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Foreword

No nation of the world has gathered in its folktales with the
fullness, the loving care, and the dazzling rewards manifest in
Ireland. In the archives of the Irish Folklore Commission in
Dublin rest a million and a half manuscript pages of tradi-
tions taken directly from the lips of their tellers. An interna-
tional tale often has several hundred representatives in the great
Irish storehouse, against a score in continental countries. Spacious
stories of consummate artistry are safe in notebooks and on tape
and disc recordings.

The work of the Commission only began in 1935, but it built
upon a century of interest in Irish country tales. In the 1820’,
'30%, and ’40’s, popular writers turned to peasant storytellers
for characters and plots, using the conventions of the stage Irish-
man, until the Great Hunger turned rural comedy into pathos.
At the turn of the century came the movement for a national
literature, when Yeats, Synge, Lady Gregory, and Douglas Hyde
uncorked the native folklore bottled in the Irish tongue. Soon
Celtic scholars were finding in the humble oral traditions of the
present clues to the great mythological and heroic cycles of the
past. Who would know the national culture of modern Ireland
must be aware of her folklore and folklorists.

In 1825 London booksellers offered for sale a slim, anonymous
volume titled Fairy Legends and Traditions of the South of Ire-
land, the first collection of oral tales assembled in the British
Isles. Its compiler was an admiralty clerk named Thomas Crofton
Croker, born in Cork in 1798, the son of an army major. He had
moved to London in his early twenties but frequently returned
to the counties of Cork, Waterford, and Limerick to continue
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the walking trips on which he gleaned peasant songs and tales.
The year before his Fairy Legends was published, he had brought
out a handsome quarto volume, Researches in the South of Ire-
land, illustrative of the Scenery, Architectural Remains, and the
Manners and Superstitions of the Peasantry, a sketchbook com-
bining the interests of topographer, antiquary, and local collector
in the synthesis that produced the Victorian folklorists. Croker
thus fitted into an intellectual movement already visible. Sir
Walter Scott and the brothers Grimm responded enthusiastically
to the Fairy Legends; the Grimms translated it within a year
into German, as Irische Elfenmérchen. Croker dedicated a
second volume to Scott and a third to the Grimms, both appear-
ing under his name in 1828. (Scott called him “little as a dwarf,
keen-eyed as a hawk, and of easy prepossessing manners.”) For
volume three he in turn translated the lengthy essay on Irish and
Scotch fairy mythology the Grimms had written for the German
edition—truly a courteous exchange. Also he enriched his notes
with their suggestions. In his “Dedicatory Letter to Dr. Wilhelm
Grimm,” Croker printed a long document sent him by Scott,
which recounted the trial of an old woman in Scotland who was
burned alive “for holding too close a connexion with Elf-land.”

So the Fairy Legends opened up vistas beyond Ireland. After
the long discussion of “The Elves in Scotland” by the Grimms,
volume three moved to Welsh fairy legends, furnished to Croker
by correspondents, while in his introduction he foraged through
England for fairy beliefs. This extension of the inquiry from
Irish to Celtic, English, and continental fairy traditions clearly
reflects the outlook of Croker’s collaborator and fellow Anglo-
Irishman, Thomas Keightley, who completed The Fairy Mytho-
logy in 1828. Keightley claimed that he had supplied Croker with
a number of the tales and most of the comparative notes. Other
contributors also protested, and in later editions Croker limited
his contents to legends he had personally obtained.! The Grimms
recognized these legends as counterparts, not to their Mdrchen,
or fictional tales, but to their Sagen, which included peasant
reports of spirit beihgs presumably descended from the gods of

1Séamus O Casaide, “Crofton Croker’s Irish Fairy Legends,” Béaloideas,
X (1940), 289-91.
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an ancient mythology. Croker himself collected no Mdarchen, or
any heroic tales.

At that early date Croker did not, as his accusers made plain,
observe the precise methods of the'modern folklorist. He inflates
a kernel of spoken legend into a full story. Hence the sighting
of a merrow (mermaid) by a country fellow, which could be
related in a few sentences, becomes a sketch of the stage Irishman
sportively conversing with the sea beauty and plighting his troth
before a perplexed priest. Yet the belief in the merrow was tradi-
tional, as Croker’s note testified. A whole gallery of phantasmic
figures—the wailing banshee, the leprechaun (cluricaune) with
his treasure secrets, the phooka or spirit-horse, the dullahan who
carried his head under his arm—leaped from his pages to face a
chuckling world.

After the Fairy Legends, various writers on Irish country
scenes and characters dipped into the flowing wells of storylore.
Samuel Lover in two series of Legends and Stories of Ireland
(1831, 1834), William Carleton in two series of Traits and Stories
of the Irish Peasantry (1830, 1833), and Gerald Grifhn in Tales
of the Munster Festivals (1827) and Tales of the Jury Room (1834)
coquetted with Paddy, the lovable Irish scalawag who talked in a
rich and circumlocutious brogue, relished his pipe and poteen,
and engaged in amusing lower-class capers. Once in a while a
folktale creeps into their scripts, supplying the skeleton for a
droll sketch. Yeats, who would levy upon these authors in com-
piling selections of Irish folktales, recognized a prototype of the
stage Irishman in a garrulous coachman, fisherman, or servant,
who was overdrawn but existed. Closer to folk tradition was the
Legends, Tales, and Stories of Ireland (1837), whose unnamed
author, Philip Dixon Hardy, edited the Dublin Penny Journal.
Among the usual arch scenes, such as “Paddy Doyle’s First
Trip to Cork,” appeared chapters on “The Pooka,” “The
Leprawhaun,” and ‘“The Banshee,” with actual descriptions of
these creatures preceding imaginary episodes. One story, “Hie
Over to England, or Shaun Long and the Fairies,” is an early
variant of a well-known folk legend in which the fairies transport
a mortal to a far-off place. In this case Shaun follows the fairies
to England, finds himself in a Lancashire wine cellar, is arrested
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and sentenced for breaking and entering, and on the scaffold
whisks himself back home by donning a magic red cap.

The transitional figure in Irish folktale reporting is Patrick
Kennedy, a Dublin bookseller who lived his first twenty years in
county Wexford and wrote about them ever after. Those years
(1801-1820) were a period of language transition in Wexford,
and tales once told in the native Irish were now, for the first
generation at any rate, crossing over into English. After the
Great Famine of the mid-century had swept away traditional
customs, Kennedy’s romances, although cast in a literary frame,
possessed an added historical interest.

Influences both within and outside Ireland shaped Kennedy’s
writings. He had read Croker, Griffin, and Carleton and fol-
lowed their lead in his first work, Legends of Mount Leinster
(1855), and such later ones as The Banks of the Boro (1867) and
Evenings in the Duffrey (1869), which set forth Wexford country
ways and tale-tellings in an envelope of fiction and with a touch
of whimsy; unlike them, he preferred the longer romance to the
short sketch. But he was also familiar with the Grimms’ famous
collection, with the Norwegian wonder tales of Asbjérnsen and
Moe, translated by Sir George Webbe Dasent in 1859, and with
the trove of Scottish Gaelic tales collected and rendered into
English in 1860 by John Francis Campbell of Islay. These classics
undoubtedly turned his mind to preparing a similar collection
of the Irish tales he had been seeking at least since August 6,
1851, when he wrote the editor of the Wexford Independent:
“Do not you and I and others still retain many of the traditions
and legends of our native place? In the present transition state
of our country they are likely to be lost, and will it not be doing
some service to preserve them, however imperfectly?”” And he
requested readers of “our County paper” to send him such items,
which he would print in his column.? In time Kennedy brought
out three books of traditional tales, Legendary Fictions of the

?Quoted in James Delaney, “Patrick Kennedy,” The Past, No. 7 (1964),
p. 58. In his chap. XI, “Some Sources of Kennedy’s Material,” Delaney
identifies Kennedy’s miin storytellers as his grandmother, who in turn

obtained them from a wandering peddler, and the hereditary faggot
cutter of the district.
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Irish Celts (1866), The Fireside Stories of Ireland (1870), and The
Bardic Stories of Ireland (1871).

The Legendary Fictions is a seminal work, parts of which the
other two expand. Where Croker had noticed one segment of
Irish tale-telling, Kennedy now illuminated the spectrum of oral
prose traditions in Ireland. His five sections covered substantial
and distinct veins of folk narrative. Part I, “Household Stories,”
a genre which would fill The Fireside Stories of Ireland, pre-
sented the international tales of magic and marvel common to
all the Aryan peoples and first made known by the Grimms.
Part II, “Legends of the ‘Good People,”” widened the pocket
opened up by Croker. Part III, “Witchcraft, Sorcery, Ghosts, and
Fetches,” explored the extensive lore of the supernatural apart
from the fairy faith. Part IV, “Ossianic and Other Early
Legends,” turned to the native heroic and mythological cycles,
now seen to exist in spoken as well as in manuscript form. Here
was a glorious prize, a tale-tradition exclusively Gaelic, extend-
ing back over a thousand years. Part V, “Legends of Celtic
Saints,” considered the folk reports of miracle and wonder
attached to Catholic saints that had once been fastened onto gods.
Douglas Hyde would assemble a whole book of such relations.

Few forms of folk narrative escaped Kennedy. One was the
humorous anecdote; he did actually compile for his final work a
Book of Modern Irish Anecdotes (1872), but it was drawn from
printed sources. Another strand he missed was folk history, still
largely a folklore orphan.

Kennedy’s manner was to interlard running comments be-
tween the tales rather than placing one text immediately after
another. In these sandwiched paragraphs he often gives precise
details about his human sources. “The narrator, Jemmy Reddy,
was a young lad whose father’s garden was on the line between
the rented land of Ballygibbon and the Common of the White
Mountain (the boundary between Wexford and Carlow counties),
consequently on the very verge of civilization. He was a gar-
dener, ploughman, and horseboy, to the Rev. Mr. M. of Cool-
bawn, at the time of the learning of this tale.”® This kind of
information has a professional ring. Kennedy also points out

 Legendary Fictions of the Irish Celts (London, 1866), pp.22-23.
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general features linking his Wexford tales with others in the
collections of the Grimms, Dasent, and Campbell, and he sub-
scribes to the view that all emanated from a common “ancestral
household in Central Asia.”

Still purer streams of story lay west of Wexford, as Kennedy
well knew, and he declared gallantly that none would rejoice
more than he when these tales were captured in their proper
Gaelic dress. Some future collector would accomplish effectually
what he had been laboring to do in the “‘comparatively barren
field of a semi-English country.”

Various competitors for this honor could be cited. There was
the Rev. Canon John O’Hanlon, a prodigious writer of history,
poetry, and biography as well as author of Lives of the Irish
Saints in nine volumes and of The Irish Emigrants’ Guide to the
United States, once a vade mecum for departing Irishmen. Born
in Stradbelly in 1821, he emigrated with his family to America
at the age of twenty-one and was ordained five years later in
St. Louis. But O’Hanlon was one emigrant who came back, and
until his death in Dublin in 1905 he plunged into literary labors
on varied aspects of the Irish heritage, including folklore. Under
his pen name of “Lageniensis,” he wrote, in 1870, Irish Folk
Lore: Traditions and Superstitions of the Country; with Humor-
ous Tales. Chapters dealt with “Fairy Mythology of the Irish,”
“Apparitions and Fetches,” “Changelings, Fairy-Men, and
Fairy-Women,” “Buried Treasures,” and “The Merrow-Maiden
and Merrow-Men” (headed by a verse from Crofton Croker). But
these promising themes dissolved into prolix fancies. The same
year “Lageniensis” brought out Legend Lays of Ireland, show-
ing his basic attitude toward folk materials, which he turned into
rhyming verse. The historical preface relates the literary use of
Irish legends in Dublin journals and magazines as well as in
books. In 1896 he returned to the subject with Irish Local
Legends, setting down thirty narrations he had heard from
peasant guides in different parts of Ireland, but he spun them out
according to his whim and facile pen. Had O’Hanlon’s taste
and point of view prevailed—and it has enjoyed many supporters
in every country—folklore studies in Ireland would have ended
in a limbo, neither science nor literature.
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Paradoxically, an American now entered the scene to establish
irrefutably the worth of Gaelic oral traditions. Jeremiah Curtin,
Wisconsin-reared and Harvard-educated, first visited Ireland, the
land of his parents, in 1871 and returned four times during a
twenty-year period. Curtin was a phenomenal learner of lan-
guages. He began by talking with the Scandinavian, German,
and Slav immigrants around Milwaukee and eventually mastered
some seventy tongues. As a folklorist he collected Russian,
American Indian, and Irish tales, while on the side he translated
Polish novels, among them Quo Vadis. He acquired some know-
ledge of Gaelic and, from reading Irish tales in print and
quizzing Irish emigrants in America, came to believe he could
uncover myth tales from Gaelic speakers. In 1887 he set out on
his historic quest. First he stopped at the Dublin libraries to see
their two thousand volumes of Gaelic manuscripts, the richest
myth treasure in all Europe. Then he was off to Kerry, Galway,
and Donegal, calling on Irish speakers and writing down their
long tales inside miserable huts choked by a peat fire and roost-
ing hens. His hunch paid off, and by asking for those who knew
Gaelic, he found the myth tellers. In 1889 the fruits appeared in
Myths and Folk-Lore of Ireland, a bag of twenty specimens run-
ning to four and five thousand words of poetic adventure about
kings and giants, Fin mac Cumbhail and the Fenians, and even
one chronicle of Cichulainn.

Curtin had advanced over Kennedy in two ways: he had col-
lected not recollected and in Gaelic not English. Although de-
pending on an interpreter, he could follow the speaker’s thread.
The laxity of his day softened Curtin’s standards; he did not
provide literal texts nor name his informants. In an extended
introduction he speculates on questions of mythology, following
the myth theories then in vogue of Max Miiller and Herbert
Spencer who saw, by different routes, myth tales as products of
early man’s confused ideas. Curtin was delighted to snare these
well-preserved Celtic myths with their precision of reference and
detail that denoted a clear descent from Aryan antiquity. In most
European tongues the myth remnants were blurred. Among his
trophies he gathered the Polyphemus episode attached to Fin
mac Cumbhail and related with glorious fancy.
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The minute the giant closed the one eye in his head, he
began to snore. Every time he drew breath into his body, he
dragged Fin, the spit, the salmon, Bran, and all the goats
to his mouth; and every time he drove a breath out of him-
self, he threw them back to the places they were in before.
Fin was drawn time after time to the mouth of the giant
with such force, that he was in dread of going down his
throat.

When partly cooked, a blister rose on the salmon. Fin
pressed the place with his thumb, to know could he break
the blister, and hide from the giant the harm that was done.
But he burned his thumb, and, to ease the pain, put it be-
tween his teeth, and gnawed the skin to the flesh, the flesh
to the bone, the bone to the marrow; and when he had tasted
the marrow, he received the knowledge of all things. Next
moment, he was drawn by the breath of the giant right up
to his face, and, knowing from his thumb what to do, he
plunged the hot spit into the sleeping eye of the giant and
destroyed it.*

Two more trips in 1891 and 1892-1893 brought Curtin further
dividends, and he published these tales in the Sunday supple-
ments of the New York Sun, whose sympathetic editor, Charles
H. Dana, gave him as it were a newspaper fellowship. Hero-
Tales of Ireland (1893) contained narratives similar to his first
batch, but now he named his informants and discussed compar-
able tales, chiefly from the American Indians, whose animistic
stories seemed to emanate from a more primitive stage of cul-
ture. In a third collection, Tales of the Fairies and of the Ghost
World Collected from Oral Tradition in South-West Munster
(1895), he turned from wonder tales and heroic legends to super-
natural anecdotes. While staying in a farmhouse in the Dingle
Peninsula, Curtin, having, so he thought, exhausted the Fenian
tales, asked his host and some neighbors—an ex-quarry worker
blinded by Italians in America, a cartman, a mason, a tinker—
to tell of true experiences reflecting their ancient beliefs in the
spirit world. The storytelling scene and the delineation of the
group gave an immediacy and conviction to this sheaf of spectral

‘Jeremiah Curtin, Myths and Folk-Lore of Ireland (Londom, 1890),
pp. 210-11.
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encounters lacking in Croker’s and Kennedy’s lighthearted
treatment.

Recognizing Curtin’s labors as part of their own legacy, The
Folklore of Ireland Society reprinted sixteen of his Sun narra-
tions as Irish Folk-Tales in 1944 in a valuable edition prepared by
Séamus O Duilearga (James H. Delargy). Delargy described
Curtin’s field experiences and informants, some of whom he
himself met a quarter of a century later. Still fuller details were
supplied by An Seabhac in an appendix, “Notes on Some of
Jeremiah Curtin’s Storytellers,” a mark of the modern interest in
the narrator.

