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HUDDEN AND DUDDEN 
AND DONALD O’NEARY

Th ere was once upon a time two farmers, and their 
names were Hudden and Dudden. Th ey had poultry 
in their yards, sheep on the uplands, and scores of 
cattle in the meadow-land alongside the river. But for 
all that they weren’t happy. For just between their two 
farms there lived a poor man by the name of Donald 
O’Neary. He had a hovel over his head1 and a strip of 
grass that was barely enough to keep his one cow, 
Daisy, from starving, and, though she did her best, it 
was but seldom that Donald got a drink of milk or a 
roll of butter from Daisy. You would think there was 
little here to make Hudden and Dudden jealous, but 
so it is, the more one has the more one wants, and Do-
nald’s neighbours lay awake of nights scheming how 
they might get hold of his little strip of grassland. 
Daisy, poor thing, they never thought of; she was just 
a bag of bones.

One day Hudden met Dudden, and they were soon 
grumbling as usual, and all to the tune of, ‘If only we 
could get that vagabond Donald O’Neary out of the 
country.’

1 had a hovel over his head — (разг.) жил в сарае
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‘Let’s kill Daisy,’ said Hudden at last; ‘if that doesn’t 
make him clear out, nothing will.’

No sooner said than agreed, and it wasn’t dark 
before Hudden and Dudden crept up to the little shed 
where lay poor Daisy trying her best to chew the cud, 
though she hadn’t had as much grass in the day as 
would cover your hand. And when Donald came to 
see if Daisy was all snug for the night, the poor beast 
had only time to lick his hand once before she died.

Well, Donald was a shrewd fellow, and downhearted 
though he was, began to think if he could get any good 
out of Daisy’s death. He thought and he thought, and 
the next day you could have seen him trudging off  
early to the fair, Daisy’s hide over his shoulder, every 
penny he had jingling in his pockets. Just before he 
got to the fair, he made several slits in the hide, put a 
penny in each slit, walked into the best inn of the town 
as bold as if it belonged to him, and, hanging the hide 
up to a nail in the wall, sat down.

‘Some of your best whiskey,’ says he to the landlord. 
But the landlord didn’t like his looks. ‘Is it fearing I 
won’t pay you, you are?’ says Donald. ‘Why, I have a 
hide here that gives me all the money I want.’ And 
with that he hit it a whack with his stick and out 
hopped a penny. Th e landlord opened his eyes, as you 
may fancy.

‘What’ll you take for that hide?’
‘It’s not for sale, my good man.’
‘Will you take a gold piece?’
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 ‘It’s not for sale, I tell you. Hasn’t it kept me and 
mine for years?’ and with that Donald hit the hide 
another whack and out jumped a second penny.

Well, the long and the short of it1 was that Donald 
let the hide go, and, that very evening, who but he 
should walk up to Hudden’s door?

‘Good evening, Hudden. Will you lend me your 
best pair of scales?’

Hudden stared and Hudden scratched his head, 
but he lent the scales.

When Donald was safe at home, he pulled out his 
pocketful of bright gold and began to weigh each piece 
in the scales. But Hudden had put a lump of butter at 
the bottom, and so the last piece of gold stuck fast to 
the scales when he took them back to Hud den.

If Hudden had stared before, he stared ten times 
more now, and no sooner was Donald’s back turned, 
than he was off  as hard as he could pelt to Dudden’s.

‘Good evening, Dudden. Th at vagabond, bad luck 
to him —’

‘You mean Donald O’Neary?’
‘And who else should I mean? He’s back here weigh-

ing out sackfuls of gold.’
‘How do you know that?’
‘Here are my scales that he borrowed, and here’s a 

gold piece still sticking to them.’

1 the long and the short of it — (устар.) короче говоря
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Off  they went together, and they came to Donald’s 
door. Donald had fi nished making the last pile of ten 
gold pieces. And he couldn’t fi nish because a piece 
had stuck to the scales.

In they walked without an ‘If you please’ or ‘By 
your leave’1.

‘Well, I never!2’ Th at was all they could say.
‘Good evening, Hudden; good-evening, Dudden. 

Ah! You thought you had played me a fi ne trick, but 
you never did me a better turn in all your lives. When 
I found poor Daisy dead, I thought to myself, “Well, 
her hide may fetch something”; and it did. Hides are 
worth their weight in gold in the market just now.’

Hudden nudged Dudden, and Dudden winked at 
Hudden.

‘Good evening, Donald O’Neary.’
‘Good evening, kind friends.’
Th e next day there wasn’t a cow or a calf that 

belong ed to Hudden or Dudden but her hide was 
going to the fair in Hudden’s biggest cart drawn by 
Dudden’s strongest pair of horses.

When they came to the fair, each one took a hide 
over his arm, and there they were walking through 
the fair, bawling out at the top of their voices, ‘Hides 
to sell! Hides to sell!’

1 without an ‘If you please’ or ‘By your leave’ — (устар.) 
не сказав ни «позвольте», ни «с вашего разрешения»

2 Well, I never! — (воскл.) Ну ничего себе!
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Out came the tanner.
‘How much for your hides, my good men?’
‘Th eir weight in gold.’
‘It’s early in the day to come out of the tavern.’ Th at 

was all the tanner said, and back he went to his 
yard.

‘Hides to sell! Fine fresh hides to sell!’
Out came the cobbler.
‘How much for your hides, my men?’
‘Th eir weight in gold.’
‘Is it making game of me you are! Take that for 

your pains,’ and the cobbler dealt Hudden a blow 
that made him stagger.

Up the people came running from one end of the 
fair to the other. ‘What’s the matter? What’s the 
matter?’ cried they.

‘Here are a couple of vagabonds selling hides at 
their weight in gold,’ said the cobbler.

‘Hold ’em fast; hold ’em fast!’ bawled the innkeeper, 
who was the last to come up, he was so fat. ‘I’ll wager 
it’s one of the rogues who tricked me out of thirty gold 
pieces yesterday for a wretched hide.’

It was more kicks than halfpence that Hudden and 
Dudden got before they were well on their way home 
again, and they didn’t run the slower because all the 
dogs of the town were at their heels1.

1 were at their heels — (разг.) бежали за ними (чуть 
не хватали за пятки)
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Well, as you may fancy, if they loved Donald little 
before, they loved him less now.

‘What’s the matter, friends?’ said be, as he saw them 
tearing along, their hats knocked in, and their coats 
torn off , and their faces black and blue. ‘Is it fi ghting 
you’ve been? Or mayhap you met the police, in luck 
to them?’

‘We’ll police you, you vagabond. It’s mighty smart 
you thought yourself, deluding us with your lying 
tales.’

‘Who deluded you? Didn’t you see the gold with 
your own two eyes?’

But it was no use talking. Pay for it he must, and 
should. Th ere was a meal-sack handy, and into it Hud-
den and Dudden popped Donald O’Neary, tied him 
up tight, ran a pole through the knot, and off  they 
started for the Brown Lake of the Bog, each with a 
pole-end on his shoulder, and Donald O’Neary 
between.

But the Brown Lake was far, the road was dusty, 
Hudden and Dudden were sore and weary, and parched 
with thirst. Th ere was an inn by the roadside.

‘Let’s go in,’ said Hudden; ‘I’m dead beat1. It’s heavy 
he is for the little he had to eat.’

If Hudden was willing, so was Dudden. As for 
Donald, you may be sure his leave wasn’t asked, but 

1 I’m dead beat — (разг.) я совершенно выбился из сил
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he was lumped down at the inn door for all the world 
as if1 he had been a sack of potatoes.

‘Sit still, you vagabond,’ said Dudden; ‘if we don’t 
mind waiting, you needn’t.’

Donald held his peace, but aft er a while he heard 
the glasses clink, and Hudden singing away at the 
top of his voice.

‘I won’t have her, I tell you; I won’t have her!’ said 
Donald. But nobody heeded what he said.

‘I won’t have her, I tell you; I won’t have her!’ said 
Donald, and this time he said it louder; but nobody 
heeded what he said.

‘I won’t have her, I tell you; I won’t have her!’ said 
Donald; and this time he said it as loud as he 
could.

‘And who won’t you have, may I be so bold as to 
ask?’ said a farmer, who had just come up with a 
drove of cattle and was turning in for a glass.

‘It’s the king’s daughter. Th ey are bothering the 
life out of me to marry her.’

‘You’re the lucky fellow. I’d give something to be 
in your shoes.’ 

‘Do you see that now! Wouldn’t it be a fi ne thing 
for a farmer to be marrying a princess, all dressed 
in gold and jewels?’

‘Jewels, do you say? Ah, now, couldn’t you take 
me with you?’

1 for all the world as if — (устар.) точно так, как если бы
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‘Well, you’re an honest fellow, and as I don’t care for 
the king’s daughter, though she’s as beautiful as the day, 
and is covered with jewels from top to toe, you shall 
have her. Just undo the cord, and let me out; they tied 
me up tight, as they knew I’d run away from her.’

Out crawled Donald, in crept the farmer.
‘Now lie still, and don’t mind the shaking; it’s only 

rumbling over the palace steps you’ll be. And maybe 
they’ll abuse you for a vagabond, who won’t have the 
king’s daughter; but you needn’t mind that. Ah! It’s a 
deal I’m giving up for you, sure as it is that I don’t care 
for the princess.’

‘Take my cattle in exchange,’ said the farmer; and 
you may guess it wasn’t long before Donald was at 
their tails driving them homewards.

Out came Hudden and Dudden, and the one took 
one end of the pole, and the other the other.

‘I’m thinking he’s heavier,’ said Hudden.
‘Ah, never mind,’ said Dudden; ‘it’s only a step now 

to the Brown Lake.’
‘I’ll have her now! I’ll have her now!’ bawled the 

farmer, from inside the sack.
‘By my faith1, and you shall though,’ said Hudden, 

and he laid his stick across the sack.
‘I’ll have her! I’ll have her!’ bawled the farmer, 

louder than ever.

1 By my faith — от лат. bona fi de, по чести говоря; 
клянусь честью
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‘Well, here you are,’ said Dudden, for they were 
now come to the Brown Lake, and, unslinging the 
sack, they pitched it plump into the lake.

‘You’ll not be playing your tricks on us any longer,’ 
said Hudden.

‘True for you,’ said Dudden. ‘Ah, Donald, my boy, 
it was an ill day when you borrowed my scales.’

Off  they went, with a light step and an easy heart, 
but when they were near home, who should they see 
but Donald O’Neary, and all around him the cows 
were grazing, and the calves were kicking up their 
heels and butting their heads together.

‘Is it you, Donald?’ said Dudden. ‘Faith, you’ve 
been quicker than we have.’

‘True for you, Dudden, and let me thank you 
kindly; the turn was good, if the will was ill1. You’ll 
have heard, like me, that the Brown Lake leads to the 
Land of Promise. I always put it down as lies, but it is 
just as true as my word. Look at the cattle.’

Hudden stared, and Dudden gaped; but they 
couldn’t get over the cattle; fi ne fat cattle they were 
too.

‘It’s only the worst I could bring up with me,’ said 
Donald O’Neary; ‘the others were so fat, there was no 
driving them. Faith, too, it’s little wonder they didn’t 

1 the turn was good, if the will was ill — ср. русск. посл. 
Не рой другому яму, сам в нее попадешь
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care to leave, with grass as far as you could see, and 
as sweet and juicy as fresh butter.’

‘Ah, now, Donald, we haven’t always been friends,’ 
said Dudden, ‘but, as I was just saying, you were ever 
a decent lad, and you’ll show us the way, won’t you?’

‘I don’t see that I’m called upon to do that; there is 
a power more cattle down there. Why shouldn’t I have 
them all to myself?’

‘Faith, they may well say, the richer you get, the 
harder the heart. You always were a neighbourly lad, 
Donald. You wouldn’t wish to keep the luck all to 
yourself?’

‘True for you, Hudden, though ’tis a bad example 
you set me. But I’ll not be thinking of old times. Th ere 
is plenty for all there, so come along with me.’

Off  they trudged, with a light heart and an eager 
step. When they came to the Brown Lake, the sky was 
full of little white clouds, and, if the sky was full, the 
lake was as full.

‘Ah now! Look, there they are,’ cried Donald, as he 
pointed to the clouds in the lake.

‘Where? Where?’ cried Hudden and, ‘Don’t be 
greedy!’ cried Dudden, as he jumped his hardest to 
be up fi rst with the fat cattle. But if he jumped fi rst, 
Hudden wasn’t long behind.

Th ey never came back. Maybe they got too fat, like 
the cattle. As for Donald O’Neary, he had cattle and 
sheep all his days to his heart’s content.
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THE STORY OF DEIRDRE

Th ere was a man in Ireland once who was called 
Malcolm Harper. Th e man was a right good man, and 
he had a goodly-share of this world’s goods. He had a 
wife, but no family. What did Malcolm hear but that 
a soothsayer had come home to the place, and as the 
man was a right good man, he wished that the 
soothsayer might come near them. Whether it was 
that he was invited or that he came of himself, the 
soothsayer came to the house of Malcolm.

‘Are you doing any soothsaying?’ says Malcolm.
‘Yes, I am doing a little. Are you in need of sooth-

saying?’
‘Well, I do not mind taking soothsaying from you, 

if you had soothsaying for me, and you would be 
willing to do it.’

‘Well, I will do soothsaying for you. What kind of 
soothsaying do you want?’

‘Well, the soothsaying I wanted was that you would 
tell me my lot or what will happen to me, if you can 
give me knowledge of it.’

‘Well, I am going out, and when I return, I will tell 
you.’

And the soothsayer went forth out of the house 
and he was not long outside when he returned.
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‘Well,’ said the soothsayer, ‘I saw in my second sight 
that it is on account of a daughter of yours that the 
greatest amount of blood shall be shed that has ever 
been shed in Erin since time and race began. And the 
three most famous heroes that ever were found will 
lose their heads on her account.’

Aft er a time, a daughter was born to Malcolm; he 
did not allow a living being to come to his house, only 
himself and the nurse. He asked this woman, ‘Will 
you yourself bring up the child to keep her in hiding 
far away where eye will not see a sight of her nor ear 
hear a word about her?’

Th e woman said she would, so Malcolm got three 
men, and he took them away to a large mountain, 
distant and far from reach without the knowledge or 
notice of anyone. He caused there a hillock, round 
and green, to be dug out of the middle, and the hole 
thus made to be covered carefully over so that a little 
company could dwell there together. Th is was done.

Deirdre and her foster-mother dwelt in the bothy 
mid the hills without the knowledge or the suspicion 
of any living person about them and without anything 
occurring, until Deirdre was sixteen years of age. 
Deirdre grew like the white sapling, straight and trim 
as the rash on the moss. She was the creature of fairest 
form, of loveliest aspect, and of gentlest nature that 
existed between earth and heaven in all Ireland — 
whatever colour of hue she had before, there was 
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nobody that looked into her face but she would blush 
fi ery red over it.

Th e woman that had charge of her, gave Deirdre 
every information and skill of which she herself had 
knowledge and skill. Th ere was not a blade of grass 
growing from root, nor a bird singing in the wood, 
nor a star shining from heaven but Deirdre had a name 
for it. But one thing, she did not wish her to have either 
part or parley with any single living man of the rest 
of the world. But on a gloomy winter night, with black, 
scowling clouds, a hunter of game was wearily 
travelling the hills, and what happened but that he 
missed the trail of the hunt, and lost his course and 
companions. A drowsiness came upon the man as he 
wearily wandered over the hills, and he lay down by 
the side of the beautiful green knoll in which Deirdre 
lived, and he slept. Th e man was faint from hunger 
and wandering, and benumbed with cold, and a deep 
sleep fell upon him. When he lay down beside the 
green hill where Deirdre was, a troubled dream came 
to the man, and he thought that he enjoyed the warmth 
of a fairy broch, the fairies being inside playing music. 
Th e hunter shouted out in his dream, if there was 
anyone in the broch, to let him in for the Holy One’s 
sake1. Deirdre heard the voice and said to her foster 
mother, ‘O foster-mother, what cry is that?’ 

1 for the Holy One’s sake — (устар.) ради Бога
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‘It is nothing at all, Deirdre — merely the birds of 
the air astray and seeking each other. But let them go 
past to the bosky glade. Th ere is no shelter or house 
for them here.’ 

‘Oh, foster-mother, the bird asked to get inside for 
the sake of the God of the Elements, and you your self 
tell me that anything that is asked in His name we 
ought to do. If you will not allow the bird that is being 
benumbed with cold, and done to death with hunger, 
to be let in, I do not think much of your language or 
your faith. But since I give credence to your language 
and to your faith, which you taught me, I will myself 
let in the bird.’ And Deirdre arose and drew the bolt 
from the leaf of the door, and she let in the hunter. 
She placed a seat in the place for sitting, food in the 
place for eating, and drink in the place for drinking 
for the man who came to the house. 

‘Oh, for this life and raiment, you man that came 
in, keep restraint on your tongue1!’ said the old 
woman. ‘It is not a great thing for you to keep your 
mouth shut and your tongue quiet when you get a 
home and shelter of a hearth on a gloomy winter’s 
night.’ 

‘Well;’ said the hunter, ‘I may do that — keep my 
mouth shut and my tongue quiet, since I came to the 

1 keep restraint on your tongue — (устар.) держите 
язык за зубами
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house and received hospitality from you; but by the 
hand of thy father and grandfather, and by your own 
two hands, if some other of the people of the world 
saw this beauteous creature you have here hid away, 
they would not long leave her with you, I swear.’

‘What men are these you refer to?’ said Deirdre. 
‘Well, I will tell you, young woman,’ said the hunter. 

‘Th ey art Naois, son of Uisnech, and Allen and Arden 
his two brothers.’

‘What like are these men when seen, if we were to 
see them?’ said Deirdre.

‘Why, the aspect and form of the men when seen 
are these,’ said the hunter. ‘Th ey have the colour of 
the raven on their hair, their skin like swan on the 
wave in whiteness, and their cheeks as the blood of 
the brindled red calf, and their speed and their leap 
are those of the salmon of the torrent and the deer of 
the grey mountainside. And Naois is head and 
shoulders over the rest of the people of Erin.’

‘However they are,’ said the nurse, ‘be you off  from 
here and take another road. And, king of Light and 
Sun! In good sooth and certainty, little are my thanks 
for yourself or for her that let you in!’

Th e hunter went away, and went straight to the 
palace of King Connachar. He sent word into the king 
that he wished to speak to him if he pleased. Th e king 
answered the message and came out to speak to the 
man. 
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‘What is the reason of your journey?’ said the king 
to the hunter.

‘I have only to tell you, O king,’ said the hunter, 
‘that I saw the fairest creature that ever was born in 
Erin, and I came to tell you of it.’

‘Who is this beauty and where is she to be seen, 
when she was not seen before till you saw her, if you 
did see her?’

‘Well, I did see her,’ said the hunter. ‘But, if I did, 
no man else can see her unless he get directions from 
me as to where she is dwelling.’

‘And will you direct me to where she dwells? And 
the reward of your directing me will be as good as the 
reward of your message,’ said the king.

‘Well, I will direct you, O king, although it is likely 
that this will not be what they want,’ said the hun-
ter.

Connachar, king of Ulster, sent for his nearest 
kinsmen, and he told them of his intent. Th ough early 
rose the song of the birds mid the rocky caves and the 
music of the birds in the grove, earlier than that did 
Connachar, king of Ulster, arise, with his little troop 
of dear friends, in the delightful twilight of the fresh 
and gentle May; the dew was heavy on each bush and 
fl ower and stem, as they went to bring Deirdre forth 
from the green knoll where she stayed. Many a youth 
was there who had a lithe leaping and lissom step when 
they started whose step was faint, failing, and faltering 
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when they reached the bothy on account of the length 
of the way and roughness of the road. 

‘Yonder, now, down in the bottom of the glen is 
the bothy where the woman dwells, but I will not go 
nearer than this to the old woman,’ said the hunter.

Connachar with his band of kinsfolk went down 
to the green knoll where Deirdre dwelt and he knocked 
at the door of the bothy. Th e nurse replied, ‘No less 
than a king’s command and a king’s army could put 
me out of my bothy tonight. And I should be obliged 
to you, were you to tell who it is that wants me to open 
my bothy door.’ 

‘It is I, Connachar, king of Ulster.’ When the poor 
woman heard who was at the door, she rose with haste 
and let in the king and all that could get in of his 
retinue.

When the king saw the woman that was before him 
that he had been in quest of, he thought he never saw 
in the course of the day nor in the dream of night a 
creature so fair as Deirdre and he gave his full heart’s 
weight of love to her. Deirdre was raised on the top-
most of the heroes’ shoulders and she and her foster-
mother were brought to the court of King Connachar 
of Ulster.

With the love that Connachar had for her, he wanted 
to marry Deirdre right off  there and then1, will she 

1 there and then — (разг.) тотчас же
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nill she marry him. But she said to him, ‘I would be 
obliged to you if you will give me the respite of a year 
and a day.’ 

He said, ‘I will grant you that, hard though it is, if 
you will give me your unfailing promise that you will 
marry me at the year’s end.’ And she gave the promise. 
Connachar got for her a woman-teacher and merry 
modest maidens fair that would lie down and rise with 
her, that would play and speak with her. Deirdre was 
clever in maidenly duties and wifely understanding, 
and Connachar thought he never saw with bodily eye 
a creature that pleased him more.

Deirdre and her women companions were one day 
out on the hillock behind the house enjoying the 
scene, and drinking in the sun’s heat. What did they 
see com ing but three men a-journeying1.

Deirdre was looking at the men that were coming, 
and wondering at them. When the men neared them, 
Deirdre remembered the language of the huntsman, 
and she said to herself that these were the three sons 
of Uisnech, and that this was Naois, he having what 
was above the bend of the two shoulders above the 
men of Erin all. Th e three brothers went past without 
taking any notice of them, without even glancing at 
the young girls on the hillock. What happened but 

1 three men a-journeying — (устар.) три путешествен-
ника
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that love for Naois struck the heart of Deirdre, so that 
she could not but follow aft er him. She girded up her 
raiment and went aft er the men that went past the 
base of the knoll, leaving her women attendants there. 
Allen and Arden had heard of the woman that 
Connachar, king of Ulster, had with him, and they 
thought that, if Naois, their brother, saw her, he would 
have her himself, more especially as she was not 
married to the king. They perceived the woman 
coming, and called on one another to hasten their step 
as they had a long distance to travel, and the dusk of 
night was coming on. Th ey did so. She cried, ‘Naois, 
son of Uisnech, will you leave me?’ 

‘What piercing, shrill cry is that — the most melo-
dious my ear ever heard, and the shrillest that ever 
struck my heart of all the cries I ever heard?’ 

‘It is anything else but the wail of the wave-swans 
of Connachar,’ said his brothers. 

‘No! Yonder is a woman’s cry of distress,’ said Naois, 
and he swore he would not go farther until he saw 
from whom the cry came, and Naois turned back. 
Naois and Deirdre met, and Deirdre kissed Naois three 
times, and a kiss each to his brothers. With the 
confusion that she was in, Deirdre went into a crimson 
blaze of fi re, and her colour came and went as rapidly 
as the movement of the aspen by the stream side. Naois 
thought he never saw a fairer creature, and Naois gave 
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Deirdre the love that he never gave to thing, to vision, 
or to creature but to herself.

Th en Naois placed Deirdre on the topmost height 
of his shoulder, and told his brothers to keep up their 
pace1, and they kept up their pace. Naois thought that 
it would not be well for him to remain in Erin on 
account of the way in which Connachar, king of Ulster, 
his uncle’s son, had gone against him because of the 
woman, though he had not married her; and he turned 
back to Alba, that is, Scotland. He reached the side of 
Loch Ness and made his habitation there. He could 
kill the salmon of the torrent from out his own door, 
and the deer of the grey gorge from out his window. 
Naois and Deirdre and Allen and Arden dwelt in a 
tower, and they were happy so long a time as they were 
there.

By this time the end of the period came at which 
Deirdre had to marry Connachar, king of Ulster. 
Connachar made up his mind to take Deirdre away 
by the sword whether she was married to Naois or 
not. So he prepared a great and gleeful feast. He sent 
word far and wide through Erin all to his kinspeople 
to come to the feast. Connachar thought to himself 
that Naois would not come though he should bid him; 
and the scheme that arose in his mind was to send for 
his father’s brother, Ferchar Mae Ro, and to send him 

1 to keep up their pace — (устар.) не отставать
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on an embassy to Naois. He did so; and Connachar 
said to Ferchar, ‘Tell Naois, son of Uisnech, that I am 
setting forth a great and gleeful feast to my friends 
and kinspeople throughout the wide extent of Erin 
all, and that I shall not have rest by day nor sleep by 
night if he and Allen and Arden be not partakers of 
the feast.’

Ferchar Mae Ro and his three sons went on their 
journey, and reached the tower where Naois was 
dwelling by the side of Loch Etive. Th e sons of Uisnech 
gave a cordial kindly welcome to Ferchar Mae Ro and 
his three sons, and asked of him the news of Erin. 

‘Th e best news that I have for you,’ said the hardy 
hero, ‘is that Connachar, king of Ulster, is setting forth 
a great sumptuous feast to his friends and kinspeople 
throughout the wide extent of Erin all, and he has 
vowed by the earth beneath him, by the high heaven 
above him, and by the sun that wends to the west, that 
he will have no rest by day nor sleep by night if the 
sons of Uisnech, the sons of his own father’s brother, 
will not come back to the land of their home and the 
soil of their nativity, and to the feast likewise, and he 
has sent us on embassy to invite you.’

‘We will go with you,’ said Naois.
‘We will,’ said his brothers.
But Deirdre did not wish to go with Ferchar Mae 

Ro, and she tried every prayer to turn Naois from 
going with him — she said, ‘I saw a vision, Naois, and 
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do you interpret it to me,’ said Deirdre — then she 
sang:

‘O Naois, son of Uisnech, hear 
What was shown in a dream to me.
‘Th ere came three white doves out of the south
Flying over the sea, 
‘And drops of honey were in their mouth 
From the hive of the honeybee.
‘O Naois, son of Uisnech, hear, 
What was shown in a dream to me.
‘I saw three grey hawks out of the south
Come fl ying over the sea, 
And the red red drops they bare in their mouth 
Th ey were dearer than life to me.’
Said Naois:
‘It is nought but the fear of woman’s heart, 
And a dream of the night, Deirdre.
Th e day that Connachar sent the invitation to his 

feast will be unlucky for us if we don’t go, O Deirdre.’
‘You will go there,’ said Ferchar Mae Ro; ‘and if 

Connachar show kindness to you, show ye kindness 
to him; and if he will display wrath towards you, 
display ye wrath towards him, and I and my three sons 
will be with you.’

‘We will,’ said Daring Drop. 
‘We will,’ said Hardy Holly. 
‘We will,’ said Fiallan the Fair.
‘I have three sons, and they are three heroes, and 

in any harm or danger that may befall you, they will 
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be with you, and I myself will be along with them.’ 
And Ferchar Mae Ro gave his vow and his word in 
presence of his arms that, in any harm or danger that 
came in the way of the sons of Uisnech, he and his 
three sons would not leave head on live body in Erin, 
despite sword or helmet, spear or shield, blade or mail, 
be they ever so good.

Deirdre was unwilling to leave Alba, but she went 
with Naois. Deirdre wept tears in showers and she 
sang:

‘Dear is the land, the land over there, 
Alba full of woods and lakes;
Bitter to my heart is leaving thee, 
But I go away with Naois.’
Ferchar Mae Ro did not stop till he got the sons 

of Uisnech away with him, despite the suspicion of 
Deirdre.

Th e coracle was put to sea, 
Th e sail was hoisted to it;
And the second morrow they arrived 
On the white shores of Erin.
As soon as the sons of Uisnech landed in Erin, 

Ferchar Mae Ro sent word to Connachar, king of 
Ulster, that the men whom he wanted were come, and 
let him now show kindness to them. 

‘Well,’ said Connachar, ‘I did not expect that the 
sons of Uisnech would come, though I sent for them, 
and I am not quite ready to receive them. But there is 
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a house down yonder where I keep strangers, and let 
them go down to it today, and my house will be ready 
before them tomorrow.’

But he that was up in the palace felt it long that he 
was not getting word as to how matters were going on 
for those down in the house of the strangers. 

‘Go you, Gelban Grednach, son of Lochlin’s king, 
go you down and bring me information as to whether 
her former hue and complexion are on Deirdre. If they 
be, I will take her out with edge of blade and point of 
sword, and if not, let Naois, son of Uisnech, have her 
for himself,’ said Connachar.

Gelban, the cheering and charming son of Lochlin’s 
king, went down to the place of the strangers, where 
the sons of Uisnech and Deirdre were staying. He 
looked in through the bicker-hole on the fl oor-leaf. 
Now she that he gazed upon used to go into a crimson 
blaze of blushes when anyone looked at her. Naois 
looked at Deirdre and knew that someone was looking 
at her from the back of the door-leaf. He seized one 
of the dice on the table before him and fi red it through 
the bicker-hole, and knocked the eye out of Gelban 
Grednach the cheerful and charming, right through 
the back of his head. Gelban returned back to the 
palace of King Connachar.

‘You were cheerful, charming, going away, but you 
are cheerless, charmless, returning. What has happened 
to you, Gelban? But have you seen her, and are 
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Deirdre’s hue and complexion as before?’ said Con-
nachar.

‘Well, I have seen Deirdre, and I saw her also truly, 
and while I was looking at her through the bicker-hole 
on the door, Naois, son of Uisnech, knocked out my 
eye with one of the dice in his hand. But of a truth and 
verity1, although he put out even my eye, it were my 
desire still to remain looking at her with the other eye, 
were it not for the hurry you told me to be in,’ said 
Gelban.

‘Th at is true,’ said Connachar. ‘Let three hundred 
brave heroes go down to the abode of the strangers, 
and let them bring hither to me Deirdre, and kill the 
rest.’

Connachar ordered three hundred active heroes 
to go down to the abode of the strangers and to take 
Deirdre up with them and kill the rest. 

‘Th e pursuit is coming,’ said Deirdre.
‘Yes, but I will myself go out and stop the pursuit,’ 

said Naois.
‘It is not you, but we that will go,’ said Daring Drop, 

and Hardy Holly and Fiallan the Fair; ‘it is to us that 
our father entrusted your defence from harm and 
danger when he himself left  for home.’ And the gallant 
youths, full noble, full manly, full handsome, with 
beauteous brown locks, went forth girt with battle 

1 But of a truth and verity — (устар.) Но скажу честно
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arms fi t for fi erce fi ght and clothed with combat dress 
for fi erce contest fi t, which was burnished, bright, 
brilliant, bladed, blazing, on which were many pictures 
of beasts and birds and creeping things, lions and lithe-
limbed tigers, brown eagle and harrying hawk and 
adder fi erce; and the young heroes laid low1 three-
thirds of the company.

Connachar came out in haste and cried with wrath, 
‘Who is there on the fl oor of fi ght, slaughtering my 
men?’

‘We, the three sons of Ferchar Mae Ro.’
‘Well,’ said the king, ‘I will give a free bridge to your 

grandfather, a free bridge to your father, and a free 
bridge each to you three brothers, if you come over to 
my side tonight.’

‘Well, Connachar, we will not accept that off er from 
you nor thank you for it. Greater by far do we prefer 
to go home to our father and tell the deeds of heroism 
we have done, than accept anything on these terms 
from you. Naois, son of Uisnech, and Allen and Arden 
are as nearly related to yourself as they are to us, 
though you are so keen to shed their blood, and you 
would shed our blood also, Connachar.’ And the noble, 
manly, handsome youths with beauteous, brown locks 
returned inside. ‘We are now,’ said they, ‘going home 
to tell our father that you are now safe from the hands 

1 laid low — (устар.) убили
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of the king.’ And the youths all fresh and tall and lithe 
and beautiful, went home to their father to tell that 
the sons of Uisnech were safe. Th is happened at the 
parting of the day and night1 in the morning twilight 
time, and Naois said they must go away, leave that 
house, and return to Alba.

