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One fairy king has great fame as an archer,
once a day he shoots an arrow across the valley.



Battle of the Fairy Kings

HERE ARE TWO mountains that overlook the Spey

valley, one to the east and one to the west, and a
fairy king dwells on each of them. They are both sons
of Beira, Queen of Winter. One fairy king is white, and
has great fame as an archer; he has a silver bow and ar-
rows of gold, and once a day he shoots an arrow across
the valley. The other fairy king is black as the raven,
and on his left breast there is a red spot. He has no
weapon, but is still terrible in battle, because he can
make himself invisible at will. When he does so, noth-
ing remains in sight except the red spot. He has great
strength, and when he goes against his enemies he
seizes them unawares and throws them to the ground.
No matter how well they are armed, his enemies trem-
ble when the invisible fairy comes against them. All
they see is a red spot moving about in the air.

Now, the white fairy has a fair bride whose name is
Face-of-Light. It is a great joy to her to wander among
the mountains where herds of deer crop the green
grass, and through the valley where cornfields rustle.in
soft winds and fragrant flowers bloom fair to see. The
black fairy has no bride, and is jealous of the white
fairy because his days are filled with joy by the beauty
of Face-of-Light. These two fairies have always been en-
emies. The black fairy keeps out of sight of the famous
archer, fearing his arrows of gold.
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2 SCOTTISH FAIRY TALES

One summer evening when the twilight shadows
were lengthening and deepening across the valley,
Face-of-Light tripped merrily over the grassy banks,
gathering wild flowers. Silence had fallen on the world;
no bird sang and no wind whispered, the lakes were
asleep, and the shrunken river made scarcely a sound
louder than the sigh of a sleeping babe; it was no longer
bright when Face-of-Light turned away from it.

The black fairy looked out from his mountain home.
He knew that the white fairy had lain down to rest, and
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Suddenly a great black hand was thrust out
from a thick clump of bushes.
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he watched Face-of-Light gathering wild flowers. Nearer
and nearer she came to his dwelling, and he crept into
a deep forest which conceals the entrance to his moun-
tain, and waited to seize her. Face-of-Light, never
dreaming of her peril, tripped towards the edge of the
forest; and, seeing many flowers growing beneath the
trees, went in to pluck them. She made the forest bright
with her beauty, and the flowers grew fairer as she
drew near them. Suddenly a great black hand was
thrust out from a thick clump of bushes. The hand
seized her, and she shrieked in terror and struggled to
escape. The white fairy heard her cries, which pierced
the air like the keen long whistle of the curlew, leaped
up, and looked forth from his mountain top. In a mo-
ment he knew what had happened. Face-of-Light had
been seized by his enemy, the black fairy, who was
dragging her to a dark dungeon in the middle of his
mountain. The white fairy was unable to go to her res-
cue for two reasons. Like his dark enemy, he could not
pass the utmost limits of his mountain house, and hav-
ing already shot a golden arrow that day, he could not
shoot another until a new day had dawned.

Night came on, and the black fairy climbed to the top
of his mountain, where he danced with joy because he
had taken captive the bride of his enemy. The white
fairy was stricken with sorrow, and when he heard the
cries of Face-of-Light coming from the dungeon, he fell
down in a faint.

All night long Face-of-Light sobbed and wept, while
the black fairy danced on the mountain top and sang
songs of triumph. He danced so fast that he raised a
wind which swept down the valley and shook the trees
from sleep, so that they moaned and sighed all night
long. The cries of Face-of-Light were heard by human
beings, and those who were awakened said one to an-
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other: “Listen to the hag of night. How terrible are her
cries!”

Not until the dawn began to break did the white fairy
recover from his faint. Just when the first shaft of grey
light pierced the eastern sky, he opened his eyes. Then
he remembered his sorrow and wept softly. His tears
fell as dew on the flowers and the grass.

Weeping, he climbed his mountain, and then wan-
dered round about the crest of it. His heart was heavy
for the loss of Face-of-Light, and when he listened he
heard her moaning in her dark prison. The black fairy
had ceased to dance. He stood upright on the highest
point of his mountain house, and shouted to his enemy:
“Ha! Face-of-Light is my prisoner.” Then suddenly he
was silent. He saw the white fairy stringing his silver
bow and then drawing from his shining quiver a bright
golden arrow.

“Ha!” cried the black fairy, “would you dare shoot at
me?”

“Set free Face-of-Light, or I shall shoot,” the white
fairy replied. His face was white as snow and hard as
ice.

The black fairy laughed, and willed himself to be-
come invisible, and then, just as the white fairy raised
his bow to take aim, his enemy vanished from sight. No
part of him could be seen but the great red spot on his
left breast, which seemed to float in the air.

For a moment the white fairy, gazing eastward,
looked with wonder at the red spot which grew
brighter and brighter. His bow was bent, and his golden
arrow was held ready for flight.

