubairt an madr’-alla leé. “Bi an tailitir agus a bean ann so andé, ¢connairc mise iad ag
dul tart, agus mé sgaoileann sib mise anois t4 mé nios luaite ’na sib-se, agus leanfaid mé iad go



mbéarfaid mé orra.” Nuair cualaid siad sin sgaoil siad ama¢ an madr’alla.

D’imtig an madr’-alla agus muinntir B’’acliat, agus bi siad d4 leanamaint go dtinig siad d’on 4it a
raib an sionnac, agus ¢uir an sionnac foran orra, agus dubairt sé led, “bi an tailitir agus a bean ann so
air maidin andit, agus mé sgaoilfid sib ama¢ mé td mé nios luaite "na sib agus leanfaid mé iad agus
béarfaid mé orra.” Sgaoil siad amac an sionnac ann sin.

D’imtig an madr’-alla agus an sionna¢, agus arm B’l’acliat ann sin, ag feucaint an ngabad siad an
tailidr, agus tinig siad do’n 4it a raib an sean-gearran ban, agus dubairt an sean-gearran ban leo, go
raib an tailidr, agus a bean ann sin air maidin, “agus sgaoiligide amac¢ mé,” ar sé, “ta mé nios luaite na
sib-se agus béarfaid mé orra.’ > Sgaoil siad amac an sean gearran ban, agus lean an sean-gearran ban, an
sionnac, an madr’-alla, agus arm B’1’acliat an tailitr ’s a bean, i g-cuideact a ¢éile, agus nior bfada go
dtainig siad suas leis an tailidir, agus connairc siad é féin ’s a bean amac rompa.

Nuair ¢onnairc an tailitir iad ag tigeact tainig sé féin ’s a bean amac as an g-céiste, agus Suid sé sios
air an talam.

Nuair connairc an sean- gearran ban an tailidr ag suide sios dubairt sé, “Sin é an cuma a bi sé nuair
rinne sé an poll damsa, nar feud mé teact amac as, nuair ¢uaid mé asteac ann; ni racfaid mé nios foigse

d Z 9

“Ni h-ead,” ar san sionna¢, “act is mar sin, do bi sé nuair bi se déanam an ruid dam-sa, agus ni
racfaid mise nios foigse do6.”

“N{ h-ead!” ar san madr’-alla, “act is mar sin do bi sé nuair bi sé déanam an ceucta ’nna raib mise
gabta. Ni racfaid mise nios foigse do.”

D’imtig siad uile uaid ann sin, agus d’fill siad. T4inig an tailidr agus a bean a baile go Gaillim. Tug

siad dam stocaid péipéir agus bréga bainne ramair—caill mé iad 6 Soin. Fuair siad-san an t- at agus
mise an lo¢an, baitead iad-san agus tainig mise.



THE TAILOR AND THE THREE BEASTS.

There was once a tailor in Galway, and he was sewing cloth. He saw a flea springing up out of the
cloth, and he threw his needle at it and killed it. Then he said: “Am I not a fine hero when I was able to
kill that flea?”

Then he said that he must go to Blackleea (Dublin), to the king’s court, to see would he be able to
build it. That court was a’building for a long time; but as much of it as would be made during the day
used to be thrown down again during the night, and for that reason nobody could build it up. It was
three giants who used to come in the night and throw it. The day on the morrow the tailor went off, and
brought with him his tools, the spade and the shovel.

He had not gone far till he met a white horse, and he saluted him.
“God save you,” said the horse. “Where are you going?”

“I am going to Dublin,” said the tailor, “to build a court for the king, and to get a lady for a wife, if I
am able to do it;” for the king had promised that he would give his own daughter, and a lot of money
with her, to whoever would be able to build up his court.

“Would you make me a hole,” said the old white garraun (horse), “where I could go a’hiding
whenever the people are for bringing me to the mill or the kiln, so that they won’t see me, for they have
me perished doing work for them?”

“I’ll do that, indeed,” said the tailor, “and welcome.”

He brought the spade and shovel, and he made a hole, and he said to the old white horse to go down
into it till he would see if it would fit him. The white horse went down into the hole, but when he tried
to come up again he was not able.

“Make a place for me now,” said the white horse, “by which I’'ll come up out of the hole here,
whenever I’ll be hungry.”

“I will not,” said the tailor; “remain where you are until I come back, and I’ll lift you up.”
The tailor went forward next day, and the fox met him.

“God save you,” said the fox.

“God and Mary save you.”

“Where are you going?”

“I’m going to Dublin, to try will I be able to make a court for the king.”

“Would you make a place for me where I’d go hiding?” said the fox. “The rest of the foxes do be
beating me, and they don’t allow me to eat anything along with them.”

“I’ll do that for you,” said the tailor.

He took with him his axe and his saw, and he cut rods, until he made, as you would say, a thing like a
cleeve (creel), and he desired the fox to get into it till he would see whether it would fit him. The fox
went into it, and when the tailor got him down, he clapped his thigh on the hole that the fox got in by.
When the fox was satisfied at last that he had a nice place of it within, he asked the tailor to let him out,
and the tailor answered that he would not.



“Wait there until I come back again,” says he.

The tailor went forward the next day, and he had not walked very far until he met a modder-alla
(lion?) and the lion greeted him, and asked him where was he going.

“I’m going to Dublin till I make a court for the king, if I’m able to make it,” said the tailor.

“If you were to make a plough for me,” said the lion, “I and the other lions could be ploughing and
harrowing until we’d have a bit to eat in the harvest.”

“I’ll do that for you,” said the tailor.

He brought his axe and his saw, and he made a plough. When the plough was made, he put a hole in
the beam of it, and he said to the lion to go in under the plough till he’d see was he any good of a
ploughman. He placed the tail in the hole he had made for it, and then clapped in a peg, and the lion was
not able to draw out his tail again.

“Loose me out now,” said the lion, “and we’ll fix ourselves and go ploughing.”

The tailor said he would not loose him out until he came back himself. He left him there then, and he
came to Dublin.

When he came to Dublin he put forth a paper, desiring all the tradesmen that were raising the court to
come to him, and that he would pay them; and at that time workmen used only to be getting one penny
in the day. A number of tradesmen gathered the next day, and they began working for him. They were
going home again after their day, when the tailor said to them “to put up that great stone upon the top of
the work that they had done.” When the great stone was raised up, the tailor put some sort of
contrivance under it, that he might be able to throw it down as soon as the giant would come as far as it.
The work people went home then, and the tailor went in hiding behind the big stone.

When the darkness of the night was come he saw the three giants arriving, and they began throwing
down the court until they came as far as the place where the tailor was in hiding up above, and a man of
them struck a blow of his sledge on the place where he was. The tailor threw down the stone, and it fell
on him and killed him. They went home then, and left all of the court that was remaining without
throwing it down, since a man of themselves was dead.

The tradespeople came again the next day, and they were working until night, and as they were going
home the tailor told them to put up the big stone on the top of the work, as it had been the night before.
They did that for him, went home, and the tailor went in hiding the same as he did the evening before.

When the people had all gone to rest, the two giants came, and they were throwing down all that was
before them, and as soon as they began they put two shouts out of them. The tailor was going on
manceuvring until he threw down the great stone, and it fell upon the skull of the giant that was under
him, and it killed him. There was only the one giant left in it then, and he never came again until the
court was finished.

Then when the work was over he went to the king and told him to give him his wife and his money,
as he had the court finished, and the king said he would not give him any wife, until he would kill the
other giant, for he said that it was not by his strength he killed the two giants before that, and that he
would give him nothing now until he killed the other one for him. Then the tailor said that he would kill
the other giant for him, and welcome; that there was no delay at all about that.

The tailor went then, till he came to the place where the other giant was, and asked did he want a
servant-boy. The giant said he did want one, if he could get one who would do everything that he would



do himself.
“Anything that you will do, I will do it,” said the tailor.

They went to their dinner then, and when they had it eaten, the giant asked the tailor “would it come
with him to swallow as much broth as himself, up out of its boiling.” The tailor said: “It will come with
me to do that, but that you must give me an hour before we begin on it.” The tailor went out then, and
he got a sheepskin, and he sewed it up till he made a bag of it, and he slipped it down under his coat. He
came in then and said to the giant to drink a gallon of the broth himself first. The giant drank that, up
out of its boiling. “I’ll do that,” said the tailor. He was going on until he had it all poured into the skin,
and the giant thought he had it drunk. The giant drank another gallon then, and the tailor let another
gallon down into the skin, but the giant thought he was drinking it.

“I’ll do a thing now that it won’t come with you to do,” said the tailor.
“You will not,” said the giant. “What is it you would do?”

“Make a hole and let out the broth again,” said the tailor.

“Do it yourself first,” said the giant.

The tailor gave a prod of the knife, and he let the broth out of the skin.
“Do that you,” said he.

“I will,” said the giant, giving such a prod of the knife into his own stomach, that he killed himself.
That is the way he killed the third giant.

He went to the king then, and desired him to send him out his wife and his money, for that he would
throw down the court again, unless he should get the wife. They were afraid then that he would throw
down the court, and they sent the wife out to him.

When the tailor was a day gone, himself and his wife, they repented and followed him to take his
wife off him again. The people who were after him were following him till they came to the place where
the lion was, and the lion said to them: “The tailor and his wife were here yesterday. I saw them going
by, and if ye loose me now, I am swifter than ye, and I will follow them till I overtake them.” When they
heard that they loosed out the lion.

The lion and the people of Dublin went on, and they were pursuing him, until they came to the place
where the fox was, and the fox greeted them, and said: “The tailor and his wife were here this morning,
and if ye will loose me out, I am swifter than ye, and I will follow them, and overtake them.” They
loosed out the fox then.

The lion and the fox and the army of Dublin went on then, trying would they catch the tailor, and they
were going till they came to the place where the old white garraun was, and the old white garraun said
to them that the tailor and his wife were there in the morning, and “loose me out,” said he; “I am swifter
than ye, and I’ll overtake them.” They loosed out the old white garraun then, and the old white garraun,
the fox, the lion, and the army of Dublin pursued the tailor and his wife together, and it was not long till
they came up with him, and saw himself and the wife out before them.

When the tailor saw them coming he got out of the coach with his wife, and he sat down on the
ground.

When the old white garraun saw the tailor sitting down on the ground, he said: “That’s the position he
had when he made the hole for me, that I couldn’t come up out of, when I went down into it. I’'ll go no



nearer to him.”

“No!” said the fox, “but that’s the way he was when he was making the thing for me, and I'll go no
nearer to him.”

“No!” says the lion, “but that’s the very way he had, when he was making the plough that I was
caught in. I’ll go no nearer to him.”

They all went from him then and returned. The tailor and his wife came home to Galway. They gave
me paper stockings and shoes of thick milk. I lost them since. They got the ford, and I the flash;!16! they
were drowned, and I came safe.




BRAN.

Bi ct bre4g ag Fionn. Sin Bran. Cualaid tu caint air Bran. Se6 an dat a bf air.

Cosa bujde a bi air Bran

Dé taoib duba agus tarr geal,
Druim uaine air dat na seilge
Da c¢luais cruinne céim-dearga.

Béarfad Bran air na Gaétib-fiadna bi si ¢com luat sin. Nuair bi si ’nna coilean d’éirig imreas no
tsoid éigin ameasg na g-con a bi ag an bFéin, agus

Tri fice cu agus fice coilean
Marb Bran agus i *nna coilean,
Da gé-fiaddin, agus an oiread le6 uile.

Sé Fionn féin a marb Bran. Cuaid siad amac ag fiadac¢ agus rinnead eilit de maétair Finn. Bi Bran
da téruigeact.

“FEilit baot fag air sliab,”
ar Fionn. “A mic 6ig,” ar sise, “Ca racfaid mé as?”

M4 téidim ann san bfairrge sios
Coid@e ni fillfinn air m’ais,

S ma téidim ann san aer suas
Ni beurfaid mo luatas air Bran.

“Gab amac eidir mo da ¢ois,” ar Fionn. Cuaid sise amac eidir a da cois, agus lean Bran i, agus air
ngabail amac di, d’faisg Fionn a da gldin uirri agus marb sé i.

Bi ingean ag Bran. Cu dub a bi ann san g-coilean sin, agus tog na Fianna i, agus dubairt siad leis an
mnaoi a bi tabairt aire do’n coiledn, bainne b gan aon ball do tabairt do’n coiledn, agus gac aon deor
do tabairt do, agus gan aon braon congbail uaid. Ni dearnaid an bean sin, act congbmg cuid de’n
bainne gan a tabairt uile do’n ¢oilean. An ¢eud 14 do sgaoil na Fianna an cu 6g amac bi gleann lan de
geadalb fiaddine agus d’ eunacaib eile, agus nuair sgaoilead an cd dub ’nna measg, do gab si iad uile
act flor—beagan aca a cuaid amac air bearna a bi ann. Agus act gur congbuig an bean cuid de’n bainne
uaiti do marbfad si iad uile.

Bi fear de na Fiannaib ’nna dall, agus nuair leigead an cu ama¢ d’fiafruig sé de na daoinib a bi
anaice leis, cia an caoi a rinne an ct 6g. Dubairt siad-san leis gur marb an cu 6g an meud gé fiadain
agus eun a bi ann san ngleann, act beagan aca a cuaid amac air bearna, agus go raib si teact a baile
anois. “D4 bfagad si an bainne uile a tainig de’n bo gan aon ball,” ar san dall, “ni leigfead si d’eun alr
bit imteact uaidi,” agus d’fiafruig sé, ann sin, cad é an caoi a raib si tigeact a baile. “T4 si teact anois,’
ar siad, “agus, sgail’ lasta as a muineul agus i air buile.”

“Tabair m’impide dam anois,” ar san dall, “agus cuir mé *mo Suide ann san g-cataoir agus cuir gual



ann mo laim, 6ir muna marbaim i anois marbfaid si muid (sinn) uile.” Tainig an cd, agus cait sé an
gual 1éite agus marb sé i, agus é dall.

Act da bfagad an coilean sin an bainne uile do tiucfad si agus luidfead si sios go socair, mar
luidead Bran.



BRAN.

Finn had a splendid hound. That was Bran. You have heard talk of Bran. This is the colour was on
him:

Yellow feet that were on Bran,

Two black sides, and belly white,
Grayish back of hunting colour,

Two ears, red, round, small, and bright.

Bran would overtake the wild-geese, she was that swift. There arose some quarrel or fighting between
the hounds that the Fenians had, when she was only a puppy, and

Three score hounds and twenty puppies
Bran did kill, and she a puppy,
Two wild-geese, as much as they all.

It was Finn himself who killed Bran. They went out hunting, and there was made a fawn of Finn’s
mother. (Who made a fawn of her? Oh, how do I know? It was with some of their pishtrogues.) Bran
was pursuing her.

“Silly fawn leave on mountain,”
said Finn. “Oh, young son,” said she, “how shall I escape?—

“If I go in the sea beneath

I never shall come back again,

And if I go in the air above

My swiftness is no match for Bran.”

“Go out between my two legs,” said Finn.

She went between his two legs, and Bran followed her; and as Bran went out under him, Finn
squeezed his two knees on her and killed her.

Bran had a daughter. That pup was a black hound, and the Fenians reared it; and they told the woman
who had a charge of the pup to give it the milk of a cow without a single spot, and to give it every single
drop, and not to keep back one tint!!”! from her. The woman did not do that, but kept a portion of the
milk without giving it to the pup.

The first day that the Fenians loosed out the young hound, there was a glen full of wild-geese and
other birds; and when the black hound was loosed amongst them, she caught them all except a very few
that went out on a gap that was in it. (And how could she catch the wild-geese? Wouldn't they fly away
in the air? She caught them, then. That’s how I heard it.) And only that the woman kept back some of
the milk from her, she would have killed them all.

There was a man of the Fenians, a blind man, and when the pup was let out, he asked the people near
him how did the young hound do. They told him that the young hound killed all the wild-geese and



birds that were in the glen, but a few that went out on a gap. “If she had to get all the milk that came
from the cow without spot,” says the blind man, “she wouldn’t let a bird at all go from her.” And he
asked then “how was the hound coming home?” “She’s coming now,” said they, “and a fiery cloud out
of her neck,” (How out of her neck? Because she was going so quick.) “and she coming madly.”

“Grant me my request now,” said the blind man. “Put me sitting in the chair, and put a coal'8!(?) in
my hand; for unless I kill her she’ll kill us.”

The hound came, and he threw the coal at her and killed her, and he blind.

But if that pup had to get all the milk, she’d come and she’d lie down quietly, the same as Bran used
to lie ever.




MAC RIG EIREANN.

Bi mac rig i n-Eirinn, fad 6 $oin, agus ¢uaid sé amac agus tug sé a gunna ’s a thadad leis. B sneacta
amuig. Marb sé fiac dub. Tuit an fiac¢ dub air an tsneacta. Ni facaid sé aon rud bud gile 'na an sneacta,
nd bud duibe ’né cloigionn an fiai¢ duib, nd bud deirge ’né a cuid fola bi ’g4 dértad amac.

Cuir sé faoi geasaib agus deimig (sic) na bliadna na¢ n-iosad sé da biad i n-aon bord, na da oidce
do ¢odlad ann aon teac, go bfagad sé bean a raib a cloigionn com dub leis an bfia¢ dub, agus a
croicionn ¢om geal leis an tsneacta, agus a da gruaid com dearg le fuil.

Ni raib aon bean ann san doman mar sin, act aon bean amain a bi ann san doman Soir.

L4 air na marac gab sé amac, agus ni raib airgiod falrsmg, act tug sé leis fice punta. Ni fada cuaid sé
gur casad socraoid do, agus dubairt sé go raib sé com mait dé tri ¢oiscéim dul leis an g- corpan. Ni
raib na trf ¢oiscéim sitibalta aige go dtainig fear agus leag sé a reasta air an g-corp air ¢lig punta. Bi
dligead i n-Eirinn an t-am sin, duinea ir bit a raib fiaca aige air fear eile, na¢ dtiucfad le muinntir an fir
sin a ¢ur, dd mbeidead sé marb, gan na fiaca d’foc, no gan cead 6’n duine a raib na fiaca sin aige air an
bfear marb. Nuair ¢onnairc Mac Rig Eireann mic agus 1ngeana an duine mairb ag caoinead, agus iad
gan an t-airgiod aca le tabairt do ’n fear, dubairt sé leis fein, “is mér an truag é nac bfuil an t-airgiod ag
na daoinib bocta.” agus cuir sé a 1am ann a péca agus d’ioc sé féin na ciiig puinta, air son an cuirp.
Dubairt sé go rac¢fad sé cum an teampoill ann sin, go bfelcfead sé curta é. Tainig fear eile ann sin, agus
leag sé a reasta air an g- corp air son cuig punta eile. “Mar tug mé na ceud ¢ig pinta,” ar Mac Rig
Eireann leis féin, “t4 sé com mait dam cliig punta eile tabairt anois, agus an fear boc¢t do leigean dul

’san uaig.” D’ioc sé na cdig punta eile. Ni raib aige ann sin act dei¢ bptnta.

Nior bfada ¢uaid sé gur casad fear gearr glas do agus d’ fiafruig sé dé ca raib sé dul. Dubairt sé go
raib sé dul ag iarraid mna ’san doman Soir. D’ f1afru1g an fear gearr glas dé, an raib buacaill teastal
uaid, agus dubairt sé go raib, agus cad é an palde beidead sé ag iarraid. Dubairt seisean “an ceud pég
air a mnaoi, da bfagad sé i.” Dubairt Mac Rig Eireann go g-caitfead sé sin fagail.

Nior bfada ¢uaid siad gur casad fear eile dé6ib agus a gunna ann a laim, agus é ag “leibléaract” air
an londub a bi tall ’san doman Soir, go mbeldead sé aige le n- agald a dinéir. Dubairt an fear gearr
glas le Mac Rig Eireann g6 raib sé com mait dé an fear sin glacad air aimsir, da racfad sé air aimsir
leis. D’fiafruig Mac Rig Eireann an dtiucfad sé air aimsir leis.

“Racfad,” ar san fear, “md bfag’ mé mo tuarastal.”
“Agus cad é an tuarastal béideas tu ’g iarraid?”
“Ait tige agus garda.”

“Geobaid tu sin uaim, m4 éirigeann mo turas liom.”

D’im’:cig Mac Rig Eireann leis an bfear glas agus leis an ngunnaire, agus ni fada ¢uaid siad gur casad
fear doib, agus a cluas leagta air an talam, agus é ag éisteact leis an bfeur ag fas.

“Ta sé com mait duit an fear sin glacad air aimsir,” ar san fear gearr glas.
D’fiafruig Mac Rig Eireann de ’n fear an dtiucfad sé leis air aimsir.
“Tiucfad ma bfag mé ait tige agus garda.”

“Geobaid tu sin uaim ma éirigeann an rud ata ann mo ¢eann liom.”



Cuaid Mac Rig Eireann, an fear gearr glas, an gunnaire, agus an cluasaire, agus ni fada cuaid siad
gur casad fear eile déib agus a leat-cos air a gualainn, agus é ag congbaﬂ pairce geirrfiad gan aon
gelrrflad leigean asteaC na amac. Bi jongantas air Mac Rig Eireann agus d’fiafruig sé cad é an ciall a
raib a leat-cos air a gualainn mar sin.

“0,” ar seisean, “dd mbeidead mo da cois agam air an talam beidinn ¢om luat sin go racfainn as
amarc.”

“An dtiucfaid tu air aimsir liom,” ar san Mac Rig.
“Tiucfad, ma bfag’ mé ait tige agus garda.”
“Geobaid tu sin uaim,” ar Mac Rig Fireann, “ma éirigeann an rud ata ann mo ¢eann, liom.”

Cuaid Mac Rig Eireann, an fear gearr glas, an gunnaire, an cluasaire, agus an coisire air agald agus
nior bfada go dtdncadar go fear agus é ag cur muilinn gaoite tart le na leatpolldire, agus a meur leagta
aige air a Sron ag druidim na pollaire eile.

“Cad cuige bfuil do meur agad air do $rén?” ar Mac Rig Eireann leis.

“0,” ar seisean, “da séidfinn as mo da pollaire do sguabfainn an muileann amac as sin suas ’san aer.”

“An dtiucfaid tu air aimsir?”

“Tiucfad, ma bfag’ mé it tige agus garda.”

“Geobaid tu sin, m4 éirigeann an rud atd ann mo ¢eann liom.”

Cuaid Mac Rig Eireann, an fear gearr glas, an gunnaire, an cluasaire, an coisire, agus an séidire go
dtancadar go fear a bi *nna Suide air taoib an botair, agus é ag brisead cloc¢ le na leat-t6in agus ni raib

castr nd dadam aige. D’ fiafruig an Mac Rig dé, cad cuige a raib sé ag brisead na g-clo¢ le na leat-
toin.

“0,” ar seisean, “da mbualfainn leis an t6in dibalta iad deunfainn ptigdar diob.”
“An dtiucfaid tu air aimsir liom?”
“Tuicfad, ma bfag’ mé ait tige agus garda.”

D’ 1mt1g siad uile ann sin, Mac Rig Eireann, an fear gearr glas, an gunnaire, an cluasaire, an coisire,
an séidire, agus fear briste na g-cloc le taoib a téna agus beurfad siad air an ngaoit Marta a bi rompa
agus an gaot Marta a bi *nna n-diaig ni béurfad si orra-san go dtdinig tratnéna agus deiread an laé.

Dearc Mac Rig Fireann uaid agus ni facaid sé aon tea¢ a mbeidead sé ann an oidce sin. Dearc an
fear gearr glas uaid agus connairc sé tea¢ nac raib bonn cleite amac air, n barr cleite asteac air, act aon
cleite arhdin a bi ag congbdil didinn agus fasgaid air. Dubairt mac rig Eireann nac raib fios aige ca
caitfead siad an oidce sin, agus dubairt an fear gearr glas go mbeidead siad i dteac an fataig tall an
oidce sin.

Tainig siad cum an tige, agus tarraing an fear gearr glas an cuaille cémraic agus nior fag sé leanb i
mnaoi searrac i g-capall, pigin i muic, na broc i ngleann nar iompuig sé tart trf uaire iad le méad an
torain do bain sé as an g-cuaille cémraic. Talmg an fata¢ amac agus dubairt sé “motuigim bolad an
Fireannaig binn breugaig faoi m’f6idin ditaig.”

“Ni Eireannac binn breugac¢ mise,” ar san fear gearr glas, “act t4 mo maigistir amuig ann sin ag ceann
an bétair -agus ma tagann sé bainfid sé an ceann diot.” Bi an fear gearr glas ag meudugad agus ag
meudugad go raib sé faoi deiread ¢omn mér leis an g-caislean. Bi faitcios air an bfatac agus dubairt sé,



“Bfuil do maigistir corm mér leat féin?”
“Ta,” ar san fear gearr glas, “agus nios mo.”
“Cuir i bfola¢ mé go maidin go n-imtigeann do maigistir,” ar san fatac.
Cuir sé an fatac faoi glas, ann sin, agus cuaid sé ¢um a mAigistir.
Tainig mac rig Eireann, an fear gearr glas, an gunnaire, an cluasaire, an séidire, an coisire, agus fear

briste na g-clo¢ le taoib a téna, astea¢ ’san g-caisledn, agus cait siad an oidc¢e sin, trian di le
fiannaigeact agus trian le sgeuluigeact, agus trian le soirm (sic) saim suain agus fior-codalta.

Nuair d’ éirig an 14 air na maérac tug sé leis a maigistir agus an gunnaire, agus an cluasaire, agus an
coisire, agus an séidire, agus fear briste na g-cloc le taoib a tona, agus d’ fag sé amuig ag ceann an
bétair iad, agus tdinig sé féin air ais agus bain sé an glas de ’n fatac. Dubairt sé leis an bfatac gur ¢uir
a Maigistir air ais € i g-coinne an birréid duib a bi faoi colba a leabuid. Dubairt an fatac g0 dtiubrad
sé hata d6 ndr cait sé féin ariam, act go raib ndire air, an sean-birreud do tabairt d6. Dubairt an fear
gearr glas muna dtiubrad sé an birreud dé go dtiucfad a mdigistir air ais, agus go mbainfead sé an
ceann dé.

_ “Is fearr dam a i:abairt duit,” ar san fa:taé, “agus uair air bit a cuirfeas tu air do ceann ¢, feicfid tu uile
duine agus ni feicfid duine air bit tu.” Tug sé d6 an birreud ann sin, agus ¢uaid an fear gearr glas agus
tug sé do mac rig Eireann é.

Bi siad ag imteact ann sin. Do béarfad siad air an nga01t Marta do bi rompa, agus an gaot Marta do
bi *nna ndiaig ni béarfad si orra-san, ag dul do’n doman Soir. Nuair tainig tratnéna agus deiread an lae
dearc mac rig Eireann uaid agus ni facaid sé aon it a mbeldead sé ann an oidce sin. Dearc an fear
gearr glas uaid, agus connairc sé caislean, agus dubairt sé, “an fata¢ atd ann san g-caislean sin, is
dearbratair do’n fatac a rabamar aréir aige, agus béidmid ann san g-caislean sin anoct.” Tainig siad,
agus d’ fag sé mac rig Eireann agus a muinntir ag ceann an bétair agus cuaid sé cum an caisledin, agus
tarraing sé an cuaille cérraic, agus nior fag sé leanb i mnaoi na searrac i g-capall na pigin i muic na
broc i ngleann i bfoigse seact mile d6, nar bain sé trf iomp6d asta leis an méad torain a tug sé as an g-
cuaille comraic.

Téinig an fatac amac, agus dubairt sé, “Motuigim bolad an Eireannaig binn breugaig faoi m’f6idin
dutaig.”

“Ni Eireannac binn breugac mise,” ar san fear gearr glas, “act t4 mo maéigistir amuig ann sin ag ceann
an bétair, agus ma tagann sé bainfid sé an ceann diot.”

“Is mér liom de greim tu, agus is beag liom de d4 greim tu,” ar san fatac.

“Ni bfuigfid tu mé de greim air bit,” ar san fear gearr glas, agus toisig sé ag meudugad go raib sé
¢om mor leis an g-caislean.

Tainig faitcios air an bfatac agus dubairt sé, “bfuil do maigistir com mar leat-sa?”

“Ta agus nios mo,” ar san fear beag glas.

“Cuir i bfola¢ mé go maidin go n-imtigeann do maigistir,” ar san fatac¢, “agus rud air bit ata tu ag
iarraid caitfid tu a fagail.”

Tug sé an fatac leis, agus cait sé faoi beul dabai¢ é. Cuaid se amac agus tug sé astea¢ mac rig

Eireann, an gunnaire, an cluasaire, an séidire, an coisire, agus fear briste na g-cloc le taoib a téna, agus
¢ait siad an oidce ann sin, trian le fiannuigeact trian le sgeulaigeact agus trian le soirm saim suain agus



fior-codalta, go dti an maidin.

Air maidin, 14 air na maéra¢, tug an fear gearr glas mac rig Eireann agus a muinntir amac as an g-
caislean agus d’ fig sé ag ceann an bétair iad, agus tamlg sé féin air ais agus d’iarr sé na sean-
shpearald a b1 faoi colba an leabuid, air an bfatac. Dubalrt an fatac go dtibrad sé péire butais com
mait agus cait sé ariam d’a maigistir, agus cad é an mait a bi ann sna sean-slipéaraib! Dubairt an fear
gearr glas muna bfagad sé na shpeurald go racfad sé i g-coinne a mAigistir, leis an ceann do baint dé.
Dubairt an fata¢ ann sin go dtiibrad sé dé iad, agus tug “Am air bit,” ar seisean, “a cuirfeas tu na
slipeuraid sin ort, agus “haig 6ibir’ do rad, it air bit a bfuil stil agad do dul ann, béid tu innti.”

D’imfig mac rig Eireann agus an fear gearr glas, agus an gunnaire, agus an cluasaire, agus an coisire,
agus an séidire, agus fear briste na g-cloc le taoib a téna, go dtainig tratnéna agus deiread an laé; agus
go raib an capall ag dul faoi sgat na copoige agus ni fanfad an copog leis. D’ fiafruig mac rig Eireann
de’n fear gearr glas ann sin, c& beidead siad an oidce sin, agus dubairt an fear gearr glas go mbeidead
siad i dteac dearbratar an fataig ag a raib siad areir. Dearc mac rig Eireann uaid agus ni facaid sé
dadam. Dearc an fear gearr glas uaid agus ¢onnairc sé caislean mor. D’ fagbaig sé mac rig Eireann agus
a muinntir ann sin agus cuaid sé ¢cum an caisledin leis féin, agus tarraing sé an cuaille cémraic, agus
nior fagbaig sé leanb i mnaoi, searrac i lair, pigin i muic, na broc i ngleann, nar tionntuig sé tart tri
uaire leis an méad torain a bain sé as an g-cuaille cémraic. Tamlg an fatac amac agus dubairt sé,

“motuigim bolad an Eireannaig binn breugaig faoi m’féidin dutaig.”

“Ni Eireannac¢ binn breugac mise,” ar san fear gearr glas, “act td mo maigistir ‘nna Seasam ann sin,
ag ceann an bétair, agus ma tagann sé bainfid sé an ceann diot.”

Agus leis sin tosuig an fear gearr glas ag méadugad go raib sé com mdr leis an g-caislean faoi
deiread.

Tainig faitcios air an bfatac, agus dubairt sé, “bfuil do maigistir com mor leat féin?”

“Ta,” ar san fear gearr glas, “agus nios mo.”

“O cuir mé a bfolac, cuir me i bfola¢,” ar san fatac, “go n-imtigeann do maigistir, agus rud air bit a
béideas tu ag iarraid caitfid tu a fagail.”

Tug sé an fatac leis agus cuir sé faoi beul dabaic é, agus glas air.

Tainig sé air ais agus tug sé mac rig Eireann, an gunnaire, an cluasaire, an coisire, an séidire, agus
fear briste na g-clo¢ le taoib a téna asteac leis, agus cait siad an oidc¢e sin go rdgac, trian di le
fiannuigeact, agus trian di le sgeuluigeact, agus trian di le soirm saim suain agus fior codalta.

Air maidin, 14 air na madra¢, tug sé mac rig Eireann agus a Iuinntir ama¢ agus d’fagbuig sé ag
ceann an bétair iad agus tamlg sé féin air ais, agus leig sé amac an fatac, agus dubairt se leis an bfatac
an cloideam meirgeac a bi faoi c¢olba a leabuid do tabairt d6. Dubairt an fata¢ nac¢ dtitibrad sé an
sean—qloldeam sin d’ aon duine, act go dtlpbrad sé do clqldeam na tri faobar, nar fag fuigeal buille
‘nna diaig, agus da bfag-fad sé go dtiubrad sé leis an dara buille é.

“Ni glacfaid mé sin,” ar san fear gearr glas, “caitfid mé an cloideam meirgeac fagail, agus muna
bfag’ mé é racfaid me i g-coinne mo maigistir agus bainfid sé an ceann diot.”

“Is fearr dam a tabairt duit,” ar san fatac, “agus cia bé it a bualfeas tu buille leis an g-cloideam sin
racfaid sé go dti an gaineam da mbud iarann a bi roime.” Tug sé an cloideam meirgeac dé ann sin.

Cuaid mac rig Eireann agus an fear gearr glas, agus an gunnaire, agus an cluasaire, agus an coisire,
agus an séidire, agus fear briste na g-cloc le taoib a téna ann sin, go dtainig tratnéna agus deiread an



laé, go raib an capall ag dul faoi sgat na copéige agus ni fanfad an copég leis. Ni béarfad an gaot
Marta a bi rompa orra agus an gaot Marta a bi ’nna ndiaig ni rug si orra-san, agus bi siad an oidce sin
ann san doman Soir, an it a raib an bean-uasal.

D’ f1afru1g an bean de mac rig Eireann creud do bi sé ag jarraid agus dubairt seisean go raib sé ag
iarraid iféin mar Mmnaoi. “Caitfid tu m’fagail,” ar sise, “ma fuasglann tu mo geasa diom.”

Fuair sé a ldistin le na ¢uid buacaill ann san g-caislean an oidce sin, agus ann san oidce tainig sise
agus dubairt leis, “se6 siostir agad, agus muna bfuil an siosir sin agad air maidin amarac bainfigear an
ceann diot.”

Cuir si biordn-suain faoi na ¢eann, agus tuit sé *nna codlad, agus com luat a’s tuit sé *nna codlad
rug si an siostr uaid agus d’fagbuig si é. Tug si an siostr do’n rig nime, agus dubairt s leis an rig, an
siostr do beit alge air maidin di. D’ imtig si ann sin. Nuair bi si imtigte tuit an rig nime "nna codlad
agus nuair a bi sé *nna ¢odlad tdinig an fear gearr glas agus na sean- shpearald air, agus an birreud air a
¢eann, agus an cloideam meirgeac ann a 14im, agus cia bé it a d’ fagbu1g an rlg an siosur fuair seisean
é. Tug sé do mac rig Eireann é, agus nuair tamlg sise air maidin d’ f1afru1g si, “a mic rig Eireann bfuil
an siosur agad?”

“T4,” ar seisean.

Bi tri fice cloigionn na ndaoine a tainig *ga h-farraid air spicib timcioll an caisledin agus Saoil si go
mbeidead a ¢loigionn air spice aici i g-cuideact leo.

An oidce, an 14 air na marac, tamlg si agus tug si ciar dé, agus dubairt si leis muna mbeidead an
Ciar aige air maidin nuair a tiucfad si go mbeidead an ceann bainte dé. Cuir si bioran-suain faoi na
¢eann agus tuit sé *nna codlad mar tuit sé an oidce roime, agus goid sise an ¢iar 1éite. Tug si an ¢far
do’n rig nime agus dubairt si leis gan an ciar do caillead mar caill sé an siostir. Tamlg an fear gearr

glas agus na sean- slelparald air a cosaib, an sean-birreud air a ¢eann agus an cloideamn meirgeac ann a
1aim, agus ni facaid an rig é go dtdinig se taob Siar dé agus tug sé an ¢far leis uaid.

Nuair talnlg an maldm du151g mac rig Eireann agus tosulg sé ag caoinead na ciaire a bi 1mt1gte
uaid. “Na bac leis sin,” ar san fear gearr glas, “td sé agam-sa.” Nuair tdinig sise tug sé an ¢far di, agus
bi iongantas uirri.

Tainig si an triomad oidce, agus dubairt si le mac rig Eireann an ceann do ciarad leis an g-ciair sin
do beit aige di, air maidin amarac. “Nois,” ar sise, “ni raib baogal ort go dti anoct, agus ma cailleann tu
an t-am so i, ta do ¢loigionn imtigte.”

Bi an bioran-suain faoi na ¢eann, agus tuit sé *nna codlad Tamlg sise agus goid si an ¢iar uaid. Tug
si do’n rlg nime i, agus dubairt si leis nar feud an ¢iar imteact uaid no go mbainfide an ceann dé. Tug
an rig nime an ciar leis, agus cuir sé asteac i i g-carraig cloice, agus tri fice glas uirri, agus Suid an rig
taoib amuig de na glasaib uile ag doras na carraige, ’gé faire. Tainig an fear gearr glas, agus na
slipeuraid agus an birreud air, agus an cloideam meirgea¢ ann a laim, agus buail sé buille air an g-
carraig cloice agus d’ fosgail suas 1, agus buail sé an dara buille air an rig nime, agus bain sé an ceann
dé. Tug sé leis an ciar cuig (do) mac rig Eireann ann sin, agus fuair sé € ann a duiseact, agus € ag
caoinead na ciaire. “Std i do ¢far duit,” ar seisean, “tiucfaid sise air ball, agus fiafrocaid si diot an
bfuil an ¢far agad, agus abair léite go bfuil, agus an ceann do cfarad léite, agus cait cuici an
cloigionn.”

Nuair téinig sise ag fiafruig an raib an ciar aige, dubairt sé go raib, agus an ceann do ciarad léite,
agus cait sé ceann an rig nime cuici.



Nuair ¢onnairc si an cloigionn bi fearg mér uirri, agus dubairt si leis na¢ bfuigfead sé i le pésad go
bfagad sé coisire a Sidbalfad le na coisire féin i g-coinne tri buideul na h-io¢Sldinte as tobar an
domain Soir, agus déa mbud luaite a tdinig a coisire féin ’nd an coisire aige-sean, go raib a ¢eann
imtigte.

Fuair si sean-cailleac (buitse €igin) agus tug si trf buideula di. Dubairt an fear gearr glas tri buideula
do tabairt do’n fear a bi ag congbdil péirce na ngeirrfiad, agus tugad dé iad. D’ 1mt1g an cailleac agus
an fear, agus tri buidéala ag gac aon aca, agus bi coisire mic rlg Eireann ag tigeact leat-bealaig air ais,
sul a bi an cailleac 1mt1gte leat-bealaig ag dul ann. “Suid sios,” ar san cailleac leis an g-coisire, “agus
leig do sgit, ta an beirt aca pésta anois, agus na bi brisead do ¢roide ag rit.” Tug si léite cloigionn
capaill agus cuir si faoi na ¢eann é, agus bioran-suain ann, agus nuair leag sé a ceann air, tuit sé ‘nna
¢odlad.

Doirt sise an t-uisge a bi aige amac, agus d’imtig si.

B’fada leis an bfear gearr glas go raib siad ag tigeact, agus dubairt sé leis an g-cluasaire, “leag do
¢luas air an talam, agus feuc an bfuil siad ag teact.” “Cluinim,” ar seiseann, “an caillea¢ ag teact, agus
ta an coisire ’nna ¢odlad, agus é ag srannfartuig.”

