Longes mac n-Uislenn

The Exile of the Sons of Uisliu

Section 1
Cid dia'mboi longes mac n-Usnig?
Ni ansa.

Batar Ulaid oc 6l i taig Fheidlimthe maic
Daill,

scélaigi Conchobuir.

Bai dano ben ind Fheidlimthe oc airiuc don t-
shltiag 6sa cinn

1s si thorrach.

Tairmchell corn ocus chuibrenn
ocus ro-lasat gair mesca.

A mbétar do lepthugud,

do-lluid in ben dia lepaid.

Cad faoi deara loingeas mac nUisnigh?
Ni ansa.

Bhi Ulaidh ag 61 i dteach Fheidhlimi mhic
Dhaill,

scéalai Chonchuir.

Bhi, més ea, bean Fheidhlimi ina seasamh ag
freastal ar an slua

agus 1 torrach.

B’sheo timpeall coirn agus comhranna,
agus chuir siad gair meisce astu.

Ag dul don leaba doéibhsean,

chuaigh an bhean d4 leaba.
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Why was the exile of the Sons of Uisliu?
It is not hard [to relate].

The Ulstermen were drinking in the house of
Feidlimid mac Daill,

the story-teller of Conchobor.

Now the wife of Feidlimid was attending upon
the host, standing up

and she being pregnant.

Drinking horns and portions [of food] circled
around,

and they uttered a drunken shout.
When they were about to go to bed,

the woman came to her bed.



Oc dul di dar lar in taige,

ro-gréch in lenab inna broinn

co-closs fon less uile.

At-raig cach fer di alailiu is’tig lasin scréich i-
sin

co-mbatar cinn ar chinn isin tig.

Is and ad-ragart Sencha mac Ailella:

“Na cuirid cor dib,” or-se.
“Tucthar cucunn in ben

co-festar cid dia-ta a ndeilm se.”

Tucad iarum in ben chucu.

Ag dul di thar urlar an ti,

scréach an leanbh ina broinn

agus ba chlos ¢ faoin lios uile.

D’¢irigh gach fear istigh 6na chéile leis an
scréach sin

i dtreo go raibh siad aghaidh ar aghaidh sa
teach.

Chuir Seancha mac Ailealla cosc orthu ansin:

“N4 chuirigi cor dibh,” ar sé.
“Tugtar an bhean chugainn

go mbeidh thios cad faoi deara an torann seo.”

Tugadh an bhean chucu ansin.
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While she was going across the middle of the
house,

the infant in her womb screamed

so that it was heard throughout the whole
enclosure.

At that scream each man within arose from the
other

so that they were shoulder to shoulder (?) in
the house.

Then Sencha mac Ailella issued a prohibition

(?):
“Do not stir,” he said.
“Let the woman be brought to us

in order that may be known for what reason is
this noise.”

Thereupon the woman was brought to them.



Section 2
Is and as-bert a céile .i. Feidlimid:

“Cia deilm dremun derdrethar,
(‘a ben,” or-se)

Dremnas fot broinn buredaig?
Bruit[h] cluasaib cluinethar

Gloim eter do da thoib, — trén-tormaid.

Mor n-tath ad-n-digethar
Mo chride créchtnaigedar craaid.”

Section 3

Is and ro-la-si co Cathbath, ar ba fissid
side:

“Cluinid Cathbad céem-ainech
Cain, mal, mind mor mochtaide
Mbrogthar tre druidechta draad,
Or nad-fil lem féin find-fhocla
Fris'mberad Feidlimid
Fursundud fiss,

Ar nad-fitir ban-scél

Cia fo bru ‘bi,

Cid fom chridl bronn bécestar.”

Is ann a duirt a céile .i. Feidhlimi:

“Cén torann fiochmhar a phléascann,
(‘a bhean,’ ar s¢)

A bhuireann faoi do bhroinn bhuiritheach?
An glam idir do dhé thaobh — is tréan a ghlor

Briinn sé ar a gcloiseann lena gcluasa.
Is eagal le mo chroi iomad uafas
A ghoineann go crua.

Is ann a rith si go Cathbhadh, mar ba thear feasa

c:

“Eistigi le Cathbhadh caomhaineach, caoin,

Mal, mionn moér cumhachtach,

A mbhortar tri chleasa draiochta druadh;
Oir nil agamsa liom féin fionnfhocla,
A thabharfadh d’Fheidhlimi

Soilsiu eolais,

Mar nach fios do bhean

Cé a bhionn ina broinn,

C¢ lig béic Faoi chliabh mo bhroinne.”
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Her consort, namely Feidlimid, then said:

“What [is] the violent noise that resounds,

(‘O woman,’ he said)

That rages throughout your bellowing womb?

The clamor between your sides—strongly it sounds—
It crushes him who hears with ears.

My heart fears

Much terror that wounds severely.”

Thereupon she rushed to Cathbad, for he was a
seer:

“Hear handsome Cathbad of the comely face,

A prince, a diadem great [and] mighty,

Who is magnified through the wizardries of druids,
Since I myself have not wise words

With reference to which Feidlimid might obtain
The illumination of knowledge,

Because a woman does not know

Whatever is wont to be in [her] womb,

Through it cried out in my womb’s receptacle.”



Section 4
Is and as-bert Cathbad:

“Fot chriol bronn bécestair

B¢ fhuilt buidi buide-chass
Ségdaib suilib sell-glassaib.

Sian a graade gorm-chorcrai;

Fri dath snechtai samlamar

Sét a détgne didnim.

Niamdai a béoil partuing-deirg —
B¢ dia-mbidt il-ardbe

Eter Ulad erredaib.

Géssid fot bru buirethar

B¢ fthind fhota fholt-lebor,
Imma curaid -cossénat,

Imma n-ard-rig -iarfassat.
Biét iarthur trom-thoraib

Fo chli choéicid Chonchobuir.
Biiit a béoil partuing-deirg
Imma déta némanda,
Fris-mbat formdig ard-rigna,
Fria cruth ndigraiss ndinim.”

Is ann a dairt Cathbhadh:

“Faoi chliabh do bhroinne

Bhéic bé fhoilt bhuichais

Le suile sona sillghlasa.

Ambhail sian a gruanna gormchorcra.
Ambhail dath sneachta, dar linn,

A seoidséad déad gan ainimh.

Is niamhga a beola partaingdhearga.
B¢ tria mbeidh iolar eirleach

Idir carbadlaochra Uladh.

Géiseann bé thada fhionn fholtleabhar,
Faoi do bhroinn a bhuireann.

Beidh curaidh ag imchosnambh fuithi,
Beidh ardrithe a fiafrai.

Beifear san iarthar le tromthreoin,

Le taca chtiige Chonchuir.

Beidh a beola partaingdhearga

Um a déada péarlacha.

An té a mbeidh riona formadach fhithi,
Faoina cruth soghraidh di-ainimh.”
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Then Cathbad said:

“In the recepacle of your womb there cried out

A woman of yellow hair with yellow curls,

With comely, grey-blue irised (?) eyes.

Her purplish-pink cheeks [are like] foxglove;

To the color of snow I compare

The spotless treasure of her set of teeth.

