Aidedh Ferghusa meic Léide

The death of Fergus mac Léide: Extracts

Section 1

Ri firén forglide firbrethach

ro gabastair flaithes ocus forlamas for clannaib
rathmara Rudraige

1. Fergus mac Léite mhic Rudraige

is iad fa churaid ocus ba chathmhilid aige

1. Eirgenn ocus Aimirgin iurtunach

ocus Conna buide mac Iliach ocus Duban mac
Luigdech.

Ri firéanta iontaofa fiorbhreitheach

a ghabh flaitheas agus forlamhas ar chlanna
rafara Rudhraighe:

1. Fergus mac Léite mhic Rudhraighe.

Is iad ba churaidh agus ba chathmbhili aige:

Eirgeann agus Aimhirghin an creachadoir,

agus Conna bui mac Iliach, agus Dubhan mac
Luighdeach.
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A righteous king, a maintainer of truth and a
giver of just judgments,

that had dominion over the happy Clanna
Rudhraidhe or ‘children of Rury’:

Fergus son of Léide son of Rury;

and these are they that were his heroes and
men of war:

Eirgenn, Amergen Iurthunnach or ‘the
ravager,’

Conna Buie son of Iliach, and Dubthach son
of Lughaid.



Section 2

Doroénad fled mor lasin rig sin [in] nemain
Macha

gur bo hullam inchaithme

ocus gur bo solum solesaigte i.

is 1 sin uair ocus aimsir

dorigned fled ac rig thuaithe luchra ocus
lupracénach

.1. Iubd[an] mac Abdain.

ba hiat so anmanna na cathmiled batar ag
Iubdan

.1. Conan mac Ruichid ocus Gerrchi mac
Gairid
ocus Rigbec mac Robic ocus Luiccin mac

Luiccid

ocus Glinan mac Gabairn ocus Febal mac
Feoirnin

Rinneadh fleadh mhor leis an ri sin in
Eamhain Macha,

gur ba hullambh le hithe i,

agus gur ba sholamh soélésaithe i.

Is 1 sin uvair agus aimsir

a rinneadh fleadh ag ri tuaithe Luchra agus
Luprachanach

.1. Jubhdan mac Abhdain.

Ba hiad seo ainmneacha na gcathmbhili a bhi
ag lubhdan:

Conéan mac Ruichid, agus Gearrchi mac
Gairid,

agus Ribheag mac Robhig, agus Luighin mac
Luighedh,

agus Glunan mac Gabhairn, *agus Feabhal
mac Feoirnin,
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By that king a great feast was made in
Emania,

and it was ready, fit to be consumed,
all set in order and well furnished forth;

that very season and hour being the same also
at which

the king of the Lupra and Lupracén held a
banquet:

whose name was [ubhdan son of Abhdaein.

These are the names of the men of war that
were [ubhdan’s:

Conan son of Ruiched, Gerrchu son of Gairid,
and Righbeg son of Robeg; Luigin son of
Luiged,

Glunan son of Gabarn, Febal son of Feornin,



ocus Cinnbec mac Gnumadin ocus Brigbec mac agus Ceannbheag mac Gnumhain,* agus

Buain

ocus Bran mac Luain ocus Mether mac
Mintain.

Section 3

Tucad trénfer tuaithe luchra ocus lupracan
chucu

1. Glémhar mac Glaiss mic Glomraide

ocus fa hi trénferdacht dogniodh

in fothannan do trascairt d’6enbuille

ocus do biodh feidm in da fer déc acasan

ag trascairt in fir sin.

tucad tanaiste in rig chucu

1. Bec mac Bic

Bribheag mac Buain,

agus Bran mac Luain, agus Meithear mac
Miontain.

Tugadh tréanthear tuaithe Luchra agus
Lupracan chucu

1. Glémhar mac Glais mhic Glomhraidhe.

Agus ba hi tréanfhearalacht a ghniomhaiodh
sé:

an feochadan a threascairt d’aonbhuille,

agus bhiodh feidhm an da fhear déag acusan

ag treascairt an thir sin.

Tugadh tanaiste an ri chucu

.1. Beag mac Big.
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and Cinnbeg son of Gnuman; together with
Buan’s son Brigbeg,

Liran son of Luan, and Mether son of Mintan.

To them was brought the strong man of the
region of the Lupra and Lupracan,

* Glomhar son of Glomradh’s son Glas,*

whose prize feat that he used to
perform was

the hewing down of a thistle at a single stroke;

whereas it was a twelve men’s effort of the
rest of them

to give him singly a wrestling-fall.

To them was brought the king’s presumptive
successor:

Beg that was son of Beg;



ocus tuccad ollam in rig ocus a fer dana
1. Eisirt mac Bic mic Buaidgeine

ocus maithe thuaithe luchra ocus lupra ar
chena.

Section 4

Do céirged in tech noéla sin aco

ar danaib ocus ar dligtenas.

tuccad Iubdén ar slios in tige nola

[ocus a] bainchéile ar a ghualainn .i. Bébo
ocus a ollam ar in gualainn aile do

ocus tucad Bec mac Bicc ar in slios rig araill
ar agaid Iubdain

ocus maithe na taisech uime
tucad trénfer in rig
1. Glomar mac Glais mic Glomraide

1 nursainn in tige.

Agus tugadh ollamh an ri agus a thear dana,
Eisirt mac Big mhic Buaidhgheine,

agus maithe thuaithe Luchra agus Lupra leis.

Coiriodh an teach 6il sin acu
ar dhana agus ar dhliteanas.
Tugadh Tubhdan ar shlios an ti 6il

agus a bhean chéile ar a ghualainn .i. Bé Bho,
agus a ollamh ar an ngualainn eile.

Agus tugadh Beag mac Big ar an slios eile ar
aghaidh Tubhdain

agus maithe na dtaoiseach uime.
Tugadh tréanthear an ri,
Gloémhar mac Glais mhic Glomhraidhe,

go hursain an ti.
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the king’s poet and man of art likewise:
Esirt son of Beg son of Buaidghen,

with the other notables of the land of the
Lupra and Lupracan.

By these now that banquet-house was ordered
according to qualities and to precedence:
at one side lubhdan was placed,

having next to him on either hand Bébho his
wife, and his chief poet;

at the other side of the hall and facing Tubhdan
sat Beg son of Beg,

with the notables and chiefs;
the king’s strong man too:
Glombhar son of Glomradh’s son Glas,

stood beside the doorpost of the house.



ro benad a gcinnbecca d4 ndabchaib iar sin Baineadh a spiogéidi d4 ndabhcha iar sin, Now were the spigots drawn from the vats,

ocus is amlaid ro batar na dabcha sin ocus siad agus is amhlaidh a bhi na dabhcha sin agus iad the colour of those vats being a dusky red after

donna ar li dergiubair. donn ar 1i deargiuir. the tint of red yew.
ro éirgedar dailemain re dail ocus rannairi re D’¢irigh na dailitina le daileadh agus rannairi ~ Their carvers stood up to carve for them and
roinn acu le roinnt, their cup-bearers to pour;

ocus ro dailed lionn sen suain somblasta for na agus daileadh leann sean suain sobhlasta arna  and old ale, sleep-compelling, delicious, was
sluagaib sluaite, served out to the throng

so that on one side as on the other of the hall

comtar mescta medharchain iat go mba meiscthe meidhirchaoin iad they were elevated and made huge noise of
mirth.

[leth] ar leth. ar gach leith.
g
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Section 5

Is ann sin ro ¢irig a ndirdri ocus a cenn
comairle .i. [ubdan leisin corn mbrec

¢irgis Bec mac [B]ic do’n tslios rig i nagaid
Iubdain d4 onoérugud

ocus ro ba sochomraid Iubdan:

“in facabair riam rig bud ferr ind mise?”

“ni facamar™ ar siat.

“in facabair riam [tré]nfer bud ferr ind mo
trénfer?”

“ni facamar” ar siat.
“in facabair riam curad na cathmilid bud ferr

in4 a fuil [sin] tigse inocht?”

“dar ar mbréithir” ar siat “ni thacamar.”

Is ansin a d’¢éirigh a n-ardri agus a gceann
comhairle lubhddin leis an gcorn breac.

D’¢irigh Beag mac Big don tslios 1i, in
aghaidh Iubhdain da ondru,

agus ba shochombhraiti Tubhdan:

“An bhfaca sibh riamh ri ba fearr na mise?”

“Ni thacamar,” ar siad.

“An bhfaca sibh riamh tréanfhear ba fearr na
mo thréanfthear?

“Ni thacamar,” ar siad.

“An bhfaca sibh riamh curadh na cathmhile ba
fearr na a bhfuil sa teach seo anocht?”

“Dar ar mbriathar,” ar siad, “ni fhacamar.”
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At last [ubhdan, that was their king and the
head of all their counsel, having in his hand
the corn breac or ‘variegated horn’ stood up;

on the other hand, over against lubhdan and to
do him honour, stood up Beg son of Beg.

Then the king, by this time affably inclining to
converse, enquired of them saying:

“have ye ever seen a king that was better than
myself?”

and they answered: “we have not.”

“Have ye ever seen a strong man better than
my strong man?”’

“We have not.”
“Horses or men of battle have ye ever seen
better than they which to-night are in this

house?”

“By our words,” they made answer, “we never
have.”



“do[beirim] dom bréithir ris” ar lubdan

“co mbud doilig braigde [né br]aite do breith
ar éicin as in tigse innocht

ar febus a churad ocus a chathmiled

ar imat a tech ocus a trénfer

ocus le himat a rigdamnad merborb
merlaidir midhachda.”

Section 6

ro tibestair Eisirt .i. ollam in rig a ghéire

aca chlos sin
fiafraigis Iubdan de:

“cad f4 ndernais in géire sin a
Eisirt?” ar sé.

“Tugaim dom bhriathar leis,” ar [ubhdan,

“go mba dheacair braighdean na brathadoir a
bhreith ar éigin as an teach seo anocht

ar theabhas a churadh agus a chathmhili,

ar iomad a theach agus a thréanfhear,

agus le hiomad a ridhamhnai mearbhorba
mearldidre calma.”

Thibh Eisirt, ollamh an ri, a ghdire

4 chlos sin.

D’thiafraigh Tubhdan de:

“Cén fath a ndearna ta an ghaire sin, a Eisirt?”
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“I too,” lubhdan went on, “wage my word

that it were a hard task forcibly to take out of
this house to-night either captives or hostages:

o surpassing are its heroes and men of battle,

so many its lusty companions and men of
might,

so great the number of its fierce and haughty

ones that are stuff out of which kings might
fittingly be made.”

All which when he had heard,

the king’s chief poet Esirt burst out a-
laughing;

whereupon Iubhdan asked:

“Esirt, what moved thee to that laugh?”



“is aithnid dam” ar in tollam “énchuiged d’
Eirinn

ocus dobérad énfer diob géill ocus braigde
6 na ceithre cathaib atédise do thuathaib
luchra.”

“gabtar 1ib in tollam” ar Iubdan

“co ndigailter a moérbriathra fair”

ocus doronad amlaid.

“bud olcc duitse in gabdil sin a Tubddin™ ar
Eisirt

“ar biairse féin cuig bliadna i 14im 1 nemain
Macha

i nic na gabéla

ocus ni tiucfair as

“Is aithnid dom,” ar an t-ollamh, “aonchuige
d’Eirinn,

agus bhéaradh aonthear diobh gialla agus
braighdeéin

0 na ceithre chatha do thuatha Luachra.”

“Gabhtar libh an t-ollamh,” ar ITubhdan,

“go n-imritear dioltas a mhorbhriathra air.”

Agus rinneadh amhlaidh.

“Ba olc duitse an ghabhail sin, a lubhddin,” ar
Eisirt,

“oir beirse féin ctiig bliana i1 laimh in Eamhain
Macha

in foc na gabhéla,

agus ni thiocfaidh ta

Page 8 of 75

Said the poet: “I wot of a province that
1s in Ireland,

and one man of them would lift hostages and
captives

from all four battalions that here ye muster of
the Luchra.”

“Lay the poet by the heels,” cried the king,

“that vengeance be taken of him for his
bragging speech.”

So it was done;

but Esirt said: “Iubhdan, this thy seizure of me
will bear thee evil fruit;

for in requital of the arrest

thou shalt thyself be for five years captive in
Emania,

whence thou shalt not escape



no6 co facbair rogha do shét ocus do maoined
ocus is ar son na gabdla sin tuitfios Cobtach
cas mac rig Muman

ocus Eochaid mac Néid mac rig Laigen
ocus rachadsa féin co tech Ferguis mic Léite
ocus bet san chorn ar eocharsnam ocus is bec

nach baidfiter mé ann”

ocus atb[ert]:—

“Fled mor inocht i nEmain
olc do mnaib i olc d’feraib;

g¢ atdit sloig co subach de
bud brénach [d]ubach doirche

Rachadsa co hEmain de

co tech Ferguis mic Léite;
in trath bias cach ac in 06l
bet san chorn ar eocharsném

nod go bhfagfaidh tu rogha do sheod agus do
mhaoine.

Agus is ar son na gabhala sin a thitfidh
Cobhthach Cas, mac ri Mumhan,

agus Eochaidh mac N¢éid, mac ri Laighean.
Rachaidh mise féin go teach Fearghusa mhic
Léite

agus beidh mé sa chorn ar eochairsnamh, agus
is beag nach mbafar mé ann.”

Agus duirt (sé):

“Fleadh mhor anocht in Eamhain
olc do mhna i olc d’thir,

cé go bhfuil na sluaite stigach de,
ba bronach dubhach dorcha.

Rachadsa go hEambhain de,

go teach Fearghusa mhic Léide,
an trath bheas cach ag an 61
bead sa chorn ar eochairsnom.
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without leaving behind thee the rarest thing of
all thy wealth and treasures.

By reason of this seizure Cobthach Cas also,
son of Munster’s king, shall fall,

and the king of Leinster’s son Eochaid *son of
Neid*;

whilst I myself must go to the house of Fergus
son of Leide

and in his goblet be set a-floating till I be all
but drowned.”

Which said he indited:—

“A great feast there is to-night in Emania,

but a feast evil to women, and to men an evil
one:

jovial as be the crowds that now enjoy it,

the end will be melancholy dismal gloom . ..”



Is trit thuitfios Cobthach cas
mac rig Muman moramnas;
is Eochaid mac N¢éid connim
gid ¢ as airdrig ar Laignib

Beirse bliadain it chimid
cot choimét ac gairbgillib;
tré gabail Eisirt iar sin

tré bithin na fleide sin”

Section 7

“Olc in gabail sin dorinnis ormsa a airdrig” ar
Eisirt

“ocus tabair cairde tri 14 ocus tri naidche
damsa

co ndechainn co hemain Macha co tech
Ferguis mic Léite

ocus da fagar comartha suaichnid

ar a tiubarthaise aithne co fuil in firinne acom
co tucar lem é

Is trid thiteas Cobhthach Cas,
mac ri Mumhan méramhnas,

is Eochaidh mac Néid coinneamh,
gid ¢ is airdri ar Laighin.

Beirse bliain id’ chime,

go do choimedd ag gairbhghillibh,
tri ghabhail Eisirt iar sin

tri bhithin na fleidhe sin.”

“Olc an ghabhail sin a rinne ti ormsa, a
airdri,” ar Eisirt,

“agus tabhair cairde tri 14 agus tri oiche domsa
go ndeachainn go hEamhain Macha, go teach
Fearghusa mhic Léide,

agus da bhfaighinn comhartha suaithni

ar a dtabharfasa aithne go bhfuil an thirinne
agam, go dtugtar liom é.
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“An evil arrest is this thou hast made of me, O
king,” Esirt went on:

“but grant me now a three-days’ and three-
nights’ respite

that I may travel to Emania and to the house of
Leide’s son Fergus,

to the end that if there I find some evident
token

by which thou shalt recognise truth to be in
me I may bring the same hither;



ocus muna tucar dénaidse in ni bus ail lib
rim.”

is ann sin ro scailed d’Eisirt ocus ro éirig

ocus ro gabastair 1¢ine do maethsrol
minétrocht ré a gheilcnes

ocus inar finnchlechtach fororda tairsi sin
imuig inechtur

ocus brat corcra corrtharach imalainn lebarboc

do chorcair tire na finn

cona ciumais do banor brioc

ocus a da broic éaille thinndruine co forniamad
oir itir a troigtib ocus talam

ocus a fhlesc fhileta thinndruine ocus a

chochallbrat sréill

ocus tanic reime i nathgairit gacha sliged ocus
gacha heoluis

ocus ni haitrister a imtecht co ranic co hemain
Macha

Agus muna dtugtar, déan an ni ab ail libh
liom.”

Is ansin a scaoileadh d’Eisirt. Agus d’¢éirigh s¢

agus ghabh s¢ air 1éine do mhaothshrol
mingeal lena ghealchneas,

agus ionar gealfhillte for-or thairis sin,

agus brat corcra cortharach iomalainn
leabharbhog

de chorchair tire na bhFinn,

gona ciumhais do bhanér breactha.