Naois and Deirdre, Allan and Arden started to 
return to Alba. Word came to the king that the com-
pany he was in pursuit of were gone. Th e king then 
sent for Duanan Gacha Druid, the best magician he 
had, and he spoke to him as follows. ‘Much wealth 
have I ex pended on you, Duanan Gacha Druid, to give 
school ing and learning and magic mystery to you, if 
these people get away from me today without care, 
without consideration or regard for me, without 
chance of overtaking them, and without power to stop 
them.’

‘Well, I will stop them,’ said the magician, ‘until the 
company you send in pursuit return.’ And the 
magician placed a wood before them through which 
no man could go, but the sons of Uisnech marched 
through the wood without halt or hesitation, and 
Deirdre held on to Naois’s hand.

‘What is the good of that? Th at will not do yet,’ said 
Connachar, ‘they are off  without bending of their feet 
or stopping of their step, without heed or respect to 

1 at the parting of the day and night — (устар.) под утро
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me, and I am without power to keep up to them or 
oppor tunity to turn them back this night.’

‘I will try another plan on them,’ said the druid; 
and he placed before them a grey sea instead of a green 
plain. Th e three heroes stripped and tied their clothes 
behind their heads, and Naois placed Deirdre on the 
top of his shoulder.

Th ey stretched their sides to the stream, 
And sea and land were to them the same, 
Th e rough grey ocean was the same 
As meadow-land green and plain.
‘Th ough that be good, O Duanan, it will not make 

the heroes return,’ said Connachar. ‘Th ey are gone 
without regard for me, and without honour to me, 
and without power on my part to pursue them or to 
force them to return this night.’

‘We shall try another method on them, since yon 
one did not stop them,’ said the druid. And the druid 
froze the grey ridged sea into hard rocky knobs, the 
sharpness of sword being on the one edge and the 
poison power of adders on the other. Th en Arden 
cried that he was getting tired, and nearly giving 
over. 

‘Come you, Arden, and sit on my right shoulder,’ 
said Naois. Arden came and sat on Naois’s shoulder. 

Arden was long in this posture when he died; but 
though he was dead Naois would not let him go. Allen 
then cried out that he was getting faint and nigh-well 
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giving up1. When Naois heard his prayer, he gave forth 
the piercing sigh of death, and asked Allen to lay hold 
of him and he would bring him to land. Allen was not 
long when the weakness of death came on him and 
his hold failed. Naois looked around, and when he 
saw his two well-beloved brothers dead, he cared not 
whether he lived or died, and he gave forth the bitter 
sigh of death, and his heart burst.

‘Th ey are gone,’ said Duanan Gacha Druid to the 
king, ‘and I have done what you desired me. Th e sons 
of Uisnech are dead and they will trouble you no more; 
and you have your wife hale and whole to yourself.’

‘Blessings for that upon you and may the good 
results accrue to me, Duanan. I count it no loss what 
I spent in the schooling and teaching of you. Now dry 
up the fl ood, and let me see if I can behold Deirdre,’ 
said Connachar. 

And Duanan Gacha Druid dried up the fl ood from 
the plain and the three sons of Uisnech were lying 
together dead, without breath of life, side by side on 
the green meadow plain and Deirdre bending above 
showering down her tears.

Th en Deirdre said this lament. ‘Fair one, loved 
one, fl ower of beauty; beloved upright and strong; 
beloved noble and modest warrior. Fair one, blue-eyed, 

1 nigh-well giving up — (устар.) почти погиб; на грани 
смерти
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beloved of thy wife; lovely to me at the trysting-place 
came thy clear voice through the woods of Ireland. I 
cannot eat or smile henceforth. Break not today, my 
heart: soon enough shall lie within my grave. Strong 
are the waves of sorrow, but stronger is sorrow’s self, 
Connachar.’

Th e people then gathered round the heroes’ bodies 
and asked Connachar what was to be done with the 
bodies. Th e order that he gave was that they should 
dig a pit and put the three brothers in it side by side.

Deirdre kept sitting on the brink of the grave, cons-
tantly asking the grave-diggers to dig the pit wide and 
free. When the bodies of the brothers were put in the 
grave, Deirdre said: ‘Come over hither, Naois, my 
love, 

Let Arden close to Allen lie; 
If the dead had any sense to feel, 
Ye would have made a place for Deirdre.’
Th e men did as she told them. She jumped into the 

grave and lay down by Naois, and she was dead by his 
side.

Th e king ordered the body to be raised from out 
the grave and to be buried on the other side of the 
loch. It was done as the king bade, and the pit closed. 
Th ereupon a fi r shoot grew out of the grave of Deirdre 
and a fi r shoot from the grave of Naois, and the two 
shoots united in a knot above the loch. Th e king 
ordered the shoots to be cut down, and this was done 
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twice, until, at the third time, the wife whom the king 
had married caused him to stop this work of evil and 
his vengeance on the remains of the dead.

KING O’TOOLE 
AND HIS GOOSE

Och, I thought all the world, far and near, had 
heerd o’ King O’Toole — well, well, but the darkness 
of mankind is untellible! Well, sir, you must know, as 
you didn’t hear it afore, that there was a king, called 
King O’Toole, who was a fi ne old king in the old 
ancient times, long ago; and it was he that owned the 
churches in the early days. Th e king, you see, was the 
right sort; he was the real boy, and loved sport as he 
loved his life, and hunting in particular; and from the 
rising o’ the sun, up he got, and away he went over the 
mountains aft er the deer; and fi ne times they were.

Well, it was all mighty good, as long as the king 
had his health; but, you see, in course of time the king 
grew old, by raison1 he was stiff  in his limbs, and when 
he got stricken in years, his heart failed him, and he 
was lost entirely for want o’ diversion, because he 
couldn’t go a-hunting no longer; and, by dad, the poor 

1 by raison — (устар.) по этой причине
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king was obliged at last to get a goose to divert him. 
Oh, you may laugh, if you like, but it’s truth I’m telling 
you; and the way the goose diverted him was this-a-
way: You see, the goose used to swim across the lake, 
and go diving for trout, and catch fi sh on a Friday for 
the king, and fl ew every other day round about the 
lake, diverting the poor king. All went on mighty well 
until, by dad, the goose got stricken in years like her 
master, and couldn’t divert him no longer, and then 
it was that the poor king was lost entirely. Th e king 
was walkin’ one mornin’ by the edge of the lake, 
lamentin’ his cruel fate1, and thinking of drowning 
himself, that could get no diversion in life, when all 
of a sudden, turning round the corner, who should he 
meet but a mighty decent young man coming up to 
him.

‘God save you,’ says the king to the young man.
‘God save you kindly, King O’Toole,’ says the young 

man.
‘True for you,’ says the king. ‘I am King O’Toole,’ 

says he, ‘prince and plennypennytinchery of these 
parts,’ says he; ‘but how came ye to know that?’ says he.

‘Oh, never mind,’ says St. Kavin.
You see it was St. Kavin, sure enough — the saint 

himself in disguise, and nobody else. ‘Oh, never mind,’ 

1 lamentin’ his cruel fate — (устар.) оплакивая свою 
жестокую судьбу
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says he, ‘I know more than that. May I make bold to 
ask how is your goose, King O’Toole?’ says he.

‘Blur-an-agers, how came ye to know about my 
goose?’ says the king.

‘Oh, no matter; I was given to understand it,’ says 
St. Kavin.

Aft er some more talk the king says, ‘What are 
you?’

‘I’m an honest man,’ says St. Kavin.
‘Well, honest man,’ says the king, ‘and how is it you 

make your money so aisy?’
‘By makin’ old things as good as new,’ says St. Ka-

vin.
‘Is it a tinker you are?’ says the king.
‘No,’ says the saint; ‘I’m no tinker by trade, King 

O’Toole; I’ve a better trade than a tinker,’ says he. ‘What 
would you say,’ says he, ‘if I made your old goose as 
good as new?’

My dear, at the word of making his goose as good 
as new, you’d think the poor old king’s eyes were ready 
to jump out of his head. With that the king whistled, 
and down came the poor goose, just like a hound, 
waddling up to the poor cripple, her master, and as 
like him as two peas. Th e minute the saint clapped his 
eyes on the goose, ‘I’ll do the job for you,’ says he, ‘King 
O’Toole.’

‘By Jaminee?’ says King O’Toole. ‘If you do, I’ll say 
you’re the cleverest fellow in the seven parishes.’
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‘Oh, by dad,’ says St. Kavin, ‘you must say more nor 
that — my horn’s not so soft  all out,’ says he, ‘as to repair 
your old goose for nothing; what’ll you gi’ me if I do 
the job for you? — that’s the chat,’ says St. Kavin.

‘I’ll give you whatever you ask,’ says the king; ‘isn’t 
that fair?’

‘Divil a fairer,’ says the saint; ‘Th at’s the way to do 
business. Now,’ says he, ‘this is the bargain I’ll make 
with you, King O’Toole: will you gi’ me all the ground 
the goose fl ies over, the fi rst off er, aft er I make her as 
good as new?’

‘I will,’ says the king.
‘You won’t go back o’ your word?’ says St. Kavin.
‘Honour bright!’ says King O’Toole, holding out 

his fi st.
‘Honour bright!’ says St. Kavin, back agin, ‘it’s a 

bargain. Come here!’ says he to the poor old goose, 
‘come here, you unfortunate ould cripple, and it’s I 
that’ll make you the sporting bird.’ With that, my dear, 
he took up the goose by the two wings — ‘Criss o’ my 
cross an you,’ says he, markin’ her to grace with the 
blessed sign at the same minute — and throwing her 
up in the air. ‘Whew,’ says he, jist givin’ her a blast to 
help her; and with that, my jewel, she took to her 
heels1, fl yin’ like one o’ the eagles themselves, and 

1 took to her heels — (разг.) пустилась наутек (улизну-
ла, удрала)
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cutting as many capers as a swallow before a shower 
of rain.

Well, my dear, it was a beautiful sight to see the 
king standing with his mouth open, looking at his 
poor old goose fl ying as light as a lark, and better than 
ever she was: and when she lit at his feet, patted her 
on the head, and ‘Ma vourneen,’ says he, ‘but you are 
the darlint o’ the world.’

‘And what do you say to me,’ says St. Kavin, ‘for 
making her the like?’

‘By Jabers,’ says the king, ‘I say nothing beats the 
art o’ man, barring the bees.’

‘And do you say no more nor that?’ says St. 
Kavin.

‘And that I’m beholden to you,’ says the king.
‘But will you gi’e all the ground the goose fl ew 

over?’ says St. Kavin.
‘I will,’ says King O’Toole, ‘and you’re welcome to 

it,’ says he. ‘Th ough it’s the last acre I have to give.’
‘But you’ll keep your word true?’ says the saint.
‘As true as the sun,’ says the king.
‘It’s well for you, King O’Toole, that you said that 

word,’ says he; ‘for if you didn’t say that word, the devil 
the bit o’ your goose would ever fl y agin.’

When the king was as good as his word, St. Kavin 
was pleased with him, and then it was that he made 
himself known to the king. ‘And,’ says he, ‘King 
O’Toole, you’re a decent man, for I only came here to 
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try you. You don’t know me,’ says he, ‘because I’m dis-
guised.’

‘Musha! Th en,’ says the king, ‘Who are you?’
‘I’m St. Kavin,’ said the saint, blessing himself.
‘Oh, queen of heaven!’ says the king, making the 

sign of the cross between his eyes, and falling down on 
his knees before the saint. ‘Is it the great St. Kavin,’ says 
he, ‘that I’ve been discoursing all this time without 
knowing it,’ says he, ‘all as one as if he was a lump of a 
gossoon? — and so you’re a saint?’ says the king.

‘I am,’ says St. Kavin.
‘By Jabers, I thought I was only talking to a dacent 

boy,’ says the king.
‘Well, you know the diff erence now,’ says the saint. 

‘I’m St. Kavin,’ says he, ‘the greatest of all the saints.’
And so the king had his goose as good as new, to 

divert him as long as he lived and the saint supported 
him aft er he came into his property, as I told you, until 
the day of his death — and that was soon aft er; for the 
poor goose thought he was catching a trout one Friday; 
but, my jewel, it was a mistake he made — and instead 
of a trout, it was a thieving horse-eel; and instead of 
the goose killing a trout for the king’s supper — by 
dad, the eel killed the king’s goose — and small blame 
to him1; but he didn’t ate her, because he darn’t ate 
what St. Kavin had laid his blessed hands on.

1 and small blame to him — (разг.) и его нельзя за это 
винить
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JACK AND HIS COMRADES

Once there was a poor widow, as oft en there has 
been, and she had one son. A very scarce summer1 
came, and they didn’t know how they’d live till the 
new potatoes would be fi t for eating. So Jack said to 
his mother one evening, ‘Mother, bake my cake, and 
kill my hen, till I go seek my fortune; and if I meet it, 
never fear but I’ll soon be back to share it with you.’

So she did as he asked her, and he set out at break 
of day on his journey. His mother came along with 
him to the yard gate, and says she, ‘Jack, which would 
you rather have, half the cake and half the hen with 
my blessing, or the whole of ’em with my curse?’

‘O Musha, mother,’ says Jack, ‘why do you ax me 
that question? Sure you know I wouldn’t have your 
curse and Damer’s estate along with it.’

‘Well, then, Jack,’ says she, ‘here’s the whole lot of 
’em, with my thousand blessings along with them.’ So 
she stood on the yard fence and blessed him as far as 
her eyes could see him.

Well, he went along and along till he was tired, and 
ne’er a farmer’s house he went into wanted a boy. At 
last his road led by the side of a bog, and there was a 

1 A very scarce summer — (устар.) Очень засушливое 
лето
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poor ass up to his shoulders near a big bunch of grass 
he was striving to come at.

‘Ah, then, Jack asthore,’ says he, ‘help me out or I’ll 
be drowned.’

‘Never say’t twice1,’ says Jack, and he pitched in big 
stones and sods into the slob, till the ass got good 
ground under him.

‘Th ank you, Jack,’ says he, when he was out on the 
hard road; ‘I’ll do as much for you another time. 
Where are you going?’

‘Faith, I’m going to seek my fortune till harvest 
comes in, God bless it!’

‘And if you like,’ says the ass, ‘I’ll go along with you; 
who knows what luck we may have!’

‘With all my heart, it’s getting late, let us be jogging.’ 
Well, they were going through a village, and a whole 

army of gossoons were hunting a poor dog with a kettle 
tied to his tail. He ran up to Jack for protection, and the 
ass let such a roar out of him, that the little thieves took 
to their heels as if the ould boy was aft er them2.

‘More power to you, Jack,’ says the dog. ‘I’m much 
obleeged to you; where is the baste and yourself 
going?’

1 Never say’t twice — (разг.) Можете не повторять (я по-
нял)

2 as if the ould boy was aft er them — (устар.) как будто 
за ними гнался сам дьявол
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‘We’re going to seek our fortune till harvest 
comes in.’

‘And wouldn’t I be proud to go with you!’ says the 
dog. ‘And get rid of them ill-conducted boys; purshuin’ 
to ’em.’

‘Well, well, throw your tail over your arm, and 
come along.’

Th ey got outside the town, and sat down under an 
old wall, and Jack pulled out his bread and meat, and 
shared with the dog; and the ass made his dinner on 
a bunch of thistles. While they were eating and 
chatting, what should come by but a poor half-starved 
cat, and the moll-row he gave out of him would make 
your heart ache.

‘You look as if you saw the tops of nine houses since 
breakfast1,’ says Jack; ‘here’s a bone and some thing 
on it.’

‘May your child never know a hungry belly!’ says 
Tom. ‘It’s myself that’s in need of your kindness. May 
I be so bold as to ask where yez are all going?’

‘We’re going to seek out fortune till the harvest 
comes in, and you may join us if you like.’

‘And that I’ll do with a heart and a half,’ says the 
cat, ‘and thank’ee for asking me.’

Off  they set again, and just as the shadows of the 
trees were three times as long as themselves, they 

1 saw the tops of nine houses since breakfast — (устар.) 
давненько завтракали
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heard a great cackling in a fi eld inside the road, and 
out over the ditch jumped a fox with a fi ne black cock 
in his mouth.

‘Oh, you anointed villain!’ says the ass, roaring like 
thunder.

‘At him, good dog!’ says Jack, and the word wasn’t 
out of his mouth when Coley was in full sweep aft er 
the Red Dog. Reynard dropped his prize like a hot 
potato, and was off  like shot, and the poor cock came 
back fl uttering and trembling to Jack and his com-
rades.

‘O Musha, naybours!’ says he. ‘Wasn’t it the heigth 
o’ luck that threw you in my way! Maybe I won’t re-
member your kindness if ever I fi nd you in hardship; 
and where in the world are you all going?’

‘We’re going to seek our fortune till the harvest 
comes in; you may join our party if you like, and sit on 
Neddy’s crupper when your legs and wings are tired.’

Well, the march began again, and just as the sun 
was gone down they looked around, and there was 
neither cabin nor farm house in sight.

‘Well, well,’ says Jack, ‘the worse luck now the better 
another time1, and it’s only a summer night aft er all. 
We’ll go into the wood, and make our bed on the long 
grass.’

1 the worse luck now the better another time — (устар.) 
в другой раз повезет
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No sooner said than done.1 Jack stretched himself 
on a bunch of dry grass, the ass lay near him, the dog 
and cat lay in the ass’s warm lap, and the cock went to 
roost in the next tree.

Well, the soundness of deep sleep was over them 
all, when the cock took a notion of crowing.

‘Bother you, Black Cock!’ says the ass. ‘You dis-
turbed me from as nice a wisp of hay as ever I tasted. 
What’s the matter?’

‘It’s daybreak that’s the matter: don’t you see light 
yonder?’

‘I see a light indeed,’ says Jack, ‘but it’s from a candle 
it’s coming, and not from the sun. As you’ve roused 
us we may as well go over, and ask for lodging.’

So they all shook themselves, and went on through 
grass, and rocks, and briars, till they got down into a 
hollow, and there was the light coming through the 
shadow, and along with it came singing, and laughing, 
and cursing.

‘Easy, boys!’ says Jack. ‘Walk on your tippy toes2 
till we see what sort of people we have to deal with.’

So they crept near the window, and there they saw 
six robbers inside, with pistols, and blunderbushes, 
and cutlashes, sitting at a table, eating roast beef and 

1 No sooner said than done. — (посл.) Сказано — сделано.
2 Walk on your tippy toes — (устар.) Ведите себя тихо 

(ходите на цыпочках)
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pork, and drinking mulled beer, and wine, and 
whiskey punch.

‘Wasn’t that a fi ne haul we made at the Lord of 
Dunlavin’s!’ says one ugly-looking thief with his 
mouth full. ‘And it’s little we’d get only for the honest 
porter! Here’s his purty health!’

‘Th e porter’s purty health!’ cried out every one of 
them, and Jack bent his fi nger at his comrades.

‘Close your ranks, my men,’ says he in a whisper, 
‘and let everyone mind the word of command.’

So the ass put his fore-hoofs on the sill of the 
window, the dog got on the ass’s head, the cat on the 
dog’s head, and the cock on the cat’s head. Th en Jack 
made a sign, and they all sung out like mad.

‘Hee-haw, hee-haw!’ roared the ass; ‘Bow-wow!’ 
barked die dog; ‘Meaw-meaw!’ cried the cat; ‘Cocka-
doodle-doo!’ crowed the cock.

‘Level your pistols!’ cried Jack, ‘and make 
smithereens of ’em. Don’t leave a mother’s son of ’em 
alive; present, fi re!’

With that they gave another halloo, and smashed 
every pane in the window. Th e robbers were frightened 
out of their lives1. Th ey blew out the candles, threw 
down the table, and skelped out at the back door as if 
they were in earnest, and never drew rein till they were 

1 were frightened out of their lives — (разг.) были до 
смерти напуганы
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in the very heart of the wood. Jack and his party got 
into the room, closed the shutters, lighted the candles, 
and ate and drank till hunger and thirst were gone. 
Th en they lay down to rest — Jack in the bed, the ass 
in the stable, the dog on the doormat, the cat by the 
fi re, and the cock on the perch.

At fi rst the robbers were very glad to fi nd them-
selves safe in the thick wood, but they soon began to 
get vexed.

‘Th is damp grass is very diff erent from our warm 
room,’ says one.

‘I was obliged to drop a fine pig’s foot,’ says 
another.

‘I didn’t get a tayspoonful of my last tumbler,’ says 
another.

‘And all the Lord of Dunlavin’s gold and silver that 
we left  behind!’ says the last.

‘I think I’ll venture back,’ says the captain, ‘and see 
if we can recover anything.’

‘Th at’s a good boy!’ said they all, and away he 
went.

Th e lights were all out, and so he groped his way 
to the fi re, and there the cat fl ew in his face, and tore 
him with teeth and claws. He let a roar out of him, 
and made for the room door, to look for a candle 
inside. He trod on the dog’s tail, and if he did, he got 
the marks of his teeth in his arms, and legs, and 
thighs.
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‘Th ousand murders!’ cried he; ‘I wish I was out of 
this unlucky house.’

When he got to the street door, the cock dropped 
down upon him with his claws and bill, and what the 
cat and dog done to him was only a fl ay-bite to what 
he got from the cock.

‘Oh, tattheration to you all, you unfeeling vaga-
bones!’ says he, when he recovered his breath; and he 
staggered and spun round and round till he reeled 
into the stable, back foremost, but the ass received 
him with a kick on the broadest part of his small 
clothes1, and laid him comfortably on the dunghill.

When he came to himself, he scratched his head, 
and began to think what happened him; and as soon 
as he found that his legs were able to carry him, he 
crawled away, dragging one foot aft er another, till he 
reached the wood.

‘Well, well,’ cried them all, when he came within 
hearing, ‘any chance of our property?’

‘You may say chance,’ says he, ‘and it’s itself is the 
poor chance all out. Ah, will any of you pull a bed of 
dry grass for me? All the sticking-plaster in Enniscorthy 
will be too little for the cuts and bruises I have on me. 
Ah, if you only knew what I have gone through for 
you! When I got to the kitchen fi re, looking for a sod 

1 a kick on the broadest part of his small clothes — 
(устар.) пинок под зад
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of lighted turf, what should be there but an old woman 
carding fl ax, and you may see the marks she left  on 
my face with the cards. I made to the room door as 
fast as I could, and who should I stumble over but a 
cobbler and his seat, and if he did not work at me with 
his awls and his pinchers you may call me a rogue. 
Well, I got away from him somehow, but when I was 
passing through the door, it must be the divel himself 
that pounced down on me with his claws, and his 
teeth, that were equal to sixpenny nails, and his 
wings — ill luck be in his road! Well, at last I reached 
the stable, and there, by way of salute, I got a pelt from 
a sledgehammer that sent me half a mile off . If you 
don’t believe me, I’ll give you leave to go and judge for 
yourselves.’

‘Oh, my poor captain,’ says they, ‘we believe you to 
the nines1. Catch us, indeed, going within a hen’s race 
of that unlucky cabin!’

Well, before the sun shook his doublet next 
morning, Jack and his comrades were up and about2. 
Th ey made a hearty breakfast on what was left  the 
night beforehand then they all agreed to set off  to the 
castle of the Lord of Dunlavin, and give him back all 
his gold and silver. Jack put it all in the two ends of a 

1 believe you to the nines — (разг.) верим каждому 
слову

2 were up and about — (разг.) были уже на ногах



IR
IS

H
 T

A
L

E
S

48

sack and laid it across Neddy’s back, and all took the 
road in their hands. Away they went, through bogs, 
up hills, down dales, and sometimes along the yellow 
high road, till they came to the hall door of the Lord 
of Dunlavin, and who should be there, airing his 
powdered head, his white stockings, and his red 
breeches, but the thief of a porter.

He gave a cross look to the visitors, and says he to 
Jack, ‘What do you want here, my fi ne fellow? Th ere 
isn’t room for you all.’

‘We want,’ says Jack, ‘what I’m sure you haven’t to 
give us — and that is, common civility.’

‘Come, be off , you lazy strollers!’ says he. ‘While a 
cat ’ud be licking her ear, or I’ll let the dogs at you.’

‘Would you tell a body,’ says the cock that was 
perched on the ass’s head, ‘who was it that opened the 
door for the robbers the other night?’

Ah! Maybe the porter’s red face didn’t turn the 
colour of his frill, and the Lord of Dunlavin and his 
pretty daughter, that were standing at the parlour 
window unknownst to the porter, put out their 
heads.

‘I’d be glad, Barney,’ says the master, ‘to hear your 
answer to the gentleman with the red comb on him.’

‘Ah, my lord, don’t believe the rascal; sure I didn’t 
open the door to the six robbers.’

‘And how did you know there were six, you poor 
innocent?’ said the lord.
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‘Never mind, sir,’ says Jack, ‘all your gold and silver 
is there in that sack, and I don’t think you will 
begrudge us our supper and bed aft er our long march 
from the wood of Athsalach.’

‘Begrudge, indeed! Not one of you will ever see a 
poor day if I can help it.’

So all were welcomed to their heart’s content, and 
the ass and the dog and the cock got the best posts in 
the farmyard, and the cat took possession of the 
kitchen. Th e lord took Jack in hand, dressed him from 
top to toe in broadcloth, and frills as white as snow, 
and turnpumps, and put a watch in his fob. When they 
sat down to dinner, the lady of the house said Jack had 
the air of a born gentleman about him, and the lord 
said he’d make him his steward. Jack brought his 
mother, and settled her comfortably near the castle, 
and all were as happy as you please.

THE SHEE AN GANNON 
AND THE GRUAGACH GAIRE

Th e Shee an Gannon was born in the morning, 
named at noon, and went in the evening to ask his 
daughter of the king of Erin.

‘I will give you my daughter in marriage,’ said the 
king of Erin; ‘you won’t get her, though, unless you go 
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and bring me back the tidings that I want, and tell me 
what it is that put a stop to the laughing of the 
Gruagach Gaire, who before this laughed always, and 
laughed so loud that the whole world heard him. Th ere 
are twelve iron spikes out here in the garden behind 
my castle. On eleven of the spikes are the heads of 
kings’ sons who came seeking my daughter in mar-
riage, and all of them went away to get the knowledge 
I wanted. Not one was able to get it and tell me what 
stopped the Gruagach Gaire from laughing. I took 
the heads off  them all when they came back without 
the tidings for which they went, and I’m greatly in 
dread that your head’ll be on the twelft h spike, for I’ll 
do the same to you that I did to the eleven kings’ sons 
unless you tell what put a stop to the laughing of the 
Gruagach.’

Th e Shee an Gannon made no answer, but left  the 
king and pushed away to know could he fi nd why the 
Gruagach was silent.

He took a glen at a step, a hill at a leap1, and travel-
led all day till evening. Th en he came to a house. Th e 
master of the house asked him what sort was he, and 
he said, ‘A young man looking for hire.’

‘Well,’ said the master of the house, ‘I was going 
tomorrow to look for a man to mind my cows. If you’ll 

1 took a glen at a step, a hill at a leap — (устар.) шел се-
мимильными шагами
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work for me, you’ll have a good place, the best food a 
man could have to eat in this world, and a soft  bed to 
lie on.’

Th e Shee an Gannon took service, and ate his supper. 
Th en the master of the house said, ‘I am the Gruagach 
Gaire; now that you are my man and have eaten your 
supper, you’ll have a bed of silk to sleep on.’

Next morning aft er breakfast the Gruagach said to 
the Shee an Gannon, ‘Go out now and loosen my fi ve 
golden cows and my bull without horns, and drive 
them to pasture; but when you have them out on the 
grass, be careful you don’t let them go near the land 
of the giant.’

Th e new cowboy drove the cattle to pasture, and 
when near the land of the giant, he saw it was covered 
with woods and surrounded by a high wall. He went 
up, put his back against the wall, and threw in a great 
stretch of it; then he went inside and threw out another 
great stretch of the wall, and put the fi ve golden cows 
and the bull without horns on the land of the giant.

Th en he climbed a tree, ate the sweet apples him-
self, and threw the sour ones down to the cattle of the 
Gruagach Gaire.

Soon a great crashing was heard in the woods — 
the noise of young trees bending, and old trees 
breaking. Th e cowboy looked around, and saw a fi ve-
headed giant pushing through the trees; and soon he 
was before him.
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‘Poor miserable creature!’ said the giant. ‘But 
weren’t you impudent to come to my land and trouble 
me in this way? You’re too big for one bite, and too 
small for two. I don’t know what to do, but tear you 
to pieces.’

‘You nasty brute,’ said the cowboy, coming down 
to him from the tree, ‘ ’tis little I care for you;’ and then 
they went at each other. So great was the noise between 
them that there was nothing in the world but what 
was looking on and listening to the combat.

Th ey fought till late in the aft ernoon, when the 
giant was getting the upper hand1; and then the 
cowboy thought that if the giant should kill him, his 
father and mother would never fi nd him or set eyes 
on him again, and he would never get the daughter of 
the king of Erin. Th e heart in his body grew strong at 
this thought. He sprang on the giant, and with the fi rst 
squeeze and thrust he put him to his knees in the hard 
ground, with the second thrust to his waist, and with 
the third to his shoulders.

‘I have you at last; you’re done for now!’ said the 
cowboy.

Th en he took out his knife, cut the fi ve heads off  
the giant, and when he had them off  he cut out the 
tongues and threw the heads over the wall.

1 was getting the upper hand — (разг.) начал побеждать
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Th en he put the tongues in his pocket and drove 
home the cattle. Th at evening the Gruagach couldn’t 
fi nd vessels enough in all his place to hold the milk of 
the fi ve golden cows.

But when the cowboy was on the way home with 
the cattle, the son of the king of Tisean came and took 
the giant’s heads and claimed the princess in marriage 
when the Gruagach Gaire should laugh.

Aft er supper the cowboy would give no talk to his 
master, but kept his mind to himself, and went to the 
bed of silk to sleep1.

On the morning the cowboy rose before his master, 
and the fi rst words he said to the Gruagach were, ‘What 
keeps you from laughing, you who used to laugh so 
loud that the whole world heard you?’

‘I’m sorry,’ said the Gruagach, ‘that the daughter 
of the king of Erin sent you here.’

‘If you don’t tell me of your own will, I’ll make you 
tell me,’ said the cowboy; and he put a face on himself 
that was terrible to look at, and running through the 
house like a madman, could fi nd nothing that would 
give pain enough to the Gruagach but some ropes 
made of untanned sheepskin hanging on the wall.

He took these down, caught the Gruagach, fastened 
him by the three smalls, and tied him so that his little 

1 went to the bed of silk to sleep — ср. русск. спал на пу-
ховой перине
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toes were whispering to his ears. When he was in this 
state the Gruagach said, ‘I’ll tell you what stopped my 
laughing if you set me free.’

So the cowboy unbound him, the two sat down 
together, and the Gruagach said, ‘I lived in this castle 
here with my twelve sons. We ate, drank, played cards, 
and enjoyed ourselves, till one day when my sons and 
I were playing, a slender brown hare came rushing in, 
jumped on to the hearth, tossed up the ashes to the 
raft ers and ran away.

‘On another day he came again; but if he did, we 
were ready for him, my twelve sons and myself. As 
soon as he tossed up the ashes and ran off  we made 
aft er him, and followed him till nightfall, when he 
went into a glen. We saw a light before us. I ran on, 
and came to a house with a great apartment, where 
there was a man named Yellow Face with twelve 
daughters, and the hare was tied to the side of the 
room near the women.