Lustrous [are] her scarlet-red (?) lips —

A woman for whom there will be many slaughters
Among the chariot-fighters of Ulster.

There screams in your womb which bellows

A woman, fair, tall [and] long-haired,

Concerning whom champions will contend,

Concerning whom high kings will ask.

They will be in the west with oppressive bodies of troops (?),
Supported (?) by the province of Conchobor.

Her scarlet-red lips will be

About her pearly teeth —

Against whom high queens will be jealous,

Against her matchless, faultless form.”



Section 5

Dor-rat iar suidiu in Cathbath a
laim fora broinn inna mna

coro-derdrestar in lelap foa laim.

“Fir,” ar-se, “ingen fil and
ocus bid Derdriu a hainm
ocus biaid olc impe.”
Ro-génair ind ingen far sin,
ocus dixit Cathbad:

“A Dherdriu, maindéra mar,

Dia-msa coéem-ainech cloth-ban.

Césfaitit Ulaid rit ré,
A ingen thial Fheidlimthe.

Bidid étach cid iar tain

Dot daig, a bé for lassair.
Is it aimsir — cluinte se —
Longes tri mac n-Uislinne.

Chuir Cathbhadh a 1dmh ar bhroinn na mn4a ansin

nd go ndearna an leanbh dordan faoina lamh.
“Fior,” ar sé, “Inion ata ann

agus Deirdre a bheidh mar ainm uirthi

agus beidh olc uimpi.”

Rugadh an inion iar sin

agus duirt Cathbhadh:

“A Dheirdre, is moér a mhillfir,

Mas caomh-aineach clubhan duit.
Fulaingeoidh Ulaidh le do ré

A inion uasal Fheidhlime.

Ina dhiaidh sin beidh éad,

Ar lasadh de do bhithin,

Is le do linn — éist leis seo —

A tharléidh loingeas tritr mac uasal Uislinne.
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Cathbad thereafter put his hand on the stomach of the

woman
so that the infant resounded under his hand.
“True [it is],” he said, “that a girl is there,

and her name will be Derdriu,

and concerning her there will be evil.”
Afterwards the girl was born,

and Cathbad said:

“O Derdriu, you will destroy much

If you are comely-faced [and] fair of fame.

The Ulstermen will suffer during your lifetime,
O demure daughter of Feidlimid.

Even afterwards jealousy will be

Ablaze on your account, O woman.

In your time it is — hear this —
[That will be] the exile of the three sons of Uisliu.



Is it aimsir gnim dremuin
Géntar iarum i n-Emuin.

Bid aithrech coll cid iar tain
Fo[r] foisam maic Roig rogmair.

Is triiit, a bé co mbail,

Longes Fergusa 6 Ultaib,

Ocus gnim ar-coinfed guil

Guin Fhiachnai maic Conchobuir.

Is it chin, a bé co mbail,

Guin Gerrci maic Illadain,

Ocus gnim nat lugu smacht,
Orggain Eogain maic Durthacht.

Do-géna gnim ngranda ngarg

Ar theirg ri rig n-Ulad n-ard.

Biaid do lechtan i nnach du;

Bid scél n-airdairc, a Dherdriu.”
(A Dherdriu)

Is le do linn a dhéanfar

Gniomh garg in Eamhain.

Fiu iar aga beifear aithreach

Faoin scrios dar choimirce Mhic Roigh éachtaigh.

Is triotsa, a bhé go mbail,

A bheidh loingeas Fhearghasa ¢ Ulaidh,
Agus basu Fhiachna mhic Chonchtir,
Gniomh a chaoinfear go glérach.

Is de do chion, a bhé go mbail,
Maru Gheirrcinn mhic Illadain,
Agus — gniomh nach 11 a dhiol,
Bésu Eoghain mhic Dhurthacht.

Déanfar gniomh granna garg,
I bhfeirg le ri Uladh ard;
Beidh do leachtan i ngach aird.
Beidh ina scéal oirearc, a Dheirdre.”
A Dheirdre.
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In your time it is that a violent deed

Will be performed then in Emain.

Even afterwards will be repented the destruction
[Done] under the protection of the very mighty Mac
Roig.

O woman with destiny, it is on account of you

[That will be] the exile of Fergus from the Ulstermen
And a deed for which weepings should lament,

The slaughter of Fiachna mac Conchobuir.

O woman with destiny, it is for your crime
[That will be] the slaying of Gerrce mac Illadain
And a deed, the penalty of which is not less,
The killing of Eogan mac Durthacht.

You will perform a horrible, fierce deed

For anger against the king of the noble Ulstermen.
Your little grave will be everywhere.

It will be a famous tale, O Derdriu.”



Section 6
“Marbthar ind ingen!” ol ind oic.
“Ni-tho,” ol Conchobor.

“Bérthair lim-sa ind ingen i mbérach,” ol
Conchobor,

“ocus ailebthair dom réir féin

ocus bid si ben bias im tharrad-sa.”

Ocus nira-lamatar Ulaid a chocert immi.

Do-gnither 6n dano:
Ro-alt la Conchobor

co-mbo si ingen as mor-dillem ro-boi i n-
Hérinn.

Is 1 1lis fo leith ro-alt

connach-acced fer di Ultaib

“Maraitear an cailin!” arsa na laochra.
“Na déantar,” arsa Conchur.

“Béarfar an cailin liomsa amdarach” arsa
Conchur,

“agus oilfear 1 do mo réir féin

agus sin i an bhean a bheidh faramsa.”

Agus nior leomhaigh na hUIaidh ¢ a cheartt
faoin ngno.

Rinneadh amhlaidh dé bhri sin *, ar ndoigh*.

Oileadh i le Conchur

n6 gurbh i ab 4ille go mor fada in Eirinn.

Is 1 lios ar leith a oileadh i

chun nach bhfeicfeadh fear d’Ulaidh i
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“Let the girl be slain!” said the warriors.
“By no means,” said Conchobor.

“I shall carry off the girl tomorrow,”
Conchobor added,

“and she will be reared according to my own
will,

and she will be the woman who will be in my
company.”

And the Ulstermen did not dare to set him
right with respect to it.

That, moreover, was done.
She was reared by Conchobor

until she was by far the most beautiful girl
who [ever] had been in Ireland.

In a court apart it is that she was brought up

in order that no man of the Ulstermen might
see her



cosin n-uair no-foad la Conchobor

ocus ni-bai duine no-léicthe issin les sin

acht a haite-si ocus a mumme ocus dano
Lebarcham,

ar ni-éta gabail di ssidi ar ba ban-chdinte.

Section 7

Fecht n-and didiu bai a haite na ingine oc
fennad loig thothlai

for snechtu i-mmaig issin gaimriuth dia fhuni
di-ssi.

Corn-acca-si ni, in fiach oc 6l inna fola forsin
t-shnechtu.

Is and as-bert-si fri Lebarchaim:
“Ro-pad inmain 6en-ther

forsa-mbetis na tri dath ucut

go dti an uair a luifeadh si le Conchur.

Agus ni ligti duine isteach sa lios sin

ach a hoide agus a buime agus, ar ndoigh,
Leabharcham;

mar ni théadfai ise a chosc mar ba bhanchainte
i.