“Dearc uait,” ar san fear gearr glas leis an ngunnaire “go bfeicfid tu ca bfuil an coisire.”

Dubairt an gunnaire go raib sé ann a leitid sin d’4it, agus cloigionn capaill faoi na ¢eann, agus é 'nna
¢odlad.

“Cuir do gunna le do Stiil,” ar san fear garr glas, “agus cuir an cloigionn 6 na ¢eann.”

Cuir sé an gunna le na Siil agus sguaib sé an cloigionn 6 na ¢eann. Diisig an coisire, agus fuair sé na
buideula a bi aige folam, agus b’éigin do fillead ¢um an tobair arfs.

Bi an cailleac ag teact ann sin agus ni ralb an coisire le feiceal (felcsmt) Ar san fear gearr glas ann
sin, leis an bfear a b1 ag cur an muilinn- ga01te tart le na pollaire, “éirig suas agus feuc¢ an g-cuirfed an
¢ailleac air a h-ais.” Cuir sé a Meur air a Srén agus nuair bi an cailleac ag teact Cuir sé séidedg gaoite
faiti a sguaib air a h-ais 1. Bi s teact aris agus rinne sé an rud ceudna lelte Gac am a bidead sise ag
teact a bfogas déib do bidead seisean da cur air a h-ais aris leis an ngaoit do $éidead sé as a polldire.
Air deiread $éid se leis an da polldire agus sguaib sé an caillea¢c ¢um an domain Soir aris. Tainig
coisire mic rig Eireann ann sin, agus bi an 14 sin gnétuigte.

Bi fearg mér air an mnaoi nuair ¢onnairc si na¢ dtdinig a coisire féin air ais i dtosa¢, agus dubairt si
le mac rig Eireann, “ni bfuigfid tu mise anois no go sitbailfid tu tri mile gan bréig gan stoca, air
Snataidib cruaide.”

Bi bétar aici trf mile air fad, agus snataide _geura cruaide craitte air, com tlug leis an bfeur. Ar san
fear gearr glas le fear-briste na g-cloc le na leat-t6in, “téid agus maol iad sin.” Cuaid an fear sin orra le
na leat-téin agus rinne sé stumpald diob. Dubairt an fear gearr glas leis dul orra le na t6in dubalta.
Cuaid sé orra ann sin le na téin dibalta, agus rinne sé pugdar agus praiseac diob. Tainig mac rig
Eireann agus Sitbail sé na trf mile, agus bi a bean gnétuigte aige.

Pésad an beirt ann sin, agus bi an ¢éud pog le fagail ag an bfear gearr glas. Rug an fear gearr glas an
bean leis féin asteac i seomra, agus tosu1g sé uirri. Bi si 14n de naitreacaib nime, agus beidead mac
rig Eireann marb aca, nuair a ra¢fad sé ‘nna codlad, act gur piuc an fear gearr glas aisti iad.

Talmg sé go mac rlg Eireann ann sin, agus dubairt sé leis, “Tig leat dul le do mnaoi anois. Is mise an
fear a bi ann san g-cémra an 14 sin, a d’ioc tu na dei¢ bpiinta air a $on, agus an Muinntir seé a bi leat is
seirbisige iad do cuir Dia ¢cugad-sa.”



D’imtig an fear gearr glas agus a muinntir ann sin agus ni facaid mac rig Eireann aris é. Rug sé a
bean abaile leis, agus cait siad beata Sona le céile.



THE KING OF IRELAND’S SON.

There was a king’s son in Ireland long ago, and he went out and took with him his gun and his dog.
There was snow out. He killed a raven. The raven fell on the snow. He never saw anything whiter than

the snow, or blacker than the raven’s skull, or redder than its share of blood,'®! that was a’pouring out.

He put himself under gassal?®! and obligations of the year, that he would not eat two meals at one
table, or sleep two nights in one house, until he should find a woman whose hair was as black as the
raven’s head, and her skin as white as the snow, and her two cheeks as red as the blood.

There was no woman in the world like that; but one woman only, and she was in the eastern world.

The day on the morrow he set out, and money was not plenty, but he took with him twenty pounds. It
was not far he went until he met a funeral, and he said that it was as good for him to go three steps with
the corpse. He had not the three steps walked until there came a man and left his writ down on the
corpse for five pounds. There was a law in Ireland at that time that any man who had a debt upon
another person (i.e., to whom another person owed a debt) that person’s people could not bury him,
should he be dead, without paying his debts, or without the leave of the person to whom the dead man
owed the debts. When the king of Ireland’s son saw the sons and daughters of the dead crying, and they
without money to give the man, he said to himself: “It’s a great pity that these poor people have not the
money,” and he put his hand in his pocket and paid the five pounds himself for the corpse. After that, he
said he would go as far as the church to see it buried. Then there came another man, and left his writ on
the body for five pounds more. “As I gave the first five pounds,” said the king of Erin’s son to himself,
“it’s as good for me to give the other five, and to let the poor man go to the grave.” He paid the other
five pounds. He had only ten pounds then.

Not far did he go until he met a short green man, and he asked him where was he going. He said that
he was going looking for a woman in the eastern world. The short green man asked him did he want a
boy (servant), and he said he did, and [asked] what would be the wages he would be looking for? He
said: “The first kiss of his wife if he should get her.” The king of Ireland’s son said that he must get that.

Not far did they go until they met another man and his gun in his hand, and he a’levelling it at the
blackbird that was in the eastern world, that he might have it for his dinner. The short green man said to
him that it was as good for him to take that man into his service if he would go on service with him. The
son of the king of Ireland asked him if he would come on service with him.

“I will,” said the man, “if I get my wages.”

“And what is the wages you’ll be looking for?”
“The place of a house and garden.”

“You’ll get that if my journey succeeds with me.”

The king of Ireland’s son went forward with the short green man and the gunner, and it was not far
they went until a man met them, and his ear left to the ground, and he listening to the grass growing.

“It’s as good for you to take that man into your service,” said the short green man.
The king’s son asked the man whether he would come with him on service.

“I’ll come if I get the place of a house and garden.”



“You will get that from me if the thing I have in my head succeeds with me.”

The son of the king of Ireland, the short green man, the gunman, and the earman, went forward, and it
was not far they went until they met another man, and his one foot on his shoulder, and he keeping a
field of hares, without letting one hare in or out of the field. There was wonder on the king’s son, and he
asked him “What was the sense of his having one foot on his shoulder like that.”

“Oh,” says he, “if I had my two feet on the ground I should be so swift that I would go out of sight.”
“Will you come on service with me?” said the king’s son.

“I’ll come if I get the place of a house and garden.”

“You’ll get that if the thing I have in my head succeeds with me.”

The son of the king of Ireland, the short green man, the gunman, the earman, and the footman, went
forward, and it was not far they went till they came to a man and he turning round a wind-mill with one
nostril, and his finger left on his nose shutting the other nostril.

“Why have you your finger on your nose?” said the king of Ireland’s son.

“Oh,” says he, “if I were to blow with the two nostrils I would sweep the mill altogether out of that
up into the air.”

“Will you come on hire with me?”
“I will if T get the place of a house and garden.”
“You’ll get that if the thing I have in my head succeeds with me.”

The son of the king of Ireland, the short green man, the gunman, the earman, the footman, and the
blowman went forward until they came to a man who was sitting on the side of the road and he
a’breaking stones with one thigh, and he had no hammer or anything else. The king’s son asked him
why it was he was breaking stones with his half (i.e., one) thigh.

“Oh,” says he, “if I were to strike them with the double thigh I’d make powder of them.”
“Will you hire with me?”

“I will if I get the place of a house and garden.”

“You’ll get that if the thing I have in my head succeeds with me.”

Then they all went forward together—the son of the king of Ireland, the short green man, the
gunman, the earman, the footman, the blowman, and the man that broke stones with the side of his
thigh, and they would overtake the March wind that was before them, and the March wind that was
behind them would not overtake them, until the evening came and the end of the day.

The king of Ireland’s son looked from him, and he did not see any house in which he might be that
night. The short green man looked from him, and he saw a house, and there was not the top of a quill
outside of it, nor the bottom of a quill inside of it, but only one quill alone, which was keeping shelter
and protection on it. The king’s son said that he did not know where he should pass that night, and the
short green man said that they would be in the house of the giant over there that night.

They came to the house, and the short green man drew the coolaya-coric (pole of combat), and he did
not leave child with woman, foal with mare, pigeen with pig, or badger in glen, that he did not turn over
three times with the quantity of sound he knocked out of the coolaya-coric. The giant came out, and he
said: “I feel the smell of the melodious lying Irishman under (i.e., in) my little sod of country.”



“I’m no melodious lying Irishman,” said the short green man; “but my master is out there at the head
of the avenue, and if he comes he will whip the head off you.” The short green man was growing big,
growing big, until at last he looked as big as the castle. There came fear on the giant, and he said: “Is
your master as big as you?”

“He is,” says the short green man, “and bigger.”
“Put me in hiding till morning, until your master goes,” said the giant.

Then he put the giant under lock and key, and went out to the king’s son. Then the king of Ireland’s
son, the gunman, the earman, the footman, the blowman, and the man who broke stones with the side of
his thigh, came into the castle, and they spent that night, a third of it a’story-telling, a third of it with
Fenian tales, and a third of it in mild enjoyment(?) of slumber and of true sleep.

When the day on the morrow arose, the short green man brought with him his master, the gunman,
the earman, the footman, the blowman, and the man who broke stones with the side of his thigh, and he
left them outside at the head of the avenue, and he came back himself and took the lock off the giant. He
told the giant that his master sent him back for the black cap that was under the head of his bed. The
giant said that he would give him a hat that he never wore himself, but that he was ashamed to give him

the old cap. The short green man said that unless he gave him the cap his master would come back and
strike the head off him.

“It’s best for me to give it to you,” said the giant; “and any time at all you will put it on your head you
will see everybody and nobody will see you.” He gave him the cap then, and the short green man came
and gave it to the king of Ireland’s son.

They were a’going then. They would overtake the March wind that was before them, and the March
wind that was behind them would not overtake them, going to the eastern world. When evening and the
end of the day came, the king of Ireland’s son looked from him, and he did not see any house in which
he might be that night. The short green man looked from him, and he saw a castle, and he said: “The
giant that is in that castle is the brother of the giant with whom we were last night, and we shall be in
this castle to-night.” They came to the castle, and he left the king’s son and his people at the head of the
avenue, and he went to the door and pulled the coolaya-coric, and he did not leave child with woman,
foal with mare, pigeen with pig, or badger in glen, within seven miles of him, that he did not knock
three turns out of them with all the sound he knocked out of the coolaya-coric.

The giant came out, and he said, “I feel the smell of a melodious lying Irishman under my sod of
country.”

“No melodious lying Irishman am I,” says the short green man; “but my master is outside at the head
of the avenue, and if he comes he will whip the head off you.”

“I think you large of one mouthful, and I think you small of two mouthfuls,” said the giant.

“You won’t get me of a mouthful at all,” said the short green man, and he began swelling until he was
as big as the castle. There came fear on the giant, and he said:

“Is your master as big as you?”
“He is, and bigger.”

“Hide me,” said the giant, “till morning, until your master goes, and anything you will be wanting
you must get it.”

He brought the giant with him, and he put him under the mouth of a douac (great vessel of some



sort). He went out and brought in the son of the king of Ireland, the gunman, the earman, the footman,
the blowman, and the man who broke stones with the side of his thigh, and they spent that night, one-
third of it telling Fenian stories, one-third telling tales, and one-third in the mild enjoyment of slumber
and of true sleep until morning.

In the morning, the day on the morrow, the short green man brought the king’s son and his people out
of the castle, and left them at the head of the avenue, and he went back himself and asked the giant for
the old slippers that were left under the head of his bed.

The giant said that he would give his master a pair of boots as good as ever he wore; and what good
was there in the old slippers?

The short green man said that unless he got the slippers he would go for his master to whip the head
off him.

Then the giant said that he would give them to him, and he gave them.

“Any time,” said he, “that you will put those slippers on you, and say ‘high-over!” any place you have
a mind to go to, you will be in it.”

The son of the king of Ireland, the short green man, the gunman, the earman, the footman, the
blowman, and the man who broke stones with the side of his thigh, went forward until evening came,
and the end of the day, until the horse would be going under the shade of the docking, and the docking
would not wait for him. The king’s son asked the short green man where should they be that night, and
the short green man said that they would be in the house of the brother of the giant with whom they
spent the night before. The king’s son looked from him and he saw nothing. The short green man looked
from him and he saw a great castle. He left the king’s son and his people there, and he went to the castle
by himself, and he drew the coolaya-coric, and he did not leave child with woman, foal with mare,
pigeen with pig, or badger in glen, but he turned them over three times with all the sound he struck out
of the coolaya-coric. The giant came out, and he said: “I feel the smell of a melodious lying Irishman
under my sod of country.”

“No melodious lying Irishman am I,” said the short green man; “but my master is standing at the head
of the avenue, and if he comes he shall strike the head off you.”

And with that the short green man began swelling until he was the size of the castle at last. There
came fear on the giant, and he said: “Is your master as big as yourself?”

“He is,” said the short green man, “and bigger.”

“Oh! put me in hiding; put me in hiding,” said the giant, “until your master goes; and anything you
will be asking you must get it.”

He took the giant with him, and he put him under the mouth of a douac, and a lock on him. He came
back, and he brought the king of Ireland’s son, the gunman, the earman, the footman, the blowman, and
the man who broke stones with the side of his thigh, into the castle with him, and they spent that night
merrily—a third of it with Fenian tales, a third of it with telling stories, and a third of it with the mild
enjoyment of slumber and of true sleep.

In the morning, the day on the morrow, he brought the son of the king of Ireland out, and his people
with him, and left them at the head of the avenue, and he came back himself and loosed out the giant,
and said to him, that he must give him the rusty sword that was under the corner of his bed. The giant
said that he would not give that old sword to anyone, but that he would give him the sword of the three
edges that never left the leavings of a blow behind it, or if it did, it would take it with the second blow.



“I won’t have that,” said the short green man, “I must get the rusty sword; and if I don’t get that, I
must go for my master, and he shall strike the head off you.”

“It is better for me to give it to you,” said the giant, “and whatever place you will strike a blow with
that sword, it will go to the sand (i.e., cut to the earth) though it were iron were before it.” Then he gave
him the rusty sword.

The son of the king of Ireland, the gunman, the earman, the footman, the blowman, and the man who
broke stones with the side of his thigh, went forward after that, until evening came, and the end of the
day, until the horse was going under the shade of the docking, and the docking would not wait for him.
The March wind that was behind them would not overtake them, and they would overtake the wind of
March that was before them, and they were that night (arrived) in the eastern world, where was the lady.

The lady asked the king of Ireland’s son what it was he wanted, and he said that he was looking for
herself as wife.

“You must get me,” said she, “if you loose my geasal?!l off me.”

He got lodging with all his servants in the castle that evening, and in the night she came and said to
him, “Here is a scissors for you, and unless you have that scissors for me to-morrow morning, the head
will be struck off you.”

She placed a pin of slumber under his head, and he fell into his sleep, and as soon as he did, she came
and took the scissors from him and left him there. She gave the scissors to the King of Poison,!??! and
she desired the king to have the scissors for her in the morning. Then she went away. When she was
gone the King of Poison fell into his sleep; and when he was in his sleep the short green man came, and
the old slippers on him, and the cap on his head, and the rusty sword in his hand, and wherever it was
the king had left the scissors out of his hand, he found it. He gave it to the king of Ireland’s son, and
when she (the lady) came in the morning, she asked; “Son of the king of Ireland, have you the
scissors?”

“I have,” said he.

There were three scores of skulls of the people that went to look for her set on spikes round about the
castle, and she thought that she would have his head on a spike along with them.

On the night of the next day she came and gave him a comb, and said to him unless he had that comb
for her next morning when she would come, that the head should be struck off him. She placed a pin of
slumber under his head, and he fell into his sleep as he fell the night before, and she stole the comb with
her. She gave the comb to the King of Poison, and said to him not to lose the comb as he lost the
scissors. The short green man came with the old slippers on his feet, the old cap on his head, and the
rusty sword in his hand; and the king did not see him until he came behind him and took away the comb
with him.

When the king of Ireland’s son rose up the next morning he began crying for the comb, which was
gone from him. “Don’t mind that,” said the short green man: “I have it.” When she came he gave her
the comb, and there was wonder on her.

She came the third night, and said to the son of the king of Ireland to have for her the head of him
who was combed with that comb, on the morrow morning. “Now,” said she, “there was no fear of you
until this night; but if you lose it this time, your head is gone.”

The pin of slumber was under his head, and he fell into his sleep. She came and stole the comb from



him. She gave it to the King of Poison, and she said to him that he could not lose it unless the head
should be struck off himself. The King of Poison took the comb with him, and he put it into a rock of
stone and three score of locks on it, and the king sat down himself outside of the locks all, at the door of
the rock, guarding it. The short green man came, and the slippers and the cap on him, and the rusty
sword in his hand, and he struck a stroke on the stone rock and he opened it up, and he struck the
second stroke on the King of Poison, and he struck the head off him. He brought back with him then the
comb to the king’s son, and he found him awake, and weeping after the comb. “There is your comb for
you,” said he; “she will come this now,?3 and she will ask you have you the comb, and tell her that you
have, and the head that was combed with it, and throw her the skull.”

When she came asking if he had the comb, he said he had, and the head that was combed with it, and
he threw her the head of the King of Poison.

When she saw the head there was great anger on her, and she told him he never would get her to
marry until he got a footman (runner) to travel with her runner for three bottles of the healing-balm out
of the well of the western world; and if her own runner should come back more quickly than his runner,
she said his head was gone.

She got an old hag—some witch—and she gave her three bottles. The short green man bade them
give three bottles to the man who was keeping the field of hares, and they were given to him. The hag
and the man started, and three bottles with each of them; and the runner of the king’s son was coming
back half way on the road home, while the hag had only gone half way to the well. “Sit down,” said the
hag to the foot-runner, when they met, “and take your rest, for the pair of them are married now, and
don’t be breaking your heart running.” She brought over a horse’s head and a slumber-pin in it, and laid
it under his head, and when he laid down his head on it he fell asleep. She spilt out the water he had and
she went.

The short green man thought it long until they were coming, and he said to the earman, “Lay your ear
to the ground and try are they coming.”

“I hear the hag a’coming,” said he; “but the footman is in his sleep, and I hear him a’snoring.”
“Look from you,” said the short green man to the gunman, “till you see where the foot-runner is.”

The gunman looked, and he said that the footman was in such and such a place, and a horse’s skull
under his head, and he in his sleeping.

“Lay your gun to your eye,” said the short green man, “and put the skull away from under his head.”

He put the gun to his eye and he swept the skull from under his head. The footman woke up, and he
found that the bottles which he had were empty, and it was necessary for him to return to the well again.

The hag was coming then, and the foot-runner was not to be seen. Says the short green man to the
man who was sending round the windmill with his nostril: “Rise up and try would you put back that
hag.” He put his finger to his nose, and when the hag was coming he put a blast of wind under her that
swept her back again. She was coming again, and he did the same thing to her. Every time she used to
be coming near them he would be sending her back with the wind he would blow out of his nostril. At
last he blew with the two nostrils and swept the hag back to the western world again. Then the foot-
runner of the king of Ireland’s son came, and that day was won.

There was great anger on the woman when she saw that her own foot-runner did not arrive first, and
she said to the king’s son: “You won’t get me now till you have walked three miles, without shoes or
stockings, on steel needles.” She had a road three miles long, and sharp needles of steel shaken on it as



thick as the grass, and their points up. Said the short green man to the man who broke stones with the
side of his thigh: “Go and blunt those.” That man went on them with one thigh, and he made stumps of
them. He went on them with the double thigh, and he made powder and prashuch of them. The king of
Ireland’s son came and walked the three miles, and then he had his wife gained.

The couple were married then, and the short green man was to have the first kiss. The short green
man took the wife with him into a chamber, and he began on her. She was full up of serpents, and the
king’s son would have been killed with them when he went to sleep, but that the short green man picked
them out of her.

He came then to the son of the king of Ireland, and he told him: “You can go with your wife now. I
am the man who was in the coffin that day, for whom you paid the ten pounds; and these people who are
with you, they are servants whom God has sent to you.”

The short green man and his people went away then, and the king of Ireland’s son never saw them
again. He brought his wife home with him, and they spent a happy life with one another.




AN ALP-LUACHRA.

Bhi scolog Saidbir a g-Connactaib aon uair amdin, agus bi maoin go leér aige, agus bean mait agus
muirigin breag agus ni raib dadam ag cur buaidread na triobléide air, agus deurfa féin go raib sé nna
fear compértamail sasta, agus go raib an t-ad air, com mait agus air duine air bit a bi bed. Bhi sé mar
sin gan brén gan buaidread air fead mérain bliadain i slainte mait agus gan tinneas na aicid air féin né
air a cloinn, no go dtainig la breag annsan bfégmar, a raib sé dearcad air a cuid daoine ag deunam féir
annsan moinfeur a bi a n-aice le na teac féin, agus mar b1 an 14 ro teit d’6l sé deoc blataice agus Sin sé
€ féin siar air an bfeur tr bainte, agus mar bi sé sarulgte le teas an laé agus leis an obair a bi sé ag
deunam, do tu1t sé gan moill 'nna ¢odlad, agus d’ fan sé mar sin air fead tri no ceitre uair no go raib an
feur uile crapta agus go raib a daoine oibre imtigte as an bpdirc.

Nuair ddisig sé ann sin, Suid sé suas air a tom agus ni raib fios aige cia an it a raib sé, no gur

cuimnig sé faoi deire gur annsan bpairc air cul a tige féin do bi sé *nna luide. D’éirig sé ann sin agus

¢uaid sé air ais cum a tige féin, agus air n-imteact do, motalg sé mar pian no mar greim ann a boilg.
Nior ¢uir sé suim ann, act Suid sé sios ag an teine agus tosuig sé ’ga téigead féin.

“C4 raib tu?” ars an ingean leis.
“Bhi mé mo codlad,” ar seisean, “air an bfeur tir ann sa’ bpairc ’nna raib siad ag deunam an féir.”
“Creud a bain duit,” ar sise, “ni féucann tu go mait.”

“Muire! maisead! ni’l fios agam,” ar seisean, “act ta fait¢ios orm go bfuil rud éigin orm, is aisteac a
motalglm me féin, ni raib mé mar sin ariam roime se6, act béid mé nios fearr nuair a bfuigfid mé
codlad mait.”

Chuaid sé d’4 leabuid agus luid sé sios agus tuit sé ann a codlad, agus nior du151g sé go raib an
grian ard. D’éirig sé ann sin agus dubairt a bean leis, “Creud do bi ort nuair rinn’ tu codlad ¢om fada
sin?”

“Nil fios agam,” ar seisean.

Chuaid sé annsan g-cisteanac, n’ait a bi a ingean ag deunam caca le h-agaid an breac-fast (biad na
maidne), agus dubairt sise leis, “Cia an caoi bfuil tu andit, bfuil aon biseac ort a atair?”

“Fuair mé codlad mait,” ar seisean, “act ni’l mé blas nios fearr 'né bi mé aréir, agus go deimin da g-
creidfed mé, saoilim go bfuil rud éigin astig ionnam, ag rit anonn ’s anall ann mo boilg o taocib go
taoib.”

“Ara ni féidir,” ar s an ingean, “is slaigdedn a fuair tu ad’ luige amuig ané air an bfeur tr, agus muna
bfuil tu nios fearr annsan tratnéna cuirfimid fios air an doc¢tuir.”

Tainig an tratnéna, act bi an duine boc¢t annsan gcaoi ceudna, agus b’éigin déib fios ¢ur air an
doctiir. Bhi sé ag rad go raib pian air, agus nac raib fios aige go ceart cad é an it ann a raib an pian,
agus nuair nac raib an doctdir teact go luat bi sgannrugad mér air. Bhi muinntir an tige ag deunam uile

S6irt d’feud siad deunarn le meisneac a ¢ur ann.

Tainig an doctiir faoi deire, agus d’fiafruig sé dé creud do bi air, agus dubairt seisean aris go raib
rud éigin mar éinin ag léimnig ann a bolg. Noctuig an doctiir é agus rinne sé breatnugad mait air, act
ni facaid sé dadam a bi as an m-bealac leis. Chuir sé a cluas le na taoib agus le na druim, act nior



¢ualaid sé rud air bit cid g6 raib an duine boct é féin ag rdd—*“Anois! Nois! na¢ g-cluinn tu é? Nois!
nac bfuil tu ’g éisteact leis, ag 1éimnig?” Act nior tug an doctiir rud air bit faoi deara, agus Saoil sé faoi
deire go raib an fear as a ¢éill, agus nac raib dadam air.

Dubairt sé le mnaoi an tige nuair tainig sé amac, nac raib aon rud air a fear, act gur creid sé féin go
raib sé tinn, agus go g-cuirfead sé druganna cuige an 14 air na marac a béarfad codlad mait dg, agus a
Socrécad teas a cuirp. Rinne sé sin, agus $luig an duine boct na druganna uile agus fuair sé codlad mér
aris act nuair du151g sé air maidin bi sé nios measa ’na ’riam, act dubairt sé nar cualaid sé an rud ag
1éimnig taob astig dé anois.

Chuir siad fios air an doctdir aris, agus tainig se act nior feud sé rud air bit deunam. D’fig sé
druganna eile leis an bfear, agus dubairt sé go dtiucfad sé arfs i g-ceann seactmuine eile le na feicsint.
Ni bfuair an duine boct féirigin air bit as ar fig an doctdir leis, agus nuair dainig an doctuir aris fuair sé
é nios measa na roirne sin; act nior feud sé aon rud déanam agus ni raib fios air bit aige cad é’n cineal
tinnis do bi air. “Ni béid mé ag glacad d’airgid uait feasta,” ar seisean, le mnaoi an tige, “mar nac dtig
liom rud air bit déanam annsan g-ciiis se6; agus mar nac dtuigim creud ata air, ni lelgfld mé orm € do
tuigsint. Tiucfaid mé le na feicsint 6 am go h-am act ni glacfaid mé aon airgiod uait.”

Is air éigin d’feud an bean an fearg do bi uirri do congmail asteac. Nuair bi an doc’tﬁir imtigte
¢ruinnig si muinntir an tige le ¢éile agus glac siad cémairle, “An doctiir bradac¢ sin,” ar sise, “ni fiti
traitnin é. Bfuil fios aguib creud dubairt sé? nac nglacfad sé aon airgiod uainn feasta, agus dubairt sé
nac raib edlas air bit aige air dadarn. >Suf’ air! an biteamnac! ni tiucfaid sé tar an tairseac s6 go brat.
Racfamaoid go dti an doctdir eile, ma ta sé nios faide uainn, féin, is cuma liom sin, caitfimid a fagall 7
Bhi uile duine a bi annsa teac air aon focal léite, agus Cuir siad fios air an doctuir eile, agus nuair tainig
sé ni raib aon edlas do b’ fearr aige-sean ’na do bi ag an g-ceud-doctiir act amain go raib eélas go
leor aige air a n-airgiod do glacad. Téinig sé leis an duine tinn d’ feicsint, go minic, agus gac am a
tainig se do bi ainm eile aige nios faide ’na a ¢éile air a tinneas, ainmneaca (anmanna) nér tuig sé féin,
nd duine air bit eile, act bi siad aige le sgannrugad na n-daoine.

D’fan siad mar sin air fead dé4 mi, gan fios ag duine air bit creud do bi air an bfear boct, agus nuair
nac raib an doctdir sin ag déanam mait air bit dé, fuair siad doctiir eile, agus ann sin doctir eile, no
go §a1b uile doctiir a bl annsa’ g-condaé aca, saoi deire, agus caill siad a lan airgid led, agus b’éigin
doib cuid d’a n-eallac diol le h-airgiod fagail le na n-ioc.

Bhi siad mar sin le leit-bliadain ag congmaﬂ doctuir leis, agus na doctiirid ag tabairt druganna doé,
agus an duine boct a bi ramar beatalgte roime sin, ag éirige lom agus tana, go nac raib unsa fedla air,
act an croicion agus na cnama amain.

Bhi sé faoi deire ¢com dona sin gur air éigin d’ feud sé sitibal, agus d’ 1rnt1g a goile uaid, agus bud
mor an triobloid leis, greim ardin buig, no deo¢ bainne tir do Slugad agus bi uile duine ag rad go m-
b’fearr d bas fagail, agus bud beag an t-iongnad sin, mar na¢ raib ann act mar beidead sgaile i
mbuideul.

Aon 14 amain, nuair bi sé ‘nna Suide air ¢ataoir ag doras an tige, ‘ga grianugad féin ann san teas,
agus muinntir an tige uile imtigte amac, agus gan duine ann act é féin, tainig seanduine boct a bi ag
1arra1d déirce o ait go h-ait suas cum an dorais, agus d’ aitnig sé fear an tige ’nna Suide annsa’ g-
cataoir, act bi sé com h- atrulgte sin agus ¢om caitte sin gur air éigin d’ aitne6cad duine é. “T4 mé ann
s arfs ag iarraid déirce ann ainm Dé,” ars an fear boct, “act gléir do Dia a maigistir creud do bain duit
ni tusa an fear céudna a connairc mé leit-bliadain 6 Soin nuair bi mé ann s6, go bféirig Dia ort.”

“Ara a Sheumais,” ar san fear tinn, “is mise na¢ bfeudfad innsint duit creud do bain dam, act ta fios



agam air aon rud, na¢ mbéid mé bfad air an t-saogal so.”

“Act ta bron orm d’feicsint mar ta tu,” ar san déirceac, “nac dtig leat innsint dam cia an ¢aoi ar tosuig
sé leat? creud a dubairt na doctuirid?”

“Na doctiirid!” ar san fear tinn, “mo mallact orra! ni’l fios air dadam aca, act ni ¢6ir dam beit ag
eascuine agus mise com fogas sin dom’ bas, ’suf’ orra, ni’l eélas air bit aca.”

“B’éidir,” ar san déirceac¢, “go bfeudfainn féin biseac¢ tabairt duit, da n-inne6ésa dam creud ata ort.
Deir siad go mbidim edlac¢ air aicidib, agus air na luibeannaib ata mait le na leigeas.”

Rinne an fear tinn gdire. “Ni’1 fear-leigis ann sa’ g-condaé,” ar sé, “nac raib ann sé liom; nac¢ bfuil
leat an eallaig a bi agam air an bfeilm diolta le na n-foc! act ni bfuair mé foirigin da lagad 6 duine air
bit aca, act inneésaid mé duit-se mar d’éirig sé dam air dtis.” Agus ann sin tug sé cdntas dé air uile
pian a motuig sé, agus air uile rud a d’orduig na doctdirid.

D’éist an déirceac leis go ciramac, agus nuair criocnuig sé an sgeul uile, d’ fiafruig sé dé, “cad é an
sért pairce { air ar tuit tu do codlad?”

“Is méinfeur a bi ann,” ar san duine tinn, “act bi sé go direac bainte, ann san am sin.”
“Raib sé fliuc,” ars an déirceac.

“Ni raib,” ar seisean.

“Raib srotan uisge no caise a’ rit trid?” ars an déirceac.

“Bhi,” ar seisean.

“An dtig liom an pairc feicsint?”

“Tig go deimin, agus taisbéunfaid mé duit anois é.”

D’éirig sé as a cataoir agus com dona agus bi sé, stracail sé é féin air agaid, no go dtainig sé ¢cum na
h-dite ann ar luid sé ’nna ¢odlad an tratnéna sin. Bhreatnulg fear-na-déirce air an ait, tamall fada, agus
ann sin ¢rom sé air an bfeur agus cuaid sé anonn ’s anall agus a corp libta agus a ¢eann cromta ag
smeurtact ann sna luibeannaib, agus ameasg an luibearnaig do bi ag fas go tiug ann.

D’éirig sé faoi deire, agus dubairt sé, “Ta sé mar Saoil mé,’ > agus crom sé € féin sios aris, agus tosuig
ag cuartugad mar roime sin. Tog sé a Ceann an dara uair, agus bi luib beag glas ann a laim. “An
bfeiceann tu sin,” ar sé, “dit air bit ann Eirinn a bfasann an luib se6 ann, bionn alp-luacra anaice leis,
agus Sluig tu alp-luacra.”

“Cad ¢é an caoi bfpil fios agad sin?” ars an duine tinn, “d4 mbud mar sin do bi sé, is déig go n-
innedsad na doctdirid dam é roime seo.”

“Go dtugaid Dia ciall duit, na bac leis na doctdirib,” ars an déirceac, “ni’l ionnta act eallta amadan. A
deirim leat aris, agus creid mise, gur alp-luacra a Sluig tu; nac dubairt tu féin gur motu1g tu rud éigin
ag léimnig ann do bolg an ¢éad 14 *réis tu beit tinn. B’é sin an alp-luacra, agus mar do bi an &it sin ann
do bolg strainseurac leis i dtosac, bi sé mi-Suaimneac innti, ag dul anonn ’s anall, act nuair bi sé ciipla
la innti, Socru1g sé é féin, agus fuair sé an it compoértamail agus sin é an t- adbar fa bfuil tu ag
congmail ¢om tana sin; mar uile greim d’4 bfuil tu ag ite bionn an alp-luacra sin ag fagail an mait as.
Agus dubairt tu féin liom go raib do leat-taob atta, is i sin an taob ’n it a bfuil an rud granna ’nna
¢cémnuide.”

Nior creid an fear é, a dtosac, act lean an déirceac da ¢comrad leis, ag crutugad do, gur b’ é an firinne



a bi sé ag rad, agus nuair tainig a bean agus a ingean air ais aris do’n teac, labair sé le4-san an caoi
¢eudna agus bi siad réid go ledr le na ¢reideamaint.

Nior ¢reid an duine tinn, é féin, é, act bi siad uile ag labairt leis, go bfuair siad buaid air, faoi deire;
agus tug sé cead déib trf doctiiride do glaodac asteac le ¢éile, go n-inneésad se an sgeul nuad so
doib. Tamlg an tridr le ¢éile, agus nuair d’éist siad leis an méad a bi an déirceac ag rad, agus le
céomrad na mban, rinne siad gaire agus dubairt siad nac¢ raib ionnta act amadain uile go 1€éir, agus
gurb’é rud eile amac ’s amac a bi air fear-an-tige, agus gac ainm a bi aca air a tinneas an t-am so, bi sé
da uair, ’s tri huaire nios faide ’nd roime sin. D’ fag siad buidéul no cipla buideul le n-6l ag an bfear
boct, agus d’imtig siad led, ag magad faoi an rud a dubairt na mna gur $luig sé an alp-luacra.

Dubairt an déircea¢ nuair bi siad imtigte. “Ni’l iongantas air bit orm nac¢ bfuil tu fagail beisig ma’s
amadain mar iad sin atd leat. Ni’l aon doctiir na fear-leigis i n-Eirinn anois a déanfas aon mait duit-se
act aon fear amain, agus is sé sin Mac Diarmada, Prionnsa Chul—Ul—Bflnn air bruac loca-Ui-Geadra an
doctuir is fearr i g-Connactaib na ’sna ctiig ctiigib.” “C4 bfuil lo¢-Ui-Geadra?” ars an duine tinn.
“Shios i g-condaé Shligig; is lo¢ mér é, agus t4 an Prionnsa *nna ¢émnuide air a bruac,” ar sé, “agus
ma glacann tu mo ¢émairle-se racfaid tu ann, mar ’s é an caoi deireannac atd agad, agus bud ¢6ir duit-
se, a MAigistreas,” ar sé ag tiontéd le mnaoi an tige, “do ¢ur iac (d’fiacaib) air, dul ann, ma’s mait leat
d’fear a beit bed.”

“Maisead,” ars an bean, “deunfainn rud air bit a $lanécad é.”

“Mar sin, cuir go dti Prionnsa Chuil-Ui-Bfinn é,” ar seisean.

“Dheunfainn féin rud air bit le mo Slanugad,” ars an fear tinn, “mar ta’s agam nac¢ bfuil a bfad agam
le martain air an t-saogal so, muna ndeuntar rud éigin dam a béarfas congnam agus f6irigin dam.”

“Mar sin, téid go dti an Prionnsa,” ar san déirceac.

“Rud air bit a measann tu go ndeunfaid sé mait duit bud ¢6ir duit a déanam, a atair,” ars an
ingean.

“Ni’l dadam le déanam mait dé act dul go dti an Prionnsa,” ars an déirceac.

Is mar sin bi siad ag arguint agus ag cuiblint go dti an oidce, agus fuair an déirceac leabuid tuige
annsa’ sgiobdl agus tosuig sé ag arguint aris air maidin go mbud ¢6ir dul go dti an Prionnsa, agus bi an
bean agus an ingean air aon focal leis, agus fuair siad buaid air an bfear tinn, faoi deire; agus dubairt
sé go racfad sé, agus dubairt an ingean go racfad sise leis, le tabairt a1re do, agus dubairt an déirceac
go racfad seisean led-san le taisbéant an botair déib. “Agus béid mise,” ars an bean, “air ponc an bais
le h-imnide ag fanamaint lib, go dtiucfaid sib air ais.”

D’tigmuig siad an capall agus cuir siad faoi an gcairt é, agus glac siad 16n seactmuine led, ardn agus
baguin agus uibeaca, agus d’ 1mt1g siad le6. Nior feud siad dul r6 fada an ceud 14, mar bi an fear tinn
¢om lag sin nar feud sé an cratad a bi sé fagail annsa’ g-cairt Seasam, act bi sé nios fearr an dara 14,
agus d’fan siad uile i dteac feilméara air ta01b an bétair an oidce sin agus cuaid siad air agaid aris air
maidin, agus an tromad 14 annsan tratndna tainig siad go h-ait-cémnuide an Phrionnsa. Bhi tea¢ deas
aige air bruac an loca, le cimdac tuige air, ameasg na g-crann.

D’fag siad an capall agus an cairt i mbaile beag a bi anaice le héit an Phrionnsa, agus Sitibail siad
uile le ¢éile go d-tainig siad cum an tige. Chuaid siad asteac¢ ’san g- cisteanac agus d’ fiafruig siad, “ar
feud siad an Prionnsa d’feicsint.” Dubairt an searbféganta go raib sé ag ite a béile act go dtiucfad sé,
b’éidir, nuair beidead sé réid.

Tainig an Prionnsa féin astea¢ air an méimid sin agus d’fiafruig sé diob creud do bi siad ag iarraid.



D’éirig an fear tinn agus dubairt sé leis gur ag iarraid congnam 6 na onéir do bi sé, agus d’innis sé an
sgeul uile d6. “’Nois an dtig le d’onéir aon féirigin tabairt dam?” ar sé, nuair ¢riocnuig sé a sgéul.

“Ta sidil agam go dtig liom,” ar san Prionnsa, “air maéd air bit déanfaid mé mo ditcioll air do Son,
mar tainig tu com fada sin le m’feicsint-se. B’olc an ceart dam gan mo ditc¢ioll deunam. Tar suas
annsa bparldis. Is fior an rud a dubairt an sean duine atd ann sin leat. Shluig tu alp-luacra, no rud éigin
eile. Tar suas ’sa’ bparluis liom.”

Tug sé suas leis é, agus is é an béile a bi aige an 14 sin giota mér de mairtfeéil Saillte. Ghearr sé
greim mor agus cuir sé air Plata é, agus tug sé do’n duine boct le n-ite é.

“Oré! Créad ata d’ onéir ag déanam ann sin anois,” ars an duine boct, “nior Sluig mé oiread agus toirt
uibe d’feéil air bit le raitce, ni’l aon goile agam, ni tig liom dadam ite.”