In the closing decades of the nineteenth century, various gifted
persons, stirred by the English threat to Irish culture, developed
a concern for Irish folklore. The celebrated eye surgeon, Sir
William Wilde, and his equally celebrated wife “Speranza,”
Lady Jane Francesca Wilde, poetess, essayist, salon hostess, pro-
duced between them three books on the subject—although their
even more celebrated son, Oscar, failed to inherit their common
taste. The Wildes created nearly as much folklore as they re-
corded, Sir William with his notorious amours, one of which
scandalized Dublin for months when it reached the courts, Lady
Wilde with her dim-lit, intense literary teas at Number One
Merrion Square. Stories gathered about them. Sir William was
said to have removed the eyes of some country patients, intend-
ing to reset them promptly, but the cat ate them first. Speranza
is supposed to have chided a servant by saying, “Why do you
put the plates on the coal scuttle? What are the chairs meant
for?”® As early as 1853 Wilde produced a short volume on Irish
Popular Superstitions in which he deplored the decay of the Irish
language and of the legends and notions it preserved. He gave
an anecdote, later used with telling effect by Hyde, of the farmer
who notched a stick hung around the neck of his eight-year-old
son every time the boy spoke Irish; for those notches the school-
master would beat him in the morning. The doctor paid his

T. G. Wilson, Victorian Doctor (New York, 1946), p. 307. This is a
biography of Sir William Wilde. Horace Wyndham has written Speranza:
A Biography of Lady Wilde (London and New York, 1951), and Patrick
Byrne The Wildes of Merrion Square (London and New York, 1953).
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respects to Carleton, Lover, Griffin, and above all to Croker for
his vignettes of the fairy tribe in Munster, but he recognized that
“a new set of elves, spirits, and goblin influences, with somewhat
different ideas attached to each, pervade the west, particularly
the counties of Mayo and Galway, and the isles which speckle
the wild Atlantic along their shores. ...”® Actually Wilde’s little
book never justified its title, for he rambled off on the ravages of
the Great Famine and the rise of fierce gangs who struck at the
English occupiers. Yet his opening set of “Queries,” presumably
a finding list for items of lore he sought, covered rhymes, pro-
verbs, charms, cures, curses, seasonal rites, corpse ceremonials,
legends of forts and raths, and opinions on fetches and spirits.
Apparently he did gather copious information on these matters
which Speranza used in Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and
Superstitions of Ireland (two volumes, 1887) and Ancient Cures,
Charms, and Usages of Ireland (1890), in effect a sequel. Lady
Wilde claimed that the contents came chiefly from oral com-
munications of the peasantry in Irish or Irish-English, taken
down by “‘competent persons skilled in both languages, and as
far as possible in the very words of the narrator. . ..” Neverthe-
less she wrote up the entries with her own touch, paraphrasing,
commenting, moralizing. She was moved by a tradition of a
cynical priest who suffered twenty-four hours of knife thrusts
from a child to regain his soul, which left his corpse as a butterfly.

The idea that underlies the story is very subtle and tragic;
Calderon or Goethe might have founded a drama on it;
and Browning’s genius would find a fitting subject in this
contrast between the pride of the audacious, self-reliant
sceptic in the hour of his triumph and the moral agony that
precedes his punishment and death.’

And she saw in the Irish taste for superstitition an instinctive
dislike for the narrow limits of common sense coupled with a
passionate yearning for the vague, the mystic, the invisible. Like
the dwellers in the fairy mansions, the “Irish love youth, beauty,
splendour, lavish geperosity, music and song, the feast and the

¢ W. R. Wilde, Irish Popular Superstitions (Dublin, n. d.), p. 28.
7Lady Wilde, Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and Superstitions of
Ireland (London, 1887), I, 6o.
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dance.”® Apart from these occasional flights, Speranza sct down
the folk memories in scrapbook fashion. Fairy appearances, visits
of the dead, and miracles of saints abounded, but she displayed a
new empbhasis, clearly the result of Sir William’s interests, in folk
remedies, spells, maledictions, magical prescriptions, herbal
recipes, and odd beliefs about animals.

A long essay on ‘“The American Irish,” suddenly inserted to-
ward the end of the Ancient Cures, shows that Speranza too
linked Irish folklore with Irish nationalism. She recites the
wrongs inflicted on Ireland by Elizabeth, Cromwell, and King
William that finally provoked the bitter uprising of 1798, and
deplores the Irish people’s ignorance of their own history and
traditions caused by England’s educational policy.

In the wake of the Wildes came a still more illustrious couple
whose joint effort in folklore, literature, theater, and the renais-
sance of national culture makes in itself a matchless tale. Lady
Isabella Augusta Persse Gregory, a plain widow in mourning
dress, met William Butler Yeats three years after her husband’s
death, in 1895, when she was forty-three and he was thirty. She
entertained him at Coole, her country estate in the barony of
Kiltartan in county Galway, and took him on folklore junkets.
Yeats, also in somber garb, was often mistaken for a priest.®

He had already plunged into folklore. In 1888, on a publisher’s
assignment for a series embracing England, Scotland, and Ire-
land, he prepared a selection of Fairy and Folk Tales of the Irish
Peasantry, following it in 1892 with a companion, Irish Fairy
Tales. His thoughts at this time, as his correspondence reveals,
are full of his folklore project, and he states the purpose clearly:
“It was meant for Irish poets. They should draw on it for plots
and atmosphere.”” In his choices Yeats mixed literary and folk
tellings, although he understood the difference between “litera-
ture” and “science” and gibes at the folklorists who tabulate

81bid., p. 280.

9 Elizabeth Coxhead has written an informative biography, Lady
Gregory, A Literary Portrait (London, 1961). She suggests that Yeats has
been given excessive credit in his collaboration with Lady Gregory.

19 etter to Katherine Tynan of September, 1888, in W. B. Yeats,
Selected Prose, ed. A. Norman Jeffares (London, 1964), p. 136.
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their tales like grocers’ bills. So he admires the early writers,
Croker, Carleton, Lover, who “caught the very voice of the
people, the very pulse of life, each giving what was most noticed
in his day.”” He praises the accuracy of Kennedy and singles out
Lady Wilde’s Ancient Legends of Ireland as “‘the best book since
Croker’s” and “the most poetical and ample collection of Irish
folk-lore yet published.” But it is Hyde he properly esteems as
“the best of all the Irish folklorists,” and he praises his simple,
sincere style and thanks him for help with notes and the use of
unpublished tales.™

During these years, Yeats was not merely reading but was
also noting down folklore. In 1899 the editor of Folk-Lore
printed a knowledgeable comment from Yeats on county Louth
superstitions turned in by another collector. “I have stories about
most of the things in the slip of folklore you send. I will be
dealing with a good many of the subjects in a month or two.”
Yeats had encountered the Dead Coach driven by a headless
driver and four headless horses (but in Galway they called it the
Deaf Coach because it made a deaf or muffled sound); the
illusion of ancient forts set afire by fairies in protest against in-
vading workmen; the removal of persons at night by the fairies
—he himself was supposed to have been transported four miles
in Sligo; battles between fairy regiments, a topic about which
he was seeking material. For cutting a fairy bush, a Sligo relation
had been warned by the fairies, who put a black lamb in his
flock, removing it after a few days. A friend knew of the death
warning brought by a pigeon flying in and out of the house,
while a tap sounded at the window. The poet had met four
peasants who believed in fairies but not in ghosts, but never the
converse, although a Roscommon man rejected both for water
horses. These brief unvarnished notes show how alert Yeats was
to oral lore.”

1 Quotations are from Fairy and Folk Tales of the Irish Peasantry (also
issued as Irish Fairy and Folk Tales, London, n. d.), pp. xix-xx; Irish Fairy
Tales (London, 1892), pp. 8-9.

12 Bryan J. Jones, “Traditions and Superstitions collected at Kilcurry,
County Louth, Ireland,” Folk-Lore, X (1899), 119-22: “Mr. [Edward]

Clodd having shown the above notes to Mr. W. B. Yeats, the latter gentle-
man kindly forwarded the following memoranda upon them,” pp. 122-123.
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When he turned to writing piece§ on folklore himself, in The
Celtic Twilight, Yeats allowed his private feelings their rein. A
first edition of 1893 grew larger in 1902, after his outings with
Lady Gregory. The Celtic Twilight is neither pure collectors’
folklore, as the opening scene of storyteller Paddy Sligo promises,
nor literary sketching of folk themes, but rather a musing, intro-
spective diary playing with the shadowy folk beliefs of fairy
powers. Yeats was drawn to peasants like the Mayo woman who
did not believe in hell or ghosts, but recognized fairies and little
leprechauns, water horses and fallen angels.

Lady Gregory felt a kindred spirit when she read The Celtic
Tuwilight in 1893. That same year brought to her Douglas Hyde’s
Love Songs of Connacht, a sampler of sensitive oral poems in
prose and verse translations from the Irish. Yeats’s Sligo and
Hyde’s Connacht roused a local patriotism for her own Gal-
way, and she set out after cvery kind of spoken, sung, and
recited remembrance. Afterward she recalled her sense of this
experience.

Dr. Douglas Hyde, An Craoibhin, had founded the Gaelic
League, and through it country people were gathered to-
gether in the Irish speaking places to give the songs and
poems, old and new, kept in their memory. This discovery,
this disclosure of the folk learning, the folk poetry, the
ancient tradition was the small beginning of a weighty
change. It was an upsetting of the table of values, an
astonishing excitement. The imagination of Ireland had
found a new homing place.

My own imagination was aroused. I was becoming con-
scious of a world close to me and that I had been ignorant
of. It was not now in the corners of newspapers I looked
for poetic emotion, nor even to the singers in the streets. It
was among farmers and potato diggers and old men in
workhouses and beggars at my own door. ..."

The rewards of the new discovery were rich. From the flavor
of the folk speech, the Gaclicized English mirroring the syntax
and thought of Irish, the mistress of Coole and the poet from
Sligo found delight and inspiration. Both molded their writing

8 The Kiltartan Poetry Book (Dublin, 1918), p. vi.
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styles on the country dialect, pleased to treat Irish themes in an
Irish English. Yeats declared his debt to this mode of talk which
ended his imprisonment within raw conventional modern Eng-
lish. In the oral traditions of the country people, the two found a
continuity with the mythological and heroic cycles known from
medieval manuscripts. Using Gaelic English, Lady Gregory
retold these cycles in Cuchulain of Muirthemne: The Story of
the Men of the Red Branch of Ulster (1902) and Gods and
Fighting Men: The Story of the Tuatha de Danaan and of the
Fianna of Ireland (1904). Yeats wrote glowing prefaces for each;
he called the Cichulainn narrative the best book to come out of
Ireland in his time, or perhaps ever. He had heard laborers and
turf cutters talk of the Fenians, the magic warrior-hunters, and
the Tuatha de Danaan, a shadowy pantheon of old now become
the Sidhe or fairies. Rarely did one hear of Cuchulainn’s exploits
which, occurring around the time of Christ, and preceding the
deeds of the Fenians, had passed earlier into the possession of the
court poets. Yet the deeds of the Ulstermen too, he believed, must
have come from an oral folklore. Lady Gregory’s chronicles
should restore the ancient kings, gods, and heroes to Irish youths
and crowd their hills and valleys with associations once vivid
before the mythologies of Greece and Rome and Judea had forced
an alien antiquity on Ireland.

Soon Lady Gregory and Yeats were uncovering a wealth of
living literature, and they enlarged their publishing plans to in-
clude oral as well as manuscript versions of Irish folklore. Yeats
in the expanded edition of Tke Celtic Twilight in 1902 and Lady
Gregory in Poets and Dreamers in 1903 set forth the first fruits
of their Galway interviews. Yeats indulged in reverie, but the
widow put together a dozen graceful essays on Gaelic oral poetry,
Galway folk beliefs and tales, and the tradition-based dramas of
Douglas Hyde. In the long first chapter she told about “Raftery,”
the folk poet whose feared satirical verses were still heard and
still carried their sting, although he had been dead a generation.
In a still longer chapter on ‘“Workhouse Dreams,” she offered
a mixed bag of popular tales acquired in three afternoons at a
country workhouse, saying “I was looking for legends of those
shadow-heroes, Finn and his men, to help me in writing their
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story; and I heard many tales and 16ng poems about fair-haired
Finn, who ‘had all the wisdom of a little child’; and Conan of
the sharp tongue, who was ‘some way cross in himself’. ...” But
she also encountered verses composed by Raftery and other oral
poets, stories of the kingdom of the Sidhe, episodes of modern
history, and rambling fictions about dragons and princesses.
Curiously, these international tales interested her least, perhaps
because they were European rather than Irish. Eventually she
turned her gathered hoards into books on separate themes. The
Kiltartan History Book (1909), which she called “the Book of the
People,” isolated a species of oral narration still largely untapped,
the folk history that people choose to remember and relate, rather
than what is foisted upon them in the classroom. This oral history
centred on the mythical Finn, changed after two thousand years
in the telling from a noble hero into a cunning clown; the Goban
Saor, once a divine smith, now a master builder of Anglo-
Norman castles; patriot Daniel O’Connell, sixty years after his
death become a legendary champion and trickster; invader Oliver
Cromwell, after two and a half centuries still a devil; the modern
warrior-heroes of the 1798 uprising; and such matters which had
seared deeply into the folk memory. More conventional was
The Kiltartan Wonder Book (1910), a sheaf of sixteen magical
folktales heard at her own doorstep. She admits to splicing pas-
sages from different tales, for “folk-lorists in these days are
expected to be as exact as workers at any other science.” No notes
comparing her tales with others are given, for she was never the
comparative folklorist.

Lady Gregory’s finest folklore work did not appear until 1920,
the two volumes of Visions and Beliefs of the West of Ireland.
Yeats appended substantial essays (dated 1914) to each volume
and supplied meaty notes for the first. The Visions and Beliefs
deserves an acclaim it has not yet received. It deals with a form of
personal tradition, called the memorat by folklorists, just begin-
ning to attract attention. While the subject was by no means new,
being the Sidhe or fairy race, the treatment was novel and precise.
Lady Gregory printed literal statements she had taken down
about all aspects of the fairy creed from individuals she identified
cither by name or occupation. (She did not name the living or the
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deceased with living relatives.) These autobiographical revela-
tions she arranged in sections of varying length, threaded around
some special element of supernatural belief or practice. In place
of the comical, literary, third-person accounts of fairy relations
with mortals customary with her predecessors, she reproduced
exactly the highly personal, shapeless, often fragmentary con-
fidences told her conversationally. In sum they testified to the
tenacious hold of the pre-Christian fairy faith upon the west-
country folk. There were sections on ‘“Away,” about neighbors
taken to fairyland by them; on “Forths and Sheoguey Places,”
harmful to mortals because they lay on fairy routes; on “The
Fighting of the Friends,” telling of fierce struggles between
friends of a dying soul and unseen ones trying to take him away;
on “The Unquiet Dead,” who come back among the living.

An arresting chapter on “Seers and Healers” introduced a spate
of folk memories about Biddy Early, dead twenty years but
flourishing in oral legends. Some said her healing powers came
from the fairies who had taken her away for seven years. Gentry
and common people flocked to her hideaway in spite of the warn-
ings of the priests.

Other surprises awaited the Lady and the poet. They learned
that more spirits lurked in America, where so many Irish families
had emigrated, than in Ireland. Thus they were told of an Irish-
man back from Boston who was in a boat steering for Aran with
three pounds worth of cable when a wave swept him overboard;
some time after a friend in Boston met the drowned man, who
gave him three guineas to pay for the cable on his next visit to
Galway.

