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AN  tSLUA  SÍ




An gearrán mór le cruithe óir,




Agus a shúil ar dhath na gréine;




Thóig sé a cheann agus tharraing sé srann,




Agus de bhoc, bhí sé scuabtha léithi.




Céard is ciall dó sin?



An tSlua sí! An tSlua sí!

THE  FAIRY  HOST




The big gelding with his golden shoes,




And his eyes the colour of the sun;




He raised his head and gave a snort,




And in a flash, it had swept him away.




What does that mean?




The Fairy Host! The Fairy Host!

AINGLE  NA  dTRÍ  SCIATHÁN


Ó, bhail, mhoithigh mé go minic go bhfeicthí iad, go mbíodh siad ina gcineál aingle - na haingle a thugthaí orthu. Agus níl a fhios agam ab shin í an fhírinne nó nach í ach bhí sé ráite go bhfeicthí iad ar mhodh ar bith. Agus mhoithigh mé fear amháin ag insean scéal faoi - seanfhear a bhí ann. 


D’éirigh sé ar maidin, deireadh oíche - ní raibh aon am an uair sin le fáil, uaireadóir ar bith, ar ndóiche, ní raibh cineál am ar bith ann ach an ghrian agus an ghealach - ach d’éirigh sé deireadh oíche agus cér bith seort uisce broghach a bhí fágtha ag bean an tí i mbuicéad in íochtar an cisteanadh thíos, rug sé ar an mbuicéad uisce bhroghach sin agus d’fhoscail sé an doras agus chaith sé amach ar an gcnoc é. 


Agus ar áit na bonn nuair a chaith sé amach an t-uisce ins an doras, d’éirigh an tslua meáin pháistí agus thoisigh siad ag gárthaíl. Chonaic sé ag imeacht iad mar a bheadh cnap mioltóga ón teach agus níl ann ach go ndearna sé aníos é go dtí an leaba san áit a raibh a bhean ina codladh. Agus d’inis sé an scéal daoithi. 


‘Céard tá ort?’ a dúirt sí.


‘Á, bhail,’ a dúirt sé, ‘tá rud cluinste anocht agam nár mhoithigh mé ariamh.’


‘Céard a mhoithigh tú?’ a dúirt sí.


‘Chaith mé amach an t-uisce broghach a bhí fágtha thíos sa gcanna agat ó oíche,’ a dúirt sé, ‘amach ar an gnoc agus d’éirigh an slua meáin pháistí amach ón doras.’


‘Á, maise,’ a dúirt sí, ‘a amadáin, nach ndéarfá,’ a dúirt sí, ‘go bhfuil tú sách fada ar an tsaol anois! Nach láidir nár inis do sheanathair nó do sheanmháthair an obair seo duit fad ó shin nuair a bhí tú ag fás suas! Nach bhfuil a fhios agat,’ a dúirt sí, ‘nár cheart duit uisce broghach a chaitheamh amach.  Sin iad na páistí a fhaghanns bás gan bhaisteadh atá ag imeacht anois ag feitheamh ar fhuascailt. Sin iad na haingle a dtugann siad aingle na dtrí sciathán orthu.’


‘Cén seort aingle iad sin?’ a dúirt sé.


‘Bhail, sin iad na páistí,’ a dúirt sí, ‘an fear a fhaghanns bás gan bháisteadh.’


‘Agus cén seort aingle,’ a dúirt sé, ‘aingle an dá sciathán?’


‘Sin iad na haingle cearta,’ a dúirt sí, ‘a bhíonns baistithe agus a fhaghanns bás a théanns thríd thaobh na lámha nach mbíonn aon pheaca orthu agus a chuirtear go deas cliste ins an teampall. Sin iad aingle an dá sciathán. Ach iad seo a fhaghanns bás agus a théanns ins an gCró Dorcha, tá trí sciatháin orthu agus tá siad ag imeacht ag feitheamh ar fhuascailt i gcónaí gcónaí. Agus ná déan sin,’ a dúirt sí, ‘arís, a fhear chéile, fhad is bheas tú ar urlár an tí seo.’


Mhoithigh mé an scéal seo go minic.