‘Th ere was a large pot over the fi re in the room, 
and a great stork boiling in the pot. Th e man of the 
house said to me, “Th ere are bundles of rushes at the 
end of the room, go there and sit down with your 
men!”

‘He went into the next room and brought out two 
pikes, one of wood, the other of iron, and asked me 
which of the pikes would I take. I said, “I’ll take the 
iron one;” for I thought in my heart that if an attack 
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should come on me, I could defend myself better with 
the iron than the wooden pike.

‘Yellow Face gave me the iron pike, and the fi rst 
chance of taking what I could out of the pot on the point 
of the pike. I got but a small piece of the stork, and the 
man of the house took all the rest on his wooden pike. 
We had to fast that night1; and when the man and his 
twelve daughters ate the fl esh of the stork, they hurled 
the bare bones in the faces of my sons and myself.

‘We had to stop all night that way, beaten on the 
faces by the bones of the stork.

‘Next morning, when we were going away, the man 
of the house asked me to stay a while; and going into 
the next room, he brought out twelve loops of iron 
and one of wood, and said to me: “Put the heads of 
your twelve sons into the iron loops, and keep my own 
head into the wooden one;” and I said, “I’ll put the 
twelve heads of my sons in the iron loops, and keep 
my own out of the wooden one.”

‘He put the iron loops on the necks of my twelve 
sons, and put the wooden one on his own neck. Th en 
he snapped the loops one aft er another, till he took 
the heads off  my twelve sons and threw the heads and 
bodies out of the house; but he did nothing to hurt 
his own neck.

1 had to fast that night — (зд.) пришлось лечь спать го-
лодными
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‘When he had killed my sons he took hold of me 
and stripped the skin and fl esh from the small of my 
back down, and when he had done that he took the 
skin of a black sheep that had been hanging on the 
wall for seven years and clapped it on my body in place 
of my own fl esh and skin; and the sheepskin grew on 
me, and every year since then I shear myself, and every 
bit of wool I use for the stockings that I wear I clip off  
my own back.’

When he had said this, the Gruagach showed the 
cowboy his back covered with thick black wool.

Aft er what he had seen and heard, the cowboy said, 
‘I know now why you don’t laugh, and small blame to 
you1. But does that hare come here still?’

‘He does indeed,’ said the Gruagach.
Both went to the table to play, and they were not 

long playing cards when the hare ran in; and before 
they could stop him he was out again.

But the cowboy made after the hare, and the 
Gruagach aft er the cowboy, and they ran as fast as ever 
their legs could carry them till nightfall; and when the 
hare was entering the castle where the twelve sons of 
the Gruagach were killed, the cowboy caught him by 
the two hind legs and dashed out his brains against 
the wall; and the skull of the hare was knocked into 

1 and small blame to you — (устар.) в этом нет твоей 
вины
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the chief room of the castle, and fell at the feet of the 
master of the place.

‘Who has dared to interfere with my fi ghting pet?’ 
screamed Yellow Face.

‘I,’ said the cowboy; ‘and if your pet had had 
manners, he might be alive now.’

Th e cowboy and the Gruagach stood by the fi re. A 
stork was boiling in the pot, as when the Gruagach 
came the fi rst time. Th e master of the house went into 
the next room and brought out an iron and a wooden 
pike, and asked the cowboy which would he choose.

‘I’ll take the wooden one,’ said the cowboy; ‘and 
you may keep the iron one for yourself.’

So he took the wooden one; and going to the pot, 
brought out on the pike all the stork except a small bite, 
and he and the Gruagach fell to eating, and they were 
eating the fl esh of the stork all night. Th e cowboy and 
the Gruagach were at home in the place that time1.

In the morning the master of the house went into 
the next room, took down the twelve iron loops with 
a wooden one, brought them out, and asked the 
cowboy which would he take, the twelve iron or the 
one wooden loop.

‘What could I do with the twelve iron ones for 
myself or my master? I’ll take the wooden one.’

1 were at home in the place that time — (разг.) на этот 
раз чувствовали себя как дома
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He put it on, and taking the twelve iron loops, put 
them on the necks of the twelve daughters of the 
house, then snapped the twelve heads off  them, and 
turning to their father, said, ‘I’ll do the same thing to 
you unless you bring the twelve sons of my master to 
life, and make them as well and strong as when you 
took their heads.’

Th e master of the house went out and brought the 
twelve to life again; and when the Gruagach saw all 
his sons alive and as well as ever, he let a laugh out of 
himself, and all the Eastern world heard the laugh.

Th en the cowboy said to the Gruagach, ‘It’s a bad 
thing you have done to me, for the daughter of the 
king of Erin will be married the day aft er your laugh 
is heard.’

‘Oh! Th en we must be there in time1,’ said the 
Gruagach; and they all made away from the place as 
fast as ever they could, the cowboy, the Gruagach, and 
his twelve sons.

Th ey hurried on; and when within three miles of 
the king’s castle there was such a throng of people that 
no one could go a step ahead. ‘We must clear a road 
through this,’ said the cowboy.

‘We must indeed,’ said the Gruagach; and at it they 
went, threw the people some on one side and some 

1 we must be there in time — (разг.) нам следует поспе-
шить
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on the other, and soon they had an opening for them-
selves to the king’s castle.

As they went in, the daughter of the king of Erin 
and the son of the king of Tisean were on their knees 
just going to be married. Th e cowboy drew his hand 
on the bridegroom, and gave a blow that sent him 
spinning till he stopped under a table at the other side 
of the room.

‘What scoundrel struck that blow?’ asked the king 
of Erin.

‘It was I,’ said the cowboy.
‘What reason had you to stroke the man who won 

my daughter?’
‘It was I who won your daughter, not he; and if you 

don’t believe me, the Gruagach Gaire is here himself. 
He’ll tell you the whole story from beginning to end, 
and show you the tongues of the giant.’

So the Gruagach came up and told the king the 
whole story, how the Shee an Gannon had become his 
cowboy, had guarded the fi ve golden cows and the 
bull without horns, cut off  the heads of the fi ve-headed 
giant, killed the wizard hare, and brought his own 
twelve sons to life. ‘And then,’ said the Gruagach, ‘he 
is the one man in the whole world I have ever told 
why I stopped laughing, and the only one who had 
ever seen my fl eece of wool.’

When the king of Erin heard what the Gruagach 
said, and saw the tongues of the giant fi tted in the 
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head, he made the Shee an Gannon kneel down by his 
daughter, and they were married on the spot1.

Th en the son of the king of Tisean was thrown into 
prison, and the next day they put down a great fi re, 
and the deceiver was burned to ashes.

Th e wedding lasted nine days, and the last day was 
better than the fi rst.

A LEGEND 
OF KNOCKMANY

What Irish man, woman, or child has not heard of 
our renowned Hibernian Hercules, the great and 
glorious Fin M’Coul? Not one, from Cape Clear to the 
Giant’s Causeway, nor from that back again to Cape 
Clear. And, by the way2, speaking of the Giant’s Cause-
way brings me at once to the beginning of my story. 
Well, it so happened that Fin and his men were all 
working at the Causeway, in order to make a bridge 
across to Scotland; when Fin, who was very fond of 
his wife Oonagh, took it into his head that he would 
go home and see how the poor woman got on in his 

1 were married on the spot — (разг.) тут же пожени-
лись

2 by the way — (разг.) между прочим



A
 L

E
G

E
N

D
 O

F
 K

N
O

C
K

M
A

N
Y

 

61

absence. So, accordingly, he pulled up a fir-tree, 
and, aft er lopping off  the roots and branches, made 
a walking-stick of it, and set out on his way to Oon-
agh.

Oonagh, or rather Fin, lived at this time on the 
very tip-top of Knockmany Hill, which faces a cousin 
of its own called Cullamore, that rises up, half-hill, 
half-mountain, on the opposite side.

There was at that time another giant, named 
Cucullin — some say he was Irish, and some say he 
was Scots — but whether Scots or Irish, sorrow doubt 
of it but he was a targer. No other giant of the day 
could stand before him; and such was his strength, 
that, when well vexed, he could give a stamp1 that 
shook the country about him. Th e fame and name of 
him went far and near; and nothing in the shape of a 
man, it was said, had any chance with him in a fi ght. 
By one blow of his fi sts he fl attened a thunderbolt and 
kept it in his pocket, in the shape of a pancake, to show 
to all his enemies, when they were about to fi ght him. 
Undoubtedly he had given every giant in Ireland a 
considerable beating, barring Fin M’Coul himself; and 
he swore that he would never rest, night or day, winter 
or summer, till he would serve Fin with the same 
sauce, if he could catch him. However, the short and 
long of it was, with reverence be it spoken, that Fin 

1 he could give a stamp — (разг.) мог так топнуть ногой
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heard Cucullin was coming to the Causeway to have 
a trial of strength with him; and he was seized with a 
very warm and sudden fi t of aff ection for his wife, 
poor woman, leading a very lonely, uncomfortable life 
of it in his absence. He accordingly pulled up the fi r-
tree, as I said before, and having shedded it into a 
walking-stick1, set out on his travels to see his darling 
Oonagh on the top of Knockmany, by the way.

In truth, the people wondered very much why it 
was that Fin selected such a windy spot for his 
dwelling-house, and they even went so far as to tell 
him as much.

‘What can you mane, Mr M’Coul,’ said they, ‘by 
pitching your tent upon the top of Knockmany, where 
you never are without a breeze, day or night, winter 
or summer, and where you’re oft en forced to take your 
nightcap without either going to bed or turning up 
your little fi nger; ay, an’ where, besides this, there’s the 
sorrow’s own want of water?’

‘Why,’ said Fin, ‘ever since I was the height of a 
round tower, I was known to be fond of having a good 
prospect of my own; and where the dickens, 
neighbours, could I fi nd a better spot for a good 
prospect than the top of Knockmany? As for water, I 
am sinking a pump, and, plase goodness, as soon as 
the Causeway’s made, I intend to fi nish it.’

1 having shedded it into a walking-stick — (разг.) ободрав 
ветки и сучья, сделал себе палку (трость) для ходьбы
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Now, this was more of Fin’s philosophy; for the real 
state of the case was, that he pitched upon the top of 
Knockmany in order that he might be able to see 
Cucullin coming towards the house. All we have to 
say is, that if he wanted a spot from which to keep a 
sharp lookout — and, between ourselves, he did want 
it grievously — barring Slieve Croob, or Slieve Donard, 
or its own cousin, Cullamore, he could not fi nd a 
neater or more convenient situation for it in the sweet 
and sagacious province of Ulster.

‘God save all here!’ said Fin, good-humouredly, on 
putting his honest face into his own door.

‘Musha, Fin, avick, an’ you’re welcome home to 
your own Oonagh, you darlin’ bully.’ Here followed a 
smack that is said to have made the waters of the lake 
at the bottom of the hill curl, as it were, with kindness 
and sympathy.

Fin spent two or three happy days with Oonagh, 
and felt himself very comfortable, considering the 
dread he had of Cucullin. Th is, however, grew upon 
him so much that his wife could not but perceive 
something lay on his mind which he kept altogether 
to himself. Let a woman alone, in the meantime, for 
ferreting or wheedling a secret out of her good man, 
when she wishes. Fin was a proof of this.

‘It’s this Cucullin,’ said he, ‘that’s troubling me. 
When the fellow gets angry, and begins to stamp, he’ll 
shake you a whole townland; and it’s well known that 
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he can stop a thunderbolt, for he always carries one 
about him in the shape of a pancake, to show to anyone 
that might misdoubt it.’

As he spoke, he clapped his thumb in his mouth, 
which he always did when he wanted to prophesy, or 
to know anything that happened in his absence; and 
the wife asked him what he did it for.

‘He’s coming,’ said Fin; ‘I see him below Dun-
gannon.’

‘Th ank goodness, dear! An’ who is it, avick? Glory 
be to God!’

‘Th at baste, Cucullin,’ replied Fin; ‘and how to 
manage I don’t know. If I run away, I am disgraced; 
and I know that sooner or later I must meet him, for 
my thumb tells me so.’

‘When will he be here?’ said she.
‘Tomorrow, about two o’clock,’ replied Fin, with a 

groan.
‘Well, my bully, don’t be cast down,’ said Oonagh. 

‘Depend on me, and maybe I’ll bring you better out 
of this scrape1 than ever you could bring yourself, by 
your rule o’thumb.’

She then made a high smoke on the top of the hill, 
aft er which she put her fi nger in her mouth, and gave 

1 I’ll bring you better out of this scrape — (разг.) мне 
удастся вытащить тебя из этой переделки (помочь тебе 
выкрутиться)
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three whistles, and by that Cucullin knew he was 
invited to Cullamore — for this was the way that the 
Irish long ago gave a sign to all strangers and travellers, 
to let them know they were welcome to come and take 
share of whatever was going.

In the meantime, Fin was very melancholy, and 
did not know what to do, or how to act at all. Cucullin 
was an ugly customer1 to meet with; and, the idea of 
the ‘cake’ aforesaid fl attened the very heart within 
him. What chance could he have, strong and brave 
though he was, with a man who could, when put in 
a passion, walk the country into earthquakes and 
knock thund erbolts into pancakes? Fin knew not on 
what hand to turn him. Right or left  — backward or 
forward — where to go he could form no guess what-
soever.

‘Oonagh,’ said he, ‘can you do nothing for me? 
Where’s all your invention? Am I to be skivered like 
a rabbit before your eyes, and to have my name 
disgraced for ever in the sight of all my tribe, and me 
the best man among them? How am I to fi ght this 
man-mountain — this huge cross between an earth-
quake and a thunderbolt? — with a pancake in his 
pocket that was once..?’

1 was an ugly customer — (разг.) был опасным против-
ником
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‘Be easy, Fin,’ replied Oonagh. ‘Troth, I’m ashamed 
of you. Keep your toe in your pump1, will you? Talking 
of pancakes, maybe, we’ll give him as good as any he 
brings with him — thunderbolt or otherwise. If I don’t 
treat him to as smart feeding as he’s got this many a 
day, never trust Oonagh again. Leave him to me, and 
do just as I bid you.’

Th is relieved Fin very much; for, aft er all, he had 
great confi dence in his wife, knowing, as he did, that 
she had got him out of many a quandary before. 
Oonagh then drew the nine woollen threads of diff er-
ent colours, which she always did to fi nd out the best 
way of succeeding in anything of importance she went 
about. She then platted them into three plats with 
three colours in each, putting one on her right arm, 
one round her heart, and the third round her right 
ankle, for then she knew that nothing could fail with 
her that she undertook.

Having everything now prepared, she sent round 
to the neighbours and borrowed one-and-twenty iron 
griddles, which she took and kneaded into the hearts 
of one-and-twenty cakes of bread, and these she baked 
on the fi re in the usual way, setting them aside in the 
cupboard according as they were done. She then put 
down a large pot of new milk, which she made into 

1 Keep your toe in your pump — (устар.) Держись; не 
сдавайся
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curds and whey. Having done all this, she sat down 
quite contented, waiting for his arrival on the next day 
about two o’clock, that being the hour at which he was 
expected — for Fin knew as much by the sucking of 
his thumb. Now this was a curious property that Fin’s 
thumb had. In this very thing, moreover, he was very 
much resembled by his great foe, Cucullin; for it was 
well known that the huge strength he possessed all lay 
in the middle fi nger of his right hand, and that, if he 
happened by any mischance to lose it, he was no more, 
for all his bulk, than a common man.

At length, the next day, Cucullin was seen coming 
across the valley, and Oonagh knew that it was time 
to commence operations. She immediately brought 
the cradle, and made Fin to lie down in it, and cover 
himself up with the clothes.

‘You must pass for your own child,’ said she; ‘so just 
he there snug, and say nothing, but be guided by me.’

About two o’clock, as he had been expected, Cucul-
lin came in. 

‘God save all here!’ said he. ‘Is this where the great 
Fin M’Coul lives?’

‘Indeed it is, honest man,’ replied Oonagh; ‘God 
save you kindly — won’t you be sitting?’

‘Th ank you, ma’am,’ says he, sitting down. ‘You’re 
Mrs M’Coul, I suppose?’

‘I am,’ said she, ‘and I have no reason, I hope, to be 
ashamed of my husband.’
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‘No,’ said the other, ‘he has the name of being the 
strongest and bravest man in Ireland; but for all that, 
there’s a man not far from you that’s very desirous of 
taking a shake with him1. Is he at home?’

‘Why, then, no,’ she replied, ‘and if ever a man left  
his house in a fury, he did. It appears that someone told 
him of a big basthoon of a giant called Cucullin being 
down at the Causeway to look for him, and so he set 
out there to try if he could catch him. Troth, I hope, for 
the poor giant’s sake, he won’t meet with him, for if he 
does, Fin will make paste of him at once.’

‘Well,’ said the other, ‘I am Cucullin, and I have 
been seeking him these twelve months, but he always 
kept clear of me2; and I will never rest night or day till 
I lay my hands on him.’

At this Oonagh set up a loud laugh, of great 
contempt, by the way, and looked at him as if he was 
only a mere handful of a man.

‘Did you ever see Fin?’ said she, changing her 
manner all at once.

‘How could I?’ said he. ‘He always took care to keep 
his distance3.’

1 very desirous of taking a shake with him — (разг.) 
очень хочет померяться с ним силами

2 always kept clear of me — (разг.) всегда избегал меня
3 took care to keep his distance — (разг.) старался дер-

жаться подальше
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‘I thought so,’ she replied. ‘I judged as much; and 
if you take my advice, you poor-looking creature, 
you’ll pray night and day that you may never see him, 
for I tell you it will be a black day for you when you 
do. But, in the meantime, you perceive that the wind’s 
on the door, and as Fin himself is from home, maybe 
you’d be civil enough to turn the house, for it’s always 
what Fin does when he’s here.’

Th is was a startler even to Cucullin; but he got up, 
however, and aft er pulling the middle fi nger of his 
right hand until it cracked three times, he went 
outside, and getting his arms about the house, turned 
it as she had wished. When Fin saw this, he felt the 
sweat of fear oozing out through every pore of his 
skin; but Oonagh, depending upon her woman’s wit, 
felt not a whit daunted.

‘Arrah, then,’ said she, ‘as you are so civil, maybe 
you’d do another obliging turn for us, as Fin’s not here 
to do it himself. You see, aft er this long stretch of dry 
weather we’ve had, we feel very badly off  for want of 
water. Now, Fin says there’s a fine spring-well 
somewhere under the rocks behind the hill here below, 
and it was his intention to pull them asunder1; but 
having heard of you, he left  the place in such a fury, 
that he never thought of it. Now, if you try to fi nd it, 
troth I’d feel it a kindness.’

1 to pull them asunder — (разг.) разбить их в пыль
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She then brought Cucullin down to see the place, 
which was then all one solid rock; and, aft er looking 
at it for some time, he cracked his right middle fi nger 
nine times, and, stooping down, tore a cleft  about four 
hundred feet deep, and a quarter of a mile in length, 
which has since been christened by the name of 
Lumford’s Glen.

‘You’ll now come in,’ said she, ‘and eat a bit of such 
humble fare as we can give you. Fin, even although 
he and you are enemies, would scorn not to treat you 
kindly in his own house; and, indeed, if I didn’t do 
it even in his absence, he would not be pleased with 
me.’

She accordingly brought him in, and placing half-
a-dozen of the cakes we spoke of before him, together 
with a can or two of butter, a side of boiled bacon, and 
a stack of cabbage, she desired him to help himself — 
for this, be it known1, was long before the invention 
of potatoes. Cucullin put one of the cakes in his mouth 
to take a huge whack out of it, when he made 
a thundering noise, something between a growl and 
a yell. ‘Blood and fury!’ he shouted. ‘How is this? Here 
are two of my teeth out! What kind of bread is this 
you gave me?’

‘What’s the matter?’ said Oonagh coolly.

1 be it known — (разг.) да будет вам известно
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‘Matter!’ shouted the other again. ‘Why, here are 
the two best teeth in my head gone.’

‘Why,’ said she, ‘that’s Fin’s bread — the only bread 
he ever eats when at home; but, indeed, I forgot to tell 
you that nobody can eat it but himself, and that child 
in the cradle there. I thought, however, that, as you 
were reported to be rather a stout little fellow of your 
size, you might be able to manage it, and I did not 
wish to aff ront a man that thinks himself able to fi ght 
Fin. Here’s another cake — maybe it’s not so hard 
as that.’

Cucullin at the moment was not only hungry, but 
ravenous, so he accordingly made a fresh set at the 
second cake, and immediately another yell was heard 
twice as loud as the fi rst. ‘Th under and gibbets!’ he 
roared. ‘Take your bread out of this, or I will not have 
a tooth in my head; there’s another pair of them 
gone!’

‘Well, honest man,’ replied Oonagh, ‘if you’re not 
able to eat the bread, say so quietly, and don’t be 
wakening the child in the cradle there. Th ere, now, 
he’s awake upon me.’

Fin now gave a skirl that startled the giant, as 
com ing from such a youngster as he was supposed 
to be.

‘Mother,’ said he, ‘I’m hungry — get me something 
to eat.’ Oonagh went over, and putting into his hand 
a cake that had no griddle in it, Fin, whose appetite 
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in the meantime had been sharpened by seeing eating 
going forward, soon swallowed it. Cucullin was thunder-
struck, and secretly thanked his stars that he had the 
good fortune to miss meeting Fin, for, as he said to 
himself, ‘I’d have no chance with a man who could eat 
such bread as that, which even his son that’s but in his 
cradle can munch before my eyes.’

‘I’d like to take a glimpse at the lad in the cradle,’ 
said he to Oonagh, ‘for I can tell you that the infant 
who can manage that nutriment is no joke to look at, 
or to feed of a scarce summer.’

‘With all the veins of my heart,’ replied Oonagh. 
‘Get up, acushla, and show this decent little man 
something that won’t be unworthy of your father, Fin 
M’Coul.’

Fin, who was dressed for the occasion as much like 
a boy as possible, got up, and bringing Cucullin out, 
‘Are you strong?’ said he.

‘Th under an’ ounds!’ exclaimed the other. ‘What a 
voice in so small a chap!’

‘Are you strong?’ said Fin again. ‘Are you able to 
squeeze water out of that white stone?’ he asked, 
putting one into Cucullin’s hand. Th e latter squeezed 
and squeezed the stone, but in vain.

‘Ah, you’re a poor creature!’ said Fin. ‘You a giant!1 
Give me the stone here, and when I’ll show what Fin’s 

1 You a giant! — (зд.) Великан называется!
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little son can do, you may then judge of what my daddy 
himself is.’

Fin then took the stone, and exchanging it for the 
curds, he squeezed the latter until the whey, as clear 
as water, oozed out in a little shower from his hand.

‘I’ll now go in,’ said he, ‘to my cradle; for I scorn to 
lose my time with anyone that’s not able to eat my 
daddy’s bread, or squeeze water out of a stone. Bedad, 
you had better be off  out of this before he comes back; 
for if he catches you, it’s in fl ummery he’d have you in 
two minutes.’

Cucullin, seeing what he had seen, was of the 
same opinion himself; his knees knocked together 
with the terror of Fin’s return, and he accordingly 
hastened to bid Oonagh farewell, and to assure her, 
that from that day out, he never wished to hear of, 
much less to see, her husband. ‘I admit fairly that I’m 
not a match for him,’ said he, ‘strong as I am; tell him 
I will avoid him as I would the plague, and that I will 
make myself scarce in this part of the country while 
I live.’

Fin, in the meantime, had gone into the cradle, 
where he lay very quietly, his heart at his mouth1 with 
delight that Cucullin was about to take his departure, 
without discovering the tricks that had been played 
off  on him.

1 his heart at his mouth — (разг.) сердце его замерло



IR
IS

H
 T

A
L

E
S

74

‘It’s well for you,’ said Oonagh, ‘that he doesn’t 
happen to be here, for it’s nothing but hawk’s meat 
he’d make of you.’

‘I know that,’ says Cucullin. ‘Divil a thing else he’d 
make of me; but before I go, will you let me feel what 
kind of teeth Fin’s lad has got that can eat griddle-
bread like that?’

‘With all pleasure in life,’ said she. ‘Only, as they’re 
far back in his head, you must put your fi nger a good 
way in.’

Cucullin was surprised to fi nd such a powerful set 
of grinders in one so young; but he was still much 
more so on fi nding, when he took his hand from Fin’s 
mouth, that he had left  the very fi nger upon which his 
whole strength depended, behind him. He gave one 
loud groan, and fell down at once with terror and 
weakness. Th is was all Fin wanted, who now knew 
that his most powerful and bitterest enemy was at his 
mercy1. He started out of the cradle, and in a few 
minutes the great Cucullin, that was for such a length 
of time the terror of him and all his followers, lay a 
corpse before him. Th us did Fin, through the wit and 
invention of Oonagh, his wife, succeed in overcoming 
his enemy by cunning, which he never could have 
done by force.

1 was at his mercy — (разг.) был в его власти
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FAIR, BROWN 
AND TREMBLING

King Hugh Curucha lived in Tir Conal, and he had 
three daughters, whose names were Fair, Brown and 
Trembling.

Fair and Brown had new dresses, and went to 
church every Sunday, Trembling was kept at home to 
do the cooking and work. Th ey would not let her go 
out of the house at all; for she was more beaudful than 
the other two, and they were in dread she might marry 
before themselves.

Th ey carried on in this way for seven years. At the 
end of seven years the son of the king of Emania fell 
in love with the eldest sister.

One Sunday morning, aft er the other two had gone 
to church, the old henwife came into the kitchen to 
Trembling, and said, ‘It’s at church you ought to be 
this day, instead of working here at home.’

‘How could I go?’ said Trembling. ‘I have no clothes 
good enough to wear at church; and if my sisters were 
to see me there, they’d kill me for going out of the 
house.’

‘I’ll give you,’ said the henwife, ‘a fi ner dress than 
either of them has ever seen. And now tell me what 
dress will you have?’
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‘I’ll have,’ said Trembling, ‘a dress as white as snow, 
and green shoes for my feet.’

Th en the henwife put on the cloak of darkness, 
clipped a piece from the old clothes the young woman 
had on, and asked for the whitest robes in the world 
and the most beautiful that could be found, and a pair 
of green shoes.

Th at moment she had the robe and the shoes, and 
she brought them to Trembling, who put them on. 
When Trembling was dressed and ready, the henwife 
said, ‘I have a honey-bird here to sit on your right 
shoulder, and a honey-fi nger to put on your left . At 
the door stands a milk-white mare, with a golden 
saddle for you to sit on, and a golden bridle to hold 
in your hand.’

Trembling sat on the golden saddle; and when 
she was ready to start, the henwife said, ‘You must 
not go inside the door of the church, and the minute 
the people rise up at the end of Mass, do you make 
off, and ride home as fast as the mare will carry 
you.’

When Trembling came to the door of the church 
there was no one inside who could get a glimpse of 
her but was striving to know who she was; and when 
they saw her hurrying away at the end of Mass, they 
ran out to overtake her. But no use in their running; 
she was away before any man could come near her. 
From the minute she left  the church till she got home, 
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she overtook the wind before her, and outstripped the 
wind behind.

She came down at the door, went in, and found the 
henwife had dinner ready. She put off  the white robes, 
and had on her old dress in a twinkling1.

When the two sisters came home the henwife 
asked, ‘Have you any news today from the church?’

‘We have great news,’ said they. ‘We saw a wonderful 
grand lady at the church-door. Th e like of the robes 
she had we have never seen on woman before. It’s little 
that was thought of our dresses beside what she had 
on; and there wasn’t a man at the church, from the 
king to the beggar, but was trying to look at her and 
know who she was.’

Th e sisters would give no peace till they had two 
dresses like the robes of the strange lady; but honey-
birds and honey-fi ngers were not to be found.

Next Sunday the two sisters went to church again, 
and left  the youngest at home to cook the dinner.

Aft er they had gone, the henwife came in and 
asked, ‘Will you go to church today?’

‘I would go,’ said Trembling, ‘if I could get the 
going.’

‘What robe will you wear?’ asked the henwife.
‘Th e fi nest black satin that can be found, and red 

shoes for my feet.’

1 in a twinkling — (разг.) мгновенно; в мгновение ока



IR
IS

H
 T

A
L

E
S

78

‘What colour do you want the mare to be?’
‘I want her to be so black and so glossy that I can 

see myself in her body.’
Th e henwife put on the cloak of darkness, and 

asked for the robes and the mare. Th at moment she 
had them. When Trembling was dressed, the henwife 
put the honey-bird on her right shoulder and the 
honey-fi nger on her left . Th e saddle on the mare was 
silver, and so was the bridle.

When Trembling sat in the saddle and was going 
away, the henwife ordered her stricdy not to go inside 
the door of the church, but to rush away as soon as 
the people rose at the end of Mass, and hurry home 
on the mare before any man could stop her.

Th at Sunday the people were more astonished than 
ever, and gazed at her more than the fi rst time; and 
all they were thinking of was to know who she was. 
But they had no chance; for the moment the people 
rose at the end of Mass she slipped from the church, 
was in the silver saddle, and home before a man could 
stop her or talk to her.

Th e henwife had the dinner ready. Trembling took 
off  her satin robe, and had on her old clothes before 
her sisters got home.

‘What news have you today?’ asked the henwife of 
the sisters when they came from the church.

‘Oh, we saw the grand strange lady again! And it’s 
little that any man could think of our dresses aft er 
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looking at the robes of satin that she had on! And all 
at church, from high to low1, had their mouths open, 
gazing at her, and no man was looking at us.’

Th e two sisters gave neither rest nor peace till they 
got dresses as nearly like the strange lady’s robes as 
they could fi nd. Of course they were not so good; for 
the like of those robes could not be found in Erin.

When the third Sunday came, Fair and Brown went 
to church dressed in black satin. Th ey left  Trembling 
at home to work in the kitchen, and told her to be sure 
and have dinner ready when they came back.

Aft er they had gone and were out of sight, the 
henwife came to the kitchen and said, ‘Well, my dear, 
are you for church today?’

‘I would go if I had a new dress to wear.’
‘I’ll get you any dress you ask for. What dress would 

you like?’ asked the henwife.
‘A dress red as a rose from the waist down, and 

white as snow from the waist up; a cape of green on 
my shoulders; and a hat on my head with a red, a white, 
and a green feather in it; and shoes for my feet with 
the toes red, the middle white, and the backs and heels 
green.’

Th e henwife put on the cloak of darkness, wished 
for all these things, and had them. When Trembling 

1 from high to low — (устар.) всех сословий; и богатые, 
и бедные
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was dressed, the henwife put the honey-bird on her 
right shoulder and the honey-fi nger on her left , and, 
placing the hat on her head, clipped a few hairs from 
one lock and a few from another with her scissors, 
and that moment the most beautiful golden hair was 
flowing down over the girl’s shoulders. Then the 
henwife asked what kind of a mare she would ride. 
She said white, with blue and gold-coloured diamond-
shaped spots all over her body, on her back a saddle 
of gold, and on her head a golden bridle.

Th e mare stood there before the door, and a bird 
sitting between her ears, which began to sing as soon 
as Trembling was in the saddle, and never stopped till 
she came home from the church.

Th e fame of the beautiful strange lady had gone 
out through the world, and all the princes and great 
men that were in it came to church that Sunday, each 
one hoping that it was himself would have her home 
with him aft er Mass.

Th e son of the king of Emania forgot all about the 
eldest sister, and remained outside the church, so as 
to catch the strange lady before she could hurry 
away.

Th e church was more crowded than ever before, 
and there were three times as many outside1. Th ere 

1 and there were three times as many outside — (устар.) 
а возле церкви народу было в три раза больше
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was such a throng before the church that Trembling 
could only come inside the gate.