They were informed of a new spirit. “We had, before our
quest began, heard of faeries and banshees and the walking dead;
but neither Mr. Yeats in Sligo nor I in Galway had ever heard of
‘the worst of them all,” the Fool of the Forth, the Amad4n-na-
Briona, he whose stroke is, as death, incurable.”*

Yeats closed the first volume with an essay on “Witches and
Wizards and Irish Folk-Lore” and a clump of notes to the
memorats. He saw both likenesses and differences in English and

“Lady Gregory, Visions and Beliefs in the West of Ireland (2nd Ser.:
New York and London, 1920), p. 195.
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Gaelic witchcraft: likeness in the Universality of superngtural
motif which they shared, difference in the drab matter-of-factness
of English witch trials as compared with the wild passions dis-
played in the Scotch. Ireland escaped the witch hysteria, but
Yeats shrewdly perceived in the wise woman Biddy Early a
counterpart to Scotch witches burned at the stake in the sixteenth
century for having knowledge acquired in fairyland. In a long,
informed note on The Faery People, he cited the Scotch minister
Robert Kirk, author in 1691 of the first autobiographical account
of a visit to “The Secret Commonwealth” of the fairies, and
Joseph Glanvill, the witchcraft expounder, who included in his
Sadducismus Triumphatus of 1674 an Irish tale asscciating the
dead and the fairies, as in modern Galway. Like Andrew Lang,
the brilliant folklorist of Scottish birth, Yeats was intrigued by
the family resemblance of occultists: witch, medium, seer,
prophet, shaman, sorcerer, mystic. His lengthy conclusion to the
second volume of Visions and Beliefs, “‘Swedenborg, Mediums,
and the Desolate Places,” makes the jump from the fairy creed
to Swedenborgian mysticism.

In these years too John Millington Synge, persuaded back from
France to his native land by Yeats, was discovering the western
counties and islands and talking with peasants. He visited Inish-
more in the Aran Islands in 1898 and saw Lady Gregory in the
distance; later they would be partners in the Abbey Theatre.
Although never so steeped in folklore as Lady Gregory or Yeats,
he enjoyed the role of listener and collector, as one can see in his
newspaper travel sketches reprinted as books under the titles
The Aran Islands (1906) and In Wicklow, West Kerry, and
Connemara (1912). Country people told him of tinkers who could
witch, of plants seven feet tall that could cure any disease, of
misers who took their money to their graves in their hair, of
a mermaid who married a man named Shee, of fairies kid-
napping children. On the Aran Islands he met a shanachie who
had talked with Sir William Wilde and given a bookful of stories
to “Mr. Curtin of America,” who had supposedly made his
fortune from them. In his book on Aran, Synge periodically
inserted folktales related to him by old Pat Dirane, a daily com-
panion. One dealt with the covenant of the pound of flesh used
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by Shakespeare in The Merchant of Venice, and Synge com-
mented knowledgeably on its appearances “reaghing from Persia
and Egypt to the Gesta Romanorum, and the Pecorone of Ser
Giovanni, a Florentine notary,”” and he knew that Campbell of
Islay had included a version in his Popular Tales of the Western
Highlands. The oldest man on the island relished telling Synge
anecdotes of actual events which the playwright recognized as
distinct from folktales. Such an anecdote gave him the idea for
his much mooted play, The Playboy of the Western World.

An Englishman and an Australian also contributed to the
Irish folklore movement, Alfred Nutt and Joseph Jacobs, two
of the leading figures in The Folk-Lore Society founded in
London in 1878. Jacobs brought out two volumes of selections
adapted for children, Celtic Fairy Tales (1892) and More Celtic
Fairy Tales (1894), which far surpassed his similar volumes for
England, particularly in the scholarly “Notes and References”
at the end. Jacobs praised the collectors in Ireland, Scotland,
and Wales who, he felt, were providing the only substantial
new accessions to the published folklore of the British Isles, and
he urged on “the newly revived local patriotism of Ireland and
the Highlands.” A thoroughgoing diffusionist, Jacobs delighted
in showing the far-flung wanderings of tales; he pointed out
that Croker’s “The Legend of Knockgrofton,” about a kind
hunchback whose hump was removed by the fairies while an
unkind hunchback was given a second hump, was known in the
United States and Japan. (Today this tale is identified as Type
503, ““The Gifts of the Little People.” An example is given in
Folktales of Japan, a companion volume in this series, Number
36.)

For aid on his two books and for original research on Celtic
folktales, Jacobs thanked his colleague Nutt, who used oral
hero tales to cast light on the folk basis of medieval romance.
The same legends told of Finn and Ctchulainn are attached to
later heroes; could they not also have come from earlier ones?

Nutt differed from Jacobs in espousing the evolutionist rather
than the diffusionist theory of folklore and saw in Celtic lands a
splendid laboratory in which to consider the question whether

B The Aran Islands (Dublin and London, 1912), p. 27.
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folktales had descended in time from prehistoric man or s{)rcad
in place from one neighboring people to another. “No other
Aryan civilisation,” he wrote, “has developed itself so 1in-
dependently of the two great influences, Hellenic and Hebraic,
which have moulded the modern world; nowhere else is the
course of development less perplexed by cross currents; nowhere
else can the great issues be kept more steadily in view.”’ He
concluded that modern Celtic folklore did indeed retain ideas
held by primitive Celts.

A prominent publisher, Nutt pointed his list toward folklore
books and could not resist enriching the Celtic ones with his own
astute commentary. He wrote a preface for Curtin’s Tales of the
Fairies and of the Ghost World, added comparative notes to
Hyde’s Beside the Fire, and amplified Kuno Meyer’s edition of
The Voyage of Bran, a medieval romance, with extensive
treatises. These studies examined early Irish conceptions of the
otherworld and rebirth from the folklore point of view, Nutt
averring that ““...what the Irish peasant of to-day fables and
believes of the good people, his ancestors of a thousand years ago
fabled and believed of the Folk of the Goddess.”"

All the streams of interest in Irish folklore converged in
Douglas Hyde. He was the friend of the writers, Lady Gregory
and Yeats and Synge, and was himself a playwright and poet.
He was the friend of Celtic scholars like Nutt and collectors
like Larminie and was himself both scholar and collector. He
knew thoroughly the work of his precursors and evaluated them
shrewdly in his introduction to Beside the Fire. He was the one
man who could, and did, link the scientific collection of Irish
folktales and folk poetry to the renewal of the Irish tongue and
Irish letters. As founder and president of the Gaelic League,
originally a nonpolitical body, Hyde sought to reintroduce into
the country towns the songs of Oisin and tales of Finn, the step-
dances, fiddle music, family names, and above all the Gaelic
language and its historic literature. He took the stump to dis-

6 Alfred Nutt, “Celtic Myth and Saga,” Archaeological Review, 11

(1889), 137.
17 Alfred Nutt, The Celtic Doctrine of Re-birth. The Voyage of Bran,
vol. II (London, 1897), p. 159.
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course eloquently on the strangulation of Irish culture and the
bloodletting of Irish energy and talents brought about by English
schooling. As his scholarly donation to the cause, he wrote brief
and bulky literary histories of Ireland and filled a whole shelf
with books of Gaelic folktales in Irish and English.”

A “poet-scholar” and “‘actor-dramatist”” Lady Gregory styled
him. She credited Hyde with launching modern Irish drama
at a school feast at Coole in 1898, when he acted in a Punch and
Judy show given in Irish. Shortly afterward he began writing
plays in Irish, basing them on folk memory and living tradition,
particularly in the long dramatic dialogues, as between Oisin and
Saint Patrick, beloved by Gaelic speakers. His play The Marriage
was founded on a story about Raftery, and Hyde once enacted
the part: “It will be hard to forget the blind poet, as he was once
represented on the stage by the living poet,” Lady Gregory
was moved to write. Another of his plays concerned Red
Hanrahan, the oral poet about whom Yeats wrote stories.

His dramatic and poetic talents in no whit softened Hyde’s
scholarly standards. The publication in 18go of his Beside the
Fire, A Collection of Irish Gaelic Folk Stories brought Irish
folktale study to maturity. Hyde was collector, translator, and
commentator. The first six of the fourteen tales had the Irish
text as well as the English. An end note told “Where the Stories
Came From,” and a series of notes glossed matters in the tales
and technical points of the Irish texts. A meaty preface of forty
pages considered the strengths and weaknesses of the earlier
collectors who had tampered with the Gaelic, discussed the
intricate interrelationships between Irish bardic manuscripts and
modern Irish and Highland Scottish oral tales, explained the
technique of collecting, portrayed the narrators, dwelt on prob-
lems of translation, and separated the historical strata of tales.
Hyde saw as originating in Ireland the longer Fenian narratives
and stories marked by inflated passages or ‘runs,” alliterative
words, and poetic epithets.

Hyde thus touched on many aspects of theory and method
central to the interests of folklorists. To show how folklore could

® A biography has been written by Diarmid Coffey, Douglas Hyde,
President of Ireland (Dublin, 1938).
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illuminate literary questions, he drew attention to a manuscript
account of an ugly one-legged, one-eyed, one-handed monster.
He would have dismissed this as the writer’s invention had he
not chanced on a similar description of the “Fichan” in one of
Campbell of Islay’s West Highland tales. Having made his point,
Hyde called for as intensive an exploration of Irish oral tradition
as Campbell had accomplished for the Scottish Highlands, to be
sparked by “a powerful national sentiment, and above all, a
knowledge of Gaelic.” His call would be answered.

Alfred Nutt, the publisher, added an incisive “Postscript.”” He
supported Hyde’s view that the Irish bardic authors of the twelfth
to the sixteenth centuries did not invent their poetic tales but
drew upon an older folklore; hence the bardic tradition was oral
not literary. But he cautioned Hyde against assigning precise
dates to the bardic narratives, which could easily alter from one
period to another. Also Nutt added to Hyde’s notes and com-
posed a suggestive “Index of Incidents,” anticipating the use of
motifs.

Flaws in Beside the Fire are the insufficiency of comparative
references to tales outside Gaeldom and the failure to divide the
tales into meaningful groups. Mirchen, local legends, heroic
sagas, animal fables are all mixed together.

Beside the Fire set a model followed in 1893 by another first-
rate collection, William Larminie’s West Irish Folk-Tales and
Romances. Larminie was a civil servant with a classical education
who wrote two books of poems chiefly in praise of his native
land.” Under the influence of his friend Hyde, he turned to
collecting tales in Irish during the 1880’s on his holidays in Mayo,
Galway, and Donegal. He contributed two folktales to Hyde’s
original Irish collection of 1889 (Leabhar Sgeulaigheachta); one
of these, marked by a distinctive, abrupt style Hyde translated
into English under the title “Neil O’Carre” for Beside the Fire.
Larminie was obviously Hyde’s man in his concern for Irish texts
and his attention to the narrators; indeed he broke precedent in
setting the names of his six narrators in the table of contents
alongside the cighteen stories. In his speculative introduction he

¥ Relevant facts are in John J. O’Meara, “William Larminie, 1849
1900,” Studies (March, 1947), 90—96.
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ventured into a dark area in discussing folk style and dis-
tinguished between the style of individual tellers and the style
inherent in classes of stories—a new insight. Thus the heroic
tales had a fierce quality; tales of domestic incident were quieter.
He brought to life his tellers, who ranged from a schoolboy of
seventeen to a farmer of eighty.

Other theoretical questions engaged Larminie. Was the Irish
tradition one or many? How did it compare with its Gaelic sister,
the Scotch Highlands? It seemed curious that the Fenian but not
the divine or heroic cycle of Ireland had penetrated to the High-
lands. How did the Irish tradition measure against its Aryan
cousin in Germany?

Answering himself, Larminie perceived unity in Irish fairy
legends but regional diversity between Donegal and Connaught
and Munster in the longer fictions. The puzzling relationships
between Ireland, Scotland, and the continent he explained with a
theory of racial deposits left at different periods by Iberians,
Mongolians, and Celts in Ireland. These answers are not fashion-
able, but the questions are worthy.

Larminie died in 1900, but Hyde lived until 1949 and kept
producing. He translated two more of his folktale books. Legends
of Saints and Sinners focused on a pattern that had already in-
trigued Irish collectors, the blending of pagan with Christian
lore. Saint Patrick and Saint Peter performed wonders not unlike
those credited to the ancient Tuatha de Danaan but with a moral
purpose and Christian motive. Hyde noted that the grotesque
Devil and malignant witch were conspicuously missing from
Catholic Ireland. Mayo Stories Told by Thomas Casey (1939),
published a year after Hyde became the first president of the
Republic of Ireland, presented the repertoire of one shanachie
who alternated strange wonder tales with circumstantial narra-
tives about his own experiences. The concentration on an in-
dividual narrator reflects the modern emphasis on tellers as well
as texts. These books tell only part of the service Hyde rendered
to folklore studies. Through his standing in the nation and his
professorship in Irish language and literature at the National
University in Dublin, he elevated folklore from a hobby into a
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respected field of knowledge. And in James Delargy he had an
assistant who would revolutionize collecting methods.

As a young man Delargy had gone into the Gaelic-speaking
islands and western counties to collect texts. He was the first to
use the Ediphone as a recording instrument, in county Clare in
1929. Two years earlier he had been named editor of Béaloideas,
the journal founded by The Folklore of Ireland Society. Begin-
ning his academic career as assistant to Hyde in the 1920’s at
University College, he became lecturer and professor of Folklore
and in 1935 Director of the now world-famous Irish Folklore
Commission.

Practical organization and a visionary dream created the
Commission. Delargy perceived how puny were the efforts of a
few random authors to explore all the folklore of a culture, and
he devised a new machinery that has amassed the sources for a
thousand books. Guiding principle of the Commission was a central
archives fed by resident county collectors who would canvass
their home areas—an idea implicit in the collecting technique of
Campbell of Islay. An initial government grant, supported by
President Eamon de Valera, awarded the Commission one
hundred pounds for each of thirty-two counties. The appeal to
the government lay in preserving cultural traditions of the nation
in the dwindling national tongue.

With the founding of the Commission, the old-time shanachie
who had kept intact the oral culture finally emerged as a living
personality and a gifted wordsmith. In his address of 1945 to the
British Academy on “The Gaelic Story-Teller,” Delargy sketched
some of these spellbinders. Perhaps the most renowned is Peig
Sayers (1873-1958), born in the Dingle Peninsula of county
Kerry but who lived most of her life with her husband on the
Great Blasket Island nearby. From this “queen of the Gaelic
storytellers” the Commission’s collector recorded three hundred
and seventy-five narratives, forty of them long wonder tales. The
collector Seésamh O Dalaigh has described her conversing and
reciting. “Great artist and wise woman that she was, Peig would
at once switch from gravity to gaiety, for she was a lighthearted
woman, and her changes of mood and face were like the changes
of running water. As she talked her hands would be working
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too; a little clap of the palms to cap a phrase, a flash of the thumb
over her shoulder to mark a mystery, a hand hushed to mouth for
mischief or whispered secrecy.”® Noted Celtic scholars like
Robin Flower and Kenneth Jackson spoke with her and praised
her natural gift of oratory and sense for the lilting rhythm that
stamped the pure Irish. She dictated her memories to her son,
weaving her faultless oral prose about events tiny and large,
from the quarrel of neighbor women over a hen (turned by the
village children into verses which she sang), to a terrorizing visit
from the Black and Tan. So Peig became an author, and her
book was translated into English as An Old Woman’s Reflections
(1962), with a photographic portrait of herself as frontispiece.
This was a long road from the faceless peasant tale-teller of the
nineteenth century.

The collectors too have assumed a new role. Through the
courtesy of the Commission I spent a week in late November,
1951, in county Kerry with one of their indefatigable field collec-
tors, Tadhg Murphy (O Murchadha). Tadhg was born and grew
up on a farm twelve miles southeast of the little coastal town of
Waterville, speaking Irish as his first tongue and hearing folk-
tales from his father. To the ordinary national schooling he added
a summer’s course for a teaching certificate and from 1925 to
1935 taught night classes. When Professor Delargy came to the
Ballinskelligs district in 1927 on field research, he met Tadhg and
encouraged him to contribute Gaelic tales to Béaloideas. Eight
years later the Vocational Educational Committee of Ireland
loaned him to the newly formed Irish Folklore Commission and
ever since, day and night, winter and summer, Tadhg had cycled
through the Iveragh Peninsula, his Ediphone packed in a box
over the handlebars. Shortly before my coming he had bought a
car, but it was in the repair shop, Tadhg having neglected to
release the emergency brake during a trial run. Yet within the
radius of his cycle Tadhg had been able to prospect continuously
for sixteen years; when I met him he had begun his ninety-first
diary—the logbook of the collector’s field visits which accom-

%0 Quoted by W. R. f{odgcrs in his introduction to Peig Sayers, An Old
Woman’s Reflections, trans. from the Irish by Seamus Ennis (London,
1962), p. Xiii.
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panied the manuscript of texts mailed into Dublin. Yet for all
his years in the field and his own vast knowledge of the Dingle
repertoire, he kept hearing fresh items and was jarred into
astonishment to get a completely new legend the day he took
me to see one of his oldest informants, who lived on a mountain-
side.