The sound of defiant laughter came down the wind as
the black fairy, now invisible, danced with joy on his
mountain top.
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To and fro swayed the red spot, and the white fairy
thought he would shoot at it. His aim was true and his
arm was strong. Straight from the bow flew the bright
golden arrow. It darted through the air with lightning
speed and struck the red spot, which, be it known, was

The golden arrow darted through the air with lightning speed
and struck the heart of the black fairy.

the heart of the black fairy. A shriek rang out across the
valley. It was the death shriek of the black fairy, who fell
down on the bare rock and died. His life-blood
streamed forth, and the whole eastern sky was covered
with it. In the midst of the redness gleamed the bright
golden arrow of the white fairy.
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No sooner was the black fairy slain than Face-of-Light
was set free. The doors of her dungeon flew open, and
she came forth in all her beauty. When she did so, the
mountains and the valley were made bright, the river
sparkled in the light, and the lakes flashed like polished
silver. All the land was made glad when Face-of-Light
was set free from her dark prison. The slumbering flow-
ers opened their eyes to gaze upon her, and the birds
broke forth in merry song, while the white fairy smiled
and danced with joy.

The black fairy lay dead and invisible on his moun-
tain top until evening came on. Then Beira came to visit
him. When she found that her son had been slain, she
took from her bag a pot of healing balsam and rubbed
it on his wound. Then she rubbed the balsam on his
eyes and on his lips. When she did this, he came to life,
and began once again to plot evil against the white fairy
and his beautiful bride.



The Princess of Land-under-Waves

HEN NO WIND blows and the surface of the sea is

clear as crystal, the beauties of Land-under-
Waves are revealed to human eyes. It is a fair country
with green valleys through which flow silver streams,
and the pebbles in the beds of the streams are flashing
gems of varied hues. There are deep forests that glitter
in eternal sunshine, and bright flowers that never fade.
Rocks are of gold, and the sand is dust of silver.

On a calm morning in May, the Feans, who were great
warriors in ancient Scotland, being the offspring of
gods and goddesses, were sitting beside the Red
Cataract, below which salmon moved slowly, resting
themselves before they began to leap towards the
higher waters of the stream. The sun was shining
bright, and the sea was without a ripple. With eyes of
wonder the Feans gazed on the beauties of Land-under-
Waves. None spoke, so deeply were they absorbed.
They saw the silver sands, the rocks of gold, the gleam-
ing forests, the beautiful flowers, and the bright
streams that flow over beds covered with flashing
gems.

As they gazed, a boat came over the sea, and there
was but one person in it.

Said Oscar: “Who comes this way? Is it the princess
of Land-under-Waves?”

A year and a day before, Finn, King of the Feans, and

7



8 SCOTTISH FAIRY TALES

his men had rescued the princess from the Dark Prince-
of-Storm, a powerful warrior who meant to seize her fa-
ther’s kingdom and make her his bride.

Finn looked seaward and said: “No, it is not the
princess who comes here, but a young man.”

The boat drew swiftly towards the shore, and when
the man was within calling distance he hailed Finn with
words of greeting and praise.

“Who are you, and where do you come from?” Finn
asked.

Said the man: “I am the messenger of the princess of
Land-under-Waves. She is ill, and seems ready to die.”

There was great sorrow among the Feans when they
heard the sad tidings.

“What is your message from the fair princess?” Finn
asked. 1.&

Said the man: “She bids you to remember your
promise to help her in time of need.”

“I have never forgotten my promise,” Finn told him,
“and am ready now to fulfil it.”

Said the man: “Then ask Jeermit, the healer, to come
with me so that he may give healing to the Princess
Under-Waves.”

Finn made a sign to Jeermit, and he rose up and went
down the beach and entered the boat. Then the boat
went out over the sea towards the Far Blue Isle, and it
went swiftly until it reached the sea-cave through
which one must pass to enter Land-under-Waves.

Now Jeermit was the fairest of all the members of the
Fean band. His father was Angus-the-Ever-Young, who
conferred upon him the power to give healing for
wounds and sickness. Jeermit had knowledge of cura-
tive herbs and life-giving waters, and he had the power,
by touching a sufferer, to prolong life until he found the
means to cure.
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Jeermit was taken through the sea-cave of the Far
Blue Isle, and for a time he saw nothing, so thick was
the darkness; but he heard the splashing of waves
against the rocks. At length light broke forth, and the
boat grounded. Jeermit stepped out, and found himself

Jeermit was taken through the sea-cave of the Far Blue Isle
and heard the splashing of waves against the rocks.

on a broad level plain. The boatman walked in front,
and Jeermit followed him. They went on and on, and it
seemed that their journey would never end. Jeermit
saw a clump of red moss, and plucked some and went
on. Before long he saw another clump, and plucked
some more. A third time he came to a red moss clump,
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and from it, too, he plucked a portion. The boatman
still led on and on, yet Jeermit never felt weary.