As soon as the people were rising at the end of 
Mass, the lady slipped out through the gate, was in 
the golden saddle in an instant, and sweeping away 
ahead of the wind. But if she was, the prince of Emania 
was at her side, and, seizing her by the foot, he ran 
with the mare for thirty perches1, and never let go of 
the beautiful lady till the shoe was pulled from her 
foot, and he was left  behind with it in his hand. She 
came home as fast as the mare could carry her, and 
was thinking all the time that the henwife would kill 
her for losing the shoe.

Seeing her so vexed and so changed in the face, the 
old woman asked, ‘What’s the trouble that’s on you 
now?’

‘Oh! I’ve lost one of the shoes off  my feet,’ said 
Trembling.

‘Don’t mind that; don’t be vexed,’ said the henwife. 
‘Maybe it’s the best thing that ever happened to 
you.’

Th en Trembling gave up all the things she had to 
the henwife, put on her old clothes, and went to work 
in the kitchen. When the sisters came home, the henwife 
asked, ‘Have you any news from the church?’

1 thirty perches — (устар.) сто пятьдесят метров 
(perch — мера длины, ≈ 5,03 м)
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‘We have indeed,’ said they, ‘for we saw the grandest 
sight today. Th e strange lady came again, in grander 
array than before. On herself and the horse she rode 
were the fi nest colours of the world, and between the 
ears of the horse was a bird which never stopped 
singing from the time she came till she went away. Th e 
lady herself is the most beautiful woman ever seen by 
man in Erin.’

Aft er Trembling had disappeared from the church, 
the son of the king of Emania said to the other kings’ 
sons, ‘I will have that lady for my own.’

Th ey all said, ‘You didn’t win her just by taking the 
shoe off  her foot; you’ll have to win her by the point 
of the sword1; you’ll have to fi ght for her with us before 
you can call her your own.’

‘Well,’ said the son of the king of Emania, ‘when I 
fi nd the lady that shoe will fi t, I’ll fi ght for her, never 
fear, before I leave her to any of you.’

Th en all the kings’ sons were uneasy, and anxious 
to know who was she that lost the shoe; and they began 
to travel all over Erin to know could they fi nd her. Th e 
prince of Emania and all the others went in a great 
company together, and made the round of Erin; they 
went everywhere — north, south, east, and west. Th ey 
visited every place where a woman was to be found, 

1 to win her by the point of the sword — (разг.) завое-
вать ее в честном поединке
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and left  not a house in the kingdom they did not 
search, to know could they fi nd the woman the shoe 
would fi t, not caring whether she was rich or poor, of 
high or low degree1.

Th e prince of Emania always kept the shoe; and 
when the young women saw it, they had great hopes, 
for it was of proper size, neither large nor small, and 
it would beat any man to know of what material it was 
made. One thought it would fi t her if she cut a little 
from her great toe; and another, with too short a foot, 
put something in the tip of her stocking. But no use; 
they only spoiled their feet, and were curing them for 
months aft erwards.

Th e two sisters, Fair and Brown, heard that the 
princes of the world were looking all over Erin for the 
woman that could wear the shoe, and every day they 
were talking of trying it on; and one day Trembling 
spoke up and said, ‘Maybe it’s my foot that the shoe 
will fi t.’

‘Oh, the breaking of the dog’s foot on you! Why 
say so when you were at home every Sunday?’

They were that way waiting, and scolding the 
younger sister, till the princes were near the place. Th e 
day they were to come, the sisters put Trembling in a 
closet, and locked the door on her. When the company 

1 of high or low degree — (устар.) высокого и низкого 
происхождения
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came to the house, the prince of Emania gave the shoe 
to the sisters. But though they tried and tried, it would 
fi t neither of them.

‘Is there any other young woman in the house?’ 
asked the prince.

‘Th ere is,’ said Trembling, speaking up in the closet; 
‘I’m here.’

‘Oh! We have her for nothing but to put out the 
ashes,’ said the sisters.

But the prince and the others wouldn’t leave the 
house till they had seen her; so the two sisters had to 
open the door. When Trembling came out, the shoe 
was given to her, and it fi tted exactly.

Th e prince of Emania looked at her and said, ‘You 
are the woman the shoe fi ts, and you are the woman 
I took the shoe from.’

Th en Trembling spoke up, and said, ‘Do you stay 
here till I return.’

Th en she went to the henwife’s house. Th e old 
woman put on the cloak of darkness, got everything 
for her she had the fi rst Sunday at church, and put her 
on the white mare in the same fashion. Th en Trembling 
rode along the highway to the front of the house. All 
who saw her the fi rst time said, ‘Th is is the lady we 
saw at church.’

Th en she went away a second time, and a second 
time came back on the black mare in the second dress 
which the henwife gave her. All who saw her the 
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second Sunday said, ‘That is the lady we saw at 
church.’

A third time she asked for a short absence, and 
soon came back on the third mare and in the third 
dress. All who saw her the third time said, ‘Th at is the 
lady we saw at church.’ Every man was satisfi ed, and 
knew that she was the woman1.

Th en all the princes and great men spoke up, and 
said to the son of the king of Emania, ‘You’ll have to 
fi ght now for her before we let her go with you.’

‘I’m here before you, ready for combat,’ answered 
the prince.

Th en the son of the king of Lochlin stepped forth. 
Th e struggle began, and a terrible struggle it was. Th ey 
fought for nine hours; and then the son of the king of 
Lochlin stopped, gave up his claim2, and left  the fi eld. 
Next day the son of the king of Spain fought six hours, 
and yielded his claim. On the third day the son of the 
king of Nyerfoi fought eight hours, and stopped. Th e 
fourth day the son of the king of Greece fought six 
hours, and stopped. On the fi ft h day no more strange 
princes wanted to fi ght; and all the sons of kings in 
Erin said they would not fi ght with a man of their own 
land, that the strangers had had their chance, and, as 

1 she was the woman — (зд.) была той самой женщи-
ной

2 gave up his claim — (разг.) отказался от притязаний
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no others came to claim the woman, she belonged of 
right to the son of the king of Emania.

Th e marriage-day was fi xed, and the invitations 
were sent out. Th e wedding lasted for a year and a day. 
When the wedding was over, the king’s son brought 
home the bride, and when the time came a son was 
born. Th e young woman sent for her eldest sister, Fair, 
to be with her and care for her. One day, when 
Trembling was well, and when her husband was away 
hunting, the two sisters went out to walk; and when 
they came to the seaside, the eldest pushed the 
youngest sister in. A great whale came and swallowed 
her.

Th e eldest sister came home alone, and the husband 
asked, ‘Where is your sister?’

‘She has gone home to her father in Ballyshannon; 
now that I am well, I don’t need her.’

‘Well,’ said the husband, looking at her, ‘I’m in 
dread1 it’s my wife that has gone.’

‘Oh, no!’ said she. ‘It’s my sister Fair that’s gone.’
Since the sisters were very much alike, the prince 

was in doubt.
Th at night he put his sword between them, and 

said, ‘If you are my wife, this sword will get warm; if 
not, it will stay cold.’

1 I’m in dread — (устар.) я опасаюсь (боюсь, подозре-
ваю)
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In the morning when he rose up, the sword was as 
cold as when he put it there.

It happened, when the two sisters were walking 
by the seashore, that a little cowboy was down by the 
water minding cattle, and saw Fair push Trembling 
into the sea; and next day, when the tide came in, he 
saw the whale swim up and throw her out on the sand. 
When she was on the sand she said to the cowboy, 
‘When you go home in the evening with the cows, 
tell the master that my sister Fair pushed me into the 
sea yesterday; that a whale swallowed me, and then 
threw me out, but will come again and swallow me 
with the coming of the next tide; then he’ll go out 
with the tide, and come again with tomorrow’s tide, 
and throw me again on the strand. Th e whale will 
cast me out three times. I’m under the enchantment 
of this whale, and cannot leave the beach or escape 
myself. Unless my husband saves me before I’m 
swallowed the fourth time, I shall be lost. He must 
come and shoot the whale with a silver bullet when 
he turns on the broad of his back. Under the breast-
fi n of the whale is a reddish-brown spot. My husband 
must hit him in that spot, for it is the only place in 
which he can be killed.’

When the cowboy got home, the eldest sister gave 
him a draught of oblivion, and he did not tell.

Next day he went again to the sea. Th e whale came 
and cast Trembling on shore again. She asked the 
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boy, ‘Did you tell the master what I told you to tell 
him?’

‘I did not,’ said he; ‘I forgot.’
‘How did you forget?’ asked she.
‘Th e woman of the house1 gave me a drink that 

made me forget.’
‘Well, don’t forget telling him this night; and if she 

gives you a drink, don’t take it from her.’
As soon as the cowboy came home, the eldest sister 

off ered him a drink. He refused to take it till he had 
delivered his message and told all to the master. Th e 
third day the prince went down with his gun and a 
silver bullet in it. He was not long down when the 
whale came and threw Trembling upon the beach as 
the two days before. She had no power to speak to her 
husband till he had killed the whale. Th en the whale 
went out, turned over once on the broad of his back, 
and showed the spot for a moment only. Th at moment 
the prince fi red. He had but the one chance, and a 
short one at that; but he took it, and hit the spot, and 
the whale, mad with pain, made the sea all around-
red with blood, and died.

Th at minute Trembling was able to speak, and went 
home with her husband, who sent word to her father 
what the eldest sister had done. Th e father came, and 
told him any death he chose to give her to give it. 

1 Th e woman of the house — (устар.) Хозяйка дома
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Th e prince told the father he would leave her life and 
death with himself. Th e father had her put out then 
on the sea in a barrel, with provisions in it for seven 
years.

In time Trembling had a second child, a daughter. 
Th e prince and she sent the cowboy to school, and 
trained him up as one of their own children, and said, 
‘If the little girl that is born to us now lives, no other 
man in the world will get her but him.’

Th e cowboy and the prince’s daughter lived on till 
they were married. Th e mother said to her husband, 
‘You could not have saved me from the whale but for 
the little cowboy; on that account I don’t grudge him 
my daughter1.’

Th e son of the king of Emania and Trembling had 
fourteen children, and they lived happily till the two 
died of old age.

JACK AND HIS MASTER

A poor woman had three sons. Th e eldest and 
second eldest were cunning clever fellows, but they 
called the youngest Jack the Fool, because they 

1 I don’t grudge him my daughter — (устар.) мне не 
жаль отдать за него свою дочь
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thought he was no better than a simpleton. Th e eldest 
got tired of staying at home, and said he’d go look for 
service. He stayed away a whole year, and then came 
back one day, dragging one foot aft er the other, and a 
poor wizened face on him, and he as cross as two 
sticks1. When he was rested and got something to eat, 
he told them how he got service with the Gray Churl 
of the Townland of Mischance, and that the agreement 
was, whoever would fi rst say he was sorry for his 
bargain, should get an inch wide of the skin of his 
back, from shoulder to hips, taken off . If it was the 
master, he should also pay double wages; if it was the 
servant, he should get no wages at all. ‘But the thief,’ 
says he, ‘gave me so little to eat, and kept me so hard 
at work, that fl esh and blood couldn’t stand it; and 
when he asked me once, when I was in a passion, if 
I was sorry for my bargain, I was mad enough to say 
I was, and here I am disabled for life.’

Vexed enough were the poor mother and brothers; 
and the second eldest said on the spot he’d go and take 
service with the Gray Churl, and punish him by all 
the annoyance he’d give him till he’d make him say he 
was sorry for his agreement. ‘Oh, won’t I be glad to 
see the skin coming off  the old villain’s back!’ said he. 
All they could say had no eff ect: he started off  for the 

1 as cross as two sticks — (разг.) не на шутку рассержен-
ный
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Townland of Mischance, and in a twelvemonth1 
he was back just as miserable and helpless as his 
brother.

All the poor mother could say didn’t prevent Jack 
the Fool from starting to see if he was able to regulate 
the Gray Churl. He agreed with him for a year for 
twenty pounds, and the terms were the same.

‘Now, Jack,’ said the Gray Churl, ‘if you refuse to 
do anything you are able to do, you must lose a month’s 
wages.’

‘I’m satisfi ed,’ said Jack; ‘and if you stop me from 
doing a thing aft er telling me to do it, you are to give 
me an additional month’s wages.’

‘I am satisfi ed,’ says the master.
‘Or if you blame me for obeying your orders, you 

must give the same.’
‘I am satisfi ed,’ said the master again.
Th e fi rst day that Jack served he was fed very 

poorly, and was worked to the saddleskirts. Next day 
he came in just before the dinner was sent up to the 
parlour. Th ey were taking the goose off  the spit, but 
well becomes Jack he whips a knife off  the dresser, and 
cuts off  one side of the breast, one leg and thigh, and 
one wing, and fell to2. In came the master, and began 
to abuse him for his assurance. ‘Oh, you know, master, 

1 in a twelvemonth — (устар.) через год
2 fell to — (разг.) принялся за еду
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you’re to feed me, and wherever the goose goes won’t 
have to be fi lled again till supper. Are you sorry for 
our agreement?’

The master was going to cry out he was, but 
he bethought himself in time. ‘Oh no, not at all,’ 
said he.

‘Th at’s well,’ said Jack.
Next day Jack was to go clamp turf on the bog. 

Th ey weren’t sorry to have him away from the kitchen 
at dinner-time. He didn’t fi nd his breakfast very 
heavy on his stomach; so he said to the mistress, ‘I 
think, ma’am, it will be better for me to get my dinner 
now, and not lose time coming home from the 
bog.’

‘Th at’s true, Jack,’ said she. So she brought out a 
good cake, and a print of butter, and a bottle of milk, 
thinking he’d take them away to the bog. But Jack kept 
his seat, and never drew rein till bread, butter, and 
milk went down the red lane1.

‘Now, mistress,’ said he, ‘I’ll be earlier at my work 
tomorrow if I sleep comfortably on the sheltery side 
of a pile of dry peat on dry grass, and not be coming 
here and going back. So you may as well give me my 
supper, and be done with the day’s trouble.’ She gave 
him that, thinking he’d take it to the bog; but he fell 

1 went down the red lane — (устар.) оказались у него в 
животе (прошли вниз по горлу)
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to on the spot, and did not leave a scrap to tell tales 
on him1; and the mistress was a little astonished.

He called to speak to the master in the haggard, 
and said he, ‘What are servants asked to do in this 
country aft er aten their supper?’

‘Nothing at all, but to go to bed.’
‘Oh, very well, sir.’ 
He went up on the stable-loft , stripped, and lay 

down, and someone that saw him told the master. He 
came up.

‘Jack, you anointed scoundrel, what do you mean?’
‘To go to sleep, master. Th e mistress, God bless her, 

is aft er giving me my breakfast, dinner, and supper, 
and yourself told me that bed was the next thing. Do 
you blame me, sir?’

‘Yes, you rascal, I do.’
‘Hand me out one pound thirteen and fourpence, 

if you please, sir.’
‘One divel and thirteen imps, you tinker! What for?’
‘Oh, I see, you’ve forgot your bargain. Are you sorry 

for it?’
‘Oh, ya — no, I mean. I’ll give you the money aft er 

your nap.’
Next morning early, Jack asked how he’d be 

employed that day. ‘You are to be holding the plough 

1 did not leave a scrap to tell tales on him — (устар.) 
не оставил ни крошки
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in that fallow, outside the paddock.’ Th e master went 
over about nine o’clock to see what kind of a plough-
man was Jack, and what did he see but the little boy 
driving the bastes1, and the sock and coulter of the 
plough skimming along the sod, and Jack pulling 
ding-dong again’ the horses.

‘What are you doing, you contrary thief?’ said the 
master.

‘An’ ain’t I strivin’ to hold this divel of a plough, as 
you told me; but that ounkrawn of a boy keeps 
whipping on the bastes in spite of all I say; will you 
speak to him?’

‘No, but I’ll speak to you. Didn’t you know, you 
bosthoon, that when I said “holding the plough”, I 
meant reddening the ground.’

‘Faith, an’ if you did, I wish you had said so. Do 
you blame me for what I have done?’

Th e master caught himself in time, but he was so 
stomached, he said nothing.

‘Go on and redden the ground now, you knave, as 
other ploughmen do.’

‘An’ are you sorry for our agreement?’
‘Oh, not at all, not at all!’
Jack ploughed away like a good workman all the 

rest of the day.

1 driving the bastes — (устар.) вел в поводу лошадей
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In a day or two the master bade him go and mind 
the cows in a fi eld that had half of it under young corn. 
‘Be sure, particularly,’ said he, ‘to keep Browney from 
the wheat; while she’s out of mischief there’s no fear 
of the rest.’

About noon, he went to see how Jack was doing 
his duty, and what did he fi nd but Jack asleep with his 
face to the sod, Browney grazing near a thorn tree, 
one end of a long rope round her horns, and the other 
end round the tree, and the rest of the beasts all 
trampling and eating the green wheat. Down came 
the switch on Jack.

‘Jack, you vagabone, do you see what the cows 
are at?’

‘And do you blame me, master?’
‘To be sure, you lazy sluggard, I do!’
‘Hand me out one pound thirteen and fourpence, 

master. You said if I only kept Browney out of mischief, 
the rest would do no harm. Th ere she is as harmless 
as a lamb. Are you sorry for hiring me, master?’

‘To be — that is, not at all. I’ll give you your money 
when you go to dinner. Now, understand me; don’t let 
a cow go out of the fi eld nor into the wheat the rest of 
the day.’

‘Never fear, master!’ and neither did he. But the churl 
would rather than a great deal he had not hired him1.

1 would rather than a great deal he had not hired him — 
(устар.) очень сильно пожалел о том, что нанял его
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Th e next day three heifers were missing, and the 
master bade Jack go in search of them.

‘Where will I look for them?’ said Jack.
‘Oh, every place likely and unlikely for them all to 

be in.’
Th e churl was getting very exact in his words. When 

he was coming into the bawn at dinner-time, what 
work did he fi nd Jack at but pulling armfuls of the 
thatch off  the roof, and peeping into the holes he was 
making?

‘What are you doing there, you rascal?’
‘Sure, I’m looking for the heifers, poor things!’
‘What would bring them there?’
‘I don’t think anything could bring them in it; but 

I looked first into the likely places, that is, the 
cowhouses, and the pastures, and the fi elds next ’em, 
and now I’m looking in the unlikeliest place I can 
think of. Maybe it’s not pleasing to you it is.’

‘And to be sure it isn’t pleasing to me, you aggravat-
ing goose-cap!’

‘Please, sir, hand me one pound thirteen and 
fourpence before you sit down to your dinner. I’m 
afraid it’s sorrow that’s on you for hiring me at all.’

‘May the div — oh no; I’m not sorry. Will you begin, 
if you please, and put in the thatch again, just as if you 
were doing it for your mother’s cabin?’

‘Oh, faith I will, sir, with a heart and a half;’ and by 
the time the farmer came out from his dinner, Jack 
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had the roof better than it was before, for he made the 
boy give him new straw.

Says the master when he came out, ‘Go, Jack, and 
look for the heifers, and bring them home.’

‘And where will I look for ’em?’
‘Go and search for them as if they were your own.’ 

Th e heifers were all in the paddock before sunset.
Next morning, says the master, ‘Jack, the path 

across the bog to the pasture is very bad; the sheep 
does be sinking in it every step; go and make the 
sheep’s feet a good path.’ About an hour aft er he came 
to the edge of the bog, and what did he fi nd Jack at 
but sharpening a carving knife, and the sheep standing 
or grazing round.

‘Is this the way you are mending the path, Jack?’ 
said he.

‘Everything must have a beginning, master,’ said 
Jack, ‘and a thing well begun is half done1. I am 
sharpening the knife, and I’ll have the feet off  every 
sheep in the fl ock while you’d be blessing yourself.’

‘Feet off  my sheep, you anointed rogue! And what 
would you be taking their feet off  for?’

‘An’ sure to mend the path as you told me. Says 
you, “Jack, make a path with the foot of the sheep.”’

1 a thing well begun is half done — (посл.) хорошее на-
чало — половина дела
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‘Oh, you fool, I meant make good the path for the 
sheep’s feet.’

‘It’s a pity you didn’t say so, master. Hand me out 
one pound thirteen and fourpence if you don’t like 
me to fi nish my job.’

‘Divel do you good with your one pound thirteen 
and fourpence!’

‘It’s better pray than curse, master. Maybe you’re 
sorry for your bargain?’

‘And to be sure I am — not yet, anyway.’
Th e next night the master was going to a wedding; 

and says he to Jack, before he set out, ‘I’ll leave at 
midnight, and I wish you to come and be with me 
home, for fear I might be overtaken with the drink. If 
you’re there before, you may throw a sheep’s eye at 
me1, and I’ll be sure to see that they’ll give you 
something for yourself.’

About eleven o’clock, while the master was in great 
spirits, he felt something clammy hit him on the cheek. 
It fell beside his tumbler, and when he looked at it 
what was it but the eye of a sheep. Well, he couldn’t 
imagine who threw it at him, or why it was thrown at 
him. Aft er a little he got a blow on the other cheek, 
and still it was by another sheep’s eye. Well, he was 
very vexed, but he thought better to say nothing. In 

1 throw a sheep’s eye at me — игра слов: 1. бросать влю-
бленные взгляды; 2. кидаться овечьими глазами
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two minutes more, when he was opening his mouth 
to take a sup, another sheep’s eye was slapped into it. 
He sputtered it out, and cried, ‘Man o’ the house, isn’t 
it a great shame for you to have anyone in the room 
that would do such a nasty thing?’

‘Master,’ says Jack, ‘don’t blame the honest man. 
Sure it’s only myself that was throwin’ them sheep’s 
eyes at you, to remind you I was here, and that I 
wanted to drink the bride and bridegroom’s health. 
You know yourself bade me.’

‘I know that you are a great rascal; and where did 
you get the eyes?’

‘An’ where would I get ’em but in the heads of your 
own sheep? Would you have me meddle with the 
bastes of any neighbour, who might put me in the 
Stone Jug for it?’

‘Sorrow on me that ever I had the bad luck to meet 
with you.’

‘You’re all witness,’ said Jack, ‘that my master says 
he is sorry for having met with me. My time is up1. 
Master, hand me over double wages, and come into 
the next room, and lay yourself out like a man that 
has some decency in him, till I take a strip of skin an 
inch broad from your shoulder to your hip.’

Everyone shouted out against that; but, says Jack, 
‘You didn’t hinder him when he took the same strips 

1 time is up — (разг.) время вышло
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from the backs of my two brothers, and sent them 
home in that state, and penniless, to their poor 
mother.’

When the company heard the rights of the business, 
they were only too eager to see the job done. Th e 
master bawled and roared, but there was no help at 
hand. He was stripped to his hips, and laid on the fl oor 
in the next room, and Jack had the carving knife in 
his hand ready to begin.

‘Now you cruel old villain,’ said he, giving the knife 
a couple of scrapes along the fl oor, ‘I’ll make you an 
off er. Give me, along with my double wages, two 
hundred guineas to support my poor brothers, and 
I’ll do without the strap.’

‘No!’ said he. ‘I’d let you skin me from head to foot 
fi rst.’

‘Here goes then1,’ said Jack with a grin, but the fi rst 
little scar he gave, Churl roared out, ‘stop your hand; 
I’ll give the money.’

‘Now, neighbours,’ said Jack, ‘you mustn’t think 
worse of me than I deserve. I wouldn’t have the heart 
to take an eye out of a rat itself; I got half a dozen of 
them from the butcher, and only used three of them.’

So all came again into the other room, and Jack 
was made sit down, and everybody drank his health, 
and he drank everybody’s health at one off er. And six 

1 Here goes then — (зд.) Тогда я приступаю к делу
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stout fellows saw himself and the master home, and 
waited in the parlour while he went up and brought 
down the two hundred guineas, and double wages for 
Jack himself. When he got home, he brought the 
summer along with him to the poor mother and the 
disabled brothers; and he was no more Jack the Fool 
in the people’s mouths, but ‘Skin Churl Jack’.

THE FATE 
OF THE CHILDREN OF LIR

It happened that the fi ve kings of Ireland met to 
determine who should have the head kingship over 
them, and King Lir of the Hill of the White Field ex-
pected surely he would be elected. When the nobles 
went into council together they chose for head king, 
Dearg, son of Daghda, because his father had been so 
great a druid and he was the eldest of his father’s sons. 
But Lir left  the assembly of the kings and went home 
to the Hill of the White Field. Th e other kings would 
have followed aft er Lir to give him wounds of spear 
and wounds of sword for not yielding obedience to 
the man to whom they had given the overlordship. 
But Dearg the king would not hear of it and said, 
‘Rather let us bind him to us by the bonds of kinship, 
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so that peace may dwell in the land. Send over to him 
for wife the choice of the three maidens of the fairest 
form and best repute in Erin, the three daughters of 
Oilell of Aran, my own three bosom-nurslings.’

So the messengers brought word1 to Lir that Dearg 
the king would give him a foster-child of his foster-
children. Lir thought well of it, and set out next day 
with fi ft y chariots from the Hill of the White Field. 
And he came to the Lake of the Red Eye near Killaloe. 
And when Lir saw the three daughters of Oilell, Dearg 
the king said to him, ‘Take thy choice of the maidens, 
Lir.’ 

‘I know not,’ said Lir, ‘which is the choicest of them 
all; but the eldest of them is the noblest, it is she I had 
best take.’ 

‘If so,’ said Dearg the king, ‘Ove is the eldest, and 
she shall be given to thee, if thou wiliest.’ So Lir and 
Ove were married and went back to the Hill of the 
White Field.

And aft er this there came to them twins, a son and 
a daughter, and they gave them for names Fingula and 
Aod. And two more sons came to them, Fiachra and 
Conn. When they came Ove died, and Lir mourned 
bitterly for her, and but for his great love for his 
children he would have died of his grief. And Dearg 
the king grieved for Lir and sent to him and said, ‘We 

1 brought word — (устар.) доложили; принесли весть
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grieve for Ove for thy sake; but, that our friendship 
may not be rent asunder, I will give unto thee1 her 
sister, Oifa, for a wife.’ So Lir agreed, and they were 
united, and he took her with him to his own house. 
And at fi rst Oifa felt aff ection and honour for the 
children of Lir and her sister, and indeed everyone 
who saw the four children could not help giving them 
the love of his soul. Lir doted upon the children, and 
they always slept in beds in front of their father, who 
used to rise at early dawn every morning and lie down 
among his children. But thereupon the dart of jealousy 
passed into Oifa on account of this and she came to 
regard the children with hatred and enmity. One day 
her chariot was yoked for her and she took with her 
the four children of Lir in it. Fingula was not willing 
to go with her on the journey, for she had dreamed a 
dream in the night warning her against Oifa: but she 
was not to avoid her fate. And when the chariot came 
to the Lake of the Oaks, Oifa said to the people, ‘Kill 
the four children of Lir and I will give you your own 
reward of every kind in the world.’ But they refused 
and told her it was an evil thought she had. Th en she 
would have raised a sword herself to kill and destroy 
the children, but her own womanhood and her 
weakness prevented her; so she drove the children of 
Lir into the lake to bathe, and they did as Oifa told 

1 will give unto thee — (устар.) отдам за тебя
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them. As soon as they were upon the lake she struck 
them with a druid’s wand of spells and wizardry and 
put them into the forms of four beautiful, perfectly 
white swans, and she sang this song over them:

‘Out with you1 upon the wild waves, children of 
the king!

Henceforth your cries shall be with the fl ocks of 
birds.’

And Fingula answered:
‘Th ou witch! We know thee by thy right name! 
Th ou mayest drive us from wave to wave, 
But sometimes we shall rest on the headlands; 
We shall receive relief, but thou punishment. 
Th ough our bodies may be upon the lake, 
Our minds at least shall fl y homewards.’
And again she spoke, ‘Assign an end for the ruin 

and woe which thou hast brought upon us.’
Oifa laughed and said, ‘Never shall ye be free until 

the woman from the south be united to the man from 
the north, until Lairgnen of Connaught wed Deoch 
of Munster; nor shall any have power to bring you out 
of these forms. Nine hundred years shall you wander 
over the lakes and streams of Erin. Th is only I will 
grant unto you: that you retain your own speech, and 
there shall be no music in the world equal to yours, 
the plaintive music you shall sing.’ This she said 

1 Out with you — (разг.) С вами покончено
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because repentance seized her for the evil she had 
done.

And then she spake this lay1:
‘Away from me, ye children of Lir, 
Henceforth the sport of the wild winds. 
Until Lairgnen and Deoch come together, 
Until ye are on the north-west of Red Erin.
‘A sword of treachery is through the heart of Lir, 
Of Lir the mighty champion, 
Yet though I have driven a sword, 
My victory cuts me to the heart.’
Th en she turned her steeds and went on to the hall 

of Dearg the king. Th e nobles of the court asked her 
where were the children of Lir, and Oifa said, ‘Lir will 
not trust them to Dearg the king.’ But Dearg thought 
in his own mind that the woman had played some 
treachery upon them, and he accordingly sent 
messengers to the Hill of the White Field.

Lir asked the messengers, ‘Wherefore are ye 
come?’

‘To fetch thy children, Lir,’ said they.
‘Have they not reached you with Oifa?’ said Lir.
‘Th ey have not,’ said the messengers; ‘and Oifa said 

it was you would not let the children go with her.’
Th en was Lir melancholy and sad at heart, hearing 

these things, for he knew that Oifa had done wrong 

1 she spake this lay — (устар.) она спела такую песенку
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upon his children, and he set out towards the Lake of 
the Red Eye. And when the children of Lir saw him 
coming Fingula sang the lay:

‘Welcome the cavalcade of steeds 
Approaching the Lake of the Red Eye, 
A company dread and magical 
Surely seek aft er us.
‘Let us move to the shore, 
O Aod, Fiachra and comely Conn, 
No host under heaven can those horsemen be 
But King Lir with his mighty household.’
Now as she said this King Lir had come to the 

shores of the lake and heard the swans speaking with 
human voices. And he spake to the swans and asked 
them who they were. Fingula answered and said, ‘We 
are thy own children, ruined by thy wife, sister of our 
own mother, through her ill mind and her jealousy1.’ 

‘For how long is the spell to be upon you?’ said 
Lir. 

‘None can relieve us till the woman from the south 
and the man from the north come together, till 
Lairgnen of Connaught wed Deoch of Munster.’

Th en Lir and his people raised their shouts of grief, 
crying, and lamentation, and they stayed by the shore 
of the lake listening to the wild music of the swans 

1 through her ill mind and her jealousy — (устар.) из-за 
ее злобы и ревности
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until the swans fl ew away, and King Lir went on to the 
hall of Dearg the king. He told Dearg the king what 
Oifa had done to his children. And Dearg put his 
power upon Oifa and bade her say what shape on earth 
she would think the worst of all. She said it would be 
in the form of an air-demon. ‘It is into that form I shall 
put you,’ said Dearg the king, and he struck her with 
a druid’s wand of spells and wizardry and put her into 
the form of an air-demon. And she fl ew away at once, 
and she is still an air-demon, and shall be so for 
ever.

But the children of Lir continued to delight the 
Milesian clans with the very sweet fairy music of their 
songs, so that no delight was ever heard in Erin to 
compare with their music until the time came 
appointed for the leaving the Lake of the Red Eye.

Th en Fingula sang this parting lay:
‘Farewell to thee, Dearg the king, 
Master of all druid’s lore! 
Farewell to thee, our father dear, 
Lir of the Hill of the White Field!
‘We go to pass the appointed time 
Away and apart from the haunts of men 
In the current of the Moyle, 
Our garb shall be bitter and briny,
‘Until Deoch come to Lairgnen. 
So come, ye brothers of once ruddy cheeks; 
Let us depart from this Lake of the Red Eye, 
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Let us separate in sorrow from the tribe that has 
loved us.’

