Mesca Ulad

The Intoxication of the Ultonians

Section 1

O do-riachtatar Meic Miled Espaine Hérind
tanic a ngaes timchell Tuathi Dé Danann.
Cu ru léiced Hériu ar raind Amairgin

Glunmair meic Miled.

Uair is samlaid ro bai side rigfili ocus
rigbrithem.

Cu ru raind Hérinn dar do

ocus co tuc in leth ro boi sis d’Hérind do
Thuaith Dé Danann

et in leth aile do Maccaib Miled Espdine da
chorpfhini fadéin.

Nuair a shroich Mic Mhile Easpaine Eire,
fuair siad an ceann is fearr ar Thuatha D¢
Danann le teann gaoise.

Féagadh faoi Aimhirghin Glunmhor mac Mile
an tir a roinnt.

Is amhlaidh a bhi seisean ina rithile agus ina
ribhreitheamh.

Roinn sé Eire ina dha chuid

agus thug an leath a bhi faoi thalamh do
Thuatha D¢ Danann

agus an leath eile do Mhic Mhile, a threabh
féin.
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When the sons of Miled of Spain reached
Eriu,

their sagacity circumvented the Tuatha De
Danaan,

so that Eriu was left to the partition of
Amargin Glunmar, son of Miled;

for he was a king-poet, and a king-judge.

And he divided Eriu in two parts,

and gave the part of Eriu that was under
ground to the Tuatha De Danaan,

and the other part to the sons of Miled, his
own corporeal sept.



Section 2

Do-chuatar Tath Dé Danann i cnoccaib ocus
sidbrugib

cu ra accallset sida fo thalmain do6ib.
Bar-fthacsat cuicthiur dib ar comair cacha
coicid 1 nHérinn

ic morad chath ocus chongal ocus 4ig ocus
urgaile etir Maccu Miled.

Bar-acsat cuiciur dib ar chomair cticid Ulad
int shainruth.

Anmand in chuicfir sin,
Brea mac Belgain a Drommannaib Breg,
Redg Rotbél a Shlemnaib Maige {tha,

Tinnell mac Boclachtnai a SIéib Edlicon,

Grici a Cruachan Aigli,

Gulban Glass mac Graci a Beind Gulbain
Guirt meic Ungairb.

Chuaigh Tuatha D¢ Danann isteach i gcnoic
agus i sibhrunna

agus fuair siad ceannas ar na sithe faoi
thalamh.

Cheap siad cuigear da muintir féin i gcés gach

ctige in Eirinn

chun cath agus cogadh, aighneas agus imreas a

chothu idir Mic Mhile.

Cheap siad cuigear airithe i gcas Chuige
Uladh.

B’iad seo a leanas ainmneacha an chuigir sin:

Brea mac Bealghain 6 Dhromanna Bred,

Readhg Rodbhéal 6 Shleamhna Mhaigh fotha,

Tinneall mac Boclachtna 6 Shliabh
Eidhleacon,

Grice 6 Chruachan Aighle

agus Gulban Glas mac Graige 6 Bheann
Gulban Ghoirt mhic Unghairbh.

Page 2 of 104

The Tuatha De Danaan went into hills and
fairy places,

so that they spoke with sidhe under ground.
They left five of their number before the five
provinces of Eriu,

to excite war, and conflict, and valour, and
strife, between the sons of Miled.

They left five of them before the province of
Ulad in particular.

The names of these five were:
Brea, son of Belgan, in Dromana-Bregh;
Redg Rotbel in the slopes of Magh-Itha;

Tinnel, son of Boclachtna, in Sliabh-Edlicon;

Grici in Cruachan-Aigle;

Gulban the Grey, son of Grac, in the Ben of
Gulban Gort, son of Ungarbh.



Section 3

Bar-immartatar sin inlach etir chuiced Ulad

imma raind i tri in tan is ferr ro bui in cticed

.1. ra lind Conchobair meic Fachtna Fathaig.

Is iat ra roind in coiced ra Conchobar

a dalta fadessin .i. Cu Chulainn mac Sualtaim

ocus Fintan mac N¢ill Niamglonnaig a Dun

Da Bend.

Section 4

Is ¢é raind tucad ar in cuiced:

a Cnucc Uachtair Fhorcha risa rater Uisnech
Mide

cu tailmedon Traga Baile cuit Con Culainn din

chuiciud.

Chothaigh siadsan aighneas i gCuige Uladh

faoi roinnt an chuige i dtri chuid an uair ab
fhearr a bhi sé,

1s € sin in aimsir Chonchubhair mhic Fhachtna

Fhathaigh.

Is iad na daoine a roinn an cuige le
Conchubhar na

a dhalta féin, Ci Chulainn mac Sualdaim,

agus Fionntan mac Néill Niamhghlonnaigh 6
Dhun Da Bheann.

Mar seo a roinneadh an cuige:

6 Chnoc Uachtair Fhorcha ar a dtugtar

Uisneach Mhi

go dti ceartlar Thra Bhaile cuid Cha Chulainn
den chuige;
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They excited a quarrel amongst the province
of Uladh,

regarding its division into three parts, when
the province was at its best,

to wit, during the time of Conor, son of
Fachtna Fathach.

They who shared the province with Conor
were,

his own dalta, Cuchulaind, son of Sualtam,

and Fintan son of Niall Niamglonnach, from
Dun-da-bend.

The partition that was made of the province
was this:

from the hill of Uachtar-forcha, which is
called Uisnech of Meath,

to the middle of Traigh-bhaile, was
Cuchulaind’s portion of the province.



Trian Conchobair immorro & Thraig Bali co
Traig Tola i nUltaib.

Trian Fintain 6 Traig Tola cu Rind Semni ocus
Latharnai.
Section 5

Bliadain don chticiud amlaid sin ina tri
rannaib

co ndernad feiss na Samna la Conchobar 1
nEmain Macha.

Ba sed mét na fledi cét ndabach do cach lind.

At-bertatar des grada Conchobair

nar furail mathi Ulad uile ic tomailt na fledi
sin ara febas.

trian Chonchubhair 6 Thra Bhaile go dti Tra
Thola in Ulaidh

agus trian Fhionntain 6 Thré Thola go dti Rinn
Sheimhne agus Latharna.

Bhi an cuige mar sin ina thri chuid ar feadh
bliana

go dti gur eagraigh Conchubhar feis na
Samhna in Eamhain Mhacha.

Céad dabhach de gach saghas leanna a
cuireadh ar fail don fthlea.

Duirt lucht comhairle Chonchubhair
go raibh an solathar don fhle4d chombh flaithiuil
sin go mbeadh nios moé né a ndothain ag

maithe uilig Uladh da dtiocfaidis chun i a
chaitheambh.
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Conor’s third, moreover, was from Traigh-
bhaile to Traigh-Thola, in Ulster.

Fintan’s third was from Traigh-Thola to Rinn-
Seimhne and Latharna.

A year was the province thus, in three
divisions,

until the feast of Samhain was made by Conor
in Emain-Macha.

The extent of the banquet was, a hundred vats
of every kind of ale.

Conor’s officers said
that all the nobles of Ulad would not be too

many to partake of that banquet, because of its
excellence.



Section 6
Is 1 comairli do-ringned la Conchobar

Lebarcham do thaidiud ar cend Con Culainn
co Dtn nDelga

et Findchad Fer Bend Uma mac Fraeglethain
d’thaidiud ar cend Fintain meic N¢ill
Niamglonnaig co Dun Da Bend.

Section 7

Ro-siacht Leborcham co Din Delga,

ocus at-bert ra Coin Culainn tuidecht
d’acallaim a chdemaite cu hEmain Macha.

Is amlaid bui C Chulainn ocus comfhled mor
ace do lucht a chrichi fadessin i nDun Delga,
et at-bert na ragad,

acht bith oc frithalim lochta a chrichi fodesin.

Bheartaigh Conchubhar

go gcuirfeadh sé Leabharcham go dti Din
Dealgan ag triall ar Chu Chulainn

agus go gecuirfeadh sé Fionnchadh Fear Beann
Umbha mac Fraoghleathain

go Dun D4 Bheann ag triall ar Fhionntan mac
N¢éill Niamhghlonnaigh.

Bhain Leabharcham Dtn Dealgan amach

agus duirt le C Chulainn teacht chun cainte
lena dhea-athair altrama in Eamhain Mhacha.

Is amhlaidh a bhi fled mhor 4 tabhairt mar an
gcéanna ag Cl Chulainn do mhuintir a chriche
féin 1 nDun Dealgan,

agus duirt nach rachadh go hEamhain Mhacha

ach go bhfanfadh sé ag freastal ar mhuintir a
chriche féin.
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The resolution formed by Conor was,

to send Lebarcham for Cuchulaind to Dun-
Delga,

and Findchad Fer-benduma, son of Fraglethan,

for Fintan, son of Niall Niamglonnach, to
Dun-da-bend.

Lebarcham reached to Dun-Delga,

and told Cuchulaind to go and speak with his
fair guardian, to Emain-Macha.

Cuchulaind had then a great banquet for the
people of his own territory in Dun-Delga;
and he said that he would not go,

but that he would attend the people of his own
country.



At-rubairt Emer Foltchain ingen Forgaill
Manach,

int sessed ben is ferr tarraill Hérinn,

na dingned,

acht dul d’acallaim a aite Conchobair.

At-bert Cu Chulainn a eich do gabail d6

ocus a charpat do indell.

Section 8

“Is gabtha na eich ocus iss innilti in carpat,” ar

Laeg;

“nit infhuirig cusin anuair, nadat-torbad dit
gaisciud.

Cing and ind tair bas il duit.”

Gebid Cu Chulainn a threlam gaiscid immi

Labhair Eimhear Fholtchaoin, inion Fhorgaill
Mhonaigh

— duine den seisear ban ab thearr a bhi in
Eirinn —

agus duirt leis gan € sin a dhéanamh

ach dul chun cainte lena athair altrama,
Conchubhar.

D’ordaigh Ct Chulainn go ndéanfai a chapaill
a ghabhail

agus a charbad a ghléasadh.

“Té na capaill gafa agus an carbad gléasta,”
arsa Laogh,

“nd biodh ort moill d’aimhleasa agus na
coinnitear tu 6 do ghaisce a dhéanambh.

Preab anios ann anois nuair is ail leat é.”

Chuir Ca Chulainn a threalamh gaisce uime

Page 6 of 104

The fair-haired Emer, daughter of Forgall
Manach,

the sixth best woman that Eriu contained,

said that he would not,

but should go and speak with his guardian,
Conor.

Cuchulaind commanded his horses to be
harnessed for him,

and his chariot to be yoked.

“Harnessed are the horses, and yoked is the
chariot,” said Loeg;

“wait not for the evil hour, that thou mayest
not be hindered of thy valour.

Jump into it when thou likest.”

Cuchulaind took his warlike apparel about
him;



et fa-leblaing ina charpat.
Im-rulaid remi Ct Chulainn i tremdirgi na
sliged, i n-athgardi na conar, cu hEmain

Macha,

et tanic Sencha mac Ailella d’therthain fhailti
ra Coin Culainn ar faithchi na hEmna.

Section 9
Is i seo falti ferastar fris:

“Mo-chen bithchen do thichtu, a chend sochair
sltaig Ulad,

a eo gaile ocus gaiscid Gaedel,

a meic dil drongaich dornchorcra Dechtini.”

“Falti fir connaig ascid sin,” bar Ci Chulainn.

“Is sed écin,” bar Sencha mac Ailella.

agus chuaigh de 1¢im ina charbad.
D’imigh Ct Chulainn caol direach roimhe
agus ghabh gach aicearra agus congar n6 gur

shroich Eamhain Mhacha

agus thainig Seancha mac Oilealla amach ar
thaiche na hEamhna ag f4iltiti roimhe.

Mar seo a chuir sé failte roimhe:

“Mile failte romhat a sharthir a thug sochar ar
shlua Uladh,

a eo gaile agus gaisce Gael,

a dhea-mhic dhil cheannasaigh ghlacuasail
Dheichtine.”

“Sin failte duine a bhfuil achaini 4 hiarraidh
aige,” arsa Ct Chulainn.

“Is ea go deimhin,” arsa Seancha mac
9
Oilealla.
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and he leaped into his chariot,
and proceeded on by the most direct road, and

shortest way, to Emain-Macha.

And Sencha, son of Ailill, came to bid
welcome to Cuchulaind on the green of
Emain.

This is the welcome he offered to him:

“Welcome, ever welcome thy coming, thou
glorious head of the host of Ulad;

thou gem of valour and bravery of the Gaidel,

thou dear, subduing, purple-fisted son of
Dechtire.”

“That is the welcome of a gift-asking man,”
said Cuchulaind.

“It 1s, indeed,” said Sencha, son of Ailill.



“Apair ca hascid connaigi,” ar Ca Chulainn.
“At-bér acht co rabat glinni mo dingbala ria.”
“Apair ciata glinni con-daigi dar cend

frithaisceda damsa.”

“Na da Chonall ocus Loegaire .i. Conall
Anglonnach mac Iriel Glunmair,

ocus Conall Cernach mac Amairgin,
ocus Loegaire Londbuadach.”

Ra fornaidmed for na coraib sin inn ascid
dar cend frithaisceda do Choin Chulainn.
“Cata cuir con-daigi-siu rit thrithaiscid?” bar
Sencha.

“Na tri gillai 6ca ana airegda,

Cormac Cond Longas mac Conchobair,

Mes Dead mac Amairgin,

“Abair cén achaini atd 4 hiarraidh agat,” arsa
Cu Chulainn.

“Déarfaidh mé ach rathoéiri oiritinacha a bheith
ceaptha.”

“Abair cé hiad na rathoiri a theastaionn uait
ach caithfidh mise achaini a thail ar ais.”

“An da Chonall agus Laoghaire, is € sin le ra
Conall Anghlonnach mac Iriail Ghlunmhoir

agus Conall Cearnach mac Aimhirghin
agus Laoghaire Lonnbhuach.”

Tugadh gealluint sholltinta maidir leis an
achaini sin

ar choinnioll go bhfaigheadh Ct Chulainn
achaini ar ais.

“Cé hiad na rathoiri a theastaionn uait maidir
le d’achaini ar ais?” arsa Seancha.

“An triur giolla 6g vasal cailiuil sin,
Cormac Conn Loingeas mac Conchubhair,

Meas Ded mac Aimhirghin
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“Name the gift thou requirest,” said
Cuchulaind.

“I will, provided that there be fit securities
regarding it.”

“Say what are the securities thou dost require,
in consideration of a counter-gift for me.”

“The two Conalls and Loegaire, viz. Conall
Anglonnach, son of Iriel Glunmar,

and Conall Cernach, son of Amargin,

and the furious Loegaire Buadach.”

The boon was secured upon those guarantees,
in consideration of a counter-gift for
Cuchulaind.

“What are the guarantees thou desirest
regarding the counter-gift?” asked Sencha.

“The three young, noble, distinguished gillies:
Cormac Connlongas, son of Conor,

Mesdead son of Amargin,



Eochu Cendgarb mac Celtchair.”
“Is sed connaigim-se,” ar Sencha mac Ailella,

“in trian fil it laim do Ultaib do 1écud 0ait ra
bliadain do Chonchobar.”

“Diambad fherddi in cticed a bith aci ra
bliadain ni hindsa,

uair is € in tipra 'na telluch thechtaide ¢

na fétaither d’athgid né d’¢éligud,
ua rig Hérenn is Alban.

Sech dambad therddi in coiced a bith ace ra
bliadain

ni hindsa a bith ace,
ocus mani ferddi

scolfa minmac lind a chor for a trian féin i
cind bliadna.”

agus Eochaidh Ceanngharbh mac Cealtchair.”
“Is é a iarraimse,” arsa Seancha mac Oilealla,

“an trian d’Ulaidh ata agat a thabhairt ar feadh
bliana do Chonchubhar.”

“Maés fearrde an cuige ¢ a bheith aige ar feadh
bliana, nil deacracht leis sin,

mar is eisean foinse na firinne agus an ri ceart
1 seilbh dhleathach na tire,

fear nach féidir a lochtu né a bhréagnu.
O rithe Eireann agus Alban a siolraiodh é.

Ina theannta sin, mas fearrde an ctige ¢ a
bheith aige ar feadh bliana,

nil fadhb leis sin,
agus mura fearrde,

beidh sé furasta dainn € a chur ar ais ina thrian
féin 1 gceann bliana.”
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and Eocha rough-head, son of Celtchar.”
“What I ask,” said Sencha, son of Ailill,

“is that thou wouldst cede to Conor, for a year,
the third of Ulad which is in thy hand.”

“If the province were the better of his having
it for a year, it is not hard;

for he is the fountain in its proper site

that cannot be stained or defiled,
the descendant of the Kings of Eriu and Alba.

Therefore, if the province were the better of its
being in his possession for a year,

’tis not hard that he should have it;
but if it is not the better,

we will insist (?) that he must be placed upon
his own third at the end of a year.”



Section 10

Do-riacht Fintan mac N¢ill Niamglonnaig.

Airichlis Cathbath drui degamra. Ra fhirastar
failti fris:

“Mo-chen do thichtu, a 6claig alaind amra,

a phrimgascedaig ollchtiicid Ulad,

risna gabat dibergaig na hanmargaig na
hallmaraig,

a thir ocharimmil chuicid Ulad.”

“Failte fir connaig ascid sin,” ar Fintan.

“Is ed écin,” ar Cathbath.

“Apair conat-raib,” ar Fintan.

“At-bér acht conam-rabat glinni mo dingbala
ria.”

Thainig Fionntan mac Néill Niamhghlonnaigh
1 lathair.

Thog Cathbhadh, an dea-dhraoi fonta, ar ldimh
¢. Chuir sé failte roimhe:

“Failte romhat, a 6glaigh alainn fhitntaigh,
a phriomhghaiscigh ollchuige Uladh

nach dtéann creachadoiri, foghlaithe na
alliraigh ina ghaire,

a thir chosanta thiorimeall Chuige Uladh.”

“Sin failte duine a bhfuil achaini a hiarraidh
aige,” arsa Fionntan.

“Is ea go deimhin,” arsa Cathbhadh.

“Abair leat chun go mbeidh agat,” arsa
Fionntan.

“Déarfaidh mé ach rathoéiri oiritinacha a bheith
agam.”
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Fintan, son of Niall Niamglonnach, arrived.
The illustrious good druid Cathbad met him,
and bade him welcome.

“Welcome thy coming, thou beautiful,
illustrious youth;

thou mighty warrior of the great province of
Ulad,

against whom neither plunderers, nor spoilers,
nor pirates can contend,

thou border-man of the province of Ulad.”

“That is the welcome of a man who asks a
boon,” said Fintan.

“It is, truly,” answered Cathbad.

“Speak, that it may be given thee,” said
Fintan.

“I will speak, provided that I may have my fit
securities regarding it.”



“Apair cata glinni connaigi

dar cend frithaisceda damsa,” ar Fintan.

“Celtchair mac Uthidir,

Uma mac Remanfisig a Fedain Cualngi,

Errgi Echbél a Bri Errgi.”

Ra fornaidmed for na coraib sin.
“Apair-siu fadechtsa cata cuir géba frit
fhrithascid, a Fhintain.”

“Tri meic Uisnig anglonnaig,

tri denchaindli gascid na hEorpa, Noisi ocus
Anli ocus Ardan.”

Ra fornaidmit na glinni sin leith for leth.

“Abair cé hiad na rathoiri a theastaionn uait

ach caithfidh mise achaini a fhail ar ais,” arsa
Fionntan.

“Cealtchair mac Uithidhir,

Umha mac Reamhantheasaigh 6 Fheadhain
Chuailnge,

agus Eirge Eachbhéal 6 Bhri Eirge.”
Glacadh go sollunta leis na coinniollacha sin.
“Abairse anois c¢ hiad na rathoéiri a bheidh
inghlactha agat maidir leis an achaini ar ais
agat, a Fhionntain.”

“Tritr mac Uisnigh ardghlérmbhair,

tri 16chrann gaiscitlachta na hEorpa: Naoise,
Ainle agus Ardan.”

Glacadh go sollunta ar an da thaobh leis na
coinniollacha sin.
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“Say, what securities requirest thou,

in consideration of a return boon for me?” said
Fintan.

“Celtchair, son of Uthidir;

Uma, son of Remanfisech, from the brooks of
Cuailnge,

and Ergi Echbél from Bri-Ergi.”

They bound upon those guarantees.
“Speak now, O Fintan; what securities wilt
thou accept regarding thy return boon?”
“The three sons of the valiant Uisnech;

the three torches of valour of Europe: Noisi,
Anli, and Ardan.”

Those guarantees were ratified on both sides.



Section 11

Tancatar is tech i mbai Conchobar .i. is Téite
mBrecc.

“Is ri Ulad Conchobar ifechtsa,” ar Cathbath,
“ma thuc Fintan a thrian do.”

“Is sed,” ar Sencha, “ar tuc Ct Chulainn.”
“Mas sed,” or Cu Chulainn, “ticed d’6l ocus
d’6ebinnius limsa,

ar is 1 mo fhrithascid.”

“Cadeat m’acsine-sea ocus m’urnadmand,” ar
Fintan,

“in trath lamair a rad sin?”

Tincsetar glinni cechtar n-ai dib cu barbarda,

ocus ba sed barbardacht na comérgi

Chuaigh siad isteach sa teach ina raibh
Conchubhar, is ¢ sin an Téite Breac.

“Is é Conchubhar ri Uladh anois,” arsa
Cathbhadh, “ma thug Fionntan a thrian do.”

“Is ¢,” arsa Seancha, “on uair gur thug Cu
Chulainn a thrian siad d6.”

“Mas ea,” arsa Cu Chulainn, “tagadh sé ag 6l
agus ag aoibhneas liomsa,

mar sin i an achaini a iarraimse ar ais.”

“Cad faoi m’achainise agus mo ghealluintse,”
arsa Fionntan,

“On uair go bhfuiltear ag labhairt go mistuama
mar sin?”

D’ ¢irigh rathoiri na beirte

agus is go borb, fiochmhar a thug siad faoina
chéile
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They came into the house in which Conor
was, to wit, into the Teite Brecc.

“Conor is now King of Ulad,” said Cathbad,
“if Fintan gave him his third.”

“Yes,” said Sencha, “for Cuchulaind gave
his.”

“If s0,” said Cuchulaind, “let him come to
drinking and delight with me;

for that is my counter-request.”

“Where are my securities and bonds,” asked
Fintan,

“when that is permitted to be said?”
The guarantees of each of them advanced
savagely;

and such was the fierceness of the uprising,



co mbai nénbor i ngonaib ocus nénbor i fuilib
ocus nonbur ra hulibéasaib eturru

leth for leth.

At-racht Sencha mac Ailella

ocus ba-rocroth in craib sidamail Senchada,
comba tai tastadach for Ultaib.

“Romor debthaigthi,” ar Sencha,

“pair ni ri Ulad Conchobar co cend mbliadna.”

“Do-génam-ni sin,” ar Ci Chulainn,

“acht na tisir-siu etraind 1 cind bliadna.”

“Ni tharg-sa 6n,” ar Sencha.

For-naidmis Cu Chulainn fair.

Damnatar la tri laaib ocus aidchib

go dti go raibh naonur gonta agus naonur ag
cur fola agus naonur i mbéal bais

ar an da thaobh.

D’¢irigh Seancha mac Oilealla

agus chroith sé a chraobh shiochana

agus thit tost agus citnas ar na hUItaigh.

“Eirigi as an troid ¢éigiallta seo agaibh,” arsa
Seancha,

“mar ni bheidh Conchubhar ina ri ar Ulaidh go
ceann bliana f6s.”

“Déanfaimid sin,” arsa C Chulainn,

“ar choinnioll nach dtiocfaidh tusa eadrainn i
gceann bliana.”

“Go deimhin duit, ni thiocfaidh,” arsa
Seancha.

Bhain Ct Chulainn gealltint sholliinta as nach
ndéanfadh.

D’than siad tri 14 agus tri oiche
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that nine were covered with wounds, and nine
with blood, and nine in death agonies,
amongst them

on one side and the other.