Agus a dha bhrog éille fiondruine go
forniamhadh 6ir idir a throithe agus talamh.
Agus a thleasc fhileata thiondruine. Agus a

chochallbhrat sroéil.

Agus thainig sé roimhe, in aicearra gach sli
agus gach eolas,

agus ni aithrisitear a imeacht go rainigh sé go
hEamhain Macha.
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or if not, then do to me that thou wilt.”

Then Esirt, his bonds being loosed, rose

and next to his white skin put on a smooth and
glossy shirt of delicate silk.

Over that he donned his gold-broidered tunic
and his scarlet cloak, all fringed and beautiful,
in soft folds flowing:

the scarlet being of the land of the Finn,

and the fringe of pale gold in varied pattern.
Betwixt his feet and the earth he set his two
dainty shoes of the white bronze, overlaid with

ornament of gold.

After assumption of his white bronze poet’s
wand and his silken hood

he set out, choosing the shortest way and the
straightest course,

nor are we told how he fared until he came to
Emania



ocus ro chroith a fthlesc fthileta thiled i ndorus
in baile

ocus do chuala in déirseoir in fuaim sin ocus

tanic imach

ocus do chonnairc in fer bec beoda bithalainn

ocus do roiched fér séta slim glas na faitche

co a glun ocus co remar a sliasta do.

ocus ro gab ingnad in déirseoir acé faicsin

ocus do chuaid in doéirseoir istech

ocus ro innis d’Fergus ocus do’n tsluag

ocus issed adeirdis: “in luga ¢ ina Aedh?”

ollam Ulad in tAedh sin ocus abac é

ocus do biodh ar basaib na fer mor.

Chroith a fthleasc thileata thile i ndoras an
bhaile.

Chuala a doirseoir an thuaim sin agus thainig
s€ amach.

Chonaic an fear beag beoga bithalainn,

agus shroichfeadh féar seang glas na faiche
go a ghltin agus go ramhar a sliasaide.

Ghabh ionadh an doirseoir 4 theiceail.

Chuaigh isteach

agus d’inis sé d’Fhearghus agus don slua,

agus is ¢ a déarfaidis: “An 1u ¢ [Eisirt] na
Aodh?”

Ollamh Uladh an tAedh sin, agus abhac &,

agus a bhiodh ar bhosa na bhfear mor.
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and at the gate of the place shook his poet’s
rod.

The gate-keeper when at the sound he was
come forth

beheld there a tiny man, extraordinary comely
and of a most gallant carriage,

in respect of whom the close-cropped grass of
the green was so long

that it reached to his knee, aye, and to the
thick of his thigh.

At sight of him wonder fell upon the gate-
keeper;

and he entered into the house,

where to Fergus and to the company he
declared the matter.

All enquired whether he [Esirt] were less than
Aedh:

this Aedh being Ulster’s poet, and a dwarf

that could stand on full-sized men’s hands;



“dar mo bréithir” ar in doirseoir “do thuillfed
sé ar bois Aedha.”

ocus rucsat in sluag breisim i naenfecht da
féchain

ar ba fata le gach naen aca co faiced ¢

ocus arna faicsin co labrad ris.

dorigned cumus da gach leith de d’feraib ocus
do mnaib.

atbert Eisirt:

“a daeine mora” ar sé “na lenaidh bar nanéla
coirpte coimgerra dun.

acht léicid in fer beg Ut as luga agaib chucum

ocus cid beg acaibse ¢ do bud mor san crich
ina mbimse.”

ocus ruc Aedh éiges ar a bais leis sin tech mor
é.

“Dar mo bhriathar,” ar an doirseoir,
“thuillfeadh sé ar bhos Aodha.”

Rug an slua scairteadh gaire in éineacht da
théachaint

6ir ba thada le gach aon acu go bhfaiceadh é&,

agus arna fheiceail, go labhradh leis.

Rinneadh deimhin de go mbeadh teacht ag idir
thir agus mhna air de gach leith.

Duirt Eisirt:

“A dhaoine mhora,” ar sé, “né leanaigi bhur n-
andla coirpe bréana chomh gar dom,

ach ligigi an fear beag is 1u agaibh chugam,

agus c¢ beag agaibhse ¢, ba mor sa chrioch ina
mbimse.”

Agus rug Aodh éigeas ar a bhos leis sa teach
mor €.
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but the gate-keeper said: “upon Aedh’s palm
he, by my word, would have room enough.”

Hereupon the guests with pealing laughter
desired to see him:

each one deeming the time to be all too long
till he should view Esirt

and, after seeing him, speak with him.

Then upon all sides both men and women had
free access to him,

but Esirt cried:

“huge men that ye are, let not your infected
breaths so closely play upon me,

but suffer yon small man that is the least of
you to approach me;

who, little though he be among you, would yet
in the land where I dwell be accounted of
great stature.”

Into the great house therefore, and he standing
upon his palm, the poet Aedh bore him off.



ro fiarfaig Fergus sc[¢él]a de cuich ¢ féin.

“Eisirt mac Big mic Buaidgeine mise” ar sé:

“ollam ocus fili ocus €iges tuaithe luchra ocus
lupracan.”
Section 8

Is ann sin ro batar na sluaig ac caithem na
flede

ocus tanic in dailem leisin corn go Fergus:

“tabair do’n fior bec chucum” ar Fergus.

“ni chaithiubsa bar mbiad ocus ni hib bar
lionn” ar Eisirt.

“dar ar mbréithir” ar Fergus

“6ir asat fer seguinn fochuidbithe

D’thiafraigh Fearghus scéala de cé hé féin.

“Eisirt mac Big mhic Bhuaidhgheine,” ar sé,

“ollamh agus file agus ¢éigeas thuaithe Luchra
agus Lupracan.”

Is ansin a bhi na sluaite ag caitheamh na
fleidhe.

Agus théinig an daileambh leis an gcorn go
Fearghus.

“Tabhair ¢ don fhear beag [a thdinig]

chugam,” ar Fearghus.

“Ni chaithfidh mise bhur mbia agus ni 6lfaidh
mé bhur leann,” ar Eisirt.”

“Dar &r mbriathar,” ar Fearghus,”

“6ir 1s ta an fear séaghainn fonoideach
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Fergus, when he had sought of him tidings
who he might be, was answered:

“I am Esirt son of Beg son of Buaidghen:

chief poet, bard and rhymer, of the Luchra and
Lupracan.”

The assembly were just then in actual
enjoyment of the feast,

and a cup-bearer came to Fergus:

“give to the little man that is come to me,”
said the king.

Esirt replied: “neither of your meat will I eat,
nor of your liquor will I drink.”

“By our word,” quoth Fergus,

“seeing thou art a flippant and a mocking
fellow,



1s ¢dir do chur isin chorn

gumad coimdes duit in lionn d’6l umat do
gach leith.”

ocus aca chloistecht sin do’n dailemain do iad
a glaic uime

ocus do theilg san chorn ¢é

co raibe ar snam ar uachtar in chuirn.

“mo chubus am”
ar Eisirt “a ollamna Ulad

1s mor d’fios ocus d’eolus

do ricfed sib a les d’fagéil uaim

g¢ licthi mo badud.”
tucad anios iarsin ocus do niamghlanad

do bréitib builide brecsroil

is ¢coir a chur sa chorn,

go mba fusa duit an leann a 61 umat do gach
leith.”

Agus a chloistedil sin don daileamh d’iaigh a
ghlaic uime

agus theilg sé sa chorn ¢

go raibh s¢ ar snambh ar uachtar an choirn.

“Dar mo chuis,”
ar Eisirt, “a olltina Ulad,

is mor d’thios agus d’eolas

a shroichfeadh sibh a leas a thail uaim,

cé go ligfi mo bha.”
Tugadh anios ¢ iar sin, agus niamhghlanadh

le bréideanna bucha breacshroil,
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it were but right to drop thee into the beaker,

where at all points round about thou shouldst
impartially quaff the liquor.”

At which hearing the cup-bearer closed his
hand on Esirt

and popped him into the goblet,

in which upon the surface of the liquor that it
contained he floated round, and:

“ye poets of Ulster,” he vociferated,

“much desirable knowledge and instruction
there is which,

upon my conscience,

ye sorely need to have of me,

yet ye suffer me to be drowned.”

With fair satin napkins of great virtue



ocus do léintib sainemla sidaide é.

fiarfaigis Fergus de:

“cad ¢ in col adubrais 6 chianaib

fa nach caithfea ar mbiad?”

“inneosatsa” ar Eisirt “an ni

muna ti t’fergsa rium.”

“ni ticfa” ar Fergus
“ocus slonn lim [gac]h ergh[aire]”

ocus atbert Eisirt in 14id;—

agus le léinte sainiula sioda €.

D’thiafraigh Fearghus de:

“Cad ¢ an col a duirt ta 6 chianaibh

faoi nach gcaithfea 4r mbia?”

“Inseofaidh mise duit,” ar Eisirt, “an ni

muna ti d’thearg-sa liom.”

“Ni thiocfaidh ta,” ar Fearghus,
“agus sloinn liom gach urghaire.”

Agus duirt Eisirt an laoi [agus d’fhreagair

Fearghus do]:—
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and with special silken fabrics

he being now plucked out was cleaned spick
and span,

and Fergus enquired:

“of what impediment spakest thou a while
since

as hindering thee that thou shouldst not share
our meat?”

“That will I e’en tell thee,” the little man
replied:

“but let me not incur thy displeasure.”

“Thou shalt not,” promised the king:
“only resolve me the whole impediment.”

Then Esirt said [and Fergus answered him]:—




“A Ferguis nadfergaigter

re briatraib féige filed,

coi[sc] do glor ndar ndergnertech
na hérig 1[im] gan dlig[ed]”

“A fir bic na hairide

is do thene bis dithach;
no in imthigi aininne
for in linn ag inethach”

“Mésa rimsa bertaigi

bretha forglide fira;

[t]Jusa 1 ngndis mna in rechtairi
do dalta i ngnais na rigna

Na mna finna fathacha
g¢ b’edh d’febus a ndelba;
na rig garba gnathacha
ni horra bios a menma”

“A Fhearguis nach bhfeargaitear
le briathra féighe file,

coisc do ghlor dar deargneartach
na héirigh liom gan dli.”

“A fhir bhig na haireaghdha,
1s do thine a bhi diothach

no an imithe d’ainimh

ar an linn duit eitithe.”

“Mas liomsa a bheartaionn tu
breithe iontaofa fiora,

tusa 1 ngnas mhnd an reachtaire,
do dhalta i ngnas do riona.

Na mna fionna aille,

cé ba d’theabhas a ndealbha,
na rithe garbha gnacha,

ni horthu bhionn a meanma.”
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E.

“With poet’s sharp-set words

never be angered, Fergus;

thy stern hard utterance restrain,

nor against me take unjustifiable action”

F.
“O wee man of the seizure . . .

2

E.

“Judgments lucid and truthful, if they be those
to which thou dost provoke me: then I
pronounce that thou triflest with thy steward’s
wife, while thine own foster-son ogles thy
queen.

Women fair-haired and accomplished, rough
kings of the ordinary kind [i.e. mere
chieftains]: how excellent soever be the form
of these, ’tis not on them the former let their
humour dwell [i.e. when a genuine king comes

in their way]”




“A Eisirt nit lenbaide

1s fer fire rotermuis;

a shuil mall gan ainmide
nocho bia rit ferg Ferguis.”

Section 9

“DJar ar] mbréithir” ar Fergus “is fior mo
chuidse de sin

[uair is fior co mbim]se ag mnai in rechtaire

ocus is déchaide lium in chuid [eile] do beith
ina fhirinne de.”

“caithfetsa bar mbiadsa festa” ar Eisirt

“6 do atmhaig tusa in tolc ocus na déna aris

L9

.

ocus do bi Eisir[t go] subach somenmach ocus
adubairt sé:

“dorignessa duan dom tigerna féin

ocus damad 4il libse [do] ghébainn daib i.”

“A Eisirt ni leanbai thu,

is fear fire dhéanann meas,

a dhuine ménla gan ainnimh

nach mbeidh romhat fearg Fhearguis.”

b

Oir is fior go mbimse ag bean an reachtaire,

agus is doichi liom an chuid eile a bheith ina
thirinne de.”

“Caithfidh mise bhur mbiasa feasta,” ar Eisirt,

“6 d’adhmaigh tusa an t-olc, agus na déan aris

L9

.

Agus bhi Eisirt go subhach somheanmnach,
agus duirt sé:

“Rinne mé dan dom’ thiarna féin

agus da mba il libhse ghabhfainn daoibh 1.”
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F.

“Esirt, thou art in truth no child,

but an approved man of veracity;

O gentle one, devoid of reproach,

no wrath of Fergus shalt thou know."

The king went on: “my share of the matter, by
my word, is true;

for the steward’s wife is indeed my pastime,

and all the rest as well therefore I the more
readily take to be a verity.”

Then said Esirt: “now will I partake of thy
meat,

for thou hast confessed the evil; do it then no
more.”

Here the poet waxing cheerful and of good
courage went on:

“upon my own lord I have made a poem

which, were it your pleasure, I would declaim
to you.”



“is binn linn éistecht ria” ar Fergus

ocus atbert:—

“Iubddn mac Abdain
ri buadach blaithbinn;
[ri m]uige line

ri muige faithlinn

Guth gluair 4ib uma
gruaid chaeir dath fala;
rosc séim sruth meda
dath ela uan aba

Tensum sluag buide
roinn buar is boeighe;
gort congabair buide
dia uidhe oeidhe

Fer dara fonn fiadach
tonn fledartach laemrach;
cenn na sluag srianach
miadach mor maenach

“Is binn linn éisteacht 1¢i,” ar Fearghus.

Agus duirt:

“Iubhdan mac Abhdain,
ri buach blaithbhinn,

ri Maighe Line,

ri Maighe Faithlinn.

Guth gluair amhail umha,
grua chaoir dath fola,
rosc séimh sruth mea,
dath eala uan abhann.

Teann san slua bui,

teann 1 mba is ailleacht,

ar theann gabhann bua,

nuair ar a uidhe beireann oidhe.

Fear dar fonn fiach,

tonn fleach laomdha,
ceann na slua srianach,
miadhach mor maoineach.
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Fergus answered: “we would esteem it sweet
to hear it,”

and Esirt began:—

“A king victorious, and renowned

and pleasant, is [ubhdan son of Abhdaein:
king of Magh Life [recte, Line],

king of Magh Faithlenn.

His is a voice clear and sweet as copper’s
resonance, like the blood-coloured rowan
-berry is his cheek; his eye is bland as it were
a stream of mead, his colour that of the swan
or of the river’s foam.

Strong he is in his yellow-haired host,
in beauty and in cattle he is rich;

and to brave men he brings death
when he sets himself in motion.

A man that loves the chase,

active, a generous feast-giver;

he is head of a bridle-wearing army,
he is tall, proud and imperious.



Br6 dianmarcc drechda
na srianmarc sruthra;
barr fraechmin d’afost
ar laechraid luchra

Na hainndiada aille

na bainndiada buide;
bar r[i] saer slat caeille
Iubdan na finne fuide

Meoir bar chorn cherblan
osnad trom [tiuglan];
mian ban serc fort dan

. . [s]erc Tubdan”

Section 10

A haithle na laide [sin] do egratar na hUlltaig
¢ d’ilimad gacha maithes[a

gur ba] comard ocus fer mor diob gach carn
do bi do gach [ni] de.

“mo chubus &m” ar Eisirt

“is frecra degdained sin

Pl6d dianmharc d’eachra
na srianmbharc sruille,
barr fraochmin d’or

ar laochra Luchra.

Na (fir) dhiaga éille,

na (mn4d) diaga bui,

gur ri saor slat choill orthu,
Iubhdan na finne fai.

Me¢éara ar chorn airgid,
osna throm tiompain,

mian ban searc i do dhan,
1s mo na sin a searc do Iubhdan.”

A haithle na laoite sin, sholathraiodar na
hUlItaigh d¢ iliomad gach maitheasa,

go mba chomh hard agus fear mor diobh gach
carn a bhi do gach ni ann.

“Dar mo chuis amh,” ar Eisirt,

“is freagra dea-dhaoine sin,
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His is a solid squadron of grand headlong
horses, of bridled horses rushing torrent-like;
heads with smooth adornment of golden locks
are on the warriors of the Luchra.

All the men are comely,

the women all light-haired;

over that land’s noble multitude
Iubhdan of truthful utterance presides.

There the fingers grasp silver horns, deep
notes of the timpan are heard; and how great
soever be the love that women are reputed to
bear thee [Fergus], ’tis surpassed by the desire
that they feel for [ubhdan.”

The lay ended Ulster equipped him with
abundance of good things,

till each heap of these as they lay there
equalled their tall men’s stature.