Bhi, més ea, oide na hainnire trath ag
feannadh lao scoite

ar an sneachta lasmuigh sa gheimhreadh le
réiteach dise.

Chonaic si, féach, an fiach ag 6l na fola sa
sneachta.

Is ann a duirt si le Leabharcham:
“B’ionuain an fear

ar a mbeadh na tri dathanna 0d
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up to the time that she should spend the night
with Conchobor,

and no person ever was allowed into that court

except her foster father and her foster mother
and Leborcham *as well*;

for the last-mentioned one could not be
prevented, for she was a female satirist.

Once upon a time, accordingly, the foster
father of the maiden was skinning a weaned
(?) calf

on snow outside in the winter to cook it for
her.

She saw a raven drinking the blood on the
Snow.

Then she said to Leborcham:
“Beloved would be the one man

on whom might be yonder three colors



1. in folt amal in fiach
ocus in graad amal in fuil

ocus in corp amal in snechta.”

“Orddan ocus tocad duit!” ar in Lebarcham.

“Ni cian uait.

Atd is’taig it arrad

.1. Noisi mac Usnig.”
“Ni-pam slan-sa &m,” ol-si,

“conid-n-accur-saide.”

Section 8

Fecht n-and didiu bai-seom int-i Noisi a 6enur

for doe inna rratha .i. ina Emna,

oc andord.

.1. an folt mar an bhfiach,
an grua mar an bhfuil,
agus an corp mar an sneachta.”

“Onoir agus rath ort!” arsa Leabharcham.

“Ni cian uait é.

T4 sé laistigh 1 d’tharradh

.1. Naoise mac Uisnigh.”

“Ni bheidh mé slan, *go deimhin*,” ar si

“nod go bhfeice mé ¢.”

Bhi Naoise *thuasluaite*, trath, mas ea, ina
aonar

ar chlai na ratha (.i. na hEamhna)

ag gabhail andoird.
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— that is, hair like the raven,
and a cheek like blood,
and a body like snow.”

“Dignity and fortune to you!” said
Leborcham.

“He is not far from you.

He is inside near to you,

even Noisiu son of Uisliu.”

“I shall, indeed, not be well,” she said,

“until I see him.”

On one occasion, then, the aforementioned
Noisiu was alone

on the rampart of the earthwork (that is, of
Emain)

singing in a tenor (?) voice.



Ba bind immurgu a n-andord mac n-Usnig.

Cech b6 ocus cech mil ro-chluined,

no-mbligtis da trian blechta d’immarcraid
uadib.

Cech duine rod-chluined,

ba 16r sithchaire ocus airfitiud doib.

Ba maith a ngaisced dano.

Cia no-beth coiced Ulad i n-6en-baili impu,

acht corro-chuired cach dib a triur a druim fri
araile,

ni-bertais buaid diib

ar thebas na ursclaige ocus na imditen.

Ba bhinn, go deimhin, ¢ andord mhic Uisnigh.

Gach b6 agus gach ainmhi a chluineadh ¢,

chraiti dha dtrian breise bainne uathu.

Gach duine a chluineadh é,

ba ledr de shamhriocht, agus d’oirfide leo é.

Ba mhaith a ngaisce leis.

Cé go mbeadh cuige Uladh ar an aon lathair
ina dtimpeall,

ni bhéarfaidis bua orthu

ar theabhas a gcosanta agus a n-imdhidine,

ach go gcuirfeadh gach duine diobh a dtriar a
ndroim lena chéile.
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Melodious, however, was the tenor (?) singing
of the Sons of Uisliu.

Each cow and each animal that heard [it],

two thirds of surplus milk always was milked
from them.

Each person who heard it

always had a sufficient peaceful disposition
(?) and musical entertainment.

Good also were their arms.

Although the [whole] province of the
Ulstermen were in one place about them,

they might not gain the victory over them

on account of the excellence of the parrying
and the self-defence,

provided that every one of the three of them
put his back against the other.



Bat comltatha dano fri conaib oc tafonn.

No-marbdais na fiada ar las.

Section 9

A mboi-seom didiu a oinur int-i Noisi i-
mmaig,

mos-étlan-si cuci i-mmach
amal bid do thecht secha
ocus nis-n-athgéoin.

“Is cain,” ol-se-sseom, “in t-shamaisc téte
sechunn.”

“Dlegtair,” ol-si-si, “samaisci méra
bale na-bit tairb.”
“Ata tarb in choicid lat,” or-se-sseom,

“.1.ri Ulad.”

Ba chomhluath iad le coin ag fiach *, ar
ndoigh*;

mharaidis na fianna le barr luais.

Fad a bhi Naoise *thuasluaite*, afach, ina
aonar amuigh,

d’¢éalaigh si go luath chuige amach
amhail is da mbeadh si le gabhadil thairis;
agus nior aithin sé i.

“Is alainn,” ar seisean, “‘an tsamhaisc atd ag
dul tharainn.”

“Dlitear samhaisce a bheith moér,” ar sise
“san ait nach mbionn tairbh.”
“Té tarbh an chuige agat,” ar seisean

“.1.ri Uladh.”
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As swift as hounds, moreover, they were at
hunting.

By virtue of [their] swiftness they used to kill
the wild animals.

While, therefore, the aforesaid Noisiu was
alone outside,

she quickly stole out to him
as if to go past him,
and he did not recognize her.

“Fair,” he said, “is the heifer that goes past

2

me.
“Heifers,” she said, “are bound to be big
where bulls are not wont to be.”

“You have the bull of the province,” he said,

“namely, the king of the Ulstermen.”



“No-togfainn-se etruib far ndis,” or-si-si,

“ocus no-gébainn tarbin déag amalt-so.”
“Ni-tho!” ol-se-sseom.

“Cid fo bithin faitsine Cathbad.”

“In dom fémed-sa adeiri sin?”

“Bid d6 immurgu,” or-se-ssem.

La sodain fo-ceird-si bedg cuci
corra-gab a da n-6 fora chinn.

“Da n-6 méle ocus cuitbiuda in-so,” ol-si,

“manim-bera-su latt.”

“Eirgg taim, a ben!” ol-se.
“Rot-bia 6n,” ol-si-si.

At-racht la sodain a andord n-ass.

Amail ro-chualatar Ulaid in-nunn in n-andord,

“Dhéanfainn rogha eadraibh araon,” ar sise,

“agus thoghfainn tairbhin 6g mar thusa.”
“Na habair é!” ar seisean,

“fia de bharr fhaistine Chathbhadh.”

“An do mo dhiultia a deire sin?”

“Is do, go deimhin” ar seisean.

Leis sin caith si 1éim chuige

agus rug greim ar a dha chluais ar a cheann.

“Dha chluais méala agus fonoide iad seo,” ar
s

“mura mbeireann ti mise leat.”
“Imigh uvaim, a bhean!” ar sé.
“Sin mar a bheidh agat,” ar si.
Ansin d’ardaigh a andord uaidh.

Nuair a chuala Ulaidh an t-andord anonn
uathu,
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“I would choose between the two of you,” she
said,

“and I would take a young bullock like you.”
“By no means!” he said.