And aft er they took to fl ight, fl ying highly, lightly, 
aerially till they reached the Moyle, between Erin and 
Albain.

Th e men of Erin were grieved at their leaving, and 
it was proclaimed throughout Erin that henceforth 
no swan should be killed. Th en they stayed all solitary, 
all alone, fi lled with cold and grief and regret, until a 
thick tempest came upon them and Fingula said, 
‘Brothers, let us appoint a place to meet again if the 
power of the winds separate us.’ And they said, ‘Let 
us appoint to meet, O sister, at the Rock of the Seals.’ 
Th en the waves rose up and the thunder roared, the 
lightnings fl ashed, the sweeping tempest passed over 
the sea, so that the children of Lir were scattered from 
each other over the great sea. Th ere came, however, a 
placid calm aft er the great tempest and Fingula found 
herself alone, and she said this lay:

‘Woe upon me1 that I am alive! 
My wings are frozen to my sides.
Beloved three, 
O beloved three,
Who hid under the shelter of my feathers, 
Until the dead come back to the living 
And the three shall never meet again!’

1 Woe upon me — (устар.) Горе мне
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And she fl ew to the Lake of the Seals and soon saw 
Conn coming towards her with heavy step and 
drenched feathers, and Fiachra also, cold and wet and 
faint, and no word could they tell, so cold and faint 
were they: but she nestled them under her wings and 
said, ‘If Aod could come to us now our happiness 
would be complete.’ But soon they saw Aod coming 
towards them with dry head and preened feathers. 
Fingula put him under the feathers of her breast, and 
Fiachra under her right wing, and Conn under her 
left , and they made this lay:

‘Bad was our stepmother with us, 
She played her magic on us, 
Sending us north on the sea 
In the shapes of magical swans.
‘Our bath upon the shore’s ridge 
Is the foam of the brine-crested tide, 
Our share of the ale feast 
Is the brine of the blue-crested sea.’
One day they saw a splendid cavalcade of pure 

white steeds coming towards them, and when they 
came near they were the two sons of Dearg the king 
who had been seeking for them to give them news of 
Dearg the king and Lir their father. 

‘Th ey are well,’ they said, ‘and live together happy 
in all except that ye are not with them, and for not 
knowing where ye have gone since the day ye left  the 
Lake of the Red Eye.’ 
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‘Happy are not we,’ said Fingula, and she sang this 
song:

‘Happy this night the household of Lir, 
Abundant their meat and their wine. 
But the children of Lir — what is their lot1? 
For bedclothes we have our feathers, 
And as for our food and our wine — 
Th e white sand and the bitter brine, 
Fiachra’s bed and Conn’s place 
Under the cover of my wings on the Moyle, 
Aod has the shelter of my breast, 
And so side by side we rest.’
So the sons of Dearg the king came to the hall of 

Lir and told the king the condition of his children.
Th en the time came for the children of Lir to fulfi l 

their lot, and they fl ew, in the current of the Moyle to 
the Bay of Erris, and remained there till the time of 
their fate, and then they fl ew to the Hill of the White 
Field and found all desolate and empty, with nothing 
but unroofed green raths and forests of nettles — no 
house, no fi re, no dwelling-place. Th e four came close 
together, and they raised three shouts of lamentation 
aloud, and Fingula sang this lay:

‘Uchone! It is bitterness to my heart 
To see my father’s place forlorn — 
No hounds, no packs of dogs, 

1 what is their lot — (устар.) какова их судьба
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No women, and no valiant kings.
‘No drinking-horns, no cups of wood, 
No drinking in its lightsome halls. 
Uchone! I see the state of this house 
Th at its lord our father lives no more.
‘Much have we suff ered in our wandering years, 
By winds buff eted, by cold frozen; 
Now has come the greatest of our pain — 
Th ere lives no man who knoweth us in
the house where we were born.’
So the children of Lir fl ew away to the Glory Isle 

of Brandan the saint, and they settled upon the Lake 
of the Birds until the holy Patrick came to Erin and 
the holy Mac Howg came to Glory Isle.

And the first night he came to the island the 
children of Lir heard the voice of his bell ringing for 
matins1, so that they started and leaped about in terror 
at hearing it; and her brothers left  Fingula alone. 

‘What is it, beloved brothers?’ said she. 
‘We know not what faint, fearful voice it is we have 

heard.’ 
Th en Fingula recited this lay:
‘Listen to the cleric’s bell, 
Poise your wings and raise 
Th anks to God for his coming, 

1 bell ringing for matins — (устар.) колокол, звонящий 
к заутрене
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Be grateful that you hear him,
‘He shall free you from pain, 
And bring you from the rocks and stones. 
Ye comely children of Lir 
Listen to the bell of the cleric.’
And Mac Howg came down to the brink of the 

shore and said to them, ‘Are ye the children of Lir?’ 
‘We are indeed,’ said they. 
‘Th anks be to God!’ said the saint. ‘It is for your 

sakes I have come to this Isle beyond every other island 
in Erin. Come ye to land now and put your trust in 
me1.’ 

So they came to land, and he made for them chains 
of bright white silver, and put a chain between Aod 
and Fingula and a chain between Conn and Fiachra.

It happened at this time that Lairgnen was prince 
of Connaught and he was to wed Deoch the daughter 
of the king of Munster. She had heard the account of 
the birds and she became fi lled with love and aff ection 
for them, and she said she would not wed till she had 
the wondrous birds of Glory Isle. Lairgnen sent for 
them to the saint Mac Howg. But the saint would not 
give them, and both Lairgnen and Deoch went to 
Glory Isle. And Lairgnen went to seize the birds from 
the altar, but as soon as he had laid hands on them 
their feathery coats fell off , and the three sons of Lir 

1 put your trust in me — (устар.) доверьтесь мне
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became three withered bony old men, and Fingula, a 
lean withered old woman without blood or fl esh. 
Lairgnen started at this and left  the place hastily, but 
Fingula chanted this lay:

‘Come and baptise us, O cleric, 
Clear away our stains! 
Th is day I see our grave — Fiachra and Conn on 

each side, 
And in my lap, between my two arms, 
Place Aod, my beauteous brother.’
Aft er this lay, the children of Lir were baptised. 

And they died, and were buried as Fingula had said, 
Fiachra and Conn on either side, and Aod before her 
face. A cairn was raised for them1, and on it their 
names were written in runes. And that is the fete of 
the children of Lir.

PADDY O’KELLY 
AND THE WEASEL

A long time ago there was once a man of the name 
of Paddy O’Kelly, living near Tuam, in the county 
Galway. He rose up one morning early, and he did not 

1 A cairn was raised for them — (устар.) В память о них 
была сложена пирамида из камней
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know what time of day it was, for there was fi ne light 
coming from the moon. He wanted to go to the fair 
of Cauher-na-mart to sell a sturk of an ass that he 
had.

He had not gone more than three miles of the road 
when a great darkness came on, and a shower began 
falling. He saw a large house among trees about fi ve 
hundred yards in from the road, and he said to himself 
that he would go to that house till the shower would 
be over. When he got to the house he found the door 
open before him, and in with him. He saw a large room 
to his left , and a fi ne fi re in the grate. He sat down on 
a stool that was beside the wall, and began falling 
asleep, when he saw a big weasel coming to the fi re 
with something yellow in his mouth, which it dropped 
on the hearthstone, and then it went away. She soon 
came back again with the same thing in her mouth, 
and he saw that it was a guinea she had. She dropped 
it on the hearth-stone, and went away again. She was 
coming and going, until there was a great heap of 
guineas on the hearth. But at last, when she got her 
gone, Paddy rose up, thrust all the gold she had 
gathered into his pockets, and out with him1.

He had not gone far till he heard the weasel coming 
aft er him, and she screeching as loud as a bagpipes. 
She went before Paddy and got on the road, and she 

1 and out with him — (устар.) и ушел
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was twisting herself back and forwards, and trying to 
get a hold of his throat. Paddy had a good oak stick, 
and he kept her from him, until two men came up 
who were going to the same fair, and one of them had 
a good dog, and it routed the weasel into a hole in the 
wall.

Paddy went to the fair, and instead of coming home 
with the money he got for his old ass, as he thought 
would be the way with him in the morning, he went 
and bought a horse with some of the money he took 
from the weasel, and he came home riding. When he 
came to the place where the dog had routed the weasel 
into the hole in the wall, she came out before him, 
gave a leap, and caught the horse by the throat. Th e 
horse made off 1, and Paddy could not stop him, till at 
last he gave a leap into a big drain that was full up of 
water and black mud, and he was drowning and 
choking as fast as he could, until men who were 
coming from Galway came up and drove away the 
weasel.

Paddy brought the horse home with him, and put 
him into the cow’s byre and fell asleep.

Next morning, the day on the morrow, Paddy rose 
up early, and went out to give his horse hay and oats. 
When he got to the door he saw the weasel coming 
out of the byre and she covered with blood.

1 made off  — (разг.) резко сорвалась; быстро помчала
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‘My seven thousand curses on you,’ said Paddy, ‘but 
I’m afraid you’ve done harm.’

He went in and found the horse, a pair of milch 
cows, and two calves dead. He came out and set a dog 
he had aft er the weasel. Th e dog got a hold of her, and 
she got a hold of the dog. Th e dog was a good one, but 
he was forced to loose his hold of her before Paddy 
could come up. He kept his eye on her, however, all 
through, until he saw her creeping into a little hovel 
that was on the brink of a lake. Paddy came running, 
and when he got to the little hut he gave the dog a 
shake to rouse him up and put anger on him1, and 
then he sent him in. When the dog went in he began 
barking. Paddy went in aft er him, and saw an old hag 
in the corner. He asked her if she saw a weasel coming 
in there.

‘I did not,’ said she. ‘I’m all destroyed with a plague 
of sickness, and if you don’t go out quick, you’ll catch 
it from me.’

While Paddy and the hag were talking, the dog 
kept moving in all the time, till at last he gave a leap 
and caught the hag by the throat. She screeched and 
said, ‘Paddy Kelly, take off  your dog, and I’ll make you 
a rich man.’

1 put anger on him — (устар.) выместить на нем свою 
злобу
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Paddy made the dog loose his hold, and said, ‘Tell 
me who you are, or why did you kill my horse and my 
cows?’

‘And why did you bring away my gold that I was 
gathering for fi ve hundred years throughout the hills 
and hollows of the world?’

‘I thought you were a weasel,’ said Paddy, ‘or I 
wouldn’t touch your gold; and another thing,’ says he, 
‘if you’re for fi ve hundred years in this world, it’s time 
for you to go to rest now.’

‘I committed a great crime in my youth,’ said the 
hag, ‘and now I am to be released from my suff erings 
if you can pay twenty pounds for a hundred and three-
score1 masses for me.’

‘Where’s the money?’ said Paddy.
‘Go and dig under a bush that’s over a little well in 

the corner of that fi eld there without, and you’ll get a 
pot fi lled with gold. Pay the twenty pounds for the 
masses, and yourself shall have the rest. When you’ll 
lift  the fl ag off  the pot, you’ll see a big black dog com-
ing out; but don’t be afraid before him; he is a son of 
mine. When you get the gold, buy the house in which 
you saw me at fi rst. You’ll get it cheap, for it has the 
name of there being a ghost in it. My son will be down 
in the cellar. He’ll do you no harm, but he’ll be a good 

1 a hundred and three-score — (устар.) сто шестьдесят 
(score — два десятка)
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friend to you. I shall be dead a month from this day, 
and when you get me dead, put a coal under this little 
hut and burn it. Don’t tell a living soul anything about 
me — and the luck will be on you.’

‘What is your name?’ said Paddy.
‘Mary Kerwan,’ said the hag.
Paddy went home, and when the darkness of the 

night came on, he took with him a spade and went to 
the bush that was in the corner of the fi eld, and began 
digging. It was not long till he found the pot, and when 
he took the fl ag off  of it a big black dog leaped out, 
and off  and away with him, and Paddy’s dog aft er 
him.

Paddy brought home the gold, and hid it in the 
cowhouse. About a month aft er that he went to the 
fair of Galway, and bought a pair of cows, a horse, and 
a dozen sheep. Th e neighbours did not know where 
he had got all the money; they said that he had a share 
with the good people.

One day Paddy dressed himself, and went to the 
gentleman who owned the large house where he fi rst 
saw the weasel, and asked to buy the house of him, 
and the land that was round about.

‘You can have the house without paying any rent 
at all; but there is a ghost in it, and I wouldn’t like you 
to go to live in it without my telling you, but I couldn’t 
part with the land without getting a hundred pounds 
more than you have to off er me.’
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‘Perhaps I have as much as you have, yourself,’ said 
Paddy. ‘I’ll be here tomorrow with the money, if you’re 
ready to give me possession.’

‘I’ll be ready,’ said the gentleman.
Paddy went home and told his wife that he had 

bought a large house and a holding of land.
‘Where did you get the money?’ says his wife.
‘Isn’t it all one to you1 where I got it?’ says Paddy.
Th e day on the morrow Paddy went to the gentle-

man, gave him the money, and got possession of the 
house and land; and the gentleman left him the 
furniture and everything that was in the house, into 
the bargain.

Paddy remained in the house that night, and when 
darkness came he went down to the cellar, and he saw 
a little man with his two legs spread on a barrel.

‘God save you, honest man,’ says he to Paddy.
‘Th e same to you,’ says Paddy.
‘Don’t be afraid of me, at all,’ says the little man. ‘I’ll 

be a friend to you, if you are able to keep a secret.’
‘I am able, indeed; I kept your mother’s secret, and 

I’ll keep yours as well.’
‘Maybe you’re thirsty?’ said the little man.
‘I’m not free from it2,’ said Paddy.

1 Isn’t it all one to you — (разг.) Какая тебе разница; 
тебе не все ли равно

2 I’m not free from it — (устар.) Конечно хочу (пить)
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Th e little man put a hand in his bosom and drew 
out a gold goblet. He gave it to Paddy, and said, ‘Draw 
wine out of that barrel under me.’

Paddy drew the full up of the goblet, and handed 
it to the little man.

‘Drink yourself fi rst,’ says he.
Paddy drank, drew another goblet, and handed it 

to the little man, and he drank it.
‘Fill up and drink again,’ said the little man. ‘I have 

a mind1 to be merry tonight.’
Th e pair of them sat there drinking until they were 

half drunk. Th en the little man gave a leap down to 
the fl oor, and said to Paddy, ‘Don’t you like music?’

‘I do, surely,’ said Paddy, ‘and I’m a good dancer, 
too.’

‘Lift  up the big fl ag over there in the corner2, and 
you’ll get my pipes under it.’

Paddy lift ed the fl ag, got the pipes, and gave them 
to the little man. He squeezed the pipes on him, and 
began playing melodious music. Paddy began dancing 
till he was tired. Th en they had another drink, and the 
little man said, ‘Do as my mother told you, and I’ll 
show you great riches. You can bring your wife in here, 
but don’t tell her that I’m there, and she won’t see me. 

1 I have a mind — (разг.) Я не прочь
2 Lift  up the big fl ag over there in the corner — (устар.) 

Подними большую плиту в том углу
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Any time at all that ale or wine are wanting, come here 
and draw. Farewell, now; go to sleep, and come again 
to me tomorrow night.’

Paddy went to bed, and it wasn’t long till he fell 
asleep.

On the morning of the day on the morrow, Paddy 
went home, and brought his wife and children to the 
big house, and they were very comfortable. Th at night 
Paddy went down to the cellar; the little man welcomed 
him and asked him did he wish to dance?

‘Not till I get a drink,’ said Paddy.
‘Drink your fi ll,’ said the little man. ‘Th at barrel 

will never be empty as long as you live.’
Paddy drank the full of the goblet, and gave a drink 

to the little man. Th en the little man said to him, ‘I 
am going to the Fortress of the Fairies tonight, to play 
music for the good people, and if you come with me 
you’ll see fi ne fun. I’ll give you a horse that you never 
saw the like of him before.’

‘I’ll go with you, and welcome,’ said Paddy; ‘but 
what excuse will I make to my wife?’

‘I’ll bring you away from her side without her know-
ing it, when you are both asleep together, and I’ll bring 
you back to her the same way,’ said the little man.

‘I’m obedient,’ says Paddy. ‘We’ll have another drink 
before I leave you.’

He drank drink aft er drink, till he was half drunk, 
and he went to bed with his wife.



IR
IS

H
 T

A
L

E
S

122

When he awoke he found himself riding on a broom 
near Doon-na-shee, and the little man riding on 
another besom by his side. When they came as far as 
the green hill of the Doon, the little man said a couple 
of words that Paddy did not understand. Th e green hill 
opened, and the pair went into a fi ne chamber.

Paddy never saw before a gathering like that which 
was in the Doon. Th e whole place was full up of little 
people, men and women, young and old. Th ey all 
welcomed little Donal — that was the name of the 
piper — and Paddy O’Kelly. Th e king and queen of 
the fairies came up to them, and said, ‘we are all going 
on a visit tonight to Cnoc Matha, to the high king and 
queen of our people.’

Th ey all rose up then and went out. Th ere were 
horses ready for each one of them, and the coash-t’ya 
bower for the king and queen. Th e king and queen 
got into the coach, each man leaped on his own horse, 
and be certain that Paddy was not behind. Th e piper 
went out before them1, and began playing them music, 
and then off  and away with them. It was not long till 
they came to Cnoc Matha. Th e hill opened, and the 
king of the fairy host passed in.

Finvara and Nuala were there, the arch-king and 
queen of the fairy host of Connacht, and thousands 

1 Th e piper went out before them — (разг.) Волынщик 
шел впереди (процессии)
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of little persons. Finvara came up and said, ‘We are 
going to play a hurling match tonight against the fairy 
host of Munster, and unless we beat them our fame is 
gone for ever. The match is to be fought out on 
Moytura, under Slieve Belgadaun.’

Th e Connacht host cried out, ‘We are all ready, and 
we have no doubt but we’ll beat them.’

‘Out with ye all,’ cried the high king; ‘the men of 
the hill of Nephin will be on the ground before us.’

Th ey all went out, and little Donal and twelve 
pipers more before them, playing melodious music. 
When they came to Moytura, the fairy host of Munster 
and the fairy men of the hill of Nephin were there 
before them. Now it is necessary for the fairy host to 
have two live men beside them when they are fi ghting 
or at a hurling match, and that was the reason that 
little Donal took Paddy O’Kelly with him. Th ere was 
a man they called the ‘Yellow Stongirya’, with the fairy 
host of Munster, from Ennis, in the County Clare.

It was not long till the two hosts took sides; the ball 
was thrown up between them, and the fun began in 
earnest1.

Th ey were hurling away, and the pipers playing 
music, until Paddy O’Kelly saw the host of Munster 
getting the strong hand, and he began helping the fairy 

1 and the fun began in earnest — (разг.) тут-то и нача-
лось настоящее веселье
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host of Connacht. Th e Stongirya came up and he made 
at Paddy O’Kelly, but Paddy turned him head over 
heels. From hurling the two hosts began at fi ghting, 
but it was not long until the host of Connacht beat the 
other host. Th en the host of Munster made fl ying 
beetles of themselves, and they began eating every 
green thing that they came up to. Th ey were destroying 
the country before them until they came as far as 
Cong. Th en there rose up thousands of doves out of 
the hole, and they swallowed down the beetles. Th at 
hole has no other name until this day but Pull-na-
gullam, the dove’s hole.

When the fairy host of Connacht won their battle, 
they came back to Cnoc Matha joyous enough, and 
the king Finvara gave Paddy O’Kelly a purse of gold, 
and the little piper brought him home, and put him 
into bed beside his wife, and left  him sleeping there. 
A month went by aft er that without anything worth 
mentioning, until one night Paddy went down to the 
cellar, and the little man said to him, ‘My mother is 
dead; burn the house over her.’ 

‘It is true for you,’ said Paddy. ‘She told me that she 
hadn’t but a month to be in the world, and the month 
was up yesterday.’

On the next morning of the next day Paddy went 
to the hut and he found the hag dead. He put a coal 
under the hut and burned it. He came home and told 
the little man that the hag was burnt. Th e little man 
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gave him a purse and said to him, ‘Th is purse will 
never be empty as long as you are alive. Now, you will 
never see me more; but have a loving remembrance 
of the weasel. She was the beginning and the prime 
cause1 of your riches.’ Th en he went away and Paddy 
never saw him again.

Paddy O’Kelly and his wife lived for years aft er this 
in the large house, and when he died he left  great 
wealth behind him, and a large family to spend it.

Th ere now is the story for you, from the fi rst word 
to the last, as I heard it from my grandmother.

THE VISION 
OF MACCONGLINNEY

Cathal, king of Munster, was a good king and a 
great warrior. But there came to dwell within him a 
lawless evil beast, that affl  icted him with hunger that 
ceased not2, and might not be satisfi ed, so that he 
would devour a pig, a cow, and a bull calf and three-
score cakes of pure wheat, and a vat of new ale, for his 
breakfast, whilst as for his great feast, what he ate there 

1 the beginning and the prime cause — (разг.) начало и 
первопричина

2 hunger that ceased not — (устар.) неутомимый голод
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passes account or reckoning. He was like this for three 
half-years, and during that time it was the ruin of 
Munster he was, and it is likely he would have ruined 
all Ireland in another half-year.

Now there lived in Armagh a famous young scholar 
and his name was Anier MacConglinney. He heard of 
the strange disease of King Cathal, and of the abundance 
of food and drink, of whitemeats, ale and mead, there 
were always to be found at the king’s court. Th ither then 
was he minded to go to try his own fortune, and to see 
of what help he could be to the king.

He arose early in the morning and tucked up his 
shirt and wrapped him in the folds of his white cloak. 
In his right hand he grasped his even-poised knotty 
staff , and going right-hand-wise round his home, he 
bade farewell to his tutors and started off .

He journeyed across all Ireland till he came to the 
house of Pichan. And there he stayed and told tales, 
and made all merry. But Pichan said, ‘Th ough great thy 
mirth, son of learning, it does not make me glad.’

‘And why?’ asked MacConglinney.
‘Knowest thou not, scholar, that Cathal is coming 

here tonight with all his host. And if the great host is 
troublesome, the king’s fi rst meal is more troublesome 
still; and troublesome though the first be, most 
troublesome of all is the great feast. Th ree things are 
wanted for this last: a bushel of oats, and a bushel of 
wild apples, and a bushel of fl our cakes.’ 
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‘What reward would you give me if I shield you 
from the king from this hour to the same hour 
tomorrow?’

‘A white sheep from every fold1 between Cam and 
Cork.’

‘I will take that,’ said MacConglinney.
Cathal, the king, came with the companies, and a 

host of horse of the Munster men. But Cathal did not 
let the thong of his shoe be half loosed before he began 
supplying his mouth with both hands from the apples 
round about him. Pichan and all the men of Munster 
looked on sadly and sorrowfully. Then rose 
MacConglinney, hastily and impatiently, and seized 
a stone, against which swords were used to be 
sharpened; this he thrust into his mouth and began 
grinding his teeth against the stone.

‘What makes thee mad, son of learning?’ asked 
Cathal.

‘I grieve to see you eating alone,’ said the scholar.
Th en the king was ashamed and fl ung him the 

apples, and it is said that for three half-years he had 
not performed such an act of humanity.

‘Grant me a further boon2,’ said MacConglinney.

1 from every fold — (устар.) из каждого загона для 
овец

2 Grant me a further boon — (устар.) Выполните еще 
одну мою просьбу
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‘It is granted, on my troth,’ said the king.
‘Fast with me the whole night,’ said the scholar.
And grievous though it was to the king, he did so, 

for he had passed his princely troth, and no king of 
Munster might transgress that.

In the morning MacConglinney called for juicy 
old bacon, and tender corned beef, honey in the comb, 
and English salt on a beautiful polished dish of white 
silver. A fi re he lighted of oak wood without smoke, 
without fumes, without sparks.

And sticking spits into the portion of meat, he set 
to work to roast them. Th en he shouted, ‘Ropes and 
cords here.’

Ropes and cords were given to him, and the 
strongest of the warriors.

And they seized the king and bound him securely, 
and made him fast with knots and hooks and staples. 
When the king was thus fastened, MacConglinney sat 
himself down before him, and taking his knife out of 
his girdle, he carved the portion of meat that was on 
the spits, and every morsel he dipped in the honey, 
and, passing it in front of the king’s mouth, put it in 
his own.

When the king saw that he was getting nothing, 
and he had been fasting for twenty-four hours, he 
roared and bellowed, and commanded the killing of 
the scholar. But that was not done for him.
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‘Listen, king of Munster,’ said MacConglinney, ‘a 
vision appeared to me last night, and I will relate it to 
you.’

He then began his vision, and as he related it he 
put morsel aft er morsel past Cathal’s mouth into his 
own.

‘A lake of new milk I beheld
In the midst of a fair plain,
Th erein a well-appointed house,
Th atched with butter.
Puddings fresh boiled,
Such were its thatch-rods,
Its two soft  door posts of custard,
Its beds of glorious bacon.
Cheeses were the palisades,
Sausages the raft ers.
Truly ’twas a rich fi lled house,
In which was great store of good feed.
‘Such was the vision I beheld, and a voice sounded 

into my ears. “Go now, thither, MacConglinney, for 
you have no power of eating in you.” “What must I 
do,” said I, for the sight of that had made me greedy. 
Th en the voice bade me go to the hermitage of the 
Wizard Doctor, and there I should fi nd appetite for 
all kinds of savoury tender sweet food, acceptable to 
the body.

‘Th ere in the harbour of the lake before me I saw 
a juicy little coracle of beef; its thwarts were of curds, 
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its prow of lard; its stern of butter; its oars were fl itches 
of venison. Th en I rowed across the wide expanse of 
the New Milk Lake, through seas of broth, past river 
mouths of meat, over swelling boisterous waves of 
butter milk, by perpetual pools of savoury lard, by 
islands of cheese, by headlands of old curds, until I 
reached the fi rm level land between Butter Mount and 
Milk Lake, in the land of O’Early-eating, in front of 
the hermitage of the Wizard Doctor.

‘Marvellous, indeed, was the hermitage. Around it 
were seven-score hundred smooth stakes of old bacon, 
and instead of thorns above the top of every stake was 
fi xed juicy lard. Th ere was a gate of cream, whereon 
was a bolt of sausage. And there I saw the doorkeeper, 
Bacon Lad, son of Butterkins, son of Lardipole, with 
his smooth sandals of old bacon, his legging of pot-
meat round his shins, his tunic of corned beef, his 
girdle of salmon skin round him, his hood of fl ummery 
about him, his steed of bacon under him, with its four 
legs of custard, its four hoofs of oaten bread, its ears 
of curds, its two eyes of honey in its head; in his hand 
a whip, the cords whereof were four-and-twenty fair 
white puddings, and every juicy drop that fell from 
each of these puddings would have made a meal for 
an ordinary man.

‘On going in I beheld the Wizard Doctor with his 
two gloves of rump steak on his hands, setting order 
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the house, which was hung all round with tripe, from 
roof to fl oor.

‘I went into the kitchen, and there I saw the Wizard 
Doctor’s son, with his fi shing hook of lard in his hand, 
and the line was made of marrow, and he was angling 
in a lake of whey. Now he would bring up a fl itch of 
ham, and now a fi llet of corned beef. And as he was 
angling, he fell in, and was drowned.

‘As I set my foot across the threshold into the house, 
I saw a pure white bed of butter, on which I sat down, 
but I sank down into it up to the tips of my hair1. Hard 
work had the eight strongest men in the house to pull 
me out by the top of the crown of my head.

‘Th en I was taken into the Wizard Doctor. “What 
aileth thee?” said he.

‘My wish would be, that all the many wonderful 
viands of the world were before me, that I might eat 
my fi ll2 and satisfy my greed. But alas! Great is the 
misfortune to me, who cannot obtain any of these.

‘“On my word,” said the Doctor, “the disease is 
grievous. But thou shall take home with thee a 
medicine to cure thy disease, and shalt be for ever 
healed therefrom.”

‘“What is that?” asked I.

1 sank down into it up to the tips of my hair — (устар.) 
погрузился с головой

2 might eat my fi ll — (устар.) мог бы наесться досыта
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‘“When thou goest home tonight, warm thyself 
before a glowing red fi re of oak, made up on a dry 
hearth, so that its embers may warm thee, its blaze 
may not burn thee, its smoke may not touch thee. And 
make for thyself thrice nine morsels, and every morsel 
as big as a heath fowl’s egg, and in each morsel eight 
kinds of grain, wheat and barley, oats and rye, and 
therewith eight condiments, and to every condiment 
eight sauces. And when thou hast prepared thy food, 
take a drop of drink, a tiny drop, only as much as 
twenty men will drink, and let it be of thick milk, of 
yellow bubbling milk, of milk that will gurgle as it 
rushes down thy throat.

‘“And when thou hast done this, whatever disease 
thou hast, shall be removed. Go now,” said he, “in the 
name of cheese, and may the smooth juicy bacon 
protect thee, may yellow curdy cream protect, may 
the cauldron full of pottage protect thee.”’

Now, as MacConglinney recited his vision, what 
with the pleasure of the retital and the recounting of 
these many pleasant viands, and the sweet savour of 
the honeyed morsels roasting on the spits, the lawless 
beast that dwelt within the king, came forth until it 
was licking its lips outside its head.

Th en MacConglinney bent his hand with the two 
spits of food, and put them to the lips of the king, who 
longed to swallow them, wood, food, and all. So he 
took them an arm’s length away from the king, and 
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the lawless beast jumped from the throat of Cathal on 
to the spit. MacConglinney put the spit into the em-
bers, and upset the cauldron of the royal house over 
the spit. Th e house was emptied, so that not the value 
of a cockchafer’s leg was left  in it1, and four huge fi res 
were kindled here and there in it. When the house was 
a tower of red fl ame and a huge blaze, the lawless beast 
sprang to the rooft ree of the palace, and from thence 
he vanished, and was seen no more.

As for the king, a bed was prepared for him on a 
downy quilt, and musicians and singers entertained 
him going from noon till twilight. And when he awoke, 
this is what he bestowed upon the scholar — a cow from 
every farm, and a sheep from every house in Munster. 
Moreover, that so long as he lived, he should carve the 
king’s food, and sit at his right hand.

Th us was Cathal, king of Munster, cured of his 
craving, and MacConglinney honoured.

MORRAHA

Morraha rose in the morning and washed his 
hands and face, and said his prayers, and ate his food; 

1 not the value of a cockchafer’s leg was left  in it — 
(устар.) ничегошеньки там не осталось
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and he asked God to prosper the day for him. So he 
went down to the brink of the sea, and he saw a 
currach, short and green, coming towards him; and 
in it there was but one youthful champion1, and he 
was playing hurly from prow to stern of the currach. 
He had a hurl of gold and a ball of silver; and he 
stopped not till the currach was in on the shore; and 
he drew her up on the green grass, and put fastenings 
on her for a year and a day, whether he should be there 
all that time or should only be on land for an hour by 
the clock. And Morraha saluted the young man 
courteously; and the other saluted him in the same 
fashion, and asked him would he play a game of cards 
with him; and Morraha said that he had not the 
wherewithal2; and the other answered that he was 
never without a candle or the making of it; and he put 
his hand in his pocket and drew out a table and two 
chairs and a pack of cards, and they sat down on the 
chairs and went to card-playing. The first game 
Morraha won, and the Slender Red Champion bade 
him make his claim; and he asked that the land above 
him should be filled with stock of sheep in the 
morning. It was well; and he played no second game, 
but home he went.