At length Jeermit saw before him a golden castle. He
spoke to the boatman, saying: “Whose castle is that?”

Said the boatman: “It is the castle of King Under-
Waves, and the princess lies within.”

Jeermit entered the castle. He saw many courtiers
with pale faces. None spoke: all were hushed to silence
with grief. The queen came towards him, and she
seized his right hand and led him towards the chamber
in which the dying princess lay.

Jeermit knelt beside her, and when he touched her
the power of his healing entered her veins, and she
opened her eyes. As soon as she beheld Jeermit of the
Feans she smiled a sweet smile, and all who were in the
chamber smiled, too.

“l feel stronger already,” the princess told Jeermit.
“Great is the joy I feel to behold you. But the sickness
has not yet left me, and | fear [ shall die.”

“I have three portions of red moss,” said Jeermit. “If
you will take them in a drink they will heal you, because
they are the three life drops of your heart.”

“Alas!” the princess exclaimed, “I cannot drink of any
water now except from the cup of the King of the Plain-
of-Wonder.”

Now, great as was Jeermit’s knowledge, he had never
heard before of this magic cup.

“A wise woman has told that if | take three swallows
from this cup I shall be cured,” said the princess. “She
said also that when I drink I must swallow the three
portions of red moss from the Wide-Bare-Plain. The
moss of healing you have already found, O Jeermit. But
no man shall ever gain possession of the magic cup of
the King of the Plain-of-Wonder, and | shall not there-
fore get it, and must die.”



Jeermit knelt beside her, and when he touched her
the power of his healing entered her veins.
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Said Jeermit: “There is not in the world above the
sea, or the world below the sea, a single man who will
keep the cup from me. Tell me where dwells the King of
the Plain-of-Wonder. Is his palace far distant from
here?”

“No, it is not far distant,” the princess told him.
“Plain-of-Wonder is the kingdom next to that of my fa-
ther. The two kingdoms are divided by a river. You may
reach that river, O Jeermit, but you may never be able
to cross it.”

Said Jeermit: “I now lay healing spells upon you, and
you shall live until I return with the magic cup.”

When he had spoken thus, he rose up and walked out
of the castle. The courtiers who had been sad when he
entered were merry as he went away, and those who
had been silent spoke one to another words of comfort
and hope, because Jeermit had laid healing spells upon
the princess.

The King and the Queen of Land-under-Waves bade
the healer of the Feans farewell, and wished him a safe
and speedy journey.

Jeermit went on alone in the direction of the Plain-of-
Wonder. He went on and on until he reached the river
of which the princess had spoken. Then he walked up
and down the river bank searching for a place to cross,
but he could not find one.

“I cannot cross over,” he said aloud. “The princess
has spoken truly.”

As he spoke a little brown man rose up out of the
river. “Jeermit,” he said, “you are now in much trouble.”

Said Jeermit: “Indeed I am. You have spoken wisely.”

“What would you give to one who would help you in
your trouble?”

“Whatever he may ask of me.”
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“All I ask for,” said the brown man, “is your good
will.”

“That you get freely,” said Jeermit to him.

“I shall carry you across the river,” said the little
man.

“I shall carry you across the river,” said the little man.

“You cannot do that.”

“Yes, indeed I can.”

He stretched forth his hands and took Jeermit on his
back, and walked across the river with him, treading
the surface as if it were hard ground.

As they crossed the river they passed an island over
which hovered a dark mist.

“What island is that?” asked Jeermit.
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“Its name,” the brown man told him, “is Cold-Isle-of-
the-Dead. There is a well on the island, and the water of
it is healing water.”

They reached the opposite bank, and the brown man
said: “You are going to the palace of King lan of Wonder-
Plain.”

“lam.”

“You desire to obtain the Cup of Healing.”

“That is true.”

“May you get it,” said the brown man, who thereupon
entered the river.

Before he disappeared he spoke again and said: “Do
you know where you are now?”

“In the Kingdom of Plain-of-Wonder,” Jeermit said.

“That is true,” said the little brown man. “It is also
Land-under-Mountains. This river divides Land-under-
Mountains from Land-under-Waves.”

Jeermit was about to ask a question, but before he
could speak the little brown man vanished from before
his eyes.

Jeermit went on and on. There was no sun above him
and yet all the land was bright. No darkness ever comes
to Land-under-Mountains, and there is no morning
there and no evening, but always endless day.

Jeermit went on and on until he saw a silver castle
with a roof of gleaming crystal. The doors were shut,
and guarded by armed warriors.

Jeermit blew a blast on his horn, and called out,
“Open and let me in.”