If you want picturesqueness with your folklore, the thatched
stone farmhouses lying among the slopes and peat bogs of county
Kerry provide a watercolor setting. As we drove into the hills
in our hired car, Tadhg casually pointed to a little yellow build-
ing set like a flyspeck in the midst of empty stretching bogs and
high ranges. ‘““That’s the schoolhouse,” he said. Not another sign
of life met the eye as one looked to the horizons, but in the
morning barefooted children trooped from lonely farms for miles
to converge at that spot. Nine miles over a dirt road brought
us to the mountainside dwelling where William (Liam) Stack had
lived every day of his eighty years. Liam stood before a hayrick
cutting plug tobacco for his pipe, with the mountain slope rising
dizzily on one side and a blue lough lying at its foot on the other.
Soon Tadhg was chatting with him across a wooden gate. The
mountain mists curled up the valley as we spoke and dampened
our bones, but still Liam and Tadhg talked on, although my
frozen fingers could scarcely hold the notebook. Old Liam in his
torn clothes, the white stubble of his beard covering the clean
features of the Irish farmer folk, and thickset genial Tadhg with
a felt hat tipped a bit rakishly over one ear, both sucking deep at
their pipes, blended into the rugged scenery. A little less scenery
and a little more warmth would have suited me better, but at
any rate I was seeing a long-time collector in action.

The observer notices curiously how the rural families take for
granted the visits of the folklore collector. He has become an
institution like the priest and the postman, and receives a friendly
welcome and often a high tea when he comes. The old men
respond eagerly to his arrival, both from a glow of social pleasure
and a sense of the value of his work and their contribution. The
bonds of a fading language and a county kinship, the sanction
of the government, and the backlog of many congenial inter-
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views, all facilitated Tadhg Murphy’s task. One countryman on
whose neighbor Tadhg had called even complained because
Tadhg had passed him by. “

In former days the collectors had come from outside and above,
from the educated, aristocratic, and professional class, to peer
curiously in to the peasant culture beneath them. Now the col-
lectors came from the ranks and spoke with their own people, not
to publish curious books but to record their common legacy and
to honor its carriers.

Within his own collecting span Tadhg had seen the shanachies
and their nightlong Mirchen and hero-tales fade away.
Gradually he had discarded his Ediphone and turned to pad and
pencil to write down the shorter conversational anecdotes about
overlookers, spirits, fairies;, and dunces which still abounded.
These were the stories told me in Kerry. Three, concerned with
the leprechaun, the pooka, and a dream of treasure, echoed
legends first made known by Croker. Others, on overlooking
with the evil eye, matched cases set down by Lady Wilde and
Lady Gregory. Tadhg himself far eclipsed any storyteller to
whom he introduced me, for he had garnered all their stores,
adding them to his own, and become the supreme shanachie of
Kerry. The day I left he recounted an extraordinary narrative
which he had collected from a teller who heard it from a farmer-
fisherman, Sean Palmer, who claimed he had voyaged to America
with the fairies (Number 39 in this book).”

Fieldworkers like Tadhg Murphy have laid pipelines from the
streams of folk tradition in the counties to the central reservoir
in Dublin. There the labor of processing takes place: processing
in the sense of constructing orderly systems to locate items. This
task has been acquitted since the creation of the Irish Folklore
Commission by its Archivist, Sean O’Sullivan, who is himself a
living archive, with phenomenal knowledge of the Commission’s
holdings. Professor Delargy met him in 1934, when O’Sullivan
was a primary schoolteacher in Waterford, county Kerry, already

L An account of my*trip with the tales obtained was printed in R. M.
Dorson, “Collecting in County Kerry,” Journal of American Folklore,

LXVI (1953), 19-42.
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interested in collecting from two oral poets; he had placed an
advertisement in the local paper asking for variants of their
poems. Delargy saw the ad, and lifelong partnership resulted.
To further his archival work O’Sullivan visited Sweden, master-
ing the comprehensive classification evolved by the Swedish
folklorists, and he adapted their concepts for his 4 Handbook of
Irish Folklore (1942), one of the half dozen key works on folklore
in the English language. To the perennial question, “What 1is
folklore?,” the best short answer is “Consult O’Sullivan’s Hand-
book.” Here is no ambiguous attempt at definition, but a prac-
tical set of questions on every conceivable aspect of traditional
behaviour, a panorama of folklore in its broadest sense, encom-
passing the full round of economic, social, recreational, seasonal,
and domestic practices. The Handbook both grew out of and
contributed to the archives; the questionnaire was framed upon
the kinds of folkstuff already known and collected, and it served
to guide the full-time and occasional field workers in their further
quests. Although intended as a work of reference as much as an
actual tool, collectors have sometimes queried their county sages
point by point throughout the book and taken two years to com-
plete the interrogation.

As a second key to the Irish treasure house, O’Sullivan brought
out in 1963, with Reidar Christansen (editor of the Folktales of
Norway, a companion volume to the Folktales of Ireland), an
index to the international tales in the Commission’s archives,
The Types of the Irish Folktale. A casual peerer into this index
may be frightened at the endless lists of numbers and abbrevia-
tions that meet his eyes, hardly bedtime reading fare, but a
closer acquaintance will lead him to admire the scope and
pertinacity of this catalogue. Some forty-three thousand versions
of popular tales (the Commission’s stock as of 1956) are identi-
fied according to the international system, and their location
given in the manuscript notebooks of the archives. In addition,
O’Sullivan sleuthed through the labyrinth of printed sources,
sampling five hundred books, one hundred and fifty journals and
serials, twenty-six newspaper files, and twelve manuscript deposi-
tories in his search for already recorded variants. The Types of
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the Irish Folktale thus points the tale scholar to every known
instance of the vast number of folktales recorded in Ireland.”
This is the first volume of tales from the plenitude of the Irish
Folklore Commission to be selected and translated for English
readers. Appropriately Sean O’Sullivan, who knows the archives
so intimately, has prepared the selection. The Folktales of Ire-
land now takes its place in the gallant history of Irish achieve-
ment in the world of folk story.
Ricaarp M. Dorsoxn

21t contains a splendid bibliography. A detailed bibliographical essay
by Reidar Christiansen will be found in Johannes Bolte and Georg Polivka,
Anmerkungen zu den Kinder- und Hausmirchen der Briider Grimm,
vol. V (Leipzig, 1932), “Irland,” pp. 55-64. Two informative booklets
which bring modern folklore to bear on the older tale-cycles have been
written by Gerard Murphy: Saga and Myth in Ancient Ireland and The
Osstanic Lore and Romantic Tales of Medieval Ireland (both Dublin,
1961). The first edition of The Celtic Twilight (1893) has an essay by
Yeats (“The Four Winds of Desire,” pp. 199-210), with sharp judgments
on the Irish tale collectors from Croker to Hyde.



Introduction

The founding of An Cumann le Béaloideas Eireann (The Folk-
lore of Ireland Society) in 1926 marked the beginning of the first
organized effort to collect and to study, not folktales alone, but
Irish oral tradition on a much wider scale than envisaged hither-
to. The society’s journal, Béaloideas, edited by Séamus O
Duilearga since its first issue (1927), has now reached its thirtieth
volume. The funds, like those of most societies, came from
members’ subscriptions, and it was only in 1930, when the
government established Institidd Béaloideasa Eireann (The Irish
Folklore Institute) that a small grant from public funds was
made available. With the aid of this and of timely, much appre-
ciated grants from the Rockefeller Foundation (1930) and the
Carnegie United Kingdom Trust (1931), some collections were
made by part-time field workers and three volumes of tales were
published.

In April, 1935, the Irish government created Coimisitin Béalo-
ideasa Eireann (The Irish Folklore Commission) with a small
annual grant-in-aid for the purpose of collecting, cataloguing,
and eventually publishing the best of what remained of Irish oral
tradition. I was appointed archivist by the Commission and was
sent for three months’ training to Landméls- och Folkminnes-
arkivet (The Dialect and Folklore Archive) at the University of
Uppsala.

In the autumn of 1935, the first full-time collectors were
appointed. These were men who had shown, by the work that
they had done as part-time collectors for the society and the
institute, interest in rural traditions and a capacity for acting as
collectors. None of them was a university graduate; rather were

xxxiil
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they devoted men who knew their local Irish-Gaelic dialect well,
had an intimate knowledge of country life, and a deep respect
for the custodians of an ancient, orally preserved culture. Over
the years, the number of full-time collectors has varied from
seven to ten.

After a course of training at the Commission’s headquarters at
University College, Dublin, each collector was assigned to a
particular district, generally an Irish-speaking one, in which the
traditions to be collected were richest. His equipment included
an Ediphone recording machine, and he was shown how to use it
in the field. He was also trained to transcribe verbatim the
material recorded into standard notebooks, which he later sent to
the office of the Commission.

Long tales and sustained pieces of narrative (seanchas) are best
suited for Ediphone recording; shorter items in prose and verse
can, as a rule, be more easily written from direct narration. When
the transcript of tales had been checked against the recording
at the office of the Commission and corrections made (if neces-
sary), the wax cylinders were erased and sent back to the collec-
tors to be used again. Because of lack of funds, all field recordings
could not be permanently retained at that time.

Full-time collectors were required to keep a diary describing
their daily activities. The Commission now has 150 volumes of
these diaries; they are an invaluable source for (a) descriptions of
field work and (4) accounts of individual informants, including
storytellers, as well as of their style and repertoire. At intervals of
from three to six months, the notebooks were prepared for bind-
ing. The notebooks of each collector were bound in chronological
order in successive volumes which now (1964) total 1674. This
procedure was also followed for notebooks of the part-time
collectors who helped the Commission in their areas. These
collectors were paid according to their results and devoted to the
work only that time they could spare from their normal occupa-
tions.

Two guidebooks for collectors, which I wrote, were published
by the society. Both were based on the system for folklore classi-
fication evolved at Uppsala. The first was Ldimhleabhar Béal-
oideasa (A Folklore Handbook), issued in Irish in 1937. A much
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larger guide, 4 Handbook of Irish 'Folklore, was publighgd 1n
English in 1942; it has now been reprinted in the United States.

With the permission and co-operation of the Department of
Education in Dublin and of the Irish National Teachers’
Organization, the services of the senior pupils in primary schools
in twenty-six Irish counties were made available to the Commis-
sion to further the work of collection. A small guidebook con-
taining some fifty folklore topics was issued by the Department to
all primary schools. The children were asked to collect traditional
material from their parents and neighbors outside of school
hours about each of these topics in turn, and they wrote down in
school, in lieu of composition, what they had collected. This
procedure was followed from July, 1937, to December, 1938. At
the end of that period, 5,000 large, standard-sized notebooks
(supplied by the Department of Education to the schools) were
completed and returned to the Commission. The total schools’
collection, amounting to about a half-million pages, although
suffering from certain expected defects, covered every school
district in twenty-six counties and gave a good idea of at least
some of the available oral material. This collection has been
bound in 1,126 volumes and is kept separately from the main
MSS collection compiled by the full- and part-time collectors
and other correspondents. Encouraged by the interest shown by
many primary teachers in this work, the Commission selected
approximately 600 of them as local correspondents, and they gave
invaluable help by replying to the hundred or more question-
naires which have been issued by the Commission during the
past twenty-five years.

The manuscript collections of the Commission now (1964)
total more than 1,500,000 pages. The detailed cataloguing of
the contents is an enormous and exacting undertaking. About
200,000 reference cards have been made (under the entries out-
lined in the Handbook), and an additional interim catalogue
gives general references to the contents of those volumes which
have not yet been excerpted in detail. As the Commission has at
present six full-time collectors at work, the collections are still
growing. Collectors are now equipped with tape recorders, and
the tapes are being preserved.
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As well as collections from the field, the Commission now has
an excellent library of about 20,000 items in many languages.
Most of the standard works on folklore and ethnology are avail-
able. There is also a large photographic section and thousands of
recordings, on tape and disc, of folksongs, folktales, and social-
historical narratives.

The Commission has had to make the scope of its collections
as wide as possible in order to try, even at this late date, to pre-
serve a picture of conditions in Ireland in recent centuries as
reflected in oral tradition. The publication of the Handbook
enabled the collectors to collect not only folktales but as much as
possible of traditional custom, belief, and local history. A large
body of information of this kind has now been written, and
1t remains for future researchers to assess the historical and social
value of what has been recorded.

During the course of collection, it was only natural that
thousands of versions of the approximately 8oo international
folktales to be found in Ireland should be recorded. The Types of
the Irish Folktale, mentioned in the Bibliography, gives refer-
ences to about 43,000 versions of these tales collected to
November, 1956. Hundreds of others have been recorded since.
So rich has Ireland, especially the Irish-speaking areas, been in
folktales to the present day, that not a week has gone by during
the past twenty-nine years without enriching the Commission’s
collection of tales by dozens of new versions. These include tales
of the Ulster heroes (Ciichulainn, Conor mac Neasa, Conall
Cearnach, and others), tales of the Fianna, so-called hero tales,
religious tales, romantic tales, humorous stories and anecdotes,
as well as thousands of legends of all kinds. Some tales are of
the international kind listed by Antti Aarne and Stith Thomp-
son. Others are peculiar to the Gaelic-speaking areas of Ireland
and Scotland and have their own distinctive pattern, although
using motifs that are widely known elsewhere.

As the Irish-speaking areas of Ireland have best preserved
traditional lore of all kinds, the Commission concentrated its
collectors for several years on counties such as Waterford, Cork,
Kerry, Clare, Galway, Mayo, and Donegal. The old man or

woman in these districts who had no folktales to tell was the
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exception. It is generally conceded that the parish of Carna, n
West Galway, had more unrecorded folktales in 1935 than did all
the rest of western Europe. The Commission’s workers, as well
as other individual collectors, were fortunate in finding the art of
storytelling in full vigor in many districts, with outstanding
narrators in possession of large repertoires and eager to co-
operate with them to the best of their powers. Wherever our
collectors went, however, they were told that it was a pity that
they had not come thirty, twenty or even ten years before when
certain famous storytellers were still alive. Although this was
true and much to be regretted, still it is possible that what has
been recorded will give a fairly satisfactory picture of the reper-
toires and styles of traditional storytellers through the ages.

An English translation of tales told by such expert storytellers
as, for example, Eamonn a Birc, Peig Sayers, Muiris (Sheain)
Connor, and Jimmy Cheallaigh—to name but a few—gives but a
pale shadow of the original Irish narration. The voices, with
their many modulations, are silent on the printed page; the
audience is absent; only the pattern of narrative and the proces-
sion of motifs remain.

Although there are still thousands of people in Ireland who can
tell stories of many kinds, the need and the occasions for telling
them are quickly passing. The fireside scene of former years,
lighted by only the peat fire or an oil lamp, is now illuminated by
electricity, while a newspaper, a radio, or a television set is not far
away. Tales are now rarely, if ever, told at wakes or in fishing
boats. The traveling beggar, who was formerly welcomed in
every parish for his tales as well as for the news he brought from
other districts, has almost completely disappeared from the
roads. The spalpeen no longer travels (except from Connacht and
Donegal to England and Scotland) to plant the crops or save
the harvest, bringing back with him stories of his adventures
as well as newly acquired folktales. Very soon, memories of Irish
storytelling on the grand scale will be found only in recordings
and in books such as this.!

In choosing tales for the present volume, I have tried to avoid,

1 For Irish storytelling and its background, see J. H. Delargy, The Gacelic
Storyteller (British Academy Rhjs Memorial Lecture; London, 1945).
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for the most part, ordinary versions of tales known in Ireland and
elsewhere and have sought to give examples of international or
national tales with a peculiarly Irish flavor. All but two (Nos. 38
and 49) I have translated from the original Irish manuscript in
the Irish Folklore Commission (IFC). The seven categories of
tales which I have selected are, by no means, fully representative
of the range of Irish storytelling. It is to be hoped, however, that
readers will be given a flavor of certain types of tales told in
Ireland.

Ireland is lacking in most of the exotic fauna to be found in
other lands, hence the comparative paucity of animal tales. The
fine quality of Irish storytelling is most evident in the longer tale-
types, such as those which I have selected for Section II, Kings
and Warriors. Tales of this kind are to be heard only in the
Gaelic-speaking parts of Ireland (and Scotland). They are unique
in western Europe and have a long tradition behind them. I have
thought it desirable to give eight examples of these tales, despite
their length, to illustrate the craftsmanship of their original
composers and the consummate skill of generations of storytellers
who have preserved them at Irish firesides. The religious tales
(Section IIT) deserve special mention also—blended as they are
from pagan and Christian sources. The deep religious feeling of
the Irish people is expressed in such stories, and I have seen
audiences listen to them with the silence accorded to a sermon
in church.?

