MAC RIG EIREANN

Bi mac rig i n-Eirinn, fad 6 $oin, agus ¢uaid
s¢ amac¢ agus tug sé a gunna ’s a rhadad leis. Bi
sneacta amuig.

Marb sé fia¢c dub. Tuit an fia¢ dub air an
tsneacta. Ni facaid sé aon rud bud gile 'na an
sneacta,

n4 bud duibe ’na cloigionn an fiai¢ duib, na
bud deirge 'na a ¢uid fola bi *g4 dortad amac.

Cuir sé faoi geasaib agus deimug (sic) na
bliadna na¢ n-iosad sé da biad 1 n-aon bord, na
da oidc¢e do ¢odlad ann aon teac,

go bfagad sé bean a raib a cloigionn com dub
leis an bfia¢ dub, agus a croicionn ¢orn geal leis
an tsneacta, agus a da gruaid com dearg le fuil.

Ni raib aon bean ann san doman mar sin, act
aon bean amain a bi ann san dorman Soir.

La air na mara¢ gab sé amac, agus ni raib
airgiod fairsing, act tug sé leis fice ptinta. Ni
fada cuaid sé gur casad socraoid do,

agus dubairt sé go raib sé com mait do tri
¢oiscéim dul leis an g-corpan.

THE KING OF IRELAND’S SON

There was a king’s son in Ireland long ago,
and he went out and took with him his gun and
his dog.

There was snow out. He killed a raven. The
raven fell on the snow. He never saw anything
whiter than the snow,

or blacker than the raven’s skull, or redder
than its share of blood, that was a’pouring out.

He put himself under gassa and obligations of
the year, that he would not eat two meals at one
table, or sleep two nights in one house,

until he should find a woman whose hair was
as black as the raven’s head, and her skin as
white as the snow, and her two cheeks as red as
the blood.

There was no woman in the world like that; but
one woman only, and she was in the eastern
world.

The day on the morrow he set out, and money
was not plenty, but he took with him twenty
pounds. It was not far he went until he met a
funeral,

and he said that it was as good for him to go
three steps with the corpse.



Ni raib na tri coiscéim siubalta aige go dtainig
fear agus leag se a reasta air an g-corp air ¢uig
plnta.

Bi dligead i n-Eirinn an t-am sin, duinea ir bit
a raib fiaca aige air fear eile,

na¢ dtiucfad le muinntir an fir sin a ¢ur, da
mbeidead sé marb, gan na fiaca d’ioc, no gan
cead 6’n duine a raib na fiaca sin aige air an
bfear marb.

Nuair ¢onnairc Mac Rig Eireann mic agus
ingeana an duine mairb ag caoinead, agus iad
gan an t-airgiod aca le tabairt do ’n fear,

dubairt sé leis fein, “is mor an fruag € nac
bfuil an t-airgiod ag na daoinib bocta.”

agus cuir s¢ a larh ann a poca agus d’ioc sé€
féin na clig panta, air son an Cuirp.

Dubairt s¢ go ra¢fad sé cum an teampoill ann
sin, go bfeicfead sé curta é.

Tainig fear eile ann sin, agus leag sé a reasta
air an g-corp air son cuig punta eile.

“Mar tug mé na ceud ¢aig panta,” ar Mac Rig
Eireann leis féin, “ta sé ¢orm mait dam cuig
punta eile tabairt anois,

agus an fear boct do leigean dul ’san uaig.”

He had not the three steps walked until there
came a man and left his writ down on the
corpse for five pounds.

There was a law in Ireland at that time that
any man who had a debt upon another person
(i.e., to whom another person owed a debt)

that person’s people could not bury him,
should he be dead, without paying his debts,
or without the leave of the person to whom
the dead man owed the debts.

When the king of Ireland’s son saw the sons
and daughters of the dead crying, and they
without money to give the man,

he said to himself: “It’s a great pity that these
poor people have not the money,”

and he put his hand in his pocket and paid the
five pounds himself for the corpse.

After that, he said he would go as far as the
church to see it buried.

Then there came another man, and left his
writ on the body for five pounds more.

“As I gave the first five pounds,” said the king
of Erin’s son to himself, “it’s as good for me
to give the other five,

and to let the poor man go to the grave.”



D’ioc sé na cliig punta eile. Ni raib aige ann
sin a¢t dei¢ bpunta.

Nior bfada ¢uaid sé gur casad fear gearr glas
do6 agus d’fiafruig sé dé ca raib sé dul. Dubairt
sé go raib sé dul ag iarraid mnd ’san dorhan
soir.

D’fiafruig an fear gearr glas dé, an raib
buacaill teastal uaid, agus dubairt sé go raib,
agus cad ¢ an paide beidead s¢ ag iarraid.

Dubairt seisean “an ¢eud pog air a mnaoi, da
bfagad séi.”

Dubairt Mac Rig Eireann go g-caitfead sé sin
fagail.

Nior bfada ¢uaid siad gur casad fear eile doib
agus a gunna ann a lairh, agus ¢ ag

“leibléaract” air an londub a bi fall ’san
dorman $oir, go mbeidead s¢ aige le n-agaid a
dinéir.

Dubairt an fear gearr glas le Mac Rig Eireann
g0 raib sé ¢corn mait d6 an fear sin glacad air
aimsir,

da racfad sé air aimsir leis. D’fiafruig Mac
Rig Eireann an dtiucfad sé air aimsir leis.

“Racfad,” ar san fear, “ma bfag’ mé¢ mo
tuarastal.”

“Agus cad ¢ an tuarastal béideas tu g
iarraid?”

“Ait tige agus garda.”

He paid the other five pounds. He had only
ten pounds then.

Not far did he go until he met a short green
man, and he asked him where was he going. He
said that he was going looking for a woman in
the eastern world.