“Even because of Cathbad’s prophecy.”

“Do you say that in order to reject me?”

“It assuredly will be for that reason,” he said.
Therewith she made a leap to him

and grasped both ears on his head.

“These [are] two ears of shame and of
derision,” she said,

“unless you take me away with you.”

“Go away from me, O woman!” he said.
“You shall have that,” she said.

Thereupon, his tenor (?) song arose from him.

As the Ulstermen yonder heard his tenor (?)
song,



at-raig cech fer dib di alailiu.

Section 10

Lotar maic Uislenn i-mmach do thairmesc a
mbrathar.

“Cid no-tai?” ol-seat.

“Na "'mma-ngonad d’Ultaib it chinaid.”

Is and at-chuaid déib a ndo-ronad friss.

“Biaid olc de,” ol ind oicc.

“Cia beith,

noco-bia-so fo mebail
céin bemmit-ni 1 mbethaid.
Ragmai-ni lee i tir n-aili.

Ni-fil i n-Hérinn rig na-tibre failti dan.”

d’¢éirigh gach fear diobh 6na chéile.

Chuaigh mic Uisleann amach ag toirmeasc a

mbrathar.

“Cad ta ort?” ar siad.

“N4 maraiodh fir Uladh a chéile de bharr do

choire.”

Is ann a d’inis sé doibh a ndearnadh leis.

“Beidh olc da bharr,” ar siad.

“Fi0 ma bhionn

ni bheidh ta faoi aithis
fad a bheimidne inar mbeathaidh.
Rachaimid 1éi 1 nduiche eile.

Nil in Eirinn i nach gcuirfeadh failte
romhainn.”
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each man of them arose from the other.

The Sons of Uisliu went out to hinder their
brother.

“What ails you?” they said.

“Let not the Ulstermen slay one another for
your crime.”

Then he related to them what had been done to
him.

“Evil will ensue,” the warriors said.

“Although there may be [evil resulting
therefrom],

you shall not be under disgrace
as long as we shall be alive.
We shall go with her into another land.

There is not in Ireland a king who would not
give welcome to us.”



Batar eat a comairli.
Ro-imthigsetar in n-aidchi sin
1. tri coicait laech doib

ocus tri coicait ban

ocus tri coicait con

ocus tri coicait gilla

ocus Derdriu i cumusc céich co-mbai etarru.

Section 11

Batar for féesamaib céin mdir mor-thimchell
n-Erenn

co-triallta a ndith co mmenic tria indleda ocus
chelga Conchobuir

0-tha Ess Ruaid timchell siar-des co Beinn
Etair sair-thuaid iterum.

Ar-ai-de tra conda-[to]roifnetar Ulaid tairis 1
crich n-Alban.

Ba iadsan na combhairli ar ar chinn siad.
D’imigh siad an oiche sin,

1. tri caogaid laoch acu

agus tri caogaid ban

agus tri caogaid con

*agus tri caogaid giolla*

agus bhi Deirdre ar chuma céch ina measc.

Bhi siad ar feadh 1 bhfad ar coimirce
morthimpeall Eireann

agus triaileadh iad a dhithit go minic tri
luiochdin agus chealga Chonchtir,

6 Eas Rua timpeall siar ¢ dheas go Beann
Eadair soir 6 thuaidh aris.

Faoi dheireadh, afach, chuir na hUIaidh toir
orthu thar farraige go crioch Alban.

Page 14 of 32

That was their decision.

They set out that night

with their hundred and fifty warriors,
*their hundred and fifty* women,
*their hundred and fifty* dogs,

and *their hundred and fifty* servants;

and among them was Derdriu mingled in with
everybody [else].

For a great while they were under protection
all around Ireland,

and often through the snares and wiles of
Conchobor their destruction was attempted

from Ess Ruaid southwestwards round about
northeastwards again to Benn Etair.

The Ulstermen, however, chased them, then,
over [the Irish sea] into the territory of
Scotland.



Con-gabsat i ndithrub and.
Ond uair ro-scaich déib fiadach in t-shlébe,

do-elsat for cethra fer n-Alban do thabairt
chucu.

Do-chétar side dia ndilgiund i n-6en-16
co-ndeochatar dochum rig Alban

conda-rragaib ina munteras

ocus coro-gabsat amsaini acca
ocus ro-suidigsitar a tige issind fhaithchi.

Im déigin ina ingine do-ronta na tige

conna-hacced nech leo hi

ar daig naro-marbtais impe.

Chuir siad futhu i ndithreabh ann.

Nuair a chuaigh fiach an tsléibhe 1 ndisc orthu
thug siad faoi eallach fir Alban lena mbreith
chucu féin.

Chuaigh siad-san 14 airithe chun iad a scrios

i dtreo go ndeachaigh siad go ri Alban,

gur ghabh seisean chuige ina theaghlach iad;

agus ghlac siad le hamhsaine aige
agus shuigh siad a dtithe san thaiche.

Is ar son na hainnire a rinneadh na tithe

chun nach bhfeicfeadh éinne i faru

1onas nach marofai iad da bharr.
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They settled down there in the desert.

After the mountain game failed them,

they turned aside upon the cattle of the men of
Scotland in order to appropriate it to

themselves.

The latter went on a single day to destroy
them,

whereupon they proceeded to the king of
Scotland,

and he took them into his household
following.

They assumed mercenary service with him
and placed their houses on the green.

On account of the maiden the houses were
made

so that no-one with them might see her

in order that they might not be killed with
respect to her.



Section 12

Fecht n-and didiu luid in rechtaire matain
moch

co-rralai cor imma tech-som.
Corn-accae in lanamain inna cotluth.
Do-chuaid iar sin coro-dusig in rig.

“Ni-fuaramar-ni,” or-se, “mnai do dingbala-so
cosin diu.

Ata 1 fail Noisen maic Uislenn

ben dingbala rig iarthair domuin.

Marbthar fo chét-6ir Noisi

ocus foath in ben lat-so,” ol in rechtaire.

“Acc,” or in ri, “acht eirg-siu dia guidi dam-sa
cech laa fo chlith.”

Do-gnither 6n.

Uair amhdin, mas ea, chuaigh an reachtaire
amach go moch ar maidin

agus thug turas timpeall an ti acu.
Chonaic s¢ an lanuin ina gcodladh.
Thainig sé ansin agus dhuisigh an ri.

“Ni bhfuaircamar-ne,” ar s¢, “bean do
dhiongbhala go dti inniu.

T4 fara Naoise mac Uisleann

bean diongbhala ri iarthar domhain.

Maraitear Naoise ar an toirt

agus luiodh an bhean leatsa.” arsan reachtaire.

“N4 déantar amhlaidh,” arsan ri “ach téigh-se
a hachaini gach 14 ar mo shon faoi cheilt.”

Rinneadh amhlaidh.
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Once upon a time, therefore, early in the
morning the steward went

and made a circuit about their house.
He saw the couple asleep.
Afterwards, he went and awakened the king.

“I have not found,” he said, “a woman equal
to you until today.

Along with Noisiu son of Uisliu

there is a woman worthy of the king of the
Western World.”