The tales in Section IV illustrate popular belief in aspects of
the Otherworld. So strong was the belief in fairies in Ireland
to recent decades that it is not surprising that a large corpus of
tales has been based on it. These stories show that, to our fore-
fathers, the fairy world was almost as real as the one in which
they themselves lived. The origin of the fairies was known, as
were the places in which they lived; and there was constant
communication between them and mortal men. But there was
also the human fear that the fairies might abduct men, women,
or children to replenish and renew their own stock, leaving
changelings behind. Running through all this mass of folk

®I have edited a collection of these tales under the title of “Scéalta
Crdibhtheacha,” Béaloideas, XXI (1952), with summaries in English.
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.1- The Fox and the Heron

Once upon a time long ago, the birds could talk. There was a
wren living in the Glen of the Wrens, and it happened that he
ran short of money. He had a large family to rear; so he asked
the heron for the loan of twenty pounds at sixpence per pound
per year interest. The loan was to be repaid at the end of a year
and a day.

The heron lent the twenty pounds, but when the year and the
day were over, the wren didn’t come to pay the debt. So the
heron had to go to the wren’s house. When the heron looked
in through the door, the two old wrens and their twelve young
ones were hard at work threshing oats. The heron couldn’t make
out which of them was the old wren, for they were all the same
size; so she had to return home disappointed.

On her way home, she met the fox, and he sunning himself
outside his house. He asked her what business brought her that
way, and she told him the whole story.

“Now, my friend,” said the fox, “you must go back to the
wren’s house tomorrow, and when you see them all threshing,
you must say, ‘"Tis easy to know the strong blow of the old
man!’”

Early next morning, the heron returned to the wren’s house.
The wrens were all inside threshing, and the heron called out,
““Tis easy to know the strong blow of the old man!”

Out from the threshers jumped the old wren and struck his
fistful of oats against a stone, shouting, “I was even better when
I was younger.”

In rushed the heron and she caught him by the neck. ““Tis
to you I gave the twenty pounds,” said she, “and pay it back
to me now, along with the interest.”

The wren had to go to the chest and pay her the money. She
went back home satisfied.

On her way home, she met the fox near his door again, and he

asked her how she had got on.
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“I got on well,” said she, “and I’'m very thankful to you for
the advice you gave me. It was a good trick.”™

“I have another piece of advice to give you now,” said the fox.
“There are a lot of men working in the fields, and you must tell
them that you lost your purse i that big pool over there. Ask
them to dig a trench to drain the pool. It is full of eels, and as
quickly as the men throw out the eels, you can be drawing them
home, and you’ll have enough fish for a year and a day.”

“Very well,” said the heron. “I'll do as you say.”

She saw the men working in the fields and told them that
she had lost a big purse of money in the pool beyond, and that it
would be worth their while to dig a trench and drain the pool
to find the purse. The men set to work until they had let every
drop of water out of the pool. Then they started to throw the
mud up on the bank. It was full of eels, and the heron dragged
them home as quickly as she could. By evening, she had done a
fine day’s fishing, and she was very grateful to the fox for the
advice he had given her.

Now at that time the heron had four milch cows, and she
used to sell the butter to customers in the town. She thought to
herself that it would be well for her to make a match with the
fox and marry him. He was resourceful and keen and would
mind the house well when she would be doing her business in
town. She married the fox and soon afterward, she had four
crocks of butter made up for sale. What did the fox do but turn
out the butter from each crock, eat the bottom layer of each, and
put the rest back again so that each crock appeared to be full.
Then one day, he got worried. How would he explain it to
his wife when the loss was discovered the day she sold the
butter? Clever and all though he was, he couldn’t think of any
plan.

A few days later, the heron tackled the ass to the cart, and she
and the fox loaded the crocks of butter. When she reached the
town, she went to the store and the buyer and herself lifted
the crocks onto a table which was covered with a linen cloth.

When she saw thatsome of the butter was missing, she was
surprised and ashamed.
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“So that’s what you have done to*me,” said she, thinkiﬁg of
the fox. “I'll get my own back on you.”

On her way home, she met a shepherd in a ficld near the road.
He had four score of young lambs. One of them was black, and
he was more proud of this black one than of all the rest.

She stopped her cart and spoke to the shepherd. “You’ll lose
your black lamb tonight,” said she.

“How is that?”’ asked the shepherd.

“The fox will take him,” said she.

“At what time, do you think?” asked the shepherd.

“Oh, sometime after midnight,” said the heron.

She went home, and when the cart reached the door, she pre-
tended to be dying. The fox was in the house, and when he
didn’t hear her making any sound outside, he looked out. There
she was, lying almost dead in the cart, speechless and lifeless.

“What has happened to you at all?” cried the fox. “Or is there
anything in the world that will cure you?”

He took her in near the fire and put a warm iron to the
soles of her feet. He heated milk for her, but she wouldn’t taste
even a spoonful of it or anything else. When midnight came,
she spoke some word, but he couldn’t understand it.

“Is there anything in the world that will cure you?” said he.
“If there is, I'll get it for you.”

“If 1 had the shepherd’s black lamb, I'd be all right on the
spot,” said she. i

“If that’s all, you won’t be sick much longer,” said the fox.

Out he rushed and ran across the fields. The shepherd and
his neighbors were watching the lambs, and they had hounds
and dogs with them. They set the hounds after him. Off through
the field ran the fox, twisting and turning, to escape them, but
he only ran into the dogs, and they started to tear him into
pieces. The heron was in the air above him while this was
happening, and when he caught sight of her, he screamed for
her help.

But her answer was, “’Tisn’t eating my butter you are now,
you rogue. You have enough to attend to.”



-2+ The Fox and the Eagle

There came a very bad year one time. One day the fox was near
the shore of the Lakes of Killarney, and he couldn’t find a bird
or anything else to eat. Then he spied three ducks a bit out from
the shore and thought to himself that if he could catch hold of
them, he would have a fine meal. There was some water parsnip
with very large leaves growing by the shore, and he swam out to
it and cut off two big leaves of it with his teeth. He held one of
them at each side of his mouth and swam toward the ducks.
They never felt anything until he had taken one of them off with
him.

Very satisfied with himself, he brought her ashore, laid her
down, and decided to try and catch the other two as well—tis
seldom they would be on offer!

He caught a second duck by the same trick and left her dead
near the first. Then out he swam for the third and brought her
in. But, if he did, there was no trace of the other two where he
had left them.

“May God help me!” said he. “I have only the one by my
day’s work. What’ll I do? I wonder who s playing tricks on me.”

He looked all around but couldn’t see an enemy anywhere.
Then he looked toward the cliff that was nearby, and what did he
spy but the nest of an eagle high up on it.

“No one ever took my two ducks but the eagle,” said he. “As
good as I am at thieving, there’s a bigger thief above my head.”

He didn’t know how to get at the eagle. Then he saw a fire
smoldering not far away, where men had been working at a
quarry a few days before. They had a fire and it was still burn-
ing slowly under the surface of the ground. He dragged the
duck to the fire and pulled her hither and thither through the
embers. Then he left her down on the grass and hid. The eagle
must have been watching out for the third duck too, for down 'he
swooped and snatched her up to his nest. No sooner did the
dead duck’s body touch the dry nest than the nest caught fire—
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there were live embers stuck in the duck’s feathers. Down tell the
blazing nest with the three dead ducks as well as the eagle’s
three young ones inside it, so the fox had six birds for his supper.
Didn’t he get his own back well on the eagle?

+3-  The Fox in Inishkea

Long, long ago, this district was pillaged by a fox. One day he
would be west at Falmore, the next day below in Ballyglass. On a
fine, warm summer’s day, a man from this place was going to
town with a donkey load of fish. Who should be coming toward
him near the strand, but the fox! The fox knew that there was
something in the baskets on the donkey’s back; so he lay down
and pretended to be dead. The poor man thought that he was
dead; so he caught him and threw him on top of one of the
baskets.

“Your skin is worth a good deal of money,” said he. “Wasn’t
I lucky to find your”

The man, little thinking that the fox was doing him any
harm, and his donkey travelled on. The fox was throwing out
a fish now and again, until there wasn’t a single one left in the
baskets.

When they were near the town, all that the fox did was to
jump out of the basket. He upset the straddle and baskets, and it
was then the poor man saw what had happened. The fox went
back and picked up the fishes and had a fine meal.

The fox went as far as Léim Lake. He saw a fine flock of
geese out on the water. He started to whistle at them until he
drove them onto dry land. Then he caught one of them by the
neck, threw her across his back and went off with her. That’s the
way he was robbing the people, and they couldn’t catch him.
He used to steal geese, ducks, hens, and lambs.

Some men from the island of Inishkea came to the mainland
one day and left their boat on the strand at Falmore. They went
shopping to Blacksod. The fox came to where the boat was. He
kept looking toward Inishkea and thinking that if he could go



5+ Two Women or Twelve Men

There was a fox that had three young ones, and when the time
came to teach them how to fend for themselves, the old fox took
them to a house. There was great talk going on inside the house.
He asked the first two young ones if they could tell him who was
in the house. They couldn’t. Then he tried the third.

“Who is inside?” asked the old fox.

“Either two women or twelve men,” said the young one.

“You’ll do well in the world,” said the old fox.

-6+ The Grateful Weasel

There was a man in this townland long ago, and one morning
in the springtime, he set out to drive his cattle to the pasture.
It was the time of sowing the potatoes, and the rest of the family
had gone to the potato field. The man took off his shoes, as he
had a good distance to travel with the cows and calves. He could
travel more quickly barefoot, and it would not take him long
to put on the shoes again when he returned. He was anxious
to join the others at the potatoes, as the season was running late.

When he had driven the cattle to the commonage, he set out
for home. While passing a small garden near the house in which
potatoes and turnips were stored in “pits,” what did he see in the
garden but a huge rat fighting a weasel! The rat was winning
the fight. He rested his two hands on the fence, watching them.

“I won’t let that rat kill the weasel,” said he, jumping over
the fence.

The two were fighting viciously, screaming, and whining. He
went close to them, but they must not have noticed him, for they
never looked at hint. He drew close to them and tried to put his
foot on the rat to give the weasel a chance of killing it. What did
the rat do but bite the back of his foot and cut it deeply! When
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he felt the bite, he aimed a blow at the rat with his stick. The
weasel then attacked the rat still more fiercely and never stopped
until she had it killed. Then she licked herself clean, got rid of
the hairs of the rat that were stuck in her teeth and claws, and
went through a hole in the fence. The man saw her no more.

He left the garden and went home with his foot dripping blood.
On reaching the house, he washed the wound and bandaged it,
and put on his shoes. He went off to the potato field, and his foot
was very sore. The others were hard at work, and he didn’t tell
them anything about what had happened. The pain was so great
that he had to return to the house before long. He took off his
shoe and saw that his foot was very swollen.

When he didn’t return to the field, his son went to the house
to see what was wrong and found him stretched in the corner
near the fire. His foot was swollen and bleeding. He then told
the son what had happened.

“You’ll do no more spring work this season, I'm thinking,”
said the son. “Your foot is very swollen, and it will swell more.”

“It can’t be helped now,” said the father. “Let ye keep on with
the potato seed, and I may be all right tomorrow.”

When they came home at dinner time, the foot had turned
blue and even the toes were swollen. They bathed it with warm
water and put on a poultice of dearg-laoch, which was said to be
good for a swelling. Still, the foot kept on swelling, and he spent
the evening and night wide awake, complaining of the pain.
They didn’t know what to do. Doctors were not as plentiful
then as they are now, and people tried cures with herbs and
things like that.

Next morning the rest of the family went off to the potato
field, and the man of the house remained at home, feeling worse
than ever. The door was open. He had just taken off the bandage
and poultice to bathe his foot again, when what did he see com-
ing in the door but the weasel! She came toward the fireplace
where he was seated on a small stool and laid a small green leaf
that she had in her mouth on the flagstone in front of the fire.
When she had done that, she went out the door. After a little
while, she came back again with another little leaf of a different

kind, which she laid beside the first. She did this a third time,
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bringing a new kind of leaf once more. Then she went out the
door for the last time, and the man saw her no more. He knew
that she had brought the leaves to him to cure his foot; so he laid
them on the wound and bound them up with a bandage. Then
he fell asleep and, when he awoke, the swelling had left his foot

and it was cured.

.7+ The Man Who Swallowed the Mouse

There was a man in Rinnard one time. He felt very thirsty one
evening after a day’s mowing; so he took a bowl of thick milk
to drink. The kitchen was half dark, as lamps and lights were
scarce at that time. He swallowed the milk, and what was in it
but a mouse! He never felt anything until he had swallowed the
milk, mouse and all.

Every day from that day on, especially when he would lie
down, he could feel the mouse running about and dancing inside
of him. At that time, the doctors were not as good as they are
now, and no doctor or anybody else could help him. He told
all of his friends about the mouse, for he knew that they wouldn’t
wish anything to be wrong with him.

One woman came to see how he was, and she said that the
best thing to do was to put a piece of roasted bacon and a piece of
mutton on a plate on both sides of his mouth when he lay down
in bed. The cat should be kept in the room too. When the mouse
would smell the roasted meat, she would come out to taste it.

The man tried this remedy for three nights. On the third
night, didn’t the mouse come out and start to eat the meat! She
hadn’t eaten much before the cat killed her. The man lived to a
great age after that happened. That story is as true as any I ever

heard!



-8+ The Cat and the Dog

Long ago the dog used to be out in the wet and the cold, while
the cat remained inside near the fire.

One day, when he was “‘drowned wet,” the dog said to the cat,
“You have a comfortable place, but you won’t have it any longer.
I’'m going to find out whether I have to be outside every wet day,
while you are inside.”

The man of the house overheard the argument between the
two and thought that it would be right to settle the matter.

“Tomorrow,” said he, “I will start a race between ye five
miles from the house, and whichever of ye comes into the house
first will have the right to stay inside from then on. The other
can look after the place outside.”

Next day, the two got themselves ready for the race. As they
ran toward the house, the dog was a half-mile ahead of the
cat. Then he met a beggar man. When the beggar man saw the
dog running toward him with his mouth open, he thought he
was running to bite him. He had a stick in his hand, and he
struck the dog as he ran by. The dog was hurt and started to
bark at the beggar man and tried to bite him for satisfaction.

Meanwhile the cat ran toward the house, and she was licking
herself near the fire and resting after the race when the dog
arrived.

“Now,” said the cat when the dog ran in, “the race is won,
and I have the inside of the house for ever more.”



.9« The Sow and Her Banbh

An old sow and her young banbh were thieving one day, and a
dog was set to chase them. They ran at their best with the dog
at their heels.

“I won’t go there any more, any more, any more,” grunted
the old sow.

“That’s what you say always, always, always,” grunted the
banbh.

10+ The Old Crow Teaches the
Young Crow

There was an old crow long ago, and he made a nest. After a
time, only one of his brood remained with him.

One day the old crow took the young one out into the field to
teach him how to fly.

When the young crow had learned how to fly and was able to
go to any part of Ireland, the old crow said, “I think that you
are able to fly anywhere now and make your living by yourself.
Before you go, I want to give you a little advice that will protect
you from danger, as it has protected myself.”

“Tell it to me,” said the young crow.

“If you are ever in a potato field or cornfield and see a man
coming toward you with something under his arm or in his
hand, fly off immediately, fearing he may have a gun and may
shoot you.”

“I understand,” said the young crow.

““Another bit of advice to you,” said the old crow. “If you see
a man bending down as he comes toward you in the field or on
the road, fly off as.fast as you can, for he will be picking up a
stone to throw at you. If he has nothing under his arm and
if he doesn’t bend down, you’re safe.”
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“That’s all very well,” said the young crow, “but what if he
has a stone in his pocket?”

“Off you go,” said the old crow “You know more than
myself!”

11+ The Cold May Night

There never was as cold a night as Old May Night long long
ago. It was the eleventh of May.

Hundreds of years later, there came a very cold evening. The
Old Crow of Achill was alive at the time, and he felt the great
cold. He didn’t know how he would survive the night; so he
flew off to a wood some distance away. He hovered about, and
what should he spy on top of the highest tree in the wood but a
bird’s nest. He decided to pass the night in it.

When he went to it, he found an eagle’s fledgling inside. The
mother eagle was away, looking for food; so the Old Crow took
hold of the fledgling in his beak and carried it off and killed it
somewhere in the wood. He threw the body into some bushes
and flew back to the nest.