The short green man asked him did he want
a boy (servant), and he said he did, and [asked]
what would be the wages he would be looking
for?

He said: “The first kiss of his wife if he
should get her.”

The king of Ireland’s son said that he must
get that.

Not far did they go until they met another
man and his gun in his hand, and he

a’levelling it at the blackbird that was in the
eastern world, that he might have it for his
dinner.

The short green man said to him that it was
as good for him to take that man into his service
if he would go on service with him.

The son of the king of Ireland asked him if
he would come on service with him.

“I will,” said the man, “if I get my wages.”

“And what is the wages you’ll be looking
for?”

“The place of a house and garden.”



“Geobaid tu sin uaim, ma éirigeann mo turas
liom.”

D’imtig Mac Rig Eireann leis an bfear glas
agus leis an ngunnaire, agus ni fada ¢uaid siad
gur casad fear doib,

agus a cluas leagta air an talarh, agus ¢ ag
¢isteact leis an bfeur ag fas.

“Té4 sé ¢orn maif duit an fear sin glacad air
aimsir,” ar san fear gearr glas.

D’fiafruig Mac Rig Eireann de ’n fear an
dtiucfad sé leis air aimsir.

“Tiucfad ma bfag mé ait tige agus garda.”

“Geobaid tu sin uaim ma €irigeann an rud ata
ann mo ¢eann liom.”

Cuaid Mac Rig Eireann, an fear gearr glas,
an gunnaire, agus an cluasaire,

agus ni fada ¢uaid siad gur casad fear eile
doib agus a leat-Cos air a gualainn,

agus ¢ ag congbail pairce geirrfiad gan aon
geirrfiad leigean astea¢ na amac.

Bi iongantas air Mac Rig Eireann agus
d’fiafruig sé cad ¢ an ciall a raib a leat-Cos air
a gualainn mar sin.

“0,” ar seisean, “da mbeidead mo da cois
agam air an talam beidinn ¢orh luat sin go
racfainn as arharc.”

“You’ll get that if my journey succeeds with
me.”

The king of Ireland’s son went forward with
the short green man and the gunner, and it was
not far they went until a man met them,

and his ear left to the ground, and he listening
to the grass growing.

“It’s as good for you to take that man into
your service,” said the short green man.

The king’s son asked the man whether he
would come with him on service.

“P’ll come if 1 get the place of a house and
garden.”

“You will get that from me if the thing [ have
in my head succeeds with me.”

The son of the king of Ireland, the short
green man, the gunman, and the earman, went
forward,

and it was not far they went until they met
another man, and his one foot on his shoulder,

and he keeping a field of hares, without
letting one hare in or out of the field.

There was wonder on the king’s son, and he
asked him “What was the sense of his having
one foot on his shoulder like that.”

“Oh,” says he, “if | had my two feet on the
ground I should be so swift that | would go out
of sight.”



“An dtiucfaid tu air aimsir liom,” ar san Mac
Rig.

“Tiuctad, ma bfag’ mé ait tige agus garda.”

“Geobaid tu sin uaim,” ar Mac Rig Eireann,
“ma éirigeann an rud atd ann mo c¢eann, liom.”

Cuaid Mac Rig Eireann, an fear gearr glas,
an gunnaire, an cluasaire, agus an coisire air
agaid,

agus nior bfada go dtdncadar go fear agus ¢
ag cur muilinn gaoite fart le na leatpollaire,

agus a meur leagta aige air a $ron ag druidim
na pollaire eile.

“Cad cuige bfuil do meur agad air do sron?”
ar Mac Rig Eireann leis.

“0,” ar seisean, “da séidfinn as mo da
pollaire do sguabfainn an muileann amac as sin
suas ’san aer.”

“An dtiucfaid tu air aimsir?”
“Tiucfad, ma bfag’ mé ait tige agus garda.”

“Geobaid tu sin, ma éirigeann an rud atd ann
mo ¢eann liom.”

Cuaid Mac Rig Eireann, an fear gearr glas,
an gunnaire, an cluasaire, an coisire,

“Will you come on service with me?” said
the king’s son.

“I’ll come if I get the place of a house and
garden.”

“You’ll get that if the thing I have in my head
succeeds with me.”

The son of the king of Ireland, the short
green man, the gunman, the earman, and the
footman, went forward,

and it was not far they went till they came to
a man and he turning round a wind-mill with
one nostril,

and his finger left on his nose shutting the
other nostril.

“Why have you your finger on your nose?”
said the king of Ireland’s son.

“Oh,” says he, “if  were to blow with the two
nostrils | would sweep the mill altogether out
of that up into the air.”

“Will you come on hire with me?”

“I will if T get the place of a house and
garden.”

“You’ll get that if the thing [ have in my head
succeeds with me.”

The son of the king of Ireland, the short
green man, the gunman, the earman, the
footman,



agus an seidire, agus fear briste na g-cloc le
taoib a tona agus beurfad siad air an ngaoit
Marta a bi rompa

agus an gaof Marta a bi ’nna n-diaig ni
béurfad si orra-san go dtainig tratnéna agus
deiread an laé.

Dearc Mac Rig Eireann uaid agus ni facaid
sé aon teaC a mbeidead sé ann an oidce sin.

Dearc an fear gearr glas uaid agus ¢onnairc
sé tea¢ nac raib bonn cleite amac air,

na barr cleite astea¢ air, act aon ¢leite amain
a bi ag congbail didinn agus fasgaid air.

Dubairt mac rig Eireann na¢ raib fios aige c
caitfead siad an oidce sin,

agus dubairt an fear gearr glas go mbeidead
siad i dfea¢ an fafaig tall an oidce sin.