Sencha son of Ailill arose,

and waved the peaceful branch of Sencha,

so that the Ulidians were silent, quiet.

“Too much have you quarrelled,” said Sencha,
“for Conor is not King of Ulad, until the end
of a year.”

“We will do that,” said Cuchulaind,

“provided that you come not between us at the
end of a year.”

“I will not go, truly,” said Sencha.

Cuchulaind bound him to this.

They remained during three days and nights,



ic Ol na coibledi sin Conchobair co tarnacar
leo.

Lotar da tigib ocus dunib ocus dagarasaib ar
sain.

Section 12

In ti thanic 1 cind bliadna,

ro boi in cdiced ina thopor thuli ocus téchta ac
Conchobar,

cona rabi aithles fas falam

ota Rind Semni ocus Latharnai co Cnocc
Uachtair Fhorcha

ocus co Duib ocus co Drobais

cen mac 1 n-inad a athar ocus a shenathar

ic tairgnam da thigernu duthaig.

Is and so do-rala cainchomrad etir Coin
Culainn ocus Emir.

ag caitheamh na fled sin ag Conchubhar sara

raibh deireadh acu.

Chuaigh siad ar ais go dti a dtithe agus a
nduna agus a ndea-arais féin ansin.

An té a thiocfadh 1 gceann bliana

chifeadh sé go raibh an cuige ina eiseamlair
mar le siochéin agus dli faoi Chonchubhar

agus nach raibh seandun tréigthe folamh
6 Rinn Sheimhne agus Latharna go Cnoc
Uachtair Fhorcha

agus go Dubh agus Drobhaois

gan mac in ionad a athar agus a sheanathar
ann

1 seirbhis dilis a thiarna shinseartha.

Is ansin a tharla caoinchomhra idir Cu
Chulainn agus Eimhear.
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drinking that banquet of Conor, until it was
finished by them.

They went afterwards to their houses, and
forts, and good residences.

He that came at the end of a year

found the province a fountain of desire, and of
wealth, with Conor;

so that there was not a residence waste or
empty,

from Rinn-Seimhne and Latharna to the hill of
Uachtar-Forcha,

and to Dubh and to Drobhais,

without a son in the place of his father and his
grandfather,

serving his hereditary lord.

At this time a conversation occurred between
Cuchulaind and Emer.



“Atar lim,” ar Emer, “is ardri Ulad ifechtsa
Conchobar.”

“Ni liach ciambad ed,” ar Cu Chulainn.
“Is mithig a choibled rigi do dénam do
badechtsa,” ar Emer,

“ar 1s ri co suthain é.”

“Déntar didiu,” bar Cu Chulainn.
Do-ringned in choibled

co mboi cét ndabach do cach lind inti.

Section 13
Is in tan cétna

ra chomarléic Fintan mac Né¢ill Niamglonnaig
a choibled do dénam,

co mboi cét ndabach do cach lind inti,

“Dar liom,” arsa Eimhear, “ta Conchubhar ina
ardri ar Ulaidh anois.”

“Ni haon drochrud é, mas ea,” arsa Cu
Chulainn.

“Is mithid a fhlea rioga a ullmhu do6 anois,”
arsa Eimhear,

“mar is ¢ a bheidh ina ri i gconai as seo
amach.”

“Déantar amhlaidh,” arsa Cti Chulainn.
Rinneadh an fhlea a ullmha

agus solathraiodh céad dabhach de gach
saghas leanna.

Ag an am céanna
d’ordaigh Fionntan mac Né¢ill
Niamhghlonnaigh go n-ullmhofai fled da

chuid féin;

solathraiodh céad dabhach de gach saghas
leanna,
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“Methinks,” said Emer, “Conor is now arch-
king of Ulad.”

“Not sad, though it were so,” said Cuchulaind.
“It is time to prepare his banquet of
sovereignty for him now,” said Emer,

“because he is a king for ever.”

“Let it be made, then,” said Cuchulaind.
The banquet was prepared;

and there were one hundred vats of every kind
of ale in it.

It was at the same time
that Fintan, son of Niall Niamglonnach,

decided to prepare his banquet;

and there were one hundred vats of each kind
of ale in it.



et corbo éim ocus corbo ellam.

I n-6enlo ra fuaprait

ocus i n-6enlo rapsat irlama.

I n-6enl6 ra gabait a n-eich do6ib

ocus ra hindlit a carpait.

Taisechu ro-siacht Ci Chulainn co hEmain.

Ni tharnacar acht a eich do scur

inn vair do-riacht Fintan ocus tanic reme 1
nEmain.

Is and boi Ct Chulainn ac tochuriud
Conchobair ar ammus a thledi

inn vair do-riacht Fintan.

“Cadeat mo chuir ocus mo glinni

inn vair lamair sat do rad?”

agus fuarthas gach rud ullamh go pras.

Is ar an 14 céanna a chuathas i mbun an da
thlea a ullmha

agus bhi siad ullamh ar an 14 céanna.

Is ar an 14 céanna a gléasadh a gcapaill

agus a cuireadh gcarbaid i bhfearas.

Cu Chulainn is taisce a bhain Eamhain amach.

Ar ¢igean a bhi a chapaill scortha

faoin am ar bhain Fionntan Eamhain amach.
Bhi cuireadh chun na fle4 a bhi ullamh aige
féin 4 thabhairt ag C Chulainn do
Chonchubhar

nuair a thainig Fionntan i lathair.

“Ca bhfuil mo rathoiri agus cad faoi na
gealltinti a tugadh dom?” arsa Fionntan,

“On uair go raibh sé de dhanaiocht ann an
chaint sin a dhéanamh?”
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And it was prepared and ready.

On the same day both were begun,

and on the same day they were ready.

On the same day their horses were harnessed
for them,

and their chariots yoked.

Cuchulaind arrived the first at Emain.

He had only unyoked his horses

when Fintan arrived, and went on to Emain.
Cuchulaind was there, inviting Conor to his
banquet,

when Fintan arrived.

“Where are my bonds and guarantees,

when that is permitted to be said?” (asked
Fintan).



“Filem sund,” ar meic Uisnig ic comérgi.

“Cid messe,” bar Cu Chulainn, “ni hamlaid
atu cen ratha.”

Section 14

At-raachtatar Ulaid co barbarda ara n-armaib,

ar nar lam Sencha érgi eturru,

raptar essidaig,

nara chumaing Conchobar ni doib

acht in phelait rigda i rrabatar d’thacbail leo;
ocus rata-linestar mac d¢ diarbo chomainm
Furbaide mac Conchobair.

Is amlaid ro bui side Ca Chulainn rotan-ail.

Et banetlastar Conchobar fair.

“Taimid anseo,” arsa mic Uisnigh agus iad a
¢iri le chéile.

“Agus mise,” arsa Ca Chulainn, “ni hamhlaidh
ataimse gan rathoiri.”

Tharraing na hUItaigh a gcuid arm chucu le
fioch

sa tsli nar leomhaidh Seancha dul eatarthu,

bhi ina chaismirt eatarthu

agus nior théad Conchubhar aon rud a
dhéanamh

ach an palas rioga ina raibh siad a fthagail acu.
Lean mac leis € — Furbhaidhe mac
Conchubhair ab ainm ddsan.

Is amhlaidh a bhi seisean ina mhac altrama ag
Cu Chulainn.

Agus thug Conchubhar i leataobh é.
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“Here we are,” said the sons of Uisnech, rising
up together.

“Even 1,” said Cuchulaind, “am not without
guarantees.”

The Ulidians advanced furiously towards their
arms;

because Sencha dared not come between
them,

they were so quarrelsome,

that Conor could do nothing for them,

but leave them the royal palace in which they
were.

And a son of his followed him, whose name
was Furbaide son of Conor,

whom Cuchulaind had fostered.

And Conor looked upon him.



“Maith a meic,” bar Conchobar,

“diambad 4il dait ticfad dit Ulaid do sidugud.”

“Cinnas eside?” bar in mac.
“Ocus coi ocus tuirsi do dénam 1 fiadnaisi do
chaemaiti Con Culainn,

Or ni rabi d’écin catha na comlaind fair

nach fortsu bias a menma.”
Séis in mac for culu

ocus do-gni coi ocus tuirsi i1 fiadnaisi a aiti
Con Culainn.

Con-focht Ca Chulainn cid nod-boi.
At-bert in maccaem ri Coin Culainn:
“In tan até in coiced 'na thopor tuli,

tussu ’ca adgell ocus ’ca admilliud

“Sea, a mhic,” arsa Conchubhar,

“da mb’ail leat ¢, thiocfadh leat siochain a
dhéanamh idir na hUItaigh.”

“Conas sin?” arsa an mac.
“Tri bheith ag caoineadh agus ag déanamh
broin 1 bhfianaise do chaomhoide, Cu

Chulainn,

mar 1 ngach cath agus coimhlint d4 dhéine ina
mbionn sé,

is ortsa a bhionn sé ag smaoineamh.”
Chas an buachaill ar ais

agus bhi ag caoineadh agus ag déanamh broin
1 bhfianaise a athar altrama, Cu Chulainn.

D’thiarfaigh Ca Chulainn de cad a bhi air.
Duirt an buachaill le Ca Chulainn:
“Agus an cuige ina eiseamldir dea-thola,

tusa a bheith 4 lot agus & mhilleadh
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“Good, O my son,” said Conor,

“if it pleased thee, the pacification of the
Ulidians would come of thee.”

“How is that?” said the boy.

“By weeping and grieving in presence of thy
fair guardian, Cuchulaind,

for he was never in any difficulty of battle or
conflict,

that his mind would not be fixed on thee.”

The boy went back,

and wept and grieved in presence of his
guardian Cuchulaind.

Cuchulaind asked what ailed him.
The youth said to Cuchulaind,
“when the province is a fountain of desire,

that thou shouldst be disturbing and spoiling
it,



ar-ai cloechlod 6enaidchi.”

“Tucus mo bréthir ris,” bar Cti Chulainn,

“ocus ni taris ticfaither.”
“Da-ong-sa mo bréthir,” ar Fintan,

“na lécob d’Ultaib cen taidecht lim innocht.”

“Ba-géb-sa comarli amra duib

da lamaind a labra,” far Sencha mac Ailella.

“In cétleth dond aidchi do Fhintan
ocus in leth dédenach do Coin Culainn
ar thoirsi in meic bic do chosc.”
“Lécfat-sa fair,” bar Ci Chulainn.

“Anfat-sa fair dano,” bar Fintan.

ar mhaithe le hathri aon oiche.”

“Thug mé m’thocal maidir leis seo,” arsa Ci
Chulainn,

“agus ni bhrisfear ¢.”
“Mhoidigh mise,” arsa Fionntan,

“nach ligfinn d’Ultaigh gan teacht liom
anocht.”

“Cuirfidh mise comhairle mhaith oraibh,

mura dana an mhaise dhom labhairt,” arsa
Seancha mac Oilealla.

“An chéad leath den oiche d’Fhionntan
agus an dara leath do Chu Chulainn,

ar mhaithe le bron an bhuachaillin a chosc.”
“Glacfaidh mise leis sin,” arsa Ca Chulainn.

“Taimse sasta,” arsa Fionntan.
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for the sake of the exchange of one night.”

“I have pledged my word regarding it,” said
Cuchulaind,

“and it shall not be transgressed.”
“I have sworn my oath,” said Fintan,

“that I will not permit the Ulidians not to
come with me this night.”

“I would find an excellent counsel for you,

if I dared to express it,” said Sencha, son of
Ailill:

“the first half of the night to Fintan,

and the last half to Cuchulaind,

in order to appease the little boy’s grief.”
“I will allow it,” said Cuchulaind.

“I will stand upon it, too,” said Fintan.



Section 15

And at-rachtatar Ulaid im Chonchobar

ocus faidis techta fan ctuiced

do thochostul lochta in choicid co cobthleid
Fintain.

Luid Conchobar fodéin

co crisluch na Craibriade imme

co Dan Da Bend co tech Fintain meic Néill
Niamglonnaig.

Section 16

Do-riachtatar Ulaid do thochastul na fledi

conach bai fer lethbali i nUltaib na toracht
and.

Is amlaid tancatar,

cach briugu cona bantuilg,

Chruinnigh na hUlItaigh timpeall ar
Chonchubhar

agus chuir seisean teachtairi uaidh i bhfad
agus i ngearr

chun muintir an chuiige a thiondl ag flea
Fhionntain.

Chuaigh Conchubhar féin,

agus complacht ceartdilis na Craoibhe Rua in
éineacht leis,

go teach Fhionntain mhic N¢ill
Niamhghlonnaigh i nDun d4 Bheann.

Thion6l na hUItaigh ag an bhfled

agus ni raibh fear 6n mbaile ba It in Ulaidh
nar thainig i lathair.

Is amhlaidh a thainig

gach brughaidh agus a bheanchéile,
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The Ulidians then rose up about Conor;
and he sent messengers throughout the
province,

to muster the people of the province to
Fintan’s banquet.

Conor himself went,

with the company of the Craebh-ruaidh about
him,

to Dun-da-bend, to the house of Fintan son of
Niall Niamglonnach.

The Ulidians arrived to the festive assembly,

so that there was not a man of a half-bally in
Ulad that did not come there.

The way in which they came was,

each noble with his lady;



cach ri cona rigain,
cach fer ciuil cona chomadas,
cach ségaind cona banshégaind.

Mar né risad acht dam nonbair in bali

1s amlaid ra frithalit.

Ro batar cotaltigi ciema cumtachda
cruthglana ria n-airchill.

Ro batar grianana alli ardda essarda do ain
ocus do urluachair,

ocus sltagthigi sithfthata;

cuchtarthigi lethna luchtmara

ocus bruiden brec bélfhairsiung

issi lethan luchtmar l[anmor,

1ssi chulach chernach cethardoirsech,

gach ri agus a rion,
gach fear ceoil agus a chéile,
gach sarthear agus a staidbhean.

Mura mbeadh i lathair ann ach naonfr,

niorbh fhearr mar a dhéanfai freastal orthu.

Bhi seomrai codlata caomha, ceartchoirithe,
cruthghlana ar fail doibh.

Bhi griandin aille arda agus blineach agus
bogluachair leata iontu

agus sluathithe scoipitla,

cistini leathana agus lucht freastail go
lionmbhar iontu,

agus bruion bhreac bhéalfhairsing

a bhi leathan lanmhor agus dea-fhoireann i
mbun dualgais ann.

I ctinneach, cearnach, ceathairdhoirseach
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each king with his queen;
each musician with his accompaniments;
each hunter with his huntress.

As if only a company of nine had reached the
place

—so0 were they attended.

There were fair-formed, bright-shaped,
sleeping houses prepared for them.

There were splendid, lofty pavilions, littered
with bent and fresh rushes,

and long houses for the multitude,

and immense, wide, capacious cooking
houses;

and a variegated, wide-mouthed bruiden,

which was broad and capacious,

protective, square, four-doored,



in ra thaillset mathi Ulad etir mn4 ocus firu ic
0l ocus ic aibnius.

Ra doirtea airigthi bid ocus lenna doib

cu riacht praind cét de biud ocus de lind cach
nénbair dib.
Section 17

Ar sain ra hairecrad a 6ltech la Conchobar,

ar gnimaib ar irrannaib ocus cenélaib,

ar gradaib ocus danaib ocus ar chainbésaib
im chéemechostud na fledi.

Tancatar rannaire ra raind ocus deogbairi ri

dail ocus dorsidi ri dorseodracht.

Ro canta a céoil ocus a n-airfiti ocus a n-
intlassi.

agus is ann a lion maithe Uladh isteach, idir
mhnad agus thir, agus bhi ag 6l agus ag
aoibhneas ann.

Cuireadh togha bia agus leanna os a gcomhair

— bhi déthain céid de bhia agus de lionn ag
gach naonur diobh.

Ina dhiaidh sin, shocraigh Conchubhar ionad
sui na n-aionna sa teach 6il

1 bhfianaise gniomhartha, rann agus tuath,
agus de réir grad, ealaion agus dea-ndsanna,
ar mhaithe le ceartriaradh na flea.

Chuaigh rannairi i mbun roinnte, dailimh i
mbun di a dhéileadh agus doirseoiri i mbun

doirseoireachta.

Canadh ceolta agus seinneadh go séismhear
don slua.
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in which the nobles of Ulad, both men and
women, might be accommodated at drinking
and enjoyment.

Provisions of food and ale were poured out for
them,

so that the allowance of a hundred of food and
ale reached every nine of them.

His drinking house was afterwards arranged
by Conor

according to deeds, and parts, and families;
according to grades, and arts, and customs,
with a view to the fair holding of the banquet.
Distributors came to distribute, and cup-
bearers to deal, and door-keepers for door-

keeping.

Their music, and their minstrelsy, and their
harmonies were played.



Gabtha a nduana ocus a ndréchta ocus a n-
admolta doib.

Ra fodailte séoit ocus maini ocus innmassa
doib.
Section 18

Is and so at-rubairt Cti Chulainn ra Laeg mac
Riangabra,

“Erigh remut, a mo phopa Laig, fairc-siu lett
b 9
renna aéoir ,

finta lat cuin ticfa midmedon aidchi

ar it menic 1 crichaib ciana comaidchi com
fhoit ocus ’com fhorairi.”

Ra érig Laeg remi immach.

Ro gab ac midem ocus ic moérdéscin no co
tanic medon aidchi.

Feib thanic medon aidchi tanic Laeg is tech
remi 4itt i rrabi Cu Chulainn.

Canadh a nduanta agus a ndréachta agus a
laoithe adhmholta doibh.

Roinneadh seoda agus maoin agus
ollmhaitheas orthu.

Is ansin a duirt C Chulainn le Laogh mac
Rianghabhra:

“Imigh amach, a Laoigh, a fhir thonta, agus bi
ag féachaint ar réalta na spéire,

chun go mbeidh a fhios agat cathain a bheidh
ina mhean oiche,

mar is minic tu i geriocha coimhthiocha i
gcéin ag faire agus ag seasamh garda domsa.”

Chuaigh Laogh amach.

Bhi sé ag breathntl agus ag faire n6 gur thainig
an medn oiche.

Nuair a thdinig an mean oiche, d’fhill Laogh
isteach mar a raibh Ct Chulainn.
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Their lays, and their poesies, and their
eulogies, were chanted for them;

and jewels, and valuables, and treasures, were
distributed to them.

It was then that Cuchulaind said to Loeg, son
of Riangabhra:

“go out, O my master Loeg; observe the stars
of the air,

and ascertain when the midnight comes;

for often hast thou been watching and waiting
for me in far distant countries.”

Loeg went out.

He continued watching and observing until
midnight came.

As midnight came Loeg proceeded in to the
place where Cuchulaind was.



“Is medon aidchi fadechtsa, a Chu na cless,”
ar sé.

Mar ra-chuala Ca Chulainn ra innis do
Chonchobar

ocus s¢ san thochlai thénnida ’na fthiadnaisi.

At-raacht Conchobar

ra beind breccsholais biabaill.

Ba tai tastadach ar Ultaib a ’t-conncatar in rig
‘na shessam.

Ba sed a thaidecht batar

da tairnad snathat a féci for airlar co cluinfide.

Oen do gessib Ulad labrad riana rig

ocus 6en do gessib in rig labrad riana druidib.

Is and at-bert Cathbath drui degamra,

“T4 ina mhedan oiche anois, a Chu na gcleas,”
ar seisean.

Nuair a chuala Ca Chulainn ¢ sin, chuir sé an
méid sin in 14l do Chonchubhar

a bhi ina shui ar shuiochan an churaidh in aice
leis.

D’¢irigh Conchubhar ina sheasamh

agus a bheann bhreac sholasmhar bhuabhaill
ina laimh.

Thit tost ar na hUItaigh nuair a chonaic siad an
ri ina sheasambh.

Bhi siad chomh citin sin

is da dtitfeadh snathaid 6n tsnaidhm mhullaigh
anuas ar an urlar, go gcluinfi sin.

Ceann de gheasa na nUltach labhairt sara
labhrédh a ri

agus ceann de gheasa an ri labhairt sara
labhrédh a dhraoithe.

Is ansin a duirt Cathbhadh, an dea-dhraoi
fonta:
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“It is midnight now, O Hound of the Feats,”
said he.

When Cuchulaind heard this, he informed
Conor,

who was then in the hero-seat in front of him.

Conor stood up,

with a speckled-bright bugle-horn.

Mute and silent were the Ulidians, when they
saw the king standing.

Such was their silence,

that if a needle fell from the roof to the floor it
would be heard.

One of the prohibitions of the Ulidians was, to
speak before their king;

and one of the prohibitions of the king was, to
speak before his druids.

It was there the excellent druid Cathbad asked,



“Cid and sin, a ardri Ulad airegda, a
Chonchobair?”

“C Chulainn ann so. Is mithig leis dol d’6l a
thledi.”

“Diambad maith leis bennachtu Ulad i n-
Oenbaile da thuillem

ocus ar faind ocus ar mna ocus ar maccaimi
d’thacbail!”

“Bud maith,” ar C Chulainn,

“acht co tisat ar curaid ocus ar coraid ocus ar
cathmilid ocus ar n-aes ciuil ocus dana ocus

airfitid lind.”
At-raachtatar Ulaid érgi n-ainfir
ar a fathchi fondchraaid immach.

“Maith a mo phopa Laig,” ar Ci Chulainn,

“tabair séol étrom forsin carpat.”

“cad ta 1 gceist, a ardri uasail Uladh, a
Chonchubhair?”

“C1 Chulainn anseo — is mithid, dar leis, dul
agus a thled siud a chaitheamh.”

“An amhlaidh ba mhaith leis buiochas na
nUltach, agus iad bailithe le chéile in aon ait

amhain, a thuilleamh

agus ar muintir at4 lag, a&r mna agus ar n-
6ganaigh a fhagail inar ndiaidh?”

“Ba maith,” arsa Ci Chulainn,

“ach go dtiocfadh ar gcuraidh, ar laochra, ar
gcathmhili, ar n-aos ceoil agus filiochta agus
ar n-oirfidigh linn.”

D’¢irigh na hUlItaigh uile le chéile

agus chuaigh siad amach ar an bhfaiche

fhodchrua.

“Té go maith a Laoigh, a thir fhonta,” arsa Ca
Chulainn,

“déan an carbad a bhogadh ar aghaidh go
réidh.”

Page 25 of 104

“What is that, O magnificent arch-king of
Ulad, O Conor?”

“Cuchulaind here; he thinks it time to go and
drink his banquet.”

“If he wished to merit the blessings of the
assembled Ulidians,

and to leave our weaklings, and our women,
and our youths behind!”

“I would like it,” said Cuchulaind,
“provided that our knights, our champions,
and our warriors, our musicians, our poets,

and our minstrels shall come with us.”

The Ulidians advanced [as] the advance of one
man,

out upon the hard-surfaced green.

“Good, O my master Loeg,” said Cuchulaind,

“give a light course to the chariot.”



Batar teora buada araidechta forsinn araid inn
nair sin

.1. immorchor ndelend ocus foscul ndiriuch
ocus 1éim dar boilg.

“Maith a phopa Laig,” ar Cu Chulainn,

“saig brot n-aig forsan echraid.”

Section 19

Memaid banbidgud bodba d’echraid Con
Culainn.

Tancatar echrada Ulad fora n-athiris

et is sed so ro gabsat,

1 fathchi Duni Da Bend, do Chathir Osrin,
do Li Thuaaga, do Dun Rigéin, d’Olarbi, ocus
ra hur nOllarbi

i mMag Macha, i Sliab Fuait ocus i nAth na
Forari,

Bhain tri shainscil leis an ara sin an uair ud,
b’iadsan cleas an bhroid, ‘foscul direach’ agus
1éim na bearna.

“Té go maith a Laoigh, a thir fhonta,” arsa Ca
Chulainn,

“tabhair an brod catha anois do na capaill.”

Ghéaraigh capaill Chu Chulainn agus ghluais
ar aghaidh go lufar lanbhorb.