“This on my conscience, *indeed,*” quoth
Esirt,

“is indeed a response that is worthy of right
men;



ocus gided berid féin in maithes d lib

da[r lim ni] ricimse a les ris
ar ni fuil aenduine acom thigerna
gan maithes co leor aice.”

“dobermait dar [mb]réithir” ar siat

“dé4 tucmais ar mna duit ocus ar crodh u[ainn]

nach bérmaisne én rét uait de

ocus a tucamar ni béram.”

“A ollamna ocus a ¢igse Ulad” ar Eisirt
“roinnid sut

ocus biodh a dé trian agaibse

ocus tabraid in trian aile d’ec[hlach]aib ocus
d’obloraib Ulad.”

agus c¢é gurb ea, beirigi féin an maitheas ud
libh.

Dar liom, ni g& domsa a leas,
6ir nil aon duine ag mo thiarna
gan maitheas go leor aige.”

“Beirimid ar mbriathair,” ar siad,

“da dtugaimis ar mna duit agus ar gcrodh
uainn,

nach mbéarfaimisne aon rud uait da bharr.
“Agus an méad a thugamar, ni bhéarfaimid.”
“A olluna agus a ¢igse Uladh,” ar Eisirt,
“roinnigi siud,

agus biodh a dha dtrian agaibhse,

agus tugaigi an trian eile d’eachaithe agus
d’abhloiri Uladh.”
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nevertheless take away those treasures:

of which I conceive that I have no need,
seeing that in my lord’s following is no man
but possesses substance sufficient.”

Ulster said however: “we pledge our words
that,

as we never would have taken back aught

though we had given thee our very wives and
our kine,

even so neither will we take again that we now
have given thee.”

“Then divide ye the gifts, bards and professors
of Ulster,” Esirt cried:

“two thirds take for yourselves,

and the other bestow on Ulster’s horseboys
and jesters.”



ocus do bi Eisirt 1 nEmain co cenn tri 14 ocus
tri naidce

ocus do timain céilebrad d’Fergus ocus do
maithib Ulad.

“ragatsa let” ar Aedh .i. ollam Ulad ocus a fer
déna

ocus do biodh i nucht no i coim gacha
deglaeich aca

ocus fa fomoir € 1 farrad Eisirt
ocus do biodhsom ar bais Aedha.

“ni mese déra rit” ar Eisirt “dul lim

6ir gémad mait dogentai ort

[dérfa] gur gellad duit 1

da niarrainnse lium thu

Bhi Eisirt in Eamhain go ceann tri 14 agus tri
oiche.

Agus thiomain ceilitiradh d’Fhearghus agus do
mhaithe Uladh.

“Rachaidh mé leat,” ar Aodh, ollamh Uladh
agus a bhfear dana

a bhiodh in ucht n6 i gcoim gach dea-laoich
acu,

agus ba Fomhorach ¢ i bhfarradh Eisirt,
a bhiodhsan ar bhos Aodha.

“Ni mise a dhéarfaidh leat,” ar Eisirt, “dul
liom,

oOir cé gur maith a dhéantai ort,

dhéarfa gur gealladh duit i

da n-iarrainnse liom thu.
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So to the end of three days and three nights
Esirt was in Emania,

and he took his leave of Fergus and of Ulster’s
nobles.

“I will e’en go with thee,” said Ulster’s poet
and man of science, Aedh:

that used to lie in their good warriors’ bosoms
*or at their waists*,

yet by Esirt’s side was a giant;
for this latter could stand upon Aedh’s palm.

Esirt said: “’tis not [ that will bid thee come:

for were I to invite thee,
and kindness to be shewn thee in the sequel,

thou wouldst say ’twas but what [by
implication] had been promised thee;



ocus da nderntar ort i

ocus gan a gellad duit

bud buidech thu.”

Section 11

Ro imgetar in da éiges sin rompo a hemain
Macha

ocus ba mo coiscéim Aeda:

“is olc siublus tusa a Eisirt” ar Aedh.
ruc Eisirt urracht retha

co mbui urchar saigde roim Aedh

“atorra sin ata in choir” ar Aedh.

“dar ar mbréithir” ar Eisirt “issed sin

do chuala do’n choir acé rada acaib 6 ata
faraib.”

Agus da ndéantar ort i,

agus gan gealladh duit,

ba bhuioch thu.”

D’imiodar, an da éigeas sin, rompu as
Eamhain Macha,

agus ba mho coiscéim Aodha.

“Is olc (a) shiuil tusa, a Eisirt,” ar Aodh.
Rug Eisirt iarracht reatha

go raibh (sé) urchar saighde roimh Aodh.

“Eatarthu sin ata an choir,” ar Aodh.

“Dar ar mbriathair,” ar Eisirt, “is € sin

a chuala (mé) don choir 4 ra agaibh ¢ atdim
faraibh.”
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whereas if such be not held out to thee
and thou yet receive the same

thou wilt be grateful.”

Out of Emania the pair of poets now went
their way

and, Aedh’s step being the longer,

he said: “Esirt thou art a poor walker.”

This one then took such a fit of running

that he was an arrow’s flight in front of Aedh,

who said again: “between those two extremes
lies the golden mean.”

“On my word,” retorted Esirt, “that is the one
category

in which since I am among you I have heard
mention made of the golden mean.”



Section 12
Tangatar rompo

co traig na tréinfer i nUlltaib
“créd dogénam anois?” ar Aedh.
“in muir d’imthecht tar a doimnib” ar Eisirt.

“ni roichiubsa co brach de sin” ar Aedh.

“ingnam a rochtain damsa ocus gan a rochtain
duitse” ar Eisirt

ocus dorigne Aedh laid ocus do fhregair Eisirt
é—

Thangadar rompu

go Tra na dTréinthir in Uladh.

“Cad a dhéanfaimid anois?”’ ar Aodh.
“An mhuir a imeacht thar a doimhne,” ar
Eisirt.

“Ni shroichfidh mise sldn go brach de sin,” ar
Aodh.

“lonadh a rochtain domsa agus gan a rochtain
duitse,” ar Eisirt.

Agus rinne Aodh laoidh, agus d’threagair
Eisirt é:—

Page 24 of 75

On they went then

till they gained Traigh na dTréinfhear or
‘strand of the strong men’ in Ulster:

“and what must we do now?” Aedh asked
here.

“Travel the sea over her depths,” said the
other.

To Aedh objecting: “never shall I come safe
out of that [trial],”

Esirt made answer: “seeing that I compassed
the task "twere strange that thou shouldst fail.”

Then Aedh vented a strain and Esirt answered
him:—



“A Eisirt théil

ca dluidh dogén
risin muir moir
gaeth dom breith sis
do’n tuinn gan tlas
dé ndech suas

do gébar bas”

“Ech Iubdain fhinn
ticfa ar do chenn
girigse air

tar romuir menn
ech maith ni bréc
séd bios ag rig

is commaith 1i
1tir muir is tir
ech buide blaith
rodbéra leis

an fair gan meirg
is eirg da theis”

“A Eisirt théil,

cad a déanfaidh (m¢)
leis an mhuir mhor,
gaoth dom breith sios
don toinn gan tlas,

da ndeach(6inn) suas
a gheofar bas.”

“Each Tubhdain thinn
(a) thiocfaidh ar do cheann,
¢irighse air

thar romhuir meann,
each maith ni bréag,
séad (a) bhi ag ri,

is comh-mhaith 1i,
idir muir is tir

each bui blaith

a bhéarfaidh (t0) leis
an fear gan mhairg,
is éirigh d4 fhios.”
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“In the vast sea

how shall I contrive,

O generous Esirt,

the wind will bear me down

to the merciless wave

[on which] though I mount upwards

yet [none the less] shall I perish in the end.”

E.

“To fetch thee

fair Tubhdan’s horse will come,
get thee upon him

and cross the stammering sea:
an excellent horse truly

and of surpassing colour,

a king’s valued treasure,
good on sea as upon land.

A beautiful horse

that will carry thee away:

sit on him nor be troubled;
go, trust thyself to him.”



Section 13

Ni fada ro batar ann co facatar

in foluaimnech tar barr uachtair na tonn chuco

“fair a chol ocus a dhuabais” ar Aedh.

“créd dochi?” ar Eisirt.
“in miol mongruad muige” ar Aedh.

“ni hé” ar Eisirt “acht ech Iubdain ac techt ar
do chennsa sin.”

ocus is amlaid do bi

ocus da suil gribda glanshoillse gloir ina
ciunn.

ocus mong chéemalainn chorcarglan uirri
ocus cetra cosa uaine fai

ocus erball gnathchas go [hiJmlebair fair

Ni fada a bhiodar ann go bhfacadar
an foluaineach thar barr vachtair na dtonn
chucu.

“Air a chol agus a duais,” ar Aedh.

“Cad a chionn t0?” ar Eisirt.
“An miol mongrua maighe,” ar Aodh.

“Ni hé,” ar Eisirt, “ach each lubhddin ag
teacht ar do cheannsa sin.”

Agus is amhlaidh a bhi

agus dha shuil ghriofa ghlanshoilse ghloir ina
cheann,

moing chaomhdlainn chorcairghlan uirthi,
ceithre chosa uaine fuithi,

eireaball gnathchas imleabhair uirthi,
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They had been no long time there when
something they marked

which, swiftly careering, came towards them
over the billows’ crests.

“Upon itself be the evil that it brings,” Aedh
cried,

and to Esirt asking:”what seest thou?”
answered: “a russet-clad hare I see.”

But Esirt said: “not so — rather is it lubhdan’s
horse that comes to fetch thee.”

Of which horse the fashion was this:

two fierce flashing eyes he had,

an exquisite pure crimson mane,
with four green legs

and a long tail that floated in wavy curls.



ocus niam Orda ardcherdach uirri

ocus srian Oir druimnig ria.

ocus do chuaidh Eisirt ar a muin “tarr anios a
Aedh” ar Eisirt.

“ac a ollamain” ar Aedh:

“ni fuil écht do choite féin inti.”

“na dénasa cesacht uirri a Aedh” ar Eisirt

“ar gé ata tromdacht na hecna innatsa

béraid si sinn araen 1é1.”

ocus do chuadar aroen uirri tar barruachtar na
tonn

ocus tar laechmuinchinn na fairge ocus tar
imdomnaib in aigéin

go rangatar gan bron gan badhad co mag
faithlinn

niamh 6rga ardcheardach uirthi

agus srian Oir droimnigh 1éi.

Chuaigh Eisirt ar a muin. “Tar anios, a Aodh,”
ar sé.

“Ach, a ollaimh,” ar Aodh,

“nil éacht do choda féin inti.”

“Na déansa ceasacht uirthi, a Aodh,” ar Eisirt,

“6ir d’aineoinn troime na heagna ionatsa

béarfaidh si sinn araon 1é1.”

Agus chuadar araon uirthi thar bharruachtar na
dtonn,

agus thar laochmhuincheanna na farraige, agus
thar iomdhoimhneacha an aigéin,

go rangadar, gan brdon, gan ba, go Maigh
Faithlinn.
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His [general] colour was that of prime
artificers’ gold-work,

and a gold-encrusted bridle he bore withal.

Esirt bestriding him said: “come up beside me,
Aedh;”

but again the latter objected: “nay, poet,

to do thee alone a skiff’s office his capacity is
all too scant.”

“Aedh, cease from fault-finding:

for ponderous as may be the wisdom that is in
thee,

yet will he carry us both.”

They both being now mounted on the horse
traversed the combing seas,

the mighty main’s expanse and Ocean’s great
profound,

until in the end they, undrowned and without
mishap, reached Magh Faithlenn



ocus ro batar tuatha luchra i noenach ar a
gcionn.

“Eisirt chucainn” ar siat “ocus fomoir farais.”

is ann sin tanic Tubdan i gcuinne Eisirt ocus do
rat poig do

“a ollamain” ar sé ““cid ima tucais in fomoir Ut

chucainn dar marbad?”

“ni fomoir €” ar Eisirt “acht ollam Ulad ocus a
fer dana ocus abhac in rig sut

ocus is € sut duine as luga sin tir asa tanic

doéig bi sut i nochtaib na bfer moér ann

ocus 1 mbasaib

amail do biadh lenb

Agus bhiodar tuatha Luchra in aonach ar a
gcionn.

“Eisirt chugainn,” ar siad, “agus Fomhoérach
fairis.”

Is ansin a thainig lubhdén i gcoinne Eisirt agus
a thug sé pog do.

“A ollaimh,” ar s¢, “cén fath a thug (tG) an
Fombhorach ud chugainn dar mara?”

“Ni Fomhorach ¢,” ar Eisirt, “ach ollamh
Uladh agus a bhfear dana, agus abhac a ri
siud.

Agus is € sitd (an) duine is lu sa tir as a
dtainig (sé),

dodigh bhi siud in uchtanna na bhfear mér ann

agus ina mbois

amhail a mbeadh leanbh.

Page 28 of 75

and there the Luchra people were before them
in assembly.

“Esirt approaches,” they cried, “and a giant
bears him company.”

Then Iubhdan went to meet Esirt, and
gave him a kiss:

“but poet,” said he, “wherefore bringest thou
this giant to destroy us?”

“No giant is he, but Ulster’s poet and man of
science, and the king’s dwarf.

In the land whence he comes he is the least,

so that in their great men’s bosoms, he lies
down

and, as it were an infant,

stands on the flat of their hands.



b

ocus gidedh rictise a les bar coimét fair.’

“c4 hainm sut?” ar siad.
“Aedh éiges a ainm” ar Eisirt.

“uch is mor a thir t’athach” ar siat sin.

Section 14
Is ann sin atbert Eisirt ré hlubdan:

“cuirimse gesa nach fuilngid
firlaeich ortsa a Iubdain

co ndechairse féin d’féchain in tire asa
tangamarne

ocus gomad tu cét duine fecmhus ar tds in lite
coimded dorigned do rig Ulad inocht.
is ann sin tanic lubdan co dobrénach

domenmnach d’accallaim a mn4 .i. Bé bo

ocus ro innis di a chur f6 gesaib d’Eisirt

Agus cé gur sa riocht sin ata (sé), bhur leas
suil a choiméad air.”

“Ca hainm siad?” ar siad..
“Aodh ¢éigeas a ainm,” ar Eisirt.

“Uch, is moér an fear d’thathach,” ar siad sin.
9 9

Is ansin duirt Eisirt le hlubhdan:

“Cuirimse geasa, nach bhfulaingeodh
fiorlaoch, ortsa dul, a Tubhdain,

go dté tu féin chun féachaint na tire as a
dtdngamarna,”

agus go mba tusa an chéad duine ar this na
leite a rinneadh do ri Uladh anocht da triail.”

Is ansin thainig Tubhdan go dobronach
domheanmnach d’agallamh a mhna Bé Bho,

agus d’inis (sé€) di (an chaoi) a cuireadh faoi
gheasa ¢ ag Eisirt,
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For all which he is yet such that before him ye
would do well to be careful of yourselves.”

They further asking: “what is his name?”
were told that he was called ‘poet Aedh.’

“Alack man,” they cried to Esirt, “thy giant is
huge indeed.”

Next, Esirt addressing Tubhdan said:

“on thee, Iubhdan, I lay bonds which true
warriors may not brook

that in thine own person thou go to view the
region out of which we come,

and that of the ‘lord’s porridge’ which for the
king of Ulster is made to-night thou be the
first man to make trial.”

Then Iubhdan, in grief and faint of spirit,
proceeded to confer with Bebo his wife:

he told her how that by Esirt he was laid under
bonds,



ocus adubairt ré techt leis.

“rachad” ar si

“ocus égcoir a ndernais” ar si ““.i. gabail
Eisirt.”

Section 15

Ocus do chuatar araen ar in ech mbuide
Tubdan ocus Bé bo

ocus tangatar rompo co hemain Macha in
oidche sin

ocus do chuatar sin mbaile inonn gan
mothugud.

“sir in baile a Iubdain” ar Bé bo “do’n litin
adubairt Eisirt

ocus imgem sul éirgius lucht in baile.”

cid tra acht do chuatar sin mbruidin istech

ocus fuaratar coire mor na hEmna

agus duirt (s€) 1éi teacht leis.
“Rachaidh (mé¢),” ar si,

“agus €agoir a ndearna tu,” ar si, “gabhail
Eisirt.”

Agus chuadar araon ar an each bui: [ubhdan

agus Bé Bho,

agus thangadar rompu go hEamhain Macha an

oiche sin

agus chuadar sa bhaile anonn gan mothu.

“Sir an baile, a Tubhdain,” ar B¢ Bho, “don
leite (mar) a duirt Eisirt,”

agus imimis sula n-¢ireoidh lucht an bhaile.”

I gceann trath, chuadar sa bhru isteach

agus fuaradar coire mor na hEamhna,
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and bade her bear him company.
“That will I,” she said:

“but in that Esirt was cast into prison thou
didst unjustly.”