“Let Noisiu be killed immediately,

and let the woman spend the night with you,’
the steward added.

“No,” the king said, “but you shall go every
day to beseech her secretly for me.”

That is done.

b



A n-at-bered immurgu in rechtaire frie-si
chaidchi,

ad-féded-si dia céliu in n-aidchi sin fo chét-oir.

Uair naro-étad ni di,

no-eralta for maccaib Uislenn dul i ngdbthib
ocus i cathaib ocus i ndrobélaib

ar daig coro-mmarbtais.

Ar-ai-de batar sonairti-sium im cech n-imguin

connar-étad ni doib asna amsib sin.

Gach a ndeireadh an reachtaire 1éi i
gcaitheambh an lae, afach,

d’insiodh si da chéile an oiche sin gan mhoill.
On uair nach bhfuarthas aon ni uaithi,

bhiti & ordti do mhic Uisleann dul i ngdbha
agus i gcathanna agus i mbaola

le stil go mardfai iad.

D4 ainneoin sin bhi siad tréan i leith gach
eirligh

1 dtreo nach bhfuarthas aon ni vathu de bharr a

n-iarrachtai sin.
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However, what the steward said to her at any
time

she used to relate, at once, that night to her
consort.

Since one never could attain anything with
respect to her,

the Sons of Uisliu often were enjoined to go
into dangers, battles and hazards

in order that they might be killed.

Nevertheless, as regards each slaughter they
were doughty

so that one never could attain anything with
respect to them from these attempts.



Section 13

Ro-tindlta fir Alban dia marbad

iarna chomairli frie-si.
Ad-fét-si do Noisin.
“Imthigid ass,” or-si.
“Mani-digsid ass in-nocht,
nobor-mairfither i mbarach.”
Lotar ass ind aidchi sin
co-mbatar i n-inis mara.
Ad-fiadar do Ultaib an-i-sin.

“Is trog, a Chonchobuir,” ol Ulaid,

“maic Uislenn do thuitim 1 tirib namat

tre chin droch-mna.

Tionoladh fir Alban chun a maraithe

arna chur ina comhairle.

D’inis si an scéal do Naoise.
“Imigi as seo,” ar si.

“Muna n-imionn sibh libh anocht,
marofar sibh amarach.”

D’imigh siad leo an 6iche sin

go dti oiledn mara.

Tugadh an scéala sin d’Ulaidh.

“Is trua, a Chonchtir,” arsa Ulaidh,

“mic Uisleann a thitim i dtiortha namhad

tri choir drochmhna.
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After consultation with her regarding it,

the men of Scotland were assembled to kill
them.

She related that to Noisiu.

“Depart hence,” she said.

“Unless you shall have gone away by tonight,
you will be killed tomorrow.”

That night they went away

until they were on a island of the sea.

That was related to the Ulstermen.

“Grevious it is, O Conchobor,” the Ulstermen
said,

“for the Sons of Uisliu to fall in hostile lands

through the crime of a bad woman.



Ba ferr a comaitecht

ocus a mbiathath ocus a nem-guin
ocus tuidecht doib dochum a tire
ol-daas a tuitim lia naimtiu.”
“Tecat didiu,” ol Conchobor,
“ocus tiagat commairgi friu.”
Berair chucu an-i-sin.

“Is fo chen linn,” ol-seat.
“Regthair ocus taet Fergus frinn i commairgi
ocus Dubthach ocus Cormac mac
Conchobuir.”

Tiagait side co-ngabsat a llama di muir.

B’thearr iad a chosaint

agus a bheathu agus nach maroéfai iad
ach iad a theacht ar ais chun a dtire
n4 iad a thitim le naimhde.”
“Tagaidis mar sin,” arsa Conchur,
“agus tugtar coimirce doibh.”

Tugtar an scéala sin chucu.

“Ta failte againn roimhe,” ar siad,

“raghfar, agus tagadh Fearghas mar choimirce
duinn

agus Dufach agus Cormac mac Conchuir.”

Chuaigh siadsan agus ghabh ar a gcoimirce
iad 6n muir.
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It were better to be lenient with them

and to feed them and not to slay them

and for them to come to the land

than for them to fall at the hands of their foes.
“Let them come, therefore,” Conchobor said,
“and let sureties go for them.”

That [message] was brought to them.

“We welcome it,” they said.

“We shall go, and let Fergus come for us as
surety

and Dubthach and Cormac mac Conchobuir.”

They went and gave them accompaniment
from the sea.



Section 14
Bai immurgu imchosnam im Fhergus dia
churiud do chormannaib a comairli

Chonchobuir,

ar as-bertatar maic Uislenn nadcon-istais biad 1
n-Hérinn

acht biad Conchobuir i tossuch.
Luid iarum Fiachu mac Fergusa leo
ocus anaid Fergus ocus Dubthach
ocus do-llotar maic Uislenn
co-mbatar for faithchi na Emna.

Is and dano tanic Eogan mac Durthacht ri
Fernmaige

do chorai fri Conchobor,

ar ro-boi 1 n-essid friss 1 ciana.

Is é-side ro-herbad dia mmarbad

Bhi, afach, ar chomhairle Chonchtir aighneas
faoi chuireadh a thabhairt d’Fhearghas do
fhleanna cuirme,

mar dairt mic Uisleann nach n-iosfaidis bia in
Eirinn

ach bia Chonchuir i dtosach.

Chuaigh, ansin, Fiacha mac Fearghasa leo
agus d’than Fearghas agus Dufach.

Agus thainig mic Uisleann

nod go raibh siad ar thaiche na hEamhna.

Is ann *, ar ndoigh,* a thainig Eoghan mac
Dhurthacht, ri Fearnmhai

le réitheach a dheanamh le Conchr,

mar bhi sé in earraid leis le fada.

Is leis siad a taobhaiodh curam a maraithe
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With respect to Fergus, however, by the
counsel of Conchobor a contention took place
to invite him to ale-banquets,

for the Sons of Uisliu said that they would not
eat [any] food in Ireland

except at first the food of Conchobor.

Then Fiachu mac Fergusa went with them,
and Fergus and Dubthach remained behind.
The Sons of Uisliu came

until they were on the green of Emain.

Then, moreover, Eogan mac Durthacht, king
of Fernmag,

came for peace with Conchobor,

for he had been at strife with him for a long
period.

He it is who had been entrusted to kill them,



ocus amsaig Conchobuir immi

conna-tistais cuci-sium.

Section 15

Batar maic Uislenn ina sesum for lar na
faithche

ocus batar inna mn4 inna suidib for dou na h-
Emna.

Luid didiu Eogan cuccu inna thur iarsind
thaithchi.

Dorlluid immurgu mac Fergusa
co'mbai for leth-laim Noisen.

Feraid Eogan failti friu la béim forgama do gai
mor 1 n-Noisin

co-rroimid a druim triit.
Fo-ceird la sodain mac Fergusa

co-tuc a di 14im dar Noisin

agus bhi amhais Chonchuir ina thimpeall féin

le nach dtiocfaidis chuige.

Bhi mic Uisleann ina seasamh ar lar na faiche
agus bhi na mn4 ina suiochdin ar bhabhun na
hEamhna.