“Bi do tost a duine ” ars an Prionnsa, “it é sin nuair a deirim leat é.”

D’it an fear boct an oiread agus d’feud sé, act nuair leig sé an sgian agus an gablog as a laim cuir an
Prionnsa ia¢ (d’ flacalb) air iad do togbail arfs, agus do tosugad as an nuad. Congbmg sé ann sin é ag
ite, go raib sé réid le pleusgad, agus nior feud sé faoi deire aon greim eile Slugad da bfagad se ceud
punta.

Nuair ¢onnairc an Prionnsa nac¢ dtiucfad leis tuillead do Slugad, tug sé amac as an teac é, agus
dubairt sé leis an ingin agus leis an t-sean-déirceac iad do leanamaint, agus rug sé an fear leis, amac go
moinféur bredg glas do bi os coinne an tige, agus srétan beag uisge ag rit trid an méinfeur.

Tug sé go bruac an t-srotdin é, agus dubairt sé leis, luide sios air a bolg agus a ceann congbail os
cionn an ulsge agus a beul d’fosgailt com mdér agus d’feudfad sé, agus a congbail, beag-nac, ag baint
leis an uisge, “agus fan ann sin go citin agus na corruig, air d’anam,” ar sé, “go bfeicfid tu creud
éiredcas duit.”

Gheall an fear boc¢t go mbeldead sé socair, agus Sin sé a corp air an bfeur, agus congbuig sé a beul
fosgailte os cionn an t-srotdin uisge, agus d’fan sé ann sin gan corrugad.

Chuaid an Prionnsa timcioll ciig slata air ais, air a ¢dl, agus tarraing sé an ingean agus an sean-fear
leis, agus is é an focal deireannac a dubairt sé leis an bfear tinn, “bi cinnte” ar sé, “agus air d’anam na
cuir cor asad, cia bé air bit rud éire6¢as duit.”

Ni raib an duine boct ceatramad uaire *nna luide mar sin nuair tosuig rud éigin ag corrugad taob
astig dé agus motaig sé rud éigin ag teact suas ann a sgornac, agus ag dul air ais aris. Tainig sé suas,
agus cuald sé air ais tri no ceitre uaire andlalg a céile. Tainig sé faoi deire go dti a beul agus Seas sé
air barr a teanga act sgannruig sé agus ¢uaid sé air ais arfs, act i gceann tamaill big téinig sé suas an
dara uair, agus Seas sé air barr a teanga agus 1éim sé sios faoi deire annsan uisge Bhi an Prionnsa ag
breatnugad go geur air, agus glaod sé amac, “na corruig f6s,” mar bi an fear dul ag éirige.

B’éigin do’n duine boct a beul fosgailt aris agus d’fan sé an caoi ¢eudna, agus ni raib sé méimid ann,
no go dtainig an dara rud suas ann a sgornac an caoi ceudna, agus cuaid sé air ais aris ctipla uair, amail
a’s mar bi sé sgannruigte, act faoi deire tamlg seisean mar an ceud-ceann suas go dti an beul agus Seas
sé air barr a teanga, agus faoi deire nuair motuig sé bolad an uisge faoi, 1éim sé sios annsan tsrotan.

Chogair an Prionnsa, agus dubairt sé “Nois t4 'n tart ag teact orra, d’ oibrig an salann a bi ’sa’

mairtfeéil {ad; nois tiucfaid siad amac.” Agus sul do bi an focal as a beul tuit an triomad ceann le

“plap” annsan uisge, agus mémid ’nna diaig sin, 1éim ceann eile sios ann, agus ann sin ceann eile, no
gur ¢comairig siad, cuig, sé, seact, oct, naoi, dei¢ g-cinn, aon ¢ceann deug, da ceann deug.



“Sin duisin aca anois,” ar san Prionnsa, “Sin é an t-al, nior tainig an t-sean-matair f6s.”

Bhi an fear boc¢t dul ’g eirige aris, act glaod an Prionnsa air. “Fan mar a bfuil tu, nior tiinig an
matair.”

D’fan sé mar do bi sé, act nior téinig aon ceann eile amac, agus d’fan sé nios mé6 na ceatramad
uaire. Bhi an Prionnsa féin ag éirige mi-Suaimneac, air eagla nac g- -corré¢ad an sean-Alt-pluacra cor air
bit. Bhi an duine boct ¢com saruigte sin agus ¢om lag sin go m’ b’ fearr leis éirige *nd fanamaint mar a

raib sé, agus ann aindedin gac ruid a dubairt an Prionnsa bi sé ag seasarm suas, nuair rug an Prionnsa
air a leat-cois agus an déirceac air an g-cois eile, agus do congbuig siad sios é gan buideacas dé.

D’fan siad ceatramad uaire eile, gan focal do rad, agus i g-ceann an ama sin motuig an duine boct
rud éigin ag corrugad aris ann a taoib, act seact n-uaire nios measa 'na roime se6, agus is air éigin
d’feud sé é féin do congbaﬂ o sgreadac. Bhi an rud sin ag corrugad le tamall malt ann, agus Saoil sé go
raib a corp reubta an taob astig leis. Ann sin tosu1g an rud ag teact suas, agus tdinig sé go dti a beul
agus cuaid sé air ais arfs. Talnlg sé faoi deire com fada sin gur ¢uir an duine boct a dd meur ann a
beul agus Saoil sé greim fagail uirri. A¢t ma’s obann Cuir sé a Meura ’steac is luaite ’na sin ¢uaid an
tsean alt-pluacra air ais.

“Or! a blteamnalg"’ ar san Prionnsa, “cad cuige rinn’ tu sin? Nac dubairt mé leat gan cor do cur
asad. M4 tig sé suas aris fan go socair.” B’ éigin doib fanamaint le leat-uair mar do bi sean-matair na
n-alp-luacra sgannrulgte agus bi faitcios urri teact amac. Act tamlg si suas aris, faoi deire; b’éidir go
raib an iomarcuid tart’ urri agus nior feud si bolad an uisge a bi ag cur catuigte uirri Seasam, no
b’éidir go raib si uaigneac ’r éis a clainne d’ imteact uaiti. Air mod air bit tainig si amac go bérr & béil
agus Seas si air a teanga com fad agus beitea ag comaiream ceitre ficid, agus ann sin léim si mar do
1éim a h-al roimpi, asteac ’san uisge, agus bud truime toran a tuitim’ seact n-uaire, *na an plap a rinne a
clann.

Bhi an Prionnsa agus an beirt eile ag breatnugad air sin, go h-iomlan, agus bud beag nac raib
faitCios orra, a n-anal do tarraing, air eagla go sgannrécad siad an beitidea¢ granna. Com luat agus
1éim si asteac ’san uisge tarraing siad an fear air ais, agus cuir siad air a d4 cois arfs é.

Bhi se tri huaire gan focal do labairt, act an ¢ceud focal a dubairt sé, bud h-é “is duine nuad mé.”

Congbuig an Prionnsa ann a teac féin le coicideas é, agus tug se aire mor agus beatugad mait dé.
Leig sé d6 imteact ann sin, agus an ingean agus an déirceac leis, agus didltuig sé oiread agus pigin do
glacad uata.

“B’fearr liom ’na deic¢ bpunta air mo laim féin,” ar sé, “gur tionntuig mo leigeas amac com mait sin;
nar leigfid. Dia go nglacfainn pigin no leit-pi’n uait. Chaill tu go ledr le doctiirib ¢eana.’

Tainig siad a baile go sabalta, agus d’éirig sé slan aris agus ramar. Bhi sé ¢om buidea¢ de’n
deirceac boct gur congbuig sé ann a teac féin go dti a bas é. Agus com fad a’s bi sé féin bed nior luid
sé sios air an bfeur glas arfs. Agus, rud eile; dd mbeidead tinneas no easldinte air, ni h-iad na doctdirid
a glaodad sé asteac.

Bud beag an t-iongnad sin!



THE ALP-LUACHRA.

There was once a wealthy farmer in Connacht, and he had plenty of substance and a fine family, and
there was nothing putting grief nor trouble on him, and you would say yourself that it’s he was the
comfortable, satisfied man, and that the luck was on him as well as on e’er a man alive. He was that
way, without mishap or misfortune, for many years, in good health and without sickness or sorrow on
himself or his children, until there came a fine day in the harvest, when he was looking at his men
making hay in the meadow that was near his own house, and as the day was very hot he drank a drink of
buttermilk, and stretched himself back on the fresh cut hay, and as he was tired with the heat of the day
and the work that he was doing, he soon fell asleep, and he remained that way for three or four hours,
until the hay was all gathered in and his workpeople gone away out of the field.

When he awoke then, he sat up, and he did not know at first where he was, till he remembered at last
that it was in the field at the back of his own house he was lying. He rose up then and returned to his
house, and he felt like a pain or a stitch in his side. He made nothing of it, sat down at the fire and began
warming himself.

“Where were you?” says the daughter to him.
“I was asleep a while,” says he, “on the fresh grass in the field where they were making hay.”
“What happened to you, then?” says she, “for you don’t look well.”

“Muirya,**) musha, then,” says he, “I don’t know; but it’s queer the feeling I have. I never was like it
before; but I'll be better when I get a good sleep.”

He went to his bed, lay down, and fell asleep, and never awoke until the sun was high. He rose up
then and his wife said to him: “What was on you that you slept that long?”

“I don’t know,” says he.

He went down to the fire where the daughter was making a cake for the breakfast, and she said to
him:

“How are you to-day, father; are you anything better?”

“I got a good sleep,” said he, “but I’'m not a taste better than I was last night; and indeed, if you’d
believe me, I think there’s something inside of me running back and forwards.”

“Arrah, that can’t be,” says the daughter, “but it’s a cold you got and you lying out on the fresh grass;
and if you’re not better in the evening we’ll send for the doctor.”

He was saying then that there was a pain on him, but that he did not know rightly what place the pain
was in. He was in the same way in the evening, and they had to send for the doctor, and when the doctor
was not coming quickly there was great fright on him. The people of the house were doing all they
could to put courage in him.

The doctor came at last, and he asked what was on him, and he said again that there was something
like a birdeen leaping in his stomach. The doctor stripped him and examined him well, but saw nothing
out of the way with him. He put his ear to his side and to his back, but he heard nothing, though the
poor man himself was calling out: “Now! now! don’t you hear it? Now, aren’t you listening to it
jumping?” But the doctor could perceive nothing at all, and he thought at last that the man was out of



his senses, and that there was nothing the matter with him.

He said to the woman of the house when he came out, that there was nothing on her husband, but that
he believed himself to be sick, and that he would send her medicine the next day for him, that would
give him a good sleep and settle the heat of his body. He did that, and the poor man swallowed all the
medicines and got another great sleep, but when he awoke in the morning he was worse than ever, but
he said he did not hear the thing jumping inside him any longer.

They sent for the doctor again, and he came; but he was able to do nothing. He left other medicines
with them, and said he would come again at the end of a week to see him. The poor man got no relief
from all that the doctor left with him, and when he came again he found him to be worse than before;
but he was not able to do anything, and he did not know what sort of sickness was on him. “I won’t be
taking your money from you any more,” says he to the woman of the house, “because I can do nothing
in this case, and as I don’t understand what’s on him, I won’t let on!?>! to be understanding it. I’ll come
to see him from time to time, but I’ll take no money from you.”

The woman of the house could hardly keep in her anger. Scarcely ever was the doctor gone till she
gathered the people of the house round her and they took counsel. “That doctor braduch,” says she,
“he’s not worth a traneen; do you know what he said—that he wouldn’t take any money from me any
more, and he said himself he knew nothing about anything; suf on him, the behoonuch, he’ll cross this
threshold no more; we’ll go to the other doctor; if he’s farther from us, itself, I don’t mind that, we must
get him.” Everybody in the house was on one word with her, and they sent for the other doctor; but
when he came he had no better knowledge than the first one had, only that he had knowledge enough to
take their money. He came often to see the sick man, and every time he would come he would have
every name longer than another to give his sickness; names he did not understand himself, nor no one
else, but he had them to frighten the people.

They remained that way for two months, without anyone knowing what was on the poor man; and
when that doctor was doing him no good they got another doctor, and then another doctor, until there
was not a doctor in the county, at last, that they had not got, and they lost a power of money over them,
and they had to sell a portion of their cattle to get money to pay them.

They were that way for half a year, keeping doctors with him, and the doctors giving him medicines,
and the poor man that was stout and well-fed before, getting bare and thin, until at last there was not an
ounce of flesh on him, but the skin and the bones only.

He was so bad at last that it was scarcely he was able to walk. His appetite went from him, and it was
a great trouble to him to swallow a piece of soft bread or to drink a sup of new milk, and everyone was
saying that he was better to die, and that was no wonder, for there was not in him but like a shadow in a
bottle.

One day that he was sitting on a chair in the door of the house, sunning himself in the heat, and the
people of the house all gone out but himself, there came up to the door a poor old man that used to be
asking alms from place to place, and he recognised the man of the house sitting in the chair, but he was
so changed and so worn that it was hardly he knew him. “I’m here again, asking alms in the name of
God,” said the poor man; “but, glory be to God, master, what happened to you, for you’re not the same
man I saw when I was here half a year ago; may God relieve you!”

“Arrah, Shamus,” said the sick man, “it’s I that can’t tell you what happened to me; but I know one
thing, that I won’t be long in this world.”

“But I’'m grieved to see you how you are,” said the beggarman. “Tell me how it began with you, and



what the doctors say.”

“The doctors, is it?” says the sick man, “my curse on them; but I oughtn’t to be cursing and I so near
the grave; suf on them, they know nothing.”

“Perhaps,” says the beggarman, “I could find you a relief myself, if you were to tell me what’s on
you. They say that I be knowledgable about diseases and the herbs to cure them.”

The sick man smiled, and he said: “There isn’t a medicine man in the county that I hadn’t in this
house with me, and isn’t half the cattle I had on the farm sold to pay them. I never got a relief no matter
how small, from a man of them; but I’ll tell you how it happened to me first.” Then he gave him an
account of everything he felt and of everything the doctors had ordered.

The beggarman listened to him carefully, and when he had finished all his story, he asked him: “What
sort of field was it you fell asleep in?”

“A meadow that was in it that time,” says the sick man; “but it was just after being cut.”
“Was it wet,” says the beggarman.

“It was not,” says he.

“Was there a little stream or a brook of water running through it?” said the beggarman.
“There was,” says he.

“Can I see the field?”

“You can, indeed, and I’'ll show it to you.”

He rose off his chair, and as bad as he was, he pulled himself along until he came to the place where
he lay down to sleep that evening. The beggarman examined the place for a long time, and then he
stooped down over the grass and went backwards and forwards with his body bent, and his head down,
groping among the herbs and weeds that were growing thickly in it.

He rose at last and said: “It is as I thought,” and he stooped himself down again and began searching
as before. He raised his head a second time, and he had a little green herb in his hand. “Do you see
this?” said he. “Any place in Ireland that this herb grows, there be’s an alt-pluachra near it, and you
have swallowed an alt-pluachra.”

“How do you know that?” said the sick man. “If that was so, sure the doctors would tell it to me
before now.”

“The doctors!” said the beggarman. “Ah! God give you sense, sure they’re only a flock of omadawns.
I tell you again, and believe me, that it’s an alt-pluachra you swallowed. Didn’t you say yourself that
you felt something leaping in your stomach the first day after you being sick? That was the alt-pluachra;
and as the place he was in was strange to him at first, he was uneasy in it, moving backwards and
forwards, but when he was a couple of days there, he settled himself, and he found the place
comfortable, and that’s the reason you’re keeping so thin, for every bit you’re eating the alt-pluachra is
getting the good out of it, and you said yourself that one side of you was swelled; that’s the place where
the nasty thing is living.”

The sick man would not believe him at first, but the beggarman kept on talking and proving on him
that it was the truth he was saying, and when his wife and daughter came back again to the house, the
beggarman told them the same things, and they were ready enough to believe him.



The sick man put no faith in it himself, but they were all talking to him about it until they prevailed
on him at last to call in three doctors together until he should tell them this new story. The three came
together, and when they heard all the boccuch (beggarman) was saying, and all the talk of the women, it
is what they laughed, and said they were fools altogether, and that it was something else entirely that
was the matter with the man of the house, and every name they had on his sickness this time was twice
—three times—as long as ever before. They left the poor man a bottle or two to drink, and they went
away, and they humbugging the women for saying that he had swallowed an alt-pluachra.

The boccuch said when they were gone away: “I don’t wonder at all that you’re not getting better, if
it’s fools like those you have with you. There’s not a doctor or a medicine-man in Ireland now that’ll do
you any good, but only one man, and that’s Mac Dermott the Prince of Coolavin, on the brink of Lough
Gara, the best doctor in Connacht or the five provinces.”

“Where is Lough Gara?” said the poor man.

“Down in the County Sligo,” says he; “it’s a big lake, and the prince is living on the brink of it; and if
you’ll take my advice you’ll go there, for it’s the last hope you have; and you, Mistress,” said he,
turning to the woman of the house, “ought to make him go, if you wish your man to be alive.”

“Musha!” says the woman, “I’d do anything that would cure him.”
“If so, send him to the Prince of Coolavin,” says he.

“I’d do anything at all to cure myself,” says the sick man, “for I know I haven’t long to live on this
world if I don’t get some relief, or without something to be done for me.”

“Then go to the Prince of Coolavin,” says the beggarman.
“Anything that you think would do yourself good, you ought to do it, father,” says the daughter.
“There’s nothing will do him good but to go to the Prince of Coolavin,” said the beggarman.

So they were arguing and striving until the night came, and the beggarman got a bed of straw in the
barn, and he began arguing again in the morning that he ought to go to the prince, and the wife and
daughter were on one word with him; and they prevailed at last on the sick man, and he said that he
would go, and the daughter said that she would go with him to take care of him, and the boccuch said
that he would go with them to show them the road; “and I’'ll be on the pinch of death, for ye, with
anxiety,” said the wife, “until ye come back again.”

They harnessed the horse, and they put him under the cart, and they took a week’s provision with
them—bread, and bacon, and eggs, and they went off. They could not go very far the first day, for the
sick man was so weak, that he was not able to bear the shaking he was getting in the cart; but he was
better the second day, and they all passed the night in a farmer’s house on the side of the road, and they
went on again in the morning; but on the third day, in the evening, they came to the dwelling of the
prince. He had a nice house, on the brink of the lake, with a straw roof, in among the trees.

They left the horse and the cart in a little village near the prince’s place, and they all walked together,
until they came to the house. They went into the kitchen, and asked, “Couldn’t they see the prince?”
The servant said that he was eating his meal, but that he would come, perhaps, when he was ready.

The prince himself came in at that moment, and asked what it was they wanted. The sick man rose up
and told him, that it was looking for assistance from his honour he was, and he told him his whole story.
“And now can your honour help me?” he said, when he had finished it.

“I hope I can,” said the prince; “anyhow, I’ll do my best for you, as you came so far to see me. I’d



have a bad right not to do my best. Come up into the parlour with me. The thing that old man told you is
true. You swallowed an alt-pluachra, or something else. Come up to the parlour with me.”

He brought him up to the parlour with him, and it happened that the meal he had that day was a big
piece of salted beef. He cut a large slice off it, and put it on a plate, and gave it to the poor man to eat.

“Oro! what is your honour doing there?” says the poor man; “I didn’t swallow as much as the size of
an egg of meat this quarter,?®! and I can’t eat anything.”

“Be silent, man,” says the prince; “eat that, when I tell you.”

The poor man eat as much as he was able, but when he left the knife and fork out of his hand, the
prince made him take them up again, and begin out of the new (over again). He kept him there eating
until he was ready to burst, and at last he was not able to swallow another bit, if he were to get a
hundred pounds.

When the prince saw that he would not be able to swallow any more, he brought him out of the
house, and he said to the daughter and the old beggarman to follow them, and he brought the man out
with him to a fine green meadow that was forenent!?”] the house, and a little stream of water running
through it.

He brought him to the brink of the stream, and told him to lie down on his stomach over the stream,
and to hold his face over the water, to open his mouth as wide as he could, and to keep it nearly
touching the water, and “wait there quiet and easy,” says he; “and for your life don’t stir, till you see
what will happen to you.”

The poor man promised that he would be quiet, and he stretched his body on the grass, and held his
mouth open, over the stream of water, and remained there without stirring.

The prince went backwards, about five yards, and drew the daughter and the old man with him, and
the last word he said to the sick man was: “Be certain, and for your life, don’t put a stir out of you,
whatever thing at all happens to you.”

The sick man was not lying like that more than a quarter of an hour, when something began moving
inside of him, and he felt something coming up in his throat, and going back again. It came up and went
back three or four times after other. At last it came to the mouth, stood on the tip of his tongue, but
frightened, and ran back again. However, at the end of a little space, it rose up a second time, and stood
on his tongue, and at last jumped down into the water. The prince was observing him closely, and just as
the man was going to rise, he called out: “Don’t stir yet.”

The poor man had to open his mouth again, and he waited the same way as before; and he was not
there a minute until the second one came up the same way as the last, and went back and came up two
or three times, as if it got frightened; but at last, it also, like the first one, came up to the mouth, stood
on the tongue, and when it felt the smell of the water below it, leaped down into the little stream.

The prince said in a whisper: “Now the thirst’s coming on them; the salt that was in the beef is
working them; now they’ll come out.” And before the word had left his mouth, the third one fell, with a
plop, into the water; and a moment after that, another one jumped down, and then another, until he
counted five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve.

“There’s a dozen of them now,” said the prince; “that’s the clutch; the old mother didn’t come yet.”

The poor sick man was getting up again, but the prince called to him: “Stay as you are; the mother
didn’t come up.”



He remained as he was, but no other one came out, though he stayed there more than a quarter of an
hour. The prince himself was getting uneasy for fear the old alt-pluachra might not stir at all. The poor
man was so tired and so weak that he wished to get up; and, in spite of all the prince told him, he was
trying to stand on his feet, when the prince caught him by one leg, and the boccuch by the other, and
they held him down in spite of him.

They remained another quarter of an hour without speaking a word, or making a sound, and at the
end of that time the poor man felt something stirring again in his side, but seven times worse than
before; and it’s scarcely he could keep himself from screeching. That thing kept moving for a good
while, and he thought the side was being torn out of himself with it. Then it began coming up, and it
reached the mouth, and went back again. At last it came up so far that the poor man put the two fingers
to his mouth and thought to catch hold of it. But if he put in his fingers quick, the old alt-pluachra went
back quicker.

“Oh, you behoonach!” cried the prince, “what made you do that? Didn’t I tell you not to let a stir out
of you? Remain quiet if she comes up again.”

They had to remain there for half an hour, because the old mother of the alt-pluachras was scared, and
she was afraid to come out. But she came up at last, perhaps, because there was too much thirst on her
to let her stand the smell of the water that was tempting her, or perhaps she was lonesome after her
children going from her. Anyhow, she came up to his mouth, and stood there while you would be
counting about four score; and when she saw nothing, and nothing frightened her, she gave a jump
down into the water, like her clutch before her; and the plop of her into the water was seven times
heavier than theirs.

The prince and the other two had been watching the whole, and they scarcely dared to breathe, for
fear of startling the horrid beast. As soon as ever she jumped down into the water, they pulled back the
man, and put him standing again on his two feet.

He was for three hours before he could speak a word; but the first thing he said was: “I’m a new

»

man.

The prince kept him in his own house for a fortnight, and gave him great care and good feeding. He
allowed him to go then, and the daughter and the boccuch with him; and he refused to take as much as a
penny from them.

“I’m better pleased than ten pounds on my own hand,” said he, “that my cure turned out so well; and
I’d be long sorry to take a farthing from you; you lost plenty with doctors before.”

They came home safely, and he became healthy and fat. He was so thankful to the poor boccuch that
he kept him in his own house till his death. As long as he was alive he never lay down on green grass
again; and another thing, if there was any sickness or ill-health on him, it isn’t the doctors he used to
call in to him.

That was small wonder!




PAIDIN O’CEALLAIG AGUS AN EASOG.

A bfad 6 Soin bi fear d’ar’ b’ainm Paidin O’Ceallaig *nna ¢émnuide i ngar do Tuaim i gcondaé na
Gaillime. Aon maidin amdin d’éirig sé go moc¢ agus ni raib fios aige cia an t-am a bi sé, mar bi solas
bredg 6’n ngealaig. Bi duil aige le dul go h-aona¢ Catair-na-mart le storc asail do diol.

Ni raib sé nios mé 'na tri mile air an mbétar go dtdinig dorcadas mér air, agus tosu1g cit trom ag
tuitim. Connairc sé tea¢ mor ameasg crann timcioll cuig ceud slat 6’n mbétar agus dubairt sé leis féin,
“racfaid mé ¢um an tige sin, go dtéid an cit tart.” Nuair cuaid sé ¢um an tige, bi an doras fosgailte,
agus asteac leis. Connairc sé seomra mor air taoib a laime ¢lé, agus teine bredg ’san ngrata. Suid sé
sios air stol le cois an balla, agus nior bfada gur tosu1g sé ag tuitim 'nna codlad, nuair ¢onnairc sé
eas6g MOr ag teact cum na teinead agus leag si ginid air leic an teaglaig agus d’ 1mt1g Nior bfada go
dtainig si air ais le ginid eile agus leag air leic an teaglaig €, agus d’ 1mt1g Bi si ag imteact agus ag teact
go raib carnan mor gmld air an teaglac. Act faoi deiread nuair d’imtig si d’éirig Paidin, agus cuir sé an
méad 6ir a bi cruinnigte aici ann a pdca, agus amac leis.

Ni raib sé a b-fad 1mt1gte gur cualaid sé an easdg ag teact *nna diaig agus i ag sgreadaoil comn h-ard
le piobaib. Cuaid si roim Péidin air an mbétar agus i ag lubarnuig anonn ’s anall agus ag jarraid greim
sgornaig d’ fagall air. Bi maide mait darac¢ ag Paidin agus congbuig sé i uaid go dtinig beirt fear suas.
Bi madad mait ag fear aca, agus ruaig sé asteac i bpoll >san mballa i.

Cuaid P4idin ¢um an aonaig, agus ann 4it é beit tigeact a baile leis an airgiod a fuair sé air a Sean-
asal, mar Saoil sé air maidin go mbeidead sé ag deanam, ceannuig sé capall le cuid de’n airgiod a bain
sé de’n easoig, agus tainig sé a baﬂe agus é ag marcuigeact. Nuair tainig sé com fada leis an &it ar cuir
an madad an easég ann san bpoll, tainig si amac roime, tug 1éim suas, agus fuair greim sgornaig air an
g- capall. Tosuig an capall ag rit, agus nior feud Paidin a ceapad no go dtug sé 1éim asteac i g-clais
moéir a bi lionta d’uisge agus de miilac. Bi sé ’ga batad agus ’ga tactad go luat, go dtdinig fir suas a
bi teact as Gaillim agus dibir siad an easég.

Tug Paidin an capall a baile leis, agus cuir sé asteac i dteac¢ na mbé é, agus tuit sé *nna codlad.

Air maidin, 14 air na mara¢, d’éirig Paidin go mo¢, agus cuaid sé amac le uisge agus féar tabairt
do’n capall Nuair cuaid sé ama¢ ¢onnairc sé an easég ag teact amac as tea¢ na mbo, agus i folu1gte le
fuil. “Mo Seact mile mallact ort,” ar Paidin, “ta fait¢ios orm go bfuil anacain déanta agad.” Cuaid sé
asteac, agus fuair sé an capall, péire bo-bainne, agus da laog marb T4ainig sé amac agus cuir sé madad a
bi aige andlalg na h-easéige. Fuair an madad greim uirri agus fuair sise greim air an madad. Bud
madad mait é, act b’éigin do a greim sgaoﬂead sul tainig Paidin suas; act congbmg sé a Suil uirri go
bfacaid sé i ag dul asteac i mbotan beag a bi air bruac lo¢a. Tainig Paidin ag rit, agus nuair bi sé ag an
mbotéinin beag tug sé cratad do’n madad agus cuir sé fearg air, agus cuir sé astea¢ roime é. Nuair

¢uaid an madad asteac tosu1g sé ag tatfant. Cuaid Paidin asteac agus connairc sé sean-caillea¢ ann san
g-coirnéul. D’fiafruig sé di an bfacaid si easdg ag teact asteac.

“Ni facaid mé,” ar san caillea¢, “ta mé breéidte le galar milltea¢ agus muna dtéid tu amac¢ go tapa
glacfaid tu uaim é.”

Com fad agus bi Paidin agus an cailleac, ag caint, bi an madad ag teannad asteac, no go dtug sé
1éim suas faoi deiread, agus rug sé greim sgornaig air an g-caillig.

Sgread sise, agus dubairt, “t6g diom do madad a Paidin Ui Ceallaig, agus deunfaid mé fear saidbir



diot.”

Chuir Paidin ia¢ (d’fiacaib) air an madad a greim sgaoilead, agus dubairt sé, “Innis dam cia tu, no
cad fat ar marb tu mo capall agus mo ba?”

“Agus cad fat dtug tusa leat an t-6r a raib mé ctig ceud bliadain *ga ¢ruinniugad ameasg cnoc agus
gleann an domain.”

“Saoil mé gur easog a bi ionnad,” ar Paidin, “no ni bainfinn le do ¢uid (’)ir; agus nid eile, ma ta tu
ctig ceud bliadain air an tsaogal so ta sé i n-am duit imteact cum suaimnis.”

“Rinne mé coir Mér i m’éige, agus taim le beit sgaoilte 6m’ fulaing ma tig leat fice punta foc air son
ceud agus tri ficid aifrionn dam.”

“Ca bfuil an t-airgiod?” ar Paidin.

“Firig agus rémar faoi sgeic ata os cionn tobair big i g-coirneul na pairce sin amuig, agus geobaid tu
pota lionta d’or. foc an fice pinta air son na n-aifrionn agus béid an cuid eile agad féin. Nuair a
bainfeas tu an leac de’n Ppota feicfid tu madad mér dub ag teact ama¢, act na biod aon faitcios ort; is
mac damsa é. Nuair a geobas tu an t-6r, ceannuig an tea¢ ann a bfacaid tu mise i dtosac, geobald tu
saor é, mar ta sé faoi ¢ail go bfuil taidbse ann. Béid mo mac-sa Sios ann san tsoiléar, ni déanfaid sé
aon docar duit, act béid sé ’nna caraid mait duit. Béid mise marb mi 6’n 14 so, agus nuair geobas tu
marb mé cuir splanc faoi an mbotén agus doig é. N4 h-innis d’aon neac be6 aon nid air bit de m’taoib-
se, agus béid an t-ad ort.”

“Cad é an t-ainm ata ort?” ar Paidin.
“Maire ni Ciarbain,” ar san cailleac.
Cuaid Péidin a baile agus nuair talnlg dorcadas na h-oidce tug sé laide leis agus cuaid sé ¢um na

sgeice a bi i g-coirneul na pairce agus tosu1g sé ag rémar. Nior bfada go bfuair sé an pota agus nuair
bain sé an leac dé 1éim an madad mér dub amac, agus as go brat leis, agus madad Péidin ’nn a diaig.

Tug Paidin an t-6r a baile agus cuir sé i bfolac i dtea¢ na mbé é. Timeioll mi *nna diaig sin, cuaid sé
go h-aonac¢ i nGaillim agus ceannuig sé péire b, capall agus duisin caora. Ni raib fios ag na
comarsannalb cia an it a bfuair sé an t-airgiod. Dubairt cuid aca go raib roinn aige leis na daonib
maite.

Aon 14 améin gleus Péidin é féin agus ¢uaid sé cum an duine-uasail ar leis an tea¢ mér, agus d’ iarr
air, an teac agus an talam do bi "nna timcioll, do diol leis.

“Tig leat an tea¢ beit agad gan ¢ios, act ta taidbse ann, agus nior mait liom tu dul do ¢émnuide
ann, gan a innsint, act ni sgarfainn leis an talam gan ceud punta nios mé ’na ta agad-sa le tairgsint
dam.”

“B’éidir go bfuil an oiread agam-sa ’s ata agad féin,” ar Paidin, “béid mé ann so amarac leis an
airgiod ma ta tusa réid le seilb do tabairt dam.”

“Béid mé réid,” ar san duine-uasal.

Cuaid Paidin abaile agus d’innis d’4 mnaoi go raib tea¢ mér agus gabaltas talman ceannuigte aige.
“Cia an 4it a bfuair tu an t-airgiod?” ar san bean.

“Nac¢ cuma duit?” ar Paidin.

La air na marac, cuaid Paidin ¢um an duine-uasail, tug ceud pinta d6, agus fuair seilb an tige agus



an talman, agus d’fag an duine-uasal an truscan aige asteac leis an margad.

D’fan Paidin ann san teac¢ an oidce sin, agus nuair tainig an dorcadas cuaid sé sios ann san tsoiléar,
agus connairc sé fear beag le na da cois sgarta air bairille.

“>Nid Dia duit, a duine ¢6ir,” ar san fear beag.

“Go mbud h-é duit,” ar Paidin.

“Na biod aon faitcios ort romam-sa,” ar san fear beag, “béid mé mo caraid mait duit-se ma ta tu
ionnan run do ¢ongbail.”

“Taim go deimin. Congbuig mé rin do matar, agus congbécaid mé do rin-sa mar an g-ceudna.”

“B’éidir go bfuil tart ort,” ar san fear beag.

“Ni’l mé saor uaid,” air Paidin.

Cuir an fear beag 14m ann a brolla¢, agus tarraing sé corn 6ir amac, agus tug do Paidin é, agus

dubairt leis, “tarraing fion as an mbairille sin fum.”

»

Tarraing Paidin lan coirn agus Seacaid do’n fear beag é. “Ol, tu féin, i dtosac¢,” ar seisean. D’6l

Paidin, tarraing corn eile agus tug don fear beag é, agus d’6l sé é.
“Lion suas agus Ol aris,” ar san fear beag, “is mian liom-sa beit go stigac anoct.”

Bi an beirt ag 61 g6 rabadar leat air meisge. Ann sin tug an fear beag 1éim anuas air an urlar, agus
dubairt le Paidin, “nac¢ bfuil duil agad i g-ce61?”

“Ta go deimin,” ar Paidin, “agus is mait an damsoir mé.”
“Tdg suas an leac mor ata ’san g-coirneul ud, agus geobaid tu mo piobaid fuiti.”

_ To6g Paidin an leac, fuair na p10ba1d agus tug do ’n fear beag iad. D’ faisg sé na piobaid air, agus
tosuig sé ag seinm ce6il binn. Tosuig Paidin ag damsa go raib sé tuirseac. Ann sin bi deoc eile aca,
agus dubairt an fear beag:

“Deun mar dubairt mo matair leat, agus taisbéanfaid mise saidbreas mér duit. Tig leat do bean
tabairt ann so, act na h-innis di go bfuil mise ann, agus ni feicfid fi mé. Am air bit a béideas lionn n6
fion ag teastail uait tar ann so agus tarraing €. Slan leat anois, agus téid ann do codlad, agus tar cugam-
sa an oid¢e amarac.”

Cuaid Paidin ’nna leabuid, agus nior bfada go raib sé ’nna codlad.

Air maidin, 14 air na marac, cuaid Paidin a baile agus tug a bean agus a ¢lann go dti an tea¢ mor,
agus biodar go sona. An oidce sin cuaid Paidin sios ann san tsoiléar. Cuir an fear beag failte roime,
agus d’iarr air “raib fonn damsa air?”

“Ni’l go bfag’ mé deoc,” ar Paidin.
“Ol do $ait,” ar san fear beag, “ni béid an béirille sin folam fad do beata.”
D’61 Paidin 1an an coirn agus tug deo¢ do ’n fear beag; ann sin dubairt an fear beag leis:

“Taim ag dul go Dtin-na-sid anoct, le ceél do Seinm do na daoinib maite, agus ma tagann tu liom
feicfid tu greann bredg. Béarfaid mé capall duit nac bfacaid tu a leiteid asiam roime.”

“Racfad agus failte,” ar Paidin, “act cia an leis-sgeul a deunfas mé le mo mnaoi?”

“Téid do codlad léite, agus béarfaid mise amac 6 n-a taoib tu, a gan fios di, agus béarfaid mé air



ais tu an caoi ceudna,” ar san fear beag.
“Taim dmal,” ar Paidin, “béid deoc eile agam sul a dtéid mé as do latair.”
D’6l sé deoc andiaig dige, go raib sé leat air meisge agus cuaid sé 'nn a leabuid ann sin le na mnaoi.

Nuair ddisig sé fuair sé é féin ag marcuigeact air sguaib i ngar do Dun-na- -sid, agus an fear beag ag
marcuigeact air sguaib eile le na taoib. Nuair tainig siad ¢omn fada le cnoc glas an Duin, labair an fear
beag ctipla focal nar tuig Paidin; d’fosgail an cnoc glas, agus cuaid Paidin asteac i seomra breag.

Ni facaid Paidin aon ¢ruinniugad ariam mar bi ann san din. Bi an 4it lionta de daoinib beaga, b fir
agus mna ann, sean agus 6g. Chuireadar uile failte roim Démnal agus roim Péidin O Ceallaig. B’é
Démnal ainm an piobaire big. Téinig rig agus bainriogan na sid ’nna latair agus dubairt siad:

“Tamaoid uile ag dul go Cnoc Mata ano¢t, air cuairt go h-ard-rig agus go bainriogain 4r ndaoine.”

D’éirig an t-iomlan aca, agus ¢uaid siad amac. Bi capaill réid ag gac aon aca, agus an Coiste Bodar
le h-agaid an rig agus an bainriogna. Cuadar asteac ’san g-céiste. Léim gac duine air a capall féin, agus
bi cinnte nac raib Paidin air deiread. Cuaid an piobaire amac rompa, agus tosuig ag seinm ceéil déib,
agus as go brat le6. Nior bfada go dtangadar go Cnoc Mata. D’fosgail an cnoc agus cuaid an sluag sid
asteac.

Bi Finbeara agus Nuala ann sin, ard-rig agus bainriogan Sluaig-sid Connact, agus milte de daoinib
beaga. Tainig Finbeara a latair agus dubairt:

“Tamaoid dul baire bualad ann agald sluaig-sid Muman anoct, agus muna mbuailfimid iad ta ar g-
cli imtigte go deé. T4 an baire le beit buailte air Maig-Ttira faoi Sliab Belgadain.”

“Tamaoid uile réid,” ar sluag-sid Connact, “agus ni’l amras againn na¢ mbuailfimid iad.”

“Amac lib uile,” ar san t-ard-rig, “béid fir Cnuic Néifin air an talam rémainn.”

D’ 1mt1geadar uile amac, agus Démnal beag agus da ’r deug piobaire eile rompa ag seinm cedil binn.
Nuair tangadar go Mag-Tura bi sluag- sid Miman agus sidfir Cnuic Néifin rompa. Anois, is €igin do’n
tsluag-sid beirt fear be6 do beit i latair nuair a bionn siad ag troid no ag bualad baire, agus sin é an fat

rug Démnal beag Péidin O Ceallaig leis. Bi fear dar ab ainm an Stangaire Buide 6 Innis i g-condaé an
Chlair le sluag-sid Mirman.

Nior bfada gur glac an da $luag taoba, caitead suas an liatréid agus tosuig an greann na ririb.