THE  THREE-WINGED  ANGELS

Oh, well, I often heard that they would be seen as angels, sort of – angels they were called. But I do not know if that is true or not, though it is said that they were seen anyway. And I heard one man, an old man, telling a story about it.

He got up very early one morning – there were no clocks that time, watches or clocks, or any kind of timekeeping except the sun and the moon – he got up very early in the morning and whatever sort of dirty water the woman of the house had left in a bucket at the lower end of the kitchen, he grabbed the bucket, opened the door and threw it out on the hillside outside.

And the moment he threw the water out the door, a ‘middle host’ of children rose up and started shouting. He saw them disappear from the house like a mass of midges and he barely made it back to the bed where his wife was sleeping. And he told her the story.

‘What’s wrong with you?’ said she.

‘Well,’ said he, ‘I heard something tonight I never heard before.’

‘What did you hear?’ said she.

‘I threw out the dirty water that you left in the can last night,’ said he, ‘on the hillside outside and the “middle host” of children rose up outside the door.’

‘Oh, you fool,’ said she, ‘wouldn’t you think you are long enough in this world now! It’s a wonder your grandfather or grandmother never explained this business to you long ago when you were growing up. Don’t you know,’ said she, ‘that it is not right to throw out dirty water. Those are the children that die unbaptized and which are now wandering about waiting for redemption. Those are the angels they call three-winged angels.’

‘What sort of angels are they?’ said he.

‘Well, those are the children that died unbaptized,’ said she.

‘And what sort of angels are the two-winged angels?’ said he.

‘Those are the real angels,’ said she, ‘the ones who die after baptism, pass through hands unsullied by sin and are buried neat and proper in the graveyard. Those are the two-winged angels. But these ones that die and go to Limbo have three wings on them and they are waiting for redemption, ever and always. Do not do that again, husband, as long as you stand on the floor of this house,’ said she. 

I often heard that story.

BEAN  A  TUGADH  AS


Bhí bean i dtinneas clainne thoir i nGreannaí fad ó shin agus bhí sí go dona. Ní raibh aon dochtúir ann an uair sin ach mná glún, an dtuigeann tú. Bhí bean ghlún istigh ann - ba sheo cailleach, ar ndóiche, a raibh cineál láimh aici ar an obair. Ach ní rabhthar ag déanamh aon mhaith.


Ach bhí fear istigh ann ina shuí ar, ar chloich an bhaic, ar ndóiche, agus bhí an bhean a bhí sa leaba le bás - ní raibh aon mhaith le déanamh daoithi. Ach fuair sí bás.


Agus thimpeall is mí ina dhiaidh nó b’fhéidir sé seachtainí, an fear a bhí ina shuí ar chloich an bhaic, bhí sé i mBaile Uí bhFiacháin ag aonach beithíoch - bhí beithíoch le díol aige. Agus go díreach thuas i lár shráid an mhargaidh, shiúil an fear seo chuige agus chroith sé láimh leis. 


‘Bhail, ní aithním thú,’ a dúirt fear Ghreannaí, ‘agus tá tú ag croitheadh láimhe liom.’

‘Bhail, aithnímse thusa,’ a dúirt fear Bhaile Uí bhFiacháin. ‘Bhí tú i do shuí sa gclúid thíos i nGreannaí an oíche a fuair do bhean bás. Mise an fear saolta a bhí leis na daoine uaisle na gcnoc an oíche sin. Agus dá mbeadh vástchóta mhuinchilleach an fhir,’ a dúirt fear Bhaile Uí bhFiacháin, ‘caite trasna ar chosa na mná an oíche sin, bhí an bhean sin beo ó shin,’ a dúirt sé. ‘Ach thug an tslua sí leofa í.’

Shin é anois an méid a mhoithigh mise. Sin scéala fíor. 

AN  ABDUCTED  WOMAN


Long ago there was a woman in labour over in Graunny and she was very sick. There were no doctors then, only midwives, do you see. The midwife was there – this was an old woman, of course, who was a dab hand at the work. But they were doing no good. 


The husband was sitting there on the hob and the woman in the bed was dying – nothing could be done for her. And she did die. 