It wasn’t very long until the old eagle returned with a big
lump of meat from somewhere. Night had fallen, and she
thought that it was her fledgling that was in the nest. She dropped
the meat, and the Old Crow began to eat it with joy. Then the
old eagle lay down on top of him. She spent the whole night
rising up and jumping about and complaining—for it is said that
birds and animals could talk at that time—that she had never
felt a colder night.

The Old Crow of Achill was covered with sweat during the
night, fearing that when day came and the eagle saw him, she
would kill him. The eagle kept complaining about the cold, and
at last the Old Crow remarked that there had been a colder night.

“How do you know that,” asked the eagle, “secing that you
only came out of the shell a month ago?”

“Yes, there was a colder night—OIld May Night,” said the
Old Crow.
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“I find it hard to believe you,” 3aid the eagle.

“Such a night did come,” said the Old Crow. “If you don’t
believe me, go to an old blackbird in a certain forge. She’ll be
there before you, and you’ll find that she will tell you that a
colder night than last night came one time.”

The old eagle got angry. She flew off and never stopped until
she came to the Blackbird of the Forge. The Blackbird was inside
before her, standing on an iron rod. The Blackbird welcomed her.

“This is what brought me here,” said the eagle. “A young
fledgling of mine came out of the egg a month ago. Last night
was the coldest I ever experienced, and I spent it rising up out of
the nest with the cold. When dawn was near, my young one said
to me that there had been a colder night, but I can’t imagine how
it could know, and it only a month old. It told me if T didn’t
believe it to go to the Blackbird of the Forge to find out.”

“Well, 'm the Blackbird of the Forge, and last night was the
coldest 1 ever felt. I was put into this forge when I was young.
This iron rod on which I am standing was so many inches long
and so many inches thick at that time. Once every seven years, I
used to rub my beak to it, and if I rub it once more, it will break.
I have been here that length of time, and last night was the
coldest I ever felt; but,” said the Blackbird, “you must go to a
certain bull in a certain field. If he can’t tell you, I don’t know
where you’ll find out about it.”

The eagle flew off and never stopped until she reached the
field. The bull was there.

“What brought me here,” said the eagle, “is that a month ago
a young fledgling of mine came out of the egg. Last night was
the coldest night I ever felt, and I spent the whole night rising up
out of my nest to try to keep myself warm. Then when the dawn
was near, my young one told me that there had been a colder
night. I can’t imagine how it could know, and it only a month
out of the egg. It told me if I didn’t believe it to go to you. Have
you ever heard of a colder night than last night?”

“No, I haven’t,” said the bull. “I have been here for thousands
of years, and two horns have fallen off me each year. They have
been used to make a fence around this one-acre field, and only
the two horns on my head now are wanting to complete the fence.
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That shows how long I have been heré. And still, last night was
the coldest night I ever experienced. But the Blind Salmon of
Assaroe is older than I am, and he might be able to give you some
account of it.”

“Where is the Blind Salmon of Assaroe?’” asked the eagle.

“In a certain river,” said the bull, naming it. ““That’s where
he always 1s.”

Anger came over the eagle, but she flew off and never stopped
until she reached the river. She watched the part of the river
where the bull said the Salmon might be, and what did she see
below her but the Salmon swimming in the river. She spoke to
him, and he replied.

“Are you the Blind Salmon of Assaroe?”

“I am.”

“Did you feel cold last night?” asked the eagle.

“I did,” replied the Salmon.

“I never felt a night so cold,” said the eagle. “What brought
me here to you is that I have a young fledgling, and I spent
all of last night, jumping up and down in the nest, trying
to keep it and myself warm. Toward morning, the fledgling,
which is only a month out of the egg, said to me that there
had once been a colder night. I had never heard of it. It told
me if I didn’t believe it to go to the Blackbird of the Forge
at a certain place, and he might know. I went to the Blackbird
of the Forge, and he told me that he had been perched on an
iron rod so many inches long and so many inches thick since he
was young. Once every seven years, he rubbed his beak against
the iron rod, he said, and one more rub would cut it through. He
said that last night was the coldest he had ever experienced. He
advised me to go to a certain bull in a certain field, because he
might know. I went to the bull, and he told me that last night
was the coldest he had ever felt. He had been in the field for
thousands of years; a pair of horns had fallen from him each
year; and the fence around the one-acre field was made of these
horns; only the two horns on his head were needed to complete
the fence. That was his age. But he told me to go to the Blind
Salmon of Assaroe, so that he might tell me about it, and you are
that Salmon.”






.12+ The King Who Could Not Sleep

Long ago King Cormac was king of all Ireland. He had palaces
in many places, and when the summer would come, the king
would travel from one to another, partly for pastime and partly
to hear how his kingdom was getting on.

Cormac had one son but he died. He was left with three
daughters as beautiful as human eye had ever scen. They had
nothing to trouble them night or morning but sport and pleasure
—walking along the shore, bathing, and so on. And when
Cormac returned home in the evening, they ran out joyfully to
meet him with a kiss.

Things went on in that way until a very warm summer came.
On the first day of June, King Cormac decided that he and his
wife would make a tour through Ireland, spending awhile in
each of his palaces. He took many of his servants with him and
ordered new servants to be hired in their stead until he returned.
He intended to be away for three months: June, July, and
August. He was made very welcome at each of his palaces, and
the people there would run out to meet him when he arrived.

The three daughters remained at home and were in and out
each day as usual, enjoying themselves. You have often heard,
however, that when the cat is out the mice may dance—and that
was the way with King Cormac’s daughters.

There was a big lake below the palace, and nothing would
satisfy them but to go swimming there, although they had often
been warned not to. Well, a very fine warm day came, and the
three went out swimming in the lake. The youngest girl was not
as strong as the others. When they were out in the middle of the
lake, a big otter raised his head near them. The three made for
the shore as fast as they could, but the otter overtook the youngest
and swam with her until she was close to the edge. The two
eldest ran home crying and told the servants that their sister had
been killed by an otter. When the servants reached the edge of
the lake, they were met by the girl on her way home, but she was
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“I am,” said the Blind Salmon of Assaroe. ““A night colder
than last night came without any doubt. I was here on Old May
Night, the eleventh of May, long ago. It was freezing. I was
jumping up and down in the water. It was freezing so hard
that when I jumped up one time, the water had frozen when I
came down. I was frozen into the ice and couldn’t free myself.
About two hours after daybreak, what should be passing but the
Old Crow of Achill. He saw me frozen in the ice. Down he
flew and started pecking at the ice with his beak. He made a
hole in the ice and picked out my eye and ate it. That’s why I
have had only one eye ever since, and that’s why I'm called the
Blind Salmon of Assaroe. But look here,”” said the Blind Salmon,
“45 sure as I am here, it was the Old Crow of Achill that was in
your nest last night and not your young one 1>

“Ah, it can’t be,” said the eagle.

“It was,” said the Blind Salmon. “Only he could have told
you about Old May Night.”

The eagle returned angrily home, but when she reached the
nest, neither her fledgling nor the Old Crow was there. The Old
Crow had left, and it was well for him. If she caught him, his
days would be ended.
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without any clothes. They were delighted that she was alive.
(But wait till you hear what happened. This story is as true as
gospel.)

Time passed until King Cormac sent a letter to say that he

" would arrive home on a certain day. All were glad at the news:

the neighbors, his daughters, and the servants. It was customary
for the daughters to go to meet their father whenever he returned,
and this time they went a couple of miles along the road to greet
him. When they met him, each of them ran to shake his hand
and to kiss him. The two eldest were in front and the youngest
behind.

When she put out her hand toward her father, he shouted,

““Get out of my sight! Three months ago when I left home,

you had a maiden’s look in your eye and the bloom of youth in

your cheeks; now I see that you are a pregnant woman.”

The poor creature ran off in tears. When Cormac reached the
palace, he went into the large room and seated himself on a
magnificent chair. Cooks were moving about, preparing a meal.
Cormac shouted that his youngest daughter should come to him.

“What do you want me for, Father?” she asked.

“Get down on your two knees on the floor,” said he, *““and tell
me what happened to you since I left, or I will put my sword
through your body.”

She finally told him, crying and moaning, what had happened
to her with the otter in the lake.

“I believe what you tell me,” said the king; *“if you had told me
anything else except the truth, I would have cut off your head.
I know that you could not have avoided what happened and
could not save yourself. It may be all for the best.”

Time went by, and a midwife had to be found. A fine son
without deformity or blemish was born to King Cormac’s
daughter. The old king was delighted at the birth of a boy, since
his own son had died. Oh, such care was never lavished on any
child in the kingdom. They took him out on their shoulders
and in on their shoulders. Everything he asked for was given to
him, and he grew strong and healthy.

When he was seven years old, he was sent to school, and when
he had learned enough he walked in and out and here and there
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with the king. He called Cormac his father—he didn’t know
anything better. One day, while they were walking along the
shore, Cormac complained that he felt tired.

““I have been noticing, Father,” said the boy, “that for the past
few years you have been failing in health and getting stiff of
limb. Wouldn’t it be better for you to hand over the crown and
the ruling of the country to me? I'm fine and young and clever
enough to look after your affairs, and you won’t have to leave the
palace at all.”

“What put that into your head, my dear boy?”” asked Cormac.
“Don’t you know that you will rule the country soon enough?
There is no one else to fill my place but you.”

A good while after that, they went out together another day,
and when they were returning home, the old man complained
that he was tired.

“You had better hand over the throne to me,” said the boy.
“Then you can rest at home always.”

“Whoever put that notion into your head, my treasure,” said
the king, “were no friends of yours. I don’t wish to hand over
the throne to you as long as I am able to move about myself.
You are sure to take my place, as I have no other son.”

At that, the young fellow spoke in an angry voice, “If you don’t
give it to me willingly, I will take it in spite of you.”

When he reached home, the boy asked his mother to get some
food ready for him. |

“What is wrong with you, my son?’’ she asked.

“My father won’t hand over the ruling of the country to me.
Well, if he doesn’t do it of his own accord, I'll take it by force.”

His mother took no great notice of this until he became un-
friendly toward the whole houschold and they couldn’t get any
good word from him.

He took food for the road with him and walked all day until
the late evening came on him. He saw a light in a big house by
the roadside, and he went in. The old hag who was inside had
all the welcome of the world for him, King Cormac’s son. She
well knew who he was, and she asked him to stay until morning.
He did and before leaving, he asked her where was Fionn mac
Cumbhaill living. She told him, as well as she was able, how far
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off Fionn’s castle was and said that he would be sure to get work
there.

“You'll get there by nightfall,” said she; ‘“just when the
soldiers are returning home.”

It was true. He walked on all day, and at nightfall he came
to Fionn’s place. He met the soldiers in the street and asked
where their master was. Fionn came out, and the boy told him
that he wished to be hired.

“How much pay will you want?” asked Fionn.

““The bargain I want to make with you is this,” said the boy.
“I will stay with you for a year and a day, and if you find any
fault with me, you can pay me whatever you wish. But if you
find no fault with me, I will fix my own reward.”

“That’s a bargain,” said Fionn.

Fionn thought that he would surely find some fault with the
lad; nobody was perfect; so the boy entered the service of Fionn.

Back at the palace, poor King Cormac was troubled and feeling
his age as well. Near the palace was a small house in which
Gaibhne Gabha lived; he looked after King Cormac’s horses and
shod them and did other jobs about the palace. This smith had
three daughters, the youngest of whom was sixteen or seventeen
years of age. King Cormac went to the smith and suggested
that if he sent the youngest daughter to work in the palace he
would lose nothing by it. The smith said that, of course, he
would and welcome; so the daughter entered the king’s service.

She was there only two days when the king’s wife died. She
was old. He was alone now, having neither wife nor son. After
she was buried, the whole household was very sorry for the king
and they prayed every day that he might be consoled.

One day the thought struck him, that if he married the smith’s
young daughter, God might send them an heir for the throne.
Although the girl was very young, the king spoke to her, and she
agreed to marry him, so they were married according to the
custom of the time.

Time passed until the boy’s year and day of service with
Fionn was coming to an end. Fionn realized that, unless he
found some fault with the boy, he could deprive him of the
leadership of the Fianna. He went to visit an old wise man who
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was blind. This old man was a prgphct, and Fionn told him
about the bargain he had made with the boy.

“You'll catch him out without any delay,” said the old man,
“if you follow my advice. Leave your sword outside your door
tonight when you are going to bed. Don’t fall aslecp. About two
or three o’clock in the morning, call the boy’s name and, if he
doesn’t answer, you'll have found fault with him.”

“I'll try it,” said Fionn.

Fionn went home and that night when they had all gone to
bed, he left his sword outside the door. He stayed awake till
between two and three o’clock; then he called the boy by name.

“What do you want me for, master?” asked the boy, pulling
on his clothes.

“I forgot my sword outside the door,” said Fionn. “If it rains,
it will get rusty.”

The boy went out and brought in the sword. He then asked
Fionn if he wanted anything else; Fionn said he didn’t.

Next day Fionn made off the blind old man again and told
him what had happened.

“Well, you have only one other night left,”” said the old man.
“If you don’t catch him, there’s nothing to be done. Call him by
name at the same time tonight; if he answers you, you’ll have
lost your chance.”

That night Fionn called the boy by name when all were
asleep.

“What do you want me for, master?” asked the boy, jumping
out of bed and pulling on his trousers.

When he reached where Fionn was lying, Fionn pretended to
be asleep and snoring.

“What do you want me for?” asked the boy.

“Did I call you?” asked Fionn.

“You did, indeed,” said the boy.

“If 1 did, it must have been in my sleep,” replied Fionn.

The boy went back to bed. Next day the year and day were up.

“I hope,” said Fionn, “that you will not take the leadership
of the Fianna from me. You are the best boy I have ever had
under my roof.”

“I don’t want to take any leadership from you,’

b

replied the
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boy. “I haven’t even thought of it. All I want is that you fight
King Cormac for a day.”

“O my!” cried Fionn. “What am I to do? Isn’t he the king
that’s over me? But that’s the bargain, and I must carry it out.
What day would you like it to be?”

“Any day that suits yourself,” said the boy.

“Well,” said Fionn, “we must give King Cormac a chance to
get his army together.”

“I'll give him a month from today,” said the boy. “And I
will convey the news to him.”

And so he did. He made off to King Cormac and said to him,
“Since you wouldn’t give me the crown of your own free will, I
will make you give it to me by force, unless you defeat Fionn’s
army and myself a month from today.”

He returned to Fionn and carried on as he had done.

A few days before the battle was to take place, King Cormac
spoke to his wife, “You had better go home to your father,” said
he, “because I will be killed in this battle and so would you.”

He put his hand into his pocket and took out a belt with a
yellow plate on it on which his own name was inscribed.

“Now,” said he, “if God sends you any child, which I hope
He will, put this belt on him; and when he will be able to read
this inscription, he will know his father’s name and gain his
rights from the thief who is coming to take his place. On the
morning of the day of battle, you are to come out on the field to
me, and I will give you enough gold and silver to rear the child.
In a small basket, which I have hidden at the side of that cliff
to the east, you will find a bootful of gold and another of silver.”

When the day of battle arrived, the officers and colonels and
leaders assembled, and the fight began. There was charging and
noise amid the powder smoke and men screaming as they were
wounded in the fray. The smith’s daughter went out to see King
Cormac, but she could not recognize him among the other
fighters.

Cormac was killed in the battle. Fionn mac Cumbhaill and his
men returned home. The country’s leading men met to see what
was to be done next, and they decided that King Cormac’s son,
as he was called until then, was the lawful heir to the throne.
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The whole country knew differently; however. The new Ling,
therefore, was elected, and the name he was known by was King
Conn.

The new king began to make new laws which changed every-
thing that had been done before. Those who could not pay their
rent were to go to prison and stay there until they paid. The
people came to hate Conn. In Cormac’s reign, the weather had
been very fine; harvests were plentiful; the island of Ireland was
happy and beautiful. When Conn became king, the wind
changed to the north; the land refused to yield crops; summer
became winter. Even the chimneys of the palace became crooked
with hatred for the king, and half of them fell down. The royal
seat was a miserable and deadly place.

That’s the way things were. But wait until you hear more.
When the smith’s daughter found that she was bearing a child,
she sent secretly for a midwife who lived nearby and asked her to
go with her to a lonely place in a wood that was there. The mid-
wife came and the two of them went to the wood, and before
long the smith’s daughter gave birth to a son.

As soon as the child had been born, the mother said to the
midwife, “This is a belt which King Cormac asked me to put
on the child, if it should be a boy.”