A warrior went towards him with drawn sword. Jeer-
mit flung his spear and killed the warrior.

Then the doors of the castle were opened and King
lan came forth.

“Who are you, and where do you come from?” he
asked sternly.



Jeermit blew a blast on his horn,
and called out, “Open and let me in.”
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“l am Jeermit,” was the answer he received.

“Son of Angus-the-Ever-Young, you are welcome,” ex-
claimed the king. “Why did you not send a message that
you were coming? It is disturbing to think you have
slain my greatest warrior.”

Said Jeermit: “Give him a drink of the water in the
Cup of Healing.”

“Bring forth the cup!” the king called.

The cup was brought forth, and the king gave it to
Jeermit, saying: “There is no power in the cup unless it

.is placed in the hands of either Angus or his son.”

Jeermit touched the slain warrior’s lips with the cup.
He poured drops of the water into the man’s mouth,
and he sat up. Then he drank all the water in the cup,
and rose to his feet strong and well again, for his wound
had been healed.

Said Jeermit to the king: “l have come here to obtain
this cup, and will now take it with me and go away.”

“So be it,” answered the king. “I give you the cup
freely. But remember that there is no longer any healing
in it, for my mighty warrior has drunk the magic water.”

Jeermit was not too well pleased when the King of
Wonder-Plain said this. “No matter,” said he; “I shall
take the cup with me.”

“I will send a boat to take you across the river and
past the Cold-Isle-of-the-Dead,” the king said.

Said Jeermit: “I thank you, but [ have no need of a
boat.”

“May you return soon,” the king said with a smile, for
he believed that Jeermit would never be able to cross
the river or pass the Cold-Isle-of-the-Dead.

Jeermit said farewell to the king and went away, as he
had come, all alone. He went on and on until he reached
the river. Then he sat down, and gloomy thoughts en-
tered his mind. He had obtained the cup, but it was
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empty; he had returned to the river and could not cross
it.

“Alas!” he exclaimed aloud, “my errand is fruitless.
The cup is of no use to me, and I cannot cross the river,
and must return in shame to the King of Wonder-Plain.”

As he spoke the little brown man rose out of the river.

“You are again in great trouble, Jeermit,” he said.

“Indeed, 1 am,” answered the son of Angus. “I got
what [ went for, but it is useless, and I cannot cross the
river.”

“I shall carry you,” said the little brown man.

“So.be it,” Jeermit answered.

The little brown man walked over the river with Jeer-
mit on his shoulders, and went towards the Cold-Isle-of-
the-Dead.

As he spoke the little brown man rose out of the river.
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“Where are you carrying me now?” asked Jeermit
with fear in his heart.

Said the little brown man: “You desire to heal the
daughter of King Under-Waves.”

“That is true.”

“Your cup is empty, and you must fill it at the Well of
Healing, on the Cold-Isle-of-the-Dead. That is why | am
carrying you towards the isle. You must not get off my
back or set foot on the shore, else you will never be
able to leave it. But have no fear. | shall kneel down be-
side the well, and you can dip the cup in it, and carry
off enough water to heal the princess.”

Jeermit was well pleased to hear these words, for he
knew that the little brown man was indeed his friend.
He obtained the healing water in the manner that was
promised. Then the little brown man carried him to the
opposite bank of the river, and set him down on the
border of Land-under-Waves.

“Now you are happy-hearted,” said the little brown
man.

“Happy-hearted indeed,” Jeermit answered.

“Before I bid you farewell 1 shall give you good ad-
vice,” said the little brown man.

“Why have you helped me as you have done?” Jeer-
mit asked.

“Because your heart is warm, and you desire to do
good to others,” said the little brown man. “Men who
do good to others will always find friends in the Land of
the Living, in the Land of the Dead, in Land-under-
Waves, and in Land-under-Mountains.”

“I thank you,” Jeermit said. “Now [ am ready for your
good advice, knowing that your friendship is true and
lasting.”

Said the little brown man: “You may give the princess
water from the Cup of Healing, but she will not be cured
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unless you drop into the water three portions of red
moss.”

“I have already found these portions on the broad
level plain.”

“That is well,” said the other. “Now | have more ad-
vice to offer you. When the princess is healed the king

“I will follow your advice,” Jeermit promised.

will offer you choice of reward. Take no thing he offers,
but ask for a boat to carry you home again.”

“I will follow your advice,” Jeermit promised.

Then the two parted, and Jeermit went on and on
until he came to the golden palace of King Under-
Waves. The princess welcomed him when he was
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brought into her room, and said, “No man ever before
was given the cup you now carry.”

Said Jeermit: “For your sake I should have got it, even
if I had to fight an army.”

“I feared greatly that you would never return,” sighed
the princess.

Jeermit put into the Cup of Healing the three por-
tions of blood-red moss which he had found, and told
the princess to drink.