1 youthful champion — (устар.) молодой атлет
2 he had not the wherewithal — (устар.) у него нет с со-

бой денег
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Th e next day Morraha went to the brink of the sea, 
and the young man came in the currach and asked 
him would he play cards; they played, and Morraha 
won. Th e young man bade him make his claim; and 
he asked that the land above should be fi lled with cattle 
in the morning. It was well; and he played no other 
game, but went home.

On the third morning Morraha went to the brink 
of the sea, and he saw the young man coming. He drew 
up his boat on the shore and asked him would he play 
cards. Th ey played, and Morraha won the game; and 
the young man bade him give his claim. And he said 
he would have a castle and a wife, the fi nest and fairest 
in the world; and they were his. It was well; and the 
Red Champion went away.

On the fourth day his wife asked him how he had 
found her. And he told her. ‘And I am going out,’ said 
he, ‘to play again today.’

‘I forbid you to go again to him. If you have won 
so much, you will lose more; have no more to do with 
him.’

But he went against her will, and he saw the currach 
coming; and the Red Champion was driving his balls 
from end to end of the currach; he had balls of silver 
and a hurl of gold, and he stopped not till he drew his 
boat on the shore, and made her fast for a year and a 
day. Morraha and he saluted each other; and he asked 
Morraha if he would play a game of cards, and they 
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played, and he won. Morraha said to him, ‘Give your 
claim now.’

Said he, ‘You will hear it too soon. I lay on you 
bonds of the art of the druid, not to sleep two nights 
in one house, nor fi nish a second meal at the one table, 
till you bring me the sword of light and news of the 
death of Anshgayliacht.’

He went home to his wife and sat down in a chair, 
and gave a groan, and the chair broke in pieces.

‘Th at is the groan of the son of a king under spells,’ 
said his wife; ‘and you had better have taken my 
counsel than that the spells should be on you.’

He told her he had to bring news of the death of 
Anshgayliacht and the sword of light to the Slender 
Red Champion.

‘Go out,’ said she, ‘in the morning of the morrow1, 
and take the bridle in the window, and shake it; and 
whatever beast, handsome or ugly, puts its head in it, 
take that one with you. Do not speak a word to her 
till she speaks to you; and take with you three pint 
bottles of ale and three sixpenny loaves, and do the 
thing she tells you; and when she runs to my father’s 
land, on a height above the castle, she will shake 
herself, and the bells will ring, and my father will say, 
“Brown Allree is in the land.” And if the son of a king 

1 in the morning of the morrow — (устар.) завтра 
утром
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or queen is there, bring him to me on your shoulders; 
but if it is the son of a poor man, let him come no 
further.’

He rose in the morning, and took the bridle that 
was in the window, and went out and shook it; and 
Brown Allree came and put her head in it. He took 
the three loaves and three bottles of ale, and went 
riding; and when he was riding she bent her head 
down to take hold of her feet with her mouth, in hopes 
he would speak in ignorance; but he spoke not a word 
during the time, and the mare at last spoke to him, 
and told him to dismount and give her her dinner. He 
gave her the sixpenny loaf toasted, and a bottle of ale 
to drink.

‘Sit up now riding, and take good heed of yourself: 
there are three miles of fi re I have to clear at a leap.’

She cleared the three miles of fi re at a leap, and 
asked if he were still riding, and he said he was. Th en 
they went on, and she told him to dismount and give 
her a meal; and he did so, and gave her a sixpenny loaf 
and a bottle; she consumed them and said to him there 
were before them three miles of hill covered with steel 
thistles, and that she must clear it. She cleared the hill 
with a leap1, and she asked him if he were still riding, 
and he said he was. Th ey went on, and she went not 

1 cleared the hill with a leap — (устар.) перепрыгнула 
гору одним махом
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far before she told him to give her a meal, and he gave 
her the bread and the bottleful. She went over three 
miles of sea with a leap, and she came then to the land 
of the king of France; she went up on a height above 
the castle, and she shook herself and neighed, and the 
bells rang; and the king said that it was Brown Allree 
was in the land.

‘Go out,’ said he; ‘and if it is the son of a king or 
queen, carry him in on your shoulders; if it is not, 
leave him there.’

Th ey went out; and the stars of the son of a king 
were on his breast; they lifted him high on their 
shoulders and bore him into the king. Th ey passed 
the night cheerfully, playing and drinking, with sport 
and with diversion, till the whiteness of the day came 
upon the morrow morning.

Th en the young king told the cause of his journey, 
and he asked the queen to give him counsel and good 
luck, and she told him everything he was to do.

‘Go now,’ said she, ‘and take with you the best mare 
in the stable, and go to the door of Rough Niall of the 
Speckled Rock, and knock, and call on him to give 
you news of the death of Anshgayliacht and the sword 
of light: and let the horse’s back be to the door, and 
apply the spurs, and away with you.’

In the morning he did so, and he took the best 
horse from the stable and rode to the door of Niall, 
and turned the horse’s back to the door, and demanded 
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news of the death of Anshgayliacht and the sword of 
light; then he applied the spurs, and away with him. 
Niall followed him hard1, and, as he was passing the 
gate, cut the horse in two. His wife was there with a 
dish of puddings and fl esh, and she threw it in his eyes 
and blinded him, and said, ‘Fool! Whatever kind of 
man it is that’s mocking you, isn’t that a fi ne condition 
you have got your father’s horse into?’

On the morning of the next day Morraha rose, and 
took another horse from the stable, and went again to 
the door of Niall, and knocked and demanded news 
of the death of Anshgayliacht and the sword of light, 
and applied the spurs to the horse and away with him. 
Niall followed, and as Morraha was passing, the gate 
cut the horse in two and took half the saddle with him; 
but his wife met him and threw fl esh in his eyes and 
blinded him.

On the third day, Morraha went again to the door 
of Niall; and Niall followed him, and as he was passing 
the gate, cut away the saddle from under him and the 
clothes from his back. Th en his wife said to Niall, ‘Th e 
fool that’s mocking you is out yonder in the little 
currach, going home; and take good heed to yourself, 
and don’t sleep one wink2 for three days.’

1 followed him hard — (устар.) долго гнался за ним
2 don’t sleep one wink — (разг.) глаз не смыкай
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For three days the little currach kept in sight, but 
then Niall’s wife came to him and said, ‘Sleep as much 
as you want now. He is gone.’

He went to sleep, and there was heavy sleep on 
him, and Morraha went in and took hold of the sword 
that was on the bed at his head. And the sword thought 
to draw itself out of the hand of Morraha; but it failed. 
Th en it gave a cry, and it wakened Niall, and Niall said 
it was a rude and rough thing to come into his house 
like that; and said Morraha to him, ‘Leave your much 
talking, or I will cut the head off  you. Tell me the news 
of the death of Anshgayliacht.’

‘Oh, you can have my head1.’
‘But your head is no good to me; tell me the story.’ 
‘Oh,’ said Niall’s wife, ‘you must get the story.’
‘Well,’ said Niall, ‘Let us sit down together till I tell 

the story. I thought no one would ever get it; but now 
it will be heard by all.’

Th e Story
When I was growing up, my mother taught me the 

language of the birds; and when I got married, I used 
to be listening to their conversation; and I would be 
laughing; and my wife would be asking me what was 
the reason of my laughing, but I did not like to tell 
her, as women are always asking questions. We went 

1 you can have my head — (зд.) лучше отруби мне голову
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out walking one fi ne morning, and the birds were 
arguing with one another. One of them said to another, 
‘Why should you be comparing yourself with me, 
when there is not a king nor knight that does not come 
to look at my tree?’

‘What advantage has your tree over mine, on which 
there are three rods of magic mastery growing?’

When I heard them arguing, and knew that the 
rods were there, I began to laugh.

‘Oh,’ asked my wife, ‘why are you always laughing? 
I believe it is at myself you are jesting, and I’ll walk 
with you no more.’

‘Oh, it is not about you I am laughing. It is because 
I understand the language of the birds.’

Th en I had to tell her what the birds were saying 
to one another; and she was greatly delighted, and she 
asked me to go home, and she gave orders to the cook 
to have breakfast ready at six o’clock in the morning. 
I did not know why she was going out early, and 
breakfast was ready in the morning at the hour she 
appointed1. She asked me to go out walking. I went 
with her. She went to the tree, and asked me to cut a 
rod for her.

‘Oh, I will not cut it. Are we not better without it?’
‘I will not leave this until I get the rod, to see if 

there is any good in it.’

1 at the hour she appointed — (устар.) в назначенный час
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I cut the rod and gave it to her. She turned from 
me and struck a blow on a stone, and changed it; and 
she struck a second blow on me, and made of me a 
black raven, and she went home and left  me aft er her. 
I thought she would come back; she did not come, 
and I had to go into a tree till morning. In the morning, 
at six o’clock, there was a bellman out1, proclaiming 
that everyone who killed a raven would get a four-
penny-bit. At last you could not fi nd man or boy 
without a gun, nor, if you were to walk three miles, a 
raven that was not killed. I had to make a nest in the 
top of the parlour chimney, and hide myself all day 
till night came, and go out to pick up a bit to support 
me, till I spent a month. Here she is herself to say if it 
is a lie I am telling.

‘It is not,’ said she.
Th en I saw her out walking. I went up to her, and 

I thought she would turn me back to my own shape, 
and she struck me with the rod and made of me an 
old white horse, and she ordered me to be put to a cart 
with a man, to draw stones from morning till night. I 
was worse off  then.2 She spread abroad a report that 
I had died suddenly in my bed, and prepared a coffi  n, 
and waked and buried me. Th en she had no trouble. 

1 there was a bellman out — (устар.) вышел глашатай
2 I was worse off  then. — (устар.) Тут мне стало еще 

хуже.
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But when I got tired I began to kill everyone who came 
near me, and I used to go into the haggard every night 
and destroy the stacks of corn; and when a man came 
near me in the morning I would follow him till I broke 
his bones. Everyone got afraid of me. When she saw 
I was doing mischief she came to meet me, and I 
thought she would change me. And she did change 
me, and made a fox of me. When I saw she was doing 
me every sort of damage I went away from her. I knew 
there was a badger’s hole in the garden, and I went 
there till night came, and I made great slaughter 
among the geese and ducks. Th ere she is herself to say 
if I am telling a lie.

‘Oh! You are telling nothing but the truth, only less 
than the truth.’

When she had enough of my killing the fowl she 
came out into the garden, for she knew I was in the 
badger’s hole. She came to me and made me a wolf. 
I had to be off , and go to an island, where no one at 
all would see me, and now and then I used to be 
killing sheep, for there were not many of them, and 
I was afraid of being seen and hunted; and so I passed 
a year, till a shepherd saw me among the sheep and 
a pin-suit was made aft er me. And when the dogs 
came near me there was no place for me to escape 
to from them; but I recognised the sign of the king 
among the men, and I made for him, and the king 
cried out to stop the hounds. I took a leap upon the 
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front of the king’s saddle, and the woman behind 
cried out, ‘My king and my lord, kill him, or he will 
kill you!’

‘Oh! He will not kill me. He knew me; he must be 
pardoned.’

Th e king took me home with him, and gave orders 
I should be well cared for. I was so wise, when I got 
food, I would not eat one morsel until I got a knife 
and fork. Th e man told the king, and the king came 
to see if it was true, and I got a knife and fork, and I 
took the knife in one paw and the fork in the other, 
and I bowed to the king. Th e king gave orders to bring 
him drink, and it came; and the king fi lled a glass of 
wine and gave it to me.

I took hold of it in my paw and drank it, and 
thanked the king.

‘On my honour1,’ said he, ‘it is some king or other 
has lost him, when he came on the island; and I will 
keep him, as he is trained; and perhaps he will serve 
us yet.’

And this is the sort of king he was — a king who 
had not a child living. Eight sons were born to him 
and three daughters, and they were stolen the same 
night they were born. No matter what guard was 
placed over them, the child would be gone in the 
morning. A twelft h child now came to the queen, and 

1 On my honour — (устар.) Клянусь честью



M
O

R
R

A
H

A

145

the king took me with him to watch the baby. Th e 
women were not satisfi ed with me.

‘Oh,’ said the king, ‘what was all your watching ever 
good for? One that was born to me I have not; I will 
leave this one in the dog’s care, and he will not let 
it go.’

A coupling was put between me and the cradle1, 
and when everyone went to sleep I was watching till 
the person woke who attended in the daytime; but I 
was there only two nights; when it was near the day, 
I saw a hand coming down through the chimney, and 
the hand was so big that it took round the child 
altogether, and thought to take him away. I caught 
hold of the hand above the wrist, and as I was fastened 
to the cradle, I did not let go my hold till I cut the hand 
from the wrist, and there was a howl from the person 
without. I laid the hand in the cradle with the child, 
and as I was tired I fell asleep; and when I awoke, I 
had neither child nor hand; and I began to howl, and 
the king heard me, and he cried out that something 
was wrong with me, and he sent servants to see what 
was the matter with me, and when the messenger came 
he saw me covered with blood, and he could not see 
the child; and he went to the king and told him the 
child was not to be got. Th e king came and saw the 

1 A coupling was put between me and the cradle — 
(устар.) Меня привязали к колыбели
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cradle coloured with the blood, and he cried out, 
‘Where has the child gone?’ and everyone said it was 
the dog had eaten it.

Th e king said, ‘It is not: loose him, and he will get 
the pursuit himself.’

When I was loosed, I found the scent of the blood 
till I came to a door of the room in which the child 
was. I went back to the king and took hold of him, 
and went back again and began to tear at the door. 
Th e king followed me and asked for the key. Th e 
servant said it was in the room of the stranger woman. 
Th e king caused search to be made for her, and she 
was not to be found. ‘I will break the door,’ said the 
king, ‘as I can’t get the key.’ Th e king broke the door, 
and I went in, and went to the trunk, and the king 
asked for a key to unlock it. He got no Key, and he 
broke the lock. When he opened the trunk, the child 
and the hand were stretched side by side, and the 
child was asleep. Th e king took the hand and ordered 
a woman to come for the child, and he sho wed the 
hand to everyone in the house. But the stranger 
woman was gone, and she did not see the king — 
and here she is herself to say if I am telling lies of 
her.

‘Oh, it’s nothing but the truth you have!’
Th e king did not allow me to be tied any more. He 

said there was nothing so much to wonder at as that 
I cut the hand off , as I was tied.
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Th e child was growing till he was a year old. He 
was beginning to walk, and no one cared for him more 
than I did. He was growing till he was three, and he 
was running out every minute; so the king ordered a 
silver chain to be put between me and the child, that 
he might not go away from me. I was out with him in 
the garden every day, and the king was as proud as 
the world of the child1. He would be watching him 
everywhere we went, till the child grew so wise that 
he would loose the chain and get off . But one day that 
he loosed it I failed to fi nd him; and I ran into the 
house and searched the house, but there was no getting 
him for me. Th e king cried to go out and fi nd the child, 
that had got loose from the dog. Th ey went searching 
for him, but could not fi nd him. When they failed 
altogether to fi nd him, there remained no more favour 
with the king towards me, and everyone disliked me, 
and I grew weak, for I did not get a morsel to eat half 
the time.

When summer came, I said I would try and go 
home to my own country. I went away one fine 
morning, and I went swimming, and God helped me 
till I came home. I went into the garden, for I knew 
there was a place in the garden where I could hide 
myself, for fear my wife should see me. In the morning 

1 was as proud as the world of the child — (устар.) очень 
гордился своим сыном
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I saw her out walking, and the child with her, held by 
the hand. I pushed out to see the child, and as he was 
looking about him everywhere, he saw me and called 
out, ‘I see my shaggy papa. Oh!’ said he. ‘Oh, my heart’s 
love, my shaggy papa, come here till I see you!’

I was afraid the woman would see me, as she was 
asking the child where he saw me, and he said I was 
up in a tree; and the more the child called me, the 
more I hid myself. Th e woman took the child home 
with her, but I knew he would be up early in the 
morning.

I went to the parlour-window, and the child was 
within, and he playing. When he saw me he cried out, 
‘Oh! My heart’s love, come here till I see you, shaggy 
papa.’ I broke the window and went in, and he began 
to kiss me. I saw the rod in front of the chimney, and 
I jumped up at the rod and knocked it down. ‘Oh! My 
heart’s love, no one would give me the pretty rod,’ said 
he. I hoped he would strike me with the rod, but he 
did not. When I saw the time was short I raised my 
paw, and I gave him a scratch below the knee. ‘Oh! 
You naughty, dirty, shaggy papa, you have hurt me so 
much, I’ll give you a blow of the rod.’ He struck me a 
light blow, and so I came back to my own shape again. 
When he saw a man standing before him he gave a 
cry, and I took him up in my arms. Th e servants heard 
the child. A maid came into see what was the matter 
with him. When she saw me she gave a cry out of her, 
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and she said, ‘Oh, if the master isn’t come to life 
again1!’

Another came in, and said it was he really. When 
the mistress heard of it, she came to see with her 
own eyes, for she would not believe I was there; and 
when she saw me she said she’d drown herself. But I 
said to her, ‘If you yourself will keep the secret, no 
living man will ever get the story from me until I lose 
my head.’ Here she is herself to say if I am telling the 
truth. 

‘Oh, it’s nothing but truth you are telling.’
When I saw I was in a man’s shape, I said I would 

take the child back to his father and mother, as I knew 
the grief they were in aft er him. I got a ship, and took 
the child with me; and as I journeyed I came to land 
on an island, and I saw not a living soul on it, only a 
castle dark and gloomy. I went in to see was there 
anyone in it. Th ere was no one but an old hag, tall and 
frightful, and she asked me, ‘What sort of person are 
you?’ 

I heard someone groaning in another room, and I 
said I was a doctor, and I asked her what ailed the 
person who was groaning.

‘Oh,’ said she, ‘it is my son, whose hand has been 
bitten from his wrist by a dog.’

1 if the master isn’t come to life again — (устар.) неуже-
ли хозяин снова ожил
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I knew then that it was he who had taken the child 
from me, and I said I would cure him if I got a good 
reward.

‘I have nothing; but there are eight young lads and 
three young women, as handsome as anyone ever laid 
eyes on1, and if you cure him I will give you them.’

‘Tell me fi rst in what place his hand was cut from 
him?’

‘Oh, it was out in another country, twelve years 
ago.’

‘Show me the way, that I may see him.’
She brought me into a room, so that I saw him, and 

his arm was swelled up to the shoulder. He asked me 
if I would cure him; and I said I would cure him if he 
would give me the reward his mother promised.

‘Oh, I will give it; but cure me.’
‘Well, bring them out to me.’
Th e hag brought them out of the room. I said 

I should burn the fl esh that was on his arm. When I 
looked on him he was howling with pain. I said that 
I would not leave him in pain long. Th e wretch had 
only one eye in his forehead. I took a bar of iron, and 
put it in the fi re till it was red, and I said to the hag, 
‘He will be howling at fi rst, but will fall asleep presently, 
and do not wake him till he has slept as much as he 

1 as handsome as anyone ever laid eyes on — (устар.) 
красоты неописуемой
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wants. I will close the door when I am going out.’ I 
took the bar with me, and I stood over him, and I 
turned it across through his eye as far as I could. He 
began to bellow, and tried to catch me, but I was out 
and away, having closed the door. Th e hag asked me, 
‘Why is he bellowing?’

‘Oh, he will be quiet presently, and will sleep for a 
good while, and I’ll come again to have a look at him; 
but bring me out the young men and the young 
women.’

I took them with me, and I said to her, ‘Tell me 
where you got them.’

‘My son brought them with him, and they are all 
the children of one king.’

I was well satisfi ed, and I had no wish for delay to 
get myself free from the hag, so I took them on board 
the ship, and the child I had myself. I thought the king 
might leave me the child I nursed myself; but when I 
came to land, and all those young people with me, the 
king and queen were out walking. Th e king was very 
aged, and the queen aged likewise. When I came to 
converse with them, and the twelve with me, the king 
and queen began to cry. I asked, ‘Why are you crying?’

‘It is for good cause I am crying. As many children 
as these I should have, and now I am withered, grey, 
at the end of my life, and I have not one at all.’

I told him all I went through, and I gave him the 
child in his hand, and ‘Th ese are your other children 
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who were stolen from you, whom I am giving to you 
safe. Th ey are gently reared.1’

When the king heard who they were he smothered 
them with kisses and drowned them with tears, and 
dried them with fi ne cloths silken and the hair of his 
own head, and so also did their mother, and great was 
his welcome for me, as it was I who found them all. 
Th e king said to me, ‘I will give you the last child, as 
it is you who have earned him best; but you must come 
to my court every year, and the child with you, and I 
will share with you my possessions.’

‘I have enough of my own, and aft er my death I 
will leave it to the child.’

I spent a time, till my visit was over, and I told 
the king all the troubles I went through, only I said 
nothing about my wife. And now you have the 
story.

And now when you go home, and the Slender Red 
Champion asks you for news of the death of 
Anshgayliacht and for the sword of light, tell him the 
way in which his brother was killed, and say you have 
the sword; and he will ask the sword from you. Say 
you to him, ‘If I promised to bring it to you, I did not 
promise to bring it for you;’ and then throw the sword 
into the air and it will come back to me.

1 Th ey are gently reared. — (устар.) Они хорошо вос-
питаны.
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He went home, and he told the story of the death 
of Anshgayliacht to the Slender Red Champion, ‘And 
here,’ said he, ‘is the sword.’ Th e Slender Red Champion 
asked for the sword; but he said, ‘If I promised to bring 
it to you, I did not promise to bring it for you;’ and he 
threw it into the air and it returned to Blue Niall.

THE STORY OF THE MCANDREW 
FAMILY

A long time ago, in the County Mayo, there lived 
a rich man of the name of McAndrew. He owned cows 
and horses without number, not to mention ducks 
and geese and pigs; and his land extended as far as the 
eye could reach on the four sides of you.

McAndrew was a lucky man, the neighbours all 
said; but as for himself, when he looked on his seven 
big sons growing up like weeds and with scarcely any 
more sense1, he felt sore enough, for of all the stupid 
omadhauns the seven McAndrew brothers were the 
stupidest.

1 growing up like weeds and with scarcely any more 
sense — (устар.) росли как сорняки и мозгов имели столь-
ко же
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When the youngest grew to be a man, the father 
built a house for each of them, and gave every one a 
piece of land and a few cows, hoping to make men of 
them before he died, for, as the old man said, ‘While 
God spares my life, I’ll be able to have an eye to them, 
and maybe they will learn from experience.’

Th e seven young McAndrews were happy enough. 
Th eir fi elds were green, their cows were fat and sleek, 
and they thought they would never see a poor day1.

All went well for a time, and the day of the fair of 
Killalla was as fi ne a day as ever shone in Ireland, when 
the whole seven got ready to be off , bright and early, 
in the morning.

Each one of them drove before him three fi ne cows, 
and a fi ner herd, when they were all together, was 
never seen in the country far or near. Now, there was 
a smart farmer, named O’Toole, whose fi elds were 
nearing on the McAndrews’, and he had many a time2 
set his heart on the fi ne cattle belonging to his easy-
going neighbours; so when he saw them passing with 
their twenty-one cows he went out and hailed them.

‘Where are ye going to, this fi ne morning?’
‘It’s to the fair of Killalla we’re going, to sell these fi ne 

cows our father gave us,’ they all answered together.

1 they would never see a poor day — (устар.) они нико-
гда не узнают бедности

2 many a time — (устар.) не раз и не два; неоднократно
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‘And are ye going to sell cows that the evil eye has 
long been set on? Oh, Con and Shamus, I would never 
belave it of ye, even if that spalpeen of a Pat would do 
such a thing; anyone would think that the spirit of the 
good mother that bore ye would stretch out a hand 
and kape ye from committing such a mortal sin.’

Th is O’Toole said to the three eldest, who stood 
trembling, while the four younger ones stuck their 
knuckles into their eyes and began to cry.

‘Oh, indade, Mr O’Toole, we never knew that the 
cows were under the evil eye1. How did ye fi nd it out? 
Oh, sorra the day when such a fi ne lot of cattle should 
go to the bad,’ answered Con.

‘Indade ye may well ask it, whin it’s meself that was 
always a good neighbour and kept watch on auld Judy, 
the witch, when she used to stand over there laughing 
at the ravens fl ying over the cows. Do ye mind the time 
yer father spoke ugly to her down by the cros sroads? 
She never forgot it, and now yer twenty-one fi ne cows 
will never be worth the hides on their backs.’

‘Worra, worra, worra,’ roared the seven McAndrews, 
so loud that pretty Katie O’Toole bobbed her head out 
of the window, and the hindermost cows began to 
caper like mad.

‘Th e spell has come upon them!’ cried Shamus. 
‘Oh! What’ll we do? What’ll we do?’

1 the cows were under the evil eye — (устар.) коров кто-
то сглазил
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‘Hould yer whist, man alive,’ said O’Toole. ‘I’m a 
good neighbour, as I said before, so to give ye a lift  in 
the world I’ll take the risk on meself and buy the cows 
from ye for the price of their hides. Sure no harm can 
be done to the hides for making leather, so I’ll give ye 
a shilling apiece, and that’s better than nothing. 
Twenty-one bright shillings going to the fair may make 
yer fortune.’

It seemed neck or nothing1 with the McAndrews, 
and they accepted the off er, thanking O’Toole for his 
generosity, and helped him drive the cows into his 
fi eld. Th en they set off  for the fair.

Th ey had never been in a fair before, and when 
they saw the fi ne sights they forgot all about the cows, 
and only remembered that they had each a shilling to 
spend.

Everyone knew the McAndrews, and soon a crowd 
gathered round them, praising their fi ne looks and 
telling them what a fi ne father they had to give them 
so much money, so that the seven omadhauns lost 
their heads entirely, and treated right and left  until 
there wasn’t a farthing left  of the twenty-one shillings. 
Th en they staggered home a little the worse for the 
fi ne whiskey they drank with the boys.

It was a sorry day for old McAndrew when his 
seven sons came home without a penny of the price 

1 neck or nothing — (разг.) либо пан, либо пропал
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of their twenty-one fi ne cows, and he vowed he’d never 
give them any more.

So one day passed with another, and the seven 
young McAndrews were as happy as could be until 
the fi ne old father fell sick and died.

Th e eldest son came in for all the father had, so he 
felt like a lord. To see him strut and swagger was a 
sight to make a grum growdy laugh.

One day, to show how fi ne he could be, he dressed 
in his best, and with a purse fi lled with gold pieces 
started off  for the market town.

When he got there, in he walked to a public house1, 
and called for the best of everything, and to make a 
fi ne fellow of himself he tripled the price of everything 
to the landlord. As soon as he got through his eye 
suddenly caught sight of a little keg, all gilded over to 
look like gold, that hung outside the door for a sign. 
Con had never heeded it before, and he asked the 
landlord what it was.

Now the landlord, like many another, had it in 
mind that he might as well get all he could out of a 
McAndrew, and he answered quickly, ‘You stupid 
omadhaun, don’t you know what that is? It’s a mare’s 
egg.2’

1 a public house — (разг.) пивная, кабак
2 It’s a mare’s egg. — игра слов: 1. нечто несуществую-

щее; 2. яйцо кобылы
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‘And will a foal come out of it?’
‘Of course; what a question to ask a dacent man!’
‘I niver saw one before,’ said the amazed McAnd-

rew.
‘Well, ye see one now, Con, and take a good look 

at it.’
‘Will ye sell it?’
‘Och, Con McAndrew, do ye think I want to sell 

that fi ne egg aft her kaping it so long hung up there 
before the sun — when it is ready to hatch out a foal 
that will be worth twenty good guineas to me?’

‘I’ll give ye twenty guineas for it,’ answered Con.
‘Th in it’s a bargain,’ said the landlord; and he took 

down the keg and handed it to Con, who handed out 
the twenty guineas, all the money he had.

‘Be careful of it, and carry it as aisy as ye can, and 
when ye get home hang it up in the sun.’

Con promised, and set off  home with his prize.
Near the rise of a hill he met his brothers.
‘What have ye, Con?’
‘Th e most wonderful thing in the world — a mare’s 

egg.’
‘Faith, what is it like?’ asked Pat, taking it from 

Con.
‘Go aisy1, can’t ye? It’s very careful ye have to be.’

1 Go aisy — (устар.) Осторожнее; полегче
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But the brothers took no heed to Con, and before 
one could say, ‘Whist’, away rolled the keg down the 
hill, while all seven ran aft er it; but before anyone 
could catch it, it rolled into a clump of bushes, and in 
an instant out hopped a hare.

‘Bedad, there’s the foal,’ cried Con, and all seven 
gave chase; but there was no use trying to catch a 
hare.

‘Th at’s the foinest foal that ever was, if he was fi ve 
year old the devil himself could not catch him,’ Con 
said; and with that the seven omadhauns gave up the 
chase and went quietly home.

As I said before, everyone had it in mind to get all 
he could1 out of the McAndrews.

Everyone said, ‘One man might as well have it as 
another, for they’re bound to spend every penny they 
have.’

So their money dwindled away; then a fi ne horse 
would go for a few bits of glass they took for precious 
stones, and by and by a couple of pigs or a pair of fi ne 
geese for a bit of ribbon to tie on a hat; and at last their 
land began to go.

One day Shamus was sitting by his fireplace 
warming himself, and to make a good fi re he threw 
on a big heap of turf so that by and by it got roaring 

1 everyone had it in mind to get all he could — (разг.) все 
старались их облапошить
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hot, and instead of feeling chilly as he had before, 
Shamus got as hot as a spare rib on a spit. Just then in 
came his youngest brother.

‘Th at’s a great fi re ye have here, Shamus.’
‘It is, indade, and too near it is to me; run like a 

good boy to Giblin, the mason, and see if he can’t move 
the chimney to the other side of the room.’

Th e youngest McAndrew did as he was bid, and 
soon in came Giblin, the mason.

‘Ye’re in a sad plight, Shamus, roasting alive; what 
can I do for ye?’

‘Can ye move the chimney over beyant?’
‘Faith, I can, but ye will have to move a bit; just go 

out for a walk with yer brother, and the job will be 
done when ye come back.’

Shamus did as he was bid, and Giblin took the 
chair the omadhaun was sitting on and moved it away 
from the fi re, and then sat down for a quiet laugh for 
himself and to consider on the price he’d charge for 
the job.

When Shamus came back, Giblin led him to the 
chair, saying, ‘Now, isn’t that a great deal better?’

‘Ye’re a fi ne man, Giblin, and ye did it without 
making a bit of dirt; what’ll I give ye for so fi ne a 
job?’

‘If ye wouldn’t mind, I’d like the meadow fi eld 
nearing on mine. It’s little enough for a job like that.’
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‘It’s yours and welcome1, Giblin;’ and without 
another word the deed was drawn.

Th at was the fi nest of the McAndrew fi elds, and 
the only pasture land left  to Shamus.

It was not long before it came about that fi rst one 
and then another lost the house he lived in, until all 
had to live together in the father’s old place.

O’Toole and Giblin had encroached field by 
field, and there was nothing left but the old house 
and a strip of garden that none of them knew how 
to till.

It was hard times for the seven McAndrews, but 
they were happy and contented as long as they had 
enough to eat, and that they had surely, for the wives 
of the men who got away all their fi ne lands and cattle, 
had sore hearts when they saw their men enriched at 
the expense of the omadhauns, and every day, unbe-
known to their husbands2, they carried them meat 
and drink.

O’Toole and Giblin now had their avaricious eyes 
set on the house and garden, and they were on the 
watch for a chance to clutch them, when luck, or 
something worse, threw the chance in the way of 
O’Toole.