So they *(i.e. lubhdan and Bebo)* mounted
Iubhdan’s golden horse

and that same night made good their way to
Emania,

where they entered unperceived into the place.

“Iubhdan,” said Bebo, “search the town for the

porridge spoken of by Esirt,

and let us depart again before the people of the

place shall rise.”
They gained the inside of the palace

and there found Emania’s great cauldron,



ocus fuighell liten na sluag ann

ocus do chuaid ITubdan chuice ocus ni ranic do
lar é.

“éirig ar t’ech” ar Bé bo

“ocus ¢irig do’n ech ar bord in choire.”

ocus dorignesium sin

ocus ni ranic a lam cos na léige airgid do bi

san choire

ar ba gerr in 1am ocus ba fata sis in lite

ocus sinedh da tuc sis sciorruis a chos

gur thuit isin choire co rénic a imlinn ann.

mar do beitis gemla iairn in betha fai

agus fuioll leitean na slua ann.

Agus chuaigh ITubhdan chuici agus nior rainigh
ar lar é.

“Eirigh ar d’each,” ar Bé Bho,

“agus ¢€irigh don each ar bord an choire.”

Agus rinne seisean sin.

Ni rainigh a [amh gus na 1éiche airgid a bhi sa
choire,

6ir ba ghearr an lamh agus b’thada sios an
leite.

Sineadh da dtug sios, sciorr a chos

agus thit (sé) sa choire, go rdinigh a imleacan
ann.

Mar a mbéidis geimhle iarainn an bheatha
faoi,
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having in it the remnant of the ‘people’s
porridge.’

Iubhdan drew near, but might by no means
reach it from the ground.

“Get thee upon thy horse,” said Bebo,
“and from the horse upon the cauldron’s rim.”

This he did but,

the porridge being too far down and his arm
too short,

could not touch the shank of the silver ladle
that was in the cauldron;

whereupon he making a downward effort his
foot slipped,

and up to his very navel he fell into the
cauldron;

in which as though all existing iron gyves had
been upon him



is amlaid ro cenglad ocus ro cuibriged itir
chois ocus laim é.

“is fata atai a thir duib” ar Bé b6

ar is amlaid ro bui Iubdan ocus folt cas
cirdhub fair

ocus ba giliter ocus uan tuinne a chnes

ba deirge ina corcran caille a dhé gruaid.

fuilt chasa thionnbuide batar ar thuaith luchra
uile

acht eisium amain
ocus 1s uime sin adertai fer dub ris.

ocus atbert Bé b6 ocus do frecair Iubdan i:—

is amhlaidh a ceanglaiodh, agus a cuibhriodh
idir chos agus lamh é.

“Is fada ata tu, a fhir dhuibh,” ar Bé Bho,
6ir is amhlaidh a bhi [ubhdan agus folt cas
ciordhubh air,

agus ba ghile n4 uan toinne a chneas.

Ba dheirge na corcran coille a dhé ghrua.

Foilt chasa thionnbhui a bhi ar thuath Luchra
uile

ach eisean amhain,
agus is uime sin a deirti fear dubh leis.

Agus duirt Bé Bho, agus d’threagair Tubhdan
i—
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he now found himself fettered and tethered
both hand and foot.

“Long thou tarriest, dark man,” Bebo cried to
him

(for Iubhdan was thus: hair he had that was
jet-black and curled,

his skin being whiter than foam of wave

and his cheeks redder than the forest’s scarlet
berry:

whereas — saving him only —

all the Luchra people had hair that was
ringletted indeed, but of a fair and yellow hue;

hence then he was styled ‘dark man’).

Bebo sang now, [ubhdan answering her:—



“A thir dhuib 6n a fir duib
is mor in gabad i fuil;

is gabtha indiu in gabar ban
oir is dolar lan in muir”

“A bhen thionn 6n a ben fionn
romfost geimel do’n lanlionn;
ni lecair mé chum mo shlég
nd co tucar 6r dom chionn

A Bébo 6n aBé bo

tanic matain imthig do;

do len mo chos is tuir taeis
ataisi ar baeis a Bé b6”

“Briathar bil 6n briathar bil

do radaisse thall got thig;

co nach fastfadh nech f6 ghréin
munbud deoin let féin a thir”

“Briathar bil 6n briathar bil
do ratassa thall gum tig;
betsa bliadain linib 14

gan faicsin dam mna na fir”

“A fhir dhuibh 6n a fhir dhuibh,
is moér an gabh i(na) bhfuil (t0)
is gafa inniu an gabhar ban,

6ir is dolar 1an an mhuir.”

“A bhean thionn 6n a bhean thionn,
1 bhfost geimheal don lanlionn,

ni ligfear mé chun mo shlua,

n6 go dtugtar 6r dom cheann.

A Bhé Bho 6n a Bhé Bho,
thainig maidin imigh do,
lean mo chos sa tuir taois,

ta tusa ar baois, a Bhé Bho.”

“Briathar olc 6n briathar olc,

a duirt tusa thall id’ theach,

go nach bhfostfadh neach faoi ghrian
muna ba dheoin leat féin a thir.”

“Briathar olc 6n briathar olc,
a duirt mise thall im’ theach,
beadsa bliain agus 14,

gan theicedil dom mna na fir.

2
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She.

“0O dark man, and O dark man,

dire is the strait in which thou art: to-day
it is that the white horse must be saddled,
for the sea is angry and the tide at flood”

He.

“O fair-haired woman, and O woman
with fair hair, gyves hold me captive in
a viscous mass nor, until gold be given
for my ransom, shall I ever be dismissed.

O Bebo, and O Bebo, morn is at hand,
thou therefore flee away: fast in the
doughy remnant sticks my leg, if here
thou stay thou art but foolish, O Bebo.”

She.

“Rash word it was, ’twas a rash word,
that in thy house thou utteredst: that but
by thine own good pleasure none under
the sun might hold thee fast, O man.”

He.

“Rash was the word, the word was rash,
that in my house I uttered:

a year and a day I must be now, and
neither man nor woman of my people see.”



Section 16
“Imthig a Bé b6 ar Iubdan

“ocus beir in echsa let d’innsaigid tuaithe
luchra.”

“né habairse sin” ar Bé bo: “daig nocho
nimtheochadsa uaitse go brath

co faicer cé réim bias ortsa.”

ro éirigsetar sluaig in baile iarsin

ocus fuaratar Iubdan san coire liten

ocus nar b’¢éitir do a thagbail

ocus ro léigset na sluaig a niolach gaire 6s aird

aca fthaicsin f6’n innus sin
ocus ro togbadar as in coire iarsin [ubdan

ocus rucatar leo mar a raibe Fergus €.

“Imigh, a Bhé Bho,” ar Tubhdan,

“agus beir an t-each seo leat d’ionsai tuaithe
Luchra.”

“Né habairse sin,” ar Bé Bho, “doigh nach n-
imeoidh mise uaitse go brath

go bhfeicfidh mé ca réim a bheidh ortsa.”

D’¢irigh slua an bhaile iar sin

agus fuaireadar Iubhdan sa choire leitean

agus narbh fhéidir do a thagail.

Lig na sluaite a n-iolach gaire 6s ard

ag féachaint ar an ionnas sin.

Thogadar as an gcoire lubhdan iar sin

agus rugadar leo mar a raibh Fearghus é.

Page 34 of 75

“Bebo,” cried Iubhdan, “get thee away,

and to the Luchra-land take back that horse.”

“Never say it,” she answered: “of a surety I will
not depart

until I see what turn things shall take for thee.”

The dwellers in the town when they were now
risen anon

lighted on Tubhdan in the porridge cauldron,
out of which he could not frame to escape;
in which plight when they saw him

the people sent up a mighty roar of laughter,

then picked Tubhdan out of the cauldron

and carried him off to Fergus.



“mo chubus &m” ar Fergus “ni h¢é siut in fer
beg do bi ann so roime

vair folt fionn do bi ar in fer mbec roime

ocus casair cirdub ata air siut.”

“cé thusa féin a fhir bhic,” ar Fergus: “n6 ca
tir asa tangais?”

“do thuathaib luchra dam” ar s¢

“ocus is mé as ri orra sin

ocus Iubddn m’ainm

ocus ben dam in ben d atchithise im fochair
ocus is i as baintigerna ar thuathaib luchra
ocus B¢ b6 a hainm

ocus ni dubartsa brég riam” ar Tubdan.

aspert Fergus: “berar sut imach

1 gcenn in gairbteglaig ocus coimétaidh co
maith é.”

“Dar mo chuis amh,” ar Fearghus, “ni hé siad
an fear beag a bhi anseo roimhe,

oir folt fionn a bhi ar an bhfear mbeag roimhe

agus casair ciordhubh at4 air siad.”

“Cé thusa féin, a thir bhig,” ar Fearghus, “n6
ca tir as a dtainig t?”

“De thuatha Luchra dom,” ar sé,
“is mé 1s ri orthu sin,
agus lubhdan m’ainm,

agus bean dom an bhean d a chionn sibhse
im fhochair.

Is i an bantiarna ar thuatha Luchra. Bé Bho a
hainm.

Agus ni dairt mé bréag riamh,” ar Tubhdan.
Duirt Fearghus: “Beirear siud amach

1 gceann an ghairbhtheaghlaigh agus
coimeadaigi go maith ¢.”

Page 35 of 75

“My conscience,*indeed,*” said the king, “this is

not the tiny man that was here before:

seeing that, whereas the former little fellow had
fair hair,

this one hath a black thatch.

What art thou at all, mannikin, and out of what
region come?”

Iubhdan made answer: “I am of the Luchra-folk,
over the which it is I that am king;
*my name is [ubhdan;*

this woman that ye see by me is my wife,

and queen over the Luchra: her name is Bebo,

and I have never told a lie.”
“Let him be taken out,” cried Fergus,

“and put with the common rabble of the
household — guard him well.”



rugad lubdan immach iarum

Section 17

“ocus mad ailt maith do dénum orumsa a
Ferguis” ar Iubdan

“nd 1éig atorra so mé

ar dogénait anala na bfer morsa coirpthe diom

ocus dobérsa mo bréithir duit

nd gomad deoin let féin ocus le hUIItaib ¢
nach rach uaib co brath.”

“dé séilinnse sin” ar Fergus
“ni beithedsa itir in ngairbtheglach.”

“ni thanacsa tar mo bréithir riam” ar lubdan
“ocus ni ticfat co brath.”

Rugadh Tubhdén amach iaramh

“agus mas ail leat maith a dhéanamh ormsa, a
Fhearghuis,” ar Tubhdén,

“nd lig eatarthu seo mé,

6ir déanann anala na bhfear mor seo coirpthe
diom,

agus beirfidh mé mo bhriathar duit,

nd go mba deoin leat féin agus le hUItaigh &,
nach rachaidh mé uaibh go brath.”

“Da silinnse sin,” ar Fearghus,

“ni bheifedsa idir an ngairbhtheaghlach.”

“Nior thainig mé thar mo bhriathar riamh,” ar
Iubhdén, “agus ni thiocfaidh mé go brath.”
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Iubhdan was led out accordingly

Said Iubhdan: “but if it may please thee to
show me some favour,

suffer me no longer to be among yonder loons,

for the great men’s breaths do all infect me;

and my word I pledge

that till by Ulster and by thee it be licensed I
will never leave you.”

Fergus said: “could I but think that,

thou shouldst no more be with the common
varlets.”

Iubhdan’s reply was: “never have I
overstepped, nor ever will transgress, my
plighted word.”



Is ann sin rugad Tubdan i seomra deirit
degmaisech do bi ag Fergus

ocus ro hordaiged gilla grada d’Fergus ina
thocair da [fri]thdlam.

“is maith in taraculsa” ar Iubdan:
“ocus gidedh is ferr m’araculsa féin iné ¢”
ocus do raid in laid:—

“Aracul fil acamsa

san talmain atua;

in dara leth de dor derg
airget in leth fil fua

A fordorus d’fionndruine
1s a tairrsech d’uma;

is d’eitib én bfionnbuide
dar lium fil a thuga

A chainnelbra 6rdaide
mon cainnill is 16r glaine;
co ngeim do lig loghmaire
i certlar in taige

Is ansin rugadh Tubhdan i seomra dearraid
deamhaiseach a bhi ag Fearghus

agus ordaiodh giolla gra d’Fhearghus ina
thocair da thriothdileamh.

“Is maith an t-aireagal seo,” ar [ubhdén,
“cé gur fearr m’aragalsa féin né é.”
Agus duirt sé an laoidh:—

“Aireagal atd agamsa,

sa talamh ¢ thuaidh,

an dara leath de d’or dearg,
airgead an leath a bhfuil faoi.

A fhordoras d’thionndruine,
is a thairseach d’umbha,

is d’eiti éan fionnbuli,

dar liom a bhfuil a thui.

A choinnealra o6rga,

a choinnil is leor glaine,
go ngeim do liga l6mhara,
1 gceartlar an ti.
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Then he was conducted into a fair and privy
chamber that Fergus had,

where one that was a servant of trust to the
king was set apart to minister to him.

“An excellent retreat indeed is this,” he said,
“yet is my own retreat more excellent than it”;
and he made a lay:—

“In the land that lies away north

I have a retreat,

the ceiling of which is of the red gold,
and the floor all of silver.

Of the white bronze its lintel is,
and its threshold of copper;

of light-yellow bird-plumage

is the thatch on it [ ween.

Golden are its candelabra,

holding candles of rich light

and gemmed over with rare stones,
in the fair midst of the house.



Acht mise is an airdrigan

ni fuil nech uvainn 6 duibe;
teglach ann gan arrsaidecht
folta barrchasa buide
Fichellach gan oenduine

dédma maith ann gan tachor;

ré fer na ré mnai da dhul

ni gabtar in taracul”

Section 18

Do bi Fer dédh .i. in gilla tened

ac fadddh teined 1 fiadnuise Tubdain

ocus do chuir feithlenn f6 chrand uirri

maille cinél gacha crainn eile

ocus atbert Iubdan:

“nd loisc rig na gcrann” ar sé “uair ni dlegar a
loscad

ocus a Fhir déd da ndernta mo chomairlese

Ach mise is an ardrion,

nil neach againn faoi duibhe,
teaghlach ann gan arsaiocht
folta barrchasa bui.
Ficheallach gach aonduine,
damh maith ann gan tachar,

le fear na le bean da dhul,
ni gabhtar an t-aireagal.*

Bhi Fear Dédh, an giolla tine,
ag fadu tine 1 bhfianaise Tubhdain,

agus chuir s¢ féithleann 6 chrann uirthi,

maille cinedl gach crainn eile.

Agus duirt [ubhdan:

“Na loisc ri na gcrann,” ar sé, “6ir ni dlitear a
loscadh,

agus a Fhir Déithe, da ndéanfa mo
chombhairlese
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Save myself only and my queen,

none that belongs to it feels sorrow now;
a retinue is there that ages not,

that wears wavy yellow tresses.

There every man is a chess-player,
good company is there that knows no stint:

against man or woman that seeks to enter it
the retreat is never closed.”

Fer dédh or ‘man of smoke’ the fire-servant,
as in [ubhdan’s presence he kindled a fire,

threw upon it a woodbine that twined round a
tree,

together with somewhat of all other kinds of
timber,

and this led [ubhdan to say:

“burn not the king of trees, for he ought not to
be burnt;

and wouldst thou, Ferdedh, but act by my
counsel,



ni biadh gabad mara na tire ort”

ocus atbert in laid ann;—

“A thir thados teine
ac Fergus na fled;
ar muir na ar tir

na loisc rig na fed

Airdri feda Fail

im nach gnath sreth sluaig;
ni fann in feidm riog

sniom im gach crann cruaid

D4 loisce in fid fann
bud mana gréch nglonn;
ro sia gabad renn

nd badad trén tonn

Naé loisc aball 4n

na ngéc faroll faen;

fid man gnath blath ban
lam chéich na cenn chaem

Deorad draigen dar
fid nach loiscenn saer;
gairid elta én

tréna chorp cid cael

ni bheadh gabh mara na tire ort.”

Agus duirt sé an laoidh seo:—

“A thir thadaionn tine,
ag Fearghus na bhflea,
ar mhuir na ar thir,

na loisc ri na bhfeanna.

Ardri feanna Fail,

i nach gnath searnadh slua,
ni fann an fheidhm ri,
sniomh i ngach crann crua.

Da loiscfea an fiodh fann,
ba mana scréach glonn,
bas de reanna,

no ba tréan tonn.

Na loisc abhaill an,

na ngéag forleata faon,

fed gur gnath blath ban,

lamh chaich ’na cheann caombh.

Deorai an draighean dur,
fiodh nach loisceann saor,
gaireann ealta éan,

trina chorp cé gur caol.
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then neither by sea nor by land shouldst thou
ever be in danger.”

Here he sang a lay:—

“O man that for Fergus of the feasts
dost kindle fire,

whether afloat or ashore

never burn the king of woods.