Three times she drank, and each time she swallowed
a portion of red moss. When she drank the last drop,
having swallowed the third portion of red moss, she
said: “Now | am healed. Let a feast be made ready, and
I shall sit at the table with you.”

There was great joy and merriment in the castle
when the feast was held. Sorrow was forgotten and
music was played. When the feast was over, the king
spoke to Jeermit and said: “I would like to reward you
for healing my daughter, the princess. I shall give you
as much silver and gold as you desire, and you shall
marry my daughter and become the heir to my throne.”

Said Jeermit: “If | marry your daughter I cannot again
return to my own land.”

“No, you cannot again return, except on rare and
short visits. But here you will spend happy days, and
everyone shall honour you.”

Said Jeermit: “The only reward I ask for, O king, is a
small one indeed.”

“I promise to give you whatever you ask for.”

Said Jeermit: “Give me a boat, so that | may return
again to my own land, which is very dear to me, and to
my friends and kinsmen, the Feans, whom I love, and to
Finn mac Cool, the great chief of men.”

“Your wish is granted,” the king said.



Three times she drank,
and each time she swallowed a portion of red moss.

Then Jeermit said farewell to all who were in the cas-
tle, and when he parted with the princess she said: “I
shall never forget you, Jeermit. You found me in suffer-
ing and gave me relief; you found me dying and gave me
back my life again. When you return to your own land
remember me, for | shall never pass an hour of life with-
out thinking of you with joy and thankfulness.”

Jeermit crossed the level plain once again, and
reached the place where the boat in which he had
come lay safely moored. The boatman went into it and
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seized the oars, and Jeermit went in after him. Then the
boat sped through the deep dark tunnel, where the
waves splash unseen against the rocks, and passed out
of the cave on the shore of the Far Blue Isle. The boat
then went speedily over the sea, and while it was still
far off, Finn saw it coming. All the Feans gathered on
the shore to bid Jeermit welcome.

“Long have we waited for you, son of Angus,” Finn
said.

“What time has passed since | went away?” asked
Jeermit, for it seemed to him that he had been absent
for no more than a day and a night.

“Seven long years have passed since we said
farewell,” Finn told him, “and we feared greatly that you
would never again come back to us.”

Said Jeermit: “In the lands I visited there is no night,
and no change in the year. Glad am I to return home
once again.”

Then they all went to Finn’s house, and a great feast
was held in honour of Jeermit, who brought back with
him the Cup of Healing which he had received from the
King of Wonder-Plain.



Conall and the Thunder Hag

MONG THE WITCHES who served Beira, Queen of

Winter, was the Thunder Hag. When Angus, King

of Summer, began to reign she fled across the ocean to

a lonely island, where she plotted to get even by bring-

ing disaster to man and beast, because they had re-
joiced when Beira was overcome by Angus.

One day in midsummer, when all the land was bathed
in warm, bright sunshine and the sea was lulled to
sleep, the Thunder Hag came over Scotland in a black
chariot drawn by fierce red hounds and surrounded by
heavy clouds. The sky was darkened, and as the hag
drew near, the rattling of the chariot wheels and the
baying of the hounds sounded loud and frightful. She
rode from sea to sea, over hill and moor, and threw fire-
balls at the deep forests, which set them ablaze. Terror
spread through the land as the chariot passed in smoke
and clouds.

On the next day the hag came back. She threw more
fireballs on forests of fir and silver birch, and they
burned fiercely. Dry heather on the moors and the sun-
dried grass were also swept by flame.

The king was greatly troubled, and he sent forth his
chief warriors to slay the hag; but they fled in terror
when they saw her coming near.

On the third day she returned. Then the king called
for Conall Curlew, the fearless hero, and spoke to him,

23
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saying: “My kingdom will be destroyed if the hag is not
slain. | need your help, O brave and noble one.”
Said Conall: “I shall fight against the hag, O king, and
if  do not slay her today, | may slay her tomorrow.”
Conall went forth, and when he saw and heard the
chariot drawing near he went up to the summit of a

Conall waited to attack the hag,
but she kept herself hidden behind a cloud.

high mountain and waited to attack her. But the hag
kept herself hidden behind a cloud which surrounded
the chariot. Conall had to return to the king without
having done anything.

“I could not see the hag because of the dark cloud,”
he said.
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“If she comes again tomorrow,” the king said, “you
may fare better.”

Conall then made preparations for the next coming of
the hag. He went out into the fields that were near the
royal castle, and separated all the lambs from the
sheep, all the calves from the cows, and all the foals
from the mares. When morning came there was great
commotion among the animals.

There never was heard before such a bleating of
sheep, such a lowing of cattle, or neighing of mares,
and it was piteous to hear the cries of the lambs, and
the calves, and the foals which were taken from their
mothers. The men were filled with wonder at the thing
Conall had done, nor could they understand why he
had done it, and the hearts of the women were touched
by the cries of the young animals, and they wept to
hear them.