Bi siad ag bualad baire agus na plobalrlde ag seinm ce6il, go bfacaid Paidin O Ceallaig sluag
Miiman ag fagail na laime laidre, agus tosuig sé ag cuideactain le sluag-sid Connact. Tainig an
Stangaire i latalr agus d’ionnsuig sé Paidin O Ceallaig, act nior bfada gur cuir Paidin an Stangaire
Buide air a tar-an-dirde. O bualad-béire, tosulg an da Sluag ag troid, act nior bfada gur buall sluag
Connact an sluag eile. Ann sin rinne sluag Miiman priompollain diob féin, agus tosu1g siad ag ite uile
nid glas d’4 dtainig siad suas leis. Biodar ag sgrios na tire rompa, go dtangadar com fada le Conga,
nuair d’éirig na milte colam as Poll-mér agus Sluig siad na priompollain. Ni’l aon ainm air an bpoll go
dti an 14 so act Poll-na-gcolam.

Nuair gnotu1g sluag Connact an cat, tangadar air ais go Cnoc Mata, lutgalreac go leor, agus tug an
rig Finbeara sporan 6ir do Paidin O Ceallaig, agus tug an piobaire beag a baile é, agus ¢uir sé nna
¢odlad le na mnaoi é.

Cuaid mi tart ann sin, agus ni tarla aon nid do b’fiu a innsint; act aon oid¢e amain cuaid Péidin sios
’san tsoiléar agus dubairt an fear beag leis, “Ta mo matair marb, agus d6g an botan os a cionn.”



“Is fior duit,” ar Paidin, “dubairt si nac raib si le beit air an t-saogal so act mi, agus ta an mi suas
andé.”

Air maidin, an 14 air na marac, cuaid Paidin cum an botdin agus fuair sé an caillea¢ marb. Chuirsé
splanc faoi an mbotan agus doig sé é Tainig sé a baile ann sin, agus d’innis sé do’n fear beag go raib
an botan déigte. Tug an fear beag sporan do agus dubairt, “Ni béid an sporan sin folam com fad agus
béideas tu bed. Slan leat anois. Ni feicfid tu mé nios mé, act biod cuimne gradac agad air an easéig.
B’ise tosac agus priom-adbar do Saidbris.”

Mair Péidin agus a bean bliadanta andlalg se6, ann san tea¢ mor, agus nuair fuair sé bas d’fag sé
saidbreas mér *nna dfaig, agus muirigin mor le na catad.

Sin cugaib mo sgeul anois 6 tis go deire, mar cualaid mise 6 mo matair méir é.



PAUDYEEN O’KELLY AND THE WEASEL..

A long time ago there was once a man of the name of Paudyeen O’Kelly, living near Tuam, in the
county Galway. He rose up one morning early, and he did not know what time of day it was, for there
was fine light coming from the moon. He wanted to go to the fair of Cauher-na-mart to sell a sturk of an
ass that he had.

He had not gone more than three miles of the road when a great darkness came on, and a shower
began falling. He saw a large house among trees about five hundred yards in from the road, and he said
to himself that he would go to that house till the shower would be over. When he got to the house he
found the door open before him, and in with him. He saw a large room to his left, and a fine fire in the
grate. He sat down on a stool that was beside the wall, and began falling asleep, when he saw a big
weasel coming to the fire with something yellow in its mouth, which it dropped on the hearth-stone, and
then it went away. She soon came back again with the same thing in her mouth, and he saw that it was a
guinea she had. She dropped it on the hearth-stone, and went away again. She was coming and going,
until there was a great heap of guineas on the hearth. But at last, when he got her gone, Paudyeen rose
up, thrust all the gold she had gathered into his pockets, and out with him.

He was not gone far till he heard the weasel coming after him, and she screeching as loud as a bag-
pipes. She went before Paudyeen and got on the road, and she was twisting herself back and forwards,
and trying to get a hold of his throat. Paudyeen had a good oak stick, and he kept her from him, until
two men came up who were going to the same fair, and one of them had a good dog, and it routed the
weasel into a hole in the wall.

Paudyeen went to the fair, and instead of coming home with the money he got for his old ass, as he
thought would be the way with him in the morning, he went and bought a horse with some of the money
he took from the weasel, and he came home and he riding. When he came to the place where the dog
had routed the weasel into the hole in the wall, she came out before him, gave a leap up and caught the
horse by the throat. The horse made off, and Paudyeen could not stop him, till at last he gave a leap into
a big drain that was full up of water and black mud, and he was drowning and choking as fast as he
could, until men who were coming from Galway came up and banished the weasel.

Paudyeen brought the horse home with him, and put him into the cows’ byre and fell asleep.

Next morning, the day on the morrow, Paudyeen rose up early and went out to give his horse hay and
oats. When he got to the door he saw the weasel coming out of the byre and she covered with blood.
“My seven thousand curses on you,” said Paudyeen, “but I’m afraid you’ve harm done.” He went in and
found the horse, a pair of milch cows, and two calves dead. He came out and set a dog he had after the
weasel. The dog got a hold of her, and she got a hold of the dog. The dog was a good one, but he was
forced to loose his hold of her before Paudyeen could come up. He kept his eye on her, however, all
through, until he saw her creeping into a little hovel that was on the brink of a lake. Paudyeen came
running, and when he got to the little hut he gave the dog a shake to rouse him up and put anger on him,
and then he sent him in before himself. When the dog went in he began barking. Paudyeen went in after
him, and saw an old hag (cailleach) in the corner. He asked her if she saw a weasel coming in there.

“I did not,” said she; “I’'m all destroyed with a plague of sickness, and if you don’t go out quick
you’ll catch it from me.”

While Paudyeen and the hag were talking, the dog kept moving in all the time, till at last he gave a



leap up and caught the hag by the throat. She screeched, and said:
“Paddy Kelly, take off your dog, and I’ll make you a rich man.”

Paudyeen made the dog loose his hold, and said: “Tell me who are you, or why did you kill my horse
and my cows?”

“And why did you bring away my gold that I was for five hundred years gathering throughout the
hills and hollows of the world?”

“I thought you were a weasel,” said Paudyeen, “or I wouldn’t touch your gold; and another thing,”
says he, “if you’re for five hundred years in this world, it’s time for you to go to rest now.”

“I committed a great crime in my youth,” said the hag, “and now I am to be released from my
sufferings if you can pay twenty pounds for a hundred and three score masses for me.”

“Where’s the money?” says Paudyeen.

“Go and dig under a bush that’s over a little well in the corner of that field there without, and you’ll
get a pot filled with gold. Pay the twenty pounds for the masses, and yourself shall have the rest. When
you’ll lift the flag off the pot, you’ll see a big black dog coming out; but don’t be afraid before him; he
is a son of mine. When you get the gold, buy the house in which you saw me at first. You’ll get it cheap,
for it has the name of there being a ghost in it. My son will be down in the cellar. He’ll do you no harm,
but he’ll be a good friend to you. I shall be dead a month from this day, and when you get me dead put a
coal under this little hut and burn it. Don’t tell a living soul anything about me—and the luck will be on
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you.
“What is your name?” said Paudyeen.
“Maurya nee Keerwaun” (Mary Kerwan), said the hag.

Paudyeen went home, and when the darkness of the night came on he took with him a loy,?®! and
went to the bush that was in the corner of the field, and began digging. It was not long till he found the
pot, and when he took the flag off it a big black dog leaped out, and off and away with him, and
Paudyeen’s dog after him.

Paudyeen brought home the gold, and hid it in the cow-house. About a month after that he went to the
fair of Galway, and bought a pair of cows, a horse, and a dozen sheep. The neighbours did not know
where he was getting all the money; they said that he had a share with the good people.

One day Paudyeen dressed himself, and went to the gentleman who owned the large house where he
first saw the weasel, and asked to buy the house of him, and the land that was round about.

“You can have the house without paying any rent at all; but there is a ghost in it, and I wouldn’t like
you to go to live in it without my telling you, but I couldn’t part with the land without getting a hundred
pounds more than you have to offer me.”

“Perhaps I have as much as you have yourself,” said Paudyeen. “I’ll be here to-morrow with the
money, if you’re ready to give me possession.”

“I’ll be ready,” said the gentleman.
Paudyeen went home and told his wife that he had bought a large house and a holding of land.
“Where did you get the money?” says the wife.

“Isn’t it all one to you where I got it?” says Paudyeen.



The day on the morrow Paudyeen went to the gentleman, gave him the money, and got possession of
the house and land; and the gentleman left him the furniture and everything that was in the house, in
with the bargain.

Paudyeen remained in the house that night, and when darkness came he went down to the cellar, and
he saw a little man with his two legs spread on a barrel.

“God save you, honest man,” says he to Paudyeen.
“The same to you,” says Paudyeen.

“Don’t be afraid of me at all,” says the little man. “I’ll be a friend to you, if you are able to keep a
secret.”

“I am able, indeed; I kept your mother’s secret, and I’ll keep yours as well.”
“May-be you’re thirsty?” says the little man.
“I’m not free from it,” said Paudyeen.

The little man put a hand in his bosom and drew out a gold goblet. He gave it to Paudyeen, and said:
“Draw wine out of that barrel under me.”

Paudyeen drew the full up of the goblet, and handed it to the little man. “Drink yourself first,” says
he. Paudyeen drank, drew another goblet, and handed it to the little man, and he drank it.

“Fill up and drink again,” said the little man. “I have a mind to be merry to-night.”

The pair of them sat there drinking until they were half drunk. Then the little man gave a leap down
to the floor, and said to Paudyeen:

“Don’t you like music?”
“I do, surely,” says Paudyeen, “and I’'m a good dancer, too.”
“Lift up the big flag over there in the corner, and you’ll get my pipes under it.”

Paudyeen lifted the flag, got the pipes, and gave them to the little man. He squeezed the pipes on him,
and began playing melodious music. Paudyeen began dancing till he was tired. Then they had another
drink, and the little man said:

“Do as my mother told you, and I'll show you great riches. You can bring your wife in here, but don’t
tell her that I’m there, and she won’t see me. Any time at all that ale or wine are wanting, come here and
draw. Farewell now; go to sleep, and come again to me to-morrow night.”

Paudyeen went to bed, and it wasn’t long till he fell asleep.

On the morning of the day of the morrow, Paudyeen went home, and brought his wife and children to
the big house, and they were comfortable. That night Paudyeen went down to the cellar; the little man
welcomed him and asked him did he wish to dance?

“Not till I get a drink,” said Paudyeen.
“Drink your ’nough,” said the little man; “that barrel will never be empty as long as you live.”

Paudyeen drank the full of the goblet, and gave a drink to the little man. Then the little man said to
him:

“I am going to Doon-na-shee (the fortress of the fairies) to-night, to play music for the good people,



and if you come with me you’ll see fine fun. I’ll give you a horse that you never saw the like of him
before.”

“I’ll go with you, and welcome,” said Paudyeen; “but what excuse will I make to my wife?”

“I’ll bring you away from her side without her knowing it, when you are both asleep together, and I’1l
bring you back to her the same way,” said the little man.

“I’m obedient,” says Paudyeen; “we’ll have another drink before I leave you.”
He drank drink after drink, till he was half drunk, and he went to bed with his wife.

When he awoke he found himself riding on a besom near Doon-na-shee, and the little man riding on
another besom by his side. When they came as far as the green hill of the Doon, the little man said a
couple of words that Paudyeen did not understand. The green hill opened, and the pair went into a fine
chamber.

Paudyeen never saw before a gathering like that which was in the Doon. The whole place was full up
of little people, men and women, young and old. They all welcomed little Donal—that was the name of
the piper—and Paudyeen O’Kelly. The king and queen of the fairies came up to them, and said:

“We are all going on a visit to-night to Cnoc Matha, to the high king and queen of our people.”

They all rose up then and went out. There were horses ready for each one of them and the coash-t’ya
bower for the king and the queen. The king and queen got into the coach, each man leaped on his own
horse, and be certain that Paudyeen was not behind. The piper went out before them and began playing
them music, and then off and away with them. It was not long till they came to Cnoc Matha. The hill
opened and the king of the fairy host passed in.

Finvara and Nuala were there, the arch-king and queen of the fairy host of Connacht, and thousands
of little persons. Finvara came up and said:

“We are going to play a hurling match to-night against the fairy host of Munster, and unless we beat
them our fame is gone for ever. The match is to be fought out on Moytura, under Slieve Belgadaun.”

The Connacht host cried out: “We are all ready, and we have no doubt but we’ll beat them.”

“Out with ye all,” cried the high king; “the men of the hill of Nephin will be on the ground before
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us.

They all went out, and little Donal and twelve pipers more before them, playing melodious music.
When they came to Moytura, the fairy host of Munster and the fairy men of the hill of Nephin were
there before them. Now, it is necessary for the fairy host to have two live men beside them when they
are fighting or at a hurling-match, and that was the reason that little Donal took Paddy O’Kelly with
him. There was a man they called the “Yellow Stongirya,” with the fairy host of Munster, from Ennis, in
the County Clare.

It was not long till the two hosts took sides; the ball was thrown up between them, and the fun began
in earnest. They were hurling away, and the pipers playing music, until Paudyeen O’Kelly saw the host
of Munster getting the strong hand, and he began helping the fairy host of Connacht. The Stongirya
came up and he made at Paudyeen O’Kelly, but Paudyeen turned him head over heels. From hurling the
two hosts began at fighting, but it was not long until the host of Connacht beat the other host. Then the
host of Munster made flying beetles of themselves, and they began eating every green thing that they
came up to. They were destroying the country before them until they came as far as Cong. Then there
rose up thousands of doves out of the hole, and they swallowed down the beetles. That hole has no other



name until this day but Pull-na-gullam, the dove’s hole.

When the fairy host of Connacht won their battle, they came back to Cnoc Matha joyous enough, and
the king Finvara gave Paudyeen O’Kelly a purse of gold, and the little piper brought him home, and put
him into bed beside his wife, and left him sleeping there.

A month went by after that without anything worth mentioning, until one night Paudyeen went down
to the cellar, and the little man said to him: “My mother is dead; burn the house over her.”

“It is true for you,” said Paudyeen. “She told me that she hadn’t but a month to be on the world, and
the month was up yesterday.”

On the morning of the next day Paudyeen went to the hut and he found the hag dead. He put a coal
under the hut and burned it. He came home and told the little man that the hut was burnt. The little man
gave him a purse and said to him; “This purse will never be empty as long as you are alive. Now, you
will never see me more; but have a loving remembrance of the weasel. She was the beginning and the
prime cause of your riches.” Then he went away and Paudyeen never saw him again.

Paudyeen O’Kelly and his wife lived for years after this in the large house, and when he died he left
great wealth behind him, and a large family to spend it.

There now is the story for you, from the first word to the last, as I heard it from my grandmother.




UILLIAM O RUANAIG.

Ann san aimsir i n-alléd bi fear ann dar ab ainm Uilliam O Ruanaig, 'nna ¢éomnuide i ngar do Clar-
Gaillim. Bi sé ’nna feilméar. Aon 14 amain talmg an tigearna-talman cuige agus dubairt, “T4 cios tri
bhadam agam ort, agus muna mbéid sé agad dam faoi ¢eann seactmaine caitfid mé amac air taoib an
bétair tu.”

“Taim le dul go Gaillim amarac le h-ualac cruitneacta do diol, agus nuair a geobas mé a luac iocfaid
mé tu,” ar Liam.

Air maidin, 14 air na mara¢, ¢uir sé ualac cru1tneacta air an g-cairt agus bi sé dul go Gaillim leis.
Nuair bi sé timcioll mile go leit imtigte o’n teac, tainig duine-uasal cuige agus d’fiafruig sé dé “An
cruitneact ata agad air an g-cairt?”

“Sead,” ar Liam, “ta mé dul ’ga diol le mo ¢ios d’ioc.”
“Cia méad ata ann?” ar san duine uasal.
“Ta tonna cneasta ann,” ar Liam.

“Ceanndcaid mé uait é,” ar san duine uasal, “agus béarfaid mé an luac is mé ’sa’ masgad du1t Nuair
a racfas tu com fad leis an mbdétairin cartac atd air do laim ¢lé, cas asteac agus bi ag imteact go
dtagaid tu go teac mér atd i ngleann, agus béid mise ann sin rémad le d’ airgiod do tabairt duit.”

Nuair tdinig Liam ¢om fada leis an mbétairin ¢as sé asteac, agus bi sé ag imteact go dtainig sé com
fada le tea¢ mér. Bi iongantas air Liam nuair ¢onnairc sé an tea¢ mor, mar rugad agus tégad ann san g-
comarsanact é, agus ni facaid sé an tea¢ mér ariam roime, cid go raib edlas aige air uile teac i
bfoigseact ctig mile dé.

Nuair tamlg Liam i ngar do sgiob6l a bi anaice leis an tea¢c mér tamlg buacaill beag amac agus
dubairt, “céad mile failte rérmad a Liaim Ui Ruanaig,” ¢uir sac air a druim agus tl;g asteac é. Taln_lg
buacaill beag eile amac, cuir failte roim Liam, cuir sac air a druim, agus d’imtig astea¢ leis. Bi
buacallhde ag teact, ag cur failte roim Liam, agus ag tabairt sac leé, go raib an tonna cruitneacta
imtigte. Ann sin tainig iomlan na mbuacaill i latair agus dubairt Liam leé. “T4 eolas agalb uile orm-sa
agus ni’l edlas agam-sa orraibse.” Ann sin dubradar leis, “téid asteac, agus it do dinnéar, t4 an
maigistir ag fanamaint leat.”

Cuaid_Liam asteac agus Suid sé sios ag an mbord. Nior it sé an dara greim go dtdinig trom-codlad
air agus tuit sé faoi an mbord. Ann sin rinne an draoid-eadéir fear-bréige cosmiiil le Liam, agus cuir a
baile cum mn4 Liaim é, leis an g- -capall, agus leis an g-cairt. Nuair tainig sé go tea¢ Liaim cuaid sé suas
ann san t-seomra, luid air leabuid, agus fuair bés.

Nior bfada go ndeacaid an gdir amac go raib Liam O Ruanaig marb. Cuir an bean uisge sios agus
nuair bi sé teit nig si an corp agus cuir os cionn clair é. Talnlg na céOmarsanna agus caoineadar go
brénac os cionn an cuirp, agus bi truag mér ann do’n mnaoi boict act ni raib méran bréin uirri féin,
mar bi Liam aosta agus i féin 6g. An 14 air na marac cuiread an corp agus ni raib aon ¢uirmne nios mé
air Liam.

Bi buacaill-aimsire ag mnaoi Liaim agus dubairt si leis, “bud ¢6ir duit mé pésad, agus ait Liaim
glacad.”

“Ta sé r6 luat fés, andiaig bas do beit ann san tea¢,” ar san buacaill, “fan go mbéid Liam curta



seactmain.”

Nuair bi Liam seact 14 agus seact n- -oid¢e ’nna codlad tainig buacaill beag agus du151g é. Ann sin
dubairt sé leis, “tair seactmain do ¢odlad. Cuireamar do ¢apall agus do cairt abaile. Seé duit do ¢uid
airgid, agus imtig.”

Tainig Liam a baile, agus mar bi sé mall ’san oidce ni facaid aon duine é. Air maidin an laé sin
¢uaid bean Liaim agus an buacaill-aimsire ¢um an t-sagairt agus d’iarr siad air iad do pdsad.

“Bfuil an t-airgiod-pdsta agaib?” ar san sagart.
“Ni’l,” ar san bean, “act ta storc muice agam ’sa’ mbaile, agus tig leat i beit agad i n-ait airgid.”
Pés an sagart iad, agus dubairt, “cuirfead fios air an muic amarac.”

Nuair tainig Liam go dti a doras féin, buail sé buille air. Bi an bean agus an buacaill-aimsire ag dul
¢um a leabuid, agus d’fiafruig siad, “cia ta ann sin?”

“Mise,” ar Liam, “fosgail an doras dam.”

Nuair ¢ualadar an gut bi fios aca gur ’bé Liam do bi ann, agus dubairt a bean, “ni tlg liom do
leigean asteac, agus is mor an naire duit beit teact air ais andiaig tu beit seact 14 san uaig.”

“An air mire ata tu?” ar Liam.
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“Ni’lim air mire,” ar san bean, “’t fios ag an uile duine ’sa’ bpardiste go bfuair tu bas agus gur cuir
mé go geanamail tu. Téid air ais go d’uaig, agus béid aifrionn 1éigte agam air son d’anma boict
amarac.”

“Fan go dtagaid solas an laé,” ar Liam, “agus béarfaid mé luac do magaid duit.”

Ann sin cuaid sé ’san stabla, 'n 4it a raib a capall agus a muc, Sin sé ann san tuige, agus tuit sé *nna
¢odlad.

Air maidin, 14 air na maérac, dubairt an sagart le buacaill beag a bi aige, “téid go teac Liaim Ui
Ruanaig agus béarfaid an bean a p6s mé andé muc duit le tabairt a baile leat.”

Tainig an buacaill go doras an tige agus tosuig ’ga bualad le maide a bi aige. Bi fait¢ios air an
mnaoi an doras fosgailt, act d’fiafruig si, “cia ta ann sin?”

“Mise,” ar san buacaill, “cCuir an sagart mé le muc d’fagail uait.”
“Ta si amuig ’san stabla,” ar san bean.

Cuaid an buacaill asteac ’san stabla agus tosuig ag tiomaint na muice amac, nuair d’éirig Liam agus
dubairt, “ca bfuil tu ag dul le mo muic?”

Nuair ¢connairc an buacaill Liam, as go brat leis, agus nior stop go ndeacaid sé ¢cum an tsagairt agus a
croide ag teact amac air a beul le faitcios.

“Cad ta ort?” ar san sagart.

D’innis an buacaill d6 go raib Liam O Ruanaig ann san stabla, agus nac leigfead sé d6 an muc
tabairt leis.

“Bi do tost, a breugaddir,” ar ran sagart, “td Liam O’Ruanaig marb agus ann san uaig le seactmain.”

“Da mbeid’ sé marb sea¢t mbliadna connairc mise ann san stabla é da méimid 6 Soin, agus muna g-
creideann tu, tar, tu féin, agus feicfid tu é.”



Ann sin tdinig an sagart agus an buacaill le c¢éile go doras an stabla, agus dubairt an sagart, “téid
asteac agus cuir an muc sin amac ¢ugam.”

“N{ racfainn asteac air son an méid is fid tu,” ar san buacaill.

Cuaid an sagart asteaC ann sin agus bi sé ag tiomaint na muice amac, nuair d’éirig Liam suas as an
tuige agus dubairt, “ca bfuil tu dul le mo muic, a atair Padraig?”

Nuair a ¢onnairc an sagart Liam ag éirige, as go brat leis, ag rad: “i n-ainm Dé orduigim air ais go dti
an uaig tu a Uilliaim Ui Ruanaig.”

Tosuig Liam ag rit andiaig an tsagairt, agus ag rad. “A atair Padraig bfuil tu air mire? fan agus
labair Liom.”

Nior fan an sagart act ¢uaid a baile ¢corn luat agus d’feud a Cosa a iomcar, agus nuair tainig sé asteac
din sé an doras. Bi Liam ag bualad an dorais go raib sé sarulgte act ni lelgfead an sagart asteac é.
Faoi deiread cuir sé a ¢eann amac air fuinneéig a bi air bérr an tige agus dubairt, “A Uilliam Ui
Ruanaig téid air ais cum d’uaige.”

“Ta tu air mire a atair Padraig, ni’l mé marb, agus ni raib mé ann aon uaig ariam 6 d’fag me bronn
mo matar,” ar Liam.

“Connairc mise marb tu,” ar san sagart, “fuair tu bas obann agus bi mé i latair nuair cuiread tu ’san
uaig, agus rinne mé seanmair breag os do ¢ionn.”

“Diabal uaim, go bfuil tu air mire com cinnte a’s atd mise bed,” ar Liam.

“Imtig as m’amarc anois agus 1éigfid mé aifrionn duit amarac,” ar san sagart.

Cuaid Liam a baile agus buail sé a doras féin act ni leigfead an bean astea¢ é. Ann sin dubairt sé
leis féin, “racfad agus focfad mo ¢ios.” Uile duine a ¢onnairc Liam air a beala¢ go tea¢ an tigearna bi
siad ag rit uaid, mar Saoileadar go bfuair sé bas. Nuair ¢ualaid an tigearna talman go raib Liam O
Ruanaig ag teact din sé na doirse, agus ni lelgfead sé asteac é. Tosuig Liam ag bualad an dorais méir
gur Saoil an tigearna go mbrisfead sé astea¢ é. Tainig an tigearna go fuinnedig a bi air barr an tige,
agus dfiafruig, “cad t4 tu ag iarraid?”

“T'ainig mé le mo cios ioc, mar fear cneasta,” ar Liam.
“Téid air ais go dti d’uaig, agus béarfaid mé maiteamnas duit,” ar san Tigearna.

“Ni fagfaid mé sed, go bfag’ mé sgribinn uait go bfuil mé focta suas glan, go dti an Bealtaine se6
cugainn.”
Tug an Tigearna an sgrlbmn do, agus tainig sé abaile. Buall sé an doras, act ni leigfead an bean

asteac é, ag rad leis go raib Liam O Ruanaig marb agus curta, agus nac raib ann san bfear ag an doras
act fealltoir.

“Ni fealltéir mé,” ar Liam, “tad mé and1a1g cios trf bliadain d’ioc le mo maigistir, agus béid seilb mo
tige féin agam, no béid fios agam cad fat.”

Cuaid sé cum an sgiobéil, agus fuair sé barra mér iarainn agus nior bfada gur bris sé asteac an doras.
Bi fait¢ios mor air an mnaoi agus air an bfear nuad-pdsta. Saoileadar go rabadar i n-am an eiseirige,
agus go raib deire an domain ag teact.

“Cad cuige ar Saoil tu go raib mise marb?” ar Liam.

“Nac bfuil fios ag uile duine ann san bpardiste go bfuil tu marb,” ar san bean.



“Do ¢orp 6’n diabal,” ar Liam, “t4 tu ag magad fada go le6r liom. Fag dam nid le n-ite.”

Bi eagla mér air an mnaoi boict agus gleus si biad do, agus nuair connairc si é ag ite agus ag 6l
dubairt si, “ta miorbuil ann.”

Ann sin d’innis Liam a sgeul di, o bonn go bérr, agus nuair d’innis sé ga¢ nid, dubairt sé, “racfad
¢um na n-uaige amarac go bfeicfead an biteamnac do cuir sib-se i m’4it-sé.”

L4 air na marac tug Liam dream daoine leis, agus ¢uaid sé ¢cum na roilige, agus d’fosgail siad an
uaig, agus biodar dul an ¢émra d’fosgailt, agus nuair a bi siad ’ ga t6gbéil suas 1éim madad mér dub
amac, agus as go brat leis, agus Liam agus na fir eile 'nna diaig. Biodar ’g4 leanamaint go bfacadar é
ag dul asteac ann san teac a raib Liam 'nna codlad ann. Ann sin d’fosgail an talam agus ¢uaid an teac
sios, agus ni facaid aon duine é 6 Soin, act ta an poll mér le feicsint go dti an 14 so.

Nuair d’imtig Liam agus na fir 6ga abaile d’innis siad ga¢ nid do Sagart na pardiste, agus sgaoil sé
an po6sad a bi eidir bean Liaim agus an buacaill-aimsire.

Do mair Liam bliadanta 'nna diaig se6, agus d’ fag sé saidbreas mér *nna dlalg, agus ta cuimne air i
g-Clar-Gaillim f6s, agus béid go ded, ma téideann an sgeul so 6 na sean-daoinib ¢um na ndaoine 6g.






LEEAM O’ROONEY’S BURIAL.

In the olden time there was once a man named William O’Rooney, living near Clare-Galway. He was
a farmer. One day the landlord came to him and said: “I have three years’ rent on you, and unless you
have it for me within a week I’ll throw you out on the side of the road.”

“I’m going to Galway with a load of wheat to-morrow,” said Leeam (William), “and when I get the
price of it I’ll pay you.”

Next morning he put a load of wheat on the cart, and was going to Galway with it. When he was gone
a couple of miles from the house a gentleman met him and asked him: “Is it wheat you’ve got on the
cart?”

“It is,” says Leeam; “I’m going to sell it to pay my rent.”
“How much is there in it?” said the gentleman.
“There’s a ton, honest, in it,” said Leeam.

“I’ll buy it from you,” said the gentleman, “and I'll give you the biggest price that’s going in the
market. When you’ll go as far as the cart boreen (little road) that’s on your left hand, turn down, and be
going till you come to a big house in the valley. I’'ll be before you there to give you your money.”

When Leeam came to the boreen he turned in, and was going until he came as far as the big house.
Leeam wondered when he came as far as the big house, for he was born and raised (i.e., reared) in the
neighbourhood, and yet he had never seen the big house before, though he thought he knew every house
within five miles of him.

When Leeam came near the barn that was close to the big house, a little lad came out and said: “A
hundred thousand welcomes to you, William O’Rooney,” put a sack on his back and went in with it.
Another little lad came out and welcomed Leeam, put a sack on his back, and went in with it. Lads were
coming welcoming Leeam, and putting the sacks on their backs and carrying them in, until the ton of
wheat was all gone. Then the whole of the lads came round him, and Leeam said; “Ye all know me, and
I don’t know ye!” Then they said to him: “Go in and eat your dinner; the master’s waiting for you.”

Leeam went in and sat down at table; but he had not the second mouthful taken till a heavy sleep
came on him, and he fell down under the table. Then the enchanter made a false man like William, and
sent him home to William’s wife with the horse and cart. When the false man came to Leeam’s house,
he went into the room, lay down on the bed and died.

It was not long till the cry went out that Leeam O’Rooney was dead. The wife put down water, and
when it was hot she washed the body and put it over the board (i.e., laid it out). The neighbours came,
and they keened sorrowfully over the body, and there was great pity for the poor wife, but there was not
much grief on herself, for Leeam was old and she was young. The day on the morrow the body was
buried, and there was no more remembrance of Leeam.

Leeam’s wife had a servant boy, and she said to him: “You ought to marry me, and to take Leeam’s
place.”

“It’s too early yet, after there being a death in the house,” said the boy; “wait till Leeam is a week
buried.”



When Leeam was seven days and seven nights asleep, a little boy came to him and awoke him, and
said: “You’ve been asleep for a week; but we sent your horse and cart home. Here’s your money, and

go.’,

Leeam came home, and as it was late at night nobody saw him. On the morning of that same day
Leeam’s wife and the servant lad went to the priest and asked him to marry them.

“Have you the marriage money?” said the priest.
“No,” said the wife; “but I have a sturk of a pig at home, and you can have her in place of money.”
The priest married them, and said: “I’ll send for the pig to-morrow.”

When Leeam came to his own door, he struck a blow on it. The wife and the servant boy were going
to bed, and they asked: “Who’s there?”

“It’s I,” said Leeam; “open the door for me.”

When they heard the voice, they knew that it was Leeam who was in it, and the wife said: “I can’t let
you in, and it’s a great shame, you to be coming back again, after being seven days in your grave.”

“Is it mad you are?” said Leeam.

“I’m not mad,” said the wife; “doesn’t every person in the parish know that you are dead, and that I
buried you decently. Go back to your grave, and I’ll have a mass read for your poor soul to-morrow.”

»
!

“Wait till daylight comes,” said Leeam, “and I’ll give you the price of your joking

Then he went into the stable, where his horse and the pig were, stretched himself in the straw, and fell
asleep.

Early on the morning of the next day, the priest said to a little lad that he had: “Get up, and go to
Leeam O’Rooney’s house, and the woman that I married yesterday will give you a pig to bring home
with you.”

The boy came to the door of the house, and began knocking at it with a stick. The wife was afraid to
open the door, but she asked: “Who’s there?”

“I,” said the boy; “the priest sent me to get a pig from you.”
“She’s out in the stable,” said the wife; “you can get her for yourself, and drive her back with you.”

The lad went into the stable, and began driving out the pig, when Leeam rose up and said: “Where are
you going with my pig?”

When the boy saw Leeam he never stopped to look again, but out with him as hard as he could, and
he never stopped till he came back to the priest, and his heart coming out of his mouth with terror.

“What’s on you?” says the priest.
The lad told him that Leeam O’Rooney was in the stable, and would not let him drive out the pig.
“Hold your tongue, you liar!” said the priest; “Leeam O’Rooney’s dead and in the grave this week.”

“If he was in the grave this seven years, I saw him in the stable two moments ago; and if you don’t
believe me, come yourself, and you’ll see him.”

The priest and the boy then went together to the door of the stable, and the priest said: “Go in and
turn me out that pig.”



“I wouldn’t go in for all ever you’re worth,” said the boy.

The priest went in, and began driving out the pig, when Leeam rose up out of the straw and said:
“Where are you going with my pig, Father Patrick?”

When the priest saw Leeam, off and away with him, and he crying out: “In the name of God, I order
you back to your grave, William O’Rooney.”

Leeam began running after the priest, and saying, “Father Patrick, Father Patrick, are you mad? Wait
and speak to me.”

The priest would not wait for him, but made off home as fast as his feet could carry him, and when he
got into the house, he shut the door. Leeam was knocking at the door till he was tired, but the priest
would not let him in. At last, he put his head out of a window in the top of the house, and said: “William
O’Rooney, go back to your grave.”

“You’re mad, Father Patrick! I’m not dead, and never was in a grave since I was born,” said Leeam.

“I saw you dead,” said the priest; “you died suddenly, and I was present when you were put into the
grave, and made a fine sermon over you.”

“The devil from me, but, as sure as I’'m alive, you’re mad!” said Leeam.
“Go out of my sight now,” said the priest, “and I’ll read a mass for you, to-morrow.”

Leeam went home then, and knocked at his own door, but his wife would not let him in. Then he said
to himself: “I may as well go and pay my rent now.” On his way to the landlord’s house every one who
saw Leeam was running before him, for they thought he was dead. When the landlord heard that Leeam
O’Rooney was coming, he shut the doors and would not let him in. Leeam began knocking at the hall-
door till the lord thought he’d break it in. He came to a window in the top of the house, put out his head,
and asked: “What are you wanting?”

“I’m come to pay my rent like an honest man,” said Leeam.
“Go back to your grave, and I'll forgive you your rent,” said the lord.
“I won’t leave this,” said Leeam, “till I get a writing from you that I’'m paid up clean till next May.”

The lord gave him the writing, and he came home and knocked at his own door, but the wife would
not let him in. She said that Leeam O’Rooney was dead and buried, and that the man at the door was
only a deceiver.

“I’'m no deceiver,” said William; “I’'m after paying my master three years’ rent, and I'll have
possession of my own house, or else I’ll know why.”

He went to the barn and got a big bar of iron, and it wasn’t long till he broke in the door. There was
great fear on the wife, and the newly married husband. They thought they were in the time of the
General Resurrection, and that the end of the world was coming.

“Why did you think I was dead?” said Leeam.
“Doesn’t everybody in the parish know you’re dead?” said the wife.

“Your body from the devil,” said Leeam, “you’re humbugging me long enough, and get me
something to eat.”

The poor woman was greatly afraid, and she dressed him some meat, and when she saw him eating
and drinking, she said: “It’s a miracle.”



Then Leeam told her his story from first to last, and she told him each thing that happened, and then
he said: “I’ll go to the grave to-morrow, till I see the behoonuch ye buried in my place.”

The day on the morrow Leeam brought a lot of men with him to the churchyard, and they dug open
the grave, and were lifting up the coffin, when a big black dog jumped out of it, and made off, and
Leeam and the men after it. They were following it till they saw it going into the house in which Leeam
had been asleep, and then the ground opened, and the house went down, and nobody ever saw it from
that out; but the big hole is to be seen till this day.

When Leeam and the men went home, they told everything to the priest of the parish, and he
dissolved the marriage that was between Leeam’s wife and the servant boy.

Leeam lived for years after that, and he left great wealth behind him, and they remember him in
Clare-Galway still, and will remember him if this story goes down from the old people to the young.




GULEESH NA GUSS DHU.

There was once a boy in the County Mayo, and he never washed a foot from the day he was born.
Guleesh was his name; but as nobody could ever prevail on him to wash his feet, they used to call him
Guleesh na guss dhu, or Guleesh Black-foot. It’s often the father said to him: “Get up, you strone-sha
(lubber), and wash yourself,” but the devil a foot would he get up, and the devil a foot would he wash.
There was no use in talking to him. Every one used to be humbugging him on account of his dirty feet,
but he paid them no heed nor attention. You might say anything at all to him, but in spite of it all he
would have his own way afterwards.

One night the whole family were gathered in by the fire, telling stories and making fun for
themselves, and he amongst them. The father said to him: “Guleesh, you are one and twenty years old
to-night, and I believe you never washed a foot from the day you were born till to-day.”

“You lie,” said Guleesh, “didn’t I go a’swimming on May day last? and I couldn’t keep my feet out of
the water.”

“Well, they were as dirty as ever they were when you came to the shore,” said the father.
“They were that, surely,” said Guleesh.

“That’s the thing I’m saying,” says the father, “that it wasn’t in you to wash your feet ever.”
“And I never will wash them till the day of my death,” said Guleesh.

“You miserable behoonugh! you clown! you tinker! you good-for-nothing lubber! what kind of
answer is that?” says the father; and with that he drew the hand and struck him a hard fist on the jaw.
“Be off with yourself,” says he, “I can’t stand you any longer.”

Guleesh got up and put a hand to his jaw, where he got the fist. “Only that it’s yourself that’s in it,
who gave me that blow,” said he, “another blow you’d never strike till the day of your death.” He went
out of the house then and great anger on him.

There was the finest lis, or rath, in Ireland, a little way off from the gable of the house, and he was
often in the habit of seating himself on the fine grass bank that was running round it. He stood, and he
half leaning against the gable of the house, and looking up into the sky, and watching the beautiful white
moon over his head. After him to be standing that way for a couple of hours, he said to himself: “My
bitter grief that I am not gone away out of this place altogether. I'd sooner be any place in the world
than here. Och, it’s well for you, white moon,” says he, “that’s turning round, turning round, as you
please yourself, and no man can put you back. I wish I was the same as you.”

Hardly was the word out of his mouth when he heard a great noise coming like the sound of many
people running together, and talking, and laughing, and making sport, and the sound went by him like a
whirl of wind, and he was listening to it going into the rath. “Musha, by my soul,” says he, “but ye’re
merry enough, and I’ll follow ye.”

What was in it but the fairy host, though he did not know at first that it was they who were in it, but
he followed them into the rath. It’s there he heard the fulparnee, and the folpornee, the rap-lay-hoota,

and the roolya-boolya.!?°! that they had there, and every man of them crying out as loud as he could:
“My horse, and bridle, and saddle! My horse, and bridle, and saddle!”

“By my hand,” said Guleesh, “my boy, that’s not bad. I’ll imitate ye,” and he cried out as well as



they: “My horse, and bridle, and saddle! My horse, and bridle, and saddle!” And on the moment there
was a fine horse with a bridle of gold, and a saddle of silver, standing before him. He leaped up on it,
and the moment he was on its back he saw clearly that the rath was full of horses, and of little people
going riding on them.

Said a man of them to him: “Are you coming with us to-night, Guleesh?”
“I am, surely,” said Guleesh.

“If you are, come along,” said the little man, and out with them altogether, riding like the wind, faster
than the fastest horse ever you saw a’hunting, and faster than the fox and the hounds at his tail.

The cold winter’s wind that was before them, they overtook her, and the cold winter’s wind that was
behind them, she did not overtake them. And stop nor stay of that full race, did they make none, until
they came to the brink of the sea.

Then every one of them said: “Hie over cap! Hie over cap!” and that moment they were up in the air,
and before Guleesh had time to remember where he was, they were down on dry land again, and were
going like the wind. At last they stood, and a man of them said to Guleesh: “Guleesh, do you know
where you are now?”

“Not a know,” says Guleesh.