Lean capaill na nUltach a sampla

agus seo ¢ an bealach a ghabh siad:

thar thaiche Dhiin D4 Bheann go Cathair
Oisrinn,

go Li Thua, go Dun Riagain, go hOllarbha
agus fan imeall Ollarbha

isteach 1 Maigh Macha, go Sliabh Fuaid agus
Ath na Foraire,
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The charioteer possessed the three virtues of
charioteering in that hour,

to wit, turning round, and straight backing,
and ‘leap over gap’.

“Good, O my master Loeg,” said Cuchulaind,

“give ardour of speed to the horses.”

Cuchulaind’s horses broke into a furious
sudden start.

The horses of the Ulidians went according to
their example.

And where they went was,

into the green of Dun-da-bend, to Cathair-
osrin,

to Li-thuaga, to Dun-Rigain, to Ollarbi, and by
the shore of Ollarbi,

into the plain of Macha, into Sliabh-Fuait, and
into the Watchman’s-ford,



do Phort N6th Con Culainn, i mMag
Muirthemni,

1 Crich Saithi, dar Dubid, dar sruthair na
Boénni,

1 mMag mBreg ocus Mide, i Senmag Léna in
Mucceda,

1 Claithar Cell, dar Brosnachaib Bladma,
a clé ra Berna Mera ingini Trega risa rater
Bernan Ele indiu,

a ndes ri Sliab nEblinni ingini Guaire,

dar Findsruth risa n-apar Aband Hua
Cathbath,

1 mMachaire moér na mMuman, dar Lar
Martini ocus i Smertaini,

a ndes ra findcharrgib Locha Gair,

dar sruthlind Mégi, co Cliu Mail meic Ugaine,

go dti Port Noth Cht Chulainn, go dti Maigh
Muirtheimhne,

go Crioch Shaithe, thar Dhubhaidh, thar shruth
na Boinne

go Maigh Bred agus Mi, go Seanmhaigh
Léana an Mhuici

go Cliathar Ceall, thar Bhrosnacha Bhladhma
agus a lamh chl¢ le Bearna Mheara inion
Thred, ar a dtugtar Bearnan Eile inniu,

agus Sliabh Eibhlinne inion Ghuaire ar a
laimh dheas,

thar Fhionnshruth, ar a dtugtar Abhainn Ua
gCathbhadh,

tri Mhachaire Mor na Mumbhan, thar Lar
Mhairthine go Smearthaine,

agus carraigeacha bana Loch Goir ar thaobh a
laimhe deise,

thar shruthlinn na Maighe go Clit Mhail mhic
Ughaine,
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to Port-noth of Cuchulaind, into Magh-
Muirthemne,

into the territory of Saithi, across Dubid,
across the stream of the Boyne,

into Magh-Breg and Meath, into the old plain
of Lena the swineherd,

into Claither-Cell, across the Brosnas of
Bladhma;

their left towards the gap of Mer daughter of
Treg, which is to-day called Bernan-Ele;

their right to the Hills Sliabh-Ebhlinni
daughter of Guaire;

across the fair stream which is called the river
of O’Cathbad,

into the great plain of Munster, through the
middle of Artine, and into Smertaini;

their right towards the white rocks of Loch-
Gair;

across the pool-stream of Maig, to Cliu of Mal
son of Ugaine,



1 Crich na Dési Bice, i ferund Con Rui meic
Daire.

Cach tailach dara tictis na murtis co factais ina
foenglenntaib.

Cach fidbad dara tictis

no thesctais rotha iarnaide na carpat fréma na
ralach romor

comba crich machairi da n-éis.
Cach sruth ocus cach ath ocus cach inber dara
tictis

ba lecca lomma lantirma dara n-€éis ra hed cian
ocus ra dréchta fata

ra mét na bertis a n-echrada ra n-irglinib

na hessa ocus na hatha ocus na hinbera assa
corpaib fodéin.

isteach 1 gCrioch na Déise Bige agus i
bhfearann Chu Raoi mhic Dhaire.

Gach tulach thar a dtéidis, leagaidis ¢ sa tsli go
mbiodh ina ghleann iseal réidh ina ndiaidh.

Gach coill trina ngabhaidis,

theascadh rotha iarainn na gcarbad
fréamhacha na gcrann mor darach inti

go bhfagtai iad ina machairi leathana oscailte
ina ndiaidh.

Gach sruth agus ath agus inbhear ar chuaigh
siad tharstu,

ni raibh 1 straici fada diobh ina ndiaidh ach
leaca loma tirime go ceann 1 bhfad

mar gheall ar an méid uisce a thugadh na
capaill leo ar a ngluine

as na heasa, as na hatha agus as na hinbhir.
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into the territory of the Deise-beg, into the
land of Curui mac Daire.

Every hill over which they went they levelled,
so that they left it in low glens;

every wood through which they passed,

the iron wheels of the chariots cut the roots of
the immense trees,

so that it was a champagne country after them;
the streams, and fords, and pools which they
crossed

were full-dry bare flags after them for a long
time, and for immense periods,

from the quantity which the cavalcades carried
away with their own bodies

out of the contents of cascade, ford, and pool.



Section 20
Is and sin at-bert Conchobar ri Ulad,

“Ni fhuarammar in slige se etir Din D4 Bend
ocus Dun Delga.”

“Do-beram am ar mbréthir,” ar Bricni.

“Acht is airdarcu diin sanas na da neoch aile
¢igem:

indar lind ni ar crich Ulad uili itam itir.”
“Do-beram ar mbréthir and,” ar Sencha mac
Ailella,

“nach ar crich Ulad itir itaam.”

“Do-beram ar mbréthir,” ar Conall, “cunad
fir.”

Is and sin tendsat araid Ulad a nglomraigi i
mbélbaigib a n-echrad

an chétchairptech cossin carptech ndédenach.

Is ansin a duairt Conchubhar, ri Uladh:

“nior ghabhamar an tsli seo riamh idir Dun Da
Bheann agus Din Dealgan.”

“Dar m’fhocal,” arsa Bricriu,

“ach is soiléire a airimidne cogar na mar a
chloiseann daoine eile éambh:

feictear duinn nach i gerioch Uladh atdimid in
aon chor.”

“Dar go deimhin,” arsa Seancha mac Oilealla,

“nach 1 gerioch Uladh atdimid ar chor ar bith.”

“Dar ar mbriathar,” arsa Conall, “gur fior sin.”

Is ansin a theann cairbthigh Uladh béalbhaigh
a gcapall

on gcairbtheach tosaigh go dti an cairbtheach
deireanach.
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Then it was that Conor King of Ulad said,

“we have not found this way between Dun-da-
bend and Dun-Delga.”

“We pledge our word, truly,” said Bricriu;

“but it is more dignified for us to whisper than
for another to cry.

It seems to us that it is not in the territory of
Ulad we are at all.”

“We give our word there,” said Sencha, son of
Ailill,

“that it is not in the territory of the Ulad at all
we are.”

“We give our word,” said Conall, “that it is
true.”

It was then the charioteers of Ulad tightened
their bits in the mouths of their horses,

from the first charioteer to the last charioteer;



Co n-ebairt Conchobar,

“Cia for-indfad dun ca crich ina fuilem?”
“Cia far-indfad duit,” ar Bricriu, “acht Ca
Chulainn,

nair is € at-rubairt na rabi tricha cét

na dernad argain cét cacha trichu cét.”

“Dimsa thic, a Bricri,” ar Ca Chulainn.

“Ragat-sa,” ar Ci Chulainn.

Luid Ca Chulainn co Druim Collchailli risa n-
apar Ani Cliach.

“Apair, a phopa Laig, in fetar-su ca crich ina
fuilem?”

“Nad fetar son am.”

“Bar-thetar-sa am,” ar Cu Chulainn.

Arsa Conchubhar:

“C¢é a gheobhaidh amach duinn cén chrioch
ina bhfuilimid?”

“Cé¢ eile a gheobhadh amach duit ¢,” arsa
Bricriu, “ach Cu Chulainn,

mar is € a duirt nach raibh triocha céad
narbh fhéidir leis féin creach céid a dhéanamh
ann.”

“Baineann sé seo liomsa, a Bhricriu,” arsa Cu
Chulainn.

“Rachadsa ar aghaidh,” arsa Ct Chulainn.

Chuaigh Ca Chulainn chomh fada le Droim
Collchoille ar a dtugtar Aine Chliach.

“Abair liom, a Laoigh, a fhir fhonta, an
bhfeadrais cén chrioch ina bhfuilimid?”

“Go deimhin féin, na feadar sin,” arsa Laogh.

“T4 a thios agamsa, 4mh,” arsa Cu Chulainn.
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whereupon Conor said,

“Who will ascertain for us in what territory we
are?”

“Who should ascertain it for thee but
Cuchulaind?” said Bricriu,

“for he it is that has said that there was not a
cantred

in which he had not committed the slaughter
of a hundred every cantred.”

“Of me it comes, O Bricriu,” said Cuchulaind.

“I will go,” said Cuchulaind.

Cuchulaind proceeded unto Druim-Collchailli,
which is called Ani-Cliach.

“Say, my master Loeg, knowest thou in what
territory we are?”

“I know not indeed,” said Loeg.

“But I know,” said Cuchulaind.



“Cend Abrat SIébi Cain seo thess,

SIéibti Eblinne seo thair thiaid.

Lind Lumnig an linn sholosmor ut at-chi.

Druimm Collchailli seo 1 fuilem

risi n-apar Ani Chliach i Crich na Dési Bici.

Riund andes ata in sltiag i Cliu Mail meic
Ugaine

1 ferund Con Rui meic Dari meic Dedaid.”

“Is é seo 6 dheas Ceann Abhrad Shléibhe
Chaoin,

agus soir 0 thuaidh Sléibhte Eibhlinne.
Inbhear Luimnigh an linn mhor sholasmhar ad
a chionn ta.

I nDroim Collchoille ataimid anseo,

ait ar a dtugtar chomh maith Aine Chliach i
gCrioch na Déise Bige.

Q dheas uvainnn ta an slua i gClia Mhail mhic
Ughaine

1 bhfearann Chti Raoi mhic Dhaire mhic
Dhea.”
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“This to the south is Cenn-Abhrat of Sliabh-
Cain.

The mountains of Eblinni are these to the
north-east.

That bright /inn which thou seest is the /inn of
Limerick.

This is Druim-Collchailli in which we are,

which is called Ani-Cliach, in the territory of
the Deise-bec.

Before us, to the south, is the host, in Cliu-
Mail-mic-Ugaine,

in the land of Curui, son of Daire son of
Dedad.”



Section 21
I comfhat ro batar immi sain

snigis tromshnechta dermar for Ultaib

co rranic co formnu fer ocus co fertsib carpat.

Do-rigenta furopra ic aradaib Ulad,

colomna cloch do thocbail eturru ar scathaib a
n-ech, eturru ocus in snechta,

cundat marthanaig béos ‘Echlasa Ech Ulad’ ¢
shin ille.

Cunad d’indchomarthaib in scéoil sin.

Le linn doibh bheith ag caint mar sin,

thit tromshneachta go frasach ar na hUltaigh
a thainig go guailli na bhfear agus go seaftai
na gcarbad.

Rinne na hUlItaigh obair chuitheach;

thog siad coltin chloch eatarthu chun a gcuid
capall a chosaint 6n sneachta,

agus maireann fos sa teanga ‘Eachlasa Each
Uladh’ 6 shin i leith.

Ceann de na comharthai é sin a chruthaionn
firinne an scéil sin.
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Whilst they were so engaged,

tremendous heavy snow poured upon the
Ulidians,

until it reached to the shoulders of men, and to
the shafts of chariots.

Defences were made by the charioteers of
Ulad,

who between them raised stone columns to
shelter their horses, between them and the

SNOw;

so that ‘the echlasa of the horses of Ulad’
remain still, from that time to this.

And these are of the tokens of the story.



Section 22
Lotar rempu Cu Chulainn ocus a ara .i. Loeg
cunice bail 1 rrabatar Ulaid.

“Ceist didiu,” bar Sencha mac Ailella,

“ca crich inad fuilem?”

“Itaam,” ar Ct Chulainn, “i Crich na Dési
Bice,

1 ferund Chon Rui meic Dari, 1 Cliu Mail meic
Ugaine.”

“Ar mairg de side,” ar Bricni, “ocus mairg
Ultu.”

“Na hapair, a Bricni,” ar Ct Chulainn,

“ar bérat-sa éolas do Ultaib i frithdruing na
sliged cétna

cu roissem ar mbidbadaib riasiu bus 14.”

D’thill Ct Chulainn agus a chairbtheach,
Laogh, ar ais mar a raibh na hUItaigh.

“Ceist agam oraibh,” arsa Seancha mac
Oilealla,
“cén chrioch ina bhfuilimid?”

“Taimid,” arsa Cu Chulainn, “i gCrioch na
Déise Bige,

i bhfearann Chu Raoi mhic Dhaire 1 gClin
Mhail mhic Ughaine.”

“Is mairg ddinn,” arsa Bricriu, “agus is mairg
d’Ultaigh.”

“Na habair sin, a Bhricriu,” arsa Ct Chulainn,

“mar tabharfaidh mise eolas do na hUItaigh a
chuirfidh ar ar gcumas filleadh ar ais

agus teacht ar ar naimhde roimh éiri an lae.”
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Cuchulaind and his charioteer, Loeg,
advanced to the place where the Ulidians
were.

“Query, then,” asked Sencha, son of Ailill,

“what is the territory in which we are?”

“We are,” said Cuchulaind, “in the territory of
the Deise-bec,

in the land of Curui mac Daire; to wit, in Cliu-
Mail-mic-Ugaine.”

“Woe to us therefor,” said Bricriu, “and woe
the Ulidians.”

“Say not so, O Bricriu,” observed Cuchulaind,

“for I will afford guidance to the Ulidians in
the return of the same way,

so that we shall reach our enemies before it be
day.”



“Mairg Ultu arro génair,” ar Celtchair mac
Uithidir, “in gormac do-beir in comairli.”

“Ni thetamar,”

ar Fergna mac Findch[onna], far ri Burig
Ulad,

“comairli merbi nd mettachta na migascid
acut d’Ultaib riam, a Cha Chulainn,
cusinnocht.”

“Mairg

a téit in ti do-beir in comairli,”

far Lugaid Lamderg mac Léti ri Dail Araide,

“cen inad rend ocus arm ocus faebur do dénam

de 2

“Is mairg d’Ultaigh,” arsa Cealtchair mac
Uithidhir, “gur rugadh an mac altrama até ag
cur na combhairle sin orainn.”

“Ni thacamar riamh, a Cha Chulainn,”

arsa Feargna mac Fhionnchonna, ri Buirigh

Uladh,

“combhairle laige n4 meatachta, na
michuratachta

agat ar Ultaigh go dti anocht.”

“Is trua,”

arsa Lughaidh Lamhdhearg mac Leide, ri Dhél

Araidhe,

“go bhfuil an té a thug an chombhairle sin ag
imeacht saor

gan a tholladh agus a ghearradh ag rinn agus
faobhar arm.”
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“Woe to the Ulidians,” said Celtchair, son of
Uthidir, “that the gormac was born who gives
the counsel.”

“We have never known thee to have, O
Cuchulaind,”

said Fergna, son of Findch[onna], a valour-
king of the Ulaid,

“a counsel of weakness, timidity, or cowardice

for the Ulidians until this night.”

“Alas!

that the person who gives the counsel should

2

g0,

said red-hand Lugaid, son of Leit, King of
Dal-Araide,

“without making of him a mark of darts, and
arms, and edges.”



“Ceist cena,” far Conchobar, “cid as ail daib?”

“Is ail dan,” ar Celtchair mac Uithidir,

“bith 14 co n-aidchi issin chrich inad fuilem,

uair massi madma lind dula esti,

uair ni slicht sinnaig i feéraind no i fasaig na
fidbaid ocaind.”

“Apair didiu, a Cht Chulainn,” ar Conchobar,

“ca hinad longphoirt as choir dain

lasin 14 co n-aidchi seo?”

“Oenach Senchlochair sund,” ar Cti Chulainn,

“ocus ni hinbaid 6enaig ind inbaid garb
gemretta so.

“Ceist agam oraibh,” arsa Conchubhar, “cad is
ail 1ibh?”

“Is ail linn,” arsa Cealtchair mac Uithidhir,

“bheith 14 agus oiche sa chrioch ina
bhfuilimid,

mar, dar linn, niorbh fhearr an mhaise dhtinn
imeacht aisti nd go mbuafai orainn i gcath,

mar ni hé rian an tsionnaigh sa bhan n6 sa
bhfasach no sa choill is mian linne a thagail

inar ndiaidh.”

“Abair, mar sin, a Cha Chulainn,” arsa
Conchubhar,

“cén t-ionad campala is coir duinn a bheith
againn

don 14 agus oiche seo.”

“Aonach Seanchlochair anseo,” arsa Cu
Chulainn,

“agus ni haon am d’aonach an séasur garbh
geimhridh seo.
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“Query, however,” said Conor, “what do you
wish?”’

“We desire,” said Celtchair son of Uthidir,

“to be a day and night in the territory in which
we are;

because ’twere a sign of defeat to us to go out
of it;

for it is not ‘a fox’s track’ with us in valley, or
waste, or wood.”

“Speak then, O Cuchulaind,” said Conor;
“what is the proper place of encampment for
us

during this day and night?”

“Old Aenach-Clochair is here,” said
Cuchulaind;

“and this rough winter season is not Fair-time.



Et Temair Luachra for leccaind na hlrliachra,
ocus iss inti atat na histoda ocus na
forgnama.”

“Dula cu Temair Luachra didiu is coir and,” ar
Sencha mac Ailella.

Lotar rempu i tremdirgi na sliged cu Temair
Luachra

ocus Cu Chulainn d’éolas rempu.

Section 23

Cid Temair Luachra mar fas riam no iaram hi

ni ind aidchi sin rop thalam.

Ba dethbir 6n, Giair mac rucad do Ailill ocus
do Meidb

darbo chomainm Mane Mé-epirt,

ocus tucad side ar altram do Choin Rui mac
Dare;

Agus ta Teamhair Luachra ar leaca na
hAirluachra,

agus is ansin atd na haitribh agus na
foirgnimh.”

“Dul go Teamhair Luachra is ceart, mar sin,”
arsa Seancha mac Oilealla.

D’imigh siad rompu cruinn direach go
Teamhair Luachra

agus Ca Chulainn rompu ag tabhairt eolas na
sli doibh.

Ma bhi Teamhair mhor Luachra fas folamh
riamh roimhe sin n6 ina dhiaidh sin,

ni hamhlaidh a bhi an oiche sin.

Niorbh ionadh sin, mar is amhlaidh a rugadh
mac d’Oilill agus do Mheadhbh,

agus Maine Mo6-abairt ab ainm ddsan

agus tugadh ar altram ¢ do Chu Raoi mac
Daire.
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And Tara-Luachra is on the slopes of the
eastern Luachair;

and in it are the residences and structures.”
“To go to Tara-Luachra, then, is what is
right,” said Sencha, son of Ailill.

They went on in the straight direction of the
road to Tara-Luachra,

and Cuchulaind, as a guide, before them.

Even Tara-Luachra, if it were empty before or
after,

it is not that night it was empty.

No wonder, indeed, for a son had been born to
Ailill and Medb,

whose name was Maine-mo-epert,

and he was given in fosterage to Curui mac
Daire;



et do-llotar ind aidchi sin .i. Ailill ocus Medb

co mathib a cdicid leo

d’61 1 cind mis in meic sin.

Cia ro batar sin uile and ro bui Eochu mac
Luchtai cona choiciud and,

et dano ro bui Cu Rui mac Dari co Clannaib
Dedad uili.

Et cia ro batar sin uile and

ba ben fhattech Medb in bangaiscedach

ingen ardrig Hérenn .i. Echach Feidlig:

batar da dercaid ocus da druid oc forcomét di.

Ba sed a n-anmand side .i. Crom Derdil ocus
Crom Darail,

An oiche sin,
agus an mac 6g aon mhi d’aois.
chuaigh Oilill agus Meadhbh

mar aon le maithe a gcliige

chun bheith ag 6l leo.
Ni hamhdin go raibh siadsan go 1éir ann, bhi
Eochaidh mac Luchta agus muintir a chuige

ann,

agus go deimhin féin, bhi Cu Raoi mac Daire
mar aon le Clanna Ded go [éir ann.

Agus cé go raibh siadsan go 1éir i lathair,
is go faiteach a bhi Meadhbh, banghaiscioch

agus inion ardri Eireann, Eochaidh
Feidhleach:

bhi beirt thear faire — beirt draoi — ag faire di.

Crom Deardil agus Crom Darail a n-
ainmneacha siad,
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and Ailill and Medb had come that night,

accompanied by the chieftains of their
province,

to drink at the end of that son’s (first) month.
Though these were all there, Eocha mac
Luchta was there with (the men of) his

province;

and Curui mac Daire was also there, with all
the Clanna-Dedad.

And though these were all there,
a provident woman was the heroine Medb,

daughter of the arch-king of Eriu, i.e.
Eochaidh Feidhlech.

There were two observers and druids guarding
her.

Their names were Crom Deroil and Crom
Darail,



da dalta do Chathbath druid degamra.

Section 24

Is and bar-ecmaing doib sin bith ar mur Temra
Luachra in tan sin

ic fégad ocus ic forcomét, ic midem ocus ic
mordéscin for cach leth uathu.
Is and sin at-bert Crom Derdil,

“Innat-arfaid in ni tarfaid damsa?”

“Cid ni?” ar Crom Darail.

“Atar lim at ruibni riadgascid ocus &m ham
sochaide

at-chiu dar leittrib na hAirlbachra anair.”

“Nirb urail lim lom cro6 ocus fola issin mbél
tacras sin,” ar Crom Darail;

beirt dalta le Chathbhadh, an dea-dhraoi fonta.

Is amhlaidh a tharla go raibh siadsan ar mhtr
Theamhair Luachra an uair sin

ag faire agus ag féachaint agus ag
grinndearcadh agus ag breathnu uathu ar an tir
ina dtimpeall.

Is ansin a dbirt Crom Deardil:

“An bhfaca tusa an ni a chonaic mise?”

“Cad ¢ sin?” arsa Crom Darail.

“Dar liom, gur ruibhni gona n-airm
ruadhearga agus slua catha

a chim ag gluaiseacht inér dtreo thar shleasa
na hAirluachra anoir.”

“Is trua liom gan an béal ata ag fogairt an scéil
sin lan d’fthuil,” arsa Crom Darail;
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two foster-sons of the good, illustrious druid
Cathbad.

It happened to them, then, to be on the wall of
Tara-Luachra at that time,

looking and guarding, observing and viewing,
on every side from them.
It was then Crom Deroil said:

“Hast thou seen the thing that appeared to
me?”

“What thing?” said Crom Darail.

“Meseems that it is swords of crimson warfare
and the tread of multitudes

I perceive coming over the side of the
Irluachair from the east.”

“I would not think a clot of gore and blood too
much in the mouth that utters that,” said Crom
Darail;



“Oair ni sliag na sochaide sin

acht na daire romoéra secha tdncamar indé.”
“Dambad ed iat, cid fot-era na carpait rigda
romora fothu?”

“Nidat carpait sin,” ar Crom Darail,

“acht na rigratha secha tdncamar.”

“Diambtis ratha iat, cid fot-era na scéith ailli
dengela intib?”

“Nidat scéith etir,” ar Crom Darail,
“acht na colomna cloch filet i ndorsib na
rigrath sin.”

“Diambtis colomna iat,” ar Crom Derdil,

“cid fot-era immad na rend riadarm

uas brontib morduba in morslaaig?”

“mar ni slua na sochraid atd ansin

ach na doiri rémhora, ar ghabhamar lamh leo
inné.”

“D4 mb’ea, cad ina thaobh na carbaid rioga
rémhora futhu?”

“Ni carbaid ata ansin,” arsa Crom Darail,
“ach na ratha rioga ar ghabhamar lamh leo.”

“Da mba ratha iad, cad ina thaobh na sciatha
aille geala lonracha iontu?”’

“Ni sciatha ata ansin in aon chor,” arsa Crom
Darail,

“ach na coluin chloch ata i ndoirse na rath
rioga sin.”