About a month later, or maybe six weeks, the man who had been sitting on the hob was at a horse fair in Newport – he had a horse for sale. And right in the middle of the market street, this man walked up to him and shook hands with him.


‘Well, I don’t know you,’ said the Graunny man, ‘though you are shaking hands with me.’


‘Well, I know you,’ said the Newport man. ‘You were sitting in the corner below in Graunny the night your wife died. I was the human man that the noble people of the hills had with them that night. And if the husband’s sleeved waistcoat,’ said the Newport man, ‘had been thrown over the wife’s legs that night that woman would still be alive,’ said he. ‘But the fairy host took her with them.’


That’s all I heard. That’s true information. 

PÁISTE  A  TUGADH  AS


Ba shin páiste a d’imigh i gceo fad ó shin. Bhí sé imithe i gceo agus héiríodh amach dá iarraidh agus caitheadh lá agus oíche dá iarraidh. Agus ins an am céanna bhí an páiste a bhí sa teach  - páiste eile, mar a déarfá b’fhacthas dófa - a tháinig isteach, ba stráinséaraí é. Bhí sé cineál coirpigh agus cointinneach agus ruda mar sin. 

Ach fuair siad an páiste a bhí amú sa gceo agus ag tíocht abhaile dófa, dúirt siad an páiste a bhí contráilte go mbruithfeadh siad sa tine é. Ó, bhí ciall aige - bhí sé a naoi nó a deich de bhlianta an páiste sin, ní páiste a bhí ann. Ach dúirt siad go mbruithfeadh siad ar chúl na tine é. 

Chuir siad síos tine mhór agus nuair a bhí siad ag gabháil ag fáil greim air, d’imigh sé ina chat amach ar an doras. Ní fhacthas ariamh ó shin é. 

AN  ABDUCTED  CHILD


That was a child that disappeared in fog long ago. He had disappeared in fog and they started a search and spent a day and a night looking for him. And at the same time, the child that was in the house – another child, as you might say, it seemed to them – that came in, a stranger. He was sort of vicious and cantankerous and so on. 


But they found the child that had disappeared in the fog and as they were returning home, they declared they would burn the ‘difficult’ child in the fire. Oh, he had reached the age of reason – he was nine or ten years of age, that child – he wasn’t really a child.  But they said they would burn him at the back of the fire.


They made a huge fire and when they were going to catch hold of him, he disappeared out the door in the shape of a cat. He was never seen again.


That’s the way I heard it, now. 

NEAMHCHUID  CHLANN  AGUS  A  PHOTA  ÓIR


Tá a fhios agat, tá píosaí talaimh ann a mbíonn na buachaláin bhuí ag fás an-téagarach thar áiteacha eile. Ach bhí an fear seo oíche ag gabháil aníos ón gcladach agus mhoithigh sé an cineál ceol ar chois biolla síos ó Bhun an Bhóthair. Agus bhí sé ag tíocht ón gcladach ag tíocht leathréidh ag tarraingt ar an gceol. Ach chonaic sé an fearín beag ina shuí ar chois biolla agus é ag deasú bróige. Agus níl aon bhuille a mbuailfeadh sé ar an mbróig:


‘Tá pota óir agamsa,’ a d’abraíodh sé, ‘faoin mbuachalán buí.’


Agus ansin ní dhearna an fear a bhí ag tíocht ón gcladach ach greim a fháil air. Agus tá sé ráite nuair a ghabhfas tú greim ar an bhfear beag sin, tá fhios agat, - sin é neamhchuid chlann, an dtuigeann tú - nuair a ghabhfas tú greim air nach dtig leis imeacht. Ach fuair fear an chladaigh greim air.


‘Anois,’ a dúirt fear an chladaigh, ‘tá mé ag éisteacht le do chuid ceoil go bhfuil pota óir agat faoin mbuachalán buí agus ní ligfidh mise amach as mo lámh a choíche thú go ’seáinfidh tú an pota óir dom.’


D’imigh an bheirt acu.


‘Téanam liomsa,’ a dúirt neamhchuid chlann, ‘agus ’seáinfidh mé an buachalán buí duit.’