“You’re in Rome, Guleesh,” said he; “but we’re going further than that. The daughter of the king of
France is to be married to-night, the handsomest woman that the sun ever saw, and we must do our best
to bring her with us, if we’re only able to carry her off; and you must come with us that we may be able
to put the young girl up behind you on the horse, when we’ll be bringing her away, for it’s not lawful for
us to put her sitting behind ourselves. But you’re flesh and blood, and she can take a good grip of you,
so that she won'’t fall off the horse. Are you satisfied, Guleesh, and will you do what we’re telling you?”

“Why shouldn’t I be satisfied?” said Guleesh. “I’m satisfied, surely, and anything that ye will tell me
to do I’ll do it without doubt; but where are we now?”

“You’re in Rome now, Guleesh,” said the sheehogue (fairy).

“In Rome, is it?” said Guleesh. “Indeed, and no lie, I'm glad of that. The parish priest that we had he
was broken (suspended) and lost his parish some time ago; I must go to the Pope till I get a bull from
him that will put him back in his own place again.”

“Oh, Guleesh,” said the sheehogue, “you can’t do that. You won’t be let into the palace; and, anyhow,
we can’t wait for you, for we’re in a hurry.”

“As much as a foot, I won’t go with ye,” says Guleesh, “till I go to the Pope; but ye can go forward
without me, if ye wish. I won’t stir till I go and get the pardon of my parish priest.”

“Guleesh, is it out of your senses you are? You can’t go; and there’s your answer for you now. I tell
you, you can’t go.”

“Can’t ye go on, and to leave me here after ye,” said Guleesh, “and when ye come back can’t ye hoist
the girl up behind me?”

“But we want you at the palace of the king of France,” said the sheehogue, “and you must come with
us now.”

“The devil a foot,” said Guleesh, “till I get the priest’s pardon; the honestest and the pleasantest man
that’s in Ireland.”



Another sheehogue spoke then, and said:

“Don’t be so hard on Guleesh. The boy’s a kind boy, and he has a good heart; and as he doesn’t wish
to come without the Pope’s bull, we must do our best to get it for him. He and I will go in to the Pope,
and ye can wait here.”

“A thousand thanks to you,” said Guleesh. “I’'m ready to go with you; for this priest, he was the
sportingest and the pleasantest man in the world.”

“You have too much talk, Guleesh,” said the sheehogue, “but come along now. Get off your horse and
take my hand.”

Guleesh dismounted, and took his hand; and then the little man said a couple of words he did not
understand, and before he knew where he was he found himself in the room with the Pope.

The Pope was sitting up late that night reading a book that he liked. He was sitting on a big soft chair,
and his two feet on the chimney-board. There was a fine fire in the grate, and a little table standing at
his elbow, and a drop of ishka-baha (eau-de-vie) and sugar on the little tableeen; and he never felt till
Guleesh came up behind him.

“Now Guleesh,” said the sheehogue, “tell him that unless he gives you the bull you’ll set the room on
fire; and if he refuses it to you, I’ll spurt fire round about out of my mouth, till he thinks the place is
really in a blaze, and I’ll go bail he’ll be ready enough then to give you the pardon.”

Guleesh went up to him and put his hand on his shoulder. The Pope turned round, and when he saw
Guleesh standing behind him he frightened up.

“Don’t be afraid,” said Guleesh, “we have a parish priest at home, and some thief told your honour a
lie about him, and he was broken; but he’s the decentest man ever your honour saw, and there’s not a
man, woman, or child in Ballynatoothach but’s in love with him.”

“Hold your tongue, you bodach,” said the Pope. “Where are you from, or what brought you here?
Haven’t I a lock on the door?”

“I came in on the keyhole,” says Guleesh, “and I’d be very much obliged to your honour if you’d do
what I’'m asking.”

The Pope cried out: “Where are all my people? Where are my servants? Shamus! Shawn! I’m killed;
I’m robbed.”

Guleesh put his back to the door, the way he could not get out, and he was afraid to go near Guleesh,
so he had no help for it, but had to listen to Guleesh’s story; and Guleesh could not tell it to him shortly
and plainly, for he was slow and coarse in his speaking, and that angered the Pope; and when Guleesh
finished his story, he vowed that he never would give the priest his pardon; and he threatened Guleesh
himself that he would put him to death for his shamelessness in coming in upon him in the night; and he
began again crying out for his servants. Whether the servants heard him or no, there was a lock on the
inside of the door, so that they could not come in to him.

“Unless you give me a bull under your hand and seal, and the priest’s pardon in it,” said Guleesh;
“I’ll burn your house with fire.”

The sheehogue, whom the Pope did not see, began to cast fire and flame out of his mouth, and the
Pope thought that the room was all in a blaze. He cried out: “Oh, eternal destruction! I’ll give you the
pardon; I’ll give you anything at all, only stop your fire, and don’t burn me in my own house.”



The sheehogue stopped the fire, and the Pope had to sit down and write a full pardon for the priest,
and give him back his old place again, and when he had it ready written, he put his name under it on the
paper, and put it into Guleesh’s hand.

“Thank your honour,” said Guleesh; “I never will come here again to you, and bannacht lath (good-
bye).”

“Do not,” said the Pope; “if you do I'll be ready before you, and you won’t go from me so easily
again. You will be shut up in a prison, and you won’t get out for ever.”

“Don’t be afraid, I won’t come again,” said Guleesh. And before he could say any more the
sheehogue spoke a couple of words, and caught Guleesh’s hand again, and out with them. Guleesh
found himself amongst the other sheehogues, and his horse waiting for him.

“Now, Guleesh,” said they, “it’s greatly you stopped us, and we in such a hurry; but come on now,
and don’t think of playing such a trick again, for we won’t wait for you.”

“I’m satisfied,” said Guleesh, “and I’'m thankful to ye; but tell me where are we going.”

“We’re going to the palace of the king of France,” said they; “and if we can at all, we’re to carry off
his daughter with us.”

Every man of them then said, “Rise up, horse;” and the horses began leaping, and running, and
prancing. The cold wind of winter that was before them they overtook her, and the cold wind of winter
that was behind them, she did not overtake them, and they never stopped of that race, till they came as
far as the palace of the king of France.

They got off their horses there, and a man of them said a word that Guleesh did not understand, and
on the moment they were lifted up, and Guleesh found himself and his companions in the palace. There
was a great feast going on there, and there was not a nobleman or a gentleman in the kingdom but was
gathered there, dressed in silk and satin, and gold and silver, and the night was as bright as the day with
all the lamps and candles that were lit, and Guleesh had to shut his two eyes at the brightness. When he
opened them again and looked from him, he thought he never saw anything as fine as all he saw there.
There were a hundred tables spread out, and their full of meat and drink on each table of them, flesh-
meat, and cakes and sweetmeats, and wine and ale, and every drink that ever a man saw. The musicians
were at the two ends of the hall, and they playing the sweetest music that ever a man’s ear heard, and
there were young women and fine youths in the middle of the hall, dancing and turning, and going
round so quickly and so lightly, that it put a soorawn in Guleesh’s head to be looking at them. There
were more there playing tricks, and more making fun and laughing, for such a feast as there was that
day had not been in France for twenty years, because the old king had no children alive but only the one
daughter, and she was to be married to the son of another king that night. Three days the feast was going
on, and the third night she was to be married, and that was the night that Guleesh and the sheehogues
came, hoping if they could, to carry off with them the king’s young daughter.

Guleesh and his companions were standing together at the head of the hall, where there was a fine
altar dressed up, and two bishops behind it waiting to marry the girl, as soon as the right time should
come. Nobody could see the sheehogues, for they said a word as they came in, that made them all
invisible, as if they had not been in it at all.

“Tell me which of them is the king’s daughter,” said Guleesh, when he was becoming a little used to
the noise and the light.

“Don’t you see her there from you?” said the little man that he was talking to.



Guleesh looked where the little man was pointing with his finger, and there he saw the loveliest
woman that was, he thought, upon the ridge of the world. The rose and the lily were fighting together in
her face, and one could not tell which of them got the victory. Her arms and hands were like the lime,
her mouth as red as a strawberry, when it is ripe, her foot was as small and as light as another one’s
hand, her form was smooth and slender, and her hair was falling down from her head in buckles of gold.
Her garments and dress were woven with gold and silver, and the bright stone that was in the ring on her
hand was as shining as the sun.

Guleesh was nearly blinded with all the loveliness and beauty that was in her; but when he looked
again, he saw that she was crying, and that there was the trace of tears in her eyes. “It can’t be,” said
Guleesh, “that there’s grief on her, when everybody round her is so full of sport and merriment.”

“Musha, then, she is grieved,” said the little man; “for it’s against her own will she’s marrying, and
she has no love for the husband she is to marry. The king was going to give her to him three years ago,
when she was only fifteen, but she said she was too young, and requested him to leave her as she was
yet. The king gave her a year’s grace, and when that year was up he gave her another year’s grace, and
then another; but a week or a day he would not give her longer, and she is eighteen years old to-night,
and it’s time for her to marry; but, indeed,” says he, and he crooked his mouth in an ugly way; “indeed,
it’s no king’s son she’ll marry, if I can help it.”

Guleesh pitied the handsome young lady greatly when he heard that, and he was heart-broken to think
that it would be necessary for her to marry a man she did not like, or what was worse, to take a nasty
Sheehogue for a husband. However, he did not say a word, though he could not help giving many a
curse to the ill-luck that was laid out for himself, and he helping the people that were to snatch her away
from her home and from her father.

He began thinking, then, what it was he ought to do to save her, but he could think of nothing. “Oh, if
I could only give her some help and relief,” said he, “I wouldn’t care whether I were alive or dead; but I
see nothing that I can do for her.”

He was looking on when the king’s son came up to her and asked her for a kiss, but she turned her
head away from him. Guleesh had double pity for her then, when he saw the lad taking her by the soft
white hand, and drawing her out to dance. They went round in the dance near where Guleesh was, and
he could plainly see that there were tears in her eyes.

When the dancing was over, the old king, her father, and her mother, the queen, came up and said that
this was the right time to marry her, that the bishop was ready and the couch prepared, and it was time
to put the wedding-ring on her and give her to her husband.

The old king put a laugh out of him: “Upon my honour,” he said, “the night is nearly spent, but my
son will make a night for himself. I'll go bail he won’t rise early to-morrow.”

“Musha, and maybe he would,” said the Sheehogue in Guleesh’s ear, “or not go to bed, perhaps, at
all. Ha, ha, ha!”

Guleesh gave him no answer, for his two eyes were going out on his head watching to see what they
would do then.

The king took the youth by the hand, and the queen took her daughter, and they went up together to
the altar, with the lords and great people following them.

When they came near the altar, and were no more than about four yards from it, the little sheehogue
stretched out his foot before the girl, and she fell. Before she was able to rise again he threw something



that was in his hand upon her, said a couple of words, and upon the moment the maiden was gone from
amongst them. Nobody could see her, for that word made her invisible. The little maneen seized her and
raised her up behind Guleesh, and the king nor no one else saw them, but out with them through the hall
till they came to the door.

Oro! dear Mary! it’s there the pity was, and the trouble, and the crying, and the wonder, and the
searching, and the rookawn, when that lady disappeared from their eyes, and without their seeing what
did it. Out on the door of the palace with them, without being stopped or hindered, for nobody saw
them, and, “My horse, my bridle, and saddle!” says every man of them. “My horse, my bridle, and
saddle!” says Guleesh; and on the moment the horse was standing ready caparisoned before him. “Now,
jump up, Guleesh,” said the little man, “and put the lady behind you, and we will be going; the morning
is not far off from us now.”

Guleesh raised her up on the horse’s back, and leaped up himself before her, and, “Rise horse,” said
he; and his horse, and the other horses with him, went in a full race until they came to the sea.

“Highover, cap!” said every man of them.

“Highover, cap!” said Guleesh; and on the moment the horse rose under him, and cut a leap in the
clouds, and came down in Erin.

They did not stop there, but went of a race to the place where was Guleesh’s house and the rath. And
when they came as far as that, Guleesh turned and caught the young girl in his two arms, and leaped off
the horse.

“I call and cross you to myself, in the name of God!” said he; and on the spot, before the word was
out of his mouth, the horse fell down, and what was in it but the beam of a plough, of which they had
made a horse; and every other horse they had, it was that way they made it. Some of them were riding
on an old besom, and some on a broken stick, and more on a bohalawn (rag weed), or a hemlock-stalk.

The good people called out together when they heard what Guleesh said:

“Oh, Guleesh, you clown, you thief, that no good may happen you, why did you play that trick on
us?”

But they had no power at all to carry off the girl, after Guleesh had consecrated her to himself.

“Oh, Guleesh, isn’t that a nice turn you did us, and we so kind to you? What good have we now out
of our journey to Rome and to France? Never mind yet, you clown, but you’ll pay us another time for
this. Believe us you’ll repent it.”

“He’ll have no good to get out of the young girl,” said the little man that was talking to him in the
palace before that, and as he said the word he moved over to her and struck her a slap on the side of the
head. “Now,” says he, “she’ll be without talk any more; now, Guleesh, what good will she be to you
when she’ll be dumb? It’s time for us to go—but you’ll remember us, Guleesh na Guss Dhu!”

When he said that he stretched out his two hands, and before Guleesh was able to give an answer, he
and the rest of them were gone into the rath out of his sight, and he saw them no more.

He turned to the young woman and said to her: “Thanks be to God, they’re gone. Would you not
sooner stay with me than with them?” She gave him no answer. “There’s trouble and grief on her yet,”
said Guleesh in his own mind, and he spoke to her again: “I am afraid that you must spend this night in
my father’s house, lady, and if there is anything that I can do for you, tell me, and I’ll be your servant.”

The beautiful girl remained silent, but there were tears in her eyes, and her face was white and red



after each other.

“Lady,” said Guleesh, “tell me what you would like me to do now. I never belonged at all to that lot
of sheehogues who carried you away with them. I am the son of an honest farmer, and I went with them
without knowing it. If I’ll be able to send you back to your father I’ll do it, and I pray you make any use
of me now that you may wish.”

He looked into her face, and he saw the mouth moving as if she was going to speak, but there came
no word from it.

“It cannot be,” said Guleesh, “that you are dumb. Did I not hear you speaking to the king’s son in the
palace to-night? Or has that devil made you really dumb, when he struck his nasty hand on your jaw?”

The girl raised her white smooth hand, and laid her finger on her tongue, to show him that she had
lost her voice and power of speech, and the tears ran out of her two eyes like streams, and Guleesh’s
own eyes were not dry, for as rough as he was on the outside he had a soft heart, and could not stand the
sight of the young girl, and she in that unhappy plight.

He began thinking with himself what he ought to do, and he did not like to bring her home with
himself to his father’s house, for he knew well that they would not believe him, that he had been in
France and brought back with him the king of France’s daughter, and he was afraid they might make a
mock of the young lady or insult her.

As he was doubting what he ought to do, and hesitating, he chanced to put his hand in his pocket, and
he found a paper in it. He pulled it up, and the moment he looked at it he remembered it was the Pope’s
bull. “Glory be to God,” said he, “I know now what I’ll do; I’ll bring her to the priest’s house, and as
soon as he sees the pardon I have here, he won’t refuse me to keep the lady and care her.” He turned to
the lady again and told her that he was loath to take her to his father’s house, but that there was an
excellent priest very friendly to himself, who would take good care of her, if she wished to remain in his
house; but that if there was any other place she would rather go, he said he would bring her to it.

She bent her head, to show him she was obliged, and gave him to understand that she was ready to
follow him any place he was going. “We will go to the priest’s house, then,” said he; “he is under an
obligation to me, and will do anything I ask him.”

They went together accordingly to the priest’s house, and the sun was just rising when they came to
the door. Guleesh beat it hard, and as early as it was the priest was up, and opened the door himself. He
wondered when he saw Guleesh and the girl, for he was certain that it was coming wanting to be
married they were.

“Guleesh na Guss Dhu, isn’t it the nice boy you are that you can’t wait till ten o’clock or till twelve,
but that you must be coming to me at this hour, looking for marriage, you and your girshuch. You ought
to know that I'm broken, and that I can’t marry you, or at all events, can’t marry you lawfully. But
ubbubboo!” said he, suddenly, as he looked again at the young girl, “in the name of God, who have you
here? Who is she, or how did you get her?”

“Father,” said Guleesh, “you can marry me, or anybody else, any more, if you wish; but it’s not
looking for marriage I came to you now, but to ask you, if you please, to give a lodging in your house to
this young lady.” And with that he drew out the Pope’s bull, and gave it to the priest to read.

The priest took it, and read it, and looked sharply at the writing and seal, and he had no doubt but it
was a right bull, from the hand of the Pope.

“Where did you get this?” said he to Guleesh, and the hand he held the paper in, was trembling with



wonder and joy.

“Oh, musha!” said Guleesh, airily enough, “I got it last night in Rome; I remained a couple of hours
in the city there, when I was on my way to bring this young lady, daughter of the king of France, back
with me.”

The priest looked at him as though he had ten heads on him; but without putting any other question to
him, he desired him to come in, himself and the maiden, and when they came in, he shut the door,
brought them into the parlour, and put them sitting.

“Now, Guleesh,” said he, “tell me truly where did you get this bull, and who is this young lady, and
whether you’re out of your senses really, or are only making a joke of me?”

“I’m not telling a word of lie, nor making a joke of you,” said Guleesh; “but it was from the Pope
himself I got the paper, and it was from the palace of the king of France I carried off this lady, and she is
the daughter of the king of France.”

He began his story then, and told the whole to the priest, and the priest was so much surprised that he
could not help calling out at times, or clapping his hands together.

When Guleesh said from what he saw he thought the girl was not satisfied with the marriage that was
going to take place in the palace before he and the sheehogues broke it up, there came a red blush into
the girl’s cheek, and he was more certain than ever that she had sooner be as she was—badly as she was
—than be the married wife of the man she hated. When Guleesh said that he would be very thankful to
the priest if he would keep her in his own house, the kind man said he would do that as long as Guleesh
pleased, but that he did not know what they ought to do with her, because they had no means of sending
her back to her father again.

Guleesh answered that he was uneasy about the same thing, and that he saw nothing to do but to keep
quiet until they should find some opportunity of doing something better. They made it up then between
themselves that the priest should let on that it was his brother’s daughter he had, who was come on a
visit to him from another county, and that he should tell everybody that she was dumb, and do his best
to keep everyone away from her. They told the young girl what it was they intended to do, and she
showed by her eyes that she was obliged to them.

Guleesh went home then, and when his people asked him where he was, he said that he was asleep at
the foot of the ditch, and passed the night there.

There was great wonderment on the neighbours when the honest priest showed them the Pope’s bull,
and got his old place again, and everyone was rejoiced, for, indeed, there was no fault at all in that
honest man, except that now and again he would have too much liking for a drop of the bottle; but no
one could say that he ever saw him in a way that he could not utter “here’s to your health,” as well as
ever a man in the kingdom. But if they wondered to see the priest back again in his old place, much
more did they wonder at the girl who came so suddenly to his house without anyone knowing where she
was from, or what business she had there. Some of the people said that everything was not as it ought to
be, and others that it was not possible that the Pope gave back his place to the priest after taking it from
him before, on account of the complaints about his drinking. And there were more of them, too, who
said that Guleesh na Guss Dhu was not like the same man that was in it before, and that it was a great
story (i.e., a thing to wonder at) how he was drawing every day to the priest’s house, and that the priest
had a wish and a respect for him, a thing they could not clear up at all.

That was true for them, indeed, for it was seldom the day went by but Guleesh would go to the



priest’s house, and have a talk with him, and as often as he would come he used to hope to find the
young lady well again, and with leave to speak; but, alas! she remained dumb and silent, without relief
or cure. Since she had no other means of talking she carried on a sort of conversation between herself
and himself, by moving her hand and fingers, winking her eyes, opening and shutting her mouth,
laughing or smiling, and a thousand other signs, so that it was not long until they understood each other
very well. Guleesh was always thinking how he should send her back to her father; but there was no one
to go with her, and he himself did not know what road to go, for he had never been out of his own
country before the night he brought her away with him. Nor had the priest any better knowledge than
he; but when Guleesh asked him, he wrote three or four letters to the king of France, and gave them to
buyers and sellers of wares, who used to be going from place to place across the sea; but they all went
astray, and never one came to the king’s hand.

This was the way they were for many months, and Guleesh was falling deeper and deeper in love
with her every day, and it was plain to himself and the priest that she liked him. The boy feared greatly
at last, lest the king should really hear where his daughter was, and take her back from himself, and he
besought the priest to write no more, but to leave the matter to God.

So they passed the time for a year, until there came a day when Guleesh was lying by himself on the
grass, on the last day of the last month in autumn (i.e. October), and he thinking over again in his own
mind of everything that happened to him from the day that he went with the sheehogues across the sea.
He remembered then, suddenly, that it was one November night that he was standing at the gable of the
house, when the whirlwind came, and the sheehogues in it, and he said to himself: “We have November
night again to-day, and I’ll stand in the same place I was last year, until I see will the good people come
again. Perhaps I might see or hear something that would be useful to me, and might bring back her talk
again to Mary”—that was the name himself and the priest called the king’s daughter, for neither of them
knew her right name. He told his intention to the priest, and the priest gave him his blessing.

Guleesh accordingly went to the old rath when the night was darkening, and he stood with his bent
elbow leaning on a gray old flag, waiting till the middle of the night should come. The moon rose
slowly, and it was like a knob of fire behind him; and there was a white fog which was raised up over
the fields of grass and all damp places, through the coolness of the night after a great heat in the day.
The night was calm as is a lake when there is not a breath of wind to move a wave on it, and there was
no sound to be heard but the cronawn (hum) of the insects that would go by from time to time, or the
hoarse sudden scream of the wild-geese, as they passed from lake to lake, half a mile up in the air over
his head; or the sharp whistle of the fadogues and flibeens (golden and green plover), rising and lying,
lying and rising, as they do on a calm night. There were a thousand thousand bright stars shining over
his head, and there was a little frost out, which left the grass under his foot white and crisp.

He stood there for an hour, for two hours, for three hours, and the frost increased greatly, so that he
heard the breaking of the traneens under his foot as often as he moved. He was thinking, in his own
mind, at last, that the sheehogues would not come that night, and that it was as good for him to return
back again, when he heard a sound far away from him, coming towards him, and he recognised what it
was at the first moment. The sound increased, and at first it was like the beating of waves on a stony
shore, and then it was like the falling of a great waterfall, and at last it was like a loud storm in the tops
of the trees, and then the whirlwind burst into the rath of one rout, and the sheehogues were in it.

It all went by him so suddenly that he lost his breath with it, but he came to himself on the spot, and
put an ear on himself, listening to what they would say.

Scarcely had they gathered into the rath till they all began shouting, and screaming, and talking



amongst themselves; and then each one of them cried out: “My horse, and bridle, and saddle! My horse,
and bridle, and saddle!” and Guleesh took courage, and called out as loudly as any of them: “My horse,
and bridle, and saddle! My horse, and bridle, and saddle!” But before the word was well out of his
mouth, another man cried out: “Ora! Guleesh, my boy, are you here with us again? How are you coming
on with your woman? There’s no use in your calling for your horse to-night. I'll go bail you won’t play
on us again. It was a good trick you played on us last year!”

“It was,” said another man, “he won’t do it again.”

“Isn’t he a prime lad, the same lad! to take a woman with him that never said as much to him as, ‘how
do you do?’ since this time last year!” says the third man.

“Perhaps he likes to be looking at her,” said another voice.

“And if the omadawn only knew that there’s an herb growing up by his own door, and to boil it and
give it to her and she’d be well,” said another voice.

“That’s true for you.”

“He is an omadawn.”

“Don’t bother your head with him, we’ll be going.”
“We’ll leave the bodach as he is.”

And with that they rose up into the air, and out with them of one roolya-boolya the way they came;
and they left poor Guleesh standing where they found him, and the two eyes going out of his head,
looking after them, and wondering.

He did not stand long till he returned back, and he thinking in his own mind on all he saw and heard,
and wondering whether there was really an herb at his own door that would bring back the talk to the
king’s daughter. “It can’t be,” says he to himself, “that they would tell it to me, if there was any virtue in
it; but perhaps the sheehogue didn’t observe himself when he let the word slip out of his mouth. I’ll
search well as soon as the sun rises, whether there’s any plant growing beside the house except thistles
and dockings.”

He went home, and as tired as he was he did not sleep a wink until the sun rose on the morrow. He
got up then, and it was the first thing he did to go out and search well through the grass round about the
house, trying could he get any herb that he did not recognize. And, indeed, he was not long searching
till he observed a large strange herb that was growing up just by the gable of the house.

He went over to it, and observed it closely, and saw that there were seven little branches coming out
of the stalk, and seven leaves growing on every brancheen of them, and that there was a white sap in the
leaves. “It’s very wonderful,” said he to himself, “that I never noticed this herb before. If there’s any
virtue in an herb at all, it ought to be in such a strange one as this.”

He drew out his knife, cut the plant, and carried it into his own house; stripped the leaves off it and
cut up the stalk; and there came a thick, white juice out of it, as there comes out of the sow-thistle when
it is bruised, except that the juice was more like oil.

He put it in a little pot and a little water in it, and laid it on the fire until the water was boiling, and
then he took a cup, filled it half up with the juice, and put it to his own mouth. It came into his head then
that perhaps it was poison that was in it, and that the good people were only tempting him that he might
kill himself with that trick, or put the girl to death without meaning it. He put down the cup again, raised
a couple of drops on the top of his finger, and put it to his mouth. It was not bitter, and, indeed, had a



sweet, agreeable taste. He grew bolder then, and drank the full of a thimble of it, and then as much
again, and he never stopped till he had half the cup drunk. He fell asleep after that, and did not wake till
it was night, and there was great hunger and great thirst on him.

He had to wait, then, till the day rose; but he determined, as soon as he should wake in the morning,
that he would go to the king’s daughter and give her a drink of the juice of the herb.

As soon as he got up in the morning, he went over to the priest’s house with the drink in his hand, and
he never felt himself so bold and valiant, and spirited and light, as he was that day, and he was quite
certain that it was the drink he drank which made him so hearty.

When he came to the house, he found the priest and the young lady within, and they were wondering
greatly why he had not visited them for two days.

He told them all his news, and said that he was certain that there was great power in that herb, and
that it would do the lady no hurt, for he tried it himself and got good from it, and then he made her taste
it, for he vowed and swore that there was no harm in it.

Guleesh handed her the cup, and she drank half of it, and then fell back on her bed and a heavy sleep
came on her, and she never woke out of that sleep till the day on the morrow.

Guleesh and the priest sat up the entire night with her, waiting till she should awake, and they
between hope and unhope, between expectation of saving her and fear of hurting her.

She awoke at last when the sun had gone half its way through the heavens. She rubbed her eyes and
looked like a person who did not know where she was. She was like one astonished when she saw
Guleesh and the priest in the same room with her, and she sat up doing her best to collect her thoughts.

The two men were in great anxiety waiting to see would she speak, or would she not speak, and when
they remained silent for a couple of minutes, the priest said to her: “Did you sleep well, Mary?”

And she answered him: “I slept, thank you.”

No sooner did Guleesh hear her talking than he put a shout of joy out of him, and ran over to her and
fell on his two knees, and said: “A thousand thanks to God, who has given you back the talk; lady of my
heart, speak again to me.”

The lady answered him that she understood it was he who boiled that drink for her, and gave it to her;
that she was obliged to him from her heart for all the kindness he showed her since the day she first
came to Ireland, and that he might be certain that she would never forget it.

Guleesh was ready to die with satisfaction and delight. Then they brought her food, and she eat with a
good appetite, and was merry and joyous, and never left off talking with the priest while she was eating.

After that Guleesh went home to his house, and stretched himself on the bed and fell asleep again, for
the force of the herb was not all spent, and he passed another day and a night sleeping. When he woke
up he went back to the priest’s house, and found that the young lady was in the same state, and that she
was asleep almost since the time that he left the house.

He went into her chamber with the priest, and they remained watching beside her till she awoke the
second time, and she had her talk as well as ever, and Guleesh was greatly rejoiced. The priest put food
on the table again, and they eat together, and Guleesh used after that to come to the house from day to
day, and the friendship that was between him and the king’s daughter increased, because she had no one
to speak to except Guleesh and the priest, and she liked Guleesh best.



He had to tell her the way he was standing by the rath when the good people came, and how he went
in to the Pope, and how the sheehogue blew fire out of his mouth, and every other thing that he did till
the time the good people whipt her off with themselves; and when it would be all told he would have to
begin it again out of the new, and she never was tired listening to him.

When they had been that way for another half year, she said that she could wait no longer without
going back to her father and mother; that she was certain that they were greatly grieved for her; and that
it was a shame for her to leave them in grief, when it was in her power to go as far as them. The priest
did all he could to keep her with them for another while, but without effect, and Guleesh spoke every
sweet word that came into his head, trying to get the victory over her, and to coax her and make her stay
as she was, but it was no good for him. She determined that she would go, and no man alive would
make her change her intention.

She had not much money, but only two rings that were on her hand, when the sheehogue carried her
away, and a gold pin that was in her hair, and golden buckles that were on her little shoes.

The priest took and sold them and gave her the money, and she said that she was ready to go.

She left her blessing and farewell with the priest and Guleesh, and departed. She was not long gone
till there came such grief and melancholy over Guleesh that he knew he would not be long alive unless
he were near her, and he followed her.



(The next 42 pages in the Leabhar Sgeuluigheachta are taken up with the adventures of Guleesh and the princess, on their way to the
court of France. But this portion of the story is partly taken from other tales, and part is too much altered and amplified in the writing of it,
so that I do not give it here, as not being genuine folk-lore, which the story, except for a very little embellishment, has been up to this
point. The whole ends as follows, with the restoration of the princess and her marriage with Guleesh.)

It was well, and it was not ill. They married one another, and that was the fine wedding they had, and
if I were to be there then, I would not be here now; but I heard it from a birdeen that there was neither
cark nor care, sickness nor sorrow, mishap nor misfortune on them till the hour of their death, and that it
may be the same with me, and with us all!




THE WELL OF D’YERREE-IN-DOWAN.

A long time ago—before St. Patrick’s time—there was an old king in Connacht, and he had three
sons. The king had a sore foot for many years, and he could get no cure. One day he sent for the Dall
Glic (wise blind man) which he had, and said to him:

“I’m giving you wages this twenty years, and you can’t tell me what will cure my foot.”

“You never asked me that question before,” said the Dall Glic; “but I tell you now that there is
nothing in the world to cure you but a bottle of water from the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan” (i.e., end of
the world).

In the morning, the day on the morrow, the king called his three sons, and he said to them:

“My foot will never be better until I get a bottle of water from the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan, and
whichever of you will bring me that, he has my kingdom to get.”

“We will go in pursuit of it to-morrow,” says the three. The names of the three were Art, Nart (i.e.,
strength), and Cart'3% (i.e., right).

On the morning of the day on the morrow, the king gave to each one of them a purse of gold, and
they went on their way. When they came as far as the cross-roads, Art said:

“Each one of us ought to go a road for himself, and if one of us is back before a year and a day, let
him wait till the other two come; or else let him set up a stone as a sign that he has come back safe.”

They parted from one another after that, and Art and Nart went to an inn and began drinking; but Cart
went on by himself. He walked all that day without knowing where he was going. As the darkness of
the night came on he was entering a great wood, and he was going forwards in the wood, until he came
to a large house. He went in and looked round him, but he saw nobody, except a large white cat sitting
beside the fire. When the cat saw him she rose up and went into another room. He was tired and sat
beside the fire. It was not long till the door of the chamber opened, and there came out an old hag.

“One hundred thousand welcomes before you, son of the king of Connacht,” says the hag.
“How did you know me?” says the king’s son.

“Oh, many’s the good day I spent in your father’s castle in Bwee-sounee, and I know you since you
were born,” said the hag.

Then she prepared him a fine supper, and gave it to him. When he had eaten and drunk enough, she
said to him:

“You made a long journey to-day; come with me until I show you a bed.” Then she brought him to a
fine chamber, showed him a bed, and the king’s son fell asleep. He did not awake until the sun was
coming in on the windows the next morning.

Then he rose up, dressed himself, and was going out, when the hag asked him where he was going.
“I don’t know,” said the king’s son. “I left home to find out the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan.”

“I’m after walking a good many places,” said the hag, “but I never heard talk of the Well of D’yerree-
in-Dowan before.”

The king’s son went out, and he was travelling till he came to a cross-roads between two woods. He



did not know which road to take. He saw a seat under the trunk of a great tree. When he went up to it he
found it written: “This is the seat of travellers.”

The king’s son sat down, and after a minute he saw the most lovely woman in the world coming
towards him, and she dressed in red silk, and she said to him:

“I often heard that it is better to go forward than back.”
Then she went out of his sight as though the ground should swallow her.

The king’s son rose up and went forward. He walked that day till the darkness of the night was
coming on, and he did not know where to get lodgings. He saw a light in a wood, and he drew towards
it. The light was in a little house. There was not as much as the end of a feather jutting up on the outside
nor jutting down on the inside, but only one single feather that was keeping up the house. He knocked at
the door, and an old hag opened it.

“God save all here,” says the king’s son.

“A hundred welcomes before you, son of the king of the castle of Bwee-sounee,” said the hag.
“How do you know me?” said the king’s son.

“It was my sister nursed you,” said the hag, “and sit down till I get your supper ready.”

When he ate and drank his enough, she put him to sleep till morning. When he rose up in the
morning, he prayed to God to direct him on the road of his luck.

“How far will you go to-day?” said the hag.
“I don’t know,” said the king’s son. “I’m in search of the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan.”

“I’m three hundred years here,” said the hag, “and I never heard of such a place before; but I have a
sister older than myself, and, perhaps, she may know of it. Here is a ball of silver for you, and when you
will go out upon the road throw it up before you, and follow it till you come to the house of my sister.”

When he went out on the road he threw down the ball, and he was following it until the sun was
going under the shadow of the hills. Then he went into a wood, and came to the door of a little house.
When he struck the door, a hag opened it and said:

“A hundred thousand welcomes before you, son of the king of the castle of Bwee-sounee, who were
at my sister’s house last night. You made a long journey to-day. Sit down; I have a supper ready for
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you.

When the king’s son ate and drank his enough, the hag put him to sleep, and he did not wake up till
the morning. Then the hag asked:

“Where are you going?”
“I don’t rightly know,” said the king’s son. “I left home to find out the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan.”

“I am over five hundred years of age,” said the hag, “and I never heard talk of that place before; but I
have a brother, and if there is any such place in the world, he’ll know of it. He is living seven hundred
miles from here.”

“It’s a long journey,” said the king’s son.
“You’ll be there to-night,” said the hag.

Then she gave him a little garraun (nag, gelding) about the size of a goat.



“That little beast won’t be able to carry me,” said the king’s son.
“Wait till you go riding on it,” said the hag.
The king’s son got on the garraun, and out for ever with him as fast as lightning.

When the sun was going under, that evening, he came to a little house in a wood. The king’s son got
off the garraun, went in, and it was not long till an old grey man came out, and said:

“A hundred thousand welcomes to you, son of the king of the castle of Bwee-sounee. You're in
search of the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan.”

“I am, indeed,” said the king’s son.

“Many’s the good man went that way before you; but not a man of them came back alive,” said the
old man; “however, I’ll do my best for you. Stop here to-night, and we’ll have sport to-morrow.”

Then he dressed a supper and gave it to the king’s son, and when he ate and drank, the old man put
him to sleep.

In the morning of the day on the morrow, the old man said:

“I found out where the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan is; but it is difficult to go as far as it. We must find
out if there’s any good in you with the tight loop (bow?).”

Then he brought the king’s son out into the wood, gave him the loop, and put a mark on a tree two
score yards from him, and told him to strike it. He drew the loop and struck the mark.

“You’ll do the business,” said the old man.
They then went in, and spent the day telling stories till the darkness of the night was come.

When the darkness of the night was come, the old man gave him a loop (bow?) and a sheaf of sharp
stings (darts), and said:

“Come with me now.”
They were going until they came to a great river. Then the old man said:

“Go on my back, and I'll swim across the river with you; but if you see a great bird coming, kill him,
or we shall be lost.”

Then the king’s son got on the old man’s back, and the old man began swimming. When they were in
the middle of the river the king’s son saw a great eagle coming, and his gob (beak) open. The king’s son
drew the loop and wounded the eagle.

“Did you strike him?” said the old man.

“I struck him,” said the king’s son; “but here he comes again.”
He drew the loop the second time and the eagle fell dead.
When they came to the land, the old man said:

“We are on the island of the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan. The queen is asleep, and she will not waken
for a day and a year. She never goes to sleep but once in seven years. There is a lion and a monster
(uillphéist) watching at the gate of the well, but they go to sleep at the same time with the queen, and
you will have no difficulty in going to the well. Here are two bottles for you; fill one of them for
yourself, and the other for me, and it will make a young man of me.”



The king’s son went off, and when he came as far as the castle he saw the lion and the monster
sleeping on each side of the gate. Then he saw a great wheel throwing up water out of the well, and he
went and filled the two bottles, and he was coming back when he saw a shining light in the castle. He
looked in through the window and saw a great table. There was a loaf of bread, with a knife, a bottle,
and a glass on it. He filled the glass, but he did not diminish the bottle. He observed that there was a
writing on the bottle and on the loaf; and he read on the bottle: “Water For the World,” and on the loaf:
“Bread For the World.” He cut a piece off the loaf, but it only grew bigger.

“My grief! that we haven’t that loaf and that bottle at home,” said the king’s son, “and there’d be
neither hunger nor thirst on the poor people.”

Then he went into a great chamber, and he saw the queen and eleven waiting-maids asleep, and a
sword of light hung above the head of the queen. It was it that was giving light to the whole castle.

When he saw the queen, he said to himself: “It’s a pity to leave that pretty mouth without kissing it.”
He kissed the queen, and she never awoke; and after that he did the same to the eleven maidens. Then
he got the sword, the bottle, and the loaf, and came to the old man, but he never told him that he had
those things.

“How did you get on?” said the old man.

“I got the thing I was in search of,” said the king’s son.

“Did you see any marvel since you left me?” said the old man.

The king’s son told him that he had seen a wonderful loaf, bottle, and sword.

“You did not touch them?” said the old man; “shun them, for they would bring trouble on you. Come
on my back now till I bring you across the river.”

When they went to the house of the old man, he put water out of the bottle on himself, and made a
young man of himself. Then he said to the king’s son:

“My sisters and myself are now free from enchantment, and they are young women again.”

The king’s son remained there until most part of the year and day were gone. Then he began the
journey home; but, my grief, he had not the little nag with him. He walked the first day until the
darkness of the night was coming on. He saw a large house. He went to the door, struck it, and the man
of the house came out to him.

“Can you give me lodgings?” said he.
“I can,” said the man of the house, “only I have no light to light you.”
“I have a light myself,” said the king’s son.

He went in then, drew the sword, and gave a fine light to them all, and to everybody that was in the
island. They then gave him a good supper, and he went to sleep. When he was going away in the
morning, the man of the house asked him for the honour of God, to leave the sword with them.

“Since you asked for it in the honour of God, you must have it,” said the king’s son.

He walked the second day till the darkness was coming. He went to another great house, beat the
door, and it was not long till the woman of the house came to him, and he asked lodgings of her. The
man of the house came and said:

“I can give you that; but I have not a drop of water to dress food for you.”



“I have plenty of water myself,” said the king’s son.

He went in, drew out the bottle, and there was not a vessel in the house he did not fill, and still the
bottle was full. Then a supper was dressed for him, and when he ate and drank his enough, he went to
sleep. In the morning, when he was going, the woman asked of him, in the honour of God, to leave them
the bottle.