“Da mba choluin iad,” arsa Crom Dearéil,

“cad ina thaobh na reanna rua-arm go 1éir

os cionn cliabhraigh mhora dhubha na bhfear
sa mhorshlua?”
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“for that is not an army or multitude,

but the gigantic oaks past which we came
yesterday.”

“If it were they, why the immense royal
chariots under them?”

“They are not chariots,” said Crom Darail,
“but the regal raths past which we came.”

“If they are raths, why are those splendid all-
white shields in them?”

“They are not shields at all,” said Crom
Darail;

“but the stone columns that are in the doors of
those royal raths.”

“If they are columns,” said Crom Deroil,

“what is the cause of the profusion of red-
armed spears

above the great black breasts of the mighty
host?”



“Nidat renna sin etir,” ar Crom Darail,

“acht uiss ocus altai na crich

cuna mbennaib ocus cona congnaib tasu.”

“Diambtis uiss ocus altai iat,” ar Crom Deréil,

“cid fot-era na cuiret a ngrega d’fhotlaigib
assa cruib

conid fordub cu aér n-éradbul tiasa cennaib?”

“Nidat grega sin,” ar Crom Darail,

“acht alma ocus éiti ocus innili na crich

arna lécud asa faltaigib ocus a fidbualtib,

uair is arna geltaib sin tairisit na héoin ocus na
hethaiti forsint shnechtu.”

“Ni reanna iadsan, in aon chor,” arsa Crom
Darail,

“ach ois agus ainmbhithe allta na tire

lena mbeanna agus a n-adharca os a gcionn in
airde.”

“D4a mba ois agus ainmbhithe allta iad,” arsa
Crom Deardil,

“cad faoi deara na foid go l¢ir at4 &
gcaitheambh in airde 6na grcriba ag a gcuid

capall

sa tsli go bhfuil an spéir leathanmhor dubh
dorcha os a gcionn?”

“Ni capaill iadsan,” arsa Crom Darail,

“ach tréada agus bolacht agus beithigh na tire

a ligeadh amach as a gclois agus as a mbuailte,

mar is ar an talamh féaraigh sin a thuirlingionn
¢anlaithe nuair a bhionn sneachta ann.”
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“They are not spears either,” said Crom
Darail;

“but the stags and wild beasts of the country,
with their horns and antlers above them.”

“If they are stags and wild beasts,” said Crom
Deroil,

“what causes the quantity of sods which their
horses send from their shoes,

so that it is pitch dark to the mighty air over
their heads?”

“They are not horses,” said Crom Darail;

“but the herds, and flocks, and cattle of the
country,

after being let out of their sheds and wood-
enclosures,

for it is on those pastures the birds and winged
animals alight in the snow.”



“Mo chobais masat €oin ocus ethaiti iat

ni himmirgi éenéoin:”

“Masat elta co ndath elta
ni himmirgi denén,;

ata bratt brec [ . . . ] banoir
dar let im cach n-6enén.

Masat elti glenna garba
as na renna rodba,
nidat 1ati slega serba
lasna bera bodba.

Dar lim nidat frossa snechta
acht mad fir bic bechta
atat ina ngrindi garta
lasna rinni rechta:
fer fa cach starga crtaid chorcra,
is adbul inn elta.”

M.

“Dar m’fhocal, mas éin iad,

ni haon ealta bheag i:”

“Mas ealta go ndath ealta sin,
Ni imirce aon éin;

Até brat breac [ | banoir,
Shilfea, ar gach aon éan.

Mas eilte gleanna ghairb sin
Os na reanna rodhubha,

Is mo ga géar gaifeach

Ann agus bior borb crua.

Dar liom, ni frasa sneachta sin

Ach mionthir throda go fior;

Atdid ina ndiormai dochta

Is faobhar ar gach rinn:

Fear faoi gach sciath chrua chorcra,
Is éachtach an ealta i.”
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“My conscience, if they are birds and winged
animals,

they are not a flock of one bird.”

“If they are flocks, with the hue of a flock,
They are not the flock of one bird.

A white-speckled, golden garment

Is, you would think, about each bird.

If they are flocks of a rough glen,
From out of the black clefts,

Not few are the angry spears
Above the fierce darts.

Methinks they are not snow showers,
But stout, active men,

Who are in threatening bands

Above th’ adjusted darts;

A man under each hard, purple shield.
Prodigious is the flock.”



Section 25

“Acus na hélig-siu,” ar Crom Deroil, “etir
2 9
missi,

nair is mi ata ar firinni.

A thecait sech rennaib na ndairi na hlrluachra
anair,

cid ros-crommad menbatis doeni?”’

Et is amlaid ro boi acond éligud ocus ba-
cachain in laid seo:(—

“A Chruim Darail, cid at-chiu
tresin céo?

Cia forsata in mana cré

iarsin gléo?

Ni coir deit immarbaig rim
as cach raind;

ateri-siu at doini cruimm
muni maill.

Masat muni bit i-fus
ina tast,

risatresat munip less
da dul ass.

“Agus na bi dom bhréagnti,” arsa Crom
Deardil,

“mar is agam ata an ceart.

Agus iad ag gluaiseacht anoir le ciumhais
doiri na hAirluachra,

cad a thabharfadh orthu cromadh murach gur
daoine iad?”

Agus is mar sin a bhi an t-diteamh eatarthu
agus duirt sé an laoi seo:—

“A Chroim Dharail cad a chionn ta
Trid an gceo?

Cé d6 a bhfuil an sléacht i ndan
De bharr an ghleo?

Ni ceart duit bheith ag argdint liom
Faoi gach rud;

Dar leatsa gur daoine cromtha

Iad na muini mora.

Mas muini ata abhus
Ina dtost,

Niorbh fhéidir leo éiri
Agus siul 1¢o.
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“And reprove me not therefore,” said Crom
Deroil,

“for it is I that speak truth.

As they come past the points of the trees of Ir-
Luachair from the east,

what would make them stoop, unless they
were men?”

And thus reproving [his comrade], he sang this
lay:—

“Q, Crom Darail, what seest thou
through the fog?

On whom rests the disrepute,
after the contest?

It is not right of thee to contend
with me in every way.

Thou sayest, O stooping man,
they are slow-moving brakes.

If they were brakes,

they would be still at rest,
They would not rise,
unless alive, to depart.



Masa dairi feda feirn
as chaill chairn,

ni luadfitis sligi nduilb
diambtis mairb.

Uair nachat mairb garg a ngléo,
garb a 1lj;

ltadit maigi is feda féo

uair at bi.

Diambtis craind da chendaib cnocc
cen gnim nglecc,

ni laadfitis leithet bratt

diambith brecc.

Uair nachat craind granna a muirn
cen nach ndailb;

fir cu mbuadaib as fir fern,

ruada a n-airm.

Mas ar druim ech ndond atéit
drong sreth sniit;

masat cargi is laath rait,

riad mat liic.

Cid data neim ar cach barr?—
baig derb dond;
a ’ta-regat sech in rind
cid ros-crom?”
A.

Mas doire coille fearna

Os coill chairn,

Ni beadh drochfhuadar fathu,
D4 mbeidis neamhbheo.

Mar nach marbh, is garg a ngleo

Garbh a li,

Gluaiseann maighe is crainn gan duillitr,
Mar ataid beo.

Da mba chrainn ar bharr cnoc iad

Gan acmhainn troda,

Ni bheadh bratacha leathana ar foluain leo,
Da mbeidis faoi dhuillitr.

On uair nach crainn iad, is granna a ngleo
Gan aon bhréag,

Fir bhuacha iad fir na sciath,

Is dearg a n-airm.

Mas ar dhroim each donn ataid,

T4 slua dar gcomhair ina ndiormai dlatha;
Mas carraigeacha, is gasta a ghluaiseann,
Mas clocha, is ceannrua ataid.

Cad ina thaobh gach cafarr geal? —
Ruathar rifthlaithe go dearbh;

Agus iad ag teacht thar an rinn,

Cad a thug orthu cromadh?”
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If they were oaks of dark woods,
o’er forests thick,

They would not move through
devious ways, if they were dead.

As they are not dead, fierce their battle,
fierce their hue;

They traverse plains and woods also,
for they are alive.

If they were trees of hill-tops,

with hardy strength,

They would not waive such standards,
speckled all.

As they are not trees, ugly their uproar
—a fact undoubted.
Victorious men they; men with shields;
their weapons great.

If on horses’ backs they are,

a long stretch they make;

If they be rocks, quick they run;
. . if they are stones.

Why is there poison on every point?
—a certain sure sign.

As they advance past the summit,
what has stooped them?”



Section 26

At-chuala Ci Rui mac delbchain Dari imresun
in da druad

ar mur Temra Luachra ara chomair immach.
“Ni bar 6enscéol atat na druid se immaig,” ar
ri in domain,

Cu Rui mac delbchain Dari.

Is and sin ra chomérig grian sech comchruinni
in talman.

“Is follus dhtiin innossa in sliag,” ar Crom
Derdil.

At-racht grian ra lecnib na hlrltiachra
et is amlaid ra bui ’ca rad ocus ro chachain in
laid sea,

ocus ba-recart Cui Rui im énrand ¢é don laid:

Chuala C0 Raoi mac dealbhchaoin Déire
imreas na beirte draoi

ar mhur Theamhair Luachra os a chomhair
amach.

“Ni ar aon fhocal atd na draoithe seo amuigh,”
arsa ri an domhain,

Cu Raoi mac dealbhchaoin Daire.

Ansin d’¢éirigh an ghrian os cionn thalamh na
cruinne.

“Is follas dainn anois an slua,” arsa Crom
Dearoil.

D’¢irigh an ghrian os cionn sleasa na
hAirluachra.

Agus bhi s¢ ag caint mar sin agus duirt sé an
laoi seo,

agus thug Ci Raoi freagra air maidir le rann
amhain den laoi:

Page 44 of 104

The fair-visaged Curui mac Daire heard the
dispute of the two druids

on the wall of Tara-Luachra out before him.
“It is not at one these druids outside are,” said
the King of the World,

the fair-visaged Curui mac Daire.

It was then the sun rose over the orb of the
earth.

“Visible to us now is the host,” said Crom
Derdil.

The sun rose over the slopes of Ir-Luachair.

And thus was he saying, and he sang this lay;

and Curui answered him regarding one stanza
of the lay:—



“At-chiu Luachair linib sliab,
taitnid grian tulgorm re taib;
1s Oic im-riadat do chéin

etir moin céir acus craib.

“Chim Luachair sléibhtiuil fiain,

Is an ghrian ag taitneamh ar a taoibh;
T4 laochra ag teacht ¢ chian

Idir an mhdin dubh agus an choill.

“I see Luachair of many hills;

The red-faced sun shines against its side.
"Tis heroes that ride from afar,

Between the black bog and wood.

Mas clta thiach sut tair thall,
masa elta tradna tromm,

Mas ealta fiach sin soir uainn thall,
Mas calta traonai ata ann,

If they are raven flocks, east, yonder;
If they are great flocks of tradna;

mas elta druiti labor,
mas elta chadan na chorr;

Masa elta giugrand gtr,
masa elta gési gér,

1s fata tiadib cu nem,

is garit vadib co fér.

A Chu Rui meic Dari dil,
a fhir im-théit sale sreb,
apair, or is ferr do chiall,
ca rét im-thic in sliab sen.”
“In da dercaid, in da drui,
1s adbul a céo;

is suil tamnaigi atas-ci,

is ltamnaidi a ngléo.

Masat cethrai cornaig cais,
masat carggi criada cniss,
masa chaill dubgorm thana,
masa thondgur Mara Miss;

Mas ealta druideog ag giolcadh,
Mas ecalta cadhan no6 corr;

Mas ealta giurann glorach,
Mas ealta géise géara

Is fada uvathu go neamh,

Is gairid uathu go féar.

A Chu Raoi mhic Dhaire dhil,

A fthir a thaithionn tréanmhuir ghoirt,
Abair, mar is romhaith do chiall,

Cad t4 ag teacht timpeall an tseanshléibhe.”
“An bheirt thear faire, an bheirt draoi,

Is mor a mearbhall;

Cuireann an radharc sin critheagla orthu,

Is roghéar a n-aiteambh.

Mas eallach cas-adharcach,
Mas carraigeacha crua,

Mas coill dighorm scainte,
Mas i tonn thréan Mara Mis;
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If they are extensive flocks of starlings;
If they are flocks of ducks or cranes;

If they are flocks of sturdy geese;
If they are flocks of rapid swans—

Far is it from them to Heaven;

Short is it from them to the ground [/it, grass].

O Curui, son of Daire dear,

O man who crossest the briny sea,

Say, for thy sense is best,

What ’tis traverses the old sliab. ”

“The two druids, the two watchers—

Great is their confusion.

"Tis a timid eye that has looked.

Their contention is moving.

If they are fair horned cattle;

If they are rocks of surface hard;

If *tis a black-blue wood;

If *tis the roar of the sea of Mis;



Masat cethra co ndath chethra
ni himmirgi éenbo;

ata fer borb bertas broeng6

ar druim cacha 6enbo.

Ata claideb cacha bo
’s a sciath da leith chliu;
atat meirci cruaid ra craaid
tasna buaib at-chiu.”

A.

Section 27

Ni cian ro batar and, in da druid ocus in da
dercaid,

cu remid banbidcud bodba don chétna braini
dar glend anall.

Ba sed a barbardacht at-raachtatar

cuna fargaib sleg ar aidlind na sciath ar
berraidi na claideb ar alchaing

1 Temair Luachra na torchair.

Mas eallach go ndath eallaigh,

Ni tréad aon bho;

Fear borb a bheartaionn gathanna fuilteacha
Até ar dhroim gach aon bho.

Até claiomh gach bo
’s a sciath ar a cliathan clé;

Meirgi bagracha taobh le taobh
T4 os cionn na mbo a chim.”

Ni fada a bhi siad ann — an bheirt draoi, an
bheirt fhear faire —

nuair a scuab le fuinneamh treascrach an
bhuion tosaigh thar gleann anall chucu.

Thainig siad chomh borb forranach sin

nar fagadh sled ar sheastan, né sciath ar
chrica, na claiomh ar raca

i dTeamhair Luachra, nér thit go talamh.
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If they are cattle, of cattle kind.
They are not the herd of one cow.
A fierce man, who sheds blood,
Is on each cow’s back.

There is a sword [man] for very cow,
With a shield at his left side.

There are standards—strong beside strong—
Over the cows I see.”

Not long were they there, the two watchers
and the two druids,

until a full, fierce rush of the first band broke
hither past the glen.

Such was the fury with which they advanced,

that there was not left a spear on a rack, nor a
shield on a spike, nor a sword in an armoury,

in Tara-Luachra, that did not fall down.



Cach teg ara rabi tuigi i Temair Luachra

at-rochair ’na linbrattaib dermaraib de.

Ba samalta combo hi in muir tisad

dar muraib ocus dar cernaib in betha chucu.

Ra sait gnéthi da gnusib

ocus ra bui crith ar détaib 1 Temair Luachra ar
medon.

At-rochratar in dé druid i nnélaib ocus 1 tassib
ocus 1 tamlecht,

fer dib dar miar immach, Crom Darail,
ocus Crom Dero6il dar mtr innond.
Et ar-ai sin ra érig Crom Der6il

ocus ra chuir suil dar in cétna mbraini tanic
1ssin fathchi.

Gach teach a raibh ceann tui air i dTeamhair
Luachra,

caitheadh an dion anuas de ina leadhbanna
mora gioblacha.

Ba chostiil iad le rabharta mara ag madhmadh
6 cheithre chuinne an domhain chucu thar na
fallai isteach.

Thainig iomp6 li ar gach aghaidh

agus crith ar dhéada istigh i ndin Theamhair
Luachra.

Thit an bheirt draoi i laige agus i bhfanntais
agus 1 meirfean;

thit Crom Darail thar falla amach
agus thit Crom Deardil thar falla isteach.

Ach ina ainneoin sin, d’éirigh Crom Dearéil
aris

agus bhi ag féachaint ar an gcéad bhuion agus
iad ag teacht isteach ar an bhfaiche.
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From every house on which was thatch in
Tara-Luachra,

it fell in immense flakes.
One would think that it was the sea that had
come

over the walls, and over the recesses of the
world to them.

The forms of countenances were changed,

and there was chattering of teeth in Tara-
Luachra within.

The two druids fell in fits, and in faintings,
and in paroxysms;

one of them, Crom Darail, out over the wall,
and Crom Deroil over the wall inside.
And, notwithstanding, Crom Der6il got up,

and cast an eye over the first band that came
into the green.



Section 28
Tarblaingset in sluag for inn faidchi
et suidset 1 n-6enairechtas for inn thaithchi.

Snigis ocus legais in snechta tricha ferthraiged
ar cach leth iathu

ra bruth na miled morchalma.

Tanic Crom Der6il is tech

1 rrabi Medb ocus Ailill ocus Cu Rui ocus
Eocho mac Luchtai,

ocus bar-iarfacht Medb,

“Canas tanic int armgrith dar-fanic,

inn a haéor antas no in dar muir aniar no inn a
Hérind anair?”

“Is a Hérind anair,

dar lecnib na hlrltachra cu demin,” ar Crom
Deroil;

Thuirling an slua ar an bhfaiche
agus shuigh siad le chéile inti.

Ledigh an sneachta ar feadh triocha troigh ar
gach taobh diobh

mar gheall ar theas cuisli na laochra
lanchalma.

Thainig Crom Dearoil isteach sa teach

ina raibh Meadhbh agus Oilill agus Ca Raoi
agus Eochaidh mac Luchta

agus d’thiafraigh Meadhbh:

“Cad as ar thainig gleo na n-arm chugainn,
an on spéir anuas, n6 thar muir aniar né as
Eirinn anoir a thinig s¢?”

“Is as Eirinn anoir,

thar shleasa na hAirluachra go deimhin a
thainig s¢,” arsa Crom Dearbil;
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The host alighted on the green,
and sat in one band on the green.

The snow dissolved and melted thirty feet on
either side of them,

from the ardour of the great puissant warriors.

Crom Deréil came into the house

in which were Medb, and Ailill, and Curui,
and Eocho mac Luchta;

and Medb asked

whence came the clamour that occurred;
whether it was down from the air, or across
the sea from the west, or from Eriu, from the
east?

“It is from Eriu, from the east,

across the slopes of the Ir-Luachair,
undoubtedly,” said Crom Deroil.



“tachim sluaig barbardai

nad etar-sa indat Hérennaig no indat
allmaraig.

Masat Hérennaig ocus menbat allmaraig isat
Ulaid.”

“Na bad achnid do Choin Rui and sut,” ar
Medb, “tuarascbala Ulad?
ar is menic ar écraitib ocus ar sliagedaib ocus

ar thurasaib inna farrad é.”

“Ropad aichnid,” ar Cu Rui, “acht co fagbaind
a tuarascbala.”

“Tuarascbail in chétna braini tanic issin mbali
dib am ata acumsa,” ar Crom Deroil.

“Tabair duin didiu,” ar Medb.

“ta slua barbartha dar gcomhair

na feadarsa an Eireannaigh n6 an alluraigh iad.

Mas Eireannaigh iad agus murab alltraigh iad,
is Ultaigh iad.”

“Nach n-aithneodh Ci Raoi ansin na
hU]Itaigh,” arsa Meadhbh, “ach a dtuairisc a

chlos,

mar is minic ¢ pairteach leo in ionsaithe, i
slogai agus in eachtrai?”

“D’aithneoinn,” arsa Ct Raoi, “ach go
bhfaighinn a dtuairisc.”

“Is 1 tuairisc na chéad bhuine a thainig go dti
an t-aitreabh seo atd agamsa,” arsa Crom

Dearoil.

“Abair leat, mar sin,” arsa Meadhbh.
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“I see a barbaric host,

and I know not whether they are Erennachs or
Foreigners;

but if they are Erennachs, and if they are not
Foreigners, they are Ulidians.”

“Should not the descriptions of the Ulidians be
known to Curui there?” asked Medb;

“for often has he been on cavalcades, and on
hostings, and on journeys along with them.”

“I would know them,” said Curui, “if I could
obtain a description of them.”

“The description of the first band of them that
came into the place [ have, indeed,” said Crom
Deroil.

“Give it to us then," said Medb.



Section 29

“Unsea ra dun anair anechtair,” ar Crom
Derdil, “at-chonnarc-sa

and budin rigda roméir, fiu rig cach denther
sin buidin.

Triar 1 n-airenuch na buidni.

Laech rosclethan rigda romor eturru bar
airmedon;

samalta ra ésca ’na ollchoiciud déc a gnuis
ocus a drech ocus a aged.

Ulcha degablach findchael fthair;

folt tobach dergbudi i forchengul co fan a
chulad leis.

Lend chorcra chorrtharach immi;

milech 0ir ecair ina brutt Giasa gelgualaind;

1éni de srél rig ra grian a gelchnis.

“Ag déanambh anoir isteach i dtreo an duin
anseo,” arsa Crom Dearoil, “chonaic mé

buion rioga rémhor agus mianach ri i ngach
fear diobh.

Bhi tritr 1 dtus na buine.

Laoch roscleathan rioga romhor 1 lar baill
eatarthu.

Is cosuil le gealach cuig 14 déag a ghnuis agus
a dhreach agus a aghaidh.

Féasog dhé-ghabhlach thionnchaol air,

folt deargbhui dea-ghearrtha ceangailte ar chul
a mhuinil,

cloca corcra ciumhaisalainn air,

dealg mhaiseach oir ina bhrat os a
ghealghualainn

agus léine de shroll rioga lena ghealchneas.
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“I saw before the dun to the east, outside,”
said Crom Deréil,

“a royal, immense band; the equal of a king
was every man in the band.

There were three in the front of the band,

and a broad-eyed, royal, gigantic warrior
between them in the middle.

Comparable to a moon in its great fifteenth
was his countenance, his visage, and his face.

His beard was forked, fair, and pointed;

his bushy, reddish-yellow hair was looped to
the slope of his culad.

A purple-bordered garment encircled him,

a pin of wrought gold being in the garment
over his white shoulder.

To the surface of his white skin was a shirt of
kingly satin.



Sciath dondchorcra co cobradaib 6ir buide
fair.

Claideb orduirn intussil leis.

Sleg cuinseo corcarglan ina gelglaicc deiss
deligthi

cona foga fogablach 1¢.
Certlaech da leith deis;

suillsithir ri snechta a gntiis ocus a drech ocus
a aged.

Fer bec bradub da leith chli; luchru sén cu
mor.

Fer find forsholus ic faebarchless chlaideb
uastu.

A cholg dét aithgér urnocht issin dara laim do;

a chlaideb moér mileta issin laim n-aill.

Ras-cuir imma sech 1 n-urairdi ocus 1 n-isli

Sciath dhonnchorcra agus imleanna 6ir bhui
air.

Claiomh 6rdhoirn ornaideach leis.

Sle4 mhaisithe ghlan chorcra ina ghealghlac
dheas alainn,

mar aon le fogha gabhlach.
Laoch ceart éachtach ar a laimh dheas

a bhfuil a ghntis, a dhreach agus a aghaidh
chomh geal le sneachta.

Fear beag braoidhubh ar a laimh chlé¢; is gile ¢
sin go mor.

Fear fionn fiorsholasmhar ag déanamh
faobharchleas le claiomh os a gcionn.

A cholg roghéar eabhardhoirn i laimh leis
nochtaithe

agus a chlaiomh mor mileata sa laimh eile.

Scaoileann s¢ uaidh suas agus anuas iad gach
dara babhta
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A purple-brown shield, with rims of yellow
gold, was over him.

He had a gold-hilted, embossed sword,

a purple-bright, well-shaped spear in his white
firm right hand,

accompanied by its forked dart.
At his right side stood a true warrior;

brighter than snow his countenance, his
visage, and his face.

At his left side a little black-browed man,
greatly resplendent.

A fair, very brilliant man was playing the edge
feat over them,;

his sharp inlaid sword in the one hand,

his large knightly sword in the other hand.

These he sent up and down past one another,



gun benat foscud fti folt ocus fri leccainn in
laich moéir medonaig.