Agus nuair a tháinig siad go dtí an chéad bhuachalán buí, rinne sé beithíoch de.


‘Suí suas anois,’ a dúirt neamhchuid chlann, ‘ar an mbeithíoch sin.’


Shuigh. Agus d’imigh siad scathamh agus nuair a bhí siad imithe scathamh, casadh an buachalán orthu.


‘Seo buachalán eile buí,’ a dúirt neamhchuid chlann. 


Agus nuair a tháinig siad go dtí é, ba beithíoch é.


‘Suí suas ag marcaíocht air seo,’ a dúirt neamhchuid chlann leis. 


Shuigh. Agus d’imigh siad scathamh agus ba é an cás céanna é - bhí tilleadh buachalán bhuí rompu. Ach d’éirigh fear an chladaigh tuirseach den obair. 


‘Anois,’ a dúirt fear an chladaigh, ‘mura n-insí tú domhsa, cá bhfuil an pota óir, cér bith rud a dhéanfas na beithigh, ach ní fhágfaidh tú mo lámha nó go n-insí tú an obair sin dom.’


‘Bhail, anois,’ a dúirt neamhchuid chlann, ‘an bhfeiceann tú an buachalán mór sin thoir,’ a deir sé, ‘atá níos airde ná an chuid eile? Gabh soir agus cart aníos é sin agus gabhfaidh tú an t-ór faoi.’


Lig fear an chladaigh amach é agus nuair a lig, d’imigh sé mar sinneán gaoithe as a láimh. Chuaigh fear an chladaigh soir chuig an mbuachalán mór buí agus dá mbeadh sé ag cartadh ariamh ó shin, ní bhfuair sé aon dath den ór. 


Sin é an chaoi a mhoithigh mise anois é.

Péadar Bairéad: Maith thú, maith thú!

THE  LEPRECHAUN  AND  HIS  POT  OF  GOLD


You know, there are patches of ground where ragweed grows more thickly than others. One night this man was coming up from the shore and down at Bun an Bhóthair he heard music of a sort near a sand dune. He was coming up from the shore, slow and easy, making for the music. Then he saw a tiny little man sitting by the sand dune, mending a shoe. And with every blow he struck the shoe he would say:


‘I have a pot of gold under the ragweed.’


The man who was coming up from the shore just grabbed him. It’s said that when you catch a little man like that, you know – that’s the leprechaun, you see – that when you catch him he can’t get away. The man that had been on the shore caught him anyway.


‘Now,’ said he, ‘I have been listening to your tune about the pot of gold you have under the ragweed and I am not going to release you from my grip until you have shown the pot of gold to me.’


The two of them went off.


‘Come with me,’ said the leprechaun, ‘and I’ll show you the ragweed.’


When they came to the first ragweed he turned it into a horse.


‘Sit up on that horse, now,’ said the leprechaun.


He sat up on the horse and they rode a bit and after a while they saw another ragweed.


‘Here’s another ragweed,’ said the Leprechaun.


And when they came up to it, it was a horse too.


‘Sit up on this one for a ride,’ said the leprechaun.


He mounted the horse and they rode for a while and just as before they met up with more ragweed. The man who had been on the shore was getting fed up with the proceedings.


‘Now,’ said he, ‘whatever about the horses, unless you tell me where the pot of gold is, you’ll never leave my grip.’


‘Well, now,’ said the leprechaun, ‘do you see that big ragweed over there,’ says he, ‘the one that’s taller than all the rest? Go over and dig it up and you’ll find the gold under it.’


The man who had been on the shore released him and immediately he left his hand like a puff of wind. He went over to the big ragweed but no trace of gold could he find, not even had he been digging from then to this.


That’s the way I heard it now.

Péadar Bairéad: Good for you, good for you!

SOITHÍOCH  DHÁ  CHRANN  I  mBARR  NA  hASCAILLE


Bean i gCeathrú na gCloch a bhí thall i Lag na hAscaille tráthnóna cheoigh ag faire ba. Tá fhios agat féin cá bhfuil an bóthar ag gabháil soir ag Panc an Fhéitheáin Bháin, ar ndóiche. Is gearr an bóthar sin déanta. Níl sé déanta… bhail, tá sé déanta le leithchéad bliain, creidim. Ach ní raibh aon bhóthar san am seo anois ann a bhfuil mé ag gabháil ag trácht air.