Tainig siad ¢um an tige, agus tarraing an fear
gearr glas an cuaille comraic

agus nior fag sé leanb i mnaoi searra¢ i g-
capall, pigin i muic, na broc i ngleann nar
iompuig sé fart tri uaire iad

le méad an torain do bain s¢ as an g-cuaille
comraic.

the blowman, and the man that broke stones
with the side of his thigh, and they would
overtake the March wind that was before them,

and the March wind that was behind them
would not overtake them, until the evening
came and the end of the day.

The king of Ireland’s son looked from him,
and he did not see any house in which he might
be that night.

The short green man looked from him, and
he saw a house, and there was not the top of a
quill outside of it,

nor the bottom of a quill inside of it, but only
one quill alone, which was keeping shelter and
protection on it.

The king’s son said that he did not know
where he should pass that night,

and the short green man said that they would
be in the house of the giant over there that
night.

They came to the house, and the short green
man drew the coolaya-coric (pole of combat),

and he did not leave child with woman, foal
with mare, pigeen with pig, or badger in glen,
that he did not turn over three times with

the quantity of sound he knocked out of
the coolaya-coric.



Tainig an fafa¢ ama¢ agus dubairt sé
“motuigim bolad an Eireannaig binn breugaig
faoi m’foidin dataig.”

“Ni Fireanna¢ binn breuga¢ mise,” ar san
fear gearr glas,

“act t4 mo maigistir amuig ann sin ag ceann
an botair agus ma tagann sé bainfid sé an ceann
diot.”

Bi an fear gearr glas ag meudugad, agus ag
meudugad go raib sé faoi deiread corm mor leis
an g-caislean.

Bi fait¢ios air an bfata¢c agus dubairt sé,
“Bfuil do maigistir corh mor leat féin?”

“T4,” ar san fear gearr glas, “agus nios ma.”

“Cuir i bfola¢ mé go maidin go n-imtigeann
do raigistir,” ar san fatac.

Cuir sé an fatac faoi glas, ann sin, agus ¢uaid
sé cum a maigistir.

Tainig mac rig Eireann, an fear gearr glas, an
gunnaire, an cluasaire, an séidire, an coisire,

agus fear briste na g-clo¢ le taoib a tona,
astea¢ ’san g-caislean,

agus cait siad an oid¢e sin, trian di le
fiannaigeact agus trian le sgeuluigeact,

agus trian le soirm (sic) saim suain agus fior-
¢odalta.

The giant came out, and he said: “I feel the
smell of the melodious lying Irishman under
(i.e., in) my little sod of country.”

“I’m no melodious lying Irishman,” said the
short green man;

“but my master is out there at the head of the
avenue, and if he comes he will whip the head
off you.”

The short green man was growing big,
growing big, until at last he looked as big as the
castle.

There came fear on the giant, and he said: “Is
your master as big as you?”
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“He 1is,” says the short green man, “and

bigger.”

“Put me in hiding till morning, until your
master goes,” said the giant.

Then he put the giant under lock and key, and
went out to the king’s son.

Then the king of Ireland’s son, the gunman,
the earman, the footman, the blowman,

and the man who broke stones with the side
of his thigh, came into the castle,

and they spent that night, a third of it a’story-
telling, a third of it with Fenian tales,

and a third of it in mild enjoyment of slumber
and of true sleep.



Nuair d’ éirig an 14 air na marac fug sé leis a
maigistir agus an gunnaire,

agus an cluasaire, agus an coisire, agus an
séidire, agus fear briste na g-clo¢ le taoib a
tona,

agus d’fag sé amuig ag ceann an bofair iad,
agus tainig sé féin air ais agus bain sé an glas
de ’n fatac.

Dubairt sé leis an bfata¢ gur cuir a maigistir
air ais € i g-coinne an birréid duib a bi faoi
¢olba a leabuid.

Dubairt an fata¢ go dtiubrad sé hata do nar
¢ait sé féin ariam, act go raib naire air, an sean-
birreud do tabairt do.

Dubairt an fear gearr glas muna dtiubrad sé
an birreud d6 go dtiucfad a maigistir air ais,
agus go mbainfead sé an ceann dé.

“Is fearr dam a tabairt duit,” ar san fatac,

“agus uair air bit a ¢uirfeas tu air do ¢eann é,
feicfid tu uile duine agus ni feicfid duine air bit
tu.”

Tug sé d6 an birreud ann sin, agus ¢uaid an
fear gearr glas agus fug sé do mac rig Eireann
é.

Bi siad ag imteact ann sin. Do béarfad siad
air an ngaoit Marta do bi rompa,

agus an gaot Marta do bi ’nna ndiaig ni
béarfad si orra-san, ag dul do’n dorhan $oir.

When the day on the morrow arose, the short
green man brought with him his master, the
gunman,

the earman, the footman, the blowman, and
the man who broke stones with the side of his
thigh,

and he left them outside at the head of the
avenue, and he came back himself and took the
lock off the giant.

He told the giant that his master sent him
back for the black cap that was under the head
of his bed.

The giant said that he would give him a hat
that he never wore himself, but that he was
ashamed to give him the old cap.

The short green man said that unless he gave
him the cap his master would come back and
strike the head off him.

“It’s best for me to give it to you,” said the
giant;

“and any time at all you will put it on your
head you will see everybody and nobody will
see you.”

He gave him the cap then, and the short green
man came and gave it to the king of Ireland’s
son.

They were a’going then. They would overtake
the March wind that was before them,

and the March wind that was behind them
would not overtake them, going to the eastern
world.



Nuair tainig tratnona agus deiread an lae
dearc mac rig Eireann uaid agus ni facaid sé
aon ait a mbeidead sé ann an oidce sin.