Ariu ra-sechat talmain ras-geib in fer cétna a
rrind

ar uigib ocus thaebraib.”

Section 30
“Is rigda in tuarascbail,” ar Medb.

“Is rigda in lucht issa tuarascbail,” bar Ct Rui.

“Ced 06n, cia sut?” bar Ailill.

“Ni hannsa,” bar Ca Rui:

“Conchobar mac Fachtna Fathaig,
ri diless dingbala Ulad,
hua rig Hérenn is Alban,

in ldech mor medodnach ut.

sa tsli go dtiteann a scath ar tholt agus ar
leiceann an laoich mhoir i lar baire.

Sara dtiteann siad go talamh, beireann an fear
céanna

ar rinn agus ar fhaobhar orthu.”

“Sin tuarascail rioga,” arsa Meadhbh.

“Is rioga an dream lena mbaineann an
tuarascail,” arsa Cu Raoi.

“C¢ hiad féin, mas ea?” arsa Oilill.

“Is furasta a ra,” arsa Cu Raoi,
“Conchubhar mac Fhachtna Fhathaigh,
ri ceart dleathach Uladh

a siolraiodh 6 rithe Eireann agus Alban,

an laoch mor sin 1 lar baire.
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so that they would touch the hair and forehead
of the great central hero;

but before they could reach the ground, the
same man would catch their points,

both backs and edges.”

“Regal is the description,” said Medb.

b

“Regal is the band whose description it is,’
said Curui.

“What, then; who are they?” asked Ailill.

“Not hard to tell,” answered Curui.
“That great central hero is

Conor, son of Fachtna Fathach,
the lawful, worthy King of Ulad,

descendant of the Kings of Eriu and Alba.



Fintan mac N¢ill Niamglonnaig, fer trin Ulad,
da leith deiss,

cunid soillsithir snechta a gntiis ocus a aged.

Cu Chulainn mac Sualtaim in fer bec bradub
da leith chli.

Ferchertni mac Corpri meic Iliach in fer find
forsholus sin

fil ic imbirt chless gascid uastu.
Rigollam de rigollomnaib Ulad sin

ocus culchométaid do Chonchobar 6 théit 1
crich a bidbad.

Cipé da mbad il a acallam in rig,

ni lémthar co n-elathar in fer sin.”

Fionntan mac N¢ill Niamhghlonnaigh até ar a
laimh dheas, fear a bhfuil trian chuige Uladh
faoina riail,

agus ta a ghnis agus a aghaidh chomh geal le
sneachta.

Cu Chulainn mac Sualdaim an fear beag
braoidhubh ar a ldimh chlé.

Feircheirtne mac Cairbre mhic Iliach an fear
fionn fiorsholasmhar sin

ata ag imirt cleas gaiscigh os a gcionn.
Ri-ollamh de ri-ollaimh Uladh ¢ sin,

a bhionn ina chulgharda ag Conchubhar nuair
a théann seisean isteach i dtir a namhad.

Cibé duine ar mian leis labhairt leis an ri,

ni bheadh sé de dhdnaiocht ann gan labhairt
leis an bhfear sin ar dtas.”
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On his right side is Fintan, son of Niall
Niamglonnach, the man of the third of Ulad,

whose countenance and face is more bright
than snow.

The little black-browed man at his left side is
Cuchulaind, son of Sualtam.

Ferchertni, son of Corpre, son of Ilia, is the
fair, beaming man,

who is playing warlike feats over them.
A king-poet of the king-poets of Ulad is he,

and a rear-guard of Conor when he goes into
his enemies’ country.

Whoever would wish to solicit or speak to the
King,

it is not permitted until that man is evaded.”



Section 31

“Unsea riu sain anair anechtair,” ar Crom
Deroil,

“at-connarc-sa and triar n-alaind n-étrom ocus
erriud fénnidi impu.

Dias Oc aitidach dib.

In tres gilla, ulcha degablach dondchorcra fair.

Nicon berat a drucht dind théor

ar athi ocus imétrummi im-thancatar,

mar na facced nech don moérshlég iat,

ocus at-chiat in sluag n-uile.”

“Is séim ocus is imétrom ocus is sidamail in
tuarascbail,” ar Medb.

“Amuigh ansin leosan,” arsa Crom Deardil,
“chonaic mé chugainn anoir triir alainn
¢atrom agus feisteas féinnithe umpu.

Beirt acu ina n-6géanaigh oga.

An trit giolla agus féasog dhé-ghabhlach
dhonnchorcra air.

Iad ag gluaiseacht chomh mear éatrom sin

nach mbaineann siad an dricht den théar

agus ba dhoigh leat nach féidir le héinne sa
mhorshlua iad a theiceail,

ach chionn siadsan an slua uilig.”

“Is séimh agus is saordideach agus is diamhair
an tuarascail 1,” arsa Meadhbh.
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“Here before these to the east, outside,” said
Crom Derdil,

“I saw there a splendid, active trio, clothed in
warriors’ dress.

Two of them were young, child-like;

the third fellow had a forked, purple-brown
beard.

They would not remove the dew from the
grass,

for the celerity and lightness with which they
came;

as if not one of the great host perceived them,

and they see the whole host.”

“Gentle, and light, and peaceful is the
description,” said Medb.



“Is séim 1iss is sidamail in lucht isa
tuarascbail,” ar Ca Rui.

“Cia sut?” for Ailill.
“Ni hannsa am,” bar Ct Rui:

b

“tri saermaccaemi Tuathi Dé Danann and sin,’
bar Cu Rui:

“Delbaeth mac Eithlend ocus Oengus Oc mac
in Dagdai ocus Cermait Milbél.

Téncatar sin dered aidchi indiu da morad aig
ocus urgaile,

cu ras-mescsat iat arint shluag,

et is fir cunna faccet in sluag iat, ocus at-chiat-
som in sluag.”

“Is séimh agus is diamhair na daoine lena
mbaineann an tuarascail,” arsa Ct Raoi.

“C¢ hiad féin?” arsa Oilill.
“Is furasta a ra,” arsa Ca Raoi:

“triar macaomh uasal de Thuatha Dé Danann
ata ansin,” arsa Cu Raoi:

“Dealbhaoth mac Eithleann agus Aonghus Og
mac an Daghdha agus Cearmaid Milbhéal.

Thainig siadsan i ndeireadh na hoiche chun
achrann agus imreas a chothu

agus chuaigh siad i measc an tslua

agus is fior nach bhfeiceann an slua iad ach
chionn siadsan an slua.”
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“Gentle and peaceful is the band whose
description it is,” said Curui.

“Who are they?” asked Ailill.
“Not hard to tell, *indeed,*” said Curui.

“Three noble youths of the Tuatha-De-
Dananns are there,” said Curui:

“Delbhaeth, son of Eithliu, and Aengus Og,
son of the Dagda, and Cermat Honey-mouth.

They came at the end of night this day, to
excite valour and battle,

and they have mixed themselves through the
host.

And it is true that the hosts perceive them not;
but they see the hosts.”



Section 32

“Unsea riu sain anair anechtair,” ar Crom
Deroil,

“at-chiu and buidin ldechda langlonnaig
co triur derscaigthi rempu i rremthus.
Laech fichda fordond and sin ocus léech find

firalaind

ocus laech rtianaid rigthend trén co fult tobach
dergbuide fair,

cunid samalta ra cir mbethi ra dered fagamair

no ra bretnasaib bano6ir
glantaitnem a thuilt.
Ulcha degablach dondchiar fair,

samalta ra hed lama laich ar fhat.

“Amuigh ansin leosan,” arsa Crom Deardil,
“chonaic mé chugainn anoir buion laochta
langhaiscitil

agus tritr eisceachtuil chun tosaigh rompu sa
tsli.

Laoch donn, fiochmhar duine acu, agus lena
thaobh laoch fionn, fioralainn

agus laoch rélaidir, ritheann, tréan agus gruaig
ghearr dheargbhui air

sa tsli gur cosuil le cior meala i ndeireadh an
thomhair

no le biorain mhaiseacha bhanoir
a fholt glan lonrach.
Féasog dhé-ghabhlach dhadhonn air

chomh fada le 14imh laoich.
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“Here before them to the east, outside,” said
Crom Derdil,

“I see there a warlike, valorous company,
with three distinguished persons advancing in
front of them.

A wrathful, brown hero is there; and a fair,
truly-splendid hero;

and a valiant, king-stout, mighty champion,
with thick red-yellow hair;

and comparable to a honeycomb at the end of
harvest,

or clasps of fair gold,
is the bright glistening of his hair;
two-forked, black-brown, is his beard,

which is equal to the measure of a hero’s hand
in length;



Samalta ra corcair lossa liac no ra oiblib
urtheined

a gnuis ocus a drech ocus a aged.

Tri scéith dondderga mileta foraib.

Tri manaisi mara murnecha bar an barcaib leo.

Tri claidib tromma tortbuillecha leo.
L, .. .

Tri étaigi caema corcardai impu.

“Dar ar cubus is laechda ocus is curatta in

tuarascbail,” ar Medb.

“Is laechda ocus is curatta in lucht isa
tuarascbail,” ar Ca Rui.

“Cid on, cia sut?” bar Ailill.
“Ni hannsa:
tri primlaich Ulad ind sin,

na da Conall ocus Loegaire

Mar dhath an lusa mhoir no6 le drithli tine nua-
adhanta

a ghnuis, a dhreach agus a aghaidh.

Tri sciath dhonndearga mhileata ar iompar
acu.

Tri shlea mhora, rinnleathana ... acu.

Tri chlaiomh throma thréanchoscracha acu.
Feisteas caomh corcra ar an triur acu.”

“Dar ar gcoinsias, is laochta agus is curata an
tuarascail 1,” arsa Meadhbh.

“Is laochta agus is curata an dream lena
mbaineann an tuarascail,” arsa Ct Raoi.

“Cé¢ hiad féin, mas ea?” arsa Oilill.
“Is furasta a ra:
tritir priomhlaoch Uladh iadsan,

an da Chonall agus Laoghaire
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like the purple hue of the gilly-flower, or
sparkles of fresh fire,

his countenance, his visage, and his face.

They bear three knightly, brown-red shields;

three immense, whizzing, warlike spears;
three heavy, stout-striking swords.

Three shapely suits of purple apparel about
them.”

“Heroic and knightly, by our conscience, is
the description,” said Medb.

“Heroic and knightly is the band whose
description it is,” said Curui.

“What, then; who are they?” asked Ailill.
“Not hard to tell” [said Curui].
“Three prime heroes of Ulad they

—the two Conalls and Loegaire—



.1. Conall Anglonnach mac Iriel Glunmair

ocus Conall Cernach mac Amairgin

ocus Loegaire 6 Raith Immil.”

Section 33

“Unsea riu sain anair anechtair,” bar Crom
Deroil,

“ata-connac-sa and triar n-uathmar n-anachnid
1 n-airinuch na buidni.

Tri 1énti linecda 1 caustul fri cnessaib doib;

tri bruitt thinnig liathodra i forcipul impu.

Tri cualli iairn isna brattaib tiasa mbrainib;

tri fuilt fordonna fraechda forru;

tri glanscéith odorda co caladbualtib finnuma
forru;

— Conall Anghlonnach mac Iriail
Ghlinmhoir,

Conall Cearnach mac Aimhirghin

agus Laoghaire 6 Rath Imill.”

“Amuigh ansin leosan,” arsa Crom Deardil,
“chonaic mé chugainn anoir tritir uafar
anaithnid i dts na buine.

Tri 1éine linéadaigh lena geneas,

tri bhrat fhionnaitheacha liathodhra ina
dtimpeall.

Tri bhioran iarainn ag ceangal a mbrat ar a n-
ucht,

folt rodhonn fiain ar an triur;

tri ghlansciath odhra acu ar a bhfuil
ciumhaiseanna gealumha,
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viz., Conall Anglonnach, son of Iriel Glunmar,

and Conall Cernach, son of Amargin,

and Loegaire from Rath-Immil.”

“Here before them to the east, outside,” said
Crom Derdil,

“I saw a hideous, unknown trio in the front of
the band,

with three linen shirts girding their bodies
round;

three hairy, dark-gray garments in folds about
them,;

three iron spikes in the garments over their
bosoms;

three coarse dark-brown heads of hair upon
them,;

three bright-grey shields, with hard ozier
bindings upon them;



tri slega slindlethna leo;
tri claidbi 6rduirn acaib.

Ba samalta ri glaim con allmaraig i fathod

srenburach craidi cach miled dib

ra forcloistecht a mbidbad isin danad sa.”

“Is barbarda ’s is cauratta in tuarascbail,” ar
Medb.

“Is barbarda in lucht issa tuarascbail,” bar Cta
Rui.

“Ced 0n, cia sut?” bar Ailill.
“Ni hannsa,” bar Ca Rui:
“tri taismidi catha Ulad and sin,

Uma mac Remanfissig a Fedain Chualnge,

Errgi Echbél a Bri Errgi,

Celtchair Mor mac Uithidir

tri shlea rinnleathana acu
agus tri chlaiomh 6rdhoirn.

Ba chostiil le glam con ar ruathar foghla thar
muir anonn

tréanbhuireach gach cathmbhile acu

nuair a d’airigh siad a naimhde sa dun seo.”

“Is barbartha agus is curata an tuarascail i,”
arsa Meadhbh.

“Is barbartha an dream lena mbaineann an
tuarascail,” arsa Cu Raoi.

“Cé¢ hiad féin, mas ea?” arsa Oilill.
“Is furasta a ra,” arsa Cu Raoi,
“sin iad triar cruathaca catha Uladh,

Umha mac Reamhantheasaigh as Feadhain
Chuailnge,

Eirge Eachbhéal as Bri Eirge

agus Cealtchair Mor mac Uithidhir
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three broad-bladed lances with them;
three gold-hilted swords had they.

Like the baying of a foreign hound in the
chase

is the loud heart-bellowing of each warrior of
them

when hearing of their enemies in this fortress.”

“Fierce and warlike is the description,” said
Medb.

“Fierce is the band whose description it is,”
said Curui.

“What, then; who are they?” asked Ailill.
“Not hard to tell,” said Curui.
“Three leaders of battle of the Ulidians they

—Uma son of Remanfisech, from Fedan of
Cualnge;

Errgi Echbél, from Bri-Errgi,

and Celtchair the Great, son of Uthidir,



a Raith Celtchair, a Dun D4 Lethglas.”

Section 34

“Unsea riu sain anair anechtair,” bar Crom
Deroil,

“at-connarc fer suilech sliastach slinnénach
sarmor sithfhata
co sarbratt lachtnai imbi.

Secht ngerrchochaill ciara comshlemna imbi,

girri cech n-tiachtarach, libru cach n-ichtarach.

Noénbur cechtar a dé thaeb.
Lorg adtiathmar iarnaidi ’na laim,
cend anbthen fhurri ocus cend algen.

Ba sed a reba ocus abairti, fuirmid in cend n-
anbthen for cendar na nonbor

as Rath Chealtchair 6 Dhun D4 Leathghlas.”

“Amuigh ansin leosan,” arsa Crom Deardil,

“chonaic mé chugainn anoir fear
géarshuileach, sliastach, slinneanach, sarmhor,
scafanta

agus brat liath 4lainn uime.

Seacht gcinn de ghearrchochaill chiardhubha
mhine uime.

Is giorra gach cochall uachtarach agus is faide
gach cochall iochtarach.

Naonur ar cheachtar a dha thaobh.
Lorg uafar iarainn ina ldimh

agus ceann amhain de millteach bascthach
agus an ceann eile min sioduil.

Is ¢ cleas agus cluiche a bhi aige né an naontr

a bhualadh sa chloigeann le ceann millteach a
loirge,
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from Rath-Celtchair, from Dun-da-Lethglas.”

“Here in front of them, to the east, outside,”
said Crom Deréil,

“I saw a large-eyed, large-thighed, shoulder-
bladed, nobly-great, immensely-tall man,
with a splendid gray garment round him;

with seven short, black, equally-smooth
cloaklets about him;

shorter was each upper one, longer each
lower.

At either side of him were nine men.
In his hand was a terrible iron staff,
on which were a rough end and a smooth end.

His play and amusement consisted in laying
the rough end on the heads of the nine,



condas-marband raa braithiud n-6enuaire.
Fuirmid in cend algen forru

condas-bethaigend issinn tair chétna.”

“Is ingnad in tuarascbdil,” far Medb.

“Is ilrechtach in ti ’sa tuarascbail,” bar C Rui.

“Cid 6n, cia sut?” bar Ailill.
“Ni hannsa,” bar Ca Rui:

“in Dagda Mér mac Eithlenn, dagdia Tuathi
Dé Danann.

Da morad aig ocus urgaile

ra cummasc isin matin indiu for in sluag,

ocus ni thaccend nech issint shluag é.”

rud a thagann marbh iad ar feadh achair bhig.
Buaileann sé ansin iad le ceann min na loirge

agus bionn siad ina mbeathaidh aige
laithreach.”

“Diol iontais an tuarascail sin,” arsa Meadhbh.

“Is mo riocht a thugann an té lena mbaineann
an tuarascail air féin,” arsa Ct Raoi.

“Cé hé féin, mas ea?” arsa Oilill.
“Is furasta a ra,” arsa Ca Raoi:

“an Daghdha Mor mac Eithleann, dea-dhia
Thuatha D¢ Danann.

Chun 4r agus achrann a chotht

is ea a chuaigh sé i measc an tslua maidin
inniu

agus ni theiceann éinne sa slua é.”
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whom he would kill in the space of a moment.
He would then lay the smooth end on them,

so that he would animate them in the same
time.”

“Wonderful is the description,” said Medb.

“Protean is the person whose description it is,”
said Curui.

“What, then; who is he?” asked Ailill.
“Not hard to tell,” said Curui.

“The great Dagda, son of Ethliu, the good God
of the Tuatha De Danann.

To magnify valour and conflict

he wrought confusion upon the host in the
morning this day;

and no one in the host sees him.”



Section 35

“Unsea riu sain anair anechtair,” ar Crom
Deroil,

“at-chonnarc-sa and fer tailc tuillethan, isé
bailc bradorcha,

1sé drechlethan détsholus,

cen erriud cen étgud cen armu cen faebru
acht faathbroc dondlethair degshtiata cu
airbaccaib a d4 ochsal.

Remithir fer mor cech n-6enball de.

In corthi cloichi sea immuich na fétat Clanna
Dedad uile da thocbail

ra gat a talmain

ocus da-ringni ubullchless &n méor co a chéli
de.

“Amuigh ansin leosan,” arsa Crom Deardil,

“chonaic mé chugainn anoir tréanfhear teann,
ceannleathan, balcaire braoidhorcha,

dreachleathan, déadsholas

gan feisteas né éide gaiscigh, gan arm faobhair

ach aprin donn bogleathair air anios go dti a
dh4 ascaill.

Gach ball da chorp chombh leathan téagartha le

fear mor.

An gallan cloiche sin amuigh né féadfadh

Clanna Ded go 1¢ir ¢ a thogaint,
tharraing s¢é as an talamh ¢

agus rinne ullchleas leis idir a mhéara.
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“Here before them, to the east, outside,” said
Crom Derdil,

“I saw there a mighty, broad-fronted man;
bold, dark-browed;

broad-visaged, white-toothed;

without raiment, without clothing, without
arms, without weapons,

except a well-stitched brown leather apron up
to the hollows of his two arm-pits.

Stouter than a large man is each of his limbs.
This pillar-stone outside, which all the
Clanna-Dedad could not lift,

he pulled out of the ground,

and performed an apple feat with it from one
finger to the other.



Ra léic tad ra talmain

feib ra léiced dlai omthaind bar athi ocus
étrummi.”

“Is rtianaid rigthend trén rochalma in
tuarascbail,” bar Medb.

“Is fornirt cach ’sa tuarascbail,” bar Ca Rui.

“Ced 06n, cia sut?” bar Ailill.
“Ni hannsa:

Trisgatail Trénther sin

1. trénther tigi Conchobair.

Is ¢ marbas na tri nonbair da déccun anniaraid
namma.”

Chaith s¢ vaidh go talamh ¢

amhail is go mbeadh sé chomh héatrom le
canach feochadain.”

“Is tréan, laidir, forsuil, rochalma an tuarascail
i,” arsa Meadhbh.

“Is tréan, laidir an té lena mbaineann an
tuarascail,” arsa Cu Raoi.

“Cé hé féin, mas ea?” arsa Oilill.

“Is furasta a ra:

sin ¢ Trioscadail Tréanfhear,

fear laidir theach Chonchubhair.

Is féidir leis tri naonar a mhara ach aon

fhéachaint thiochmhar amhain a thabhairt
orthu.”
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He hurled it from him with power,

as quickly and lightly as he would fling a wisp
of *a thistle*, for quickness and lightness.”

“Heroic, regal, powerful, mighty is the
description,” said Medb.

“Stronger than any is he whose description it
is,” said Curui.

“What, then, who is he?” asked Ailill.
“Not hard to tell.

That is the champion Trisgatal;

the champion of Conor’s house.

He it is that kills the three enneads by his
fierce look alone.”



Section 36

“Unsea riu sain anair anechtair,” ar Crom
Deroil,

“at-chonnac-sa gilla nua noidenda i cengul
ocus 1 cubriuch.

Tri slabraid cechtar a da choss

ocus slabrad cechtar a da lam.

Tri slabraid imma bragit

ocus morfessiur cecha slabraide,

conid inund ocus éenmorfessiur déc.

Co mbeir-sium rompud ferda feramail cu

trascrand in 6enmorfessiur déc

cunas-tairngend

feib ro thairnged

a comlin de bolganaib belca

“Amuigh ansin leosan,” arsa Crom Deardil,

“chonaic mé chugainn anoir giolla 6g agus
cuma linbh air agus ¢ ceangailte, cuibhrithe.

Tri shlabhra ar cheachtar a dha chos

agus slabhra amhain ar cheachtar a dha lamh.

Tri shlabhra thart ar a mhuineél

agus morsheisear 1 ngreim ar gach slabhradh,
is ¢ sin aon mhorsheisear déag ar fad.
Bhaineadh sé casadh as a chorp le forsa
fiortheartil a threascraiodh an t-aon
mhorsheisear déag

agus tharraingiodh sé ina dhiaidh iad

chomh héasca saordideach

is a tharraingeodh s¢

an oiread sin mailini éatroma seithe.

Page 64 of 104

“Here before them, to the east, outside,” said
Crom Derdil,

“I saw a fresh, childish youth, in bonds and
fetters.

Round each of his two legs were three chains,
a chain round each of his two hands,

and three chains round his neck;

and seven persons at each chain,

which is equal to eleven sevens.

He *makes* a manly, vigorous rompur with
the eleven sevens,

whom he would drag

as easily and lightly

as he would drag

their number of empty bladders,



for athi ocus étrummi.

In tan at-chluined boltnugud a namat,

in tan ra benad cend ind fthir dib

ra tailthot de thailthotaib in talman

no risin carraic clochi,
iss ed at-bered in fer sin,

‘Ni da thetarrachtain gaili na gascid berair in
rumpud sin

acht fa baltnugud in bid ocus in lenna fil issin
dunud sa.’

Na-ngeib-sium eill nari

cu n-imthig athach leo co tai tastadach

conda-dic in tond inburbi chétna.”

“Dar ar cubus,” ar Medb, ““is nemnech ocus is
dochoisc in tuarascbail.”

Nuair a d’thaigheadh sé boladh a namhad

agus nuair a bhuaileadh ceann fir

meall ar an talamh

no carraig cloiche,
1s é a deireadh an fear sin:

‘ni ar mhaithe le gal agus gaisce an cleas nirt
sin agat,

ach le duil sa bhia agus sa lionn a bhfaigheann
tu a mboladh sa dun sin.’

Thagadh ndire ansin air

agus d’imiodh s¢ leo go citiin tostach ar feadh
tamaill

go dti go mbuaileadh an taom céanna aris ¢.”

“Dar ar gcoinsias,” arsa Meadhbh, “is
nimhneach, forranach an tuarascail 1.”

Page 65 of 104

when he would hear the clamour of his
enemies.