She put on the belt, and no sooner was it fixed around his
waist as he lay on some cloth by their side than a she-wolf
emerged from the wood. She snarled at the two women, and they
fainted. She took the child in her mouth and carried it off to the
cave where her own cubs were. Not a tooth touched the child,
but the wolf licked him and kept him warm. There in the cave,
she suckled her own three cubs and the child.

When the two women recovered their senses, they looked
about, but the child had disappeared, and they did not know
where to look fer him.

“Don’t say a word to anyone about this,” said the mother to
the midwife, giving her two guineas. “Say that I had not been
feeling well, and there won’t be any more about it.”

The child remained with the she-wolf, which looked after him
as if he were the apple of her eye and cared for him more than
she did for her own cubs. Time went by, from day to day, from

b
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week to week, from month to manth, until the child was one-
and-a-half-years old. On fine days, he would leave the cave with
the cubs, and they played together in the wood.

One day there chanced to be some hunters passing through
the wood with their hounds and hunting gear of the time, and
they caught sight of the child playing with the cubs on a nice
grassy slope. The cubs were cleverer than the child, and they ran
as fast as they could into the cave, where they hid underground.
The child also escaped before the hunters could catch him. They
thought it very strange that a child should be in such a place,
so they sent word secretly to others who had hounds. Next day
they all came and hid themselves around the cave. When the sun
shone out after midday, the wolf emerged from the cave with the
three cubs and the child trotting after her. They began to play.
The old wolf lay on her back on the grass and played with the
child with her legs. She paid far more heed to the child than to
her own cubs. In rushed the hunters with their guns, and they all
scattered. The hounds ran off after the wolves, but all the hunters
wanted was to take the child. They caught him before he reached
the cave. He was very wild and tried to escape. The belt had sunk
into his flesh and could hardly be seen at all. Finally the hunters
noticed it and read the inscription on the plate. They all said
that it was a belt of King Cormac’s, who had been dead long
since, but someone had put it on the child.

They held a meeting to decide who should get the child. They
all agreed that he should be given to an old nobleman named
Cormac mhac Gheolan, who lived a good distance away with his
wife and had no children. He was the one who should have the
child. Cormac mhac Gheolan, therefore, got him, and when the
wife saw him she had as much welcome for him as if he were
the King of Glory himself. She got two nurses to mind the child,
and you may be sure it was he that was well cared for. Time
passed until he was nine or ten years old. He was given every-
thing he asked for. |

He was sent to school for some years to be taught in the
manner of those tipes. When the boys were allowed out of
school to play at midday, they took their hurleys and-ball and
played a game. The boy was very good at hurling, and every day
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he was the best of them all. He was much bigger and stronger
than the others. They didn’t like to be beaten in the game. Like
all people, some of them were unmannerly, and they started to
call him by a nickname: Son of the Wolf. He didn’t take any
great notice of it the first day, but when they all gathered around
him the next day after he had won and started shouting “The
Son of the Wolf that was found in the wood,” he began to
wonder what they meant. The next day, when even some of the
girls joined in the nickname, he lost his temper and ran home.

“I won’t go to school any more,” he told his foster father.
“The whole lot of them were calling me names today and for
the past three days. I beat them all at hurling, and they are calling
me ‘The Son of the Wolf that was found in the wood.””

“Don’t take any notice of them,” said old Cormac mhac
Gheolan. “Let them call you what they like. They are jealous of
you.”

“T'll go one day more, till I see,” said the boy.

Next day he went to school again, and he won the game not
only from the boys but from the master himself. The whole lot
—the boys, the girls, and even the master—started at him until
they made a laughingstock of him. He left them there and ran
home with their jeering in his ears.

“I know they must have some reason for the name,” said he,
“when even the master himself started at it. Only for it being
true, he wouldn’t join in. I won’t stay here another day or night |
with you,” said he to old Cormac, “unless you tell me the reason |
for 1t.”

“Well, I'll tell you the reason,” said Cormac. “You were found
in the wood along with a she-wolf and her three cubs, and the
hunters left you here with me to be the heir to my lands. You can
see for yourself that there’s no one else to succeed me.”

“Had I anything or any clothes on me when I was found?”

“You were as naked as when you came into the world except
for a small belt you were wearing.”

“Where is the belt now?” he asked.

Old Cormac kept the belt in a trunk. He went down into the
room and fetched it. The boy read the inscription on the plate.

“Well, one thing is certain,” said he. “I'm no son of a wolf.
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I'm the son of a good man, King Cormac himself. If I live till
tomorrow morning, I am going to say goodbye to ye for awhile
until I see what has happened to the place where my father
lived.”

Next morning, old Cormac’s wife prepared a good meal for
him, while she cried at the thought that he was leaving them.
Cormac handed him a big purse of gold.

“Put that in your pocket,” said he. “You might need it before
you return.”

He bade goodbye to Cormac and his wife and took to the road
early in the morning. He didn’t know in what direction to go.
He could only ask everybody he met where had King Cormac
lived.

The evening came on, very cold and wild. He came to a high
fence at the roadside, which hid a small house behind it. There
was an old man herding a few sheep by the road, and who was
he but the smith, Gaibhne Gabha, his grandfather.

“Have you any idea whereabouts did a king named Cormac
live?”” asked the youth.

“I'll show you,” said the old man with tears streaming from
his eyes. “That palace over there on the side of the hill is where
he lived. He is dead for almost twenty years. A thief who hasn’t
given us peace day or night since he took the crown has taken
his place. We had fine weather while we had King Cormac; we
had a crop of everything we planted; even the trees were bending
to the ground with the weight of berries. Since this thief came,
the wind has gone north; summer is like winter; the land has
refused to bear crops; and the chimneys have turned crooked
with hatred of him. And he has made a law; if these three little
sheep of mine go into his land, he will keep them for himself.”

The boy saw that the old man was talkative; so he asked him
if he could keep him until morning.

“Well, I'll do my best,”” said the old man. “I can see that you
know a good deal.”

The old man took him up to the house and told his three
daughters that the stranger with him was on his travels and
would like to have lodgings until morning.

“Of course, he can,” said the three together.
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“I must run to the shop,” said one of them.

The youth put his hand in his pocket and handed her two
guineas.

“Spend that in the shop,” said he, “and bring a pint of whiskey
so that we can drink a glass.”

The shop wasn’t far away, and when she returned, she got
ready a good meal for the stranger. He and the old man were
taken into the room where the food was. When they had eaten
their fill, the youth gave the old man a glass of whiskey.

“I’m worried about the three little sheep,” said the old man.
“I must go out to keep an eye on them. If that thief lays hold of
them, I'll never see them again; so I'll have to leave you.”

The youth sat at the table, talking to the youngest girl and
smoking his pipe. He put his two hands to the back of his head,
as you have often seen people do, and raised his body up higher
on the chair. His belt became visible, and the moment the girl
caught sight of it, she recognized it and started to cry.

“If you don’t want me to stay until morning, I can go to some
other house,” said the youth.

“Q,’tisn’t that at all!” said she. “’Tis the name on that belt
you have on.”

“How do you know the belt I'm wearing?” said he.

“I married King Cormac a short time before he was killed,”
said she. “He gave me that belt and told me if I had a child to
put it on him, so that he would know who his father was. I
went to the wood, and when the child was born, I put the belt on
him. A wolf took the child, and I have never got trace or tidings
of him since. How did you get the belt?”

“I see! I see!” said the youth. “You are my mother, and I am
home.”

The girl was delighted and she told the rest the news.

“Where is the old man?”’ said the youth.

She called him in, and the youth filled two other glasses of
whiskey and gave one to the old man. They started to talk, and
the old man told him how bad a king Conn was. Someone had to
sit up with him every night telling him stories, and anyone whom
he disliked or didn’t satisfy him was shot or hanged next morn-
ing. “I understand,” said the youth.
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“Run out,” said the old man to-one of the daughters; ““and

see where the sheep are.” -

When she went out, she found that one of King Conn’s men
had taken away the three sheep which he had found trespassing
on the king’s land. She ran back with the news.

“May our ill luck go with them,” said the old man. “We’ll
have to do without them now.”

“You won’t,” said the youth. “I haven’t finished with this king
yet. You must go to him,” said he to the old man; “and demand
your sheep back. Say that you only went in home to warm
your hands and they were missing when you returned.”

“I won’t go,” replied the old man. “He’d kill me.”

“If you don’t go, I will,”” said the youth.

“It would be a pity that you’d be killed,” said the old man.
“I'll go myself.”

The old man went to the palace and met the king. He told
him that his three sheep had only crossed the boundary fence,
and he would like to get them.

“Didn’t you know well,” said King Conn, “that I wouldn’t
break for you the law I made? If I did, somebody else would
come tomorrow and another the next day, looking for their
animals. I'm going to stand by the law I have made.”

“I'm willing to leave the rights and wrongs of the case to the
first man that comes along the road,” said the old man.

“I’ll agree to that,” said King Conn, thinking that nobody
would have the courage to oppose the law he had made.

The old man returned home and told the youth that the king
had agreed to leave the matter to the first person who came
along the road.

When morning came, the old man and the youth and the
daughters got up and ate their breakfast. The old man then got
ready to go to the palace and asked the youth not to be far
behind him. He met the king, and they walked over and hither
along the road, waiting for somebody to come along. At last the
king saw a strapping young fellow coming toward them. He
saluted them, and they replied in the manner of the time.

“You’re a stranger on this road,” said the king.

“I am. I have never passed this way until now.”
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“Well, ’tis somebody like you I want,” said the king. “I issued
a decree through this island that everybody should keep their
animals from trespassing; if they didn’t, they would lose them.
This man here had three sheep..He knew well about this decree,
and now he wants it changed.”

The old man then told his own side of the story.

“I had three sheep,” he said, “and every day I minded them.
I went home yesterday evening to warm. my hands; when I came
out again the sheep were gone. I hadn’t a four-footed animal in
the world but them, and it seems unfair that they are taken from
me.”’

“You knew,” said the youth, “that you shouldn’t have let
the sheep over the fence, knowing the king’s decree. On the other
hand, keeping them altogether is a heavy punishment.”

“Well, we have agreed to let the first comer decide,” said the
king. “What is your decision?”

“This is what I think,” said the youth. “You are both the same}
in my eyes. Get your men to shear the wool off the sheep and;
keep it in lieu of the grass which they ate. If you catch them ;
trespassing again, keep them altogether, but let them go this
timd.

The youth walked off along the road by himself. The king’s
servants shore the sheep and then gave them back to their owner.
(That was that, but wait until you hear more.)

Two days later, the king sent one of his servants for the old
man to tell him stories all night, hoping to get his own back
from him. When evening came, the old man washed his face
and tidied himself up to go before the king.

“Where are you going?” asked the youth.

“To keep company with that thief,” said the old man. “I know
that he is planning my death!”

“You won’t stir a foot out of here,” said the youth. “T’ll go
in your stead. I have plenty of stories for him.”

“No!” cried the old man. “It would be a shame that you
should die. You are young, and my life is nearly over. I haven’t
much longer to live.”

“He won’t kill me as easily as you think,” said the youth.
“So take your ease and stay at home.”

b
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The youth thrust his sword into his scabbard, and said, “I
want to find out what this king is like.”

On entering the palace he turned toward the kitchen. The
servants were all eatlng their supper around a table, and none
of them asked him to join them. He walked boldly to the table
after a while and sat down like themselves. They glanced at one
another, thinking him unmannerly for sitting without being
invited.

“I think that, as I'm staying in the palace tonight, the least I
ought to get is a bite to eat,” said he.

When the cooks heard that, they sent in food and drink to
him; every bite of it tasted like honey; no two bites had the
same taste; and no two bites were of the same food. The cook
who was getting food ready for the king came down and told
him that the king wanted him. He went to the king.

“I don’t recognize you,” said the king.

“I’'m a stranger here,”” said the youth. “I am staying in a house
down there where there is an old man with three daughters. The
old man told me that your majesty had sent for him to tell you
stories till morning. He was taken ill after dinner, so I took pity
on him and told him that I would come in his stead tonight.”

“Very well,” said the king.

Everything in the room where the king was lying was so
polished that you could see your reflection everywhere. There
was a fine fire and fine, comfortable seats. The king himself was
lying on a bed of birds’ down beside the fire.

“Start off now,” said he to the youth, “and tell me the best
stories you have.”

The king turned his own face toward the wall with the bed-
clothes drawn up over his head. When dawn was breaking next
morning, he turned to face the youth.

“You are the best man at fiannaiocht and storytelling that has
ever entered my palace or my city,” said he.

“I don’t believe you heard the half of what I told you,
the youth. .

“I heard every word you said since you sat down there last

night,” said the king.

2

said
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“You couldn’t have,” said the youth. “You were asleep half
of the time.”

“I wasn’t asleep,” replied the king. “I haven’t closed my eyes
in sleep for seven years, or maybe for seven more along with
that.”

“Then,” said the youth, “you must be half like an otter.”

“Don’t say that again,” said the king angrily.

“I say again that you couldn’t have heard the half of what I
told you,” said the youth.

“I heard every word,” said the king. “And don’t say again
that I'm half like an otter.”

He rose up on his elbow in bed.

“Is your mother alive?” asked the youth.

“She 1s.”

“Well, go to her and ask her where you came from.”

The king jumped out on the floor in his shirt and went through
the palace until he reached the bed his mother was lying on. He
caught hold of her arm and shook her.

“Mother,” said he, “where did I come from?”

“From where but from the King Cormac, my son? He was
your father.”

“Well, what did she tell you?’’ asked the youth when the king
returned.

“She said that I am King Cormac’s son,” replied Conn.

The king lay down again and covered his head while the youth
continued with the stories. After awhile the king praised him
again for his storytelling, and the youth said he couldn’t have
heard half of what he said.

“I heard every word,” said the king.

“Then you must be half like an otter,” repeated the youth.

“If you say that again, I'll leave your head on the floor,”
shouted the king, stretching out his hand for his sword which
was at the head of his bed.

“Come! Come!” said the youth. “I have a sword too!” He
put down his hand and drew it out of the scabbard.

““Take your sword,” said he to the king, “and go back to your
mother, catch her by the throat, pull her to the edge of the bed,
put your knee under her back, and the tip of your sword to her
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breast, and swear that you will put-the sword through her body
unless she tells you the truth about your father.”

The king rushed back to his mother’s room, took her by the
throat, pulled her to the side of the bed, and placed the tip of his
sword against her breast.

“Now,”” said he, “tell me the truth about where I came from.”

The mother knew that he was in earnest and was terrified of
him. She told him about how she and her sisters were bathing
and how the otter came to her.

“That’s the true story about how you came,” said she. “You
are no son of King Cormac.”

“I understand now,” said the king. “I knew there was some-
thing strange about me. That youth is the most truthful that has
ever come to this palace.”

When he returned to his room, he took the youth by the two
hands and threw himself on his knees, asking his pardon.

“I was on the point of murdering you,” he said. “And now I
know that you were telling the truth.”

The king dressed himself and sat for a while conversing with
the strange youth.

“Before another week is out,” said the youth, “I will be able
to give you the power of sleeping.”

“If you can do that,” said the king, ““I promise to give you half
of my possessions and the crown after my death.”

“Put that in writing,” said the youth, “and I will quickly do
my part.”

The king sat down and wrote the promise to give him half of
his possessions there and then and the crown after his death, if
he helped him to sleep.

“Haven’t you good boats in your harbours?” asked the youth.

“I have, plenty,” said the king.

“Well, fetch one of them and attach a long chain to it on the
shore, so that it can float to the center of that lake in front of the
palace. Anchor it in the middle of the lake, and have your bed of
birds’ down on deck. Have a canopy over the boat to keep off the
rain. I promise you that you will sleep.”

And so it was done. The king got the boat fitted out with a
canopy overhead and his bed of birds’ down on deck. Then King
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Conn entered the boat and lay down ‘on the bed. The boat dziftcd
out from the shore with the waves until it reached the middle of
the lake. The king fell fast asleep as soon as he lay down, and
although he spent three days and three nights sleeping and
snoring, there was no sign that he had slept enough.

What was in the lake but his father, the otter ! He felt the smell
of a hunan being, and up he came the next night and entered
the boat. He grabbed the sleeping king, dived to the bottom of
the lake with him, and killed him. When the servants thought
that he should have slept his fill, they pulled the boat in by its
chain. There was no trace of the king on his bed or in the boat.
They started to search for him and dragged the lake with hooks.
They found his headless body on the bottom. They were very
troubled. The body was taken to the palace and waked and
buried. The youth went to see Conn’s mother and told her that
her son had handed over everything to him before he died.

“If you wish,” said he, “we will get the leaders to sit in judg-
ment, and I will see that you get whatever they decide for you.”