Bhí an bhean seo ag faire ba thráthnóna cheoigh ach cér bith chaoi a dtug sí thart a leiceann, chonaic sí soithíoch dhá chrann ag gabháil aniar na Garranta Garbha agus soir anois an spota céanna a bhfuil an droichead ar an bhFiodán Bán, mar a déarfá, agus soir Barr na hAscaille. Ach nuair a tháinig sí abhaile san oíche, leis na ba tráthnóna:


‘Bhail,’ a dúirt sí, ‘gabhfaidh carr tine go fóill Barr na hAscaille.’


‘Cad chuige?’ a dúirt muintir an tí.


‘Chonaic mé steamer mór dhá chrann tráthnóna ag gabháil aniar ansin,’ a dúirt sí.


‘Thairí dhaot, a amadáin,’ a dúirt siad, ‘ag brionglóideach a bhí tú.’


‘Ní hea,’ a dúirt sí, ‘chonaic mé cinnte an soithíoch.’


Agus b’fhíor daoithi. Tá bóthar inniu ann agus carranna ag flyáil gach uile mhóiméid sa lá ann. 

A  DOUBLE-MASTED  VESSEL  IN  BARR  NA  hASCAILLE


A Stonefield woman was over in Lag na hAscaille one misty evening minding the cows. You know well yourself where the road goes there at Panc an Fhéitheáin Bháin. That road’s not long made, not more than fifty years, I suppose. There was no road there the time I’m talking about. 


This woman was minding the cows on a misty evening and for some reason she turned her head and she saw a double-masted ship sailing through Na Garranta Garbha, past the spot where the bridge over An Fiodán Bán is now, and out by Barr na hAscaille.


‘Well,’ said she, when she returned that evening with the cows, ‘the time will come when a fire-wagon will travel by Barr na hAscaille.’


‘How is that?’ said the people of the house.


‘I saw a double-masted steamer sailing through there this evening,’ said she.


‘Give over, you fool,’ said they, ‘you must have been dreaming.’


‘I was not, indeed,’ said she, ‘I saw the vessel, sure enough.’


And what she said came true. There’s a road there today and cars flying on it every minute of the day.

AN  FHARRAIGE

Á, bhail, tá an fharraige uaigneach, is measa dúbailte í ná gnoithe an talaimh. Tá an fharraige uaigneach agus bhí sé comhairithe gach uile lá ariamh go raibh an fharraige an-uaigneach.

Deir siad go bhfuil an fharraige i gcónaí ag tóraíocht ar dhuine a bheith léithi; níl aon turn nach dtiocfaidh an lán mara isteach ar an trá nuair a bheas sé ag líonadh – deir siad gur maith leis an lán mara duine a bheith amach leis báite. Shin é anois an rud a mhoithigh mise.

Agus chomh maith, a dúirt siad, níl fhios agam ar bréag nó fírinne anois é, ach deir siad, lá dheireadh an domhain, go rachaidh an fharraige isteach i bhfaochóg mhór le faitíos roimh bhreithiúnas an tAthar Síoraí uirthi. Mhoithigh mé an obair sin go minic.

Tá tóir ag an bhfarraige mhór ar na daoine. Agus d’abraíodh na seandaoine fad ó shin gurab í an fharraige mhór Teampall Naomh Pádraig.

Agus bhí siad ag rá fad ó shin nuair a d’éiríodh seanduine, siar anois san áit a bhfuil mise i mo chónaí, i mBaile na Cille, bhreathnaíodh sé amach ar an bhfarraige agus dá mbeadh an lá séite, d’abraíodh sé mar seo: ‘Tá bláth bán ar Gharraí Phaddy Lally inniu.’

THE  SEA


Oh, well, the sea is very lonesome, twice as bad as the land and all that goes on there. The sea is lonesome and was always counted so, every day that was.