Monarch of Innisfail’s forests

the woodbine is, whom none may hold
captive; no feeble sovereign’s effort is it
to hug all tough trees in his embrace.

The pliant woodbine if thou burn,

wailings for misfortune will abound;

dire extremity at weapons’ points

or drowning in great waves will come after.

Burn not the precious apple-tree

of spreading and low-sweeping bough:

tree ever decked in bloom of white, against
whose fair head all men put forth the hand.

The surly blackthom is a wanderer,

and a wood that the artificer burns not;
throughout his body, though it be scanty,
birds in their flocks warble.



Naé loisc sailig sair

fid deimin na nduan,;
beich na blath ac deol
mian caich in cr6 caem

Caerthann fid na ndruad
loisc caemchrann na gcaer;
sechain in fid fann

na loisc in call caem

Uinnsenn dorcha a dath
fid luaite na ndroch;
echlasc lam lucht ech

a cruth ac cladh chath

Crom feda déin dris
loisc féin in ngéir nglais;
fennaid gerraid cois
srengaid nech ar ais

Bruth feda dair ur

6 nach gnath nech séim;
tinn cenn tis 6 a dhuil
tinn stil 6 a ghris ghéir

Na fern urbadb fheda
in crann as teo i ngliaid;
losc go derb do deoin
in thern is in sciaig

Na loisc saileach saor,
fiodh coisricthe na nduanta,
beacha ina bhlath ag diul,
mian chaich an cr6 caomh.

Caorthainn fiodh na ndruad,
loisc caomhchrann na gcaor,
seachain an fiodh fann,
na loisc an coll caombh.

An fhuinseog dorcha a dath
fiodh luaite na ndroch,
eachlasc as 1 lamh lucht each,
a chruth ag cloi catha.

Crom fada an déin dhris,

loisc féin an géar glas,

feannann (agus) gearrann (sé) cos,
a tharraingionn neach ar ais.

Bruth fada dair 1r,

uaidh nach gnath neach gan ghoin,
tinn ceann tis 6éna dhuil,

tinn stil 6na ghriosach ghéar.

An fearn urbhadha fhea,
an crann is teo i ngleo,
loisc go dearbh do dheoin,
an fearn is an sceach.
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The noble willow burn not,

a tree sacred to poems;

within his bloom bees are a-sucking,
all love the little cage.

The graceful tree with the berries,
the wizards’ tree, the rowan, burn;
but spare the limber tree:

burn not the slender hazel.

Dark is the colour of the ash:

timber that makes the wheels to go;
rods he furnishes for horsemen’s hands,
and his form turns battle into flight.

Tenterhook among woods the spiteful briar is,
by all means burn him that is so keen and
green; he cuts, he flays the foot, and him that
would advance he forcibly drags backward.

Fiercest heat-giver of all timber is green oak,
from him none may escape unhurt:

by partiality for him the head is set on aching
and by his acrid embers the eye is made sore.

Alder, very battle-witch of all woods,
tree that is hottest in the fight —
undoubtingly burn at thy discretion
both the alder and the whitethorn.



[Cui]lenn loisc a ar
cuilenn loisc a crion;
gach crann ar bith becht
cuilenn as dech diob

[T]rom dana rasc ruad
crann firghona iar fior;
loisc co mbeidh na gual
eich na sluag a siod

Cid na tharrad faen
béithe ba blad buan;
loisc go deimin derb
cainnle na mbalg mbuan

[L]éig sios madat maith
crithach ruad na rith;
loisc co mall co moch
crann ’s a barr ar crith

[S]innser feda fois
ibar na fled fis;
déna ris anois
dabcha donna dis

[D]a nderntd mo thoil
a Fhir déedh dil;

dot anam dot chorp
ni bud olc a thir”

Cuileann loisc ¢ ur,
cuileann loisc € crion,
gach crann ar bith beocht,
cuileann is deach diobh.

Trom lena choirt rua,
crann fiorghona is fior,
loisc go mbeidh 'na ghual,
eich na slua on si.

C¢ gur leagtha faon,

an bheith ba bhladh buan,
loisc go deimhin dearbh,
coinnle na mbolg buan.

Lig sios mas maith leat,
crithnach rua na rith,
loisc go mall go moch,
crann ’s a bharr ar crith.

Sinsear fea fois,

1ur na fleidhe mar is fios,
déan leis anois,

dabhcha donna deis.

Da ndéanfa mo thoil,
a Fhir Dhéithe dhil,
dod’ anam dod’ chorp,
ni ba olc a thir.”
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Holly, burn it green;
holly, burn it dry:

of all trees whatsoever
the critically best is holly.

Elder that hath tough bark,

tree that in truth hurts sore: him that
furnishes horses to the armies from the sidh,
burn so that he be charred.

The birch as well, if he be laid low,
promises abiding fortune:

burn up most sure and certainly

the stalks that bear the constant pods.

Suffer, if it so please thee,

the russet aspen to come headlong down:
burn, be it late or early,

the tree with the palsied branch.

Patriarch of long-lasting woods is the yew,
sacred to feasts as is well known:

of him now build ye

dark-red vats of goodly size.

Ferdedh, thou faithful one,
wouldst thou but do my behest:

to thy soul as to thy body,

O man, "twould work advantage.”



Section 19

Do bisium isin baile mar sin ocus saerchoimét
air

ocus ba hurgairdiugud menman ocus aicenta
leisna hUlItachaib

beith acéd fheichem ocus ag ¢éistecht a briathar.

Section 21

Uair ann do chuaid Iubdan co tech amhais
d’amsaib in rig

ocus broga nuada aige aga ngabail uime
ocus ro bi ag techt ar thanacht bonnadhad a
brég ocus ag cesacht orra.

dorigne Iubdan géire uime sin.

“cad fa ndernais in gaire sin a lubdain?” ar
Fergus.

Bhi seisean [Iubhdan] sa bhaile mar sin agus
saorchoimedd air.

Agus ba hurghairdit meanman agus aigeanta
leis na hUlaidh

(a) bheith ag féachaint air agus ag éisteacht
lena bhriathar.

Uair ann chuaigh Iubhdan go teach amhais
d’amhais an ri

agus broga nua ag 4 ngabhail uime.

Agus bhi (sé) ag teacht ar thanaiocht bhonn a
bhrog agus ag ceasacht orthu.

Rinne Iubhdén gaire uime sin.

“Cén fath a rinne tu an gaire sin,
a Tubhdain?” ar Fearghus.
g
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After this manner then, and free of all
supervision, [ubhdan abode in the town;

while to them of Ulster it was recreation of
mind and body

to look at him and to listen to his words.

Again, lubhdan went to the house of a certain
soldier of the king’s soldiers

that chanced to fit on him new brogues that he
had:

discoursing as he did so, and complaining, of
their soles that were too thin.

Iubhdan laughed.

The king asked: “Iubhdan, why laughst thou
thus?”



“adbar gaire dam” ar Iubdan “in fer ud ac
cesacht ar thanacht a brog

ocus ni chesann ar a shaegal

ar gid tana na bréga ud ni chaithfidseom iad.”

ocus ro b ’fior d’Tubdan sin

uair do chomraic in fer sin ocus fer eile do
muir Fhergusa re chéile ocus ro marbsat a
céile ré noidce.

Section 23

L4 eile do batar in teglach ag imrad gach neich
co ndéndais é

ocus ni dubratar “ma ail le dia”

ocus do rigne Tubdén gaire umpu ocus dorigne
in laid: —

“Labraid duine

innisid dia;

meithel ceithel déib gach ni
1¢igid mar do thidir dia

“Abhar gaire dom,” ar Tubhdan, “an fear 0id ag
ceasacht ar thanaiocht a bhrog

agus ni cheasann (s¢) ar a shaol,

6ir gidh tanai na broga ud ni chaithfidh seisean
iad.”

B’thior d’Iubhdan sin,

6ir chomhraic an fear sin agus fear eile de
mhuintir Fhearghusa le chéile, agus mharaigh
siad a chéile roimh oiche.

L4 eile bhi an teaghlach ag iomra gach neich
a ndéanfaidis,

agus ni duradar, “mas ail le Dia,”

agus rinne [ubhddn gaire umpu, agus rinne
(sé) an laoidh:—

“Labhraionn duine,

insionn Dia,

meitheal ceitheal doibh gach ni,
ligeann (s¢) iad mar is eol do Dhia.
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“Yon fellow it is that provokes my laughter,
complaining of his brogues

while for his own life he makes no moan.

Yet, thin as be those brogues, he never will
wear them out.”

Which was true for Iubhdan,

seeing that before night that man and another
one of the king’s people fought and killed
each other.

Yet another day the household disputed of all
manner of things, how they would do this or
that,

but never said: “if it so please God.”

Then Iubhdan laughed and uttered a lay:—

“Man talks but God sheweth the event;
to men all things are but confusion,
they must leave them

as God knoweth them to be.



Airdri na nduala

ro bud coéir gach ni ro termuis;
ri na rig ro fhidir

gach a sirim ort a Ferguis

Silled sula

saeghal gach duine cid amnus;
gid mac riog

nocho nfitir in fior labrus”

Section 24

Cid tracht do bi Iubdan 1 nEmain mar sin n6
go tangatar tuatha luchra

secht catha commora
d4 iarraid co faitche na hEmna

ocus ni rug nech dib imarcrad 6 chéile d’airde
ina do méit.

ocus tanic Fergus ocus maithe Ulad amach da
nagallam ocus adubratar re Fergus:

“tabair ar rig dinn rena fthuasglad” ar
siat

Ardri na ndul,
ba choir gach ni a d’ordaigh (tu),

ri na ri, t4 a thios aige,
gach a shirim ort, a Fhearguis.

Silleadh stla,

saol gach duine, d’ainneoin a amhnais,
c€ gur mac ri &,

nil a fhios aige an fior a labhraionn (s¢).”

Bhi [ubhdan in Eamhain mar sin 6 go
dtangadar tuatha Luchra

— seacht gcatha comh-mhoéra —
da iarraidh go faiche na hEamhna,

agus ni rug neach diobh iomarca 6na chéile
d’airde nd do mhéid.

Thainig Fearghus agus maithe Uladh amach

dé n-agallamh agus duradar le Fearghus:

“Tabhair ar ri dainn lena fhuascailt,” ar siad,
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All that which Thou, Monarch of the elements,
hast ordained must be right;

He, the King of kings,

knows all that I crave of thee, Fergus.

No man’s life, however bold he be,
is more than the twinkling of an eye;

were he a king’s son, he knoweth not
whether it be truth that he utters of the future.”

Tubhdan now tarried in Emania until such time
as the Luchra-folk,

being seven battalions strong,
came to Emania’s green in quest of him;

and of these no single one did, whether in
height or in bulk, exceed another.

Then to Fergus and to Ulster’s nobles that
came out to confer with them they said:

“bring us our king that we may redeem him,



“ocus dobéram luach maith da chiunn.”

“ca luach sin?” ar Fergus.

“dobéram” ar siat “in mag modrsa na hEmna fa
broin chruithnechta

gacha bliadna gan tsiol gan trebad.”
“ni thiubarsa [ubdan” ar Fergus.
“dogénamne foghal ortsa innocht” ar siat.

“crét i in thogal?” ar Fergus.

“léigfemaid laeig Ulad co a maithrecha

co nach fuigter diol énnaoidhen amdin do luim
nod do lemnacht i gcoiged Ulad

ar maitin.”

“agus béarfaimidne luach maith da chionn.”

“Cén luach sin?” ar Fearghus.

“Béarfaimid,” ar siad, “an magh mor seo na
hEamhna faoi bhro6 chruithneachta

gach bliain, gan tsiol gan treabhadh.”
“Ni thoirbhreoidh mé Tubhdén,” ar Fearghus.
“Déanfaimidne foghail ortsa anocht,” ar siad.

“Cad 1 an thoghail?” ar Fearghus.

“Ligfimid laonna Uladh go a maithreacha,

go nach bhfaightear diol aon naionain amhain
do loim na do leamhnacht i gctiige Uladh

ar maidin.”
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and we will pay for him a good ransom.”
Fergus asked: “what ransom?”

“Every year, and that without ploughing,
without sowing,

we will cover this vast plain *of Emania* with
a mass of corn.”

“I will not give up Iubhdan,” said the king.
“To-night we will do thee a mischief.”

“What mischief?” asked the king.

“All Ulster’s calves we will admit to their
dams,

so that by morning time

there shall not in the whole province be found
the measure of one babe’s allowance of milk.”



“bud ¢ sin bhus lib” ar Fergus “ocus ni bud hé
Iubdan.”

ocus dorignetarsan in fogal in oidce sin

ocus tangatar ar maitin ar faitche na hEmna
ocus do batar ag iarraid Iubdéin

ocus co neiseochataeis gach ni dar milletar

ocus adubairt Fergus nach tiubradh.

“dogénamne digaltas eile inocht™ ar siat.

“ca digaltas sin?” ar Fergus.
“cacfam 1 nesaib
ocus i ninberaib in chéigid.”

“fogal beg sin” ar Fergus

“Ba ¢ sin (a) bheas libh,” ar Fearghus, “agus
ni ba [ubhdan.”

Agus rinneadarsan an thoghail an 6iche sin.

Thangadar ar maidin ar thaiche na hEamhna,

agus bhiodar ag iarraidh Tubhdain,

agus go ndeiseochaidis gach ni dar mhilleadar.

Agus duirt Fearghus nach dtabharfadh.

“Déanfaimidne dioltas eile anocht,” ar siad.

“Cén dioltas sin?” ar Fearghus.
“Cacfaimid in easanna
agus in inbhir an chuige.”

“Foghail bheag sin,” ar Fearghus.
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“So much ye will have gained,” said Fergus,
“but not [ubhdan.”

This damage accordingly they wrought that
night;

then at morn returned to the green of Macha

and, with promise of making good all that they
had spoiled,

again required Tubhdan.
Fergus refusing them however

they said: “this night we will do another deed
of vengeance.”

*What vengence is that?” asked Fergus.*
“We will defile the wells, the rapids,
and the river-mouths of the whole province.”

But the king answered: “that is but a puny
mischief”



conid de sin ata in senfocal .i. ‘cac 1 tibraid.’
“ni fuigtise lubdén ar a shon sin” ar Fergus.
ocus doronsat amlaid ocus tdngatar in tres 1a
co hEmain

ocus do iarratar Tubdan.

“ni tiubar” ar Fergus.

“dogénamne digaltas eile” ar siat.

“ca digaltas sin?” ar Fergus.

“loiscfemait atha ocus muilte in chuigid
inocht.”

“ni bfuigtise Iubdan.”

ro imthigetar rompo ocus dorignetar mar do
gellatar

ocus tangatar in cetramad 14 co hEmain ocus
do iarratar Tubdan.

Gonadh de sin ata an seanfhocal: ‘cac i
dtobar.’

“Ni bhfaighidh sibhse lubhdan ar a shon sin,”
ar Fearghus.

Agus rinne siad amhlaidh agus thangadar an
treas 14 go hEamhain

agus d’iarradar Tubhdan.
“Ni thabharfaidh mé,” ar Fearghus.

“Déanfaimidne dioltas eile,” ar siad.

“Cén dioltas sin?” ar Fearghus.

“Loiscfimid atha agus muilte an chuige
anocht.”

“Ni bhfaighidh sibhse [ubhdan,” ar Fearghus.

D’imiodar rompu agus rinneadar mar a
ghealladar,

agus thangadar an ceathru 14 go hEamhain
agus d’iarradar Tubhdan.
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(whence the old saw ‘dirt in a well”)

“and ye shall not have Tubhdan.”

They having done this came again to Emania
on the third day

and demanded Iubhdan.

Fergus said: “I will not give him.”

“A further vengeance we will execute upon
thee.”

“What vengeance is that?”

“To-night we will burn the millbeams and the
kilns of the province.”

“But ye will not get Tubhdan,” quoth the king.

Away they went and did as they had
threatened,

then on the fourth day repaired to Emania and
clamoured for lubhdan.



“ni thiubar” ar Fergus.
“dogénamne digaltas ortsa.”
“ca digaltas sin?” ar Fergus.

“gerrfam a gcinn do diasaib in chiigid
inocht.”

“ni fuigti lubdén ar a shon sin” ar Fergus.
ocus dordénsat sin ocus tangatar in ctiged 14 co
hEmain

ocus do biodar ag iarraid Iubdéin.

“ni thiubar” ar Fergus.

“dogénamne digaltas eile ortsa.”

“ca digaltas sin?” ar Fergus.

“berrfam fuilt bar mban ocus bar bfer

co mbeid f6 méla ocus 16 aithis co brach.”

“Ni thabharfaidh mé,” ar Fearghus.
“Déanfaimidne dioltas ortsa.”
“Cén dioltas sin?” ar Fearghus.

“Gearrfaimid a gcinn do diasa an chuige
anocht.”