“Since it has chanced that you ask it for the honour of God,” said the king’s son, “I cannot refuse you,
for my mother put me under gassa (mystic obligations), before she died, never, if I could, to refuse
anything that a person would ask of me for the honour of God.”

Then he left the bottle to them.

He walked the third day until darkness was coming, and he reached a great house on the side of the
road. He struck the door; the man of the house came out, and he asked lodgings of him.

“I can give you that, and welcome,” said the man; “but I’m grieved that I have not a morsel of bread
for you.”

“I have plenty of bread myself,” said the king’s son.

He went in, got a knife, and began cutting the loaf, until the table was filled with pieces of bread, and
yet the loaf was as big as it was when he began. Then they prepared a supper for him, and when he ate
his enough, he went to sleep. When he was departing in the morning, they asked of him, for the honour
of God, to leave the loaf with them, and he left it with them.

The three things were now gone from him.

He walked the fourth day until he came to a great river, and he had no way to get across it. He went
upon his knees, and asked of God to send him help. After half a minute, he saw the beautiful woman he
saw the day he left the house of the first hag. When she came near him, she said: “Son of the king of the
castle of Bwee-sounnee, has it succeeded with you?”

“I got the thing I went in search of,” said the king’s son; “but I do not know how I shall pass over this
river.”

She drew out a thimble and said: “Bad is the day I would see your father’s son without a boat.”
Then she threw the thimble into the river, and made a splendid boat of it.

“Get into that boat now,” said she; “and when you will come to the other side, there will be a steed
before you to bring you as far as the cross-road, where you left your brothers.”

The king’s son stepped into the boat, and it was not long until he was at the other side, and there he
found a white steed before him. He went riding on it, and it went off as swiftly as the wind. At about
twelve o’clock on that day, he was at the cross-roads. The king’s son looked round him, and he did not
see his brothers, nor any stone set up, and he said to himself, “perhaps they are at the inn.” He went
there, and found Art and Nart, and they two-thirds drunk.

They asked him how he went on since he left them.
“I have found out the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan, and I have the bottle of water,” said Cart.

Nart and Art were filled with jealousy, and they said one to the other: “It’s a great shame that the
youngest son should have the kingdom.”

“We’ll kill him, and bring the bottle of water to my father,” said Nart; “and we’ll say that it was



ourselves who went to the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan.”

“I’m not with you there,” said Art; “but we’ll set him drunk, and we’ll take the bottle of (from) him.
My father will believe me and you, before he’ll believe our brother, because he has an idea that there’s
nothing in him but a half omadawn.”

“Then,” he said to Cart, “since it has happened that we have come home safe and sound we’ll have a
drink before we go home.”

They called for a quart of whiskey, and they made Cart drink the most of it, and he fell drunk. Then
they took the bottle of water from him, went home themselves, and gave it to the king. He put a drop of
the water on his foot, and it made him as well as ever he was.

Then they told him that they had great trouble to get the bottle of water; that they had to fight giants,
and to go through great dangers.

“Did ye see Cart on your road?” said the king.
“He never went farther than the inn, since he left us,” said they; “and he’s in it now, blind drunk.”
“There never was any good in him,” said the king; “but I cannot leave him there.”

Then he sent six men to the inn, and they carried Cart home. When he came to himself, the king made
him into a servant to do all the dirty jobs about the castle.

When a year and a day had gone by, the queen of the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan and her waiting-
maidens woke up and the queen found a young son by her side, and the eleven maidens the same.

There was great anger on the queen, and she sent for the lion and the monster, and asked them what
was become of the eagle that she left in charge of the castle.

“He must be dead, or he’d be here now, when you woke up,” said they.

“I’m destroyed, myself, and the waiting-maidens ruined,” said the queen; “and I never will stop till I
find out the father of my son.”

Then she got ready her enchanted coach, and two fawns under it. She was going till she came to the
first house where the king’s son got lodging, and she asked was there any stranger there lately. The man
of the house said there was.

“Yes!” said the queen, “and he left the sword of light behind him; it is mine, and if you do not give it
to me quickly I will throw your house upside down.”

They gave her the sword, and she went on till she came to the second house, in which he had got
lodging, and she asked was there any stranger there lately. They said that there was. “Yes,” said she,
“and he left a bottle after him. Give it to me quickly, or I’ll throw the house on ye.”

They gave her the bottle, and she went till she came to the third house, and she asked was there any
stranger there lately. They said there was.

“Yes!” said she, “and he left the loaf of lasting bread after him. That belongs to me, and if ye don’t
give it to me quickly I will kill ye all.”

She got the loaf, and she was going, and never stopped till she came to the castle of Bwee-Sounee.
She pulled the cooalya-coric, pole of combat, and the king came out.

“Have you any son?” said the queen.



“I have,” said the king.

“Send him out here till I see him,” said she.

The king sent out Art, and she asked him: “Were you at the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan?”
“I was,” said Art.

“And are you the father of my son?” said she.

“I believe I am,” said Art.

“I will know that soon,” said she.

Then she drew two hairs out of her head, flung them against the wall, and they were made into a
ladder that went up to the top of the castle. Then she said to Art: “If you were at the Well of D’yerree-
in-Dowan, you can go up to the top of that ladder.”

Art went up half way, then he fell, and his thigh was broken.

“You were never at the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan,” said the queen.

Then she asked the king: “Have you any other son?”

“I have,” said the king.

“Bring him out,” said the queen.

Nart came out, and she asked him: “Were you ever at the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan?”
“I was,” said Nart.

“If you were, go up to the top of that ladder,” said the queen.

He began going up, but he had not gone far till he fell and broke his foot.

“You were not at the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan,” said the queen.

Then she asked the king if he had any other son, and the king said he had. “But,” said he, “it’s a half
fool he is, that never left home.”

“Bring him here,” said the queen.

When Cart came, she asked him: “Were you at the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan?”
“I was,” said Cart, “and I saw you there.”

“Go up to the top of that ladder,” said the queen.

Cart went up like a cat, and when he came down she said: “You are the man who was at the Well of
D’yerree-in-Dowan, and you are the father of my son.”

Then Cart told the trick his brothers played on him, and the queen was going to slay them, until Cart
asked pardon for them. Then the king said that Cart must get the kingdom.

Then the father dressed him out and put a chain of gold beneath his neck, and he got into the coach
along with the queen, and they departed to the Well of D’yerree-in-Dowan.

The waiting-maidens gave a great welcome to the king’s son, and they all of them came to him, each
one asking him to marry herself.

He remained there for one-and-twenty years, until the queen died, and then he brought back with him



his twelve sons, and came home to Galway. Each of them married a wife, and it is from them that the
twelve tribes of Galway are descended.




THE COURT OF CRINNAWN.

A long time ago there came a lot of gentlemen to a river which is between the County Mee-oh
(Mayo) and Roscommon, and they chose out a nice place for themselves on the brink of a river, and set
up a court on it. Nobody at all in the little villages round about knew from what place these gentlemen
came. MacDonnell was the name that was on them. The neighbours were for a long time without
making friendship with them, until there came a great plague, and the people were getting death in their
hundreds.

One day there was the only son of a poor widow dying from the destructive plague, and she had not a
drop of milk to wet his tongue. She went to the court, and they asked her what she was looking for. She
told them that the one son she had was dying of the plague and that she had not a drop of milk to wet his
tongue.

“Hard is your case,” says a lady that was in the court to her. “I will give you milk and healing, and
your son will be as well at the end of an hour as ever he was.” Then she gave her a tin can, and said:
“Go home now, this can will never be empty as long as you or your son is alive, if you keep the secret
without telling anybody that you got it here. When you will go home put a morsel of the Mary’s
shamrock (four-leaved shamrock?) in the milk and give it to your son.”

The widow went home. She put a bit of four-leaved shamrock in the milk, and gave it to her son to
drink, and he rose up at the end of an hour as well as ever he was. Then the woman went through the
villages round about with the can, and there was no one at all to whom she gave a drink that was not
healed at the end of an hour.

It was not long till the fame of Maurya nee Keerachawn (Mary Kerrigan), that was the name of the
widow, went through the country, and it was not long till she had the full of the bag of gold and silver.

One day Mary went to a pattern at Cultya Bronks, drank too much, fell on drunkenness, and let out
the secret.

There came the heavy sleep of drunkenness on her, and when she awoke the can was gone. There was
so much grief on her that she drowned herself in a place called Pull Bawn (the White Hole), within a
mile of Cultya Bronks.

Everybody thought now that they had the can of healing to get at the Court of Crinnawn if they would
go there. In the morning, the day on the morrow, there went plenty of people to the court, and they
found every one who was in it dead. The shout went out, and the hundreds of people gathered together,
but no man could go in, for the court was filled with smoke; and lightning and thunder coming out of it.

They sent a message for the priest, who was in Ballaghadereen, but he said: “It is not in my parish,
and I won’t have anything to do with it.” That night the people saw a great light in the court, and there
was very great fear on them. The day on the morrow they sent word to the priest of Lisahull, but he
would not come, as the place was not in his parish. Word was sent to the priest of Kilmovee, then, but
he had the same excuse.

There were a lot of poor friars in Cultya Mawn, and when they heard the story they went to the court
without a person with them but themselves.

When they went in they began saying prayers, but they saw no corpse. After a time the smoke went,
the lightning and thunder ceased, a door opened, and there came out a great man. The friars noticed that



he had only one eye, and that it was in his forehead.
“In the name of God, who are you?” said a man of the friars.

“I am Crinnawn, son of Belore, of the Evil Eye. Let there be no fear on ye, I shall do ye no damage,
for ye are courageous, good men. The people who were here are gone to eternal rest, body and soul. I
know that ye are poor, and that there are plenty of poor people round about ye. Here are two purses for
ye, one of them for yourselves, and the other one to divide upon the poor; and when all that will be
spent, do ye come again. Not of this world am I, but I shall do no damage to anyone unless he does it to
me first, and do ye keep from me.”

Then he gave them two purses, and said: “Go now on your good work.” The friars went home; they
gathered the poor people and they divided the money on them. The people questioned them as to what it
was they saw in the court. “It is a secret each thing we saw in the court, and it is our advice to ye not to
go near the court, and no harm will come upon ye.”

The priests were covetous when they heard that the friars got plenty of money in the court, and the
three of them went there with the hope that they would get some as the friars got it.

When they went in they began crying aloud: “Is there any person here? is there any person here?”
Crinnawn came out of a chamber and asked: “What are ye looking for?” “We came to make friendship
with you,” said the priests. “I thought that priests were not given to telling lies,” said Crinnawn; “ye
came with a hope that ye would get money as the poor friars got. Ye were afraid to come when the
people sent for ye, and now ye will not get a keenogue (mite?) from me, for ye are not worth it.”

“Don’t you know that we have power to banish you out of this place,” said the priests, “and we will
make use of that power unless you will be more civil than you are.”

“I don’t care for your power,” said Crinnawn, “I have more power myself than all the priests that are
in Ireland.”

“It’s a lie you’re speaking,” said the priests.

“Ye will see a small share of my power to-night,” said Crinnawn; “I will not leave a wattle over your
heads that I will not sweep into yonder river, and I could kill ye with the sight of my eye, if I chose. Ye
will find the roofs of your houses in the river to-morrow morning. Now put no other questions on me,
and threaten me no more, or it will be worse for ye.”

There came fear on the priests, and they went home; but they did not believe that their houses would
be without a roof before morning.

About midnight, that night, there came a blast of wind under the roof of the houses of the priests, and
it swept them into the river forenent the court. There was not a bone of the priests but was shaken with
terror, and they had to get shelter in the houses of the neighbours till morning.

In the morning, the day on the morrow, the priests came to the river opposite the court, and they saw
the roofs that were on all their houses swimming in the water. They sent for the friars, and asked them
to go to Crinnawn and proclaim a peace, and say to him that they would put no more trouble on him.
The friars went to the court, and Crinnawn welcomed them, and asked them what they were seeking.
“We come from the priests to proclaim a peace on you, they will trouble you no more.” “That is well for
them,” said Crinnawn, “come with me now until ye see me putting back the roofs of the houses.” They
went with him as far as the river, and then he blew a blast out of each nostril. The roofs of the houses
rose up as well as they were when they were first put on. There was wonder on the priests, and they
said: “The power of enchantment is not yet dead, nor banished out of the country yet.” From that day



out neither priest nor anyone else would go near the Court of Crinnawn.

A year after the death of Mary Kerrigan, there was a pattern in Cultya Bronks. There were plenty of
young men gathered in it, and amongst them was Paudyeen, the son of Mary Kerrigan. They drank
whiskey till they were in madness. When they were going home, Paudyeen O’Kerrigan said: “There is
money in plenty in the court up there, and if ye have courage we can get it.” As the drink was in them,
twelve of them said: “We have courage, and we will go to the court.” When they came to the door,
Paudyeen O’Kerrigan said: “Open the door, or we will break it.” Crinnawn came out and said: “Unless
ye go home I will put a month’s sleep on ye.” They thought to get a hold of Crinnawn, but he put a blast
of wind out of his two nostrils that swept the young men to a lis (old circular rath) called Lisdrumneal,
and put a heavy sleep on them, and a big cloud over them, and there is no name on the place from that
out, but Lis-trum-nail (the fort of the heavy cloud).

On the morning, the day on the morrow, the young men were not to be found either backwards or
forwards, and there was great grief amongst the people. That day went by without any account from the
young men. People said that it was Crinnawn that killed them, for some saw them going to the court.
The fathers and mothers of the young men went to the friars, and prayed them to go to Crinnawn and to
find out from him where the young men were, dead or alive.

They went to Crinnawn, and Crinnawn told them the trick the young men thought to do on him, and
the thing he did with them. “If it be your will, bestow forgiveness on them this time,” said the friars;
“they were mad with whiskey, and they won’t be guilty again.” “On account of ye to ask it of me, I will
loose them this time; but if they come again, I will put a sleep of seven years on them. Come with me
now till you see them.”

“It’s bad walkers, we are,” said the friars, “we would be a long time going to the place where they
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dre.

“Ye won’t be two minutes going to it,” said Crinnawn, “and ye will be back at home in the same
time.”

Then he brought them out, and put a blast of wind out of his mouth, and swept them to Lisdrumneal,
and he himself was there as soon as they.

They saw the twelve young men asleep under a cloud in the lis, and there was great wonder on them.
“Now,” said Crinnawn, “I will send them home.” He blew upon them, and they rose up like birds in the
air, and it was not long until each one of them was at home, and the friars as well, and you may be
certain that they did not go to the Court of Crinnawn any more.

Crinnawn was living in the court years after that. One day the friars went on a visit to him, but he was
not to be found. People say that the friars got great riches after Crinnawn. At the end of a period of time
the roof fell off the court, as everyone was afraid to go and live in it. During many years after that,
people would go round about a mile, before they would go near the old court. There is only a portion of
the walls to be found now; but there is no name on the old court from that day till this day, but Coort a
Chrinnawn (Crinnawn’s Court).




NEIL O’CARREE.

There was no nicety about him. He said to his wife that he would go to the forge to get a doctoring
instrument. He went to the forge the next day. “Where are you going to to-day?” said the smith. “I am
going till you make me an instrument for doctoring.” “What is the instrument I shall make you?” “Make
a crumskeen and a galskeen” (crooked knife and white knife?). The smith made that for him. He came
home.

When the day came—the day on the morrow—~Neil O’Carree rose up. He made ready to be going as
a doctor. He went. He was walking away. A red lad met him on the side of the high road. He saluted
Neil O’Carree; Neil saluted him. “Where are you going?” says the red man. “I am going till I be my
(i.e., a) doctor.“ ”It’s a good trade,” says the red man, “’twere best for you to hire me.” “What’s the
wages you’ll be looking for?” says Neil. “Half of what we shall earn till we shall be back again on this
ground.” “I’ll give you that,” says Neil. The couple walked on.

“There’s a king’s daughter,” says the red man, “with the (i.e., near to) death; we will go as far as her,
till we see will we heal her.” They went as far as the gate. The porter came to them. He asked them
where were they going. They said that it was coming to look at the king’s daughter they were, to see
would they do her good. The king desired to let them in. They went in.

They went to the place where the girl was lying. The red man went and took hold of her pulse. He
said that if his master should get the price of his labour he would heal her. The king said that he would
give his master whatever he should award himself. He said, “if he had the room to himself and his
master, that it would be better.” The king said he should have it.

He desired to bring down to him a skillet (little pot) of water. He put the skillet on the fire. He asked
Neil O’Carree: “Where is the doctoring instrument?” “Here they are,” says Neil, “a crumskeen and a
galskeen.”

He put the crumskeen on the neck of the girl. He took the head off her. He drew a green herb out of
his pocket. He rubbed it to the neck. There did not come one drop of blood. He threw the head into the
skillet. He knocked a boil out of it. He seized hold on the two ears. He took it out of the skillet. He
struck it down on the neck. The head stuck as well as ever it was. “How do you feel yourself now?” “I
am as well as ever I was,” said the king’s daughter.

The big man shouted. The king came down. There was great joy on him. He would not let them go
away for three days. When they were going he brought down a bag of money. He poured it out on the
table. He asked of Neil O’Carree had he enough there. Neil said he had, and more than enough, that
they would take but the half. The king desired them not to spare the money.

“There’s the daughter of another king waiting for us to go and look at her.” They bade farewell to the
king and they went there.

They went looking at her. They went to the place where she was lying, looking at her in her bed, and
it was the same way this one was healed. The king was grateful, and he said he did not mind how much
money Neil should take of him. He gave him three hundred pounds of money. They went then, drawing
on home. “There’s a king’s son in such and such a place,” said the red man, “but we won’t go to him,
we will go home with what we have.”

They were drawing on home. The king (had) bestowed half a score of heifers on them, to bring home



with them. They were walking away. When they were in the place where Neil O’Carree hired the red
man, “I think,” says the red man, “that this is the place I met you the first time.” “I think it is,” says Neil
O’Carree. “Musha, how shall we divide the money?” “Two halves,” says the red man, “that’s the
bargain was in it.” “I think it a great deal to give you a half,” says Neil O’Carree, “a third is big enough
for you; I have a crumskeen and a galskeen (says Neil) and you have nothing.” “I won’t take anything,”
said the red man, “unless I get the half.” They fell out about the money. The red man went and he left
him.

Neil O’Carree was drawing home, riding on his beast. He was driving his share of cattle. The day
came hot. The cattle went capering backwards and forwards. Neil O’Carree was controlling them. When
he would have one or two caught the rest would be off when he used to come back. He tied his garrawn
(gelding) to a bit of a tree. He was a-catching the cattle. At the last they were all off and away. He did
not know where they went. He returned back to the place where he left his garrawn and his money.
Neither the garrawn nor the money were to be got. He did not know then what he should do. He thought
he would go to the house of the king whose son was ill.

He went along, drawing towards the house of the king. He went looking on the lad in the place where
he was lying. He took a hold of his pulse. He said he thought he would heal him. “If you heal him,” said
the king, “I will give you three hundred pounds.” “If I were to get the room to myself, for a little,” says
he. The king said that he should get that. He called down for a skillet of water. He put the skillet on the
fire. He drew his crumskeen. He went to take the head off him as he saw the red man a-doing. He was a-
sawing at the head, and it did not come with him to cut it off the neck. The blood was coming. He took
the head off him at last. He threw it into the skillet. He knocked a boil out of it. When he considered the
head to be boiled enough he made an attempt on the skillet. He got a hold of the two ears. The head fell
in gliggar (a gurgling mass?), and the two ears came with him. The blood was coming greatly. It was
going down, and out of the door of the room. When the king saw it going down he knew that his son
was dead. He desired to open the door. Neil O’Carree would not open the door. They broke the door.
The man was dead. The floor was full of blood. They seized Neil O’Carree. He was to hang the next
day. They gathered a guard till they should carry him to the place where he was to hang. They went the
next day with him. They were walking away, drawing towards the tree where he should be hanged.
They stopped his screaming. They see a man stripped making a running race. When they saw him there
was a fog of water round him with all he was running. When he came as far as them (he cried), “what
are ye doing to my master?” “If this man is your master, deny him, or you’ll get the same treatment.”
“It’s 1 that it’s right should suffer; it’s I who made the delay. He sent me for medicine, and I did not
come in time, loose my master, perhaps he would heal the king’s son yet.”

They loosed him. They came to the king’s house. The red man went to the place where the dead man
was. He began gathering the bones that were in the skillet. He gathered them all but only the two ears.

“What did you do with the ears?”
“I don’t know,” said Neil O’Carree, “I was so much frightened.”

The red man got the ears. He put them all together. He drew a green herb out of his pocket. He
rubbed it round on the head. The skin grew on it, and the hair, as well as ever it was. He put the head in
the skillet then. He knocked a boil out of it. He put the head back on the neck as well as ever it was. The
king’s son rose up in the bed.

“How are you now?” says the red man.

“I am well,” says the king’s son, “but that I'm weak.”



The red man shouted again for the king. There was great joy on the king when he saw his son alive.
They spent that night pleasantly.

The next day when they were going away, the king counted out three hundred pounds. He gave it to
Neil O’Carree. He said to Neil that if he had not enough he would give him more. Neil O’Carree said he
had enough, and that he would not take a penny more. He bade farewell and left his blessing, and struck
out, drawing towards home.

When they saw that they were come to the place where they fell out with one another, “I think,” says
the red man, “that this is the place where we differed before.” “It is, exactly,” said Neil O’Carree. They
sat down and they divided the money. He gave a half to the red man, and he kept another half himself.
The red man bade him farewell, and he went. He was walking away for a while. He returned back. “I
am here back again,” said the red man, “I took another thought, to leave all your share of money with
yourself. You yourself were open-handed. Do you mind the day you were going by past the churchyard.
There were four inside in the churchyard, and a body with them in a coffin. There were a pair of them
seeking to bury the body. There were debts on the body (i.e., it owed debts). The two men who had the
debts on it (i.e., to whom it owed the debts), they were not satisfied for the body to be buried. They
were arguing. You were listening to them. You went in. You asked how much they had on the body (i.e.,
how were they owed by the body). The two men said that they had a pound on the body, and that they
were not willing the body to be buried, until the people who were carrying it would promise to pay a
portion of the debts. You said, ‘I have ten shillings, and I’'ll give it to ye, and let the body be buried.’
You gave the ten shillings, and the corpse was buried. It’s I who was in the coffin that day. When I saw
you going a-doctoring, I knew that you would not do the business. When I saw you in a hobble, I came
to you to save you. I bestow the money on you all entirely. You shall not see me until the last day, go
home now. Don’t do a single day’s doctoring as long as you’ll be alive. It’s short you’ll walk until you
get your share of cattle and your garrawn.”

Neil went, drawing towards home. Not far did he walk till his share of cattle and his nag met him. He
went home and the whole with him. There is not a single day since that himself and his wife are not
thriving on it.

I got the ford, they the stepping stones. They were drowned, and I came safe.




TRUNK-WITHOUT-HEAD.

Long ago there was a widow woman living in the County Galway, and two sons with her, whose
names were Dermod and Donal. Dermod was the eldest son, and he was the master over the house.
They were large farmers, and they got a summons from the landlord to come and pay him a year’s rent.
They had not much money in the house, and Dermod said to Donal, “bring a load of oats to Galway, and
sell it.” Donal got ready a load, put two horses under the cart, and went to Galway. He sold the oats, and
got a good price for it. When he was coming home, he stopped at the half-way house, as was his
custom, to have a drink himself, and to give a drink and oats to the horses.

When he went in to get a drink for himself, he saw two boys playing cards. He looked at them for a
while, and one of them said: “Will you have a game?” Donal began playing, and he did not stop till he
lost every penny of the price of the oats. “What will I do now?” says Donal to himself, “Dermod will
kill me. Anyhow, I’ll go home and tell the truth.”

When he came home, Dermod asked him: “Did you sell the oats?” “I sold, and got a good price for
it,” says Donal. “Give me the money,” says Dermod. “I haven’t it,” says Donal; “I lost every penny of it
playing cards at the house half-way.” “My curse, and the curse of the four-and-twenty men on you,”
says Dermod. He went and told the mother the trick Donal did. “Give him his pardon this time,” says
the mother, “and he won’t do it again.” “You must sell another load to-morrow,” says Dermod, “and if
you lose the price, don’t come here.”

On the morning, the day on the morrow, Donal put another load on the cart, and he went to Galway.
He sold the oats, and got a good price for it. When he was coming home, and near the half-way house,
he said to himself: “I will shut my eyes till I go past that house, for fear there should be a temptation on
me to go in.” He shut his eyes; but when the horses came as far as the inn, they stood, and would not go
a step further, for it was their custom to get oats and water in that place every time they would be
coming out of Galway. He opened his eyes, gave oats and water to the horses, and went in himself to
put a coal in his pipe.

When he went in he saw the boys playing cards. They asked him to play, and (said) that perhaps he
might gain all that he lost the day before. As there is a temptation on the cards, Donal began playing,
and he did not stop until he lost every penny of all that he had. “There is no good in my going home
now,” says Donal; “I’ll stake the horses and the cart against all I lost.” He played again, and he lost the
horses and the cart. Then he did not know what he should do, but he thought and said: “Unless I go
home, my poor mother will be anxious. I will go home and tell the truth to her. They can but banish
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me.

When he came home, Dermod asked him: “Did you sell the oats? or where are the horses and the
cart?” “I lost the whole playing cards, and I would not come back except to leave ye my blessing before
I go.” “That you may not ever come back, or a penny of your price,” said Dermod, “and I don’t want
your blessing.”

He left his blessing with his mother then, and he went travelling, looking for service. When the
darkness of the night was coming, there was thirst and hunger on him. He saw a poor man coming to
him, and a bag on his back. He recognised Donal, and said: “Donal, what brought you here, or where
are you going?” “I don’t know you,” said Donal.

“It’s many’s the good night I spent in your father’s house, may God have mercy upon him,” said the



poor man; “perhaps there’s hunger on you, and that you would not be against eating something out of
my bag?”

“It’s a friend that would give it to me,” says Donal. Then the poor man gave him beef and bread, and
when he ate his enough, the poor man asked him: “Where are you going to-night?”

“Musha, then, I don’t know,” says Donal.

“There is a gentleman in the big house up there, and he gives lodging to anyone who comes to him
after the darkness of night, and I’'m going to him,” says the poor man.

“Perhaps I would get lodgings with you,” says Donal. “I have no doubt of it,” says the poor man.

The pair went to the big house, and the poor man knocked at the door, and the servant opened it. “I
want to see the master of this house,” says Donal.

The servant went, and the master came. “I am looking for a night’s lodging,” said Donal.

“I will give ye that, if ye wait. Go up to the castle there above, and I will be after ye, and if ye wait in
it till morning, each man of ye will get five score ten-penny pieces, and ye will have plenty to eat and
drink as well; and a good bed to sleep on.”

“That’s a good offer,” said they; “we will go there.”

The pair came to the castle, went into a room, and put down a fire. It was not long till the gentleman
came, bringing beef, mutton, and other things to them. “Come with me now till I show ye the cellar,
there’s plenty of wine and ale in it, and ye can draw your enough.” When he showed them the cellar, he
went out, and he put a lock on the door behind him.

Then Donal said to the poor man: “Put the things to eat on the table, and I’ll go for the ale.” Then he
got a light, and a cruiskeen (jug), and went down into the cellar. The first barrel he came to he stooped
down to draw out of it, when a voice said: “Stop, that barrel is mine.” Donal looked up, and he saw a
little man without a head, with his two legs spread straddle-wise on a barrel.

“If it is yours,” says Donal, “I’ll go to another.” He went to another; but when he stooped down to
draw, Trunk-without-head said: “That barrel is mine.” “They’re not all yours,” says Donal, “I’ll go to
another one.” He went to another one; but when he began drawing out of it, Trunk-without-head said:
“That’s mine.” “I don’t care,” said Donal, “I’ll fill my cruiskeen.” He did that, and came up to the poor
man; but he did not tell him that he saw Trunk-without-head. Then they began eating and drinking till
the jug was empty. Then said Donal: “It’s your turn to go down and fill the jug.” The poor man got the
candle and the cruiskeen, and went down into the cellar. He began drawing out of a barrel, when he
heard a voice saying: “That barrel is mine.” He looked up, and when he saw Trunk-without-head, he let
cruiskeen and candle fall, and off and away with him to Donal. “Oh! it’s little but I'm dead,” says the
poor man; “I saw a man without a head, and his two legs spread out on the barrel, and he said it was
his.” “He would not do you any harm,” said Donal, “he was there when I went down; get up and bring
me the jug and the candle.” “Oh, I wouldn’t go down again if I were to get Ireland without a division,”
says the poor man. Donal went down, and he brought up the jug filled. “Did you see Trunk-without-
head?” says the poor man. “I did,” says Donal; “but he did not do me any harm.”

They were drinking till they were half drunk, then said Donal: “It’s time for us to be going to sleep,
what place would you like best, the outside of the bed, or next the wall?”

“I’ll go next the wall,” said the poor man. They went to bed leaving the candle lit.

They were not long in bed till they saw three men coming in, and a bladder (football) with them.



They began beating bayrees (playing at ball) on the floor; but there were two of them against one. Donal
said to the poor man: “It is not right for two to be against one,” and with that he leaped out and began
helping the weak side, and he without a thread on him. Then they began laughing, and walked out.

Donal went to bed again, and he was not long there till there came in a piper playing sweet music.
“Rise up,” says Donal, “until we have a dance; it’s a great pity to let good music go to loss.” “For your
life, don’t stir,” says the poor man.

Donal gave a leap out of the bed, and he fell to dancing till he was tired. Then the piper began
laughing, and walked out.

Donal went to bed again; but he was not long there till there walked in two men, carrying a coffin.
They left it down on the floor, and they walked out. “I don’t know who’s in the coffin, or whether it’s
for us it’s meant,” said Donal; “I’1l go till I see.” He gave a leap out, raised the board of the coffin, and
found a dead man in it. “By my conscience, it’s the cold place you have,” says Donal; “if you were able
to rise up, and sit at the fire, you would be better.” The dead man rose up and warmed himself. Then
said Donal, “the bed is wide enough for three.” Donal went in the middle, the poor man next the wall,
and the dead man on the outside. It was not long until the dead man began bruising Donal, and Donal
bruising in on the poor man, until he was all as one as dead, and he had to give a leap out through the
window, and to leave Donal and the dead man there. The dead man was crushing Donal then until he
nearly put him out through the wall.

“Destruction on you,” said Donal, then; “it’s you’re the ungrateful man; I let you out of the coffin; I
gave you a heat at the fire, and a share of my bed; and now you won’t keep quiet; but I’ll put you out of
the bed.” Then the dead man spoke, and said: “You are a valiant man, and it stood you upon!3!! to be so,
or you would be dead.” “Who would kill me?” said Donal. “I,” says the dead man; “there never came
any one here this twenty years back, that I did not kill. Do you know the man who paid you for
remaining here?” “He was a gentleman,” said Donal. “He is my son,” said the dead man, “and he thinks
that you will be dead in the morning; but come with me now.”

The dead man took him down into the cellar, and showed him a great flag. “Lift that flag. There are
three pots under it, and they filled with gold. It is on account of the gold they killed me; but they did not
get the gold. Let yourself have a pot, and a pot for my son, and the other one—divide it on the poor
people.” Then he opened a door in the wall, and drew out a paper, and said to Donal: “Give this to my
son, and tell him that it was the butler who killed me, for my share of gold. I can get no rest until he’ll
be hanged; and if there is a witness wanting I will come behind you in the court without a head on me,
so that everybody can see me. When he will be hanged, you will marry my son’s daughter, and come to
live in this castle. Let you have no fear about me, for I shall have gone to eternal rest. Farewell now.”

Donal went to sleep, and he did not awake till the gentleman came in the morning, and he asked him
did he sleep well, or where did the old man whom he left with him go? “I will tell you that another time;
I have a long story to tell you first.” “Come to my house with me,” says the gentleman.

When they were going to the house, whom should they see coming out of the bushes, but the poor
man without a thread on him, more than the night he was born, and he shaking with the cold. The
gentleman got him his clothes, gave him his wages, and off for ever with him.

Donal went to the gentleman’s house, and when he ate and drank his enough, he said: “I have a story
to tell you.” Then he told him everything that happened to him the night before, until he came as far as
the part about the gold. “Come with me till I see the gold,” said the gentleman. He went to the castle, he
lifted the flag, and when he saw the gold, he said: “I know now that the story is true.”



When he got the entire information from Donal, he got a warrant against the butler; but concealed the
crime it was for. When the butler was brought before the judge, Donal was there, and gave witness.
Then the judge read out of his papers, and said: “I cannot find this man guilty without more evidence.”

“I am here,” said Trunk-without-head, coming behind Donal. When the butler saw him, he said to the
judge: “Go no farther, I am guilty; I killed the man, and his head is under the hearth-stone in his own
room.” Then the judge gave order to hang the butler, and Trunk-without-head went away.

The day on the morrow, Donal was married to the gentleman’s daughter, and got a great fortune with
her, and went to live in the castle.

A short time after this, he got ready his coach and went on a visit to his mother.

When Dermod saw the coach coming, he did not know who the great man was who was in it. The
mother came out and ran to him, saying: “Are you not my own Donal, the love of my heart you are? I
was praying for you since you went.” Then Dermod asked pardon of him, and got it. Then Donal gave
him a purse of gold, saying at the same time: “There’s the price of the two loads of oats, of the horses,
and of the cart.” Then he said to his mother: “You ought to come home with me. I have a fine castle
without anybody in it but my wife and the servants.” “I will go with you,” said the mother; “and I will
remain with you till I die.”

Donal took his mother home, and they spent a prosperous life together in the castle.




THE HAGS OF THE LONG TEETH.

Long ago, in the old time, there came a party of gentlemen from Dublin to Loch Glynn a-hunting and
a-fishing. They put up in the priest’s house, as there was no inn in the little village.

The first day they went a-hunting, they went into the Wood of Driminuch, and it was not long till they
routed a hare. They fired many a ball after him, but they could not bring him down. They followed him
till they saw him going into a little house in the wood.

When they came to the door, they saw a great black dog, and he would not let them in.

“Put a ball through the beggar,” said a man of them. He let fly a ball, but the dog caught it in his
mouth, chewed it, and flung it on the ground. They fired another ball, and another, but the dog did the
same thing with them. Then he began barking as loud as he could, and it was not long till there came out
a hag, and every tooth in her head as long as the tongs. “What are you doing to my pup?” says the hag.

“A hare went into your house, and this dog won’t let us in after him,” says a man of the hunters.

“Lie down, pup,” said the hag. Then she said: “Ye can come in if ye wish.” The hunters were afraid to
go in, but a man of them asked: “Is there any person in the house with you?”

“There are six sisters,” said the old woman. “We should like to see them,” said the hunters. No sooner
had he said the word than the six old women came out, and each of them with teeth as long as the other.
Such a sight the hunters had never seen before.

They went through the wood then, and they saw seven vultures on one tree, and they screeching. The
hunters began cracking balls after them, but if they were in it ever since they would never bring down
one of them.

There came a gray old man to them and said: “Those are the hags of the long tooth that are living in
the little house over there. Do ye not know that they are under enchantment? They are there these
hundreds of years, and they have a dog that never lets in anyone to the little house. They have a castle
under the lake, and it is often the people saw them making seven swans of themselves, and going into
the lake.”

When the hunters came home that evening they told everything they heard and saw to the priest, but
he did not believe the story.

On the day on the morrow, the priest went with the hunters, and when they came near the little house
they saw the big black dog at the door. The priest put his conveniencies for blessing under his neck, and
drew out a book and began reading prayers. The big dog began barking loudly. The hags came out, and
when they saw the priest they let a screech out of them that was heard in every part of Ireland. When the
priest was a while reading, the hags made vultures of themselves and flew up into a big tree that was
over the house.

The priest began pressing in on the dog until he was within a couple of feet of him.
The dog gave a leap up, struck the priest with its four feet, and put him head over heels.
When the hunters took him up he was deaf and dumb, and the dog did not move from the door.

They brought the priest home and sent for the bishop. When he came and heard the story there was
great grief on him. The people gathered together and asked of him to banish the hags of enchantment



out of the wood. There was fright and shame on him, and he did not know what he would do, but he
said to them: “I have no means of banishing them till I go home, but I will come at the end of a month
and banish them.”

The priest was too badly hurt to say anything. The big black dog was father of the hags, and his name
was Dermod O’Muloony. His own son killed him, because he found him with his wife the day after
their marriage, and killed the sisters for fear they should tell on him.

One night the bishop was in his chamber asleep, when one of the hags of the long tooth opened the
door and came in. When the bishop wakened up he saw the hag standing by the side of his bed. He was
so much afraid he was not able to speak a word until the hag spoke and said to him: “Let there be no
fear on you; I did not come to do you harm, but to give you advice. You promised the people of Loch
Glynn that you would come to banish the hags of the long tooth out of the wood of Driminuch. If you
come you will never go back alive.”

His talk came to the bishop, and he said: “I cannot break my word.”

“We have only a year and a day to be in the wood,” said the hag, “and you can put off the people until
then.”

“Why are ye in the woods as ye are?” says the bishop.

“Our brother killed us,” said the hag, “and when we went before the arch-judge, there was judgment
passed on us, we to be as we are two hundred years. We have a castle under the lake, and be in it every
night. We are suffering for the crime our father did.” Then she told him the crime the father did.

“Hard is your case,” said the bishop, “but we must put up with the will of the arch-judge, and I shall
not trouble ye.”

“You will get an account, when we are gone from the wood,” said the hag. Then she went from him.

In the morning, the day on the morrow, the bishop came to Loch Glynn. He sent out notice and
gathered the people. Then he said to them: “It is the will of the arch-king that the power of enchantment
be not banished for another year and a day, and ye must keep out of the wood until then. It is a great
wonder to me that ye never saw the hags of enchantment till the hunters came from Dublin.—It’s a pity
they did not remain at home.”

About a week after that the priest was one day by himself in his chamber alone. The day was very
fine and the window was open. The robin of the red breast came in and a little herb in its mouth. The
priest stretched out his hand, and she laid the herb down on it. “Perhaps it was God sent me this herb,”
said the priest to himself, and he ate it. He had not eaten it one moment till he was as well as ever he
was, and he said: “A thousand thanks to Him who has power stronger than the power of enchantment.”

Then said the robin: “Do you remember the robin of the broken foot you had, two years this last
winter.”

“I remember her, indeed,” said the priest, “but she went from me when the summer came.”

“I am the same robin, and but for the good you did me I would not be alive now, and you would be
deaf and dumb throughout your life. Take my advice now, and do not go near the hags of the long tooth
any more, and do not tell to any person living that I gave you the herb.” Then she flew from him.

When the house-keeper came she wondered to find that he had both his talk and his hearing. He sent
word to the bishop and he came to Loch Glynn. He asked the priest how it was that he got better so
suddenly. “It is a secret,” said the priest, “but a certain friend gave me a little herb and it cured me.”



Nothing else happened worth telling, till the year was gone. One night after that the bishop was in his
chamber when the door opened, and the hag of the long tooth walked in, and said: “I come to give you
notice that we will be leaving the wood a week from to-day. I have one thing to ask of you if you will do
it for me.”

“If it is in my power, and it not to be against the faith,” said the bishop.

“A week from to-day,” said the hag, “there will be seven vultures dead at the door of our house in the
wood. Give orders to bury them in the quarry that is between the wood and Ballyglas; that is all I am
asking of you.”

“I shall do that if I am alive,” said the bishop. Then she left him, and he was not sorry she to go from
him.