It was indeed a morning of sorrow and wailing when
the cloud in which the hag’s chariot was hidden came
near the castle. The cloud darkened the heavens, and
when it passed over the wooded hill the fireballs set
the trees in flame, and all the people fled before the
cloud and concealed themselves in caves and in holes
in the ground—all except the warriors, who waited,
trembling, with deep eyes and pale faces.

Conall stood alone on a green hill, and his spear was
in his hand.

When the cloud came over the valley of the castle,
the hag heard the cries of the animals ringing in her
ears, and so great was her curiosity that she peered
over the edge of the black cloud.

Great fear fell on the hearts of the warriors when
they saw the horrible face of the grey-headed hag; but
Conall was a man without fear, and he was waiting for
the hag to reveal herself.



As soon as he saw her, he swung his right arm over his shoulder,
and he cast the spear towards the cloud.
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As soon as he saw her, he swung his right arm over
his shoulder, and he cast the spear towards the cloud.
The swallow does not dart swifter than the spear of
Conall darted through the air.

The hag was wounded, and threw wide her horrible
paws and sank down within the chariot. She called to
the black hounds: “Race quickly!” and they ran swiftly
towards the west. The sound of the rattling of the char-
iot wheels grew fainter and fainter as it passed out of
sight. ,

The clouds which the hag passed over swiftly in her
flight were torn apart, and rain fell in torrents, quench-
ing the fires that were in the woods and on the moors.

There was great rejoicing in the land because of the
mighty deed done by Conall, and the king honoured
that noble hero by placing a gold ring on his finger, a
gold armband on his arm, and a gold necklace on his
neck.

There was peace and prosperity in the land after
that. The hag did not return again, so greatly did she
dread Conall Curlew, the hero of heroes.



The Story of Finlay and the Giants

INLAY THE HUNTER lived with his sister in a lonely

little house among the mountains, and near at hand
there were giants who were descendants of Beira, the
Queen of Winter. This giant clan was ruled over by a
witch who was very old and fierce and cunning. She
had heaps of silver and gold in her cave, and also a
gold-hilted magic sword and a magic wand. When she
struck a stone pillar with this wand it became a warrior,
and if she put the gold-hilted sword into his hand, the
greatest and strongest hero in the world would be un-
able to combat against him with success.

Every day that Finlay went out to hunt he warned his
sister, saying: “Do not open the windows on the north
side of the house, or let the fire go out.”

His sister did not, however, always listen to his warn-
ing. One day she shut the windows on the south side of
the house, and opened those on the north side, and al-
lowed the fire to go out.

She wondered what would happen, and she had not
long to wait, for a young giant came towards the house
and entered it. He had assumed a handsome form, and
spoke pleasantly to Finlay’s sister. They became very
friendly, and the giant made the foolish girl promise not
to tell her brother of his visits. After that the girl began
to quarrel with Finlay. This went on for a time.

One day when Finlay was returning to his home he

28
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saw a little hut in a place where no hut used to be. He
wondered who dwelt in it, and walked towards the door
and entered. He saw an old woman sitting on the floor,
and she welcomed him.

“Sit down,” she said. “Your name is Finlay.”

“That is true,” answered he; “who are you and where
are you from?”

“I am called Wise Woman,” she answered. “I have
come here to protect and guide you. Alas! you do not
know that you are in danger of your life. A young giant
has bewitched your sister, and is waiting to kill you this
very day with a sharp blue sword.”

“Alas!” cried Finlay, who sorrowed to think of his
sister.

Having been warned, the hunter was prepared. When
he returned home he set his fierce dogs on the giant,

After seeing the fierce dogs, the giant fled shrieking towards his cave.
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and threw a pot of boiling water over him. The giant
fled shrieking towards his cave, and Finlay’s sister fol-
lowed him.

Then the hunter was left alone in the house. His heart
shook with terror because he feared that one of the
older giants would come to avenge the injury done to
the young giant.

He had good reason to be afraid. As soon as the
young giant reached the cave, his brother cried: “I shall
go forth and deal with the hunter.”

“I had better go myself,” his father said fiercely.

“It is  who should go,” growled the fierce grey witch.

“I spoke first,” urged the young giant’s brother, and
sprang towards the mouth of the cave in the gathering
dusk.