They say the sea is always searching for someone to take with her; there’s not a tide that flows up the beach but would like to take someone with it, drowned, they say. That’s what I heard now.


And they say as well – be it true or false – that on the last day of the world, the sea will go into a big periwinkle for fear of the Eternal Father’s judgement of her. I often heard that.


The ocean searches out people and the old people long ago used to say that the ocean was St. Patrick’s Graveyard.


And they said long ago, back where I live in Kilgalligan now, that there was an old man who used to look out to sea when he got up and if it was a stormy day, this is what he would say: ‘There’s a white blossom on Paddy Lally’s Garden today’.

‘CÉ  MHARAIGH  ANNA? CÉ  MHARAIGH  ANNA?’


Bhí caint ag gach uile sheort fad ó shin. Mhoithigh tú caint ar an lá a chuaigh siad soir chun an Phoill Bhradaigh fad ó shin ag marú na rónta, ar mhoithigh tú caint air sin? Chuaigh siad soir, réitigh foireann amach as Baile na Cille ag marú rónta. An uair sin, ar ndóiche, bhí siad santach ag baint ola as rónta le haghaidh leighis. Tá leigheas mór i ngnoithe ola róin, an dtuigeann tú; na cnámhóga a thugadh siad air – ba shin é an fheoil a bhíodh rósta agus an ola bainte as – d’itheadh siad é sin. Tá feoil dhubh ar an rón leis an gcnáimh chomh maith le mairteoil ach go bhfuil boladh fiáin air.


Ach an lá seo, réitigh siad amach, ceathrar fear, agus bhí fear amháin leofa, cáiteoir a bhí ann, ar ndóiche, le haghaidh gnoithe rónta. Bhíodh maide mór leis i gcónaí le haghaidh spealadh ar na rónta – píosa de mhaide darach – agus níl aon rón dá dtigeadh sé suas leis nach gcáithfeadh sé é. Ach an lá seo, réitigh siad amach thiar ag na Fothanta Dubha, d’imigh leofa soir agus níor stop go ndeacha go Cladach an Phoill Bhradaigh agus bhí cnap rónta istigh ansin – lá breá gréine – sínte istigh ansin ag déanamh bolg le gréin.


Ach níor airigh siad, na rónta bochta, ariamh go dtáinig an curach isteach agus gur bhuail sé isteach ar an – cineál cladach a bhí ann, ní gaineamh a bhí ann ach cineál cladach méarógach mín. Ach léim an fear seo amach a dtugadh siad Eoghan Rua air – b’éard a bhí ann smaladóir le gnoithe rónta. Léim beirt eile amach ina dhiaidh agus thoisigh siad ag treascairt agus ag marú rónta go ndearna siad dídóith ar an méid a bhí ann de rónta.


Ach bhí rón amháin thuas, rón breac, agus fuair sé sníospairt mhór air, an duine bocht. Thug siad dúnmharú dó ach ní raibh sé marbh amach is amach. Ach nuair a bhí an méid sin déanta acu –


‘Anois,’ a dúirt fear acu, ‘tá sé chomh maith dúinn a bheith ag gabháil abhaile, tá díol an lae linn ar mhodh ar bith.’


Agus an uair sin, thimpeall is cúig nó sé de rónta nó seacht gcinn a mhéad a bheadh siad in ann a chur sa gcurach – bhí na rónta sin trom, tá fhios agat. Ach nuair a bhí an curach, na sé nó seacht de rónta istigh sa gcurach acu mheas siad go raibh a sáith. Ach tháinig siad amach giotín beag ón gcladach agus níorbh fhada dófa go bhfaca siad an rón mór seo ag déanamh isteach de bhanc an éisc in éis oíche a bheith caite amuigh ag an duine bocht ag soláthar. Ach nuair a bhreathnaigh sé isteach –


‘Á, bhail,’ a dúirt sé, ‘Dia dílis dá réiteach,’ a deir sé, ‘cén seort slad é sin istigh ar chor ar bith ar an gcladach? Nó cé a mharaigh Anna,’ a dúirt sé, ‘agus cé mharaigh Anna?’