“Ni bhfaighti lubhdén ar a shon sin,” ar
Fearghus.

Agus rinne siad sin, agus thangadar an ctigit
1a go hEamhain

agus bhiodar ag iarraidh Tubhdain.

“Ni thabharfaidh mé,” ar Fearghus.
“Déanfaimidne dioltas eile ortsa.”

“Cén dioltas sin?” ar Fearghus.

“Bearrfaimid folt bhur mban agus bhur bhfear

go mbeidh siad faoi mhéala agus faoi aithis go
brach.”
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Said Fergus: “I will not deliver him.”
“We will execute vengeance on thee.”
“What vengeance?”

“We will snip the ears off all the corn that is in
the province.”

“Neither so shall ye have lubhdan.”

This they did, then returned to Emania on the
fifth day

and asked for Tubhdan.

Fergus said: “I will not yield him.”

“Yet another vengeance we will take of thee.”

“What vengeance?”

“Your women’s hair and your men’s we will
e’en shave

to such purpose that they shall for ever be
covered with reproach and shame.”



“dar mo bréithir” ar Fergus “da ndéntéise sin
muirbfetsa Tubdéan.”
Section 25

“Ni hedh sin as coir ann” ar Tubdan

“acht ligter mise féin amach da nagallaim
ocus da rad riu imtecht ocus ar milletar do
lesugud.”

ocus do l¢iged eisen imach da ninnsaigid.

mar do chonncatarsan chucta é

do léigetar ilgaire mora 6s aird
ar ba deimin leo

gurab leo do cedaiged dosum dul.

“Dar mo bhriathair,” ar Fearghus, “da
ndéanfaidis sin mar6idh mise Tubhdan.”

“Ni hé sin is coir,” ar lubhdan,

“ach ligtear mise féin amach da n-agallaimh,

agus da réd leo imeacht agus ar mhilleadar a

leasu.”

Agus ligeadh eisean amach dé4 n-ionsai.

Mar a chonaiceadarsan chucu é

do ligeadar ilghairi moéra os ard,
6ir ba dheimhin leo

gurab leo a ceadaiodh ddsan dul.
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Then Fergus cried: “if ye do that, by my word,
I will slay Tubhdan.”

But here this latter said: “that is not the right
thing at all;

rather let me be enlarged, that in person I may
speak with them

and bid them first of all to repair such mischief
as they have wrought, and then be gone.”

* And he was allowed to go out to meet them.*
At sight of Iubhdan they then,
as taking for granted

that the license accorded him must needs be in
order to his departure with them,

sent up a mighty shout of triumph.



“a oes chomtha” ar Iubdan “dénaid imtecht

ar ni ligter mise lib

ocus lesaigid ar millebar

ocus na millid ni as mé

ocus da millti muirbfiter mise.”

doimthigetarsam co dubach dobronach

ocus dorigne fer diob in laid ag imtecht:—

“Fogal uainne ort inocht

a Ferguis co nimat port;
benfam a gcinn dot diasaib
ni bud ferrde dod miasaib

Ro loiscsem bar natha de
1s ro millsem bar muille;
ro léigsem bar laeig co becht
dochum a mbuair i noinfecht

“A aois chomtha,” ar Tubhdan, “déanaigi
imeacht

oir ni ligtear mise libh.

Agus leasaigi ar mhill sibh

agus na milligi ni is mo.

D4 millti maréfar mise.”
D’imiodarsan go dubhach dobronach,
agus rinne fear diobh an laoidh ag
imeacht:—

“Foghail vainne ort anocht,

a Fhearghuis go n-iomad port,
bainfimid a gcinn ded’ dhiasa,

ni ba fearr dod’ mhiasa.
Loisceamar bhur n-aitheanna,

is mhilleamar bhur muilte,

ligeamar bhur laonna go beacht,
chun a mbuair in éineacht.
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Iubhdan said however: “my trusty people, get
you gone now,

for I am not suffered to go with you;

all that which ye have spoiled make good also,
neither spoil anything more

for, if ye do so, I must die.”

They thereupon, all gloomy and dejected, went
away;

a man of them making this ditty:—

“A raid upon thee we proclaim this night,

O Fergus owner of many strong places;
from thy standing corn we will snip the ears,
whereby thy tables will not benefit.

In this matter we have already burnt your kilns,
your millbeams too we have all consumed;
your calves we have most accurately

and universally admitted to their dams.



Tescfamait folta bar fer
ocus folta bar ningen;
ni ba maise bar norba
bud ¢ deired ar fogla

Gurab bén bar nech co hag

a ri Ulad 6g o6ghslan;

gurab corcra a heirred ann

in uair bes i cath né i comhlann

Ni rotgaba in tesbach oll
ni rodgaba in galar bronn;
nidria in galar sul i bfus
’s ni ar do ghrad a Fergus

Mana biadh Tubdan i bfus
ar a chumus ac Fergus;

ro bud olc diultad gan ail,
mar dogénmais ar bfogail”

Teascfaimid folta bhur bhfear,
agus folta bhur n-inionacha,

ni ba maise bhur bhforba,
ba ¢ deireadh ar bhfoghla.

Gurab béan bhur n-each go hagh,
a ri Uladh oglach 6gshlan,
gurab corcra a earrai ann,

an uair bheas 1 gcath n6 i gcomhlann.

Naéra id ghabhadil an teaspach oll,
nara gabh ta an galar bronn,

nar shroiche an galar sul (t) abhus,
’s ni ar do ghré a Fhearguis.

Muna mbiodh Iubhdan abhus,
ar a chumas ag Fearghus,

do ba olc diulta gan oil,
mar a ndéanaimis ar bhfoghail.”
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Your men’s hair we will crop,

and all locks of your young women:

to your land it shall be a disfigurement,

and such shall be our mischief’s consummation.

White be thy horse till time of war,

thou king of Ulster and of warriors stout;
but crimsoned be his trappings

when he is in the battle’s press.

May no heat inordinate assail thee,

nor inward flux e’er seize thee,

nor eye-distemper reach thee during all thy life:
but Fergus, not for love of thee.

Were it not lubhdan here whom Fergus holds at
his discretion, the manner of our effecting

our depredations would have been such

that the disgrace incurred by the latter would
have shown his refusal to be an evil one.”



Section 26
“Dénaid imtecht fesda” ar Tubdan
“vair do tairrngir Eisirt damsa
nach rachainn as

ro co fagainn roga mo shét.”

ocus do bi lubdéan i nEmain co cenn bliadna
acht becan

ocus adubairt [ubdan re Fergus:

“beir énroga mo shétsa

ocus ni dligi mo chongbadil ni as sia ind a
ndernais

ocus is maith mo sheoit” ar sé

ocus ro gab ac airem na sét ocus atbert in
laid ann:—

“Déanaigi imeacht feasta,” ar lubhdan,
“6ir thairngir Eisirt domsa
nach rachainn as

nod go bhfagainn rogha mo shéad.”

Bhi Iubhdan in Eamhain go ceann bliana
ach beagan,

agus duirt [ubhdén le Fearghus:

“Beir aonrogha mo sheodsa

agus na dligh mo chongbhail ni is siand a
rinne tq,

agus is maith mo sheoid,” ar sé,

agus ghabh (s¢) ag direamh na séad, agus
duirt (sé) an laoidh seo:—
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“And now get you hence,” said [ubhdan:

“for Esirt has prophesied of me

that before I shall have abandoned here the
choicest one of all my precious things

I may not return.”

So till a year’s end all but a little he dwelt in
Emania,

and then said to Fergus:

“of all my treasures choose thee now a single
one,

for so thou mayest.

My precious things are good too”;

and in a lay he proceeded to cast them up:—



“Beir mo gh6 6n beir mo ghé
a Ferguis d’an bidba bro;
comlann céd i cathaib i
fagaid ri f6 rennaib ro

Beir mo sciath 6n beir mo sciath
a Ferguis is maith in fiach;
nocha gontar ar a scath

6gan go brath na fer liath

Mo chlaidem 6 mo chlaidem
1 leith re claidem catha;
nocho nfuil 1 ninis fail

séd as ferr illaim fhlatha

Beir mo bhrat 6n beir mo brat
is gé beire lat is nua;

a Ferguis is maith in brat
méraid dod mac is dot ua

Mo 1éine 6n mo léine
g¢ beth thall ina hinne;
ben athar mo shenathar
a lama is iat dorinne

Beir mo chrios 6n beir mo chrios
or is airged iarna bfios;

galar ni géba nech as

in cnes tar a mbia mo crios

“Beir mo gha 6n beir mo gha,

a Fhearghuis dar br6 a bhiodh,
comhlann céad i gcatha i,

(a) f(h)agann ri faoi reanna ro.

Beir mo sciath 6n beir mo sciath,
a Fhearghuis is maith an fiach,
na ghontar ar a scath,

6gan go brath né fear liath.

Mo chlaiomh 6n mo chlaiomh,
1 leith le claiomh catha,

nach bhfuil in Inis Fail,

séad is fearr i lamh fhlatha.

Beir mo bhrat 6n beir mo bhrat,
1s cé beire leat is nua,

a Fhearghuis is maith an brat,
mairfidh (sé) dod mhac is dod ua.

Mo léine 6n mo l€éine,

cé beith thall ina hinneach,
bean athar do sheanathar,
a lambha is iad a rinne.

Beir mo chrios 6n beir mo chrios,
or is airgead iarna thios,

galar ni gheobhaidh neach as,

an cneas thar a mbeidh mo chrios.
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“Take my spear, O take my spear, thou,
Fergus, that hast enemies in number; in battle
’tis a match for an hundred, and a king that
holds it will have fortune among hostile
points.

Take my shield, O take my shield,

a good price it is for me, Fergus;

be it stripling or be it grey-beard,

behind his shelter none may wounded be.

My sword, and O my sword, in respect
of a battle-sword there is not in a
prince’s hand throughout all Innisfail
a more excellent thing of price.

Take my cloak, O take my cloak,

the which if thou take it will be ever new;
my mantle is good, Fergus,

and for thy son and grandson will endure.

My shirt and O my shirt, whoe’er he be
that in time to come may be within its weft
— my grandsire’s father’s wife,

her hands they were that spun it.

Take my belt, O take my belt, gold and silver
appertain to a knowledge of it; sickness will
not lay hold on him that is encircled by it,
nor on skin encompassed by my girdle.



Mo chathbarr 6n mo chathbarr
nocha nfuil séd as coime;
gach én gébus ma baithis

ni bia {6 aithis moile

Beir m’inar 6n beir m’inar
édach sidamail socuir;
gid cét bliadan bés um nech

nocha mistide a chorcuir

Mo chaire 6n mo chaire
maith in sét ar a ghaire;
bud biad dingbala flatha
gid clocha dech im chaire

Mo dhabach 6n mo dabach
illeith re ndabaig ndeise;
téit 1 noesaib co fo tri

gach oen thothraigios eiste

Beir mo mhell 6n beir mo mell
ni beri lat sét as ferr;

ill6 chomlainn chatha glinn
dideonaid nai gcinn mot chenn

Mo chafarr 6n mo chafarr,

nach bhfuil séad is caoimhe,

gach éinne a gheobhaidh um a bhaithis,
ni bheidh (sé) faoi aithis maoile.

Beir m’ionar 6n beir m’ionar,

¢adach siodamhail socair,

cé (gur) céad blian (a) mbeidh (s¢) um
neach,

nach measa de a chorchair.

Mo choire 6n mo choire,

maith an séad ar a ghaire,

ba bhia diongbhala flatha,

cé (gur) clocha bheadh im choire.

Mo dhabhach 6n mo dhabhach,
i leith le dabhaigh deise,

téann in aoiseanna faoi thri,
gach éinne a fhothragann aisti.

Beir mo mhas 6n beir mo mhas,

ni bheire leat séad is fearr,

i leith chomhlainn chatha ghlinn,
dionfaidh naoi gcinn (nios) moé (nd) do
cheann.
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My helmet, O my helmet, no prize there

is more admirable; no man that on his scalp
shall assume it will ever be obnoxious

to reproach of baldness.

Take my tunic, O my tunic take,
well-fitting silken garment; the which
though for an hundred years it were on one,

yet were its crimson none the worse.

My cauldron, O my cauldron, a special rare
thing for its handy use; though they were
stones that should go into my cauldron, yet
would it turn them out meat befitting princes.

My vat, and O my vat,

as compared with other vats of the best,
by any that shall bathe in him

life’s stage is traversed thrice.

Take my mace, O take my mace,

no better treasure canst thou choose;

in time of war, in sharp set-to,

nine heads besides thine own it will protect.



Beir m’echlasc 6n beir m’echlasc

echlasc in eich blaith buide;

féchaid mna in domain do ghnuis

1s fort bés a ndruis uile

Mo thimpén co téidbinne
a himlib mara rodain;

ata i mbun a leitrinne
airfided ban in domain

Arann glésta mo thimpain
gidbé da tegma i mboegal;

gingob ¢ in fer déna ifus
1s oirfidech é a oenar

Uch is binn a baegalan
ocus is caem a chédail;
mar sinnios a haenaran
gan mér ar théid dé thédaib

Mo dheimes 6n mo deimes
dorigne goba barrdin,;

gach aen ghabus ina laim
do geibid uile lennain

Beir m’eachlasc 6n beir m’eachlasc,
eachlasc an eich bhlaith bhui,
féachann mna an domhain do ghnuis,
is ort (a) mbeidh a ndrtis uile.

Mo thiompan go téidbhinne,
6 imill Mara Rua,

ata i mbun a (dtéad)

oirfide ban an domhain.

Einne a ghléasann mo thiompan,
cé da (mbeadh sé) i mbaol,

gan gurb ¢ an fear dana abhus,
1s oirfideach € a aonar.

Uch is binn a nota baoil,

agus is caomh a cheadal,

mar a sheineann (s¢€) ina aonaran,
gan méar ar théad da théad.

Mo dheimheas 6n mo dheimheas,

a rinne gabha Bharrdin,

gach éinne (a) ghabhann (s¢) ina lamh,
gheobhaidh uile leanndin.
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Take my horse-rod, O my horse-rod take: rod
of the yellow horse so fair to see; let but the
whole world’s women look at thee [with that
rod in thy hand and] in thee will centre all
their hottest love.

My timpan, O my timpan endowed with
string-sweetness, from the red sea’s borders;
within its wires resides minstrelsy sufficing
to delight all women of the universe.

Whosoe’er should in the matter of tuning up
my timpan be suddenly put to the test, if
never

hitherto he had been a man of art yet would
the instrument of itself perform the minstrel’s
function.

Ah how melodious is its martial strain,
and its low cadence ah how sweet;

all of itself too how it plays, without a
finger on a single string of all its strings.

My shears, and O my shears,
that Barran’s smith did make;
of them that take it into their hands
every man will secure a sweetheart.



Mo shnathad 6n mo snathad
dorigned d’or in enaig;

da ngabad mullscéid muilech
do bud druinech na degaid

Beir da muic dom mucaibse
méraid duit go 14 t’éga;

a marbad gach énoidche

’s a mbeith beo sa trath chétna

M’aghastar 6n m’agastar

gid bé do biadh re hédail;

gid b6 dhub chuiredh nech ionn
do bud b6 fhionn i gcédair

Beir m’asa 6n beir m’asa
broga finndruine go feib;
cuma imthig muir is tir
is mongenar ri rosbeir”

“Beir th’énroga seoid diob a Ferguis” ar
Tubdén

“ocus léig mise ass.”

Mo shnathaid 6n mo shnathaid,

a rinneadh d’or an eanaigh,

da ngabhadh sc6id mullai Muileach
ba dhruineach (¢) ’na dhiaidh.

Beir dha mhuic dom mhuca-sa,
mairfidh siad duit go 14 d’éaga,
a maru gach aonoiche,

’s a mbeith beo sa trath céanna.

M’adhastar 6n m’adhastar,
cibé a mbeidh le héadail,

cé gur b dhubh (a) gcuirfeadh neach ann,

ba bo thionn (i) i gcéaduair.

Beir m’asa 6n beir m’asa,

bréga fionndruine ar theabhas,

cuma (md) imionn (siad ar) mhuir is tir,

is luchaireach ri (a) bheireann iad.”

“Beir d’aonrogha seoid diobh, a
Fhearghuis,” ar Tubhdén,

“agus lig mise as.”
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My needle, O my needle,
that is made of the eanach’s gold,

Of my swine two porkers take,
they will last thee till thy dying day;
every night they may be killed,
yet within the watch will live again.

My halter, O my halter,

whoe’er should be on booty bent,

though ’twere a black cow he put into it
incontinently she would become a white one.

Take my shoes, my shoes O take, brogues

of the white bronze, of virtue marvelous;
alike they travel land and sea, happy the king
whose choice shall fall on these.”

“Fergus,” said Iubhdan, “from among them
all choose thee now one precious thing,

and let me go.”