Ghabh Eoghan, més ea, suas chucu lena
bhuion ar fheadh na faiche.

Thainig mac Fhearghasa, afach,
nod go raibh sé taobh le Naoise.

D’thear Eoghan failte rompu le ropadh de gha
mor 1 Naoise

gur bhris a dhroim trid.
Leis sin chaith mac Fhearghasa ¢ féin

agus chuir a dhé laimh thar Naoise
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and the mercenaries of Conchobor were about
him [Conchobor]

in order that they might not come to him.

The Sons of Uisliu were standing in the
middle of the green,

and the women were in their seats on the
rampart of Emain.

Eogan, accordingly, went up to them in his
body of troops (?) along the green.

The son of Fergus, however, came
until he was on one side of Noisiu.

Eogan welcomed them with a thrust of the
great spear into Noisiu

so that his back broke through it.
Therewith, the son of Fergus threw himself

and put both arms around Noisiu



co-tuc foi
ocus co-tarlaic fair anuas

ocus is samlaid ro-bith Noisiu tre mac Fergusa
anuas.

Ro'marbtha iar suidiu sethndn na faithche

conna-térna ass

acht a ndechuid do rind gai ocus do giun
chlaidib;

ocus rucad-si in-nunn co Conchobor
co-mbai fora laim

ocus ro-cumrigthe a llama iarna cul.

agus thug faoi ¢
agus chaith ¢ féin anuas air;

agus is amhlaidh a buaileadh Naoise anuas tri
mhac Fhearghasa.

Ansin bhi maru ar fud na faiche

1 dtreo ndr éalaigh éinne as

ach a ndeachaigh de rinn gai agus de bhéal
claimh.

Agus rugadh ise (Deirdre) anonn go Conchur
nd go raibh si taobh leis

agus ceanglaiodh a ldmha laistiar di.
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and brought him under him
and cast himself down upon him,

and thus it was that Noisiu was struck from
above through the son of Fergus.

Thereafter, they [the Sons of Uisliu] were
killed throughout the green

so that none escaped thence,

save those who went by point of spear and by
edge of sword;

and she was brought over to Conchobor
so that she was beside him,

and her hands were bound behind her back.



Section 16

At-chuas do Fhergus iarum an-i-sin ocus do
Dubthach ocus do Chormac.

Téncatar side co-ndernsat gnima mora fo chét-
oir

.1. Dubthach do marbad Mane maic
Conchobuir

ocus Fhiachna mac Feidilme ingine
Conchobuir do guin dond 6en-thorgab

ocus Fergus do marbad Thraigthréoin maic
Traiglethain ocus a brathar

ocus sarugud Conchobuir impu

ocus cath do thabairt eturru iar sin isind 6en-
l6u

co-torchratar tri chét de Ultaib eturru

ocus ingenrad Ulad do marbad do Dubthach
ria matain

ocus Emain do loscud do Fhergus.

Insiodh sin d’Fhearghas iar sin, agus do
Dhufach agus do Chormac.

Thainig siadsan agus rinne siad éachtai ar an
toirt

.1. Dufach a mhartt Mhaine mhic Conchir,
agus Fiachra mac Fheidhilime, inion
Chonchtiir, a mhart den aon bhuille,

agus Fearghas a mhart Thraighthréin mhic
Thraighleathain agus a bhrathar;

sart oinigh Chonchuir iompu seo

agus cath a thearadh eatharthu iar sin san aon
1a,

agus tri chéad d’Ulaidh a thitim eatarthu;

agus inionra Uladh a mhart do Dhufach roimh
mhaidin,

agus Eamhain a loscadh d’Fhearghas.
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That, then, was related to Fergus and
Dubthach and Cormac.

They came and performed at once great deeds.
Dubthach killed Mane, Conchobor’s son,
and by a single thrust Fiachna, son of Feidelm,

Conchobor’s daughter, was dispatched.

Fergus slew Traigthren, son of Traiglethan
and his brother.

With respect to them, Conchobor’s honor was
outraged,

and afterwards battle was joined between them
on a single day

so that three hundred of the Ulstermen fell
among them.

Before morning, the maidens of Ulster were
put to death by Dubthach,

and Emain was burned by Fergus.



Is ed lotar iarum co Ailill ocus co Meidb

ar ro-fetatar is si ldnamain foda-réelsat

ocus dano ni-bu chul serce do Ultaib.

Tricha cét ba ¢ lin na lloingse.

Co cenn sé mbliadna déc

niro-an gol na crith leu 1 n-Ultaib

acht gol ocus crith leu cech n-6en-aidchi.

Is ann a d’imigh siad ansin go hAuilill agus go
Meadhbh

mar bhi a thios acu go bhféadfadh an lanuin
sin iad a chothu,

agus, ar ndoigh, niorbh aon chuilin gra é
d’Eamhain.

Tri mhile an lion a ionnarbadh.

Go ceann sé mbliana déag

ni dheachaidh stad ar ghol na ar chrith da
mbarr in Ulaidh

ach gol agus crith acu gach aon oiche.
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Thereupon they went to Ailill and to Medb,
for they knew that that couple would be able
to support them;

and for the Ulstermen, moreover, it was not a
refuge (?) of love.

Three thousand was the number of those
exiled.

To the end of sixteen years

neither weeping nor trembling ceased in Ulster
through them,

but each single night [there was] weeping and
trembling through them.



Section 17

Bliadain di-ssi tra 1 fail
Chonchobuir

ocus risin ré sin ni-tib gen ngaire
ocus ni-doid a saith do biud na
cotluth

ocus ni-thargaib a cenn dia glin.

In tan didiu do-mbertis na hairfiti
di,

1s and as-bered-si in reicni sea sis:

“Cid cain lib ind lachrad lainn
Cengtae i n-Emain iar tochaim,
Airdiu do-cingtis dia taig

Tri maic adleechda Uisnig.

Noisi co mmid chollan chain —
Folcud lim-sa d6 ’con tein —
Arddan co ndam né muicc mais,
Asclang Aindli dar ardd-ais.

Bhi sise, mas ea, bliain i dteannta Chonchuir,
agus i gcaitheamh an ama sin nior ghdir si
gean ghaire,

agus nior chaith si a sdith de bhia na de
chodladh

agus nior ardaigh si a ceann dé gluin.

Nuair a thugtai, afach, na ceoltoiri chuici,

1s ann a deireadh si an reicne seo sios:

“Cé¢ caoin libh na laochra lonna,

Até ag céimnit in Eamhain tar éis feachtais,
Ba uaisle a chéimniodh da dtigh

Triar mac adhlaochta Uisnigh:—

Naoise, le mea choll bhlasta —
folcadh agam do ag an tine —

Ardan le damh n6 le muc mhéith,
Agus ar ard a dhroma ar Ainle ualach.
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A year, now, she was with Conchobor,

and during that time she did not smile a laughing smile,
and she did not partake of her sufficiency of food or of
sleep,

and she did not raise her head from her knee.

Whenever, therefore, they brought the musicians to her,

then she recited this following extempore (?) poem:

“Though fair you deem the eager warriors
Who stride about in Emain after an expedition,
More nobly used to march to their dwelling
The three very heroic sons of Uisliu.