Bhí an seanrón seo thuas ar an gcladach dá únfairt féin agus é i ndeireadh na dé.

‘Á, maise,’ a dúirt an seanrón a bhí ar an gcladach, an duine bocht, ‘nach bhfuil fhios agat go maith cé mharaigh Anna – an fear i gcónaí, an fear i gcónaí.’

‘Á, maise,’ a dúirt an rón a bhí amach ón gcladach giota agus é ag snámhán thart, ‘múchadh agus báthadh air,’ a dúirt sé, ‘agus nár ba fada go raibh a chosa nite.’

Ach nuair a mhoithigh an mhuintir a bhí sa gcurach an chaint sin, thug siad don iomramh ag iarraidh an trá a dhéanamh. Ach níl ann ach go raibh siad ar an gcladach nuair a bhí sé ina thrí tonn. D’éirigh an fharraige mhór ins an spéir. Bhí sí ag caitheamh caipíní daoithi a bhí ag gabháil deich dtroithe fichead ins an spéir. D’éirigh cuma aduain ar an taobh aduaidh agus d’éirigh an fharraige corrach ar gach uile bhealach.

Ach bhí go maith agus ní raibh go dona, tháinig Eoghan Rua abhaile. Ach bhuail slack tinnis Eoghan Rua, an duine bocht. Luigh sé ar an leaba; níor fhága sé sin ná go bhfuair sé bás. Ach ón lá sin amach, cuireadh deireadh le gnoithe mharú na rónta.

Sin é anois. 

‘WHO  KILLED  ANNA?  WHO  KILLED  ANNA?’


Long ago everything had the power of speech. You heard tell of the day long ago that they went over to An Poll Bradach to kill seals, didn’t you? They went over, a crew from Kilgalligan got ready to go out killing seals. At that time, they were greedy, of course, for the oil which they got from the seals for cures. Seal oil has a cure in it, you see; they call it ‘the remnants’ – that’s the meat when it is roasted and the oil extracted from it – they used to eat that. There is lean meat on the seal, close to the bone, as good as any beef except it has a terrible smell.


Anyway, this day, four men got ready to go out and one of them was really deadly when it came to killing seals. He always had a big cudgel with him for hacking at the seals – a piece of oak – and there wasn’t a seal that he met up with that he didn’t finish off. So this day they got ready to head out from Na Fothanta Dubha and they didn’t halt till they reached Cladach an Phoill Bhradaigh and there was a pile of seals in there, stretched out sunning themselves that fine sunny day. Before the poor seals knew, the currach ran up on the shore – it wasn’t sand, but a sort of fine pebble beach. So, this man they called Eoghan Rua jumped out and he was nothing short of wild about killing seals. Two more jumped out after him and they started felling and killing the seals, leaving what was there of them in a sorry state. 


There was one seal, a speckled seal, up there and he hewed savagely at it, the poor man. They all but murdered him and when they had that done –


‘Now,’ said one of them, ‘we might as well head for home, we have enough with us for today anyway.’


About five or six, or at most seven seals was all they could carry in a currach then – those seals were heavy, you know. By the time they had six or seven seals in the currach they judged they had enough. They came out from the shore a bit and not long after that, they saw this big seal heading in from the fishing bank where the poot man had spent the night gathering supplies. When he looked in –


‘Oh, well,’ said he, ‘dear God, what kind of devastation can that be in there on the shore! Who killed Anna?’ said he, ‘who killed Anna?’


This old seal was up on the shore, rolling about and with his last gasp, he says:


‘Oh, indeed, wouldn’t you know who killed Anna – the human, always the human!’


‘Well,’ said the seal that was swimming around a little bit out from the shore, ‘may he smother and drown and not live long,’ said he.


When the people in the currach heard that they laid into rowing for the shore and they had barely reached it when the breakers appeared. The sea rose up into the sky and was throwing foam-crested waves thirty feet in the air. The northern horizon took on an eerie appearance and the sea became very unsettled in every way. 

Well and good. Eoghan Rua came home and he fell ill, the poor fellow. He took to his bed and he never left it till he died. So that finished the business of slaughtering seals from that day on.

That’s it now. 
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