Finlay waited alone in his little house. The door was
shut and securely barred, and the peat fire glowed
bright and warm, yet he shivered with the coldness of
terror. He listened long and anxiously, and at length
heard a growing noise like distant thunder. Stones rum-
bled down the hillside as the giant raced on, and when
he entered a bog the mud splashed heavily against the
cliffs. Finlay knew then that a giant was coming, and be-
fore long he heard his voice roaring outside the door:
“Fith! Foth! Foogie! The door is shut against a stranger.
Open and let me in.” He did not wait for Finlay to an-
swer, but burst the door open with a blow. The hunter
stood behind the fire which burned in the middle of the
room, his bow in his hand and an arrow ready. He fired
as the giant entered, but did not kill him. The giant
shrieked and leaped towards Finlay, but the dogs at-
tacked him fiercely. Then the hunter shot another
arrow from his bow and killed the giant.

Next morning Finlay hurried to the hut of Wise
Woman, taking with him the giant’s head.
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“Well, brave lad,” she exclaimed, “how did you do
last night?”

Finlay told her all that had taken place, and explained
that it was owing to the help given him by the dogs he
was able to kill the giant.

“There is need of the dogs,” Wise Woman said, “but
the day of their great need has yet to come.”

That evening Finlay again sat alone in his house, won-
dering what would happen next. No sooner did night
come on than he heard a noise like distant thunder, but
much louder than on the night before. Great boulders
rumbled down the hillside, and mud splashed on the
cliffts. Another and more terrible giant was coming,
seeking to be avenged.

“Thoth! Thoth! Foogie!” roared his terrible voice out-
side the house. “I smell a man inside. Open the door
that | may enter. Although you killed my son last night,
you shall not kill me.”

He burst the door open, and as he did so the house
shook. Finlay feared the roof was about to fall upon
him, but he feared more when he saw the giant in the
firelight, for the monster had five heads.

He drew his bow and shot an arrow. The giant
paused. Finlay shot a second arrow, which, like the
first, wounded the monster, but did not kill him. Then
the hunter drew his sword and struck him hard, but his
wounds were not fatal. The giant stretched out his hor-
rible hands to seize Finlay, but the dogs leaped at him,
and a fierce struggle took place, but in the end Finlay
triumphed, and the giant was killed.

Next morning the hunter went to the hut of Wise
Woman, and told her of the night of terror and the long
and deadly combat. “The dogs,” he said, “helped me.
Except for the dogs | would have been defeated.”

Said Wise Woman: “There is need for the dogs, but
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the day of their greatest need has yet to come. Tonight
the fierce grey witch will try to avenge the death of her
husband and son. Beware of her, O brave lad! She will
not come raging and roaring like the giants, but gently
and quietly. She will call to you in a soft and mild voice,
asking you to let her in. But, remember, she wants to
take your life. Do as I instruct you and all will be well.”

Wise Woman then gave him instructions, and he went
home. When night came on there was silence all
around. Finlay waited alone, listening intently, and the
silence terrified him more than the noises like distant
thunder he had heard on the two previous nights. He
shook and shivered beside the warm bright peat fire,
waiting and waiting and listening. At length he sprang
up suddenly, for he heard a rustling sound like the wind
stirring dead leaves. A moment later a weak, patient
voice outside the door called: “I am old and weary. |
have need of food and of shelter for the night. Open and
let me in.”

Finlay went to the door and answered: “I shall let you
in, old woman, if you promise to be civil and polite, and
not hurt me.”

Said the witch: “Oh! I shall be no trouble. | promise to
be civil and polite. Let me enter your house.”

Finlay opened the door, and the witch walked in. She
looked like a poor, frail old woman, and seemed to be
very weary. When she had curtsied to Finlay, she sat
down on one side of the fire. Finlay sat down on the op-
posite side.

The witch stretched out her hands to warm them,
and began to look about her. Finlay’s three dogs were
prowling up and down the room, snarling angrily and
showing their teeth.

“These are fierce dogs,” the widow said. “Arise and
tie them with rope.”
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“The dogs will not do any harm to a peaceful old
woman,” said Finlay.

“Tie them up in any case, | pray you. I dislike angry
dogs.”

“I cannot do that, old woman, because | have nothing
to tie them with.”

Said the witch: “I will give you three red ribbons from
my cap. They are strong enough to hold a big ship at
anchor.”

Finlay took the red ribbons from her and pretended
to tie up the dogs. But he only made them lie down in a

corner.
“Have you tied up the dogs?” asked the witch very
softly.

Finlay took the red ribbons from her and pretended to tie up the dogs.
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“You can see for yourself that they are lying now with
their necks close together,” Finlay answered. The witch
looked at the dogs, and believing they had been se-
cured with her magic ribbons, smiled to herself.

She sat beside the fire in silence for a time, and Fin-
lay sat opposite her. After a time the hunter noticed
that she was growing bigger and bigger.

“What does this mean?” cried Finlay. “You seem to be
growing bigger and bigger.”

“Oh, no, my darling!” she answered. “The cold of the
night made me shrink, and now I am feeling more com-
fortable beside your warm bright fire.”

