
        
            
                
            
        

    
	The Battle of Ventry Strand

	 

	The navy that came from the South,

	Its hosts letting out a great shout,

	Though great was the noise from each mouth,

	Most are dead now and scattered about.

	 

	On the strand at Fionntra of the harbour,

	Where our hosts with great slaughter did kill

	Mighty heroes from lands the world over,

	We drank down our fill.

	 

	Many, from weapons we wield,

	Fine warriors dead on the ground;

	Many the sword and the shield

	In fragments behind on the strand.

	 

	On the strand at Fionntra of the havens

	- Many bodies of doves scattered round,

	Many warriors feeding the ravens,

	Many acres of blood-sodden ground.

	(from the Book of the Dean of Lismore)

	Translated by S. Ó Faoláin.

	 

	 

	A King who captured for himself the princedom and possession of the whole great World in totality was Dáire Donn Mac Loisginn Lomghlúinig. And a great assembly of all the war-hosts of the World that King did proclaim.

	 

	There came there Bolcán, King of France and Marghared, King of Greece and Faghertach, King of India and Lughman Leathanarmach, King of the Saxons and Fiachra Foltleabar, King of Gairian and Tor Mac Breóghuin, King of Spain and Sligeach Mac Seanghairbh, King of the Cappadocians and Iruadh Mac Dreangain Mic Duillí, King of the Dragon-men and Comur Croimgeann, King of the Dog-headed men and Caitchenn, King of the Cat-headed men and Caiseal Clúmhach, King of the Norsemen and three brothers; they being Fórne Glaingéir Gaisgedhach and Mongach In Mara and Tacha; and Dáire Dédsholus, King of the Tyrrhenian Sea and Madan Muncas Mac Duinn, King of the Galatians and three Kings from where the sun rises in the East; they being Duibhceartán Mac Fir Mais and Muilleann Mac Fir Luit and Cuilleann Mac Faebhair Glais; and Ógarmach, daughter of the King of Greece, the greatest woman-warrior that ever came upon this World, and many other Kings and chieftains not here reckoned.

	 

	Upon the arrival of those heavy legions and armies of the King of the World they then heard his single directive, that being to conquer Éireann, be it with ease or with hardship. And this was his cause.

	 

	Fionn Mac Cumhaill Mhic Tréanmhór Uí Bhaoiscne was once in exile in military service to the King of France, and the wife and daughter of that King eloped with him back to Éireann, for they were both and equally in love with Fionn. And it was through this that Dáire Donn, King of the World, assembled all his hosts to avenge that deed on Irishmen, for it was neither honourable nor agreeable to him to forgive them the heaping of shame and insult upon him.

	 

	It was then the King of the World enquired "which of ye is knowledgeable of the berths and havens of Éireann?" "True knowledge I'll give you." Said Glas Mac Dreamhainn, "For I am myself in exile from Fionn Mac Cumhaill and I will carry knowledge of the calm, capacious, wide, welcoming ports of Éireann to ye."

	 

	It was then that there came those plentiful hosts and haughty households of the coastlands skilful in the ways of vessels and galleys, and they readied their sail-ships and sea-currachs, their barques and beautiful, bright boats. And they put out fine, tenacious, true-straight, tough-wooded oars, and they made an expert, eager, wild, wood-warping bout of rowing.

	 

	And it was like to the showers of shining white whiskers on a rapid river or the light beaming off bright lime on high rocks, that foaming, bright-skinned wash in the wake of the galleys, through that nimble, frenzied rowing, carrying those heaving, hawk-like, high-prowed ships out from the captivating cove of their common keeping, and over the calamitous crests of the violent, vehement deluge, and across the mass of the mighty-waved main, and beyond the perilous peaks of the broad, baleful, blue brine.

	 

	It was then that the winds did rise and the waves did heighten, until they could hear nothing but the mad, mournful mewling of the sea-singing and the many heedless voices of the restlessly ranging sea-fowl over the glistening green-waves at their wing-flapping. Not welcoming, indeed, to those whose due and duty it was to dare that dire, deep-cold deluge; there being a power of waves and water and wild winds at flinging their fearsome, full-voiced fury about and above the boats. And still not fit to be spoken of were those sodden-spaced ships, with the babbling of the bars beating bitterly, and the buffeting of the mighty masts in harsh winds at hard-breaking.

	 

	There was not amongst them then one boat without bending, nor spar without splintering, nor hull without holing, nor timber without trembling, nor nail without loosening, nor gunwale without grinding, nor boat without breakage, nor oar-hole without swamping, nor plank without pounding, nor stern without smiting, nor vessel without veering, nor stay without wave-warping, nor red sail without rip-rending, nor boat without blemish in their fast-flight before the full-furied tempest, were it not for the coming of their comrades in closeness to them, giving aid and attendance.