A week after that day, the bishop came to Loch Glynn, and the day after he took men with him and
went to the hags’ house in the wood of Driminuch.

The big black dog was at the door, and when he saw the bishop he began running and never stopped
until he went into the lake.

He saw the seven vultures dead at the door, and he said to the men: “Take them with you and follow

»

me.

They took up the vultures and followed him to the brink of the quarry. Then he said to them: “Throw
them into the quarry: There is an end to the hags of the enchantment.”

As soon as the men threw them down to the bottom of the quarry, there rose from it seven swans as
white as snow, and flew out of their sight. It was the opinion of the bishop and of every person who
heard the story that it was up to heaven they flew, and that the big black dog went to the castle under the
lake.

At any rate, nobody saw the hags of the long tooth or the big black dog from that out, any more.




WILLIAM OF THE TREE.

In the time long ago there was a king in Erin. He was married to a beautiful queen, and they had but
one only daughter. The queen was struck with sickness, and she knew that she would not be long alive.
She put the king under gassa (mystical injunctions) that he should not marry again until the grass should
be a foot high over her tomb. The daughter was cunning, and she used to go out every night with a
scissors, and she used to cut the grass down to the ground.

The king had a great desire to have another wife, and he did not know why the grass was not growing
over the grave of the queen. He said to himself: “There is somebody deceiving me.”

That night he went to the churchyard, and he saw the daughter cutting the grass that was on the grave.
There came great anger on him then, and he said: “I will marry the first woman I see, let she be old or
young.” When he went out on the road he saw an old hag. He brought her home and married her, as he
would not break his word.

After marrying her, the daughter of the king was under bitter misery at (the hands of) the hag, and the
hag put her under an oath not to tell anything at all to the king, and not to tell to any person anything she
should see being done, except only to three who were never baptised.

The next morning on the morrow, the king went out a hunting, and when he was gone, the hag killed
a fine hound the king had. When the king came home he asked the old hag “who killed my hound?”

“Your daughter killed it,” says the old woman.

“Why did you kill my hound?” said the king.

“I did not kill your hound,” says the daughter, “and I cannot tell you who killed him.”
“I will make you tell me,” says the king.

He took the daughter with him to a great wood, and he hanged her on a tree, and then he cut off the
two hands and the two feet off her, and left her in a state of death. When he was going out of the wood
there went a thorn into his foot, and the daughter said: “That you may never get better until I have hands
and feet to cure you.”

The king went home, and there grew a tree out of his foot, and it was necessary for him to open the
window, to let the top of the tree out.

There was a gentleman going by near the wood, and he heard the king’s daughter a-screeching. He
went to the tree, and when he saw the state she was in, he took pity on her, brought her home, and when
she got better, married her.

At the end of three quarters (of a year), the king’s daughter had three sons at one birth, and when they
were born, Granya Oi came and put hands and feet on the king’s daughter, and told her, “Don’t let your
children be baptised until they are able to walk. There is a tree growing out of your father’s foot; it was
cut often, but it grows again, and it is with you lies his healing. You are under an oath not to tell the
things you saw your stepmother doing to anyone but to three who were never baptised, and God has
sent you those three. When they will be a year old bring them to your father’s house, and tell your story
before your three sons, and rub your hand on the stump of the tree, and your father will be as well as he
was the first day.”



There was great wonderment on the gentleman when he saw hands and feet on the king’s daughter.
She told him then every word that Granya Oi said to her.

When the children were a year old, the mother took them with her, and went to the king’s house.

There were doctors from every place in Erin attending on the king, but they were not able to do him
any good.

When the daughter came in, the king did not recognise her. She sat down, and the three sons round
her, and she told her story to them from top to bottom, and the king was listening to her telling it. Then
she left her hand on the sole of the king’s foot and the tree fell off it.

The day on the morrow he hanged the old hag, and he gave his estate to his daughter and to the
gentleman.




THE OLD CROW & THE YOUNG CROW.

There was an old crow teaching a young crow one day, and he said to him, “Now my son,” says he,
“listen to the advice I’'m going to give you. If you see a person coming near you and stooping, mind
yourself, and be on your keeping; he’s stooping for a stone to throw at you.”

“But tell me,” says the young crow, “what should I do if he had a stone already down in his pocket?”

“Musha, go ’long out of that,” says the old crow, “you’ve learned enough; the devil another learning
I’m able to give you.”




RIDDLES.

A great great house it is,
A golden candlestick it is,
Guess it rightly,

Let it not go by thee.

Heaven.

There’s a garden that I ken,
Full of little gentlemen,
Little caps of blue they wear,
And green ribbons very fair.

Flax.

I went up the boreen, I went down the boreen,
I brought the boreen with myself on my back.

A Ladder.

He comes to ye amidst the brine

The butterfly of the sun,

The man of the coat so blue and fine,
With red thread his shirt is done.

Lobster.

I threw it up as white as snow,
Like gold on a flag it fell below.

Egg.

I ran and I got,

I sat and I searched,

If could get it I would not bring it with me,
And as I got it not I brought it.

Thorn in the foot.

You see it come in on the shoulders of men,
Like a thread of the silk it will leave us again.

Smoke.



He comes through the Iis!3?! to me over the sward,
The man of the foot that is narrow and hard,

I would he were running the opposite way,

For o’er all that are living ’tis he who bears sway.

In the garden’s a castle with hundreds within,
Yet though stripped to my shirt I would never fit in.

From house to house he goes,
A messenger small and slight,
And whether it rains or snows,
He sleeps outside in the night.

Two feet on the ground,
And three feet overhead,
And the head of the living
In the mouth of the dead.

On the top of the tree
See the little man red,
A stone in his belly,
A cap on his head.

There’s a poor man at rest,
With a stick beneath his breast,
And he breaking his heart a-crying.

As white as flour and it is not flour,
As green as grass and it is not grass,
As red as blood and it is not blood,
As black as ink and it is not ink.

The Death.

Ant-hill.

Boreen.

Girl with (three-legged) pot on her head.

Haw.

Lintel on a wet day.

Blackberry, from bud to fruit.



A bottomless barrel,

It’s shaped like a hive,
It is filled full of flesh,
And the flesh is alive.

Tailor’s thimble.




WHERE THE STORIES CAME FROM.

—ptr————

The first three stories, namely, “The Tailor and the Three Beasts,” “Bran,” and “The King of Ireland’s
Son,” I took down verbatim, without the alteration or addition of more than a word or two, from Seagan
O Cuinneagdin (John Cunningham), who lives in the village of Baile-an-puil (Ballinphuil), in the
county of Roscommon, some half mile from Mayo. He is between seventy and eighty years old, and is,
I think, illiterate.

The story of “The Alp-luachra” is written down from notes made at the time I first heard the story. It
was told me by Seamus o h-Airt (James Hart), a game-keeper, in the barony of Frenchpark, between
sixty and seventy years old, and illiterate. The notes were not full ones, and I had to eke them out in
writing down the story, the reciter, one of the best I ever met, having unfortunately died in the interval.

The stories of “Paudyeen O’Kelly,” and of “Leeam O’Rooney’s Burial,” I got from Mr. Lynch Blake,
near Ballinrobe, county Mayo, who took the trouble of writing them down for me in nearly phonetic
Irish, for which I beg to return him my best thanks. I do not think that these particular stories underwent
any additions at his hands while writing them down. I do not know from whom he heard the first, and
cannot now find out, as he has left the locality. The second he told me he got from a man, eighty years
old, named William Grady, who lived near Clare-Galway, but who for the last few years has been
“carrying a bag.”

The long story of “Guleesh na Guss dhu,” was told by the same Shamus O’Hart, from whom I got the
“Alp-luachra,” but, as in the case of the “Alp-luachra” story, I had only taken notes of it, and not written
down the whole as it fell from his lips. I have only met one other man since, Martin Brennan, in the
barony of Frenchpark, Roscommon, who knew the same story, and he told it to me—but in an abridged
form—incident for incident up to the point where my translation leaves off.

There is a great deal more in the Irish version in the Leabar Sgeuluigeacta, which I did not translate,
not having been able to get it from Brennan, and having doctored it too much myself to give it as
genuine folk-lore.

The rest of the stories in this volume are literally translated from my Leabar Sgeuluigeacta. Neil
O’Carree was taken down phonetically, by Mr. Larminie, from the recitation of a South Donegal
peasant.

The Hags of the Long Teeth come from Ballinrobe, as also William of the Tree, the Court of
Crinnawn, and the Well of D’ Yerree-in-Dowan. See pages 239-240 of the L. S.




NOTES.

—...._..

[Notes in brackets signed A.N., by Alfred Nutt. The references to Arg. Tales are to “Waifs and Strays of
Celtic Tradition; Argyllshire Series II.; Folk and Hero Tales from Argyllshire” collected, edited,
and translated by the Rev. D. Maclnnes, with Notes by the editor and Alfred Nutt. London, 1889.]

—...._..
“THE TAILOR AND THE THREE BEASTS.”

Page 1. In another variant of this tale, which I got from one Martin Brennan—more usually
pronounced Brannan; in Irish, O’Braonain—in Roscommon, the thing which the tailor kills is a
swallow, which flew past him. He flung his needle at the bird, and it went through its eye and killed it.
This success excites the tailor to further deeds of prowess. In this variant occurred also the widely-
spread incident of the tailor’s tricking the giant by pretending to squeeze water out of a stone.

Page 2. Garraun (gearran), is a common Anglicised Irish word in many parts of Ireland. It means
properly a gelding or hack-horse; but in Donegal, strangely enough, it means a horse, and coppul capall,
the ordinary word for a horse elsewhere, means there a mare. The old English seem to have borrowed
this word capal from the Irish, cf. Percy’s version of “Robin Hood and Guy of Gisborne,” where the
latter is thus represented—

“A sword and a dagger he wore by his side,
Of manye a man the bane;

And he was clad in his capull hyde,
Topp and tayle and mayne.”

Page 7, line 4. The modder-alla (madra-allta, wild dog), is properly a wolf, not a lion; but the reciter
explained it thus, “madar alla, sin le6 man,” “modder alla, that’s a I’yone,” i.e., “a lion,” which I have
accordingly translated it.

Page 9, line 18. The giant’s shouting at night, or at dawn of day, is a common incident in these tales.
In the story of “The Speckled Bull,” not here given, there are three giants who each utter a shout every
morning, “that the whole country hears them.” The Irish for giant, in all these stories, is fatac
(pronounced fahuch), while the Scotch Gaelic word is famhair, a word which we have not got, but
which is evidently the same as the Fomhor, or sea pirate of Irish mythical history, in whom Professor
Rhys sees a kind of water god. The only place in Campbell’s four volumes in which the word fathach
occurs is in the “Lay of the Great Omadawn,” which is a distinctly Irish piece, and of which MacLean
remarks, “some of the phraseology is considered Irish.”

Page 11. This incident appears to be a version of that in “Jack the Giant-Killer.” It seems quite
impossible to say whether it was always told in Ireland, or whether it may not have been borrowed from
some English source. If it does come from an English source it is probably the only thing in these
stories that does.

Page 13, line 6. “To take his wife off (pronounced ov) him again.” The preposition “from” is not
often used with take, etc., in Connacht English.



Page 15, line 12. These nonsense-endings are very common in Irish stories It is remarkable that there
seems little trace of them in Campbell. The only story in his volumes which ends with a piece of
nonsense is the “Slender Grey Kerne,” and it, as I tried to show in my Preface, is Irish. It ends thus: “I
parted with them, and they gave me butter on a coal, and kail brose in a creel, and paper shoes, and they
sent me away with a cannon-ball on a highroad of glass, till they left me sitting here.” Why such
endings seem to be stereotyped with some stories, and not used at all with others, I cannot guess. It
seems to be the same amongst Slavonic Marchen, of which perhaps one in twenty has a nonsense-
ending; but the proportion is much larger in Ireland. Why the Highland tales, so excellent in themselves,
and so closely related to the Irish ones, have lost this distinctive feature I cannot even conjecture, but
certain it is that this is so.

[The incident of the king’s court being destroyed at night is in the fourteenth-fifteenth century
Agallamh na Senorach, where it is Finn who guards Tara against the wizard enemies.

I know nothing like the way in which the hero deals with the animals he meets, and cannot help
thinking that the narrator forgot or mistold his story. Folk-tales are, as a rule, perfectly logical and
sensible if their conditions be once accepted; but here the conduct of the hero is inexplicable, or at all
events unexplained.—A.N.]

BRraN’s COLOUR.

Page 15. This stanza on Bran’s colour is given by O’Flaherty, in 1808, in the “Gaelic Miscellany.”
The first two lines correspond with those of my shanachie, and the last two correspond in sound, if not
in sense. O’Flaherty gave them thus—

“Speckled back over the loins,
Two ears scarlet, equal-red.”

How the change came about is obvious. The old Irish suaitne, “speckled,” is not understood now in
Connacht; so the word uaitne, “green,” which exactly rhymes with it, took its place. Though uaitne
generally means greenish, it evidently did not do so to the mind of my reciter, for, pointing to a mangy-
looking cub of nondescript greyish colour in a corner of his cabin, he said, sin uaitne, “that’s the colour
oonya.” The words os cionn na leirge, “over the loins,” have, for the same reason—namely, that learg,
“a loin,” is obselete now—been changed to words of the same sound. airdat na seilge, “of the colour of
hunting,” i.e., the colour of the deer hunted. This, too, the reciter explained briefly by saying, seilg sin
fiad, “hunting, that’s a deer.” From the vivid colouring of Bran it would appear that she could have
borne no resemblance whatever to the modern so-called Irish wolf-hound, and that she must in all
probability have been short-haired, and not shaggy like them. Most of the Fenian poems contain words
not in general use. I remember an old woman reciting me two lines of one of these old poems, and
having to explain in current Irish the meaning of no less than five words in the two lines which were

Aitris dam agus na can go
Cionnas rinnead le6 an trealg,

which she thus explained conversationally, innis dam agus na deun breug, cia an ¢aoi a ndearnad siad
an fiadac.

Page 17, line 9. Pistrogue, or pishogue, is a common Anglo-Irish word for a charm or spell.
Archbishop MacHale derived it from two words, fios sitedg, “knowledge of fairies,” which seems



hardly probable.

Page 19. “A fiery cloud out of her neck.” Thus, in Dr. Atkinson’s Pais Partoloin, from the “Leabhar
Breac,” the devil appears in the form of an Ethiopian, and according to the Irish translator, ticed lassar
borb ar a bragait ocus as a shroin amal lassair shuirun tened. “There used to come a fierce flame out of
his neck and nose, like the flame of a furnace of fire.”

Page 19. According to another version of this story, the blind man was Ossian (whose name is in
Ireland usually pronounced Essheen or Ussheen) himself, and he got Bran’s pups hung up by their teeth
to the skin of a newly-killed horse, and all the pups let go their hold except this black one, which clung
to the skin and hung out of it. Then Ossian ordered the others to be drowned and kept this. In this other
version, the coal which he throws at the infuriated pup was tuag no rud icéint, “a hatchet or something.”
There must be some confusion in this story, since Ossian was not blind during Bran’s lifetime, nor
during the sway of the Fenians. The whole thing appears to be a bad version of Campbell’s story, No.
XXXI., Vol. II., p. 103. The story may, however, have some relation to the incident in that marvellous
tale called “The Fort of the little Red Yeoha” (Bruigion Eocaid big deirg), in which we are told how
Conan looked out of the fort, go bfacaid sé aon dglac ag teact cuige, agus cu gearr dub air slabra
iarainn aige, 'na laim, agus is ionga nac¢ loirgead si an bruiogion re gac caor teine d’4 g-cuirfead si tar
a craos agus tar a ciilban-beul amag, i.e., “he saw one youth coming to him, and he having a short black
hound on an iron chain in his hand, and it is a wonder that it would not burn the fort with every ball of
fire it would shoot out of its gullet, and out of its foam-mouth.” This hound is eventually killed by Bran,
but only after Conan had taken off “the shoe of refined silver that was on Bran’s right paw” (An brég
airgid Ait-leigthe to bf air croib deis Brain). Bran figures largely in Fenian literature.

[I believe this is the only place in which Finn’s mother is described as a fawn, though in the prose
sequel to the “Lay of the Black Dog” (Leab. na Feinne, p. 91) it is stated that Bran, by glamour of the
Lochlanners, is made to slay the Fenian women and children in the seeming of deer. That Finn enjoyed
the favours of a princess bespelled as a fawn is well known; also that Oisin’s mother was a fawn (see
the reference in Arg. Tales, p. 470). The narrator may have jumbled these stories together in his
memory.

The slaying of Bran’s pup seems a variant of Oisin’s “Blackbird Hunt” (cf. Kennedy, Fictions, 240),
whilst the story, as a whole, seems to be mixed up with that of the “Fight of Bran with the Black
Dog,”of which there is a version translated by the Rev. D. Mac Innes—“Waifs and Strays of Celtic
Tradition,” Vol. L., p. 7, et seq.

It would seem from our text that the Black Dog was Bran’s child, so that the fight is an animal variant
of the father and son combat, as found in the Cuchullain saga. A good version of “Finn’s Visit to
Lochlann” (to be printed in Vol. III. of “Waifs and Strays of Celtic Tradition”) tells how Finn took with
him Bran’s leash; and how the Lochlanners sentenced him to be exposed in a desolate valley, where he
was attacked by a savage dog whom he tamed by showing the leash. Vol. XII. of Campbell’s “MSS. of
Gaelic Stories” contains a poem entitled, “Bran’s Colour.” This should be compared with our text.—
A.N.]

THE KING OF IRELAND’S SON.

Page 19. The king of Ireland’s son. This title should properly be, “The son of a king in Ireland” (Mac
rig i n-Eirinn). As this name for the prince is rather cumbrous, I took advantage of having once heard
him called the king of Ireland’s son (Mac rig Eireann), and have so given it here. In another longer and
more humorous version of this story, which I heard from Shamus O’Hart, but which I did not take down



in writing, the short green man is the “Thin black man” (fear caol dub); the gunman is guinnéar, not
gunnaire; the ear-man is cluas-le-h-éisteact; (ear for hearing), not cluasaire; and the blowman is not
Séidire, but pollaire-séidte (blowing nostril). This difference is the more curious, considering that the
men lived only a couple of miles apart, and their families had lived in the same place for generations.

Page 27. This description of a house thatched with feathers is very common in Irish stories. On the
present occasion the house is thatched with one single feather, so smooth that there was no projecting
point or quill either above or below the feather-roof. For another instance, see the “Well of D’yerree in
Dowan,” page 131. In a poem from “The Dialogue of the Sages,” the lady Credé’s house is described
thus:—

“Of its sunny chamber the corner stones
Are all of silver and precious gold,
In faultless stripes its thatch is spread
Of wings of brown and crimson red.
Its portico is covered, too,
With wings of birds both yellow and blue.”
See O’Curry’s “Man. Materials,” p. 310.

Page 27. “He drew the cooalya-coric,” coolaya in the text, is a misprint. The cooalya-coric means
“pole of combat.” How it was “drawn” we have no means of knowing. It was probably a pole meant to
be drawn back and let fall upon some sounding substance. The word tarraing, “draw,” has, however, in
local, if not in literary use, the sense of drawing back one’s arm to make a blow. A peasant will say, “he
drew the blow at me,” or “he drew the stick,” in English; or “tarraing sé an buille,” in Irish, by which he
means, he made the blow and struck with the stick. This may be the case in the phrase “drawing the
cooalya-coric,” which occurs so often in Irish stories, and it may only mean, “he struck a blow with the
pole of combat,” either against something resonant, or against the door of the castle. I have come across
at least one allusion to it in the Fenian literature. In the story, called Macaom mor mac rig na h-
Earpaine (the great man, the king of Spain’s son), the great man and Oscar fight all day, and when
evening comes Oscar grows faint and asks for a truce, and then takes Finn Mac Cool aside privately and
desires him to try to keep the great man awake all night, while he himself sleeps; because he feels that if
the great man, who had been already three days and nights without rest, were to get some sleep on this
night, he himself would not be a match for him next morning. This is scarcely agreeable to the character
of Oscar, but the wiles which Finn employs to make the great man relate to him his whole history, and
so keep him from sleeping, are very much in keeping with the shrewdness which all these stories
attribute to the Fenian king. The great man remains awake all night, sorely against his will, telling Finn
his extraordinary adventures; and whenever he tries to stop, Finn incites him to begin again, and at last
tells him not to be afraid, because the Fenians never ask combat of any man until he ask it of them first.
At last, as the great man finished his adventures do bi an 14 ag éirige agus do gabar Osgar agus do buail
an cuallle cémpaic. Do cuala an fear mér sin agus a dubairt, “A Finn Mic Cdmail,” ar sé, “d’feallair
orm,” etc. i.e., the day was rising, and Oscar goes and struck (the word is not “drew” here) the pole of
combat. The great man heard that, and he said, “Oh, Finn Mac Cool, you have deceived me,” etc.
Considering that they were all inside of Finn’s palace at Allan (co. Kildare) at this time, Oscar could
hardly have struck the door. It is more probable that the pole of combat stood outside the house, and it
seems to have been a regular institution. In Campbell’s tale of “The Rider of Grianag,” there is mention
made of a slabhraidh comhrac, “Chain of combat,” which answers the same purpose as the pole, only
not so conveniently, since the hero has to give it several hauls before he can “take a turn out of it.” We
find allusion to the same thing in the tale of Iollan arm Dearg. Illan, the hero, comes to a castle in a



solitude, and surprises a woman going to the well, and she points out to him the chain, and says, “Gac
uair croitfeas tu an slabra sin ar an mbile, do geobald tu ceud curad cat-armac, agus ni iarrfaid ort act
an comrac is il leat, mar ata diar no tridr no ceatrar, no ceud,” i.e., “every time that you will shake yon
chain (suspended) out of the tree, you will get (call forth) a hundred champions battle-armed, and they
will only ask of thee the combat thou likest thyself, that is (combat with) two, or three, or four, or a
hundred.” Chains are continually mentioned in Irish stories. In the “Little Fort of Allan,” a Fenian story,
we read, Ann sin d’éirig bollsgaire go biot-urlamh agus do croit slabra éisteacta na bruigne, agus
d’éisteadar uile go foirtineac, i.e., “then there arose a herald with active readiness, and they shook the
fort’s chain of listening, and they all listened attentively;” and in the tale of “Illan, the Red-armed,”
there are three chains in the palace, one of gold, one of silver, and one of findrinny (a kind of metal,
perhaps bronze), which are shaken to seat the people at the banquet, and to secure their silence; but
whoever spake after the gold chain had been shaken did it on pain of his head.

[In the story of Cuchullain’s youthful feats it is related that, on his first expedition, he came to the
court of the three Mac Nechtain, and, according to O’Curry’s Summary (“Manners and Customs,” II., p.
366), “sounded a challenge.” The mode of this sounding is thus described by Prof. Zimmer, in his
excellent summary of the Tain bo Cualgne (Zeit, f. vgl., Sprachforschung, 1887, p. 448): “On the lawn
before the court stood a stone pillar, around which was a closed chain (or ring), upon which was written
in Ogham, that every knight who passed thereby was bound, upon his knightly honour, to issue a
challenge. Cuchullain took the stone pillar and threw it into a brook hard by.” This is the nearest
analogue I have been able to find to our passage in the old Irish literature (the Tain, it should be
mentioned, goes back in its present form certainly to the tenth, and, probably, to the seventh century).
As many of the Fenian romances assumed a fresh and quasi-definite shape in the twelfth-fourteenth
centuries, it is natural to turn for a parallel to the medieval romances of chivalry. In a twelfth century
French romance, the Conte de Graal, which is in some way connected with the body of Gaelic Méarchen
(whether the connection be, as I think, due to the fact that the French poet worked up lays derived from
Celtic sources, or, as Professor Zimmer thinks, that the French romances are the origin of much in
current Gaelic folk-tales), when Perceval comes to the Castle of Maidens and enters therein, he finds a
table of brass, and hanging from it by a chain of silver, a steel hammer. With this he strikes three blows
on the table, and forces the inmates to come to him. Had they not done so the castle would have fallen
into ruins. Other parallels from the same romances are less close; thus, when Perceval came to the castle
of his enemy, Partinal, he defies him by throwing down his shield, which hangs up on a tree outside the
castle (v. 44,400, et seq.). It is well known that the recognised method of challenging in tournaments
was for the challenger to touch his adversary’s shield with the lance. This may possibly be the origin of
the “shield-clashing” challenge which occurs several times in Conall Gulban; or, on the other hand, the
mediaeval practice may be a knightly transformation of an earlier custom. In the thirteenth century prose
Perceval le Gallois, when the hero comes to the Turning Castle and finds the door shut, he strikes such a
blow with his sword that it enters three inches deep into a marble pillar (Potvin’s edition, p. 196). These
medieval instances do not seem sufficient to explain the incident in our text, and I incline to think that
our tale has preserved a genuine trait of old Irish knightly life. In Kennedy’s “Jack the Master, and Jack
the Servant” (Fictions, p. 32), the hero takes hold of a “club that hangs by the door ”and uses it as a
knocker.—A.N.]

Page 29. They spent the night, &c. This brief run resembles very much a passage in the story of
Iollan Arm-dearg, which runs, do rinneadar tri treana de ’n oidce, an ceud trian re h-61 agus re h-imirt,
an dara trian re cedl agus re h-oirfide agus re h-ealadan, agus an treas trian re suan agus re sim-codlad,
agus do rugadar as an oidce sin i.e., they made three-thirds of the night; the first third with drink and
play, the second third with music and melody and (feats of) science, and the third third with slumber and



gentle sleep, and they passed away that night.

Page 33, line 28. This allusion to the horse and the docking is very obscure and curious. The old
fellow actually blushed at the absurdity of the passage, yet he went through with it, though apparently
unwillingly. He could throw no light upon it, except to excuse himself by saying that “that was how he
heard it ever.”

Page 37, line 4. The sword of three edges is curious; the third edge would seem to mean a rounded
point, for it can hardly mean triangular like a bayonet. The sword that “never leaves the leavings of a
blow behind it,” is common in Irish literature. In that affecting story of Deirdre, Naoise requests to have
his head struck off with such a sword, one that Mananan son of Lir, had long before given to himself.

Page 47. The groundwork or motivating of this story is known to all European children, through Hans
Andersen’s tale of the “Travelling Companion.”

[I have studied some of the features of this type of stories Arg. Tales, pp. 443-452.—A.N.]

THE ALP-LUACHRA.

Page 49. This legend of the alp-luachra is widely disseminated, and I have found traces of it in all
parts of Ireland. The alp-luachra is really a newt, not a lizard, as is generally supposed. He is the
lissotriton punctatus of naturalists, and is the only species of newt known in Ireland. The male has an
orange belly, red-tipped tail, and olive back. It is in most parts of Ireland a rare reptile enough, and
hence probably the superstitious fear with which it is regarded, on the principle of omne ignotum pro
terribli. This reptile goes under a variety of names in the various counties. In speaking English the
peasantry when they do not use the Irish name, call him a “mankeeper,” a word which has probably
some reference to the superstition related in our story. He is also called in some counties a “darklooker,”
a word which is probably, a corruption of an Irish name for him which I have heard the Kildare people
use, dochi-luachair (dacuid luacra), a word not found in the dictionaries. In Waterford, again, he is
called arc-luachra, and the Irish MSS. call him arc-luachra (earc-luacra). The alt-pluachra of the text is a
mis-pronunciation of the proper name, alp-luachra. In the Arran Islands they have another name, ail-
cuac. I have frequently heard of people swallowing one while asleep. The symptoms, they say, are that
the person swells enormously, and is afflicted with a thirst which makes him drink canfuls and pails of
water or buttermilk, or anything else he can lay his hand on. In the south of Ireland it is believed that if
something savoury is cooked on a pan, and the person’s head held over it, the mankeeper will come out.
A story very like the one here given is related in Waterford, but of a dar daol, or daraga dheel, as he is
there called, a venomous insect, which has even more legends attached to him than the alp-luachra. In
this county, too, they say that if you turn the alp-luachra over on its back, and lick it, it will cure burns.
Keating, the Irish historian and theologian, alludes quaintly to this reptile in his Tri Biorgaoite an Bhair,
so finely edited in the original the other day by Dr. Atkinson. “Since,” says Keating, “prosperity or
worldly store is the weapon of the adversary (the devil), what a man ought to do is to spend it in killing
the adversary, that is, by bestowing it on God’s poor. The thing which we read in Lactantius agrees with
this, that if an airc-luachra were to inflict a wound on anyone, what he ought to do is to shake a pinchful
of the ashes of the airc-luachra upon the wound, and he will be cured thereby; and so, if worldly
prosperity wounds the conscience, what you ought to do is to put a poultice of the same prosperity to
cure the wound which the covetousness by which you have amassed it has made in your conscience, by
distributing upon the poor of God all that remains over your own necessity.” The practice which the
fourth-century Latin alludes to, is in Ireland to-day transferred to the dar-daol, or goevius olens of the
naturalists, which is always burnt as soon as found. I have often heard people say:—“Kill a keerhogue



(clock or little beetle); burn a dar-dael.”

Page 59. Boccuch (bacac), literally a lame man, is, or rather was, the name of a very common class of
beggars about the beginning of this century. Many of these men were wealthy enough, and some used to
go about with horses to collect the “alms” which the people unwillingly gave them. From all accounts
they appear to have been regular black-mailers, and to have extorted charity partly through inspiring
physical and partly moral terror, for the satire, at least of some of them, was as much dreaded as their
cudgels. Here is a curious specimen of their truculence from a song called the Bacach Buidhe, now
nearly forgotten:—



Is bacach mé t4 air aon chois, siibhalfaidh mé go spéifeamail,
Ceannodchaidh mé bréidin i g-Cill-Cainnigh do’n bhraois,

Cuirfead coéta coruigthe gleusta, a’s bucla buidhe air m’aon chois,

A’s nach maith mo shlighe bidh a’s eudaigh o chaill mo chosa sitibhal!
Ni’l bacach na fear-mala o Sligeach go Cinn-traile

Agus 6 Bheul-an-atha go Baile-buidhe na Midhe,

Nach bhfuil agam faoi ard-chios, agus croin anaghaidh na raithe,

No minedchainn a g-cnamha le bata glas daraigh.

i.e.,

I am a boccugh who goes on one foot, I will travel airily,

I will buy frize in Kilkenny for the breeches(?)

I will put a well-ordered prepared coat and yellow buckles on my one foot,

And isn’t it good, my way of getting food and clothes since my feet lost their walk.
There is no boccuch or bagman from Sligo to Kinsale

And from Ballina to Ballybwee (Athboy) in Meath,

That I have not under high rent to me—a crown every quarter from them—

Or I’d pound their bones small with a green oak stick.

The memory of these formidable guests is nearly vanished, and the boccuch in our story is only a
feeble old beggarman. I fancy this tale of evicting the alt-pluachra family from their human abode is
fathered upon a good many people as well as upon the father of the present MacDermot. [Is the peasant
belief in the Alp-Luachra the originating idea of the well-known Irish Rabelaisian 14th century tale
“The Vision of McConglinny?”—A.N.]

THE WEASEL.

Page 73. The weasel, like the cat, is an animal that has many legends and superstitions attaching to it.
I remember hearing from an old shanachie, now unfortunately dead, a long and extraordinary story
about the place called Chapelizod, a few miles from Dublin, which he said was Séipeul-easog, the
“weasel’s chapel,” in Irish, but which is usually supposed to have received its name from the Princess
Iseult of Arthurian romance. The story was the account of how the place came by this name. How he,
who was a Connachtman, and never left his native county except to reap the harvest in England, came
by this story I do not know; but I imagine it must have been told him by some one in the
neighbourhood, in whose house he spent the night, whilst walking across the island on his way to
Dublin or Drogheda harbour. The weasel is a comical little animal, and one might very well think it was
animated with a spirit. I have been assured by an old man, and one whom I have always found fairly
veracious, that when watching for ducks beside a river one evening a kite swooped down and seized a
weasel, with which it rose up again into the air. His brother fired, and the kite came down, the weasel
still in its claws, and unhurt. The little animal then came up, and stood in front of the two men where
they sat, and nodded and bowed his head to them about twenty times over; “it was,” said the old man,
“thanking us he was.” The weasel is a desperate fighter, and always makes for the throat. What,
however, in Ireland is called a weazel, is really a stoat, just as what is called a crow in Ireland is really a
rook, and what is called a crane is really a heron.

Cauher-na-mart, to which Paudyeen (diminutive of Paddy) was bound, means the “city of the
beeves,” but is now called in English Westport, one of the largest towns in Mayo. It was apropos of its



long and desolate streets of ruined stores, with nothing in them, that some one remarked he saw
Ireland’s characteristics there in a nutshell—“an itch after greatness and nothingness;” a remark which
was applicable enough to the squireocracy and bourgeoisie of the last century.

Page 79. The “big black dog” seems a favourite shape for the evil spirit to take. He appears three
times in this volume.

Page 81. The little man, with his legs astride the barrel, appears to be akin to the south of Ireland
spirit, the clooricaun, a being who is not known, at least by this name, in the north or west of the island.
See Crofton Croker’s “Haunted Cellar.”

Page 87. “The green hill opened,” etc. The fairies are still called Tuatha de Danann by the older
peasantry, and all the early Irish literature agrees that the home of the Tuatha was in the hills, after the
Milesians had taken to themselves the plains. Thus in the story of the “Piper and the Pooka,” in the
Leabhar Sgeulaigheachta, not translated here, a door opens in the hill of Croagh Patrick, and the pair
walk in and find women dancing inside. Donal, the name of the little piper, is now Anglicised into
Daniel, except in one or two Irish families which retain the old form still. The coash-t’ya bower, in
which the fairy consorts ride, means literally “the deaf coach,” perhaps from the rumbling sound it is
supposed to make, and the banshee is sometimes supposed to ride in it. It is an omen of ill to those who
meet it. [t seems rather out of place amongst the fairy population, being, as it is, a gloomy harbinger of
death, which will pass even through a crowded town. Cnoc Matha, better Magha, the hill of the plain, is
near the town of Tuam, in Galway. Finvara is the well-known king of the fairy host of Connacht. In
Lady Wilde’s “Ethna, the Bride,” Finvara is said to have carried off a beautiful girl into his hill, whom
her lover recovers with the greatest difficulty. When he gets her back at last, she lies on her bed for a
year and a day as if dead. At the end of that time he hears voices saying that he may recover her by
unloosing her girdle, burning it, and burying in the earth the enchanted pin that fastened it. This was,
probably, the slumber-pin which we have met so often in the “King of Ireland’s Son.” Nuala, the name
of the fairy queen, was a common female name amongst us until the last hundred years or so. The sister
of the last O’Donnell, for whom Mac an Bhaird wrote his exquisite elegy, so well translated by Mangan

“Oh, woman of the piercing wail,
That mournest o’er yon mound of clay”—

was Nuala. I do not think it is ever used now as a Christian name at all, having shared the unworthy fate
of many beautiful Gaelic names of women common a hundred years ago, such as Meve, Una, Sheelah,
Moreen, etc.

Slieve Belgadaun occurs also in another story which I heard, called the Bird of Enchantment, in
which a fairy desires some one to bring a sword of light “from the King of the Firbolg, at the foot of
Slieve Belgadaun.” Nephin is a high hill near Crossmolina, in North Mayo.

Page 89. Stongirya (stangaire), a word not given in dictionaries, means, I think, “a mean fellow.” The
dove’s hole, near the village of Cong, in the west of the county Mayo, is a deep cavity in the ground,
and when a stone is thrown down into it you hear it rumbling and crashing from side to side of the rocky
wall, as it descends, until the sound becomes too faint to hear. It is the very place to be connected with
the marvellous.

LEEAM O’ROONEY’S BURIAL.



Page 95. Might not Spenser have come across some Irish legend of an imitation man made by
enchantment, which gave him the idea of Archimago’s imitation of Una:

“Who all this time, with charms and hidden artes,
Had made a lady of that other spright,
And framed of liquid ayre her tender partes,
So lively and so like in all men’s sight
That weaker sence it could have ravished quite,” etc.

I never remember meeting this easy deus ex machind for bringing about a complication before.

Page 101. Leeam imprecates “the devil from me,” thus skilfully turning a curse into a blessing, as the
Irish peasantry invariably do, even when in a passion. H’onnam one d’youl—“my soul from the devil”
is an ordinary exclamation expressive of irritation or wonderment.

GGULLEESH.

Page 104. When I first heard this story I thought that the name of the hero was Goillis, the
pronunciation of which in English letters would be Gul-yeesh; but I have since heard the name
pronounced more distinctly, and am sure that it is Giollaois, g’yulleesh, which is a corruption of the
name Giolla-iosa, a not uncommon Christian name amongst the seventeenth century Gaels. I was,
however, almost certain that the man (now dead) from whom I first got this story, pronounced the word
as Gulyeesh, anent which my friend Mr. Thomas Flannery furnished me at the time with the following
interesting note:—Ni cosmuiil gur Giolla-iosa ata ’san ainm Goillis, nir b’ feidir “Giolla-iosa” do dul i

n “Goillis.” Saoilim gur b’ionann Goillis agus Goill-géis no Gaill-géis, agus is ionann “géis” agus

eala Is cuimne liom “Muirgéis” ’sna h- “Annalalaib,” agus is iomda ainm duine tigeas o anmannaib
eun ¢com mait le 6 anmannaib beatac mar ata bran, fiac, lon, loinin, seabac 7c. ’Sé Goﬂhs na g-cor
dub fés. Nac aitne duit gur leas-ainm an eala “cos- -dub” i méran d’aitib i n-Eirinn. T4 neite eile ’san
sceul sin do beir orm a meas gur de na sgeultalb a baineas le h-ealaib no géisib é. Nac aisteac an ni go
dtug bainprionnsa taitneam do buacaill cos-dub cos-salac leisceamuil mar é? Na¢ ait an nid fs nac
dtugtar an leas-ainm dé arfs, tar éis beagdin focal air dtis 6 sin amac go deiread. Dearmadtar an leas-
ainm agus an fat fa bfuair sé é. i.e., “It is not likely that the name Goillis is Giolla-iosa; the one could
not be changed into the other. I think that Goillis is the same as Goill-ghéis, or Gaill-ghéis (i.e., foreign
swan). Géis means swan. I remember a name Muirgheis (sea swan) in the Annals; and there is many a
man’s name that comes from the names of birds as well as from the names of animals, such as Bran
(raven), Fiach (scald crow), Lon and Loinin (blackbird), Seabhac (falcon), etc. Moreover, he is Goillis
of the black feet. Do you not know that the black-foot is a name for the swan in many parts of Ireland.
There are other things in this story which make me believe that it is of those tales which treat of swans
or geéises. Is it not a strange thing that the princess should take a liking to a dirty-footed, black-footed,
lazy boy like him? Is it not curious also that the nickname of black-foot is not given to him, after a few
words at the beginning, from that out to the end? The nickname is forgotten, and the cause for which he
got it.”

This is certainly curious, as Mr. Flannery observes, and is probably due to the story being imperfectly
remembered by the shanachie. In order to motivate the black feet at all, Guleesh should be made to say
that he would never wash his feet till he made a princess fall in love with him, or something of that
nature. This was probably the case originally, but these stories must be all greatly impaired during the
last half century, since people ceased to take an interest in things Irish.