When the head of one of the men would strike

against a surface-sod of the surface-sods of the
ground,

or against the stone crag,
the man would say,

‘It is not to exhibit bravery or valour this
uproar is created,

but about the odour of the food and ale which
1s in this house.’

A feeling of shame possessed him,

so that he went with them a while, quietly,
silently,

until the same wave of fury came upon him.”

“By our conscience,” said Medb, “the
description is virulent, indocile.”



“Nemnech dochoisc cach issa tuarascbail,” bar
Cu Rui.

“Ced 0n, cia €?” bar Ailill.

“Ni hannsa:

mac na tri curad at-rubart a chianaib

.1. Uma mac Remanfisig, Errgi Echbél et
Celtchair mac Uthidir.

Is éicen inn airet sin da sliiag ica
chomét

a théit i crich a bidbad
daig a gaili da chomus

.1. Uanchend Arritech, ocus nira slan acht a
oenbliadain déc,

ocus nira chaith a chuit riam

na tairced do cach 6en no bid issin taig.”

“Is nimhneach, forranach an té lena
mbaineann an tuarascail,” arsa Ct Raoi.

“Cé hé féin, mas ea?” arsa Oilill.

“Is furasta a ra:

mac an tritir curadh a luaigh mé 6 chianaibh:
Umha mac Reamhantheasaigh, Eirge
Eachbhéal agus Cealtchair mac Uithidhir;

ni mor an méid sin da slua a bheith ina
fheidhil chun smacht a choimead air,

nuair a théann siad isteach 1 dtir a namhad,
mar gheall ar a thioch chun troda.

Uancheann Airideach a ainm, nil ach aon
bhliain déag slanaithe aige

agus nior chaith s¢ a chuid riamh

gan ¢ a thairiscint do gach éinne sa teach.”
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“Virulent, indocile is he whose description it
is,” said Curui.

“Who is he, then?” asked Ailill.
“Not hard to tell.

The son of the three champions I mentioned
before,

to wit, Uma son of Remanfisech, Errgi Echbél,
and Celtchair son of Uithidir.

That number of their host is requisite to guard
him

when he goes into his enemy’s country,
in order to restrain his ardour.

Uanchend Arritech is he, and his eleventh year
is not complete;

and he never eat [recte, ate] his portion,

without offering it to everyone who might be
in the house.”



Section 37

“Unsea riu sain anair anechtair,” ar Crom
Deroil,

“at-condarc-sa and budin da déescarsluag.

Oenfher eturru, suasmael dubrintach fair;

mocolshtli méra éengela ina chind;
aged ethiopacda slemangorm aci.

Bratt ribain i forcipul immi;

frithchuman umaidi ina brutt iasa braini;
sithbacc créduma ina laim.

Clucin céolbind ina chomaitecht.

Bertaid a echlasc bar in sluag

co tarcend suba ocus sogra dond ardrig ocus

dond tshluag uili.”

“Amuigh ansin leosan,” arsa Crom Deardil,
“chonaic mé chugainn anoir buion da
ndaoscarshlua.

Fear airithe ina measc agus folt dluthbearrtha
gairid dubh air,

stile mora geala bolgacha ina cheann
agus aghaidh Aetdépach mhin ghorm air,
brat riabhach ina thimpeall,

bioran umha ag ceangal a bhrait ar a ucht;
bachall thada chré-umha ina laimh.
Cloigin ceolbhinn leis.

Beartaionn sé a thuip os comhair an tslua

agus tugann subhachas agus pléisitr don ardri
agus don slua uilig.”
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“Here before them to the east, outside,” said
Crom Derdil,

“I saw a band of their rabble.

One man in their midst, with a black, pointed,
thick head of hair,

having large, subtle, all-white eyes in his head,
and a smooth-blue Ethiopian countenance;

a ribbed garment in folds about him;

a brazen clasp in his garment, over his breast;
a long bronze wand in his hand,

and a melodious little bell beside him,

which he touches with his wand before the
host,

so that it gives pleasure and delight to the
Arch-King, and to the whole host.”



“Sothib ocus is fursidi in tuarascbail,” ar
Medb.

“Sothib cach ’sa tuarascbail,” bar Ca Rui.

“Cia sut?” bar Ailill.
“Ni hannsa,” bar Cu Ri:

“Roimid Rigoinmit sin,” ar C Rui, “6nmit
Conchobair.

Ni rabi d’esbaid nach do chumaid ar duni
d’Ultaib riam a ra tucad da ari

acht co facced R6imid Rigonmit.”

Section 38

“Unsea riu sain anair anechtair,” ar Crom
Deroil,

“at-chonnarc and fer corcarda cétliath

i carput chendphartech as echraid uraird.

“Taitneamhach, greannmhar an tuarascail,”
arsa Meadhbh.

“Taitneamhach an té lena mbaineann an
tuarascail,” arsa Cu Raoi.

“Cé hé féin?” arsa Oilill.
“Is furasta a ra,” arsa Cu Raoi;

“sin ¢ Roimhid Ri-6inmhid,” arsa Ct Raoi,
“6inmhid Chonchubhair.

Aon easpa n6 cumha a bhi riamh ar éinne
d’thir Uladh, dhéanfadh sé neamhshuim de

ach Roimhid Ri-6inmhid a ftheiceail.”

“Amuigh ansin leosan,” arsa Crom Deardil,

“chonaic mé chugainn anoir fear gntiisdearg
agus tus l¢ithe air;

¢ 1 gcarbad maiseach (?) os cionn a chapall
ard.
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“Laughable and amusing is the description,”
said Medb.

“Laughable is the person whose description it
is,” said Curui.

“Who is he?” asked Ailill.

“Not hard to tell,” answered Curui.

“That is the royal fool R6imid, Conor’s fool.
There never was fatigue or sorrow on any man
of the Ultonians, that he would heed,

if he only saw the royal fool Réimid.”

“Here before them to the east, outside,” said
Crom Derdil,

“I saw a purple-hued man, in his first
grayness,

in an open-headed chariot, over high horses;



Lend ilbrecc ingantach imbe

co n-imdénam O6rshnaith.

Fail 6ir dano cechtar a da lam;

fanni oir im cach mér da méraib.

Airm co n-imdénam o6rda lais.

Noti carptig remi ocus .ix. carptig na degaid

ocus .ix. carptig cechtar a dé thaeb.”

“Is urdnidi ocus is rigda in tuarascbail,” ar
Medb.

“Is rigda ocus is urdnide in ti ’sa tuarascbail,”

ar Cu Rui.
“Ced 06n, cia sut?” bar Ailill.
“Ni hannsa,” bar Ca Rui:

“Blad Briuga mac Fiachna a Temair na
hArdda,

Cléca breac suaithinseach air

agus ¢ broidnithe le snaitheanna oir.

Braisléad 6ir ar gach laimh leis.

Fainni 6ir ar gach méar d4 mhéara.

Airm ormhaisithe leis.
Naonur cairbtheach roimhe, naonur
cairbtheach ina dhiaidh agus naontr

cairbtheach ar a dha thaobh.”

“Is ro-uasal, rioga an tuarascail i,” arsa
Meadhbh.

“Is rioga, r6-uasal an té lena mbaineann an
tuarascail,” arsa Cu Raoi.

“Cé hé féin, mas ea?” arsa Oilill.
“Is furasta a ra,” arsa Ca Raoi:

“Bladh Brughaidh mac Fhiachna 6 Theamhair
na hArda

Page 69 of 104

a marvellous much-speckled garment about
him,

with gold-thread workmanship.

A bracelet of gold, moreover, on each of his
two hands,

and a ring of gold round each finger of his
fingers.

Arms with golden workmanship had he.
Before him were nine chariot-men, and nine
chariot-men behind him, and nine chariot-men

on either side of him.”

“Magnificent and regal is the description,”
said Medb.

“Regal and magnificent is he whose
description it is,” said Curui.

“Who, then, is he?” asked Ailill.
“Not hard to tell,” answered Curui:

“Blad Briuga, son of Fiachna, from Temair of
the Ard;



ocus is €éicen na noi carptig sin imme cach
conair téit,

ar ni éistend-som ra hirlabra neich dint shlog

acht rea n-irlabra-som.

Gaini a comraid do neoch aile acht do-som.”

Section 39

“Unsea riu sain anair anechtair,” ar Crom
Deroil,

“at-connarc and budin rigda romoir.

Oenfher ina airenuch saic.
Folt fraechda fordub fair.
Ell n-ilgen issin dara héil do,

cubur fola fordeirggi issind 6il aile d6

agus ni mor don naonur cairbtheach sin bheith
ina theannta gach it da dtéann sé,

mar ni éisteann seisean leis an gcaint a
dhéanann ¢éinne den slua

ach amhain lena gcaint sitd.

Is beag comhra a dhéanann siadsan le héinne
ach amhain leis siud.”

“Amuigh ansin leosan,” arsa Crom Deardil,
“chonaic mé chugainn anoir buion rioga
romhor.

Fear amhain i dts na buine sin.

Folt fidin fiordhubh air.

Cuma shéimh ar ghrua amhain leis

agus cur fola fiordheirge ar an ngrua eile:
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and these nine chariot-men must be about him
whithersoever he goes,

for he listens not to the speech of anyone of
the host,

but to their speech.

Sparing is their speech to everyone but to
him.”

“Here before them to the east, outside,” said
Crom Derdil,

“I saw a prodigious royal band.

One man in front of it,
with coarse black hair.
An expression of gentleness in one of his eyes;

foam of crimson blood in the other eye;



. frecra min munterda in dara fecht

ocus frecra andiaraid in fecht aile.

Onchu 6béli cechtar a d4 gualand;

sciath tai tailgel fair;
claideb gelduirn leis.

Sleg mor mileta ra aird a gialand.

Inn vair ras-geib a grith slegi

do-beir-seom béim d’erlaind in rogai bar a
dernaind

co maidend l4n armide méich de sponcaiblib
tentidi dar a slind ocus dar a fograin,

inn vair ras-geib a grith slegi.
Cairi dubfhola da lind adtiathmar aidchi remi

arna dénam tria druidecht da folaib con ocus
catt ocus druad,

tugann sé freagra min muinteartha vaidh
babhta amhain

agus freagra borb babhta eile.

Liopard ar gach gualainn leis a bhfuil a chraos
ar leathadh,

sciath alainn aige a bhfuil tul geal uirthi
agus claiomh gealdoirn leis.

Sleda mhoér mhileata chomh hard lena
ghualainn aige.

Nuair a bhuaileann racht buile an tslea

buaileann sé buille de chois an mhorgha ar a
bhois

agus éirionn splancanna tine ina slaodanna os
cionn rinn na slea in airde,

nuair a bhuaileann racht buile an tslea.

Roimhe amach, coire dubhthola agus leacht
granna dorcha ann

a rinneadh le draiocht d’thuil con agus cat
agus draoithe,
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i.e. at one time a gentle, friendly aspect;

at another time a fierce expression.

An open-mouthed otter on each of his two
shoulders.

A smooth, white-surfaced shield upon him.
A white-hilted sword with him.

A large, knightly spear to the height of his
shoulder.

When its spear-ardour seized it,

he would deal a blow of the handle of the
mighty spear upon his hand

when the full measure of a sack of fiery
particles would burst over its side and edge,

when its spear-ardour seized it.

A blood-black cauldron of horrid, noxious
liquid before him,

composed, through sorcery, of the blood of
dogs, and cats, and Druids.



cu fobairthea cend na slegi sin issind lind nemi
sin

in trath na thiced a grith slegi.”

“Dar ar cubus is nemnech in tuarascbail,” ar
Medb.

“Is nemnech cach ’sa tuarascbail,” ar Cu Rui.

“Cid 6n, cia stt?” bar Ailill.

“Dubthach Doéel Ulad sin,” ar Cu Rui,

“fer na ra thuill buide ri nech riam;
ocus inn uair is crech ac Ultaib ule
1s crech aci-sium a denur.

In Luin luathéchtach Celtchair ’na laim ar
fasacht

ocus cori fola forderggi rompi,

ar na losced-si a crand no in fer no biad fothi

dhéantai ceann na slea a thomadh sa leacht
nimhneach sin

aon uvair a bhuaileadh taom buile i.”

“Dar ar gcoinsias, is nimhneach an tuarascail 1
sin,” arsa Meadhbh.

“Is nimhneach an té lena mbaineann an
tuarascail,” arsa Cu Raoi.

“Cé hé féin, mas ea?” arsa Oilill.

“Sin é Dubhthach Daol Uladh,” arsa Cu Raoi,

“fear nar thuill buiochas éinne riamh,;
agus nuair a dhéanann na hUItaigh foghail
is € siud a bheireann leis an chreach is mo.

An Luin luathéachtach Chealtchair ina laimh
leis ar iasacht

agus coire fola fiordheirge roimpi amach,

mar is amhlaidh a loiscfi cos na slea, n6 an
fear a bheadh i ngreim uirthi,
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And the head of the spear was plunged in that
poisonous liquid

when its spear-ardour came.”

“By our conscience, the description [is
venomous],” said Medb.

“Venomous is he whose description it is,” said
Curui.

“Who, then, is he?” asked Ailill.

“That is Dubthach the Chafer of Ulad,” said
Curui;

“a man who never merited thanks from any;
and when a prey falls to the Ultonians all,
a prey falls to him alone.

The quick, deedful /uin of Celtchair is in his
hand, on loan,

and a cauldron of crimson blood is before it,

for it would burn its handle, or the man that is
bearing it,



meni fothraicthe sin choire fhola nemi hi,

ocus ic tarngiri chatha itd-si.”

Section 40

“Unsea riu sain anair anechtair,” bar Crom
Deroil,

“at-connac-sa and buidin aile.

Fer féta farsaid findliath ina airenuch saide.

Bratt gléthind immi co n-acharimlib argit
oengil;

1éni alaind 6engel i caustul fri cnes do;

méeldorn finnargit fa choim;

craeb chréduma ra haird a gualand;

binnius airfitig inna guth;

airlabra airard admall aci.”

mura dtumfai i sa choire fola nimhe

agus is ag tuar catha ata si.”

“Amuigh ansin leosan,” arsa Crom Deardil,

“chonaic mé buion eile chugainn anoir
agus fear citin crionna fionnliath ina tus.

Brat geal 4lainn ciumhaisairgid lonrach uime

agus léine 4lainn righeal lena chneas;

banda béanairgid faoina chom,

craobh chré-umha chomh hard lena ghualainn
aige,

binneas ceolmhar ina ghuth

agus a urlabhra ard, glan, mallmhaorga.”
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unless it was bathed in the cauldron of noxious
blood.

And foretelling battle it is.”

“Here before them to the east, outside,” said
Crom Derdil,

“I saw another band there.
A sedate, gray-haired man in front thereof.

A fair bright garment about him, with borders
of all-white silver.

A beautiful white shirt to the surface of his
skin;

a white silver belt about his waist;

a bronze branch at the summit of his shoulder;

the sweetness of melody in his voice;

his utterance loud but slow.”



“Dar ar cubus is brithemda ocus is géeth in
tuarascbail,” ar Medb.

“Is gaeth ocus is brithemda céach ’sa
tuarascbail,” bar Cu Rui.

“Cid 0n, cia sut?” bar Ailill.
“Ni hannsa:

Sencha Mor mac Ailella meic Maelchloid a
Carnmaig Ulad,

sobérlaid fther in talman
ocus fer sidaigthi sltiaig Ulad.

Fir domuin an turcbail co funiud no shidaigfed
da thri findfhoclaib.”

“Dar ar gcoinsias, is saoithiuil, stuama an
tuarascail 1 sin,” arsa Meadhbh.

“Is stuama, saoithiuil an té lena lena
mbaineann an tuarascail,” arsa Ct Raoi.

“Cé hé féin, mas ea?” arsa Oilill.
“Is furasta a ra:

Seancha Mér mac Oilealla mhic Mhaolchlé as
Carnmhaigh Uladh

an sarchainteoir is fearr d’thir an domhain

agus is ¢ fear déanta na siochdna ¢ ag slua
Uladh.

Thabharfadh sé fir an domhain 6 éiri go lui na
gréine chun réitigh le tri cinn da
bhinnbhriathra.”
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“Judicial and sage, by our conscience, is the
description,” said Medb.

“Sage and judicial the person whose
description it is,” said Curui.

“Who, then, is he?” asked Ailill.
“Not hard to tell.

Sencha the Great, son of Ailill son of
Maelchléid, from Carn-Magh of Ulad;

the most eloquent man of the men of earth,
and the pacificator of the hosts of Ulad.
The men of the world, from the rising to the

setting, he would pacify with his three fair
words.”



Section 41

“Unsea riu sain anair anechtair,” ar Crom
Deroil,

“at-connarc and budin fég firalaind.

Gilla 6c aitidach inna hairenuch.
Folt buide buanchlechtach fair.

In breth na fétand in laech fil remi da brith
berid-seom hi.”

“Is gaeth ocus is glicc in tuarascbail,” ar
Medb.

“Is gaeth ocus is glicc in ti ’sa tuarascbail,” ar
Ct Rui.

“Cia sut?” bar Ailill.
“Ni hannsa:

Caini Cainbrethach mac Sencha meic Ailella
sin,

ocus in breth na beir a athair ocus na fétand
berid-seom hi.”

“Amuigh ansin leosan,” arsa Crom Deardil,
“chonaic mé buion bheoga fhioralainn
chugainn anoir.

Giolla 6g ina tus.

Folt brea bui cas air.

An bhreith nach féidir leis an laoch atd roimhe
a thabhairt, tugann seisean 1.”

“Is gaoiseach, glic an tuarascail 1,” arsa
Meadhbh.

“Is gaoiseach, glic an t¢ lena mbaineann an
tuarascail,” arsa Cu Raoi.

“Cé hé féin?” arsa Oilill.
“Is furasta a ra:

sin ¢ Caoine Caoinbhreathach mac Sheancha
mhic Oilealla

agus an bhreith nach dtugann a athair agus
nach féidir leis a thabhairt, tugann seisean 1.”
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“Here before them to the east, outside,” said
Crom Derdil,

“I saw there a brave, truly-splendid band;

in front of it a young, tender boy,
with ever-clustering yellow hair.

The judgment which the hero before him
cannot deliver, he delivers.”

“Wise and cunning is the description,” said
Medb.

“Wise and cunning he whose description it is,’
said Curui.

“Who is he?” asked Ailill.
“Not difficult to tell,” answered Curui;

“that is Caini the fair-judging, son of Sencha,
son of Ailill;

and the decision that his father does not, or
cannot, deliver, he delivers it.”

b



Section 42

“Unsea riu sain anair anechtair,” ar Crom
Deroil,

“at-condarc-sa and triar vathmar allmarda

co pudrallaib imgerra urardda;
co n-¢taigib allmarda liathodar impaib;

co tri gothnib umaidi i lldmaib
dessa leo;

co tri lorggaib iarnaidib ina lamaib cli.
Ni labair nech dib ri araile

ocus ni labair nech din moérsluag riu.”
“Is mogda allmarda in tuarascbail,” ar Medb.
“Is mogda ocus is allmarda in lucht isa

tuarascbail,” ar Ca Rui.

“Cid 6n, cia sut?” ar Ailill.

“Amuigh ansin leosan,” arsa Crom Deardil,
“chonaic mé tritir uafar chugainn anoir agus
cuma alltrach orthu

agus folt gearr ina sheasamh ar a gceann;
feisteas 1asachta liathodhar orthu,

tri gha cré-umha i ndeaslaimh gach duine den
triar

agus tri lorg iarainn sa laimh chlé leo.
Ni labhrann éinne acu le héinne eile

agus ni labhrann duine ar bith sa mhorshlua
leo.”

“Is éachtach, uafasach an tuairisc i,” arsa
Meadhbh.

“Is éachtach, uafasach an triir lena mbaineann
an tuarascail,” arsa Cl Raoi.

“Cé¢ hiad féin, mas ea?” asrsa Oilill.
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“Here before them, outside,

I saw a hateful, foreign-looking trio,

with long sharp staves,
and wearing foreign brown-gray garments.

They had three bronze darts in their right
hands,

and three iron clubs in their left.

Neither of them speaks to the other,

and not one of the host speaks to them.”
“Servile and strange is the description,” said
Medb.

“Servile and strange are they whose
description it is,” said Curui.

“How, then; who are they?” asked Ailill.



“Ni hannsa,” ar Ct Rui:

“tri dorsid ritigi Conchobair and sin,

Nem ocus Dall ocus Dorcha.”

Section 43

Tuarascbail in chédna braini tanic issin
faithchi dib sin.

Nuchun airrecht in drui mor nimthathand a
tuarascbail do thabairt 6 sin immach.

“Is iat Ulaid sut tra,” bar Medb.
“Is iat écin,” bar Cu Rui.
“In ra samlad riam na hiaram

no in fail i turchantain no remfaistini acaib?”

“Nad fetamar ma t4,” ar C Rui.

“I fail san danud nech ra-fitir?”” ar Medb.

“Is furasta a ra,” arsa Ca Raoi:

“sin iad triar doirseoiri ritheach Chonchubhair,

Nimh, Dall agus Dorcha.”

Sin i tuairisc na chéad bhuine diobh a bhain an
thaiche amach.

Nior thug an draoi mor ... tuairisc ar an méid
diobh a thainig ina dhiaidh sin.

“Is iad siad na nUltaigh,” arsa Meadhbh.
“Is iad go deimhin,” arsa Cu Raoi.
“Ar samhlaiodh a leithéid riamh roimhe seo

no an bhfuil tairngreacht n6 réamhfhaistine ar
bith agaibh ina thaobh?”

“Ni heol duinn a leithéid, ma ta,” arsa Cu
Raoi.

“An bhfuil aon duine sa dun arb eol d6 €?”
arsa Meadhbh.
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**“Not difficult to tell,” answered Curui.*

“They are the three doorkeepers of Conor’s
house,

Nem, and Dall, and Druithen.”

That is the description of the first division that
came into the fair-green.

The great druid was not able to describe them
further.

“They are the Ulidians,” said Medb.
“They are, indeed,” said Curui.
“Was it imagined before or after;

or is it in prediction or in prophecy with you?”

“That we know not, if it is,” said Curui.

“Is there in the fortress any one that knows?”
asked Medb.



“Ata sinser Cland Dedad,” bar Cu Rui,

“.1. Gabalglinni mac Dedad

fil 1s¢ dall .xxx. bliadan issin dunad sa ica
gairi.”

“Tiagar da farfaigid de in ra hairichlit

2

ocus iarfaigther de cia hairichill tucad forru.’
“Cia ragas and?” bar Cu Rui.
“Taet Crom Dero6il ocus Faenglinni mac

Dedad.”

Téncatar rempu conice in tech i rabi
Gabalglinni ica gairi.

“Cia so?” ar eseom.

“Crom Derdil ocus Faenglinni mac Dedad and
so,” ar iat,

“’ga farfaigid ditsu in rabi i tarngiri no i
fastini a taidecht Ulad

“Ta sinsear Chlann Dea,” arsa Ct Raoi,

“is ¢ sin Gabhalghlinne mac Deé

ata dall le triocha bliain agus aire 4 tabhairt do
sa din seo.”

“Téadh duine €igin chun a thiafrai de an
ndearnadh réamhullmhtchan

agus fiafraitear de cén freastal a beartaiodh
faoina gcomhair.”

“Cé arachaidh da thiafrai sin de?” arsa Ca
Raoi.

“Téadh Crom Deardil agus Faonghlinne mac
Dea chuige.”

Chuaigh siadsan rompu go dti an teach ina
rabhthas ag tabhairt aire do Ghabhalghlinne.

“Cé tad agam?” ar seisean.

“Crom Deardil agus Faonghlinne mac Ded ata
anseo,” ar siad,

“a fhiafrai diot an raibh sé i dtairngreacht no i
bhfaistine riamh go dtiocfadh na hUltaigh
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“There is,” said Curui, “the senior of the
Clann-Dedad,

to wit, Gabalglinni, son of Dedad,

who has been, and he blind, maintained thirty
years in this fortress.”

“Let some one go and ask him if they were
expected;

and let it be asked of him what preparation
was made for them.”