Dearc an fear gearr glas vaid, agus ¢onnairc
s¢ caislean, agus dubairt sé,

“an fatac atd ann san g-caislean sin, is
dearbratair do’n fata¢ a rabamar aréir aige,
agus béidmid ann san g-caisledn sin anoct.”

Tainig siad, agus d’fdg sé mac rig Eireann
agus a muinntir ag ceann an botair

agus ¢uaid sé cum an ¢aisledin, agus tarraing
sé an cuaille comraic,

agus nior fig sé leanb i mnaoi n4 searraé i g-
capall n& pigin i muic na broc i ngleann,

1 bfoigse seact mile do, nar bain sé tri iompdod
asta leis an méad torain a tug sé as an g-cuaille
comraic.

Tainig an fata¢ amac¢, agus dubairt sé,
“Motuigim bolad an Eireannaig binn breugaig
faoi m’foidin dataig.”

“Ni Eireanna¢ binn breuga¢ mise,” ar san
fear gearr glas,

“act t4& mo maigistir amuig ann sin ag ceann
an botair, agus mé tagann s¢ bainfid sé an
ceann diot.”

“Is moér liom de greim tu, agus is beag liom
de da greim tu,” ar san fatac.

When evening and the end of the day came,
the king of Ireland’s son looked from him, and
he did not see any house in which he might be
that night.

The short green man looked from him, and
he saw a castle, and he said:

“The giant that is in that castle is the brother
of the giant with whom we were last night, and
we shall be in this castle to-night.”

They came to the castle, and he left the
king’s son

and his people at the head of the avenue, and
he went to the door and pulled the coolaya-
coric,

and he did not leave child with woman, foal
with mare, pigeen with pig, or badger in glen,

within seven miles of him, that he did not
knock three turns out of them with all the sound
he knocked out of the coolaya-coric.

The giant came out, and he said, “I feel the
smell of a melodious lying Irishman under my
sod of country.”

“No melodious lying Irishman am I,” says
the short green man;

“but my master is outside at the head of the
avenue, and if he comes he will whip the head
off you.”

“I think you large of one mouthful, and I
think you small of two mouthfuls,” said the
giant.



“Ni bfuigfid tu mé de greim air bit,” ar san
fear gearr glas,

agus toisig sé ag meudugad go raib sé com
mor leis an g-caislean.

Tainig faité¢ios air an bfata¢ agus dubairt sé,
“bfuil do maigistir corm mor leat-sa?”

“T4a agus nios mo,” ar san fear beag glas.

“Cuir i bfola¢ mé go maidin go n-imtigeann
do madigistir,” ar san fatac, “agus rud air bit ata
tu ag iarraid caitfid tu a fagail.”

Tug sé an fata¢ leis, agus ¢aif sé faoi beul
dabaic é.

Cuaid se amac¢ agus fug sé astea¢ mac rig
Eireann, an gunnaire, an cluasaire, an séidire,
an coisire, agus fear briste na g-clo¢ le taoib a
tona,

agus cait siad an oid¢e ann sin, trian le
fiannuigeact trian le sgeulaigeact agus trian le
soirm sairh suain agus fior-codalta, go dti an
maidin.

Air maidin, 14 air na rharac, tug an fear gearr
glas mac rig Eireann agus a muinntir amac as
an g-caislean agus d’fag sé ag ceann an botair
iad,

agus tainig sé féin air ais agus d’iarr sé na
sean-slipéaraid a bi faoi colba an leabuid, air an
bfatac.

Dubairt an fata¢ go dtitbrad sé péire butais
¢orn mait agus cait sé ariarm d’a rhaigistir,

“You won’t get me of a mouthful at all,” said
the short green man,

and he began swelling until he was as big as
the castle.

There came fear on the giant, and he said:
“Is your master as big as you?”

“He 1s, and bigger.”

“Hide me,” said the giant, “till morning, until
your master goes, and anything you will be
wanting you must get it.”

He brought the giant with him, and he put
him under the mouth of a douac (great vessel
of some sort).

He went out and brought in the son of the
king of Ireland, the gunman, the earman, the
footman, the blowman, and the man who broke
stones with the side of his thigh,

and they spent that night, one-third of it
telling Fenian stories, one-third telling tales,
and one-third in the mild enjoyment of slumber
and of true sleep until morning.

In the morning, the day on the morrow, the
short green man brought the king’s son and his
people out of the castle, and left them at the
head of the avenue,

and he went back himself and asked the giant
for the old slippers that were left under the head
of his bed.

The giant said that he would give his master
a pair of boots as good as ever he wore;



agus cad é an mait a bi ann sna sean-
slipéaraib!

Dubairt an fear gearr glas muna bfagad sé€ na
slipeuraid go racfad sé 1 g-coinne a maigistir,
leis an ceann do baint dé.

Dubairt an fata¢ ann sin go dtiubrad sé do
iad, agus tug.

“Am air bif,” ar seisean, “a cuirfeas tu na
slipeuraid sin ort,

......

agad do dul ann, béid tu innti.”

D’imtig mac rig Eireann agus an fear gearr
glas, agus an gunnaire, agus an cluasaire,

agus an coisire, agus an seidire, agus fear
briste na g-clo¢ le taoib a t6na,

go dtainig traindéna agus deiread an laé;
agus go raib an capall ag dul faoi sgat na
copoige agus ni fanfad an copog leis.

D’fiafruig mac rig Eireann de’n fear gearr
glas ann sin, ca beidead siad an oid¢e sin,

agus dubairt an fear gearr glas go mbeidead
siad i dteac dearbrafar an fataig ag a raib siad
areir.

Dearc mac rig Eireann uaid agus ni facaid s¢
dadam. Dearc an fear gearr glas uaid agus
¢onnairc s¢ caislean mor.

and what good was there in the old slippers?