	 

	As that wind did not find the heroes in strength wanting, nor find them weak, nor find a shortage of stamina in the strong manly champions, thereby they succeeded in scudding before the mighty gale over every grey green pool on the fine surface of the sea until there came a kindly calmness on the ocean between bays and havens and headlands and bare rocks. Thus they arrived at the peak of a goodly island of the World, at the naked grey rock which is called Sceilig Mhichíl today.

	 

	Then Dáire addressed Glas, saying "By my soul Glas Mac Dreamhain, it is not a bay the likes of this you promised me my ships would reach, but a strand of shining sand upon which my legions could assemble and celebrate feasts when not at battle." "There is known to me the likes of such a strand in the west of Éireann", said Glas, "it is the harbour of Fionntráigh in Corca Dhuibhne".

	 

	And they went from thence to Fionntráigh and their vessels filled the borders of the whole harbour in such a manner that the brine could no longer be seen. Conncrithir Mac Brain Mhic Feabhail from Teamhair Luachra was sentinel at the harbour of Fionntráigh at that time, but it is asleep he was when the wide fleet took harbour and haven there.

	 

	And it was the clamour made by the King of Spain and his four red-weaponed battalions at scorching and pillaging the surrounding country that woke him. He rose presently and bound his body in his war-garments and turned his face upon the foreign hosts. While making towards the enemy he caused upon three women coming against him together, and they said that all three of them held vast longing for him and would give him magical succour in such a way that he might protect the region until Fionn and Fianna Éireann should come to his aid.

	 

	Conncrithir went ahead for himself then and made fierce battle with the King of Spain until he gave him a rough, mighty swift-stroke at the meeting of his battling helmet and bright-flashing shield-boss and he severed the head from the King with that sword-blow, and took his head as a trophy of battle-slaughtering and he said; "By my word, none will part me from this head unless they kill me or until a few or a multitude of Fianna Éireann come to my aid."

	 

	When the King of the World heard these big words he sent Glas Mac Dreamhain ashore to see if it was mighty-deedful Oscar Mac Óisín Mhic Fhinn of the high exploits who had uttered them. On Glas coming ashore Concrithir confronted him demanding of him who he was and when he told his name and lineage Glas said there were ties of kinship and blood between them and that he himself would not enter into combat with any of the men of Éireann on the surface of this World but that he had been an enemy of Fionn and Fianna Éireann with a long time, and the way of it was this: Glas Mac Dreamhain was of the Tuatha Dé Danann from Sídh Locha Léin of the cold waters and from the deep places of Drom Droibheóil, and any time a deer or any other senseless animal was flushed it was profitless for a hound or person to give chase for it was run down alive by Glas. Through this he was employed by the Fianna, but a short time it was before it was charged that he was betraying Fionn to Cormac Mac Airt, to the King of Ireland, and through this he had to leave Éireann and go out in the Big World. Conncrithir told Glas not to fear for any harm that Fionn might try to commit upon him but to enter into his own company under his oath of protection.

	 

	Glas then went to the King of the World and told him it was not Oscar that was there on the shore at all, but a kinsman of himself, and that he wished to go and succour him.

	 

	They made an agreement together then: Glas to tell the King each day the number of Fianna Éireann that fell and to whom fell his own hosts and the King was not to let any of his hosts ashore but as Glas permitted it, until Fianna Éireann arrived. Glas and Conncrithir were then aiding each other in combat with the hosts of Dáire Donn until there came to them a great champion of Fianna Éireann, he being Taisteallach Tréanfhear. When he saw all the heads harvested by those two he went straight to the beach seeking single combat with any man, and they sent out Cuimhleathar, a champion of the King of the World to him.

	 

	Those two royal champions went at assaulting each other, and clenched their powerful, pounding, never-wounded, strong-gripping, unyielding, fury-fists each over the other's back and gave vigourous, warlike, front-woundings each to the other.

	 

	With that, the King of the World's champion gave Taisteallach a terrible, true-valiant squeeze that released a forceful spouting of blood from the tip of every finger and also a deluge of black blood from his mouth. He then took Taisteallach on his back and away running with him in the direction of Dáire Donn. "By my soul, Cuimhleathar," said Taisteallach, "what is it you have in mind to do with me?" "To take you to the King of the World", says he, "and to pull your head from off of your carcass and to put it on a stake as witness to the men of the World." "Bad the decision is that", said Taisteallach, "as it is better for you to let me go, that I might submit to you in the view of the hosts of the World, because all the champions of Éireann bowed down before me, and so will then submit also to you. It is a good thing to be saying for yourself over in the Big World beyond, that the champions of Ireland were sooner to yield to you than to do so before the King of the World." "By my word," said Cuimhleathar, "but that's what I'll do with you." And he let him down on the ground.