“Who shall go there?” asked Curui.
“Let Crom Deroil and Faenglinni, son of
Dedad, go.”

They went on to the house in which
Gabalglinni was maintained.

“Who is this?”” asked he.

“Crom Deroil and Faenglinni, son of Dedad,
are here,” said they,

“to enquire of thee if the coming of the
Ulidians was in prediction or in prophecy;



no in fail frithdlim forru ma t4.”

“Is cian ata i tairngiri a taidecht ocus ra
frithailit.

Is ¢ a frithalim,

teg iarnaidi ocus da thech claraid immi

et teg talman fof anis ocus lecc imdangen

farnaide fair-side

ocus na frith da chrin ocus do lassamain ocus
da gualach ra timmairged

issin tech talman conid forlan.

Is sed ra tairngered din

co timmairgfitis mathi Ulad i n-6enaidchi issin
tech sain.

Atat secht slabraid triairn sund fa chossaib ind
leptha sa

ra hairichill chengail ocus forriata;

agus, ma bhi, ar beartaiodh conas a dhéanfai
freastal orthu?”

“Té sé tuartha le fada go dtiocfadh agus
beartaiodh conas a dhéanfai freastal orthu.

Mar seo is ea a dhéanfar freastal orthu:
i dteach iarainn agus dhé theach adhmaid
togtha timpeall air

agus teach faoi thalamh thios faoi agus
cladach daingean iarainn anuas air sin

agus cuireadh a bhfuarthas de chrionadhmad,
d’abhar tine agus de ghualach

isteach sa teach faoi thalamh sa tsli go bhfuil
s¢ lan go barr.

Is ¢ a tairngriodh dainn

na go mbaileodh maithe Uladh isteach sa
teach sin ar feadh aon oiche amhain.

T4 seacht slabhra nua-iarainn anseo faoi chosa
na leapa seo

chun ceangail agus cuibhrithe;
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or if so, whether there is any preparation for
them.”

“Long has their coming been in prophecy.
That they may be attended to, this [is the]
provision.

An iron house, and two wooden houses about
it;

and a subterranean house under it, and a
strong iron flag upon that;

and all the faggots, and inflammable materials,
and coal, that were found, were collected

into the subterranean house, so that it is quite
full.

It is what was prophesied for us,

that the nobles of Ulad would be congregated
in one night in that house.

There are seven chains of good iron here
under the feet of this bed,

*ready to bind and enclose*;



a cengul do na secht coirthib failet for in
thaidchi se immuich.”

Téncatar rempu issin tech

1 mbai Medb ocus Ailill ocus mathi na cticed

et ad-fétaiter doib mar ra airichlit Ulaid.

Section 44

“Tiagar d’ferthain thailti riu, nech utaitsiu ocus

uaimse, a Chu Rui,” ar Medb.

“Cuich ragas and?” far Cu Rui.
“In dias cétna,” ar Medb,
“et curap amlaid ferthair failte friu

naimse co mathib chéicid Connacht

ocus unaitsiu cu mathib dé cticed Muman.”

ceanglaitear iad de na seacht ngallan atd ar an
bhfaiche sin amuigh.”

D’thill siad ar ais isteach sa teach
ina raibh Meadhh agus Oilill agus maithe na
geuigi

agus d’inis siad doibh conas a bhi beartaithe
caitheamh leis na hUItaigh.

“Téitear chun failte a chur rompu, duine uaitse
agus duine uaimse, a Chu Raoi,” arsa
Meadhbh.

“Cé a rachaidh chucu?” arsa Cu Raoi.

“An bheirt chéanna,” arsa Meadhbh,

“agus cuirtear an fhailte chéanna rompu

thar mo cheannsa agus thar ceann maithe
Chonnacht,

agus thar do cheannsa agus thar ceann maithe
dha chaige na Mumhan.”
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and let them be firmly fastened to the seven
pillar-stones that are on the green outside.”

They (Crom Der6il and Faenglinni) came into
the house

in which were Medb and Ailill, and the nobles
of the province,

and related to them how the Ulidians were
awaited.

“Let one from thee, and one from me, go to
bid them welcome, O Curui,” said Medb.
“Who shall go there?” asked Curui.

“The *same* two,” said Medb,

“that so welcome may be given to them

from me with the nobles of the province of
Connacht,

and from thee with the nobles of the two
provinces of Munster.”



“Do-bér-sa cid aichni,” bar Cu Rui, “arin ti
fhrecéras in falti

in ra sid no in ra debech.

Uair mad é Dubthach Doel Ulad fhrecéras

is ra hessid tancatar;
mad é Sencha mac Ailella threcras
1s ra sid tancatar.”

Lotar rempu conici bail

1 rrabatar Ulaid forsind faithchi.

“Mo-chen bidchen do thichtu, a ardri
ardéchtach arduasal Ulad,”

ar Crom Deroil,
“6 Meidb ocus 6 Ailill

ocus 6 mathib cuicid Connacht leo.”

“Beidh a thios agamsa,” arsa Ct Raoi, “6n té a
thabharfaidh freagra ar an aitheasc féiltithe

cé acu ar mhaithe le siochdin no le cogadh a
thainig siad.

Mar, mas ¢ Dubhthach Daol Uladh a
thabharfaidh an freagra,

is le naimhdeas a thainig siad,
mas ¢ Seancha mac Oilealla a fhreagroidh,
is go siochanta ata siad tagtha.”

Chuaigh siad (Crom Dearéil agus Faonghlinne
mac Ded) rompu go dti an it

ina raibh na hUItaigh ar an bhfaiche.

“Mochean go deimhin do theacht, a ardri
ardéachtaigh arduasail Uladh,”

arsa Crom Dearoil,
“mile failte 6 Mheadhbh, 6 Oilill

agus 6 mhaithe chtiige Chonnacht mar aon
leo.”
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“I will even know,” said Curui, “by the person
that answers,

whether they came with peace, or with battle;
for if it is Dubthach, the Chafer of Ulad, that
answers,

it is with discord they came;

if it is Sencha, son of Ailill, that answers,

it is with peace they came.”

They (the messengers) went on to the place

in which the Ulidians were, on the green.

“Welcome, ever-welcome, thy coming, O
high-puissant, high-noble arch-king of Ulad,

from Medb, and from Ailill,

and from the chieftains of the province of
Connacht along with them,”



“Mo-chen bithchen do thichtu, a ardri
ardéchtach Ulad,”

ar Foenglinni mac Dedad,

“6 Coin Rui mac Dari cu mathib da coiced
Muman

failit tall issin danud.”

“Tarisi lind ocus tarisi risin rig,” ar Sencha
mac Ailella;

“et ni do dénam uilc na hirgaili tdncatar Ulaid

acht ar medarmesci 4 Dun D4 Bend co Cliu
Mail meic Ugaine

et nira miad leo dul assin chrich

co mbetis aidchi longphoirt inti.”

“Mochean go deimhin do theacht, a ardri
ardéachtaigh arduasail Uladh,”

arsa Faonghlinne mac Des,

“mile failte 6 Chu Raoi mac Daire agus 6
mhaithe dha chiige na Mumhan

atd ansin thall sa dan.”

“Is moér againn bhur gcaoinfhailte agus is mor
ag an ardri 1,” arsa Seancha mac Oilealla,

“agus ni chun olc na imreas a choth a théinig
na hUlItaigh

6 Dhin Da Bheann go dti Clia Mhail mhic
Ughaine ach ar mhaithe le babhta meidhreach

6il

agus niorbh 4il leo imeacht as an dithaigh

gan oiche a chaitheambh inti.”
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said Crom Deroil.

“Welcome, ever welcome, thy coming, O
high-puissant, high-noble arch-king of Ulad,

from Curui mac Dairi, with the nobles of the
two provinces of Munster,

who are yonder in the fortress,”
said Faenglinni, son of Dedad.

“It is pleasing to us, and pleasing to the king,”
said Sencha, son of Ailill;

“and it was not to commit injury or conflict
the Ulidians came,

but in a drunken fit, from Dun-da-bend to Cliu
of Mal, son of Ugaine;
and they deemed it not honourable to go out of

the district

until they would be a night encamped in it.”



Téncatar rempu cunice bal

1 rabe Medb ocus Ailill ocus Cu Rui ocus
Eochu

cu mathib na tri cticed.

Ra innisetar doib.

Section 45

Ra cuirit int des dana ocus na hairfitig ocus
lucht airgarddigthi co hUItaib

céin ro bas ic errad tigi doib, do gardigud ocus
d’airfitiud doib.

Ra curit techta chucu da rad riu

in laech bad ferr d’Ultaib do brith rogai tigi
doib.

Ra érig imresun [ . . . ] ac Ultaib immi sin.

At-raachtatar cét curad comchalma dib ara n-
armaib in n-6enfecht

Thainig an bheirt teachtairi ar ais go dti an ait

ina raibh Meadhbh, QOilill, Cta Raoi agus
Eochaidh

mar aon le maithe na dtri chuige.

D’inis siad a scéala doibh.

Cuireadh na fili, na ceoltéiri agus an lucht
siamsa go dti na hUItaigh

chun géirdithe doibh fad a bhiothas ag réiteach
ti doibh.

Cuireadh teachtairi chucu lena iarraidh orthu
go ndéanfadh an laoch ab fhearr i measc na
nUltach teach a roghnti doibh.

D’¢irigh imreas idir na hUItaigh faoi sin.
D’¢irigh céad curadh comhchalma agus rug

siad in éineacht ar a n-airm
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The messengers proceeded to the place

in which were Medb and Ailill, and Curui, and
Eocho,

with the nobles of the three provinces,

and they related [the news] to them.

The poets, and the minstrels, and diverters,
were sent to the Ulidians,

whilst a house was being arranged for them, to
furnish amusement to them.

Messengers were then sent to them, to inform
them

that the best hero of the Ultonians might select
the choicest house for them.

A quarrel arose about that among the
Ultonians.

A hundred puissant knights rose up together,
upon their arms;



cu ra sidaig Sencha mac Ailella iat.

“Taet Cu Chulainn and,” ar Sencha:

“ba thomos a thigi thancabair,

ocus bid for a thaesam cu ros-ti aris.”

At-raacht Ci Chulainn.

At-raachtatar Ulaid érgi n-6enfhir i ndiaid Con
Culainn.

Sillis Cu Chulainn far in tech is mo ro bai sin
baili.

Is esede in tech iarnaide imma rrabatar in da
thech claraid.

ach chuir Seancha mac Oilealla chun
suaimhnis iad.

“Téadh Cu Chulainn chucu,” arsa Seancha:

“is ag triall ar a theach siud a bhi sibh ar dtas
agus cuirigi sibh féin faoina choimirce go dti
go mbainfidh sibh amach aris ¢é.”

D’¢irigh C Chulainn.

D’¢irigh na hUTItaigh le chéile agus lean siad €.
Leag Cu Chulainn a shtil ar an teach ba mho a
bhi san ait;

is ¢ sin an teach iarainn a raibh an d4 theach

adhmaid togtha ina thimpeall ar an taobh
amuigh.
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but Sencha, son of Ailill, pacified them.

“Let Cuchulaind go there,” said Sencha;

“about the measure of his house you have
come;

and you shall be under his guarantee until you
return again.”

Cuchulaind advanced.

The Ultonians advanced as one man, after
Cuchulaind.

Cuchulaind looked upon the largest house that
was in the place.

That is the iron house round which the two
wooden houses were.



Section 46

Tancatar lucht a frithalma chucu ocus ra hatod
tor tened dermar doib.

Ra deoraintea airigthi bid ocus lenna doéib.

Cach faicsi thiced d’aidchi

ra etlaitis lucht a frestail ocus a frithdlma ar
oenfheraib uathu

cu riacht in fer ndédenach
co ro iad in comlai da éis.
Co tucait na secht slabraid uriairn forsin tech
et ro cenglait do na secht coirthib cloch batar
forsind fthathchi immuich.

Tucait tri coicait goband cona mbolgaib
goband da gressacht in tened.

Tucait a tri timchtardda imman tech.

Ra hadnad in tene anis ocus anuas issin tech

Thainig lucht friothdla chucu agus adaiodh
bladhmsach thine do6ibh.

Roinneadh an bia agus an lionn ab fthearr
orthu.

De réir mar a bhi an oiche ag druidim leo,

d’¢alaiodh an lucht freastail agus friothala
uathu ina nduine is ina nduine

go dti gur imigh an fear deireanach
agus gur dhin s¢ an chombhla ina dhiaidh.

Cuireadh na seacht slabhra nua-iarainn ar an
teach

agus ceanglaiodh iad de na seacht ngallan a
bhi ar an bhfaiche amuigh.

Tugadh tri chaogad gabha i lathair lena mboilg
chun an tine a shéideadh.

Chuathas timpeall an ti tri huaire.

Adhnadh an tine thios agus thuas
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Their attendants came to them, and an
enormous bonfire was lighted for them;

and provisions of food and ale were dealt to
them.

As the night approached,

their attendants and servants would steal away
from them one by one,

until the last man,
who closed the door after him.

And the seven chains of iron were fixed upon
the house,

and fastened to the seven stone pillars that
were upon the green outside.

Thrice fifty smiths were brought, with their
smiths’-bellows, to blow the fire.

Three circles were made round the house;

and the fire was ignited from above, and from
below, in the house,



co tanic robruth in teined trisin tech anis.

Cu ra thromgairset in sliag immon tech
curba thai tastadach for Ultaib.

Cu n-ebairt Bricriu:

“A Ultu, ca rét in bruth romor gabas ar cossa?
Acht is irdarcu damsa sanas na do neoch aile
égem:

dar limsa atathar icar loscud anis ocus anuas

ocus is forriata in tegdas.”

agus mothaiodh teas na tine trid an teach
anios.

Litigh an slua a bhi timpeall an ti;
thost na hUItaigh agus ni raibh focal astu.
Arsa Bricriu:

“A Ultacha, cad ¢ an teas romhor seo a
mhothaimid indr gcosa?

Ach is fearr a chloisimse cogar nd mar a
chloiseann duine eile éambh;

dar liomsa go bhfuiltear dar loscadh anios
agus anuas

agus go bhfuil an teach faoi ghlas go
daingean.”
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until the ardour of the fire came through the
house from below.

Then the hosts shouted loudly about the house,
so that the Ultonians were silent, speechless,
until Bricriu said:

“What, O Ultonians, is the great heat that
seizes our feet?

But it is fitter that I should know than any
other person.

Meseems they are burning us from below, and
from above;

and the house is closed fast.”



Section 47

“Biaid cur da findfam,” bar Triscatail Trénther
ic érgi ocus ic tabairt bulli da choiss issin
comlai n-triairn bai rissin dorus.

Nira chneit ocus nira géis ocus nira gaais in
chomla.

“Ni ma-ndernais da fhled d’Ultaib, a Chu
Chulainn,” bar Bricriu.

“Dos-ratais i cro bidbad iat.”
“Na habair, a Bricri,” ar Ca Chulainn.

“Da-gén-sa dom Chrtadin ni triasa ragat Ulaid
uli immach.”

Sadis Ca Chulainn a chlaideb co ranic conici a
elta trisin tech iarnaidi

ocus trisin da thech claraid.
“Tech iairn and so,” bar Cu Chulainn,

“etir da thech claraid.”

“Is gearr go mbeidh a fhios againn,” arsa
Trioscadail Tréanthear;

d’¢éirigh sé leis sin agus bhuail buille da chois
ar an gcombhla iarainn.

Nior bhog né nior ghiosc an chombhla, na baol
air.

“Ni maith a d’imigh an thle4 a thug tt
d’Ultaigh, a Cha Chulainn,” arsa Bricriu,

“d’thag t i ngéibheann ag a namhaid iad.”
“Na habair sin, a Bhricriu,” arsa C Chulainn.

“Déanfadsa le mo Chruaidin rud a chuirfidh ar
chumas na nUltach go 1éir briseadh amach.”

Shaigh Ct Chulainn a chlaiomh go feirc trid
an teach iarainn

agus trid an da theach adhmaid.
“Teach iarainn ¢ seo,” arsa Cu Chulainn,

“laistigh de dhé theach adhmaid.”
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“There will be a means by which we shall
know,” said Triscatal Strong-man,

getting up and delivering a blow with his foot
in the iron door.

But the door neither creaked, nor resounded,
nor was injured.

“Not well hast thou made thy banquet for the
Ultonians, O Cuchuaind,” said Bricriu;

“thou has brought them into an enemies’ pen.”

“Say not so, O Bricriu,” answered Cuchulaind.

“I will do with my Cruadin a deed through
which the Ultonians all will go out.”

Cuchulaind plunged his sword up to the hilt
through the iron house,

and through the two houses of boards.
“An iron house here,” said Cuchulaind,

“between two houses of boards.”



“Messu cach main 6n,” bar Bricriu.

“Is measa seo na a bhfacthas riamh de
ghniomhartha cealgacha,” arsa Bricriu.

“Worse than all, alas,” said Bricriu.

[The rest of the saga is missing in the Book of Leinster. There is, however, another version, the beginning of which is lost, in Leabhar na

hUidhre [LU]. This version is given below.]

Section 48

“. .. dianda-tairle mo lorg-sa mairfidus.”

“Is messe,” ol Triscoth.

“Nach fer dib do-n-écuchus-sa co handiaraid

at-bélat a béoil.”

“Is messe,” ol Reordae Druth.

“Is messe,” ol Nia Natrebuin Chro.
“Is messe,” ol Daeltenga.

“Nechtar n-athar-ni nod-ra[ga],” ol Dub ocus
Rodub.

“... a mbainfidh mo lorgsa leo maréidh si iad.”

“Is mise,” arsa Triscoth.

“Gach fear diobh a bhféachfaidh mise le fearg

air,
tiocfaidh an bas ar a bhéola.”

“Is mise,” arsa Reorda Druth.

“Is mise,” arsa Nia Natreabhain Chro.
“Is mise,” arsa Daolteanga.

“Duine den bheirt againne a rachaidh ann,”
arsa Dubh agus Rédhubh.
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“. .. If my club reaches thee, it will kill
thee.”

“’Tis 1,” said Triscoth.

“Any man of them whom I shall look fiercely
at

—his lips shall die.”

“’Tis 1," said the fool Reorda.

“’Tis 1,” said Nia-natrebuin-cro.

“’Tis 1,” said Daeltenga [Chafer-tongue].

“Either of us shall go,” said Dub and Rodub.



Cot-réracht cach fer di arailiu imbi.

“Nacha-fogliesed ani sin?” ol Sencha.

“Fer do-ngegat Ulaid

cinip ¢ gaiscedach bas dech bes and,
is ¢ nod-raga.”

“Cia tanni s6n?” ol Ulaid.

“C Chulaind ucut

cenip s¢ gaiscedach bas dech and is hé nod-
raga.”

Fris-rérachtatar iarom isin les

ocus Cu Chulaind remib.

“Inn ¢ in genid seo as dech gaisced la hUltu?”
ol Fintan.

Bhi siad ar fad in achrann lena chéile mar
gheall air.

“N4 cuireadh an ni sin spadhar oraibh,” arsa
Seancha,

“an fear a roghndidh na hU]Itaigh,

fit amhain murab ¢ an gaiscioch is fearr ¢,

is ¢ a rachaidh ann.”

“C¢ acu duine againn ¢ sin?” arsa na hUItaigh.
“C1 Chulainn ansin,

Fit murab ¢ an gaiscioch is fearr anseo, is ¢ a
rachaidh ann.”

Chuaigh siad go I€ir isteach sa lios ansin

agus Ca Chulainn rompu.

“An ¢ an siofra seo an gaiscioch is fearr, dar le
hUItaigh?” arsa Fionntan.
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Each man rose against another, regarding it.
“Can you not decide that thing?” asked
Sencha.

“The man whom the Ulaid honour,

tho’ he were not the best warrior here,

’tis he should go.”

“Which of us is that?”’ asked the Ulaid.
“Cuchulaind there;

even tho’ he were not the best warrior here,
’tis he should go.”

They then advanced into the enclosure [of the
fort],

and Cuchulaind in front of them.

“Is it this fairy that is the best warrior among
the Ulaid?” asked Fintan.



Section 49

La sodain lingid Cti Chulaind i n-ardai co
mboi for tulchinniu ind lis,

ocus for-roebling a gaisced forsind aurdrochut

con torchartar dia n-ailchengaib in gaisced ro
batar isin dan.

Ructa iarom hi tech ndarach ctuachlét[h]e
ocus comla ibair aire i mbatar tri fertraigid dia
tiget,

ocus da drolam iaraind esse, ocus indber iarind
arin da drolam sin.

Ro hesrad a tech di cholct[h]ib ocus
brothrachaib.

Do-bert Crom Derdil a ngaisceda inna ndiaid
ocus sudigthi

ocus ar-rocabar gaisced Con Culaind tasaib.

Leis sin, 1¢im Cu Chulainn in airde gur
thuirling ar uachtar an leasa.

Chnag a chuid arm ar an droichead

sa tsli gur thit na hairm a bhi sa diin anuas de
na racai a raibh siad ar crochadh orthu.

Tugadh isteach ansin iad i dteach darach a
raibh dion boghtach air

agus combhla iuir a bhi tri throigh ar thiubhas
agus dha fhainne iarainn inti agus bolta iarainn
trid an da fthainne.

Bhi leapacha cluimh ar fud an ti mar aon le
pluideanna.

Thug Crom Dearéil a gcuid arm isteach ina
ndiaidh, cuireadh ina sui iad

agus crochadh airm Cha Chulainn os a gcionn.
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Thereupon, Cuchulaind jumped up, ’till he
was on the summit of the /is

and leaped valorously on the bridge,

so that the weapons that were in the dun [of
Tara Luachra] fell from their racks.

They were afterwards taken into a secure
oaken house,

with a yew door, three feet thick,
having two iron hooks, and an iron spit
through them.

The house was furnished with flock-beds and
bed-clothes.

Crom Deroil sent their weapons after them,;
and they sat down;

and Cuchulaind’s weapons were elevated over
them.



“Tessaigid indlat doib,” ol Ailill,
ocus do-bert coirm ocus biad doib comtar
mesca.

Dodas-athiged Crom Derdil beos dus i mbui ni
bad ail doib.

O raptar mesca benais Sencha bascrand.

Con-thasiset fris uli.

“Tabraid tra for mbennachtain forsin flaith do-
n-fancid.

I[s] ségonnae ro both frib.
Ni ldm i ngort mbocht.

Is imda coirm ocus biad duib lasin flaith do-n-
angid.

Nirbu écen a rad fri urgnam.”

“Is fir son,” ol Doéeltenga.

“Déanaigi uisce a théamh chun go bhféadfaidh
siad iad féin a ni,” arsa Oilill

agus thug s¢ lionn agus bia doibh agus niorbh
thada go raibh siad sugach.

Bhiodh Crom Dearéil chucu agus uathu
féachaint an mbiodh aon rud uathu.

Nuair a bhi siad bogaithe ag an deoch, bhuail
Seancha boschrann.

D’¢ist siad go 1éir leis.

“Cuirigi bhur mbeannacht ar an bhflaith ar
thainig sibh ar cuairt chuige.

Is uasal mar a caitheadh libh.
Ni gortach solathar a ldimhe.

Chuir an flaith a bhfuil sibh ar cuairt aige
raidhse leanna agus bia os bhur gcombhair.

Rinneadh freastal den scoth oraibh, gan aon
bhréag.”

“Is fior sin,” arsa Daolteanga.
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“Let water for washing be heated for them,”
said Ailill.

And ale and food were given them, ’till they
were intoxicated.

Crom Deroil visited them still, to know if
there was anything they would wish.

When they were merry, Sencha clapped his
hands.

They all listened to him.

“Give ye, now, your blessing on the Prince
who has protected you,

who has been generous to you.
It is not a hand in a poor garnered field.

Plentiful are food and ale for you with the
Prince who has protected you.

"Twas not necessary to wait for cooking.”

“’Tis true,” said Dael-tenga.