Section 27

Is 1 sin vair ocus aimsir

a dtanic Aedh ¢iges da echtra.

ocus ro batar ollamain Ulad ag fiarfaigid
scél de tige Tubdain

ocus a teglaig ocus tuaithe luchra uile

ocus do bi Aedh aga innisin sin d6ib ocus ag
tabairt a tuarascbéla

ocus atbert in laid:—

“Ingnad echtra ingnad echtra
romégla uaib ar filedaib;

co sidbrug sloig co sidbrug sloig
go rigraid moir go bfinnferaib

Da dorus dég dé dorus dég

ar in treib tolgmair toebsoluis;

g0 mormair moir go mormair moir
co gcomlaid o6ir gach oendoruis

Is 1 sin uvair agus aimsir

a dtainig Aodh ¢éigeas da eachtra.

Bhi olltina Uladh ag fiarfai scéil de theach
Iubhdéin

agus a theaghlaigh agus tuaithe Luchra uile.

Agus bhi Aodh ag insint sin doibh, agus ag
tabhairt a dtuarascala,

agus duirt s¢ an laoidh:—

“lonadh eachtra ionadh eachtra,
a bheir mé uaibh, ar bhfili,

go sibhru slua go sibhru slua,
go riora mor, go bhfionn-fhir.

Dha dhoras déag dha dhoras déag,
ar an treibh tolgmhor taobhsholais,
£0 marmar mor go marmar mor,
go comhla 6ir gach aondorais.
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But this was now the season and the hour

when from his adventure poet Aedh
returned;

and him the professors presently examined
touching [ubhdan’s house,

his household, and the region of the Luchra.

Concerning all which Aedh forthwith began
to tell them,

inditing a lay:—

“A wondrous enterprise it was

that took me away from you, our poets,

to a populous fairy palace with a great
company of princes and with men minute.

Twelve doors there are to that house

of roomy beds and [window] lighted sides;
’tis of vast marble [blocks],

and in every doorway doors of gold.




Derg is buide derg is buide

is uaine glas gorm rochoilcte;
cumachta cian cumachta cian
fulachta fian is fothroigte

A 1€ibinn blaith a 1éibinn blaith
do blaeisg uighe Iruaithe énugha;
colba glaine colba glaine

colba airgitt is crédumha

Sida is sroll sida is sroll
sréin is buabae is birtenga;
cumachta cian cumachta cian
fulachta fian is fichella

Sgélaigecht ann sgélaigecht ann
gach 14 do biodh is fiannaigecht;
duanaigecht ann colbaigecht ciuil

cornairecht chiuin is cliaraigecht

Ri uvasal ¢ ri uasal ¢

Iubdan mac Abdaein echbuide;

gan deilb do chlod gan deilb do chlod
gan theidm go mor ar ercnuide

Dearg is bui dearg is bui,

is uaine glas gorm na_héadai leapa,
cumhachta cian cumhachta cian,
fulachta fiann is folcadain.

A 1¢éibhinn mhin a 1éibhinn mhin,
de bhlaoisc uibhe Iorua aonuibhe,
coluin ghloine coluin ghloine,
coluin airgid is cré-umha.

Sioda is srol sioda is srol,

srianta is buabhaill is biortheanga,
cumhachta cian cumhachta cian,
fulachta fiann is fichealla.

Scéalaiocht ann scéalaiocht ann,
gach 14 a bhiodh is fiannaiocht,
duanaireacht ann, ceol uirlise,

cornaireacht chitin is cliaraiocht.
Ri vasal é ri vasal é
Iubhdan mac Abhdacin eachbhui,

gan deilbh a chl6 gan deilbh a chlo,
gan a fheidhm go mor ar éargna.
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Of red, of yellow and green,

of azure and of blue its bedclothes are;
its authority is of ancient date: warriors’
cooking-places it includes, and baths.

Smooth are its terraces

of the egg-shells of Iruath;

pillars there are of crystal,

columns of silver and of copper too.

Silk and satin, silk and satin,

bridles ...;

its authority is of ancient date: warriors’
cooking-places it includes, and chess-boards.

Reciting of romances, of the Fian-lore,
was there every day; singing of poems,
instrumental music, the mellow blast of
horns,

and concerted minstrelsy.

A noble king he is: lubhdan

son of Abhdaein, of the yellow horse;

he is one whose form undergoes no change,
and who needs not to strive after wisdom.



Ingena ann ingena ann

ag snam locha go 1érgluine;

go nétach sraill go nétach sraill
go slabrad 6ir gach énduine

Amais in rig amais in rig

go trillsib folt cas chaemshalais;
fir thinna fhois fir thinna thois
tuilledh ar bhois gach aenamais

B¢ bo binn blaith B¢ bo binn blaith
rigan lubddin na tromtuile;
ni bi in gég gel ni bi in gég gel

gan tri chét ben na banchuire

Banntrocht Bé bo banntrocht Bé bo
beg luaidid d’olc na d’ardfolaid;
régela a cuirp rogela a cuirp
soichid a fuilt go fadbronnaib

Ollam in rig ollam in rig

Eisirt mac Big meic Buaidgine;

rosg nguba ngorm rosg nguba ngorm
luga né dorn in duainire

Ben in ¢igis ben in éigis

ba maith gach ni ro adradh si;
ben alainn uill ben alainn uill

im ldmainn chuirr do chadladh si

Inionacha ann, inionacha ann,

ag snamh locha go léarghlaine,

go n-éadach sréil go n-éadach sroil,
go slabhra 6ir gach éinne.

Ambhais an ri amhais an ri,

go trilse folt cas chaomhsholais,

fir fhionna fhois fir thionna fhois,
tuilleadh ar bhos gach aon da n-ambhais.

B¢ Bho bhinn bhlaith Bé Bho bhinn bhlaith,
rion Iubhdain na tromthoile,

ni bionn an ghéag gheal ni bionn an ghéag
gheal,

gan tri chéad ban "na banchuire.

Bantracht Bhé Bho, bantracht Bhé Bho,
beag a luann (siad) d’olc n4 d’ardtholadh,
rogheala a geoirp rogheala a gcoirp,
sroicheann a bhfolt go ruitini.

Ollamh an ri ollamh an ri,

Eisirt mac Bhig meic Bhuaidhgheine,
rosc gubha gorm rosc gubha gorm,
14 n4 dorn an duanaire.

Bean an ¢éigis bean an ¢éigis,

ba mhaith gach ni a ndéanfadh si,

bean alainn iontach, bean alainn iontach,
im lamhainn chorr a gcodlodh si.
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Women are there,

that in pure pellucid loch disport themselves:
satin their raiment is,

and with each one of them a chain of gold.

As for the king’s men-at-arms, that

wear long tresses, hair ringletted and glossy:
men of the mould ordinary with the Luchra
can stand upon those soldiers’ palms.

Bebo — Iubhdan’s blooming queen
—an object of desire
— never is the white-skinned beauty

without three hundred women in her train.

Bebo’s women — ’tis little they chatter
of evil or of arrogance;

their bodies are pure white,

and their locks reach to their ankles.

The king’s chief poet,

Esirt son of Beg son of Buaidghen:

his eye is blue and gentle, and

less than a doubled fist that man of poems is.

The poet’s wife

— to all things good she was inclined;
a lovely woman and a wonderful:

she could sleep in my rounded glove.



Dailem in rig déilem in rig
maith in fer comtha cuirmthige;
inmain Feror inmain Feror

do bi i medon mo muinchille

Trénfer in rig trénfer in rig

Glémar mac Glais mic Glomruide;
in glonnmar garg in glonnmar garg
taeth fothannan ard d’aenbuille

Secht ngéise dég secht ngéise dég
im uchtsa do’n lucht cumtha sin;
cetrar im chrios cetrar im chrios

is fer gan fhios im ulchainse

Adeirdis rim adeirdis rim

6ig is anrada in tsiodasain;

guth na slog saer guth na slog saer
‘uch is mor Aedh a thiorathaig’

Si sin m’echtra si sin m’echtra
a meic Léide na moirfidbad;

a Fherguis fhéil a Fherguis fhéil
domtanic inné mairingnad”

Daileamh an ri daileamh an ri,
maith an fear cumtha coirmthi,
ionuin Fearor, iontin Fearor,
a bhi i mean mo mhuinchille.

Tréanthear an ri, tréanfhear an ri,

Gloémhar mac Glais mhic Glomhraidhe,
an glonnmhar garg an glonnmhar garg,
theascfadh feochadan ard d’aonbhuille.

Seacht ngéise déag seacht ngéise déag,
im uchtsa don lucht cumtha sin,
ceathrar im chrois, ceathrar im chrois,

is fear gan fhios im ulchasa.

Déarfaidis liom, déarfaidis liom,
6ig is anraidh an tsi sin,

guth na slua saor, guth na slua saor
‘uch is mor Aodh a fhiorathaigh.’

Si sin m’eachtra, si sin m’eachtra,

a mheic Léide na moirfheanna,

a Fhearghuis théil a Fhearghuis fhéil,
dom théinig inné moérionadh.”

Page 60 of 75

The king’s cupbearer

— in the banquet-hall a trusty man and true:
well I loved Feror

that could lie within my sleeve.

The king’s strong man

— Glomhar son of Glomradh’s son Glas,
stern doer of doughty deeds:

he could fell a thistle at a sweep.

Of those the king’s confidentials, seventeen
‘swans’ [i.e. pretty girls] lay in my bosom;
four men of them in my belt and, all
unknown

to me, among my beard would be another.

They (both fighting men

and erudites of that sidh) would say to me,
and the public acclamation ever was:
‘enormous Aedh, O very giant.’

Such, O Leide’s son of forests vast,
such is my adventure:

of a verity

there is a wondrous thing befallen me.”



Section 28

Is ann sin rug Fergus roga na sét sin Tubddin

ocus is i roga rug sé .i. broga Tubdain.

is do chéilebair sé¢ d’ Fergus ocus do maithib
Ulad uile iarsin

ocus ro fthag s¢ bennacht aca ocus rug
bennacht uatha

ocus fa cumach Ulltaig ina diaid.

ni hair aithrister in sgél festa.

Is ansin rug Fearghus rogha na séad sin
Tubhdain

agus is i rogha rug sé: broga lubhdain.

Is cheilitiir s¢ d’Fhearghus agus do mhaithe
Uladh uile iar sin.

D’thag sé beannacht acu agus rug beannacht
uathu,

agus ba chumhach Ultaigh ina dhiaidh.

N1 hair aithrisitear an scéal feasta.
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Of those matters then — of all Iubhdan’s
treasures — Fergus made choice,

and his choice was Iubhdan’s shoes.

This latter therefore, leaving them his blessing
and taking theirs,

bade Fergus and the nobles of Ulster farewell

(Ulster grieving for his departure)

and with him the story henceforth has no more
to do.



Section 29
Dala Fergusa imorro
is uime rug sé na bréga do rogain

14 da rala sé ocus 6glach d&4 muir ag siubal
laim re loch Rudraige

ocus do chuatar isin loch da fothrugud

ocus mothaigis in péist ro bui isin loch iad .i.
in tsinech locha Rudraige

ocus croithis 1

gur ba hanfad agarb anbdil in loch uile
ocus €éirgis suas ina stuaig shesmaig
shirgranda

gur ba commor 1 ocus sduag nime i naer .

dochoncatarsan chucu i ocus snamaid in loch
cum tire

Dala Fhearghusa, *iomorra,*
is uime rug s¢ na broga a roghnu:

14 da raibh sé agus o6glach d4 mhuintir ag sial
laimh le Loch Rudhraighe,

chuadar sa loch da bhfothragadh

agus mhothaigh an phéist a bhi sa loch iad .i.

an tsineach Locha Rudhraighe,

agus chrith si i féin,

gur ba anfa adhgharbh anbhail an loch uile.

Agus d’¢éirigh (si) suas ina stua seasmhach
siorghranna,

gur ba chomh-mhor 1 agus stua neimhe in aer.

Chonacadarsan chucu i agus sndmbh siad an
loch chun tire.
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As regards Fergus however,
this is why he picked out Iubhdan’s shoes:

he with a young man of his people walking of
a day hard by Lochrury,

they entered into the loch to bathe;

and the monster that dwelt in the loch — the
sinech of Lochrury — was aware of them.

Then she shaking herself

till the whole loch was in great and
tempestuous commotion

reared herself on high as it had been a solid
arc hideous to behold,

so that in extent she equalled the rainbow of
the air.

They both marking her towards them swam
for the shore,



ocus snamaid sisi ina ndiaid go trén
tinnesnach

gur ba chosmail re buinne mborbruad ndilenn
in d4 buinne batar ima taebaib.

1¢igis Fergus a 6glaech roime chum tire
gur ben andl na péiste re Fergus
co nderna cam siabartha saebsuilech de

gur chamastar 6na bél co clais a chuil é .

ocus ni raibe a thios aige féin a beith amlaid
sin.

ocus nir 1am nech a fhiarfaigid de
cad dorigne sin ris

ocus nir lamad scathdn do thabairt i ndintig
ris.

Agus snamhann sise ina ndiaidh go tréan
tinneasnach,

gur ba chosuil le buinne borbrua dile an da
bhuinne a bhi ina taobhanna.

Lig Fearghus a 6glach roimhe chun tire,

gur bhain andil na péiste le Fearghus

go ndearna cam siabhartha saobhshuileach de,

gur camadh 6na bhéal go clais a chuil é.

Agus ni raibh a thios aige féin a bheith
amhlaidh sin,

agus nior lamh neach a fhiarfai de

cad a rinne sin leis,

agus nior lamhadh scathan a thabhairt sa teach
céanna leis.
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she in pursuit with mighty strokes
that in bursting deluge sent the water spouting
from her sides.

Fergus suffered his attendant to gain the land
before himself,

whereby the monster’s breath impinging on
the king

turned him into a crooked and distorted
squint-eyed being,

with his mouth twisted round to his very poll.

But he knew not that he was so;

neither dared any enquire of him

what it might be that had wrought this
[change] in him,

nor venture to leave a mirror in the one house
with him.



Section 30

Cid tra acht innisis in toglaech d4 mnai féin
sin

ocus innisis in ben do’n rigain do mnai
Fergusa ¢

go tarla itir in rig ocus in rigain

tré imremim fothraicthe

go tuc in ri dorn di gur bris fiacail ina ciunn.

gabais ferg in rigain ocus adubairt:

“do bud choéra duit” ar si
“a digailt ar in sinig locha Rudraige

do cham do bél go clais do chuil

I gceann trath, amh, d’inis an t-6glach da
bhean féin sin,

agus d’inis an bhean don rion — do bhean
Fhearghusa — ¢,

go dtarla idir an ri agus an rion

tri imrim fothragtha,

go dtug an ri dorn di, gur bhris fiacail ina
ceann.

Ghabh fearg an rion agus duirt:

“Ba choir duit,” ar si,
“a dhioghail ar an sineach Locha Rudhraighe

a cham do bhéal go clais do chuil
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The young man however told all the matter to
his wife

and the woman showed it to Fergus’s wife, to
the queen.

When therefore anent precedence in use of the
bath-stone

there was a falling-out between the king and
queen,

the king giving her the fist broke a tooth in her
head;

whereupon anger seized the queen, and she
said:

“to avenge thyself on the sinech of Lochrury
that dragged thy mouth round to thy poll

would become thee better



in4 bainghnima ban do dhénum.”

tucad scathan d’innsaigid Fergusa iarum ocus
do féch ¢ féin ocus adubairt:

“is fior don mnai a ndubairt si” ar sé

“ocus is 1 in péist tuc in diol so orumsa”

conad uime sin rug Fergus na broga do rogain
tar shédaib Tubdain uile.

Section 31

Ro tindlad

cticed Ulad uile le Fergus iarsin

cona longaib ocus allaeidengaib

co loch Rudraige

na bainghniomha ban a dhéanamh.”

Tugadh scathan d’ionsai Fhearghusa iaramh,
agud d’théach (s¢€) ¢ féin, agus duirt:

“Is fior don bhean a nduirt si,” ar sé,

“agus is 1 an phéist thug an diol so ormsa,”

gonadh uime sin rug Fearghus na broga a
roghnaigh (s¢) thar shéada Iubhdain uile.

Tionoladh

ctige Uladh uile le Fearghus iar sin,

gona longa agus alladhlonga,

go Loch Rudhraighe,
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than to win bloodless victories of women.”

Then to Fergus she brought a mirror, and he
looking upon his image said:

“the woman’s words are true for her,

and to this complexion it is indeed the sinech
of Lochrury that hath brought me.”

And hence it was that before all lubhdan’s

other precious wares Fergus had taken his
shoes.

In their ships and in their galleys

the whole province of Ulster,
accompanying Fergus, now

gathered together

to Lochrury.



ocus ro chuirset a longa ar in loch

ocus mar rangatar amach ar lar medoin in
locha

ro éirig in phéist ocus ro chroith i co hagarb
ainiarmartach

co nderna brioscbruar do na huile longaib

cor ba chommin ocus barrgar crann gerion 6
chosaib echraide gach long diob

gur baithed uile iad sul rangatar tir

ocus adubairt Fergus re hUlIItaib:
“anaid ann so” ar sé “ocus suidid uile

go faicti ¢4 réim dogénsa ocus in péist ar a
chéle.”

agus chuir siad a longa ar an loch.