1 and welcome — (устар.) и на здоровье
2 unbeknown to their husbands — (устар.) втайне от 

своих мужей
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He was returning from town one day just in 
the cool of the aft ernoon, when he spied the seven 
brothers by the roadside, sitting in a circle facing each 
other.

‘What may ye be doing here instead of earning yer 
salt, ye seven big sturks?’

‘We’re in a bad fi x, Mr O’Toole,’ answered Pat. ‘We 
can’t get up.’

‘What’s to hinder ye from getting up? I’d like to 
know.’

‘Don’t ye see our feet are all here together in the 
middle, and not for the life of us can we each tell our 
own. You see if one of us gets up he don’t know what 
pair of feet to take with him.’

O’Toole was never so ready to laugh before in his 
life, but he thought, ‘Now’s me chance to get the house 
and garden before Giblin, the mason, comes round;’ 
so he looked very grave and said, ‘I suppose it is hard 
to tell one man’s feet from another’s when they’re all 
there in a heap, but I think I can help you as I have 
many a time before. It would be a sorry day for ye if 
ye did not have me for a neighbour. What will ye give 
me if I help you fi nd yer feet?’

‘Anything, anything we have, so that we can get up 
from here,’ answered the whole seven together.

‘Will ye give me the house and garden?’
‘Indade we will; what good is a house and garden, 

if we have to sit here all the rest of our lives?’
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‘Th en it’s a bargain1,’ said O’Toole; and with that 
he went over to the side of the road and pulled a good 
stout rod. Th en he commenced to belabour the poor 
McAndrews over the heads, feet, shoulders, and any 
place he could get in a stroke, until with screeches of 
pain they all jumped up, everyone fi nding his own 
feet, and away they ran.

THE GREEK PRINCESS 
AND THE YOUNG GARDENER

So O’Toole got the last of the property of the 
McAndrews, and there was nothing left  for them but 
to go and beg.

Th ere was once a king, but I didn’t hear what 
country he was over, and he had one very beautiful 
daughter. Well, he was getting old and sickly, and the 
doctors found out that the fi nest medicine in the world 
for him was the apples of a tree that grew in the 
orchard just under his window. So you may be sure 
he had the tree well minded2, and used to get the apples 
counted from the time they were the size of small 

1 Th en it’s a bargain — (разг.) Вот и договорились
2 he had the tree well minded — (разг.) за его деревом 

прилежно ухаживали
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marbles. One harvest, just as they were beginning to 
turn ripe, the king was awakened one night by the 
fl apping of wings outside in the orchard; and when 
he looked out, what did he see but a bird among the 
branches of his tree. Its feathers were so bright that 
they made a light all round them, and the minute it 
saw the king in his nightcap and nightshirt it picked 
off  an apple, and fl ew away. ‘Oh, botheration to that 
thief of a gardener!’ says the king, ‘this is a nice way 
he’s watching my precious fruit.’

He didn’t sleep a wink the rest of the night; and as 
soon as anyone was stirring in the palace, he sent for 
the gardener, and abused him for his neglect.

‘Please your majesty,’ says he, ‘not another apple 
you shall lose! My three sons are the best shots at the 
bow and arrow in the kingdom, and they and myself 
will watch in turn every night.’

When the night came, the gardener’s eldest son 
took his post in the garden, with his bow strung and 
his arrow between his fingers, and watched, and 
watched. But at the dead hour1, the king, that was wide 
awake, heard the fl apping of wings, and ran to the 
window. Th ere was the bright bird in the tree, and the 
boy fast asleep, sitting with his back to the wall, and 
his bow on his lap.

1 at the dead hour — (разг.) глухой ночью
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‘Rise, you lazy thief!’ says the king. ‘Th ere’s the bird 
again, botheration to her!’ 

Up jumped the poor fellow; but while he was 
fumbling with the arrow and the string, away was the 
bird with the nicest apple on the tree. Well, to be sure, 
how the king fumed and fretted, and how he abused 
the gardener and the boy, and what a twenty-four 
hours he spent till midnight came again!

He had his eye this time on the second son of the 
gardener; but though he was up and lively enough 
when the clock began to strike twelve, it wasn’t done 
with the last bang when he saw him stretched like one 
dead on the long grass, and saw the bright bird again, 
and heard the fl ap of her wings, and saw her carry 
away the third apple. Th e poor fellow woke with the 
roar the king let at him, and even was in time enough 
to let fl y an arrow aft er the bird. He did not hit her, 
you may depend; and though the king was mad 
enough, he saw the poor fellows were under pishrogues, 
and could not help it.

Well, he had some hopes out of the youngest, for 
he was a brave, active young fellow, that had 
everybody’s good word1. Th ere he was ready, and there 
was the king watching him, and talking to him at the 
fi rst stroke of twelve. At the last clang, the brightness 

1 that had everybody’s good word — (разг.) все о нем от-
зывались хорошо
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coming before the bird lighted up the wall and the 
trees, and the rushing of the wings was heard as it fl ew 
into the branches; but at the same instant the crack of 
the arrow on her side might be heard a quarter of a 
mile off . Down came the arrow and a large bright 
feather along with it, and away was the bird, with a 
screech that was enough to break the drum of your 
ear. She hadn’t time to carry off  an apple; and bedad, 
when the feather was thrown up into the king’s room 
it was heavier than lead, and turned out to be the fi nest 
beaten gold1.

Well, there was great cooramuch made about the 
youngest boy next day, and he watched night aft er 
night for a week, but not a mite of a bird or bird’s 
feather was to be seen, and then the king told him to 
go home and sleep. Everyone admired the beauty of 
the gold feather beyond anything, but the king was 
fairly bewitched. He was turning it round and round, 
and rubbing it against his forehead and his nose the 
live-long day; and at last he proclaimed that he’d give 
his daughter and half his kingdom to whoever would 
bring him the bird with the gold feathers, dead or 
alive.

Th e gardener’s eldest son had great conceit of 
himself, and away he went to look for the bird. In the 

1 the fi nest beaten gold — (устар.) тонкая чеканка по 
золоту
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aft ernoon he sat down under a tree to rest himself, 
and eat a bit of bread and cold meat that he had in his 
wallet, when up comes as fi ne a looking fox as you’d 
see in the burrow of Munfi n. ‘Musha, sir,’ says he, 
‘would you spare a bit of that meat to a poor body 
that’s hungry?’

‘Well,’ says the other, ‘you must have the divil’s 
own assurance, you common robber, to ask me such 
a question. Here’s the answer,’ and he let fl y at the 
moddhe reen rua.

Th e arrow scraped from his side up over his back, 
as if he was made of hammered iron, and stuck in a 
tree a couple of perches off .

‘Foul play,’ says the fox; ‘but I respect your young 
brother, and will give a bit of advice. At nightfall you’ll 
come into a village. One side of the street you’ll see a 
large room lighted up, and fi lled with young men and 
women, dancing and drinking. Th e other side you’ll 
see a house with no light, only from the fi re in the 
front room, and no one near it but a man and his wife, 
and their child. Take a fool’s advice1, and get lodging 
there.’ With that he curled his tail over his crupper, 
and trotted off .

Th e boy found things as the fox said, but begonies 
he chose the dancing and drinking, and there we’ll 

1 Take a fool’s advice — (разг.) Иногда и глупец может 
дать дельный совет
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leave him. In a week’s time, when they got tired at 
home waiting for him, the second son said he’d try his 
fortune, and off  he set. He was just as ill-natured and 
foolish as his brother, and the same thing happened 
to him. Well, when a week was over, away went the 
youngest of all, and as sure as the hearth-money, he 
sat under the same tree, and pulled out his bread and 
meat, and the same fox came up and saluted him. Well, 
the young fellow shared his dinner with the moddhereen, 
and he wasn’t long beating about the bush, but told 
the other he knew all about his business.

‘I’ll help you,’ says he, ‘if I fi nd you’re biddable. So 
just at nightfall you’ll come into a village... Good-bye 
till tomorrow.’

It was just as the fox said, but the boy took care not 
to go near dancer, drinker, fi ddler or piper. He got 
welcome in the quiet house to supper and bed, and 
was on his journey next morning before the sun was 
the height of the trees. He wasn’t gone a quarter of a 
mile when he saw the fox coming out of a wood that 
was by the roadside.

‘Good morrow, fox,’ says one.
‘Good morrow, sir,’ says the other.
‘Have you any notion how far you have to travel 

till you fi nd the golden bird?’
‘Dickens a notion have I1 — how could I?’

1 Dickens a notion have I — (устар.) Понятия не имею
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‘Well, I have. She’s in the king of Spain’s palace, and 
that’s a good two hundred miles off .’

‘Oh, dear! We’ll be a week going.’
‘No, we won’t. Sit down on my tail, and we’ll soon 

make the road short.’
‘Tail, indeed! Th at ’ud be the droll saddle, my poor 

moddhereen.’
‘Do as I tell you, or I’ll leave you to yourself1.’
Well, rather than vex him he sat down on the tail 

that was spread out level like a wing, and away they 
went like thought. Th ey overtook the wind that was 
before them, and the wind that came aft er didn’t 
overtake them. In the aft ernoon, they stopped in a 
wood near the king of Spain’s palace, and there they 
stayed till nightfall.

‘Now,’ says the fox, ‘I’ll go before you to make the 
minds of the guards easy, and you’ll have nothing to 
do but go from lighted hall to another lighted hall till 
you fi nd the golden bird in the last. If you have a head 
on you, you’ll bring himself and his cage outside the 
door, and no one then can lay hands on him or you. 
If you haven’t a head I can’t help you, nor no one else.’ 
So he went over to the gates.

In a quarter of an hour the boy followed, and in 
the fi rst hall he passed he saw a score of armed guards 

1 or I’ll leave you to yourself — (зд.) или дальше будешь 
справляться сам
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standing upright, but all dead asleep. In the next he 
saw a dozen, and in the next half a dozen, and in the 
next three, and in the room beyond that there was no 
guard at all, nor lamp nor candle, but it was as bright 
as day; for there was the golden bird in a common 
wood and wire cage, and on the table were the three 
apples turned into solid gold.

On the same table was the most lovely golden cage 
eye ever beheld, and it entered the boy’s head that it 
would be a thousand pities not to put the precious 
bird into it, the common cage was so unfi t for her. 
Maybe he thought of the money it was worth; anyhow 
he made the exchange, and he had soon good reason 
to be sorry for it. Th e instant the shoulder of the bird’s 
wing touched the golden wires, he let such a squawk 
out of him as was enough to break all the panes of 
glass in the windows, and at the same minute the three 
men, and the half-dozen, and the dozen, and the score 
men, woke up and clattered their swords and spears, 
and surrounded the poor boy, and jibed, and cursed, 
and swore at home, till he didn’t know whether it’s his 
foot or head he was standing on1. Th ey called the king, 
and told him what happened, and he put on a very 
grim face. ‘It’s on a gibbet you ought to be this 
moment,’ says he, ‘but I’ll give you a chance of your 

1 he didn’t know whether it’s his foot or head he was 
standing on — (устар.) он уже ничего не понимал
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life, and of the golden bird, too. I lay you under 
prohibitions, and restrictions, and death, and destruc-
tion, to go and bring me the king of Morocco’s bay 
fi lly that outruns the wind, and leaps over the walls of 
castle-bawns. When you fetch her into the bawn of 
this palace, you must get the golden bird, and liberty 
to go where you please.’

Out passed the boy, very downhearted, but as he 
went along, who should come out of a brake but the 
fox again.

‘Ah, my friend,’ says he, ‘I was right when I 
suspected you hadn’t a head on you; but I won’t rub 
your hair again’ the grain. Get on my tail again, and 
when we come to the king of Morocco’s palace, we’ll 
see what we can do.’

So away they went like thought.1 Th e wind that was 
before them they would overtake; the wind that was 
behind them would not overtake diem.

Well, the nightfall came on them in a wood near 
the palace, and says the fox, ‘I’ll go and make things 
easy for you at the stables, and when you are leading 
out the fi lly, don’t let her touch the door, nor doorposts, 
nor anything but the ground, and that with her hoofs; 
and if you haven’t a head on you once you are in the 
stable, you’ll be worse off  than before.’

1 So away they went like thought. — (устар.) Они мча-
лись быстрее ветра (мысли).
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So the boy delayed for a quarter of an hour, and 
then he went into the big bawn of the palace. Th ere 
were two rows of armed men reaching from the gate 
to the stable, and every man was in the depth of deep 
sleep, and through them went the boy till he got into 
the stable. Th ere was the fi lly, as handsome a beast as 
ever stretched leg, and there was one stableboy with 
a currycomb in his hand, and another with a bridle, 
and another with a sieve of oats, and another with an 
armful of hay, and all as if they were cut out of stone. 
Th e fi lly was the only live thing in the place except 
himself. She had a common wood and leather saddle 
on her back, but a golden saddle with the nicest work 
on it was hung from the post, and he thought it the 
greatest pity not to put it in place of the other. Well, I 
believe there was some pishrogues over it for a saddle; 
anyhow, he took off  the other, and put the gold one in 
its place.

Out came a squeal from the fi lly’s throat when she 
felt the strange article, that might be heard from 
Tombrick to Bunclody, and all as ready were the armed 
men and the stableboys to run and surround the 
omadhan of a boy, and the king of Morocco was soon 
there along with the rest, with a face on him as black 
as the sole of your foot. Aft er he stood enjoying the 
abuse the poor boy got from everybody for some time, 
he says to him, ‘You deserve high hanging for your 
impudence, but I’ll give you a chance for your life and 
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the fi lly, too. I lay on you all sorts of prohibitions, and 
restrictions, and death, and destruction, to go bring 
me Princess Golden Locks, the king of Greece’s 
daughter. When you deliver her into my hand, you 
may have the “daughter of the wind”, and welcome. 
Come in and take your supper and your rest, and be 
off  at the fl ight of night.’

Th e poor boy was down in the mouth1, you may 
suppose, as he was walking away next morning, and 
very much ashamed when the fox looked up in his 
face aft er coming out of the wood.

‘What a thing it is,’ says he, ‘not to have a head when 
a body wants it worst; and here we have a fi ne long 
journey before us to the king of Greece’s palace. Th e 
worse luck now, the same always.2 Here, get on my 
tail, and we’ll be making the road shorter.’

So he sat on the fox’s tail, and swift  as thought 
they went. Th e wind that was before them they would 
overtake it, the wind that was behind them would 
not overtake them, and in the evening they were 
eating their bread and cold meat in the wood near the 
castle.

‘Now,’ says the fox, when they were done, ‘I’ll go 
before you to make things easy. Follow me in a quarter 

1 was down in the mouth — (разг.) был сильно опечален
2 Th e worse luck now, the same always. — (разг.) Уж не 

везет так не везет.
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of an hour. Don’t let Princess Golden Locks touch the 
jambs of the doors with her hands, or hair, or clothes, 
and if you’re asked any favour, mind how you answer. 
Once she’s outside the door, no one can take her from 
you.’

Into the palace walked the boy at the proper time, 
and there were the score, and the dozen, and the half-
dozen, and the three guards all standing up or leaning 
on their arms, and all dead asleep, and in the farthest 
room of all was the Princess Golden Locks, as lovely 
as Venus herself. She was asleep in one chair, and her 
father, the king of Greece, in another. He stood before 
her for ever so long with the love sinking deeper into 
his heart every minute, till at last he went down on 
one knee, and took her darling white hand in his hand, 
and kissed it.

When she opened her eyes, she was a little 
frightened, but I believe not very angry, for the boy, 
as I call him, was a fi ne handsome young fellow, and 
all the respect and love that ever you could think of 
was in his face. She asked him what he wanted, and 
he stammered, and blushed, and began his story six 
times, before she understood it.

‘And would you give me up to that ugly black king 
of Morocco?’ says she.

‘I am obliged to do so,’ says he, ‘by prohibitions, 
and restrictions, and death, and destruction, but I’ll 
have his life and free you, or lose my own. If I can’t 
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get you for my wife, my days on the earth will be 
short.’

‘Well,’ says she, ‘let me take leave of my father1 at 
any rate.’

‘Ah, I can’t do that,’ says he, ‘or they’d all waken, 
and myself would be put to death, or sent to some task 
worse than any I got yet.’

But she asked leave at any rate to kiss the old man; 
that wouldn’t waken him, and then she’d go. How 
could he refuse her, and his heart tied up in every curl 
of her hair? But, bedad, the moment her lips touched 
her father’s, he let a cry, and everyone of the score, the 
dozen guards woke up, and clashed their arms, and 
were going to make gibbets of the foolish boy.

But the king ordered them to hold their hands, till 
he’d be insensed of what it was all about2, and when 
he heard the boy’s story he gave him a chance for his 
life.

‘Th ere is,’ says he, ‘a great heap of clay in front of 
the palace, that won’t let the sun shine on the walls in 
the middle of summer. Everyone that ever worked at 
it found two shovelfuls added to it for every one they 
threw away. Remove it, and I’ll let my daughter go 

1 let me take leave of my father — (устар.) позволь мне 
попрощаться с отцом

2 till he’d be insensed of what it was all about — (разг.) 
пока он не разберется, в чем дело
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with you. If you’re the man I suspect you to be, I think 
she’ll be in no danger of being wife to that yellow 
Molott.’

Early next morning was the boy tackled to his 
work, and for every shovelful he fl ung away two came 
back on him, and at last he could hardly get out of the 
heap that gathered round him. Well, the poor fellow 
scrambled out some way, and sat down on a sod, and 
he’d have cried only for the shame of it. He began at 
it in ever so many places, and one was still worse than 
the other, and in the heel of the evening, when he was 
sitting with his head between his hands, who should 
be standing before him but the fox.

‘Well, my poor fellow,’ says he, ‘you’re low enough. 
Go in: I won’t say anything to add to your trouble. 
Take your supper and your rest: tomorrow will be a 
new day1.’

‘How is the work going off ?’ says the king, when 
they were at supper.

‘Faith, your majesty,’ says the poor boy, ‘it’s not 
going off , but coming on it is. I suppose you’ll have 
the trouble of digging me out at sunset tomorrow, and 
waking me.’

‘I hope not,’ says the princess, with a smile on her 
kind face; and the boy was as happy as anything the 
rest of the evening.

1 tomorrow will be a new day — (посл.) утро вечера му-
дренее
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He was wakened up next morning with voices 
shouting, and bugles blowing, and drums beating, and 
such a hullibulloo he never heard in his life before. 
He ran out to see what was the matter, and there, where 
the heap of clay was the evening before, were soldiers, 
and servants, and lords, and ladies, dancing like mad 
for joy that it was gone.

‘Ah, my poor fox!’ says he to himself. ‘Th is is your 
work.’

Well, there was little delay about his return. Th e 
king was going to send a great retinue with the 
princess and himself, but he wouldn’t let him take the 
trouble.

‘I have a friend,’ says he, ‘that will bring us both to 
the king of Morocco’s palace in a day, devil fl y away 
with him!’

Th ere was great crying when she was parting from 
her father.

‘Ah!’ says he, ‘what a lonesome life I’ll have now! 
Your poor brother in the power of that wicked witch, 
and kept away from us, and now you taken from me 
in my old age!’

Well, they both were walking on through the wood, 
and he telling her how much he loved her; out walked 
the fox from behind a brake, and in a short time he 
and she were sitting on the brush, and holding one 
another fast for fear of slipping off , and away they went 
like thought. Th e wind that was before them they 
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would overtake it, and in the evening he and she were 
in the big bawn of the king of Morocco’s castle.

‘Well,’ says he to the boy, ‘you’ve done your duty 
well; bring out the bay fi lly. I’d give the full of the bawn 
of such fillies, if I had them, for this handsome 
princess. Get on your steed, and here is a good purse 
of guineas for the road.’

‘Th ank you,’ says he. ‘I suppose you’ll let me shake 
hands with the princess before I start.’

‘Yes, indeed, and welcome.’
Well, he was some little time about the handshaking, 

and before it was over he had her fi xed snug behind 
him; and while you could count three, he, and she, 
and the fi lly were through all the guards, and a hund-
red perches away. On they went1, and next morning 
they were in the wood near the king of Spain’s palace, 
and there was the fox before them.

‘Leave your princess here with me,’ says he, ‘and go 
get the golden bird and the three apples. If you don’t 
bring us back the fi lly along with the bird, I must carry 
you both home myself.’

Well, when the king of Spain saw the boy and the 
fi lly in the bawn, he made the golden bird, and the 
golden cage, and the golden apples be brought out and 
handed to him, and was very thankful and very glad 
of his prize. But the boy could not part with the nice 

1 On they went — (разг.) Ехали они, ехали
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beast without petting it and rubbing it; and while no 
one was expecting such a thing, he was up on its back, 
and through the guards, and a hundred perches away, 
and he wasn’t long till he came to where he left  his 
princess and the fox.

Th ey hurried away till they were safe out of the 
king of Spain’s land, and then they went on easier; and 
if I was to tell you all the loving things they said to 
one another, the story wouldn’t be over till morning. 
When they were passing the village of the dance house, 
they found his two brothers begging, and they brought 
them along. When they came to where the fox 
appeared fi rst, he begged the young man to cut off  his 
head and his tail. He would not do it for him; he 
shivered at the very thought, but the eldest brother 
was ready enough. Th e head and tail vanished with 
the blows, and the body changed into the fi nest young 
man you could see, and who was he but the princess’s 
brother that was bewitched. Whatever joy they had 
before, they had twice as much now1, and when they 
arrived at the palace bonfi res were set blazing, oxes 
roasting, and puncheons of wine put out in the 
lawn.

Th e young prince of Greece was married to the 
king’s daughter, and the prince’s sister to the gardener’s 

1 they had twice as much now — (зд.) теперь они стали в 
два раза счастливее
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son. He and she went a shorter way back to her father’s 
house, with many attendants, and the king was so glad 
of the golden bird and the golden apples, that he had 
sent a waggon full of gold and a waggon full of silver 
along with them.

SMALLHEAD 
AND THE KING’S SONS

Long ago there lived in Erin a woman who married 
a man of high degree and had one daughter. Soon aft er 
the birth of the daughter the husband died.

The woman was not long a widow when she 
married a second time, and had two daughters. Th ese 
two daughters hated their half-sister, thought she was 
not so wise as another, and nicknamed her Smallhead. 
When the elder of the two sisters was fourteen years 
old their father died. Th e mother was in great grief 
then, and began to pine away1. She used to sit at home 
in the corner and never left  the house. Smallhead was 
kind to her mother, and the mother was fonder of her 
eldest daughter than of the other two, who were 
ashamed of her.

1 began to pine away — (устар.) стала чахнуть
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At last the two sisters made up in their minds to 
kill their mother. One day, while their half-sister was 
gone, they put the mother in a pot, boiled her, and 
threw the bones outside. When Smallhead came home 
there was no sign of the mother.

‘Where is my mother?’ asked she of the other 
two.

‘She went out somewhere. How should we know 
where she is?’

‘Oh, wicked girls! You have killed my mother,’ said 
Smallhead.

Smallhead wouldn’t leave the house now at all, and 
the sisters were very angry.

‘No man will marry either one of us,’ said they, ‘if 
he sees our fool of a sister.’

Since they could not drive Smallhead from the 
house they made up their minds to go away themselves. 
One fi ne morning they left  home unknown to their 
half-sister and travelled on many miles. When Small-
head discovered that her sisters were gone she hurried 
aft er them and never stopped till she came up with 
the two. Th ey had to go home with her that day, but 
they scolded her bitterly.

Th e two settled then to kill Smallhead, so one day 
they took twenty needles and scattered them outside 
in a pile of straw. ‘We are going to that hill beyond,’ 
said they, ‘to stay till evening, and if you have not all 
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the needles that are in that straw outside gathered and 
on the tables before us, we’ll have your life1.’

Away they went to the hill. Smallhead sat down, 
and was crying bitterly when a short grey cat walked 
in and spoke to her.

‘Why do you cry and lament so?’ asked the cat.
‘My sisters abuse me and beat me,’ answered 

Smallhead. ‘Th is morning they said they would kill 
me in the evening unless I had all the needles in the 
straw outside gathered before them.’

‘Sit down here,’ said the cat, ‘and dry your tears.’
Th e cat soon found the twenty needles and brought 

them to Smallhead. ‘Stop there now,’ said the cat, ‘and 
listen to what I tell you. I am your mother; your sisters 
killed me and destroyed my body, but don’t harm 
them; do them good, do the best you can for them, 
save them; obey my words and it will be better for you 
in the end.’

Th e cat went away for herself, and the sisters came 
home in the evening. Th e needles were on the table 
before them. Oh, but they were vexed and angry when 
they saw the twenty needles, and they said someone 
was helping their sister!

One night when Smallhead was in bed and asleep 
they started away again, resolved this time never to 
return. Smallhead slept till morning. When she saw 

1 we’ll have your life — (разг.) мы тебя убьем



S
M

A
L

L
H

E
A

D
 A

N
D

 T
H

E
 K

IN
G

’S
 S

O
N

S
 

183

that the sisters were gone she followed, traced them 
from place to place, inquired here and there day aft er 
day, till one evening some person told her that they 
were in the house of an old hag, a terrible enchant-
ress, who had one son and three daughters: that the 
house was a bad place to be in, for the old hag had 
more power of witchcraft  than anyone and was very 
wicked.

Smallhead hurried away to save her sisters, and 
facing the house knocked at the door, and asked 
lodgings for God’s sake.

‘Oh, then,’ said the hag, ‘it is hard to refuse anyone 
lodgings, and besides on such a wild, stormy night. I 
wonder if you are anything to the young ladies1 who 
came the way this evening?’

Th e two sisters heard this and were angry enough 
that Smallhead was in it, but they said nothing, not 
wishing the old hag to know their relationship. Aft er 
supper the hag told the three strangers to sleep in a 
room on the right side of the house. When her own 
daughters were going to bed Smallhead saw her tie a 
ribbon around the neck of each one of them, and heard 
her say, ‘Do you sleep in the left -hand bed.’ Smallhead 
hurried and said to her sisters, ‘Come quickly, or I’ll 
tell the woman who you are.’

1 if you are anything to the young ladies — (зд.) не род-
ственница ли ты молодым дамам
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Th ey took the bed in the left -hand room and were 
in it before the hag’s daughters came.

‘Oh,’ said the daughers, ‘the other bed is as good.’ 
So they took the bed in the right-hand room. When 
Smallhead knew that the hag’s daughters were asleep 
she rose, took the ribbons off  their necks, and put 
them on her sister’s necks and on her own. She lay 
awake and watched them. Aft er a while she heard the 
hag say to her son, ‘Go, now, and kill the three girls; 
they have the clothes and money.’

‘You have killed enough in your life and so let these 
go,’ said the son.

But the old woman would not listen. Th e boy rose 
up, fearing his mother, and taking a long knife, went 
to the right-hand room and cut the throats of the 
three girls without ribbons. He went to bed then for 
himself, and when Smallhead found that the old hag 
was asleep she roused her sisters, told what had 
happened, made them dress quickly and follow her. 
Believe me, they were willing and glad to follow her 
this time1.

Th e three travelled briskly and came soon to a 
bridge, called in that time ‘the Bridge of Blood’. 
Whoever had killed a person could not cross the 
bridge. When the three girls came to bridge the two 

1 they were willing and glad to follow her this time — 
(разг.) на этот раз они с радостью последовали за ней
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sisters stopped: they could not go a step further. 
Smallhead ran across and went back again.

‘If I did not know that you killed our mother,’ said 
she, ‘I might know it now, for this is the Bridge of 
Blood.’

She carried one sister over the bridge on her back 
and then the other. Hardly was this done when the 
hag was at the bridge.

‘Bad luck to you, Smallhead!’ said she. ‘I did not 
know that was you that was in it last evening. You have 
killed my three daughters.’

‘It wasn’t I that killed them, but yourself,’ said 
Smallhead.

Th e old hag could not cross the bridge, so she began 
to curse and she put every curse on Smallhead that 
she could remember Th e sisters travelled on till they 
came to a king’s castle. Th ey heard that two servants 
were needed in the castle.

‘Go now,’ said Smallhead to the two sisters, ‘and 
ask for service. Be faithful and do well. You can never 
go back by the road you came.’

Th e two found employment at the king’s castle. 
Smallhead took lodgings in the house of a blacksmith 
near by1.

‘I should be glad to fi nd a place as kitchen-maid in 
the castle,’ said Smallhead to the blacksmith’s wife.

1 near by — (разг.) неподалеку
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‘I will go to the castle and fi nd a place for you if I 
can,’ said the woman.

Th e blacksmith’s wife found a place for Smallhead 
as kitchen-maid in the castle, and she went there next 
day.

‘I must be careful,’ thought Smallhead, ‘and do my 
best. I am in a strange place. My two sisters are here 
in the king’s castle. Who knows, we may have great 
fortune yet.’

She dressed neatly and was cheerful. Everyone liked 
her, like her better than her sisters, though they were 
beautiful. Th e king had two sons, one at home and the 
other abroad. Smallhead thought to herself one day, ‘It 
is time for the son who is here in the castle to marry. I 
will speak to him the fi rst time I can.’ One day she saw 
him alone in the garden, went up to him, and said, ‘Why 
are you not getting married, it is high time for you1?’

He only laughed and thought she was too bold, but 
then thinking that she was a simple-minded girl who 
wished to be pleasant, he said, ‘I will tell you the 
reason: My grandfather bound my father by an oath 
never to let his oldest son marry until he could get the 
Sword of Light, and I am afraid that I shall be long 
without marrying.’

‘Do you know where the Sword of Light is, or who 
has it?’ asked Smallhead.

1 it is high time for you — (разг.) тебе уже давно пора
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‘I do,’ said the king’s son. ‘An old hag who has great 
power and enchantment, and she lives a long distance 
from this, beyond the Bridge of Blood. I cannot go 
there myself, I cannot cross the bridge, for I have killed 
men in battle. Even if I could cross the bridge I would 
not go, for many is the king’s son that hag has destroyed 
or enchanted.’

‘Suppose some person were to bring the Sword of 
Light, and that person a woman, would you marry 
her?’

‘I would, indeed,’ said the king’s son.
‘If you promise to marry my elder sister I will strive 

to bring the Sword of Light.’
‘I will promise most willingly,’ said the king’s son.
Next morning early, Smallhead set out on her 

journey. Calling at the fi rst shop she bought a stone 
weight of salt, and went on her way, never stopping 
or resting till she reached the hag’s house at nightfall. 
She climbed to the gable, looked down, and saw the 
son making a great pot of stirabout1 for his mother, 
and she hurrying him. ‘I am as hungry as a hawk!’ 
cried she.

Whenever the boy looked away, Smallhead drop-
ped salt down, dropped it when he was not looking, 
dropped it till she had the whole stone of salt in the 

1 a great pot of stirabout — (устар.) большой котел по-
хлебки
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stirabout. Th e old hag waited and waited till at last she 
cried out, ‘Bring the stirabout. I am starving! Bring 
the pot. I will eat from the pot. Give the milk here as 
well.’

Th e boy brought the stirabout and the milk, the 
old woman began to eat, but the fi rst taste she got she 
spat out and screamed, ‘You put salt in the pot in place 
of meal!’ 

‘I did not, mother.’
‘You did, and it’s a mean trick that you played on 

me. Th row this stirabout to the pig outside and go for 
water to the well in the fi eld.’

‘I cannot go,’ said the boy, ‘the night is too dark; I 
might fall into the well.’

‘You must go and bring the water; I cannot live till 
morning without eating.’

‘I am as hungry as yourself,’ said the boy, ‘but how 
can I go to the well without a light? I will not go unless 
you give me a light.’

‘If I give you the Sword of Light there is no 
knowing1 who may follow you; maybe that devil of a 
Smallhead is outside.’