“Tongu-sa a toinges mo thuath nadcon ricfaid  “Tugaimse mdid mo thuaithe, nach rachaidh “I swear the oaths of my peoples, that there

far tir co brath ar ais go dti bhur nduthaigh féin daoibh shall never reach your country,

acht a mbértae éoin uaib inna crobaib, ach an méid a thabharfaidh €in chreiche leo save what birds may carry away of you in
ina gcroibh, their claws;

acht fir Hérend ocus Alban do aitrib for tire agus beidh fir Eireann agus Alban i seilbh but the men of Eri and Alba shall possess your
bhur dtire land,

ocus do breith for mban ocus for sét agus iad ag breith bhur mban agus bhur seod  and take your women and treasures,
leo

ocus do brisiud cend for mac fri clocha.” agus ag briseadh ceann bhur mac le clocha.” and break your children’s heads against

stones.”

Is de as-breth Fergus for Tana in so:— Is faoi a duirt Fearghus an méid seo sa Tain:— ’Tis of him Fergus said thus, in the 7din:—

“Léic ass Dubt[h]ach nDéeltengad, “Na bac Dubhthach Daolteanga; “Let off Dubtach dael-tenga,

ar cul int sluaig no-srengaid, Ar chul an tslua tarraig ¢; Behind the host drag him;

nocon dergéni nach maith; Ni go maith a rinne sé; No good has he done.

ro geogain in n-ingenraith. ’S¢é do ghoin an inionra. He slew the maiden-band.

Ferais écht ndochlae ndobail, Rinne sléacht mor le mioscais, He did a hateful, hideous act—

guin Fiachaig meic Concobair; Ghoin s¢ Fiacha mac Conchubhair; The killing of Fiacha, Conor’s son.

nibu amru ro-cloth do Niorbh aon mhaise ar a chlu Not more famous for him, *twas heard,

guin Mani meic Fedelmthed. Goin Mhaine mhic Fheidhlimidh. The killing of Mané son of Fedelmid.
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Rigi nUlad ni chosnai,

mac Lugdach meic Casrubai;
iss ed do-gni fri doini.

a nnad ruba con-soidi.”

“Ni g6 ani sin tra,” ol Dubthach.
“Décid-si a tech dia daingni ocus a ndunad fil
ara tech.

Nach facthi cid ail daib dul ass nip-tha cumac
do.

Is mebol damsa indosso mani fuil imorbaga
imar tobairt immuich.

Acht namma in laech ucut as dech gaisced la
hU]Itu ro-festar fis scél uadib.”

Ni chosnaionn sé riocht Uladh —
Mac Lughach mhic Chasrubha;
’Sé a dhéanann le fearaibh:
Fagann marbh n6 in imreas.”

“Ni haon bhréag an méid sin agam,” arsa
Dubhthach.

“Féachaigi chomh daingean is atd an teach
agus ¢ faoi ghlasa doscaoilte.

Da mb’ail libh imeacht as, nach bhfeiceann
sibh narbh fhéidir libh é?

Mura bhfuil mearbhall ormsa anois, tathar ag
caint amuigh ar ionsai a dhéanamh orainn.

Ach pé scéal ¢, faigheadh an laoch is mo
gaisce, dar le hUltaigh, fios an scéil uathu.”
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The kingship of Ulidia he contests not—
The son of Lugaid son of Casruba;
What he does against men is,

To attack them when they sit.”

“That is not false, however,” said Dubtach.
“Observe the strength of the house, and the
fastening that is on the house.

See you not, that though you be anxious to
leave it, you cannot.

I am now deceived, unless there is a contest
about our being brought out.

Howsoever, that hero who is the best warrior
among the Ulaid —let him bring some news
from them” [the opponents].



Section 50

Cot-rosci Ct Chulaind ocus ro 14 cor n-iach n-
erred de 1 n-arda

co ruc a chléthe n-6chtarach din tig

co mboi for cléthiu in tigi aile.

Co n-accae in slog sis uad.

Do-ralsat 6enclar catha foraib dia tobairt
Do-bert Ailill a druim frisin comlaid dia n-
anacol.

Gabsit a secht meic a laim 6n dorus.

Do-mmemaid in slog for lar ind lis.

To-1luid Ca Chulaind coa muintir ocus do-bert
a luie frisin comlai

co lluid a chos trethe corice a glin.

“Mad do ben do-1éced,” ol Doeltenga,

D’¢irigh Ci Chulainn agus thug 1éim an
bhraddin in airde

gur bhain an chleith mhullaigh den teach
agus thuirling ar chleith an ti eile.
Chonaic s¢ an slua thios faoi.

Chuir siadsan eagar ceart catha orthu féin
chun ionsaithe.

Chuir Oilill a dhroim leis an gcomhla d’fhonn
iad a chosaint.

Rug a sheachtar mac greim laimhe ar a chéile
os comhair an dorais.

Réab an slua isteach 1 1ar an leasa.

D’thill Ca Chulainn ar ais mar a raibh a
mhuintir agus bhuail cic an an gcomhla

agus chuaigh a chos trithi chomh fada lena
ghltin.

“Da dtabharfadh sé cic mar sin do bhean,”
arsa Daolteanga,
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Cuchulaind advanced, and made a somersault
upwards,

carried away the upper roof of the house,
and was on the roof of the other house,
when he saw the multitude down below.

They formed into a battle throng to attack
them [the Ulaid inside].

Ailill placed his back to the door, to protect
them.

His seven sons joined hands with him, before
the door.

The multitude burst into the middle of the /is.

Cuchulaind returned to his people, and gave
the door a kick,

so that his leg went through it up to the knee.

“If *twas to a woman that was given,” said
Dael-tenga,



“no biad ina lligu.”

To-bert Cti Chulaind a lue afridisi co mboi a
n-imdorus isin tenlug fo.

“Fresdiadam,” ol Sencha.
“Iss ed bias and,” olso Cu Chulaind.

“Cach n-ada as ada do 6caib oc comruc bid
ocaib.

To-fil far céliu chucaib sund.”
“Cate far n-arle?” ol Sencha.

“Tocraid for ndrommand fri fraigid uli

ocus bid a gaisced ar bélaib caich

ocus erbaid oenfer da n-acallaim.

Mad trummi turcbail a ndub-i fochartaid a
tech dib.”

“bhi si sinte ar lar aige!”

Bhuail Ct Chulainn cic eile agus chuir an
doras chombh fada leis an tintean.

“Feiceam cad a dhéanfam,” arsa Seancha.
9
“Is mar seo a bheidh,” arsa C Chulainn.

“Gach onoir is dual do ghaiscigh a thuilleamh
1 gcomhrac beidh agaibh.

T4 bhur gcéili comhraic chugaibh anseo.”
“Cad ¢ bhur gcomhairle?” arsa Seancha.

“Cuirigi go 1¢éir bhur ndromanna leis an
bhfalla

agus biodh a chuid arm roimhe amach ag gach
fear

agus ceapaigi duine chun cainte leo.

Mas troime libh an ni at4 romhaibh, caithigi
daoibh an teach.”
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“she would be in her bed.”

Cuchulaind delivered another kick, when the
door fell down before him.

“May I be saved,” said Sencha;

tis Cuchulaind that is here this time.

Every virtue that is a virtue to heroes fighting,
you shall have.

Y our companions are coming to you here.”
“What is your counsel?” asked Sencha.

“Put your backs, all, against the wall,

and let everyone have his weapons in front of
him;

and send one man to speak with them.”

Heavy as it was to raise, they threw the house
from off them.



Section 51
“Cia ata-gegalldathar?” ol Sencha.
“Ata-gegallar-sa,” ol Triscoth.

“Nach fer dib do-n-écucus-sa at-bélat a béoil.”

Batar a chéli oc airli a n-airle immuich.

“Ceist, cia ata-geglathar

ocus cétna-raga cucu isa tech?”

ol ind 6ic ammuich.
“Ragat-sa,” ol Lopan.

Luid iarom Lopén isa tech cucu, nonbor do.

“Inlaich sin, a laechu,” ol sé.

*“Iss ed,” ar in laich.* [LU]

“Cé a a labhroidh leo?” arsa Seancha.
“Labhréidh mise leo,” arsa Triscoth,

“aon thear diobh a bhféachfaidh mise air,
tiocfaidh bas ar a bheola.”

Bhi a naimhde i gcombhairle le chéile amuigh.

“Ceist: cé a labhréidh leo

agus cén duine a rachaidh ar dtus isteach sa
teach chucu?”

arsa na laochra a bhi amuigh.
“Rachadsa chucu,” arsa Lopan.

Chuaigh Lopén isteach sa teach chucu ansin
agus naonur ina theannta.

“Gniomh laochta, a theara,” ar seisean.

“Sea,” arsa na laochra.
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“Who shall speak to them?”” asked Sencha.
“I will speak to them,” said Triscoth.

“Any one of them that I look upon—his lips
shall die.”

The others were forming their resolution
outside.

“Query: who shall speak to them,

and go the first to them into the house?”

said the warriors outside.
“I shall go,” said Lopan.

Lopan then went into the house to them,
accompanied by nine persons.

“Is that pleasant, O heroes?” asked he.

“Yes,” said the heroes.



“Iss ed a n-inlaich in fer co cind a chéli,” ol
Driscoth.

“Fir fir.
Driscoth sund oc erlabrai Ulad.

Ni fuil aurlabraidi mathi leo chenae.”

D-an-éci Triscoth co andiaraid co tarla a di
bond bana fair.

To-1lluid iarom Fer Caille isa tech noénbor.
“Inlain sin, a laechu,” ol sé.
“Iss ed a n-inlain in fer co cind a chéli,” ol

Driscoth.

D-an-éci Driscoth co andiaraid co tarla a da
bond bana fair.

To-1luid iarom Mianach Anaidgned isa tech
nonbur.

“Is ¢ an gniomh laochta a oireann anois na go
dtabharfadh gach fear aghaidh ar a chéile
combhraic,” arsa Triscoth.

“Fior, fior.
Triscoth anseo ina urlabhrai ag Ultaigh!

Go deimbhin, ta easpa urlabhraithe cumasacha
orthu!”

D’théach Triscoth go fiochmhar ar an bhfear
eile agus thit seisean ar lar sa tsli go raibh
boinn bhana a chos le feiceail.

Ansin chuaigh Fear Coille isteach sa teach
agus naonur ina theannta.

“lompar curata, a laochra,” ar seisean.

“Is ¢ an t-iompar curata a oireann anois na go
dtabharfadh gach fear aghaidh ar a chéile
combhraic,” arsa Triscoth.

D’théach Triscoth go fiochmhar ar an bhfear
eile agus thit seisean ar lar sa tsli go raibh

boinn bhana a chos le feiceail.

Ansin chuaigh Mianach Anaithnid isteach sa
teach agus naonur lena chois.
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“Man against man?” said Triscoth.

“True, true.”
“Triscoth here, speaking for the Ulaid.
They have not good speakers besides.”

Triscoth looked fiercely at him, so that he
fainted.

Fer-Caille came into the house; nine in
number.

“Is that pleasant, O warriors?” said he.

“The full pleasure,” said Triscoth, “is one man

against another.”

Triscoth looked fiercely at him, and he
fainted.

Mianach ‘the unknown,’ came into the house,
nine in number.



“It bana linni ind othair filet forsin lar,” ol sé.

D-an-éci Driscoth.

“Dom-féci-se,” ol sé, “dus inn ebél de.”

Gabais a chéli a chois foi

ocus imma-mbert forsna tri nonboraib ro batar
isin tig iarom

connd dechaid nach hae 1 mbethu ass eter
sudiu.

Con-gair iarom in sl6g ammuich imma tech
dia gabail for Ulto.
Ro laiset iarom Ulaid a tech tara cend

co torchratar tri chét fon tig dint slog ro bui
friss anechtair.

Dlutai in cath di alailiu.

Batar iarom i n-imnisiu in chatha co medoén lai
arabarach.

“Nach militheach atd na hothair ata sinte ar
lar!” ar seisean.

D’théach Triscoth air.

“Féach orm,” arsa an fear eile, “féachaint an
bhfaighidh mé bas de.”

Rug Triscoth greim ar chois an fhir eile

agus luigh ar na tri naonur a bhi sa teach a
phlancadh leis

agus ni dheachaigh duine acu ina bheathaidh
oOn ait.

Ansin chruinnigh an slua timpeall an ti
amuigh chun ionsai a dhéanamh ar na
hUItaigh istigh.

Leag na hUItaigh an teach anuas ar a gceann

sa tsli gur maraiodh tri chéad den slua a bhi 4
n-ionsai 6n taobh amuigh.

Chuaigh an da thaobh i ngleic lena chéile.

Bhi siad ag tabhairt an chatha go dti meén lae
arna mharach.
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“Pale to us (said he) appear the sick that are on
the floor.”

Triscoth looked at him.

“Look at me,” said he (Mianach), “to see if |
would die of it.”

The other took him by the leg,

and kept dashing him against the three
enneads that were in the house,

so that not one of them escaped alive.
The multitude outside gathered round the
house, to take it against the Ulaid.

But the Ulaid upset the house *on them*,

so that three hundred of the host outside it fell
under the house.

The battle closed between them.

They were engaged in battle ’till mid-day on
the morrow.



Ro gab maidm for Ultu ar-abu ar bati[r] Gati.

Section 52

Bui Ailill for sosad in daine oca ndéscin.
“Roptar scéla innisen damsa scéla Ulad
cosindiu.

At-chuas dam ni batar 1 nHére 6ic a cumma
doib,

co n-accu ni dénat acht mebail indiu.

Is cian 6 as fasach ni gebthar cath cen rig.

Mad imomsa immurgu do-bertha in cath

ni bad chian fo-lilastae.

At-chid nim-tha-sa cumac doéib.

Is diguin dom-gonar imaib.”

Bhi an cath ag dul i gcoinne na nUltach, afach,
mar ba 10 a lion.

Bhi Oilill ar mhur an dina ag féachaint orthu.
“Go dti an 14 inniu, b’fhit liom éisteacht le
scéalta faoi na hUItaigh.

Insiodh dom nach raibh a gcomhaith de
laochra in Eirinn,

ach chim inniu nach ndéanann siad ach
griomhartha naireacha.

T4 sé raite riamh nach dtugtar cath gan ri.

D4 mba rud ¢ gur faoi mo cheannaireachtsa a
thabharfai an cath,

niorbh thada a sheasodh sé.

Chionn sibh nach bhfuil cumhacht agam
orthu.

T4 easondir 4 tabhairt dom mar gheall oraibh.”
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The Ulaid were broken, however, as they were
fewer in number.

Ailill was on the rampart of the dun, looking
at them.

“The stories of the Ulaid were stories worth
telling me until to-day,” said he.

“It was told me, that there were not in Eri
heroes equal to them.

But I perceive they do nought but treachery to-
day.

It has long been a proverb ‘no battle should be
fought without a king.’

If "twere about me the battle was given,

"twould not continue long.

You see [said Ailill to the Ulaid] I am not able
for them;

and I have been profaned regarding you.”



La sodain ro 14 Cu Chulaind bedg de tresin
mbudin ocus forda-rubai fo thri.

Forda-rubai dano Furbaidi Fer Bend mac
Conchobair imma cuaird.

Ni gointis a chéli

ara lechet leo.

“Cid na gonair,” ol alaile dib, “in ségond sa?

Ni mellach a c[h]aine do-gni.

Tongu-ssa a tongas mo thuath cid cend 6ir no
beth fair

nan-génaind-seo oc guin mo brathar.”

Benaid side sleg n-ind

ocus ad-baill de.

Mutti iarom in cath for Ernu

Leis sin, thug Cu Chulainn tri ruathar trid an
mbuion & dtreascairt ina thimpeall.

Chuaigh Furbhaidhe Fear Beann mac
Conchubhair de rtid thart orthu 4 dtreascairt.

Ni ghoineadh a naimhde ¢ mar ba thrua leo sin
a dhéanamh

(toisc gur fear chomh breé sin a bhi ann).

“Cad ina thaobh nach maraitear an sarlaoch
se0?” arsa duine acu,

“ni deas liom cleasa an chaoinfhir.

Tugaimse mo6id mo thuaithe, fia dd mbeadh
ceann Oir air,

go mardinnse ¢ mar gheall ar mhari mo
bhraithre.”

Chuir seisean (i.e. Furbhaidhe) sled trid

agus mharaigh é.

Briseadh ar na hEarainn ina dhiaidh sin
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Thereupon, Cuchulaind dashed suddenly
through the multitude, and assailed them
thrice.

Furbaidi Fer-bend, son of Conor, attacked
them also all round.

The others would not wound him
[Cuchulaind],

because of his beauty!

“Why do you not wound this warrior?” said
one of them.

“Not agreeable the deeds he performs.

I swear the oaths of my peoples, tho’ "twere a
head of gold he had,

I would slay him a-slaying of my brother.”
He [Cuchulaind] pierced him [the speaker]
with a spear;

and he died thereof.

The battle was subsequently gained over the
Erna,



ocus ni érnai acht trian dib ass.

Orgit Ulaid iar sin a ndin n-uli
ocus aingit Ailill ocus a secht maccu

arnad batar hi cath friu.

O sin tra nir threbad Temair Lochra.

Section 53

Atd-lui Crumthand Niath Nair ass, di Ernaib.

Cont-ric fri Richis mbanchainti tiar oc
Lemain.

Mumme do Crumthand in ben.

“In farcbad mo mac-sa?” ol si.

“Fo-rracbad,” ol Crumthand.

agus nior chuaigh ina mbeathaidh 6n gcath
ach an triu cuid diobh.

Chreach na hUItaigh an dun go hiomlan ansin
ach sparail siad Oilill agus a sheachtar mac

toisc nar ghlac siad pdirt sa chath ina gcoinne.

r

O shin i leith, nior chénaigh ¢inne i dTeamhair

Luachra.

D’¢alaigh Criomhthann Nia Nair, fear de na
hEarainn.

Bhuail s¢ le Richeas, an banchdinte, thiar ag
an Leamhain.

B’i an bhean sin mathair altrama
Chriomhthainn.

“Ar maraiodh mo mhacsa?” ar sise.

“Maraiodh,” arsa Criomhthann.
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only three of whom escaped from it.

The Ulaid then plundered the entire dun,
and protected Ailill and his seven sons,

because they were not in the battle against
them.

From that time forth, Tara-Luachra was not
inhabited.

Crimthand Nianair of the Erna escaped from
the battle.

He met with Richis, a female satirist,
westwards at the Laune.

*She was foster-mother to Crimthand. *

“Was my son lost?” asked she.

“Yes,” said Crimthand.



“Tair limsa,” ol si, “co ndérais.”

“Cisi digal?” ol Crumthand.

“Co rubae Coin Culaind tara ési,” ol si.

“Cinnas do-géntar s6n?” ol éseom.
“Ni handsa.

M3 rut-bet di laim do nibat écen nach n-aill
chena

ar fo-géba i n-ascid.”

Lotar didiu i ndiaid int sltiaig

co farnactar Coin Culaind for ath ara cind hi
Crich Uathne.

Tiscaid Riches a hétach di fiad Choin
Chulaind.

Muchais Ct Chulaind a étan fri lar

“Tar liomsa,” ar sise, “chun go mbainfidh tu
dioltas amach.”

“Cén dioltas?” arsa Criomhthann.

“Go mar6fa Ca Chulainn mar gheall ar a
bhas.”

“Conas a dhéanfar sin?” ar seisean.
“Furasta.

Ni gé dhuit chuige sin ach do dha ldimh agus
ni theastoidh rud ar bith eile uait,

mar mardidh ti ¢ go héasca.”

D’imigh siad i ndiaidh an tslua

agus thainig siad ar Cht Chulainn a bhi rompu
ag ath 1 gCrioch Uaithne.

Bhain Richeas di os comhair Cht Chulainn.

Chludaigh Cu Chulainn a aghaidh agus chrom
a cheann le talamh
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“Come with me,” she said, “until you avenge
him.”

“What revenge?” asked Crimthand.

“That you slay Cuchulaind for his sake,”
replied she.

“How can that be done?”” asked Crimthand.
“Not difficult.

If you only use your two hands upon him, you
will need nothing more;

for you will find him unprepared.”

They then went in pursuit of the host [the
Ulaid],

and found Cuchulaind on a ford before them
in the country of Owney.

Richis took off her clothes in presence of
Cuchulaind,

who hid his face downwards,



arnacha-ndercachad a hernochta.
“Tofairthe hifechtso, a Chrumthaind,” ol
Riches.

“Do-fuil in fer chucut,” or Loeg.

“Nate ém,” ol Cti Chulaind.

“Céin bes in ben in cruth ucut nim-érus-sa.”

Gabais Loeg cloich asin charput ocus dibaircid
di

conda-ecmaic tara luthain co mmemaid a
druim i ndé

ocus combo marb de iarom.

Cot-réracht iar sin Cu Chulaind ar cend
Crumt[h]aind

ocus fich fris co tuc a chend lais ocus a fodb.

Do-llotar iarom i1 ndegaid int sluaig

1 dtreo is nach bhfeicfeadh sé i agus i
lomnocht.

“Seo ¢ do sheans anois chun ¢ a ionsai, a
Chriomhthainn,” arsa Richeas.

“T4 an fear ar do thi!” arsa Laogh.
“Nil tada le déanamh,” arsa Cti Chulainn,

“fad a bheidh an bhean mar sin, ni
thabharfaidh mise aghaidh air.”

Thog Laogh cloch as an gcarbad agus chaith
leis an mbean 1.

Buail an chloch i sa ..., dhein dha leath da
droim

agus fuair si bas.

Thug Cua Chulainn faoi Chriomhthann ansin,
throid sé leis, bhain a cheann de agus thug leis
¢ mar aon lena chuid arm.

Ansin lean siad an slua,
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that he might not see her nakedness.

“Attack him now, O Crimthand,” said Richis.

“The man approaches thee,” said Laeg.
“Not so, indeed,” said Cuchulaind.

“Whilst the woman is in that condition I shall
not rise up.”

Laeg took a stone out of the chariot, and cast it
at her,

which hit her across the /uthan, so that her
back was broken in two;

and she died thereof afterwards.

Cuchulaind then advanced against Crimthand,
and fought with him, and carried away his
head and spoils.

They [Cuchulaind and his charioteer, Laeg]
then went after the host,




co mbatar oc dan Con Culaind co féotar and
insind aidchi sein.

Batar iarom for foirriuth co cend cethrachat
aidche forind 6enfeis la Coin Culaind,

ocus tiagait uad iar tain ocus facbait
bennachtain leiss.

Tanic dano Ailill anes fri hUItu

co mbui for célidi occo.

Do-breth comlethet a enech di 6r ocus argut
do Ailill

ocus secht cumala cach meic dia maccaib.
Do-lluid iarom Ailill dochum a thiri

fo chori ocus oentaid fri Ultu.

Boi iarom Conchobar iar sin cen coscrad a rigi
immi céin bui i mbiu.

bhain siad diin Cht Chulainn amach agus
chaith siad an oiche sin ann.

Ina dhiaidh sin bhi siad go léir i lathair ag
féasta ollmhor le Cu Chulainn a lean go ceann

ceathracha oiche.

D’imigh siad uaidh ansin agus d’thag siad a
mbeannacht aige.

Thainig Oilill aneas go dti na hUItaigh
agus d’than tamall mar aoi leo.

Bronnadh leithead a aghaidhe d’6r agus
d’airgead ar Oilill

agus tugadh seacht gcumhal do gach éinne da
mbhic.

Ina dhiaidh sin, d’fhill Oilill ar a dhathaigh
féin

agus bhi siochdin agus comhaontas idir ¢ agus
na hUItaigh.

Ni dhearnadh creach ar riocht Chonchubhair
ina dhiaidh fad a mhair sé.
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until all arrived at Cuchulaind’s dun, where
they rested that night.

They all were entertained, to the end of forty
nights, on the same feast by Cuchulaind.

And they afterwards departed from him, and
left a blessing with him.

Ailill came from the South towards the Ulaid,

and remained as a friend with them.

The width of his face was given to him, of
gold and silver,

and seven cumals were given to each son of
his sons.

Ailill subsequently went to his own country,

in peace and unity with the Ulaid.

Conor was after without destruction of his
kingship, whilst he lived.