The short green man said that unless he got the
slippers he would go for his master to whip the
head off him.

Then the giant said that he would give them to
him, and he gave them.

“Any time,” said he, “that you will put those
slippers on you,

and say ‘high-over!” any place you have a
mind to go to, you will be in it.”

The son of the king of Ireland, the short
green man, the gunman, the earman,

And the footman, the blowman, and the man
who broke stones with the side of his thigh,
went forward

until evening came, and the end of the day,
until the horse would be going under the shade
of the docking, and the docking would not wait
for him.

The king’s son asked the short green man
where should they be that night,

and the short green man said that they would
be in the house of the brother of the giant with
whom they spent the night before.

The king’s son looked from him and he saw
nothing. The short green man looked from him
and he saw a great castle.



D’fagbaig s¢é mac rig Eireann agus a
muinntir ann sin agus ¢uaid sé¢ cum an ¢aisleain
leis féin,

agus tarraing sé an cuaille corraic, agus nior
fagbaig sé leanb 1 mnaoi, searrac 1 1air, pigin 1
muic, na broc i ngleann,

nar tionntuig sé tart tri vaire leis an méad
torain a bain s€ as an g-cuaille comraic.

Téainig an fata¢ amac agus dubairt sé,

“mofuigim bolad an Eireannaig binn
breugaig faoi m’t6idin dataig.”

“Ni Eireanna¢ binn breuga¢ mise,” ar san
fear gearr glas,

“act t4 mo maigistir *nna Seasam ann sin, ag
ceann an botair, agus ma tagann sé bainfid sé
an ceann diot.”

Agus leis sin fosuig an fear gearr glas ag
méadugad go raib sé comm mor leis an g-
caisledn faoi deiread.

Tainig fait¢ios air an bfata¢, agus dubairt sé,
“bfuil do maigistir corh mor leat féin?”

“T4a,” ar san fear gearr glas, “agus nios mo.”

“O cuir m¢é a bfola¢, cuir me 1 bfola¢,” ar san
b 2
fatac,

“go n-imfigeann do maigistir, agus rud air bit
a béideas tu ag iarraid caitfid tu a fagail.”

He left the king’s son and his people there,
and he went to the castle by himself,

and he drew the coolaya-coric, and he did not
leave child with woman, foal with mare, pigeen
with pig, or badger in glen,

but he turned them over three times with all the
sound he struck out of the coolaya-coric.

The giant came out, and he said:

“I feel the smell of a melodious lying Irishman
under my sod of country.”

“No melodious lying Irishman am I,” said
the short green man;

“but my master is standing at the head of the
avenue, and if he comes he shall strike the head
off you.”

And with that the short green man began
swelling until he was the size of the castle at
last.

There came fear on the giant, and he said:

“Is your master as big as yourself?”

(15

“He 1s,” said the short green man, “and

bigger.”
“Oh! put me in hiding; put me in hiding,”
said the giant,

“until your master goes; and anything you
will be asking you must get it.”



Tug sé an fata¢ leis agus ¢uir sé faoi beul
dabaic €, agus glas air.

Téainig sé air ais agus fug sé mac rig Eireann,

an gunnaire, an cluasaire, an coisire, an
séidire, agus fear briste na g-clo¢ le taoib a tona
asteac leis,

agus cait siad an oidce sin go riigac, trian di
le fiannuigeact,

agus trian di le sgeuluigeact, agus trian di le
soirm sair suain agus fior ¢odalta.

Air maidin, 14 air na marac, tug sé mac rig
Eireann agus a muinntir amac

agus d’fagbuig sé ag ceann an botair iad agus
tainig sé féin air ais,

agus leig sé amac an fatac, agus dubairt se
leis an bfafa¢ an cloidearn meirgeac¢ a bi faoi
¢olba a leabuid do tabairt do.

Dubairt an fata¢c na¢ dtitbrad sé an sean-
¢loideam sin d’ aon duine,

act go dtiubrad sé do cloideam na tri faobar,
nér fag fuigeal buille *nna diaig,

agus da bfag-fad sé go dtiubrad sé leis an
dara buille é.

“Ni glacfaid mé sin,” ar san fear gearr glas,

He took the giant with him, and he put him
under the mouth of a douac, and a lock on him.

He came back, and he brought the king of
Ireland’s son,

the gunman, the earman, the footman, the
blowman, and the man who broke stones with
the side of his thigh, into the castle with him,

and they spent that night merrily—a third of
it with Fenian tales,

a third of it with telling stories, and a third of
it with the mild enjoyment of slumber and of
true sleep.

In the morning, the day on the morrow, he
brought the son of the king of Ireland out,

and his people with him, and left them at the
head of the avenue, and he came back himself

and loosed out the giant, and said to him, that
he must give him the rusty sword that was
under the corner of his bed.

The giant said that he would not give that old
sword to anyone,

but that he would give him the sword of the
three edges that never left the leavings of a
blow behind it,

or if it did, it would take it with the second
blow.

“I won’t have that,” said the short green man,



“caitfid mé an cloidearh meirgea¢ fagail,
agus muna bfag’ mé é racfaid me i g-coinne mo
maigistir agus bainfid sé an ceann diot.”

“Is fearr dam a tabairt duit,” ar san fatac,

“agus cia bé ait a bualfeas tu buille leis an g-
cloideam sin racfaid sé go dti an gainearh da
mbud iarann a bi roirhe.”

Tug s¢€ an cloidearh meirgeac do6 ann sin.

Cuaid mac rig Eireann agus an fear gearr
glas, agus an gunnaire, agus an cluasaire,

agus an coisire, agus an seidire, agus fear
briste na g-cloc le taoib a tona ann sin,

go dtainig trainona agus deiread an laé, go
raib an capall ag dul faoi sgaf na copdige agus
ni fanfad an copog leis.