Noisiu with good hazel-mead —
Him I washed at the fire —

Arddan with a stag or a fine pig,

A load [was] over Aindle’s tall back.



Cid milis lib a mmid mas

Ibes mac Nesa nith-mas,
Baithium ridm — rén for bra —
Bidd menic ba millsiu.

O ro-sernad Noisi nar
Fulocht for feda fian-chlar,
Ba millsiu cach biud fo mil
Ara-ralad mac Usnig.

Cid bindi lib in cach mi
Cuslennaig is cornairi,

Is si mo chobais in-diu:
Ro-cuala céol bad bindiu.

Bind la Conchobor for ri
Cuslennaig is cornairi;

Ba bindiu lem-sa — cloth n-ell —

Sian no-gebtis maic Uislenn.

Fogur tuinne toirm Noisi;

Ba céol bind a bith-chldisi.
Coblach Arddéin ro-po maith,
Andord Aindli dia tGar-baith.

Noisi, do-rénad a fhert.

Ba dirsan in chomaitecht.

D6 ro-délius — drong tria alt —
In dig tonnaid dia-n-érbalt.

C¢é gur milis libh an mhea bhred,
A ¢6lann mac Nessa moérchathach,

Bhi agamsa roimhe seo — muir tar bruach —

Bia go minic ba mhilse.

Nuair a leathadh Naoise naireach

An fulacht ar fhianchlar na coille,

Ba mhilse né gach bia meala

An choir a sholathraiodh mac Uisnigh.

C¢ gur binn libh gach trath,
Cuisleannaigh is cornairi,
Is é a dhearbhaim inniu,
Gur chuala ceol ba bhinne.

Is binn le Conchur bhar ri,
Cuisleannaigh is cornairi,

.....

An ceol a ghabhaidis mic Uisleann.

Glor Naoise b’thoghar toinne;

Ba cheol binn a bhithchloisteail,

Ba mhaith ¢ séis Ardain —

Is andord Ainle ag dul da uarbhothan.

Naoise, rinneadh a theart;

Ba dhursan an chosaint;

Dhaileas an deoch mharfach do
Da bhfuair bas . . . tri shlua laoch.
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Though sweet you deem the goodly mead
Which the battle-glorious Mac Nessa drinks,
I had heretofore — ocean over [its] brink —
Frequent refection that was sweeter.

As often as modest Noisiu had spread out

The cooking hearth on the martial plain of the forest,
Sweeter was always than each honeyed food

What the son of Uisliu had contrived.

Though melodious you deem at all times
Pipers and hornblowers,

This is my confession today:

I have heard music that was more melodious.

Melodious used to deem Conchobor, your king,
Pipers and hornblowers;

More melodious I used to deem — fame of hosts (?) —

The strain which the Sons of Uisliu used to sing.

Noisiu’s voice [was like] the sound of a wave;
To hear him always was [like] melodious music.
The baritone of Arddan was good —

The tenor (?) song of Aindle [on his way] to his shieling.

Noisiu — his sepulchral mound has been made.
Sad was the accompaniment.

For him I have poured out — host over a height (?7) —
The deadly draught of which he has died.



Inmain berthan ailli blai,

Tuchtach duine cid dind-blai.
Ba dirsan nad-[th]resco in-diu
Mac Uislenn do idnaidiu.

Inmain menma cobsaid cair;
Inmain 6clach ard imnair.
far n-imthecht dar feda fal,
Inmain costal i tiugnar.

Inmain stil glass carddais mna;
Ba hamnas fri écrata.

far cuairt chaille — comul saer —
Inmain andord tria dub-reed.

Ni-cotlu tra,

Ocus ni-corcu m’ingne.
Failte, ni-taet imm airi,
Or nach-taidi mac Tindle.

Ni-cotlu

Leth na haidche im ligiu.
Fo-ceird mo chéill imm drungu;
Sech ni-lungu, ni-tibiu.

Is iontin an folt is alainn maise,

Is corach an duine, cé gur lathair clu;
Ba dhursan nach bhfuilim ag stil inniu
Le fanacht le mac Uisleann.

Iontin an mheanma dhaingean dhireach;
Iontin an t-6glach ard imnéireach;

Iar n-imeacht dar fal fea,

Iontin a iompar ar maidin mochthrath.

Iontin an tsuil ghlas a ghradh mna;
Ba fthiochmbhar i le naimhde;

Ar chuairt choille, ceangal saor,
Iontin an t-andord tri dhuchoill.

Ni chodlaim feasta

Agus ni chorcraim m’ingne.

Athas, ni thugaim aird air

Mar nach dtugann sé leis mac Tinnla.

Ni chodlaim

Leath na hoiche im leaba.

T4 mo mheabhair suaite ag sluaite,
Ni ghdirim is ni mé ithim.
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Beloved [is] the [little] crop of hair (?) with yellow (?)
beauty;

Comely [is] the man, even . . .

Sorrowful it is [indeed] that I do not expect today

To await the son of Uisliu.

Beloved [is] the desire, steadfast [and] just;
Beloved [is] the warrior, noble [and] very modest.
After a journey beyond the forest’s fence,
Beloved [is] the . . . in the early morning.

Beloved [is] the gray eye that women used to love;
Fierce it used to be against foes.
After a circuit of the forest — a noble union —

Beloved [is] the tenor (?) voice through a dark great wood.

I do not sleep now,

And I do not redden my fingernails.

Joy, it does not come into my observation

Since it will not lead hither (?) the son of Tindell.

I do not sleep

Half of the night as I lie.

My reason is agitated about the hosts;
Not only do I not eat, but I do not laugh.



Failte, in-diu ni-dam vain Athas — inniu nil uain agam do. Joy, today [for it] I have no leisure

I ndail Emna — ercdair sair — I ndail Eamhna, mar a mbionn uaisle ag tion6l In the gathering of Emain — [there] nobles are thronged (?)
Na sid na suba na sam Nil sith agam n4 stichas né4 sdimhe Nor peace, nor delight, nor ease,
Na tech mar na cumtach cain.” N4 teach mor na maise chaoin.” Nor a big house, nor fair adornment.”

(Cid cain) Cé caoin.
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Section 18

In tan dano no-bid Conchobor oca
halgenugud-si,

1s and at-bered-si in reicni sea sis:

“A Chonchobuir, cid no-tai?
Do-rurmis dam bron fo chai,
Is ed &m [i] céin no-mmair,
Do sherc lim ni-ba romair.

Ni rop éilliu lim fo nim,

Ocus ni rop inmainib

R[o]-ucais iaim — mor in bét —
Connach-acciu-sa comm éc.

A ingnais is toirrse lem

Tucht dom-adbat mac Uislenn.
Caurnan cir-dub dar corp ngel.
Ba suaichnid sech ilar fer.

D4 ngraad corcra cdiniu srath,
Béoil deirg, abrait fo del-dath;
Dé¢itgen némanda fo li,

Amal soer-dath snechtaidi.

Nuair a bhiodh Conchtr 4 muirniu, *ar
ndoigh,*

1s ann a deireadh si an reicne seo sios:

“A Chonchuir, cad ta ort?