There was silence again, and Finlay watched her for
a time and then cried: “You are growing bigger, without
doubt. You may be pleased or displeased because | say
so, but you cannot deny it.”

The witch frowned and answered angrily: “I am grow-
ing bigger, as you say. What of it? You fear me now, and
you have good reason to. You killed my husband last
night, and you killed my son on the night before. [ shall
certainly kill you tonight.”

When she had said this she sprang to her feet in full
height, and the house shook about her and above. Fin-
lay sprang to his feet also, and as he did so the witch
seized him by the hair of his head. Having promised not
to injure him inside the house—a promise she could
not break—she dragged him outside. The three dogs
rose, and sprang through the door after her.

Finlay wrestled fiercely with the witch, and the two
twisted and turned back and forth. The mother of the
young giant would have killed him without delay, but
the dogs kept attacking her, and gave her much trouble.
At length, with the help of the dogs, Finlay managed to
throw her down. She lay upon one of her arms, and the
dogs held the other.



“I am growing bigger, and you fear me nouw.
I shall certainly kill you tonight,” the witch said angrily.
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“Oh! let me rise to my feet,” cried the witch, who had
no power to struggle when she lay on the ground.

Said Finlay: “I shall not allow you to rise up.”

“Allow me to ransom myself,” the witch pleaded.

Said Finlay: “What ransom will you give?”

“I have a trunk of gold and a trunk of silver in my
cave. You shall get both,” she answered.

Said Finlay: “Having defeated you, these are mine al-
ready.”

“I will give you a gold-hilted sword which is in my
cave,” the witch then promised. “He who wields this
magic sword will conquer any man or any beast in the
world.”

Said Finlay: “The sword is mine already.”

“I will give you a magic rod if you spare me,” the
witch cried then. “It is a matchless weapon. It can also
work wonders. If you strike a stone pillar with it, the pil-
lar will turn into a warrior, and if you will put the gold-
hilted sword in this warrior’s hand, he will conquer the
world for you.”

Said Finlay: “Your wand is mine already by right of
conquest. What else have you to offer for ransom?”

“Alas!” the witch cried, “I have nothing else to give
you.”

Said Finlay: “Then you shall die. The world will be
well rid of you.”

He killed the fierce witch, and then arose quickly and
put red moss on his wounds and sores, so that they
might be healed speedily. Next morning he arose and
went and informed Wise Woman of what had taken
place, saying: “It was chiefly owing to the dogs that the
witch was defeated.”

Said Wise Woman: “O brave hero! the dogs have now
had their day.”

Then Finlay told about the treasure in the cave, and
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said: “I don’t know how I can obtain the gold and silver,
the gold-hilted sword, and the magic wand.”

Said Wise Woman: “Tonight my daughter and I will go
with you to the giants’ cave. | will take my own magic
wand with me.”

When darkness came on, the three went to the cave.
They set to work and gathered armfuls of dry heather,
which they heaped up at the cave mouth and set on

Finlay drew his bow and said: “I will shoot.”

fire, so that the young giant within would be choked by
the fumes and scorched by the flames. Soon the giant
crawled to the mouth of the cave, panting heavily. He
came through the smoke dazed and half blinded. Sud-
denly a warning light appeared on his forehead.

Finlay drew his bow and said: “I will shoot.”

“Do not shoot,” Wise Woman warned him. “A wound
would only make him fiercer, and the dogs would be of



Finlay struck a stone pillar with the magic wand,
and it became a noble warrior.

no use to you among the fire. If he is allowed to escape
out of the glare, the dogs would not see him in the dark-
ness. [ shall strike him with my magic wand. I can strike
once only, and if I fail he will strike the next blow with
the gold-hilted sword which is in his hand.”

The giant scattered the fire to get out of the cave, but
before he could rise Wise Woman struck him on the
head with her magic wand, and he fell down dead.

When they entered the cave they found that Finlay’s
sister was within. But she was dead; she had perished
in her cave prison.

Finlay took out all the treasure that was in the cave,
and carried it to the hut of Wise Woman. Then he tested
the magic wand. He struck a stone pillar with it, and the
pillar became a warrior. Then he struck the warrior,
and he became a stone pillar again.
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“This is wonderful,” Finlay exclaimed.

“It is indeed,” said Wise Woman. Then she told him
that he must visit the king next day and inform him of
all that had taken place, and she made him take a vow
not to enter the palace.

Next day Finlay set out to the palace of the king.
When he reached it he told the royal servants to inform
the king that the great giants had been killed.

Said the king: “Let the brave hero come inside.”

Finlay, however, declined to enter the palace, and
sent him word, saying: “I dare not enter your palace, as
| have a vow to fulfil.”

The king came outside and spoke to Finlay, saying:
“Come within. I shall give you my daughter, the
princess, in marriage. You shall also have half of my
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