Ni béarfad an gaot Marta a bi rompa orra
agus an gaot Marta a bi nna ndiaig ni rug si
orra-san,

agus bi siad an oid¢e sin ann san dorhan $oir,
an ait a raib an bean-uasal.

D’ fiafruig an bean de rhac rig Eireann creud
do bi s¢ ag iarraid agus dubairt seisean go raib
s¢ ag iarraid iféin mar mnaoi.

“Caitfid tu m’fagail,” ar sise, “ma fuasglann
tu mo geasa diom.”

“I'must get the rusty sword; and if [ don’t get
that, 1 must go for my master, and he shall
strike the head off you.”

“It 1s better for me to give it to you,” said the
giant,

“and whatever place you will strike a blow
with that sword, it will go to the sand (i.e., cut
to the earth) though it were iron were before
it.”

Then he gave him the rusty sword.

The son of the king of Ireland, the gunman,
the earman,

and the footman, the blowman, and the man
who broke stones with the side of his thigh,
went forward after that,

until evening came, and the end of the day,
until the horse was going under the shade of the
docking, and the docking would not wait for
him.

The March wind that was behind them would
not overtake them, and they would overtake the
wind of March that was before them,

and they were that night (arrived) in the
eastern world, where was the lady.

The lady asked the king of Ireland’s son what
it was he wanted, and he said that he was
looking for herself as wife.

“You must get me,” said she, “if you loose
my geasa off me.”



Fuair sé a l6istin le na ¢uid buacaill ann san
g-caislean an oidce sin,

agus ann san oidce tainig sise agus dubairt
leis,

“sed siosur agad, agus muna bfuil an siosur
sin agad air maidin amara¢ bainfigear an ceann
diot.”

Cuir si biordn-suain faoi na ¢eann, agus fuit
sé 'nna ¢odlad,

agus ¢om luat a’s fuit sé nna codlad rug si
an siosur uaid agus d’fagbuig si é.

Tug si an siostr do’n rig nirhe, agus dubairt
si leis an rig, an siosur do beit aige air maidin
di.

D’imtig si ann sin.

Nuair bi si imtigie fuit an rig nirhe ’nna

¢odlad

agus nuair a bi sé *nna ¢odlad tainig an fear
gearr glas agus na sean-slipéaraid air,

agus an birreud air a ¢eann, agus an cloideam
meirgeac¢ ann a laim,

agus cia bé ait a d’fagbuig an rig an siosur
fuair seisean é.

Tug sé do rhac rig Eireann €, agus nuair
tainig sise air maidin d’fiafruig si,

“a mic rig Eireann bfuil an siosur agad?”

He got lodging with all his servants in the
castle that evening,

and in the night she came and said to him,

“Here is a scissors for you, and unless you
have that scissors for me to-morrow morning,
the head will be struck off you.”

She placed a pin of slumber under his head,
and he fell into his sleep,

and as soon as he did, she came and took the
scissors from him and left him there.

She gave the scissors to the King of
Poison, and she desired the king to have the
scissors for her in the morning.

Then she went away.

When she was gone the King of Poison fell
into his sleep;

and when he was in his sleep the short green
man came, and the old slippers on him,

and the cap on his head, and the rusty sword
in his hand,

and wherever it was the king had left the
scissors out of his hand, he found it.

He gave it to the king of Ireland’s son, and
when she (the lady) came in the morning, she
asked;

“Son of the king of Ireland, have you the
scissors?”



“Ta,” ar seisean.

Bi tri fice cloigionn na ndaoine a tainig *ga
h-iarraid air spicib timcioll an caisleain

agus $aoil si go mbeidead a cloigionn air
spice aici i g-cuideact leo.

An oidce, an 14 air na marac, tainig si agus
tug si ciar do,

agus dubairt si leis muna mbeidead an c¢iar
aige air maidin nuair a tiucfad si go mbeidead
an ceann bainte dé.

Cuir si biordn-suain faoi na ¢eann agus tuit
sé ‘nna ¢odlad mar tuit sé an oid¢e roirhe, agus
goid sise an Ciar léife.

Tug si an ¢iar do’n rig nime agus dubairt si
leis gan an c¢iar do caillead mar caill s¢ an
siosur.

Tainig an fear gearr glas agus na sean-
sléiparaid air a cosaib, an sean-birreud air a
ceann

agus an cloidearh meirgeac ann a lairh, agus
ni facaid an rig € go dtainig se taob Siar dé agus
tug sé an ciar leis uaid.

Nuair tainig an maidin, daisig mac rig
Eireann

agus fosuig sé ag caoinead na ciaire a bi
imtigte uaid.

“I have,” said he.

There were three scores of skulls of the
people that went to look for her set on spikes
round about the castle,

and she thought that she would have his head
on a spike along with them.

On the night of the next day she came and
gave him a comb,

and said to him unless he had that comb for
her next morning when she would come, that
the head should be struck off him.

She placed a pin of slumber under his head,
and he fell into his sleep as he fell the night
before, and she stole the comb with her.

She gave the comb to the King of Poison, and
said to him not to lose the comb as he lost the
SCISSOrs.

The short green man came with the old
slippers on his feet, the old cap on his head,

and the rusty sword in his hand; and the king
did not see him until he came behind him and
took away the comb with him.

When the king of Ireland’s son rose up the
next morning

he began crying for the comb, which was
gone from him.



“Na bac leis sin,” ar san fear gearr glas,

“ta s€ agam-sa.”

Nuair fainig sise tug sé an c¢iar di, agus bi
iongantas uirri.

Tainig si an triorhad oidce,

agus dubairt si le mac rig Eireann an ceann
do ciarad leis an g-ciair sin do beit aige di, air
maidin amérac.