Chuir ti orm broén faoi chaoi;

Is é mar a bheidh fad a mhairim
Mo shearc duit gan bheith ach lag.

An ni ab aille liom faoi neamh,
Agus an ni ba ionuine uile,

Rugais uaim — cad ¢ mar choir —
Ionas nach bhfeicfead ¢ go héag.

A easnambh is doilios dom

Mar thaispeanann mac Uisleann —
Carnan ciordhubh thar chorp geal,

C¢é gur shuaithinseach ¢ thar iolar fear.

Dha ghrua chorcra ba chaoin dealbh,
Beola dearga, fabhrai faoi dhaoldath.
A charr déad niamhga dea-li
Mar shaordhath an tsneachta.
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Whenever Conchobor, moreover, mollified her,

then she recited this following extempore (?) poem:

“O Conchobor, what ails you?

For me you have placed (?) sorrow under weeping.
Yes, indeed, as long as [ may abide

My love for you will not be of very great account.

What I deemed most beautiful on earth,

And what was most beloved,

You have carried off from me — great [is] the crime —
So that I shall not see it until my death.

His absence, it grieves me

How the son of Uisliu shows [it] to me:

A jet-black little cairn (?) over a white body;

It was well-known beyond [those of] a multitude of men.

Both purple cheeks [were] fairer than a river meadow,
Red the lips, eyebrows of beetle color;

The pearly row of shining teeth

[Was] like the noble hue of snow.



Ba suaichnid a eirred nglan

Eter fianaib fer n-Alban.

Fuan céin corcra — comul coir —
Cona imthacmung derg-oir.

Inar sr6lda — sét co mbrig —
I'mbui cét ngem — ilar min.
Fora imdénum is glé

Coica unga findruine.

Claideb 6r-duirn ina laim,
Da gai glassa co ngoth-grain,
Finden co mbil 6ir buidi,
Ocus taul argait fuirri.

Forrruich frinn Fergus find
Ar tabairt darsa mor-lind.
Ro-rir a einech ar chuirm.
Dorrochratar a mor-gluinn.

Cia no-betis forsin muig
Ulaid im gnuis Conchobuir,
Dos mbéruinn uili cen chlith
Ar gnais Noisi maic Uisnig.

Na briss in-diu mo chride;
Mos-ricub mo moch-lige.
Is tressiu cuma in-da muir,
Madda éola, a Chonchobuir.”
(A Chonchobuir)

Ba shontasach a ¢éide ghlan

Idir fianna laoch na hAlban.

Fallaing 4lainn chorcara — ceangal coir —
Lena imeall de dheargor.

Ionar sréil — seoid le bri —

Ina raibh céad geam — morlion min.
Caoga unsa fiondruine

Is 1éir a bhi 4 mhaisit.

Claiomh 6rdhoirn ina laimh,
Dhé gha ghlasa rinnghrénna;
Sciath le ciumhais 6rbhui
Agus bocdid airgid uirthi.

Rinne Fearghas fionn coir linn
Dar dtabhairt thar an moérlinn;
Dhiol s¢ a oineach ar choirm,
Thit a mhoréachtai ar lar.

Cé go mbeadh Ulaidh um Chonchur

Os a chombhair sa mhachaire;
Thabharfainn suas iad uile gan cheilt

Ar son chuideachta Naoise mhic Uisnigh.

N4 bris inniu mo chroi
Is luath shroichfead mo mhochlui.
Is treise brén na muir
Mas eolach duit, a Chonchuir.”
A Chonchuir.
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Well-known was his bright apparel

Among the warrior bands of the men of Scotland.

Fair [and] purple [was] the mantle — a fitting union —
With its border of pure gold.

Of satin (?) [was] the tunic — a treasure with substance —
On which there were a hundred gems — a gentle multitude.
To adorn it, clear it is,

[Were] fifty ounces of findruine.

A sword with a golden pommel [was] in his hand,
Two green spears with a javelin point,

A shield with a rim of yellow gold,

And a boss of silver upon it.

Fair Fergus has committed trespass against us
By bringing us over the great sea.

He has sold his honor for ale.

His great deeds have declined.

Though on the plain might be

The Ulstermen around Conchobor,

I would give them all without concealment
For the companionship of Noisiu son of Uisliu.

Do not break today my heart;
Soon shall I reach my early grave.
Sorrow is stronger than the sea,

If you are wise, O Conchobor.”



Section 19

“Cid as mo miscais lat at-chi?”” ar Conchobor.
“Tu-ssu am,” or-si, “ocus Eogan mac
Durthacht!”

“Bia-so dano bliadain i fail Eogain,” ar
Conchobor.

Dus-mbert iarum for ldim Eogain.

Lotar iarna barach do éenuch Macha.

Bui-si iar cul Eogain i carput.
Do-rarngert-si

na-haiccfiuth a da céile for talmain

1 n-6en-thecht.
“Maith, a Derdriu,” ol Conchobor,
“suil cheerach eter da rethe

gnii-siu etrum-sa ocus Eogan.”

“Cad is mo is grain leat a theiceann ti?” arsa
Conchur.

“Tusa *, go deimhin*,” ar si, “agus Eoghan
mac Dhurthacht!”

“Beidh tu bliain, mas ea, i bhfochair Eoghain,’
arsa Conchur.

Thug sé ansin ar ldimh d’Eoghan i.

Chuaigh siad 14 arna mharach go haonach
Macha.

Bhi si i gcarbad ar chtll Eoghain.
Bhi sé geallta aici

nach bhfeicfeadh si a dha céile ar talamh

in éineacht.
“Sea, a Dheirdre,” arsa Conchur
“is suil chaorach idir dha reithe

b

a chaitheann ta idir mise agus Eoghan.’
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b

“What do you see that you hate most?” said
Conchobor.

“You, to be sure,” she said, “and Eogan mac
Durthacht!”

“You shall be, indeed, a year with Eogan,”
said Conchobor.

Thereupon he brought her beside Eogan.

On the following day, they went to the
assembly of Macha.

She was behind Eogan in the chariot.
She had promised

that she would not see her two companions on
earth

on the same occasion.
“Well, O Derdriu,” said Conchobor,
“it is a sheep’s eye between two rams

that you make between me and Eogan.”



Ro-bai ail chloiche mor ara cinn.

Do-lléici a cenn immon cloich

co-nderna brurig dia cinn co-mbo marb.

Longas mac n-Uislenn in-sin

ocus longas Fergusa

ocus aided mac n-Uislenn ocus Derdrenn.

Finit

Bhi carraig mhor chloiche os a gcombhair.

Bhuail si a ceann ar an gcloch

agus rinne mire mionbhruite d4 ceann go raibh
marbh.

Loingeas mac nUisleann go dti seo
agus Loingeas Fhearghasa

agus Oidhe mhac nUisleann agus Dheirdre.

*Finit*
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There was a great stone boulder in front of
her.

She dashed her head against the stone

until she had made a mass of fragments of her
head so that she died.

That [is] the exile of the Sons of Uisliu
and the exile of Fergus

and the violent death of the Sons of Uisliu and
of Derdriu.

The End