Agus mar rainiodar amach ar lar mhedin an
locha

d’¢éirigh an phéist agus chrith (si) 1 féin
go hadhgharbh ainiarmhartach,

go ndearna brioscbhruar de na huile longa,

gur ba chuma agus barrail chrann gcrion
faoi chosa eachra gach long diobh,

gur badh uile iad sula rdiniodar tir,

agus duirt Fearghus le hUItaigh:
“Fanaigi anseo,” ar sé, “agus suigi uile

go bhfeice (sibh) cén réim a dhéanann (mise)
agus an phéist ar a chéile.”
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They entering the loch

gained its centre;

the monster rose and shook herself in such
fashion

that of all the vessels she made little bits

and, as are the withered twigs beneath horses’
feet, so were they severally comminuted

and, or ever they could reach the strand, all
swamped.

Fergus said to Ulster:
“bide ye here and sit you all down,

that ye may witness how I and the monster
shall deal together.”



Section 32

Is ann sin ro gab Fergus broga Tubdain uime
ocus lingis isin loch

ina stuaig niamda neimmertnaig cum na
péiste.

Otchuala in péist fothrom in rigmiled

ro nocht a fiacla amail coin re luirg

ocus do lonnraig a stile mar da richoinnill ar
lasad

ocus ro garbglés go grod a géiringne

ocus ro stuag go stuagamail a stuagmuinél
ocus ro nasc go laemda a lipada

ocus ro mael co mimaisech a motharchluasa

ocus ro ¢irig gruaim grainemail glémer uirre.

ro ba mairg duine ar doman

Is ansin a ghabh Fearghus broga Iubhdéin
uime agus 1éim (sé) sa loch

ina stua niamhrach neamh-mheirtneach chun
na péiste.

O chuala an phéist fothram an rimhile

nocht (si) a fiacla amhail cu (i mbaol) le lorga,

agus lonraigh a stiile mar dha richoinneal ar
lasadh.

Gharbhghléas (si) go grod a géiringne,

agus stua (si) go stua-amhail a stuamhuineal,
agus nasc (si) go laomtha a lapai.

Mhaol (si) go mimhaiseach a motharchluasa,
agus d’¢éirigh gruaim ghrainnitil ghlé-mhear
uirthi.

Ba mhairg duine ar domhan
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Then he being shod with Tubhdan’s shoes
leaped into the loch,

erect and brilliant and brave, making for the
monster.

At sound of the hero’s approach

she bared her teeth as does a wolf-dog
threatened with a club;

her eyes blazed like two great torches
kindled,

suddenly she put forth her sharp claw’s jagged

array,
bowed her neck with the curve of an arch
and clenched her glittering tusks,

effacing [i.e. throwing back] her ears
hideously,

till her whole semblance was one of gloomy
cruel fury.

Alas for any in this world



da raibe i ndan beith 1 noirchill chomraic na
péiste sin

ar ba harracht cennmor clairthiaclach i.

1s amlaid ro bui in torathar trén tailc
tinnesnach sin

ocus i ciorach cennmor clairfhiaclach
mongach granda gairbthinnfadach

goiblethan garb glennshuilech

ocus tri caeca cos cruaid coimlethan as gach
toeb di

ocus tri caeca ionga frithbacanach ar gach
nénchois

ocus corp cosnamach coimremar aici

motharchluasa mora mimaisecha 1¢é ocus fiacla
anarrachta aithe aici.

fa duibe in4 gual n6 druimne daeil a gluine

tri chaeca traig a héirde in uair do shined i.

da raibh 1 ndan bheith in oirchill comhraic na
péiste sin,

oir ba harracht ceannmhor clairfthiachlach 1.

Is amhlaidh a bhi an torathar tréan tailc
tinneasnach sin,

agus is i ciorach ceannmhor clairthiachlach
mongach granna, garbhthionnfadach

goibleathan garbh gleannshuileach.

Agus tri chaoga cos crua coimleathan as gach
taobh di,

tri chaoga ionga frithbhacénach ar gach n-
aonchos,

corp cosantach coimrambhar aici,

motharchluasa mora mimhaiseacha 1¢i, agus
fiacla an-arrachta aithe aici.

Ba dhuibhe né ghual, n6 droim daoil, a gluine.

Tri chaoga troigh a hairde an uair a shin si.

Page 68 of 75

that should be fated to do battle with that
monster:

huge-headed long-fanged portent that she was.

The fearsome and colossal creature’s form
was this:

a crest and mane she had of coarse hair,

a mouth that yawned, deep-sunken eyes;

on either side thrice fifty flippers,

each armed with as many claws recurved;

a body impregnable;

*large hideous ears and sharp monstrous teeth.
Blacker than coal, or a beetle’s back, were her
knees.*

Thrice fifty feet her extended altitude;



fa chruinne in4a aball in vair do chrapad

ocus ba chommor ré cnoc airdsléibe airegda
aitenngairbe (sic)

ocus doconnairc in ri in péist ocus ro innsaig i
go urlam obann

ocus dorigne in rosgad ann:—

“Fi domtanic célmaine
coiged Ulad ollbladhach
sinech sharmor shogherrtha
loch Rugraide rithestar
ochna ré creich ngnathferge.
comlann catha commaeides
asa ana ordaide

eirred echraide égcomlainn
treise triath tuinithe

barca tarbith braidestair
echna re sluag sirthégad
beit gan rig re rochathaib
asa [ubdain ailimse.

ag airlech in arrachta
coimsig cruth a coimferge
dotaeth in mbéist mbithadbail
dom ¢id is dom morbuillib
cian émtanic fi”

Ba chruinne né 0ll an uair a chrap si,

agus ba chomh-mhor le cnoc airdsléibhe
aireaghdha aiteanngairbhe.

Nuair a chonaic an ri an phéist, d’ionsaigh (s¢)
i go hullamh tobann,

agus rinne s¢ an roscadh so:—

“Olc dom thainig céalmhaine

go cuige Uladh ollbhladhach:

sineach sharmhor shoghearrtha,

Loch Rudhraighe rite,

ochan roimh chreach ghnaththeirge
comhlann catha comh-mhaidhmeadas,
asa ana Oraithe,

earra eachrai éagomhlainn

(nios) treise (nd) triath tuini,

barca ar bith a bhristear,

eagna le slua (ag) sior-théachaint,
beith gan ri le rochatha,

asa [ubhdain ailimse

ag eirleach an arrachta,

cuimsigh cruth a coimfeirge,

thainig an phéist bhith-aibhéil,

dom (chur in) éad is dom mhorbhuillibh,
cian 6m thdinig faoi.”

Page 69 of 75

round as an apple she was in contraction,

but in bulk equalled some notable hill in its
rough garb of furze.

When the king sighted her he charged, instant,
impetuous,

and as he went he made this rosg or
‘thapsody’:—

“The evil is upon me that was presaged . . .”



Section 33

larsin ro éirigset ar lar in locha ocus ro Iar sin d’¢irigh siad ar lar an locha, Then both of them, seeking the loch’s
chrithnaigset in loch agus chrith siad an loch, middle part, so flogged it

go rabatar na héicneda eochargorma ag go raibh na héigne eochairghorma ag that the salmon of varied hue leaped
bidgléimnech biogléimneach

tar bruachaib in locha thar bhruacha an locha, and flung themselves out upon the shore
doéig ni fuaratar inad comnaide sin loch doigh ni fuaradar ionad conaithe sa loch, because that in the water they found no

resting-place,

uair do bi gainem fionntrachta in lochaara  6ir bhi gaineamh fionntrachta an locha [.i. for the white bottom-sand was churned up to
uachtar. gaineamh On ngrinneall] ar a uachtar. the surface.

in dara ham ba gilither ina lemnacht in loch ~ An dara ham ba ghile nd leamhnacht an loch. Now was the loch whiter than new milk,

in tres am ba chubar forderg fola in loch An treas am ba chtr fordearg fola an loch anon all turned to crimson froth of blood.
uile. uile.

is ann sin ro éirig in péist Os cionn in locha  Is ansin d’éirigh an phéist os cionn an locha At last the beast, in figure like some vast

indirde amail rigdair romoir in airde, amhail ridhair romhor, royal oak, rose on the loch
ar teichem roim Fergus ar teitheadh roimh Fhearghus. and before Fergus fled.
ocus gabuis in rigmilid comnert comtrén Agus ghabh an rimhile comhneart The hero-king pressing her
comchruaid uirri comhthréan comhchrua uirthi
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do brathbuillib mera moéraibsecha co torchair
leis

co nderna 6irdne coimgherra di

leisin claidem do bi ina l4im .i. in caladcholg

in claidem as ferr do bi in Erinn in vair sin

ocus tuc craide na péiste lais go port in locha

mar a rabatar Ulltaig.

ocus gid eisium dono nirsat luga a chréchta

ar nir ba tuille criathar in4 a chnes.

ocus tuc in péist fiacail do

go tuc dubfhuil a chraide amach

ocus 1s suaill ma do fthéd labairt ocus tuc a
osnad as.

le brathbhuilli meara morthaibhseacha go
dtorchair leis,

go ndearna piosai coimghearra di

leis an gclaiomh a bhi ina lamh .i. an
caladhcholg,

an claiomh is fearr a bhi in Eirinn an uair
sin.

Agus thug (sé) croi na péiste leis go port an
locha mar a raibh Ultaigh.

Agus gidh gur ghni eisean sin, nior ba
It a chréachta,

oir nior ba thollta criathar né a chneas.
Thug an phéist fiacail do,
go dtug (sé¢) dubhfhuil a chroi amach,

agus is suaill ma d’théad (sé) labhairt, agus
thug (s€) a osna as.
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plied her with blows so stalwart and so
deadly that she died;

and with the sword that was in his hand,
with the caladcholg,

best blade that was then in Ireland,

he hewed her all in pieces.

To the loch’s port where Ulster sat he
brought her heart;

but if he did, his own wounds were as many
[as hers]

and than his skin no sieve could be more full
of holes.

To such pitch truly the beast had given him
the tooth,

that he brought up his very heart’s red blood

and hardly might make utterance, but
groaned aloud.



ocus gér b’iad Ulaid dono nir ba sam doéib ag  Agus cér b’iad Ulaidh, nior ba shamh déibh

féchain in chomlainn sin

ocus issed adeirdis ddmad ar tir do
choimreogdais .i. ri Ulad ocus in péist

gomad maith do choiseonatdis ¢

conad ann sin dorigne Fergus in laid:—

“Uchbadach mo chraide inocht
is trén ro cirrbad mo chorp;

do luid co trén trém chraide
péist locha ruaid Rudraige

Asa lubddin tuc mé as

gan mo badad do’n gai glas;
do’n chaladcholg is dom g6
diob dorignes in cruaidgleo

Ro diglas ba moér in blad

ar in sinig mo shiabrad;

ferr lium bas dom breith a fhir
inas mo bheith {6 ainim

Aillin ingen Echach uill
domrad 1 nait nécomluinn;
in tecasc tuc damsa Iubdan
nocha liumsa nach uchbad”

ag féachaint an chomhlainn sin.

Agus is ¢ a duirt siad, da mba ar tir a
gcombhraicfidis .i. ri Uladh agus an phéist,

go mba maith a gcosndidis é.

Gonadh ansin a rinne Fearghus an laoidh:—

“Ochlanach mo chroi anocht,
is tréan a ciorraiodh mo chorp,
chuaigh go tréan trim chroi,
péist Locha rua Rudhraighe.

Asa Tubhdéin thug mé as,

gan mo bha sa gho,

don chaladhcholg is dom gha glas:
diobh a rinne mé an cruaghleo.

D’imir mé dioltas, ba mhor an bladh,
ar an sineach (as) mo shiabhradh,
fearr dom bas dom bhreith a fhir,

na mo bheith faoi ainimh.

Aillinn inion Eochadha iontach,
dom bheith in 4it éagomhlainn;
an teagasc thug domsa Iubhdan,
nach liomsa nach n-ochadh.”
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As for Ulster, they took no pleasure to view
the fight,

but said the while that were it upon land the
king and the beast had striven

they would have succoured him, and that
right valiantly.

Then Fergus made a lay:—

“My soul this night is full of sadness,
my body mangled cruelly;

red Lochrury’s beast

hath pushed sore through my heart.

Iubhdan’s shoes have brought me
through undrowned;

with sheeny spear and with the
caladcholg 1 have fought a hardy fight.

Upon the sinech I have avenged my
deformity — a signal victory this.

Man, I had rather death should snatch me
than to live on misshapen.

Great Eochaid’s daughter Ailinn it is that to
mortal combat’s lists compelled me; and ’tis
I assuredly that have good cause to sorrow
for the shape imposed on me by Iubhdan.”



Section 34

larsin atbert Fergus: “fuarassa bas a Ulta” ar
sé

“ocus taiscid in claidem so

nd go ti tigerna a dingbala féin do Ultaib im
degaidse

ocus bud Fergus a ainm .i. Fergus mac Rosa
ruaid.”

ro batar tra Ultaig go huchbadach égcéintech
6s cionn Fergusa.

ocus tanic Aedh éiges .i. fili in rig
6s a chionn ocus do bi agé égcédined

ocus dorigne in rann ocus do threcair Fergus
é—

“Claidter lib fert Fergusa

in dirdrig moir meic Leite;
mor in béd a marbadsan

tré briathraib baethmna beice”

Iar sin duirt Fearghus: “Fuair mise bas, a
Ultaigh,” ar sé,

“agus taiscigi an claiomh so,

nod go dti tiarna a dhiongbhala féin do
Ultaigh im dhiaidhse,

agus ba Fearghus a ainm — Fearghus mac
Rosa rua.”

Bhi trath Ultaigh go hochlanach
¢agaointeach os cionn Fhearghusa,

agus thainig Aodh éigeas .i. file an 1i,
os a chionn, agus bhi (sé) & éagaoineadh.

Agus rinne (s¢) an rann, agus d’threagair
Fearghus é:—

“Claidhtear libh feart Fearghusa
an airdri moér mic Léide;

mor an béad a mharu-san

tré bhriathra baothmhna bige.”
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He went on: “Ulster, I have gotten my death;

but lay ye by and preserve this sword,

until of Ulidia there come after me one that
shall be a fitting lord for him;

whose name also shall be Fergus: Ros Rua’s
son Fergus.”

Then lamentably and in tears Ulster stood
over Fergus;

poet Aedh too, the king’s bard, came

and standing over him mourned for Fergus
with this quatrain:—

“By you now be dug Fergus’s grave,

the great monarch’s, grave of Leide’s son;

calamity most dire it is that by a foolish
petty woman’s words he is done to death.”



“Taiscter lib in cloidem so
arm da ndingantar ernmas;
ticfaid sunn im degaidse
fer damad comainm Fergas
Coimédaidh in cloidemsa
nach ruga uaib nech eile;

go brath bud ¢ mo diol de
techt tar sgél in chloideimse”

Section 35

Ro sgar a anam ré chorp d’Fergus iar sin
is do claided a fert

ocus do scribad a ainm ogaim

ocus dorigned a chluiche céintech.

ocus 6 na hulltaib cloch dorénsat Ulaid aga
chained

gairter Ulltaig diob.

“Taisctear libh an claiomhsa,
arm da ndéantar iarainnbhas,
tiocfaidh san im dhiaidhse

fear d4 mba comhainm Fearghus.
Coimeadaigi an claiomhsa,

nach ruga uaibh do neach eile,

go brath ba ¢ mo dhiol de,
teacht tar scéal an chlaimhse.”

Scar a anam le corp d’Fhearghus iar sin,
is claiodh a fheart

agus scriobhadh a ainm in ogham.

Agus rinneadh a chluiche caointeach,

agus is 0 na hulltaigh cloch a rinne Ulaidh, &
chaoineadh,

gairtear Ultaigh diobh.
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Answering whom Fergus said:—

“By you be laid up this sword

wherewith ‘the iron-death’ is wrought;
here after me shall arise

one with the name of Fergus.

By you be this sword treasured,

that none other take it from you; my share

of the matter for all time shall be this: that
men shall rehearse the story of the sword.”

So Fergus’s soul parted from his body:
his grave was dug,

his name written in the Ogham,

his lamentation-ceremony all performed;

and from the monumental stones [uladh] piled
by Ulster

this name of Uladh [Ulster] had its origin.



Section 36

Conid iad imtechta tuaithe luchra ocus aided Gonadh iad imeachta tuaithe Luchra Thus far the Death of Fergus and the Luchra-
Fergus conuige sin. agus oidhe Fearghusa go nuige sin. people’s doings.
Finit. Finit Finis.
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