“Nois,” ar sise, “ni raib baogal ort go dti
anoct, agus ma cailleann tu an t-am SO i,

ta do ¢loigionn imtigte.”

Bi an bioran-suain faoi na ¢eann, agus fuit sé
‘nna ¢odlad.

Tainig sise agus goid si an ¢iar vaid. Tug si
do’n rig nime i,

agus dubairt si leis nar feud an ¢iar imfeact
uaid no go mbainfide an ceann d¢.

Tug an rig nirhe an c¢iar leis, agus cuir sé
asteac i 1 g-carraig cloice,

agus tri fice glas uirri, agus $uid an rig taoib
amuig de na glasaib uile ag doras na carraige,
’ga faire.

Tainig an fear gearr glas, agus na slipeuraid
agus an birreud air,

agus an cloidearh meirgea¢ ann a lair, agus

buail s¢ buille air an g-carraig cloice agus
d’fosgail suas i,

“Don’t mind that,” said the short green man:

“I have it.”

When she came he gave her the comb, and
there was wonder on her.

She came the third night, and said to the son
of the king of Ireland to have for her the head
of him who was combed with that comb, on the
morrow morning.

“Now,” said she, “there was no fear of you
until this night; but if you lose it this time,

your head is gone.”

The pin of slumber was under his head, and
he fell into his sleep.

She came and stole the comb from him. She
gave it to the King of Poison,

and she said to him that he could not lose it
unless the head should be struck off himself.

The King of Poison took the comb with him,
and he put it into a rock of stone

and three score of locks on it, and the king
sat down himself outside of the locks all, at the
door of the rock, guarding it.

The short green man came, and the slippers
and the cap on him,

and the rusty sword in his hand,

and he struck a stroke on the stone rock and
he opened it up,



agus buail sé an dara buille air an rig nire,
agus bain sé an ceann dé.

Tug sé leis an ¢iar ¢uig (do) mac rig Eireann
ann sin, agus fuair sé € ann a duaiseact, agus ¢
ag caoinead na ciaire.

“Sud i do ¢iar duit,” ar seisean, “tiucfaid sise
air ball, agus fiafrocaid si diot an bfuil an ¢iar
agad,

agus abair 1éite go bfuil, agus an ceann do
ciarad léite, agus cait ¢uici an cloigionn.”

Nuair tinig sise ag fiafruig an raib an ciar
aige, dubairt sé go raib,

agus an ceann do ciarad léite, agus cait sé
ceann an rig nirme cuici.

Nuair ¢onnairc si an cloigionn bi fearg mor
uirri, agus dubairt si leis

na¢ bfuigfead sé i le posad go bfagad sé
coisire a Siubalfad le na coisire féin i g-coinne
tri buideul na h-io¢slainte

as tobar an dorhain $oir, agus d4 mbud luaite
a tainig a coisire féin 'nd an coisire aige-sean,
go raib a ¢eann imtigte.

Fuair si sean-caillea¢ (buitse éigin) agus fug
si tri buideula di.

Dubairt an fear gearr glas tri buideula do
tabairt do’n fear a bi ag congbail pairce na
ngeirrfiad, agus tugad do iad.

and he struck the second stroke on the King
of Poison, and he struck the head off him.

He brought back with him then the comb to
the king’s son, and he found him awake, and
weeping after the comb.

“There is your comb for you,” said he; “she
will come this now and she will ask you have
you the comb,

and tell her that you have, and the head that
was combed with it, and throw her the skull.”

When she came asking if he had the comb,
he said he had,

and the head that was combed with it, and he
threw her the head of the King of Poison.

When she saw the head there was great anger
on her, and she told him

he never would get her to marry until he got
a footman (runner) to travel with her runner for
three bottles of the healing-balm

out of the well of the western world; and if
her own runner should come back more
quickly than his runner, she said his head was
gone.

She got an old hag—some witch—and she
gave her three bottles.

The short green man bade them give three
bottles to the man who was keeping the field of
hares, and they were given to him.



D’imiig an caillea¢ agus an fear, agus tri
buidéala ag gac¢ aon aca,

agus bi coisire mic rig Fireann ag tigeact
leat-bealaig air ais, sul a bi an caillea¢ imtigte
leat-bealaig ag dul ann.

“Suid sios,” ar san cailleac leis an g-coisire,
“agus leig do sgit,

ta an beirt aca posta anois, agus na bi brisead
do ¢roide ag rit.”

Tug si 1éite cloigionn capaill agus ¢uir si faoi
na ¢eann ¢,

agus bioran-suain ann, agus nuair leag sé a
¢eann air, tuit sé 'nna ¢odlad.

Doirt sise an t-uisge a bi aige amac, agus
d’imtig si.

B’fada leis an bfear gearr glas go raib siad ag
tigeact, agus dubairt sé leis an g-cluasaire,

“leag do ¢luas air an talarh, agus feu¢ an bfuil
siad ag teact.”

“Cluinim,” ar seiseann, “an cailleac ag teact,
agus ta an coisire "nna ¢odlad,

agus ¢ ag srannfartuig.”

“Dearc uait,” ar san fear gearr glas leis an
ngunnaire “go bfeicfid tu ca bfuil an coisire.”

The hag and the man started, and three
bottles with each of them;

and the runner of the king’s son was coming
back half way on the road home, while the hag
had only gone half way to the well.

“Sit down,” said the hag to the foot-runner,
when they met,

“and take your rest, for the pair of them are
married now, and don’t be breaking your heart
running.”

She brought over a horse’s head and a
slumber-pin in it,

and laid it under his head, and when he laid
down his head on it he fell asleep.

She spilt out the water he had and she went.