The leaders and lawyers assembled and the youth showed them
King Conn’s testament, which gave him the crown after his own
death. They gave orders that all of King Conn’s servants should
leave the palace. The youth had the crown placed upon his head,
and he became king in succession to Conn. He sent for Cormac
mhac Gheolan and his wife to come and end their days with him.
He also brought to the palace his grandfather, his mother, and
her sisters. Then he sent an invitation to the four quarters of his
kingdom. Rich and poor gathered, and such festivities took place
as had never been seen in Ireland before. The tenants were over-
joyed that a new young king had been elected to rule over them.

And that’s the end of my story: King Cormac’s son taking the
place of King Conn.

That story is as true as that you're alive.



13+ Céatach

A long, long time ago—if I were there then, I wouldn’t be there
now; if I were there now and at that time, I would have a new
story or an old story, or I might have no story at all—there was a
king and a queen in Ireland, and they were married. They had
only one son, and the name that they gave him was Céatach, Son
of the King of Cor from Ireland. When the son was fifteen years
{old, they heard about a magician in Greece and decided to send
\Céatach to learn athletics and deeds of valor from him. They did.

When Céatach had been a year and a half with the magician,
one fine day when the magician and his wife were between
heaven and earth, teaching athletics and deeds of valor to
Céatach, Son of the King of Cor from Ireland, to the Son of the
King of Maol, to the Son of the King of Ul, and to the Son of
the King of Olachtaf, there came from the Eastern World a
warrior named Steel Skull, and he abducted the magician’s
daughter. When the magician returned home, he noticed the
smell of Steel Skull throughout the house and found that his
daughter had been taken off.

“Son of the King of Maol,” said the magician, “will you go
after Steel Skull and take my daughter from him? If you do, you
can have her in marriage.”

“I will,” said the Son of the King of Maol.

“You have been with me here only five years,” said the
magician. “If you had another year here, you could follow him.
How is your courage, Son of the King of Olachtai?”

“It is good,” he replied.

“You have been here with me only three years,” said the
magician. “If you had a fourth year here, you could follow him.
How is your courage Céatach, Son of the King of Cor from
Ireland?” 1

“Very good,” said Céatach. “A mouthful I won’t drink and a
bite I won’t eat, till I go to the Eastern World after your



KINGS AND WARRIORS > 39

daughter and find where she is—either that or lose my head in
the attempt.”

“You have been here only a year and a half, Céatach,” said the
magician. “If you had another year here, you could follow him.”

“I’m able to do now what 1 will be able to do after another
year here,” replied Céatach.

It was no use talking to him. They spent that night in three
ways: a third at storytelling, a third at fiannaiocht, and a third
in deep restful sleep until the following morning.

Céatach rose, donned his fubuineach, fabaineach dress, and
grasped his thick-backed thin-edged sword. Down he went to
the wild billowy sea. He took a gold ring from his finger and
made a large capacious ship out of it. He leaped onto the middle
of the deck. He hoisted up the bulging, billowing sails from the
bottom to the top of the masts. He made the rough gravel sink
down to the bottom of the sea and churned up the fine sand. He
didn’t leave a mooring rope without pulling, a new oar without
bursting, or an old oar without breaking. The small eels and the
big eels of the eastern sea and the western sea came entwined on
deck to him, offering service and sport and music to the Son of
the King of Cor in Ireland, on his way to the Eastern World.

When he reached there, he dashed three waves against his ship,
a gust of wind going through her, and the sun splitting her. He
put the mooring of a year and a day on her, even though she
might be there only a minute. Then he turned her into a green
stone on the strand with seaweed growing on her.

He walked up through the kingdom with his sword in his
right hand until he came to the house of Steel Skull, the giant.
When he struck the challenge pole demanding battle, he didn’t
leave a foal in a mare, a lamb in a sheep, a child in a woman, ot
a kid in a she-goat that he didn’t turn around nine times in their
mothers’ womb and back again. He didn’t leave an old castle
without demolishing, a new castle without bending, an old tree
without breaking, or a new tree without twisting. On his sword
it was inscribed that there wasn’t a warrior under the earth or
upon it who could defeat him. The giant’s herald came out and
demanded to know what he wanted.
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“Fight with Steel Skull,” replied €éatach, “or else the daughter
of the magician in Greece.” )

“Too soon you’ll get fight,” said the herald. “You won’t have
long to wait for Steel Skull. He’s covering himself with a suit of
armour from the top of his head to the soles of his feet. Every
blow that he will give you will go from the skin to the flesh, from
flesh to bone, from bone to marrow, and from marrow to
smiortdn through your ribs. Each blow that you aim at him will
glance from his body as would a drop of rain from a glass bottle.”

It wasn’t long before Steel Skull came out. They attacked each
other like two wild bears, two fiery dragons, two hawks, or two
eagles for seven days and seven nights. They then fought as two
noble warriors with their swords on the ground in front of the
palace. Suddenly the daughter of the Greek magician appeared
at the uppermost window and she saw the fight going on below.

“Bad cess to you, Son of the King in Ireland,” she cried. ““ Tis
a bad place you came to meet your death, where nobedy save
myself will cry over your body. Why don’t you remember all the
athletics and feats of valor my father and mother ever taught
you?”’

When Céatach heard that, the blood that was in the soles of
his feet mounted to the top of his head. He rushed backward a
little and then struck Steel Skull a blow near the apple of his
throat, cutting off his head. The head went up into the air
whistling and came down humming, in the hope of joining the
body again. But Céatach was ready for it. He kicked the head
with his huge right boot and sent it a ridge and seven acres away.

“Lucky for you that you did that,” said the head. “Had I
joined the body again, it would have taken more than half of the
Fianna to prise me loose.”

“It wasn’t to let you rejoin the body that I cut you off, you
good-for-nothing,” replied Céatach.

He ran into the palace. The daughter of the Greek magician
was coming down the stairs and, as ill luck should have it, in her
way was an old man who had been in the palace for twelve hun-
dred years. Céatach took hold of him by the two legs, swung him
over his shoulders, and dashed him against the wall, whitewash-
ing it with his brains. The Greek magician’s daughter smothered
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him with kisses, drowned him with tears, and dried him with
fine silken cloths and her own hair. They divided the night into
three parts: a third at storytelling, a third at fiannaiocht, and a
third in deep and restful sleep until morning.

No sooner did day break than the warrior arose. He said his
prayers, combed his hair, and asked God to direct him. He and |
the Greek magician’s daughter decided to get married and they
did. They then thought that they should return to Greece. So
they put what they needed aboard the best vessel that Steel Skull
had and sailed forth, making for Greece. When they were about
half way, Céatach, Son of the King of Cor in Ireland, suddenly
thought of the Fianna.

“I heard about the Fianna when I was young,” said he. “I
have never seen them, and as I happen to be on my travels now,
I will sail home to see what kind of men they are.”

“You won’t,” said his wife.

“T will,” said he.

“You won’t!”

“T will!”

What with the dint of arguing and talking, they didn’t feel
anything until the vessel was high and dry on the strand below
the house of the Fianna of Ireland. Céatach took his wife by the
hand and led her to the city of the Fianna. The Fianna of Ireland
had twenty-one houses; there were twenty-one rooms in each
house, and twenty-one fires in each room. Around each fire sat
twenty-one of the Fianna. The moment that Céatach and his wife
entered, Condn caught sight of the woman and fell in love with
her. Out he ran, as fast as he could, and went to an old wise man.

“Céatach, Son of the King of Cor in Ireland, has just arrived
below,” said Condn, “and he has the most beautiful wife that
wind or sun ever shone on. I'll die if I don’t get her for myself
after I put Céatach to death.”

“Bad cess to you,” cried the old man. “Don’t you well know\
that nobody has a beautiful wife in these times except the man f
who is able to fight for her.” —

“Stop your gab,” said Conan. “My forefathers and myself have
been feeding you so that you could tell us our fortunes. You’ll
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quickly lose that feeding, and even'your head, unless you tell me
how Céatach can be killed, so that I can get his wife.”

“Rather than lose my feeding or my head,” said the old wise
man; “I advise you to put Céatach under a year’s geasa to go to
the Magician of the Mountain and get from him the loan of his
Rough Hound. Our Fianna soldiers, as you know, have their
hands full every day fighting himself and the hound.”

When Condn got back to the house, he was no sooner inside
the door than he said, “Céatach, Son of the King of Cor in
Ireland, I put as a judgment and geasa on you to go to the
Magician of the Mountain and get the Rough Hound on loan
from him.”

All that Céatach did was to leap out onto the floor.

“Fionn,” said he, “I hope that you will take good care of my
wife until I come back.”

"I give you my hand and word,” said Fionn mac Cumbhaill.
“Even if you are absent for a year and a day, your wife will be
all right until you return.”

Céatach struck his two palms together, and the wind that
issued from between them lifted Condn and stuck him to the
rafters.

“That’s where you’ll stay, Condn,” said he, “be it short or long
that I am away.”

He rushed out of the house. He went over a hill at each jump
and across twelve glens at each step until the darkness and the
end of the day was coming and until the white garron was seek-
ing the shelter of the dockleaf, although the dockleaf would not
be the better for waiting for him. When black night had fallen,
he was close to the house of the Magician of the Mountain. The
Magician was sitting in the doorway, combing his hair. Céatach
jumped in through the door over his head.

“Fu fd féaség” said the Magician. “I can smell a lying,
thieving Irishman. To eat you in one bite would be too little for
me, and to eat you in two bites would be too much. I don’t know
what I'll do with you, except I blow you up into the air or put
you under my feet in*the mud or put you under the top thong of
my old shoe.”

“May you be a thousand times worse off a year from tonight,”
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said Céatach. “You know that I haven’t come here that you
might get justice and satisfaction from me. I came to get them in
full from you.”

“What is your mission?” asked the Magician.

“Condn sent me to get the Rough Hound on loan from you.”

“Neither you nor the Rough Hound will go home alive to tell
the tale,” said the Magician. “Which do you prefer: to wrestle
on red flagstones or to stab with gray knives against each other’s
bulging ribs?”

“I prefer to wrestle on red flagstones, where my fine-drawn
noble feet will be rising, while your big unshapely ugly paws will
be falling,” said Céatach.

Out they went. They attacked each other as would two wild
bears or two fierce bulls for the length of seven nights and days.
They made hard places soft and soft places hard. They drew
wells of spring water up through the center of the green stones
with the dint of choking, killing, striking, and testing each other.
At last, Céatach gave him a twist which buried him to the knees
in the ground. A second twist buried him to his waist; and a
third to the upper part of his chest.

“Clay over you, churl,” shouted Céatach.

“Yes,” said the Magician; “you are the best warrior born of
man and woman that I have ever met. If you release me from
here, T will give you half my kingdom during my life and the
whole of it after my death. I'll give you my slender black steed,
which can catch the March wind ahead of her, although the
March wind behind her cannot overtake her. I'll give you my
sword of light, which will brighten the world from east to west,
and myself and the Rough Hound will be your servants all the
days of your life!”

“May you be a thousand times worse off a year from tonight,”
replied Céatach. “Many’s the place where I would get a bite of
food to put in my own mouth, but it would be hard to fill your
big stomach. Still, *twill do me no good to kill you.”

He took the Magician by the two ears, pulled them until they
were seven yards long, and dragged him out of the hole. He then
made a yoke, as you would for a young ram when taking him to
the fair, and attached it to the Rough Hound and the Magician
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of the Mountain. He cut a switch, and all three started on the
journey back to the Fianna. 1

Next morning, as day broke, the twenty-one maidservants that
the Fianna had went out for water for the breakfast, and they
saw Céatach approaching with the Rough Hound and the
Magician of the Mountain tied with a yoke. The girls almost
broke their necks as they ran in with the news, crying that not
one of the Fianna would survive till next morning, since Céatach
was coming with the Rough Hound to desolate the world.

“What’s this?” cried Fionn mac Cumbhaill. “I knew that no
matter how long Céatach would be away, it is he who would put
an end to the Fianna.”

No sooner had he said this than in rushed Céatach, dragging
the Rough Hound and the Magician of the Mountain on the
yoke behind him. Conan fell down from the rafters. As soon as
his two feet touched the floor, he ran out to the old wise man and
asked him how he could put Céatach to death.

“Haven’t I already told you,” said the old man, “that no man
has a beautiful wife these days but the man who is able to fight
for her? What the devil is tempting and vexing you? If you
anger Céatach, he won’t leave one of the Fianna alive; they’ll all
be dead by morning.”

“Stop your gab,” cried Conin. “My forefathers before me and
I have been feeding you to tell us our fortune or any other
prophecy we needed. If you don’t help me now, your head will
be off.”

“Well, rather than lose my feeding and my head,” said the old
man; “You must put Céatach under a year’s geasa to go to the
“house of the King of the Western World and get the loan of the
Honey Dish. No prince or king’s son or giant who has ever gone
for it before has ever returned alive.”

Conin returned to the house. No sooner had he stepped inside
the threshold than he said to Céatach, ““Céatach, Son of the King
of Cor in Ireland, I put as a judgment and geasz on you to go
to the house of the King of the Western World and bring me the
loan of the Honey Dish, which is being guarded by the Poisonous
Ram. No prince or king’s son or giant who ever went to get it
has returned alive.”
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“That’s easily done,” said Céatach.

Down he rushed to the seashore and threw his golden ring out
into the water. He made a large, capacious ship out of it, and
jumped onto the middle of the deck, followed by the Rough
Hound and the Magician of the Mountain. He hoisted his sails,
and they never stopped until they reached the Western World.
Céatach moored his ship to last for a day and a year, even though
he might be there only for a minute. He then turned it into a
green stone with seaweed growing on it.

He walked through the island. It happened that the son of the
King of the Eastern World was marrying the daughter of the
King of the Western World that night, and a feast to last seven
nights and seven days was in progress. Three musicians were
playing when Céatach reached the outside door. As soon as he
heard them, he snatched three wisps of straw from the lintel of
the door and made three sets of bagpipes out of them: one for
himself, one for the Magician of the Mountain, and a set for the
Rough Hound. The three of them started to play outside in the
yard, and when all who were attending the feast in the palace
heard the fine pipe music outside, they caught hold of the pipers
within and threw them out of the palace. They brought in
Céatach, the Magician of the Mountain, and the Rough Hound,
and the three sat down to play. There was no better entertain-
ment under the sun than the fine music they played with the dint)
of magic mist and conjuring. >

When a good part of the night had been spent with their”
playing, Céatach asked for a drink. So well was his music liked
that the Honey Dish was brought to him to drink from. He
drank, and recognized the vessel he was seeking. He had kept
an eye out for it, as any thief would, so that he would know
where it was and be able to snatch it later. The night wore on.
The Honey Dish had been placed on a table, and above it was the
head of the Poisonous Ram that was watching it. After a time,
Céatach started to play again, and his music put everybody in
the palace asleep with the dint of magic mist and conjuring. He
made one leap toward the dish, and a second leap outside the
door with the Magician of the Mountain and the Rough Hound
at his heels. A third leap brought him down to the seashore.
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Céatach had his overcoat under one arm and the Honey Dish
under the other. At his heels was the Poisonous Ram. All that
Céatach could do was to throw his coat over the side of a rock
that was near him and hide at the other side. So anxious was the
ram to attack Céatach that he thought he was hiding under the
coat. He gave it a powerful butt with his head, and drove it as far
as his two shoulders in through the rock. All Céatach did was to
jump up and draw a blow with his sword across the ram’s neck.
The head remained fast in the rock, and the body fell to the
ground with not a sign of life in it.

They sailed away full of joy. In the meantime, the mother of
Céatach’s wife had heard that her daughter had reached Ireland
and she thought that the Fianna had killed Céatach and kept her
daughter. So she declared war on the Fianna and named the day
for battle. When Céatach arrived back one night, it wasn’t
women were troubling Con4n but the war that was to break out
next day. On the following morning, the Fianna were ready with
twenty-one ships to sail to Greece,

When Céatach and his wife were in bed the previous night,
Céatach said, “T’ll go along with the Fianna tomorrow to help
them in the fight against your father and mother.”

“You won’t go to fight against my father and mother,’
she.

“I will,” replied Céatach.

“You won’t,” said his wife.

“T will.”

“You won’t. Why should you go?”

“I'd feel ashamed if my people, my own kingdom, were
defeated by any kingdom on earth,” said he.

So he got ready next morning.

Just as he was going on board the same ship as Fionn mac
Cumbhaill, Céatach’s wife said to Fionn, “Fionn, if Céatach is
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