There are two stories in Lady Wilde’s book that somewhat resemble this. “The Midnight Ride,” a
short story of four pages, in which the hero frightens the Pope by pretending to set his palace on fire;
but the story ends thus, as do many of Crofton Croker’s—“And from that hour to this his wife believed
that he dreamt the whole story as he lay under the hayrick on his way home from a carouse with the
boys.” I take this, however, to be the sarcastic nineteenth century touch of an over-refined collector, for
in all my experience I never knew a shanachie attribute the adventures of his hero to a dream. The other
tale is called the “Stolen Bride,” and is a story about the “kern of Querin,” who saves a bride from the
fairies on November Eve, but she will neither speak nor taste food. That day year he hears the fairies
say that the way to cure her is to make her eat food off her father’s table-cloth. She does this, and is
cured. The trick which Gulleesh plays upon the Pope reminds us of the fifteenth century story of Dr.
Faustus and his dealings with his Holiness.

[Cf. also the story of Michael Scott’s journey to Rome, “Waifs and Strays of Celtic Tradition,” Vol. 1.,
p. 46. The disrespectful way in which the Pope is spoken of in these tales does not seem due to
Protestantism, as is the case with the Faustus story, although, as I have pointed out, there are some
curious points of contact between Michael Scott and Faustus. Guleesh seems to be an early Nationalist
who thought more of his village and friend than of the head of his religion.—A.N.]

The description of the wedding is something like that in Crofton Croker’s “Master and Man,” only
the scene in that story is laid at home.

The story of Gulleesh appears to be a very rare one. I have never been able to find a trace of it outside
the locality (near where the counties of Sligo, Mayo, and Roscommon meet) in which I first heard it.

[It thus seems to be a very late working-up of certain old incidents with additions of new and
incongruous ones.—A.N.]

Page 112. “The rose and the lily were fighting together in her face.” This is a very common
expression of the Irish bards. In one of Carolan’s unpublished poems he says of Bridget Cruise, with
whom he was in love in his youth:—“In her countenance there is the lily, the whitest and the brightest—
a combat of the world—madly wrestling with the rose. Behold the conflict of the pair; the goal—the
rose will not lose it of her will; victory—the lily cannot gain it; oh, God! is it not a hard struggle!” etc.

Page 115. “I call and cross (or consecrate) you to myself,” says Gulleesh. This is a phrase in constant
use with Irish speakers, and proceeds from an underlying idea that certain phenomena are caused by
fairy agency. If a child falls, if a cow kicks when being milked, if an animal is restless, I have often
heard a woman cry, goirim a’s castraicim tu, “I call and cross you,” often abbreviated into goirim,
goirim, merely, i.e., “I call, I call.”

THE WELL OF D’ YERREE-IN-DOWAN.

Page 129. There are two other versions of this story, one a rather evaporated one, filtered through
English, told by Kennedy, in which the Dall Glic is a wise old hermit; and another, and much better one,
by Curtin. The Dall Glic, wise blind man, figures in several stories which I have got, as the king’s
counsellor. I do not remember ever meeting him in our literature. Bwee-sownee, the name of the king’s
castle, is, I think, a place in Mayo, and probably would be better written Buide-tamnaig.

Page 131. This beautiful lady in red silk, who thus appears to the prince, and who comes again to him
at the end of the story, is a curious creation of folk fancy. She may personify good fortune. There is
nothing about her in the two parallel stories from Curtin and Kennedy.



Page 133. This “tight-loop” (lib teann) can hardly be a bow, since the ordinary word for that is
bogha; but it may, perhaps, be a name for a cross-bow.

Page 136. The story is thus invested with a moral, for it is the prince’s piety in giving what was asked
of him in the honour of God which enabled the queen to find him out, and eventually marry him.

Page 137. In the story of Cailleac¢ na fiacaile fada, in my Leabhar Sgeuluigheachta, not translated in
this book, an old hag makes a boat out of a thimble, which she throws into the water, as the handsome
lady does here.

Page 141. This incident of the ladder is not in Curtin’s story, which makes the brothers mount the
queen’s horse and get thrown. There is a very curious account of a similar ladder in the story of the
“Slender Grey Kerne,” of which I possess a good MS., made by a northern scribe in 1763. The passage
is of interest, because it represents a trick something almost identical with which I have heard Colonel
Olcott, the celebrated American theosophist lecturer, say he saw Indian jugglers frequently performing.
Colonel Olcott, who came over to examine Irish fairy lore in the light of theosophic science, was of
opinion that these men could bring a person under their power so as to make him imagine that he saw
whatever the juggler wished him to see. He especially mentioned this incident of making people see a
man going up a ladder. The MS., of which I may as well give the original, runs thus:—

Iar sin tug an ceitearnac mala amac 6 na asgoill, agus tug ceirtle Sioda amac as a mala, agus do teilg
suas i bfriting na fiormamuinte i, agas do rinne drémire di, agus tug gearrflad amac aris agus do leig
suas annsa dréimire é. Tug gadar cluais-dearg amac aris agus do leig suas andlalg an gearrflad é. Tug
cu faitea¢ foluaimneac amac agus do leig suas andiaig an gearrflad agus an gadair i, agus a dubairt, is
bao(g)lac liom, air sé, go n-fosfaid an gadar agus an cti an gearrfiad, agus ni mér liom anacal do cur air
an gearrflad Tug ann sin 6ganac deas a n-eidead r6 mait amac as an méla agus do leig suas andiaig an
gearrfiad agus an gadair agus na con €. Tug cailin aluind a n-éidead ré deas amac as an méla agus do
leig suas andiaig an gearrfaid an gadair an 6ganaig agus na con i.

Is dona do éirig dam anois, ar an Ceitearnac 6ir atd an t-6ganac aig dul ag pégad mo mn4 agus an
cl aig creim an gearrfiad. Do tarraing an Ceitearnac¢ an dréimire anuas, agus do fuair an t-6ganac
fairre(?) an mnaoi agus an cu aig creim an gearrfiad amuil a dubairt, i.e., after that the kerne took out a
bag from under his arm-pit and he brought out a ball of silk from the bag, and he threw it up into the
expanse(?) of the firmament, and it became a ladder; and again he took out a hare and let it up the
ladder. Again he took out a red-eared hound and let it up after the hare. Again he took out a timid
frisking dog, and he let her up after the hare and the hound, and said, “I am afraid,” said he, “the hound
and the dog will eat the hare, and I think I ought to send some relief to the hare.” Then he took out of
the bag a handsome youth in excellent apparel, and he let him up after the hare and the hound and the
dog. He took out of the bag a lovely girl in beautiful attire, and he let her up after the hare, the hound,
the youth, and the dog.

“It’s badly it happened to me now,” says the kerne, “for the youth is going kissing my woman, and
the dog gnawing the hare.” The kerne drew down the ladder again and he found the youth “going along
with the woman, and the dog gnawing the hare,” as he said.

The English “Jack and the Beanstalk” is about the best-known ladder story.

Page 141. This story was not invented to explain the existence of the twelve tribes of Galway, as the
absence of any allusion to them in all the parallel versions proves; but the application of it to them is
evidently the brilliant afterthought of some Galwegian shanachie.



THE CoURT OF CRINNAWN.

Page 142. The court of Crinnawn is an old ruin on the river Lung, which divides the counties of
Roscommon and Mayo, about a couple of miles from the town of Ballaghadereen. I believe, despite the
story, that it was built by one of the Dillon family, and not so long ago either. There is an Irish prophecy
extant in these parts about the various great houses in Roscommon. Clonalis, the seat of the O’Connor
Donn—or Don, as they perversely insist on spelling it; Dungar, the seat of the De Freynes; Loughlinn,
of the Dillons, etc.; and amongst other verses, there is one which prophecies that “no roof shall rise on
Crinnawn,” which the people say was fulfilled, the place having never been inhabited or even roofed. In
the face of this, how the story of Crinnawn, son of Belore, sprang into being is to me quite
incomprehensible, and I confess I have been unable to discover any trace of this particular story on the
Roscommon side of the river, nor do I know from what source the shanachie, Mr. Lynch Blake, from
whom I got it, become possessed of it. Balor of the evil eye, who figures in the tale of “The Children of
Tuireann,” was not Irish at all, but a “Fomorian.” The pattern, accompanied with such funest results for
Mary Kerrigan, is a festival held in honour of the patron saint. These patterns were common in many
places half a century ago, and were great scenes of revelry and amusement, and often, too, of hard
fighting. But these have been of late years stamped out, like everything else distinctively Irish and
lively.

[This story is a curious mixture of common peasant belief about haunted raths and houses, with
mythical matter probably derived from books. Balor appears in the well-known tale of MacKineely,
taken down by O’Donovan, in 1855, from Shane O’Dugan of Tory Island (Annals. I. 18, and cf. Rhys,
Hibbert Lect., p. 314), but I doubt whether in either case the appearance of the name testifies to a
genuine folk-belief in this mythological personage, one of the principal representatives of the powers of
darkness in the Irish god-saga.—A.N.]

NEIL O’ CARREE.

Page 148. The abrupt beginning of this story is no less curious than the short, jerky sentences in
which it is continued. Mr. Larminie, who took down this story phonetically, and word for word, from a
native of Glencolumkille, in Donegal, informed me that all the other stories of the same narrator were
characterized by the same extraordinary style. I certainly have met nothing like it among any of my
shanachies. The crumskeen and galskeen which Neil orders the smith to make for him, are instruments
of which I never met or heard mention elsewhere. According to their etymology they appear to mean
“stooping-knife” and “bright-knife,” and were, probably, at one time, well-known names of Irish
surgical instruments, of which no trace exists, unless it be in some of the mouldering and dust-covered
medical MSS. from which Irish practitioners at one time drew their knowledge. The name of the hero, if
written phonetically, would be more like Nee-al O Corrwy than Neil O Carree, but it is always difficult
to convey Gaelic sounds in English letters. When Neil takes up the head out of the skillet (a good old
Shaksperian word, by-the-by, old French, escuellette, in use all over Ireland, and adopted into Gaelic), it
falls in a gliggar or gluggar. This Gaelic word is onomatopeic, and largely in vogue with the English-
speaking population. Anything rattling or gurgling, like water in an india-rubber ball, makes a gligger;
hence, an egg that is no longer fresh is called a glugger, because it makes a noise when shaken. I came
upon this word the other day, raised proudly aloft from its provincial obscurity, in O’Donovan Rossa’s
paper, the United Irishman, every copy of which is headed with this weighty spruch, indicative of his
political faith:

“As soon will a goose sitting upon a glugger hatch goslings, as an Irishman, sitting in an English



Parliament, will hatch an Irish Parliament.”

This story is motivated like “The King of Ireland’s Son.” It is one of the many tales based upon an act
of compassion shown to the dead.

TRUNK-WITHOUT-HEAD.

Page 157. This description of the decapitated ghost sitting astride the beer-barrel, reminds one of
Crofton Croker’s “Clooricaun,” and of the hag’s son in the story of “Paudyeen O’Kelly and the
Weasel.” In Scotch Highland tradition, there is a “trunk-without-head,” who infested a certain ford, and
killed people who attempted to pass that way; he is not the subject, however, of any regular story.

In a variant of this tale the hero’s name is Labhras (Laurence) and the castle where the ghost appeared
is called Baile-an-bhroin (Ballinvrone). It is also mentioned, that when the ghost appeared in court, he
came in streaming with blood, as he was the day he was killed, and that the butler, on seeing him,
fainted.

It is Donal’s courage which saves him from the ghost, just as happens in another story which I got,
and which is a close Gaelic parallel to Grimm’s “Man who went out to learn to shake with fear.” The
ghost whom the hero lays explains that he had been for thirty years waiting to meet some one who
would not be afraid of him. There is an evident moral in this.

THE HAGs oF THE LoNG TEETH.

Page 162. Long teeth are a favourite adjunct to horrible personalities in folk-fancy. There is in my
“Leabhar Sgeuluigheachta,” another story of a hag of the long tooth; and in a story I got in Connacht,
called the “Speckled Bull,” there is a giant whose teeth are long enough to make a walking-staff for
him, and who invites the hero to come to him “until I draw you under my long, cold teeth.”

Loughlinn is a little village a few miles to the north-west of Castlerea, in the county Roscommon, not
far from Mayo; and Drimnagh wood is a thick plantation close by. Ballyglas is the adjoining townland.
There are two of the same name, upper and lower, and I do not know to which the story refers.

[In this very curious tale a family tradition seems to have got mixed up with the common belief about
haunted raths and houses. It is not quite clear why the daughters should be bespelled for their father’s
sin. This conception could not easily be paralleled, I believe, from folk-belief in other parts of Ireland. I
rather take it that in the original form of the story the sisters helped, or, at all events, countenanced their
father, or, perhaps, were punished because they countenanced the brother’s parricide. The discomfiture
of the priest is curious.—A.N.]

WILLIAM OF THE TREE.

Page 168. I have no idea who this Granya-Oi was. Her appearance in this story is very mysterious, for
I have never met any trace of her elsewhere. The name appears to mean Granya the Virgin.

[Our story belongs to the group—the calumniated and exposed daughter or daughter-in-law. But in a
German tale, belonging to the forbidden chamber series (Grimm'’s, No. 3, Marienkind), the Virgin Mary
becomes godmother to a child, whom she takes with her into heaven, forbidding her merely to open one
particular door. The child does this, but denies it thrice. To punish her the Virgin banishes her from
heaven into a thorny wood. Once, as she is sitting, clothed in her long hair solely, a king passes, sees



her, loves and weds her, in spite of her being dumb. When she bears her first child, the Virgin appears,
and promises to give her back her speech if she will confess her fault; she refuses, whereupon the Virgin
carries off the child. This happens thrice, and the queen, accused of devouring her children, is
condemned to be burnt. She repents, the flames are extinguished, and the Virgin appears with the three
children, whom she restores to the mother. Can there have been any similar form of the forbidden
chamber current in Ireland, and can there have been substitution of Grainne, Finn’s wife, for the Virgin
Mary, or, vice versa, can the latter have taken the place of an older heathen goddess?—A.N.]

Page 169. See Campbell’s “Tales of the Western Highlands,” vol. III., page 120, for a fable almost
identical with this of the two crows.




NOTES ON THE IRISH TEXT.

—ptr————

Page 2, line 5, abalta air a deunam = able to do it, a word borrowed from English. There is a great
diversity of words used in the various provinces for “able to,” as abalta air (Mid Connacht); inneamuil
¢um (Waterford); ionann or i ndan, with infinitive (West Galway); ’ninib with infinitive (Donegal).

Page 4, line 18, ni leigeann siad dam = they don’t allow me. Dam is pronounced in Mid Connacht
dumm, but dam-sa is pronounced doo-sa. Dr. Atkinson has clearly shown, in his fine edition of
Keating’s “Three Shafts of Death,” that the “enclitic” form of the present tense, ending in (e)ann, should
only be used in the singular. This was stringently observed a couple of hundred years ago, but now the
rule seems to be no longer in force. One reason why the form of the present tense, which ends in (e)ann,
has been substituted for the old present tense, in other words, why people say buaileann s¢, “he strikes,”
instead of the correct buailid sé, is, I think, though Dr. Atkinson has not mentioned it, obvious to an
Irish speaker. The change probably began at the same time that the f in the future of regular verbs
became quiescent, as it is now, I may say, all over Ireland. Anyone who uses the form buailid sé would
now be understood to say, “he will strike,” not “he strikes,” for buailfid sé, “he will strike,” is now
pronounced, in Connacht, at least, and I think elsewhere, buailid sé. Some plain differentiation between
the forms of the tenses was wanted, and this is probably the reason why the enclitic form in (e)ann has
usurped the place of the old independent present, and is now used as an independent present itself. Line
30, madra or madad alla = a wolf. Cuir foran air = salute him—a word common in Connacht and the
Scotch Highlands, but not understood in the South. Line 34. Beidead sé = he would be, is pronounced
in Connacht as a monosyllable, like beit (veh or vugh).

_ Page 6, line 8, earball, is pronounced rubbal not arball, in Connacht. Ni and nior are both used before
tainig at the present day.

Page 8, line 18. Go marbfad sé = that he would kill; another and commoner form is, go marocad S€,
from marbu1g, the b being quiescent in conversation. Line 31, abruit = broth, pronounced antruit
(anhree), the b having the sound of an h only.

Page 12, line 27. An ¢uma iraibsé is more used, and is better. Sin é an ¢uma a bi sé = “That’s the way
he was.” It will be observed that this a before the past tense of a verb is only, as Dr. Atkinson remarks, a
corruption of do, which is the sign of the past tense. The do is hardly ever used now, except as
contracted into d’ before a vowel, and this is a misfortune, because there is nothing more feeble or more
tending to disintegrate the language than the constant use of this colourless vowel a. In these folk
stories, however, I have kept the language as I found it. This a has already made much havoc in Scotch
Gaelic, inserting itself into places where it means nothing. Thus, they say tha’s again air a sin: Dinner a
b fhearr na sin, etc. Even the preposition de has with some people degenerated into this a, thus ta sé a
dit orm, “I want it,” for de dit.

Page 14, line 9. For air read uirri. Line 12. seilg means hunting, but the reciter said, seilg, sin fiad,
“Shellig, that’s a deer,” and thought that Bran’s back was the same colour as a deer’s. Uaine, which
usually means green, he explained by turning to a mangy-looking cur of a dull nondescript colour, and
saying ta an madad sin uaine.

Page 16, line 30. Bearna and teanga, and some other substantives of the same kind are losing, or have
lost, their inflections throughout Connacht. Line 31. tigeact is used just as frequently and in the same



breath as teact, without any difference of meaning. It is also spelt tuideact, but in Mid-Connacht the t is
slender, that is tigeact has the sound of t’yee-ught, not tee-ught.

Dr. Atkinson has shown that it is incorrect to decline teanga as an -n stem: correct genitive is
teangad. Rearta: see rasta in O’Reilly. Used in Arran thus: Ni’l sé in rasta duit = you cannot venture to.

Page 18, line 15. Gual means a coal; it must be here a corruption of some other word. Muid is
frequently used for sinn, “we,” both in Nom. and Acc. all over Connacht, but especially in the West.

Page 20, line 3. Deimug (d’yemmoo). This word puzzled me for a long time until I met this verse in a
song of Carolan’s

Nior tuill sé diomugad aon duine.

another MS. of which reads diombuaid, i.e., defeat, from di privitive, and buaid “victory.” Deimug or
diomug must be a slightly corrupt pronunciation of diombuaid, and the meaning is, that the king’s son
put himself under a wish that he might suffer defeat during the year, if he ate more than two meals at
one table, etc. Line 15. reasta = a “writ,” a word not in the dictionaries—perhaps, from the English,
“arrest.” Cuig punta. The numerals tri ceitre ctlig and sé seem in Connacht to aspirate as often as not,
and always when the noun which follows them is in the singular, which it very often is. Mr. Charles
Bushe, B.L., tells me he has tested this rule over and over again in West Mayo, and has found it
invariable.

Page 22, line 2. c4 = where, pronounced always cé (kay) in Central Connacht. Line 17. ma bfag’ mé
= If I get. In Mid-Connacht, ma eclipses fag, as ni eclipses fuair.

Page 26, line 18. I dteac an fataig = In the giant’s house. Tig, the proper Dative of teac, is not much
used now. Line 20. cuaille comraic = the pole of battle.

Page 28, line 9. Trian di le Fiannuigeact = one-third of it telling stories about the Fenians. Line 10.
This phrase soirm sdim suain occurs in a poem I heard from a man in the island of Achill—

“’Si is binne meura ag seinm air teudaib,_
Do cuirfead na ceudta *nna g-codlad,
Le soirm saim suain, a’s na¢ mor é an t-éuct,
Gan aon f_ear i n-Eirinn do dul i n-eug
Le grad d’a gruad.”

I have never met this word soirm elsewhere, but it may be another form of soirbe, “gentleness.” Line
18. Colba, a couch, pronounced colua (cullooa): here it means the head of the bed. Air colba means, on
the outside of the bed, when two sleep in it. Leabuid, or leabaid, “a bed,” is uninflected; but leaba, gen.
leaptan, is another common form.

Page 30, line 30. Dabac', “a great vessel or vat;” used also, like soii:eac', for ship. The correct genitive
is daibce, but my reciter seemed not to inflect it at all.

Page 32, line 14. Haig-6ibir—this is only the English word, “Hie-over.” Line 21. Cop6g = a docking,
a kind of a weed.

Page 36, line 2. Cloideam na trf faobar, “the sword of three edges.” In the last century both tri and
the faobar would have been eclipsed. Cf. the song, “Go réid, a bean na dtrf mbo.”

Page 40, line 33. focslainte = balsam. Line 25. Buitse, the English word “witch.” The Scotch Gaels



have also the word bhuitseachas = witchery. Gaelic organs of speech find it hard to pronounce the
English tch, and make two syllables of it—it-sha.

Page 42, line 21. Srannfartaig = snoring.

Page 44, line 3, for srén read Sréin. Line 16. Cruaide = steel, as opposed to iron.
Page 46, line 21. Crap = to put hay together, or gather up crops.

Page 48, line 1. Greim = a stitch, sudden pain.

Page 52, line 15. “Suf!” a common expression of disgust in central Connacht, both in Irish and in
English. Line 18. Uile duine. This word uile is pronounced hulla in central Connacht, and it probably
gets this h sound from the final ¢ of gac¢, which used to be always put before it. Father Eugene
O’Growney tells me that the guttural sound of this ¢ is still heard before uile in the Western islands, and
would prefer to write the word ’¢ uile. When uile follows the noun, as na daoine uile, “all the people,” it
has the sound of ellik or ellig, probably from the original phrase being uile go léir, contracted into uileg,
or even, as in West Galway, into ’lig.

Page 54, line 9. Goile = “appetite,” properly “stomach.” Line 30. An triobl6id = the trouble, but
better written an triobldid, since feminine nouns, whose first letter is d or t, are seldom aspirated after
the article. There is even a tendency to omit the aspiration from adjectives beginning with the letters d
and t. Compare the celebrated song of Bean dub an gleanna, not Bean dub.

Page 56, line 4. Aicid = a disease. Line 24. D’feiceal and d’innseact are usual Connacht infinitives of
feic and innis. Line 21. Caise = a stream. Line 26. Stracailt = dragging along. Line 32. Luibearnac,
often pronounced like leffernugh = weeds.

Page 60, line 8. Ta beiseac or bisea¢ orm = “I am better;” ta sé fagail beisig, more rightly, bisig =
He’s getting better. Line 22. Maisead, pronounced musha, not mosha, as spelt, or often even mush in
Central Connacht. Line 28. Martain, infinitive of mair, to live. Cuiblint = striving, running a race with.

Page 64, line 4. Tig liom = “it comes with me,” “I can.” This is a phrase in constant use in Connacht,
but scarcely even known in parts of Munster. Line 15. Oiread agus toirt uibe = as much as the size of an
egg. Line 23. As an nuad = de novo, over again.

Page 66, line 2. Ag baint leis an uisge = touching the water.

Page 66, line 15. Motuig = “to feel.” It is pronounced in central Connacht like maoitig (mweehee),
and is often used for “to hear;” maoitig mé sin roime seo = I heard that before. Line 20. Sgannruig is
either active or passive; it means colloquially either to frighten or to become frightened.

Page 68, line 12. Fan mar a bfuil tu = wait where you are, fan mar t4 tu = remain as you are. Line 17.
Cor air bit, short for air ¢or air bit, means “at all.” In Munster they say air aon cor.

Page 70, line 3. cad cuige = “why;” this is the usual word in Connacht, often contracted to tuige.
Page 72, line 13. Catair-na-mart = Westport.

Page 74, line 7. Lubarnuig, a word not in the dictionaries; it means, I think, “gambolling.” Line 20.
Ceapad = seize, control. Line 22. Mila¢ = black mud.

Page 76, line 2. Anacain = “damage,” “harm.” There are a great many synonyms for this word still in
use in Connacht, such as damaiste, dolaid, urcéid, docar, etc. Line 16. Bredidte = “destroyed.”

Page 78, line 3. Coir, a crime; is pronounced like quirrh. Laide = a loy, or narrow spade.



Page 80, line 5. Ar b leis an tea¢c mér = “who owned the big house.” A raib an tea¢ mér aige = who
had in his possession the big house. Line 21. Truscan tige = house furniture. Line 26. Nid Dia duit,
short for go mbeannuig Dia duit. Line 27. Go mbud h-éduit = “the same to you,” literally, “that it may
be to you,” the constant response to a salutation in Connacht.

Page 84, line 22. A gan fios di = “without her knowing it,” pronounced like a gunyis dee. I do not see
what the force of this a is, but it is always used, and I have met it in MSS. of some antiquity.

Page 86, line 33. D&’r déug, pronounced dé réug, short for d4 fear déag, “twelve men.” Stangaire = a
mean fellow.

Page 92, line 10. B6tairin cartac = a cart road.
Page 94, line 22. Tair = ta tu, an uncommon form in Connacht now-a-days.
Page 66, line 13. Go dtagaid another and very common form of go dtigid.

Page 98, line 22. Nior fan an sagart act ¢uaid a baile, ie., ¢cuaid sé abaile; the pronoun sé is, as the
reader must have noticed, constantly left out in these stories, where it would be used in colloquial
conversation.

Page 100, line 27. Seilb and seilg; are the ordinary forms of sealb and sealg in Connacht.




FOOTNOTES

[1] Had Lady Wilde known Irish she might have quoted from a popular ballad composed on Patrick
Sarsfield, and not yet forgotten:—

A Padruig Sairséul is duine le Dia thu
’S beannuighthe an talamh ar sitidhail tu riamh air,
Go mbeannuigh an ghealach gheal ’s an ghrian duit,
O thug tu an 14 as laimh Righ’liaim leat.
Och ochon.

—i.e.,

Patrick Sarsfield, a man with God you are,
Blessed the country that you walk upon,
Blessing of sun and shining moon on you,
Since from William you took the day with you.
Och, och hone.

This would have made her point just as well. Unfortunately, Lady Wilde is always equally extraordinary or
unhappy in her informants where Irish is concerned. Thus, she informs us that bo-banna (meant for bo-bainne,
a milch cow) is a “white cow”; that tobar-na-bo (the cow’s well) is “the well of the white cow”; that Banshee
comes from van “the woman”—(bean means “a woman”); that Leith Brogan—i.e., leprechaun—is “the
artificer of the brogue,” while it really means the half or one-shoe, or, according to Stokes, is merely a
corruption of locharpan; that tobar-na-dara (probably the “oak-well”) is the “well of tears,” etc. Unfortunately,
in Ireland it is no disgrace, but really seems rather a recommendation, to be ignorant of Irish, even when
writing on Ireland.

[2] Thus he over and over again speaks of a slumber-pin as bar an suan, evidently mistaking the an of
bioran, “a pin,” for an the definite article. So he has slat an draoiachta for slaitin, or statdn draoigheachta. He
says innis caol (narrow island) means “light island,” and that gil an og means “water of youth!” &c.; but,
strangest of all, he talks in one of his stories of killing and boiling a stork, though his social researches on Irish
soil might have taught him that that bird was not a Hibernian fowl. He evidently mistakes the very common
word sturc, a bullock, or large animal, or, possibly, torc, “a wild boar,” for the bird stork. His interpreter
probably led him astray in the best good faith, for sturck is just as common a word with English-speaking
people as with Gaelic speakers, though it is not to be found in our wretched dictionaries.

[3] Thus: “Kill Arthur went and killed Ri Fohin and all his people and beasts—didn’t leave one alive;” or,
“But that instant it disappeared—went away of itself;” or, “It won all the time—wasn’t playing fair,” etc., etc.

[4] Campbell’s “Popular Tales of the West Highlands.” Vol. iv. p. 327.

[5] Father O’Growney has suggested to me that this may be a diminutive of the Irish word fathach, “a
giant.” In Scotch Gaelic a giant is always called “famhair,” which must be the same word as the fomhor or sea-
pirate of mythical Irish history.

[6] The manuscript in which I first read this story is a typical one of a class very numerous all over the
country, until O’Connell and the Parliamentarians, with the aid of the Catholic prelates, gained the ear and the
leadership of the nation, and by their more than indifference to things Gaelic put an end to all that was really
Irish, and taught the people to speak English, to look to London, and to read newspapers. This particular MS.
was written by one Seorsa MacEineircineadh, whoever he was, and it is black with dirt, reeking with turf
smoke, and worn away at the corners by repeated reading. Besides this story it contains a number of others,
such as “The Rearing of Cuchulain,” “The Death of Conlaoch,” “The King of Spain’s Son,” etc., with many
Ossianic and elegiac poems. The people used to gather in at night to hear these read, and, I am sure, nobody
who understands the contents of these MSS., and the beautiful alliterative language of the poems, will be likely
to agree with the opinion freely expressed by most of our representative men, that it is better for the people to
read newspapers than study anything so useless.

[7] Campbell has mistranslated this. I think it means “from the bottom of the well of the deluge.”
[8] Campbell misunderstood this also, as he sometimes does when the word is Irish. Siogiadh means “fairy.”

[9] In a third MS., however, which I have, made by a modern Clare scribe, Domhnall Mac Consaidin, I find
“the Emperor Constantine,” not the “Emperor of Constantinople,” written. O’Curry in his “Manuscript



Materials,” p. 319, ascribes “Conall Gulban,” with some other stories, to a date prior to the year 1000; but the
fighting with the Turks (which motivates the whole story, and which cannot be the addition of an ignorant Irish
scribe, since it is also found in the Highland traditional version), shows that its date, in its present form, at
least, is much later. There is no mention of Constantinople in the Scotch Gaelic version, and hence it is
possible—though, I think, hardly probable—that the story had its origin in the Crusades.

[10] I find the date, 1749, attributed to it in a voluminous MS. of some 600 closely written pages, bound in
sheepskin, made by Laurence Foran of Waterford, in 1812, given me by Mr. W. Doherty, C.E.

[11] An buacaill do bi a bfad air a matair.

[12] Prof. Rhys identifies Cuchulain with Hercules; and makes them both sun-gods. There is nothing in our
story however, which points to Cuchulain, and still less to the Celtic Hercules described by Lucian.

[13] An t-éun ceol-binn.
[14] Wratislaw’s Folk-Tales from Slavonic Sources.

[15] It appears, unfortunately, that all classes of our Irish politicians alike agree in their treatment of the
language in which all the past of their race—until a hundred years ago—is enshrined. The inaction of the
Parliamentarians, though perhaps dimly intelligible, appears, to me at least, both short-sighted and
contradictory, for they are attempting to create a nationality with one hand and with the other destroying, or
allowing to be destroyed, the very thing that would best differentiate and define that nationality. It is a making
of bricks without straw. But the non-Parliamentarian Nationalists, in Ireland at least, appear to be thoroughly in
harmony with them on this point. It is strange to find the man who most commands the respect and admiration
of that party advising the young men of Gaelic Cork, in a printed and widely-circulated lecture entitled: “What
Irishmen should know,” to this effect:—“I begin by a sort of negative advice. You all know that much has been
written in the Irish language. This is of great importance, especially in connection with our early history, hence
must ever form an important study for scholars. But you are, most of you, not destined to be scholars, and so I
should simply advise you—especially such of you as do not already know Irish—to leave all this alone, or
rather to be content with what you can easily find in a translated shape in the columns of Hardiman, Miss
Brooke, Mangan, and Sigerson.” So that the man whose most earnest aspiration in life is Ireland a nation,
begins by advising the youth of Ireland not to study the language of their fathers, and to read the gorgeous
Gaelic poetry in such pitiful translations as Hardiman and Miss Brooke have given of a few pieces. The result
of this teaching is as might be expected. A well-known second-hand book-seller in Dublin assured me recently
that as many as 200 Irish MSS. had passed through his hand within the last few years. Dealers had purchased
them throughout the country in Cavan, Monaghan, and many other counties for a few pence, and sold them to
him, and he had dispersed them again to the four winds of heaven, especially to America, Australia, and New
Zealand. Many of these must have contained matter not to be found elsewhere. All are now practically lost,
and nobody in Ireland either knows or cares. In America, however, of all countries in the world, they
appreciate the situation better, and the fifth resolution passed at the last great Chicago Congress was one about
the Irish language.

[16] Flash, in Irish, lochdn, i.e., little lake, or pool of water. Most story-tellers say, not, “I got the lochdn,”
but the “clochdn,” or stepping-stones.

[17] Tint, means a drop, or small portion of liquid, amongst English speaking persons in Connacht and most
other parts of Ireland.

[18] Gual.

[19] This is an idiom in constant use in Gaelic and Irish; but to translate it every time it occurs would be
tedious. In Gaelic we say, my share of money, land, etc., for my money, my land.

[20] In Irish, geasa—mystic obligations.

[21] Geasa, pronounced gassa, means “enchantment” in this place.
[22] Or “the King of N’yiv.”

[23] An ordinary Connacht expression, like the Scotch “the noo.”

[24] “Oh, Mary,” or “by Mary,” an expression like the French “dame!”

[25] To “let on” is universally used in Connacht, and most parts of Ireland for to “pretend.” It is a translation
of the Irish idiom.

[26] i.e., this quarter of a year.
[27] forenent, or forenenst = over against.
[28] Narrow spade used all over Connacht.

[29] Untranslatable onomatopaic words expressive of noises.



[30] These names are not exactly pronounced as written. To pronounce them properly say yart first, and then
yart with an n and a c before it, n’yart and c’yart.

[31] That means “It was well for yourself it was so.” This old Elizabethan idiom is of frequent occurrence in
Connacht English, having with many other Elizabethanisms, either filtered its way across the island from the

Pale, or else been picked up by the people from the English peasantry with whom they have to associate when
they go over to England to reap the harvest.

[32] Rath or fort or circular moat.




INDEX OF INCIDENTS.

—ptr————

[I use the word “incident” as equivalent to the German sagzug, i.e., as connoting not only the separate
parts of an action, but also its pictorial features.—A.N.]

Ball, guiding, of silver, 132.

Belore of the Evil Eye, 144.

Besom riding, 85.

Blast of wind from giant’s nostrils, 146.
Blind wise man, 129.

Blood drops incident, 19.

Boat out of thimble, 137.

Bones gathered up and revivified, 152.

Bran, colour and swiftness of, 15.
death of, 17.

Bran’s daughter, 17;
catches wild geese, 17-19;
killed, 19.

Broth-swallowing match, 11.

Brother, of welcoming hags, 132.
helps hero across stream, 133;
restored to youth by hero, 135.

Cap of darkness, 29.

Cat, white, 130. (= old hag?)

Coach, enchanted, with two fawns, 139.
Cross-roads, separation at, 129.

Curse of the 24 men, 154.

Damsel, encouraging, in red silk, 131.
gives hero thimble as boat, 137.

Daughter prevents father re-marrying after first wife’s death, by cutting grass on mother’s grave,
167.

Dead man haunting house, 158.



Destruction of king’s court by night, 3.
Doctoring instrument, 148.

Dog, black, catches bullets in mouth, 162;
strikes exorcising priest dumb, 163;
father of hags, 163.

Dog, big black, son of weasel hag, 79.
Dumbness caused by fairy blow, 116.

Eagle guarding stream, 133.
slain by hero, 134.

Elder brothers fail, 140.

Enchanter helps mortal, 93.
passes him off as dead, 95.

Fairest maid, description of, 112.
Fairies baffled by cross, 115.

Fairies carry off princess, 107, et seq.
require a mortal’s help, 89, 107.
meet annually on November night, 122.

Fairies turn into flying beetles, 89.
Fairy help to mortal withdrawn, 142.

Fairy dwelling filled with smoke and lightning, 143;
hill opens, 87.

Fairy horses unspelled, 115.
host, noise of, 105;
takes horse, 106.
king and queen, 87.
hurling match, 87.

Fairy spits fire, and frightens Pope, 110.

Father, cruel, cuts hands and feet off daughter, 168.
punished, and healed by daughter, 169.

Fearless hero, 156, et seq.,
sleeps with corpse, 158.

Feather supporting house, 131.

Finn’s mother a fawn, 17.

Flea killed by valiant tailor, 2.

Football players in haunted house, 158.



Fox, hiding-place for, 5.

Geasa run, 21.

Ghost denouncing murderer, 159.

Ghost laying by fortune distributing, 159.
Giants, two, crushed by stone, 9, et seq.
Giant outwitted by lying reports, 29.
Giant slits himself up, 11.

Goblin, headless, in cellar, 81, 157.
drinks and plays music with hero, 83;
bagpipes for fairies, 85.

Grateful dead, 21, 23, 153.
beggar, 156;
robin, 165.

Guarding monsters, 134.

Hags, enchanted, turn vultures, 163.
condemned for father’s crime, 164.
turned into swans at end of enchantment period, 166.

Hag turned into weasel, 79.
welcoming, sister to hero’s nurse, 131.

Hair turns into ladder, 140.
Hare magic, 162.

Haunted house, 81.
Healing well, 129.

Helping servant, 148.
saves ungrateful master, 157.

Herb for blood-stopping, 149.
Herb of healing, 165.

Hero, grown rich, visits home, 161.
joins fairy host, 106.

Heroine and attendant maidens made pregnant in their sleep, 135.
seeks father of children, 139.
recovers magic gifts abandoned by hero, 139, et seq.
tests false claimants, 140.
full up of serpents banished by first embraces, 45.
under spells, 37.



Horse, swift as lightning, 132.
talking, 2.
hiding-place for, 3.

Husband, not to re-marry till grass be foot high on dead wife’s grave, 167.

Incurable sore foot, 129.

Inexhaustible milk-can (fairy gift), 142.
water and bread, 134.
purse, 91.

Kiss, first, from heroine, claimed by helping servant, 45.

Lion, ploughing, 7;
guarding, 134.

Magic gifts abandoned by hero, 139.
Mary’s shamrock (? four-leaved), 142.
Murderer revealed by ghost, 160.

Mutilated (hands and feet) heroine married, 168;
restored after birth of triplets, 168.

Night entertainment run, 29.
Nonsense ending, 15, 128.
November night for fairy gatherings, 122.

One-eyed supernatural being, 144.

Pin of slumber, 39, 43.
Piper in haunted house, 158.
Poison, King of, 39.

Pole of combat, 27, et seq.
of combat run, 27.

Pope compelled to reinstate priest, 110.

Priest refuses to exorcise, 143;
exorcises bewitched hags, 163.

Princess, ill to death, cured by taking head off her, 149.



promised to task performer, 2.
released from fairies, 115.

Purse that empties not, 91.

Purses bestowed by supernatural being, 91, 144.

Quest for healing water, 129.

Recognition of hero by heroine, 141.

Robin grateful, brings herb of healing, 165.

Safety token (stone), 129.

Servant’s wage, 23.

Silence bespelling removed, 168.

Skilful companions, gunner, listener, runner, blower, stone-breaker, 23-27.

Sleep, magic, 147;
of enchanted queen over in seven years, 134.

Slumber pin in horse’s head, 43.

Smelling giant, 27.

Speech restored by herb, 125.

Spikes crowned with skulls, 39.

Step-mother (hag) accuses step-daughter, 168.
Stone-breaker crushes sharp stones, 45.

Swift runner and hag race, 43.

Swiftness, slippers, 33.

Sword that leaves leavings of no blow behind it, 37.
Sword of light, 135.

Tailor, valiant, 2.

Taboo on telling about fairy gifts, 142.
broken and punished by loss, 143.

Threefold entertaining by hags, 130.
Three sons start for healing water, 129.

Travellers’ seat in wood, 131.



Unwashed feet of hero, 104.

Wages, half of what is earned, 148.
Wages of help servant refused, 150.

Weasel brings money, 73;
attacks despoiler, 75;
kills cow, 77;
turns into hag, 77.

Well of healing balm, 41.
of healing water, 129.

Workmen’s wages, 7.
Witch released by Masses, 79.
Witch’s hut to be burnt after death, 79.

Youngest son succeeds, 138;
envied by elder brothers, 138, et seq.;
made a scullion, 139.

Youth, restoration to, 135.
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