The short green man thought it long until
they were coming, and he said to the earman,

“Lay your ear to the ground and try are they
coming.”

“I hear the hag a’coming,” said he; “but the
footman is in his sleep,

and I hear him a’snoring.”

“Look from you,” said the short green man
to the gunman, “till you see where the foot-
runner is.”



Dubairt an gunnaire go raib sé ann a leitid sin
d’ait,

agus cloigionn capaill faoi na ¢eann, agus ¢
‘nna ¢odlad.

“Cuir do gunna le do $uil,” ar san fear garr
2
glas, “agus cuir an cloigionn 6 na ¢eann.”

Cuir sé an gunna le na $uil agus sguaib sé an
¢loigionn 6 na ¢eann.

Duisig an coisire, agus fuair sé na buideula a
bi aige folam,

agus b’¢igin do fillead ¢um an tobair aris.

Bi an ¢aillea¢ ag teact ann sin agus ni raib an
coisire le feiceél (feicsint).

Ar san fear gearr glas ann sin, leis an bfear a
bi ag cur an ruilinn-gaoite tart le na pollaire,

“éirig suas agus feuc an g-cuirfed an cailleac
air a h-ais.”

Cuir sé a rheur air a éron agus nuair bi an
caillea¢ ag teact ¢uir sé séidedg gaoite flifi a
sguaib air a h-ais i.

Bi si teact aris agus rinne s¢ an rud ceudna
léite.

Gac¢ am a bidead sise ag teact a bfogas doib
do bidead seisean da cur air a h-ais aris leis an
ngaoif do $éidead sé as a pollaire.

The gunman looked, and he said that the
footman was in such

and such a place, and a horse’s skull under
his head, and he in his sleeping.

“Lay your gun to your eye,” said the short
green man, “‘and put the skull away from under
his head.”

He put the gun to his eye and he swept the
skull from under his head.

The footman woke up, and he found that the
bottles which he had were empty,

and it was necessary for him to return to the
well again.

The hag was coming then, and the foot-
runner wasnot to be seen.

Says the short green man to the man who was
sending round the windmill with his nostril:

“Rise up and try would you put back that hag.”

He put his finger to his nose, and when the
hag was coming he put a blast of wind under
her that swept her back again.

She was coming again, and he did the same
thing to her.

Every time she used to be coming near them
he would be sending her back with the wind he
would blow out of his nostril.



Air deiread $¢€id se leis an da pollaire agus
sguaib sé an ¢aillea¢ ¢um an dorhain Soir aris.

Tainig coisire mic rig Eireann ann sin, agus
bi an 14 sin gnotuigte.

Bi fearg mor air an mnaoi nuair ¢onnairc si
nac dtainig a coisire féin air ais 1 dtosac, agus
dubairt si le mac rig Eireann,

“ni bfuigfid tu mise anois no go siubailfid tu
tri mile gan broig gan stoca, air $nataidib
cruaide.”

Bi boétar aici tri rhile air fad, agus snataide

geura cruaide craitte air, corn tiug leis an bfeur.

Ar san fear gearr glas le fear-briste na g-clo¢
le na leat-t6in,

“téid agus maol iad sin.”

Cuaid an fear sin orra le na leat-t6in agus
rinne sé stumpaid diob.

Cuaid sé orra ann sin le na t6in dbalta, agus
rinne sé€ pugdar agus praisea¢ diob.

Tainig mac rig Fireann agus siabail s¢€ na tri

rile, agus bi a bean gnotuigte aige.

Posad an beirt ann sin, agus bi an ¢éud pog
le fagail ag an bfear gearr glas.

At last he blew with the two nostrils and
swept the hag back to the western world again.

Then the foot-runner of the king of Ireland’s
son came, and that day was won.

There was great anger on the woman when
she saw that her own foot-runner did not arrive
first, and she said to the king’s son:

“You won’t get me now till you have walked
three miles, without shoes or stockings, on
steel needles.”

She had a road three miles long, and sharp
needles of steel shaken on it as thick as the
grass, and their points up.

Said the short green man to the man who
broke stones with the side of his thigh:

“Go and blunt those.”

That man went on them with one thigh, and
he made stumps of them.

He went on them with the double thigh, and
he made powder and prashuch of them.

The king of Ireland’s son came and walked
the three miles, and then he had his wife
gained.

The couple were married then, and the short
green man was to have the first kiss.



Rug an fear gearr glas an bean leis féin asteac
1 seomra, agus tosuig sé uirri.

Bi si lan de naifreacaib nirhe, agus beidead
mac rig Eireann marb aca,

nuair a racfad sé nna codlad, act gur piuc an
fear gearr glas aisti iad.

Tainig sé go mac rig Eireann ann sin, agus
dubairt sé leis,

“Tig leat dul le do mnaoi anois. Is mise an
fear a bi ann san g-comra an 14 sin,

a d’ioc tu na dei¢ bpunta air a Son, agus an
muinntir se6 a bi leat is seirbisige iad do cuir
Dia ¢ugad-sa.”

D’imfig an fear gearr glas agus a rhuinntir
ann sin agus ni facaid mac rig Eireann aris é.

Rug sé a bean abaile leis, agus cait siad beata
sona le ¢éile.
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The short green man took the wife with him
into a chamber, and he began on her.

She was full up of serpents, and the king’s
son would have been killed with them

when he went to sleep, but that the short
green man picked them out of her.

He came then to the son of the king of
Ireland, and he told him:

“You can go with your wife now. I am the
man who was in the coffin that day,

for whom you paid the ten pounds; and these
people who are with you, they are servants
whom God has sent to you.”

The short green man and his people went
away then, and the king of Ireland’s son never
saw them again.

He brought his wife home with him, and they
spent a happy life with one another.
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