But sooner than fast till morning the old hag gave 
the Sword of Light to her son, warning him to take 
good care of it. He took the Sword of Light and went 
out. As he saw no one when he came to the well he 

1 there is no knowing — (устар.) неизвестно
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left  the sword on the top of the steps going down to 
the water, so as to have good light. He had not gone 
down many steps when Smallhead had the sword, and 
away she ran over hills, dales, and valleys towards the 
Bridge of Blood.

Th e boy shouted and screamed with all his might. 
Out ran the hag. 

‘Where is the sword?’ cried she.
‘Someone took it from the step.’
Off  rushed the hag, following the light, but she didn’t 

come near Smallhead till she was over the bridge.
‘Give me the Sword of Light, or bad luck to you1,’ 

cried the hag.
‘Indeed, then, I will not; I will keep it, and bad luck 

to yourself,’ answered Smallhead.
On the following morning she walked up to the 

king’s son and said, ‘I have the Sword of Light; now 
will you marry my sister?’

‘I will,’ said he.
Th e king’s son married Smallhead’s sister and got 

the Sword of Light. Smallhead stayed no longer in the 
kitchen — the sister didn’t care to have her in kitchen 
or parlour.

Th e king’s second son came home. He was not long 
in the castle when Smallhead said to herself, ‘Maybe 
he will marry my second sister.’

1 or bad luck to you — (разг.) или тебе будет хуже
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She saw him one day in the garden and went 
towards him; he said something, she answered, then 
asked, ‘Is it not time for you to be getting married like 
your brother?’

‘When my grandfather was dying,’ said the young 
man, ‘he bound my father not to let his second son 
marry till he had the Black Book. Th is book used to 
shine and give brighter light than ever the Sword of 
Light did, and I suppose it does yet. Th e old hag 
beyond the Bridge of Blood has the book, and no one 
dares to go near her, for many is the king’s son killed 
or enchanted by that woman.’

‘Would you marry my second sister if you were to 
get the Black Book?’

‘I would, indeed; I would marry any woman if I 
got the Black Book with her. Th e Sword of Light, and 
the Black Book were in our family till my grandfather’s 
time, then they were stolen by that cursed old hag.’

‘I will have the book,’ said Smallhead, ‘or die in the 
trial to get it.’

Knowing that stirabout was the main food of the 
hag, Smallhead settled in her mind to play another 
trick. Taking a bag she scraped the chimney, gathered 
about a stone of soot1, and took it with her. Th e night 
was dark and rainy. When she reached the hag’s house, 
she climbed up the gable to the chimney and found 

1 a stone of soot — стоун сажи (1 стоун ≈ 6,34 кг)
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that the son was making stirabout for his mother. She 
dropped the soot down by degrees till at last the whole 
stone of soot was in the pot; then she scraped around 
the top of the chimney till a lump of soot fell on the 
boy’s hand.

‘Oh, mother,’ said he, ‘the night is wet and soft , the 
soot is falling.’

‘Cover the pot,’ said the hag. ‘Be quick with that 
stirabout, I am starving.’

Th e boy took the pot to his mother.
‘Bad luck to you,’ cried the hag the moment she 

tasted the stirabout, ‘this is full of soot; throw it out 
to the pig.’

‘If I throw it out there is no water inside to make 
more, and I’ll not go in the dark and rain to the 
well.’

‘You must go!’ screamed she.
‘I’ll not stir a foot out of this1 unless I get a light,’ 

said the boy.
‘Is it the book you are thinking of, you fool, to take 

it and lose it as you did the sword? Smallhead is 
watching you.’

‘How could Smallhead, the creature, be outside all 
the time? If you have no use for the water you can do 
without it.’

1 I’ll not stir a foot out of this — (разг.) Я и шагу отсюда 
не сделаю
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Sooner than stop fasting till morning, the hag gave 
her son the book, saying, ‘Do not put this down or let 
it from your hand till you come in, or I’ll have your 
life.’

The boy took the book and went to the well. 
Smallhead followed him carefully. He took the book 
down into the well with him, and when he was stoop-
ing to dip water she snatched the book and pushed 
him into the well, where he came very near drown-
ing.

Smallhead was far away when the boy recovered, 
and began to scream and shout to his mother. She 
came in a hurry, and fi nding that the book was gone, 
fell into such a rage that she thrust a knife into her 
son’s heart and ran aft er Smallhead, who had crossed 
the bridge before the hag could come up with her.

When the old woman saw Smallhead on the other 
side of the bridge facing her and dancing with delight, 
she screamed, ‘You took the Sword of Light and the 
Black Book, and your two sisters are married. Oh, 
then, bad luck to you. I will put my curse on you 
wherever you go. You have all my children killed, and 
I a poor, feeble, old woman.’

‘Bad luck to yourself 1,’ said Smallhead. ‘I am not 
afraid of a curse from the likes of you. If you had lived 
an honest life you wouldn’t be as you are today.’

1 Bad luck to yourself — (зд.) И тебе желаю того же
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‘Now, Smallhead,’ said the old hag, ‘you have me 
robbed of everything, and my children destroyed. Your 
two sisters are well married. Your fortune began with 
my ruin. Come, now, and take care of me in my old 
age. I’ll take my curse from you, and you will have 
good luck. I bind myself never to harm a hair of your 
head.’

Smallhead thought awhile, promised to do this, 
and said, ‘If you harm me, or try to harm me, it will 
be the worse for yourself.’

Th e old hag was satisfi ed and went home. Smallhead 
went to the castle and was received with great joy. Next 
morning she found the king’s son in the garden, and 
said, ‘If you marry my sister tomorrow, you will have 
the Black Book.’

‘I will marry her gladly,’ said the king’s son.
Next day the marriage was celebrated and the king’s 

son got the book. Smallhead remained in the castle 
about a week, then she left  good health with her sisters 
and went to the hag’s house. Th e old woman was glad 
to see her and showed the girl her work. All Smallhead 
had to do was to wait on the hag and feed a large pig 
that she had.

‘I am fatting that pig,’ said the hag; ‘he is seven years 
old now, and the longer you keep a pig the harder his 
meat is: we’ll keep this pig a while longer, and then 
we’ll kill and eat him.’
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Smallhead did her work; the old hag taught her some 
things, and Smallhead learned herself far more than 
the hag dreamt of. Th e girl fed the pig three times a day, 
never thinking that he could be anything but a pig. Th e 
hag had sent word to a sister that she had in the Eastern 
World, bidding her come and they would kill the pig 
and have a great feast. Th e sister came, and one day 
when the hag was going to walk with her sister she said 
to Smallhead, ‘Give the pig plenty of meal today; this 
is the last food he’ll have; give him his fi ll1.’

Th e pig had his own mind and knew what was 
coming. He put his nose under the pot and threw it 
on Smallhead’s toes, and she barefoot. With that she 
ran into the house for a stick, and seeing a rod on the 
edge of the loft , snatched it and hit the pig.

Th at moment the pig was a splendid young man.
Smallhead was amazed.
‘Never fear,’ said the young man, ‘I am the son of 

a king that the old hag hated, the king of Munster. She 
stole me from my father seven years ago and enchanted 
me — made a pig of me.’

Smallhead told the king’s son, then, how the hag 
had treated her. ‘I must make a pig of you again,’ said 
she, ‘for the hag is coming. Be patient and I’ll save you, 
if you promise to marry me.’

1 give him his fi ll — (разг.) пусть ест до отвала (сколько 
хочет)
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‘I promise you,’ said the king’s son.
With that she struck him, and he was a pig again. 

She put the switch in its place and was at her work 
when the two sisters came. Th e pig ate his meal now 
with a good heart1, for he felt sure of rescue.

‘Who is that girl you have in the house, and where 
did you fi nd her?’ asked the sister.

‘All my children died of the plague, and I took this 
girl to help me. She is a very good servant.’

At night the hag slept in one room, her sister in 
another, and Smallhead in a third. When the two 
sisters were sleeping soundly Smallhead rose, stole the 
hag’s magic book, and then took the rod. She went 
next to where the pig was, and with one blow of the 
rod made a man of him.

With the help of the magic book Smallhead made 
two doves of herself and the king’s son, and they took 
fl ight through the air and fl ew on without stopping. 
Next morning the hag called Smallhead, but she did 
not come. She hurried out to see the pig. Th e pig was 
gone. She ran to her book. Not a sign of it.

‘Oh!’ cried she. ‘Th at villain of a Smallhead has 
robbed me. She has stolen my book, made a man of 
the pig, and taken him away with her.’

1 ate his meal now with a good heart — (устар.) ел с лег-
ким сердцем
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What could she do but tell her whole story to the 
sister. ‘Go you,’ said she, ‘and follow them. You have 
more enchantment than Smallhead has.’

‘How am I to know them?’ asked the sister.
‘Bring the fi rst two strange things that you fi nd; 

they will turn themselves into something wonder-
ful.’

Th e sister then made a hawk of herself and fl ew 
away as swift ly as any March wind.

‘Look behind,’ said Smallhead to the king’s son 
some hours later; ‘see what is coming.’

‘I see nothing,’ said he, ‘but a hawk coming 
swift ly.’

‘Th at is the hag’s sister. She has three times more 
enchantment than the hag herself. But fl y down on 
the ditch and be picking yourself1 as doves do in rainy 
weather, and maybe she’ll pass without seeing us.’

The hawk saw the doves, but thinking them 
nothing wonderful, fl ew on till evening, and then went 
back to her sister.

‘Did you see anything wonderful?’
‘I did not; I saw only two doves, and they picking 

themselves.’
‘You fool, those doves were Smallhead and the 

king’s son. Off  with you in the morning and don’t let 
me see you again without the two with you.’

1 be picking yourself — (зд.) чисти перышки
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Away went the hawk a second time, and swift ly as 
Smallhead and the king’s son fl ew, the hawk was 
gaining on them. Seeing this Smallhead and the king’s 
son dropped down into a large village, and, it being 
market-day, they made two heather brooms of them-
selves. The two brooms began to sweep the road 
without anyone holding them, and swept toward each 
other. Th is was a great wonder. Crowds gathered at 
once around the two brooms.

Th e old hag fl ying over in the form of a hawk saw 
this and thinking that it must be Smallhead and the 
king’s son were in it, came down, turned into a woman, 
and said to herself, ‘I’ll have those two brooms.’

She pushed forward so quickly through the crowd 
that she came near knocking down a man standing 
before her. Th e man was vexed.

‘You cursed old hag!’ cried he. ‘Do you want to 
knock us down?’ With that he gave her a blow and 
drove her against another man, that man gave her a 
push that sent her spinning against a third man, and 
so on till between them all they came near putting 
the life out of her1, and pushed her away from the 
brooms. 

A woman in the crowd called out then, ‘It would 
be nothing but right to knock the head off  that old 

1 they came near putting the life out of her — (разг.) они 
чуть не уморили ее до смерти
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hag, and she trying to push us away from the mercy 
of God, for it was God who sent the brooms to sweep 
the road for us.’

‘True for you,’ said another woman. With that the 
people were as angry as angry could be, and were 
ready to kill the hag. Th ey were going to take the 
head off  the hag when she made a hawk of herself 
and fl ew away, vowing never to do another stroke of 
work for her sister. She might do her own work or 
let it alone.

When the hawk disappeared the two heather 
brooms rose and turned into doves. Th e people felt 
sure when they saw the doves that the brooms were a 
blessing from heaven, and it was the old hag that drove 
them away.

On the following day Smallhead and the king’s son 
saw his father’s castle, and the two came down not too 
far from it in their own forms. Smallhead was a very 
beautiful woman now, and why not? She had the magic 
and didn’t spare it. She made herself as beautiful as 
ever she could: the like of her was not to be seen1 in 
that kingdom or the next one.

Th e king’s son was in love with her that minute, 
and did not wish to part with her, but she would not 
go with him.

1 the like of her was not to be seen — (разг.) таких как 
она не было
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‘When you are at your father’s castle,’ said Small-
head, ‘all will be overjoyed to see you, and the king 
will give a great feast in your honour. If you kiss any-
one or let any living thing kiss you, you’ll forget me 
for ever.’

‘I will not let even my own mother kiss me,’ said 
he.

The king’s son went to the castle. All were 
overjoyed; they had thought him dead, had not seen 
him for seven years. He would let no one come near 
to kiss him. ‘I am bound by oath to kiss no one,’ said 
he to his mother. At that moment an old greyhound 
came in, and with one spring was on his shoulder 
licking his face: all that the king’s son had gone 
through in seven years was forgotten in one mo-
ment.

Smallhead went toward a forge near the castle. Th e 
smith had a wife far younger than himself, and a 
stepdaughter. Th ey were no beauties. In the rear of the 
forge was a well and a tree growing over it. ‘I will go 
up in that tree,’ thought Smallhead. ‘and spend the 
night in it.’ She went up and sat just over the well. She 
was not long in the tree when the moon came out high 
above the hill tops and shone on the well. The 
blacksmith’s stepdaughter, coming for water, looked 
down in the well, saw the face of the woman above in 
the tree, thought it her own face, and cried, ‘Oh, then, 
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to have me bringing water to a smith1, and I such a 
beauty. I’ll never bring another drop to him.’ With that 
she cast the pail in the ditch and ran off  to fi nd a king’s 
son to marry.

When she was not coming with the water, and the 
blacksmith waiting to wash aft er his day’s work in the 
forge, he sent the mother. Th e mother had nothing 
but a pot to get the water in, so off  she went with that, 
and coming to the well saw the beautiful face in the 
water.

‘Oh, you black, swarthy villain of a smith,’ cried 
she, ‘bad luck to the hour that I met you, and I such 
a beauty. I’ll never draw another drop of water for the 
life of you!’

She threw the pot down, broke it, and hurried away 
to fi nd some king’s son.

When neither mother nor daughter came back 
with water the smith himself went to see what was 
keeping them. He saw the pail in the ditch, and, catch-
ing it, went to the well; looking down, he saw the 
beautiful face of a woman in the water. Being a man, 
he knew that it was not his own face that was in it, so 
he looked up, and there in the tree saw a woman. He 
spoke to her and said, ‘I know now why my wife and 
her daughter did not bring water. Th ey saw your face 

1 to have me bringing water to a smith — (устар.) меня 
заставляют носить воду для кузнеца
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in the well, and, thinking themselves too good for me, 
ran away. You must come now and keep the house till 
I fi nd them.’

‘I will help you,’ said Smallhead. She came down, 
went to the smith’s house, and showed the road that 
the women took. Th e smith hurried aft er them, and 
found the two in a village ten miles away. He explained 
their own folly to them, and they came home.

Th e mother and daughter washed fi ne linen for the 
castle. Smallhead saw them ironing one day, and said, 
‘Sit down: I will iron for you.’

She caught the iron, and in an hour had the work 
of the day done1.

Th e women were delighted. In the evening the 
daughter took the linen to the housekeeper at the 
castle.

‘Who ironed this linen?’ asked the housekeeper.
‘My mother and I.’
‘Indeed, then, you did not. You can’t do the like of 

that work, and tell me who did it.’
Th e girl was in dread now and answered, ‘It is a 

woman who is stopping with us who did the iron-
ing.’

Th e housekeeper went to the queen and showed 
her the linen.

1 in an hour had the work of the day done — (разг.) за час 
переделала дневную работу
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‘Send that woman to the castle,’ said the queen.
Smallhead went: the queen welcomed her, 

wondered at her beauty; put her over all the maids in 
the castle. Smallhead could do anything; everybody 
was fond of her. Th e king’s son never knew that he 
had seen her before, and she lived in the castle a year; 
what the queen told her she did.

Th e king had made a match for his son with the 
daughter of the king of Ulster. Th ere was a great feast 
in the castle in honour of the young couple; the 
marriage was to be a week later. Th e bride’s father 
brought many of his people who were versed1 in all 
kinds of tricks and enchantment.

Th e king knew that Smallhead could do many 
things, for neither the queen nor himself had asked 
her to do a thing that she did not do in a twinkle.

‘Now,’ said the king to the queen, ‘I think she can 
do something that his people cannot do.’ He sum-
moned Smallhead and asked, ‘Can you amuse the 
strangers?’

‘I can if you wish me to do so.’
When the time came and the Ulster men had 

shown their best tricks, Smallhead came forward and 
raised the window, which was forty feet from the 
ground. She had a small ball of thread in her hand; 

1 who were versed — (устар.) которые были сведущи-
ми (опытными)
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she tied one end of the thread to the window, threw 
the ball out and over a wall near the castle; then she 
passed out the window, walked on the thread and 
kept time to music from players that no man could 
see. She came in; all cheered her and were greatly 
delighted.

‘I can do that,’ said the king of Ulster’s daughter, 
and sprang out on the string; but as she did, she fell 
and broke her neck on the stones below. Th ere were 
cries, there was lamentation, and, in place of a mar-
riage, a funeral.

Th e king’s son was angry and grieved and wanted 
to drive Smallhead from the castle in some way.

‘She is not to blame,’ said the king of Munster, who 
did nothing but praise her.

Another year passed: the king got the daughter of 
the king of Connacht for his son. Th ere was a great 
feast before the wedding day, and as the Connacht 
people are full of enchantment and witchcraft , the 
king of Munster called Smallhead and said, ‘Now show 
the best trick of any.’

‘I will,’ said Smallhead.
When the feast was over and the Connacht men 

had shown their tricks the king of Munster called 
Smallhead.

She stood before the company, threw two grains 
of wheat on the fl oor, and spoke some magic words. 
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Th ere was a hen and a cock there before her of beauti-
ful plumage; she threw a grain of wheat between them; 
the hen sprang to eat the wheat, the cock gave her a 
blow of his bill, the hen drew back, looked at him, and 
said, ‘Bad luck to you1, you wouldn’t do the like of that 
when I was serving the old hag and you her pig, and 
I made a man of you and gave you back your own 
form.’

Th e king’s son looked at her and thought, ‘Th ere 
must be something in this.’

Smallhead threw a second grain. Th e cock pecked 
the hen again. ‘Oh,’ said the hen, ‘you would not do 
that the day the hag’s sister was hunting us, and we 
two doves.’

Th e king’s son was still more astonished.
She threw a third grain. Th e cock struck the hen, 

and she said, ‘You would not do that to me the day I 
made two heather brooms out of you and myself.’ She 
threw a fourth grain. Th e cock pecked the hen a fourth 
time. ‘You would not do that the day you promised 
not to let any living thing kiss you or kiss anyone 
yourself but me — but then you let the hound kiss you 
and you forgot me.’

Th e king’s son made one bound forward, embraced 
and kissed Smallhead, and told the king his whole 
story from beginning to end.

1 Bad luck to you — (устар.) Горе тебе
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‘This is my wife,’ said he; ‘I’ll marry no other 
woman.’

‘Whose wife will my daughter be?’ asked the king 
of Connacht.

‘Oh, she will be the wife of the man who will marry 
her,’ said the king of Munster, ‘my son gave his word 
to this woman before he saw your daughter, and he 
must keep it.’

So Smallhead married the king of Munster’s son.

HOW CORMAC MAC ART 
WENT TO FAERY

Cormac, son of Art, son of Conn of the Hundred 
Battles, was high king of Ireland, and held his court 
at Tara. One day he saw a youth upon the green having 
in his hand a glittering fairy branch with nine apples 
of red. And whensoever the branch was shaken, 
wounded men and women enfeebled by illness would 
be lulled to sleep by the sound of the very sweet fairy 
music which those apples uttered, nor could anyone 
upon earth bear in mind any want, woe, or weariness 
of soul when that branch was shaken for him.

‘Is that branch thy own?’ said Cormac.
‘It is indeed mine.’
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‘Wouldst thou sell it? And what wouldst thou 
require for it1?’

‘Will you give me what I ask?’ said the youth.
Th e king promised, and the youth then claimed 

his wife, his daughter, and his son. Sorrowful of heart 
was the king, heaviness of heart fi lled his wife and 
children when they learned that they must part from 
him. But Cormac shook the branch amongst them, 
and when they heard the soft  sweet music of the 
branch they forgot all care and sorrow and went forth 
to meet the youth, and he and they took their depar-
ture and were seen no more. Loud cries of weeping 
and mourning were made throughout Erin when this 
was known: but Cormac shook the branch so that 
there was no longer any grief or heaviness of heart 
upon anyone.

Aft er a year Cormac said, ‘It is a year today since 
my wife, my son, and my daughter were taken from 
me. I will follow them by the same path that they 
took.’

Cormac went off , and a dark magical mist rose 
about him, and he chanced to come upon a wonderful 
marvellous plain. Many horsemen were there, busy 
thatching a house2 with the feathers of foreign birds; 

1 what wouldst thou require for it — (устар.) что ты за 
это хочешь

2 thatching a house — (разг.) покрывали крышу
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when one side was thatched they would go and seek 
more, and when they returned not a feather was on 
the roof. Cormac gazed at them for a while and then 
went forward.

Again, he saw a youth dragging up trees to make 
a fi re; but before he could fi nd a second tree the fi rst 
one would be burnt, and it seemed to Cormac that his 
labour would never end.

Cormac journeyed onwards until he saw three 
immense wells on the border of the plain, and on each 
well was a head. From out the mouth of the fi rst head 
there fl owed two streams, into it there fl owed one; the 
second head had a stream fl owing out of and another 
stream into its mouth, whilst three streams were 
fl owing from the mouth of the third head. Great 
wonder seized Cormac, and he said, ‘I will stay and 
gaze upon these wells, for I should fi nd no man to tell 
me your story.’ With that he set onwards till he came 
to a house in the middle of a fi eld. He entered and 
greeted the inmates. Th ere sat within a tall couple clad 
in many-hued garments1, and they greeted the king, 
and bade him welcome for the night.

Th en the wife bade her husband seek food, and he 
arose and returned with a huge wild boar upon his 
back and a log in his hand. He cast down the swine 

1 in many-hued garments — (устар.) в разноцветные 
одеяния
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and the log upon the fl oor, and said, ‘Th ere is meat; 
cook it for yourselves.’

‘How can I do that?’ said Cormac.
‘I will teach you,’ said the youth. ‘Split this great 

log, make four pieces of it, and make four quarters of 
the hog; put a log under each quarter; tell a true story, 
and the meat will be cooked.’ 

‘Tell the fi rst story yourself,’ said Cormac.
‘Seven pigs I have of the same kind as the one I 

brought, and I could feed the world with them. For if 
a pig is killed I have but to put its bones into the stye 
again, and it will be found alive the next morning.’

Th e story was true, and a quarter of the pig was 
cooked.

Th en Cormac begged the woman of the house to 
tell a story.

‘I have seven white cows, and they fill seven 
cauldrons with milk every day, and I give my word 
that they yield as much milk as would satisfy the men 
of the whole world if they were out on yonder plain 
drinking it.’

Th at story was true, and a second quarter of the 
pig was cooked.

Cormac was bidden now to tell a story for his 
quarter, and he told how he was upon a search for his 
wife, his son and his daughter that had been borne 
away from him a year before by a youth with a fairy 
branch.
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 ‘If what thou sayest be true,’ said the man of the 
house, ‘thou art indeed Cormac, son of Art, son of 
Conn of the Hundred Battles.’

‘Truly I am,’ quoth Cormac.
Th at story was true, and a quarter of the pig was 

cooked.
‘Eat thy meal now,’ said the man of the house.
‘I never ate before,’ said Cormac, ‘having only two 

people in my company.’
‘Wouldst thou eat it with three others?’
‘If they were dear to me, I would,’ said Cormac.
Th en the door opened, and there entered the wife 

and children of Cormac: great was his joy and his 
exultation.

Th en Manannan Mac Lir, lord of the fairy caval-
cade, appeared before him in his own true form, and 
said thus, ‘I it was, Cormac, who bore away these three 
from thee. I it was who gave thee this branch, all that 
I might bring thee here. Eat now and drink.’

‘I would do so,’ said Cormac, ‘could I learn the 
meaning of the wonders I saw today.’

‘Thou shalt learn them,’ said Manannan. ‘The 
horsemen thatching the roof with feathers are a 
likeness of people who go forth into the world to seek1 
riches and fortune; when they return their houses are 

1 go forth into the world to seek — (устар.) бродят по 
миру в поисках
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bare, and so they go on for ever. Th e young man 
dragging up the trees to make a fi re is a likeness of 
those who labour for others: much trouble they have, 
but they never warm themselves at the fi re. Th e three 
heads in the wells are three kinds of men. Some there 
are who give freely when they get freely; some who 
give freely though they get little; some who get much 
and give little, and they are the worst of the three, 
Cormac,’ said Manannan.

Aft er that Cormac and his wife and his children 
sat down, and a tablecloth was spread before them.

‘Th at is a very precious thing before thee,’ said 
Manannan, ‘there is no food however delicate that 
shall be asked of it but it shall be had without doubt.’

‘Th at is well,’ quoth Cormac.
Aft er that Manannan thrust his hand into his girdle 

and brought out a goblet and set it upon his palm. 
‘Th is cup has this virtue,’ said he, ‘that when a false 
story is told before it, it makes four pieces of it, and 
when a true story is related it is made whole again.’

‘Th ose are very precious things you have, Manan-
nan,’ said the king.

‘Th ey shall all be thine,’ said Manannan, ‘the goblet, 
the branch and the tablecloth.’

Th en they ate their meal, and that meal was good, 
for they could not think of any meat but they got 
it upon the tablecloth, nor of any drink but they got 
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 it in the cup. Great thanks did they give to Manan-

nan.
When they had eaten their meal a couch was 

prepared for them and they lay down to slumber and 
sweet sleep.

Where they rose on the morrow morn was in Tara 
of the kings, and by their side were tablecloth, cup, 
and branch.

Th us did Cormac fare at the court of Manannan, 
and this is how he got the fairy branch.
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VOCABULARY

A
abundance n изобилие
accrue v увеличиваться; выпадать на долю; проис-

ходить
adder n (зоол.) гадюка
again’ = against
agin = again
aileth = ail болеть, беспокоить, причинять стра-

дания
aisy = easy
an’ = and
ass n осел
auld = ould = oulde = old
avaricious a скупой, жадный
awl n шило
ax = ask

B
badger n (зоол.) барсук
bagpipes n волынка (шотландский музыкальный 

инструмент)
bargain n сделка
bark v лаять
barley n ячмень
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barring (prep) исключая, не считая
baste = beast
bawl v кричать, орать, горланить
belave = believe
bellow v орать, бушевать, реветь
beyant = beyond
bill n клюв
blessed a благословенный
bosky a поросший лесом или кустарником
bothy n хибарка
bourn n загон для скота; двор замка
briar n (бот.) дикий шиповник
bridle n уздечка
broach n небольшой вертел для жарки мяса
broadcloth n бумажная ткань ворсовой отделки
brocket n маленький красный олень
byre n хлев

C
cauldron n котел, котелок
cobbler n сапожник
combat n стычка, столкновение, драка
commence v начинать(ся)
condiment n приправа
craving n страстное желание, стремление
cripple n калека
curds n творог
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currach n лодка
currycomb n скребница
custard n зажа ренное блюдо из яиц, молока с 

сахаром 

D
dacent = decent
darn’t = dared not = did not dare
delude v вводить в заблуждение, обманывать
dice n игральная кость
divert v отводить, отвлекать; забавлять
droll a чудной, забавный, смешной
dwell v обитать, проживать

E
’em = them
encroach v восторгаться, покушаться на чьи-либо 

права
Erin n старинное название Ирландии

F
faery = fair
fare v быть, поживать, случаться; путешествовать; 

питаться
fast v поститься, соблюдать пост
fat v откармливать
fête n (фр.) празднество, именины
fi llet n филей (из рыбы)
fl itch n засаленный и копченый свиной бок
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fl ummery n овсяная каша
fob n кармашек; обман; подделка
foinest = fi nest
fowl n птица, дичь

G
garb n одежда, одеяние
generosity n щедрость
gi’ = gi’e= give
goblet n кубок, бокал
goest = go
griddle n сковородка с ручкой
grieve v печалиться; оплакивать

H
hag n карга, ведьма
haggard a изможденный, измученный, осунув-

шийся
harvest n урожай
heifer n телка, нетель
hermitage n убежище, жилище отшельника
hide n шкура животного
hive n улей
hovel n навес, лачуга, шалаш
hue n оттенок
hullibuloo = hullabaloo

J
jist = just
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I
impudence n дерзость, бесстыдство
indade = indeed

K
kape = keep
keg n бочонок (емкостью до 10 галлонов)
kinspeople n родственники, близкие люди
knoweth = knew

L
lament v сокрушаться, горевать, оплакивать
lamentation n горестная жалоба, плач
lard n сало
lay n короткая песенка
lissome a проворный, быстрый
lithe a сговорчивый; гибкий
loaf n буханка

M
mail n кольчуга
mane = mean
marble n мраморный шарик для игры
mastery n господство, власть; мастерство
mayest = may
mayhap adv (устар.) может быть
mead n (устар.) медовуха; луг
meddle v вмешиваться
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milch a молочный
mirth n веселье, радость
morsel n кусочек
mortal a смертный
mulled a подогретый; спутанный
munch v жевать

N
nail n гвоздь
naybour = neighbour
neigh v издавать ржание, ржать (о лошади)
nettles n (бот.) крапива
niver = never
nursling n питомец; грудной ребенок
nutriment n еда, питание

O
o’ = on = of
obedient a послушный, покорный
obey v повиноваться, слушаться
obleeged = obliged
oblivion n забвение
ooze v медленно вытекать, сочиться; убывать
ould boy = ould nick = devil
’ound = hound

P
peck v клюнуть, клевать
perch n мера длины ≈ 5,03 м
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pick v выбирать, искать, собирать, клевать, отщипы-
вать

plaque n (мед.) чума; бедствие; наказание
plase = please
plat v (устар.) заплетать; складывать
plough n плуг
print n ситец; отпечаток
pursuit n погоня, преследование

Q
quandary n затруднительное положение

R
raft er n плотовщик; стропило, балка
raiment n (устар.) наряд, одеяние
ravenous a жадный, прожорливый
red v (устар.) вспахивать
retinue n свита, кортеж
ripe a созревший, спелый
rob v грабить
rogue n мошенник, негодяй
rue n рожь

S
saddle n седло
salmon n лосось, семга
savoury a вкусный, пикантный
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sayest = say
score n мера счета, 20 штук
scoundrel n негодяй, подлец
shaggy a лохматый, покрытый шерстью
shalt = shall
shin n голень
simpleton n простак, простофиля, дурачок
sin n грех
skelp v ударять, бить, давать пощечину
skiver v разрезать кожу
sledgehammer n кувалда, кузнечный молот
sluggard n лентяй, бездельник
slumber n сон
small n мелочь, мелюзга; задница
soothsayer n заклинатель, маг, предсказатель
sorra = sorry
spake = spoke
spit n вертел
split v раскалывать, разбивать; делить на части
spur n шпора
steed n конь
stomach v терпеть, выносить
stork n аист
strand n прибрежная полоса
sumptuous a роскошный, великолепный
swan n лебедь
sword n меч
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T
tablecloth n скатерть
tanner n дубильщик
targe n (устар.) маленький круглый щит
tayspoonful = teaspoonful
thank’ee = thank you
thee = you
therewith adv (устар.) к тому же; тотчас
thistle n (бот.) чертополох
thine = yours
thou = you
thunderbolt n удар молнии
thy = your
tidings n (устар.) новость, известие
till v возделывать землю, пахать
transgress v превзойти, превосходить
troth n (устар.) воскл. удивления, досады in troth, 

by my troth честное слово, в действительности

U

unbeknown = unknown
’ud = would

V
vagabond n бродяга, бездельник, мерзавец
vagabone = vagabond
venison n оленина
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weasel n (зоол.) ласка
wheat n пшеница
whey n сыворотка
wilt = will
wizardry n колдовство
wouldst = would

Y
ye = you
yer = your
yon = yonder
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