	 

	Taisteallach stooped his head then and Cuimhleathar thought it was submission that he was making. But in its place it is the way that Taisteallach twisted behind him and gave him a prodigious, poisonous squeeze that stretched Cuimhleathar on his back, and Taisteallach hefted a huge gallán [pillar-stone] which stood in nearness to him and cast it upon Cuimhleathar so that he made a clot of bloody marrow-gore of his body. Then he put his foot on the shoulder of Cuimhleathar and pulled his head from his torso and boasted loudly of this deed. Conncrithir then sent Taisteallach from Fionntráigh, beseeching aid of the Tuatha Dé Danann and of Fianna Éireann.

	 

	The Tuatha Dé answered that call right wilfully and nimbly and they came to Fionntráigh and protected the region until the coming of the Fianna. Fionn and Fianna Éireann were at swimming in the Shannon at Ard Phádraig when they saw the champion Taisteallach towards them, and Fionn went into his company and Taisteallach told him of how the outlanders had come to Fionntráigh.

	 

	Fionn returned then and spoke to the Fianna, and he set them about hurrying and hastening against the enemies of Éireann, our country, and as soon as they were ready for the road they moved along with them to Fionntráigh: over the current of the Máigh and from there to Ciarraighe Luachra in the south, and over the long pale strand of Tráigh Lí, and with their left hand to Cathair Chon Raoi until they came to red-maned Sliabh Mis, and from there to the harbour of Fionntráigh.

	 

	They made shady-mouthed tents at this place and kindled great fires and beacons for themselves. No sooner arrived Fianna Éireann at the battle-place than away with Oscar, observing the worthy warriors and watchmen and bringing word of the battalion's arrival. But with the weariness of the journey and long travel there came upon him a craving for sleep, and he said to Mac Lugach and Caoilte Mac Rónáin: "Stay with me young fellows 'till I make a little peaceful sleep here, as it is better I'll be at battling on the morrow because of it." And with that he lay down on a cairn with Mac Lugach on his right side and Caoilte on his left side. Not long was he at his slumber, indeed, when the chieftains of Dáire Donn came ashore, and they raised a great shout aloud and the crews of their ships answered them likewise. When Oscar perceived that howling he started from his sleep with the clamouring in his ears, nine ridges distant from the cairn outward. And he raised himself into a stance. He grasped his terrible iron harrowing club in his left hand and a sword in his right hand and off away with him making a disagreeable, cleaving onslaught on the hordes of Dáire Donn, and every two opposing blows by him with his club and sword in turn. Short time it was before every person who came off the ships to make that attack was laid low, because Oscar did go through them and under them and around them and over them like a strenuous spring-tide vomiting vigourously through a narrow, weed-choked canal. And then, when he perceived that slaughter and devestation, the King of France did come ashore for his vengeance upon Oscar and upon Clanna Baoiscne in general. "For it is to them," says he, "that I came to Éireann, and they shall fall to my hand because of this, and Fionn himself after them, because when one severs all the branches from the tree, no hardship is it then to fell the tree itself." But Oscar made an onslaught on the followers of the King of France which was of like intensity to the piercing pitch of plaintive shrieking spewed in a storm from the shoulder of a mighty mountain, or the bright, speckled sparkling from the domed summit of a distant sídh-mound, or like a monstrous, misty-mouthed, surf-skinned, spume-spitting, froth-foaming, bright-bowed wave wasting all in its wake. And in the midst of the battle Oisín became bitterly oppressed by the King of France and let a sigh of anguish out of himself. When this was heard by that untiring tower, that fast-furied lion, that valiant viper, that warlike wolf, that stormy spring-tide, that standard on the shoreline, that hundred-hacker, that undefeatable fist, that heart free from fear, that foot who never stepped sideways in the face of a man or in the face of a multitude, the same being the rightly renowned Oscar, when he perceived that sigh it was news and a surprise to him that one would dare cause his father such groaning, and he came to confront them in a swift-sudden, red-angered onslaught. And it was like to fifty galloping horses at thunder-thumping and shiver-stamping the beach, the shaking he caused upon it. When the King of France did see Oscar coming towards him, his shape and equally and mutually his making departed from him and deserted him and also his vigour and his valour went by the wayside, and he decided there was neither roof nor refuge for him on the earth if he did not escape into the air or the firmament, and he looked up at the clouds and he thought there might be a shelter from Oscar for him between them, and a lightness of sense and mind came upon him, and he stretched out his person from the earth until he floated away with the wind and the madness in full view of the hosts of the World, and never ceased from that foolish flight until he reached Gleann na nGealt in the east of that region, and the hosts of the world gave out a vast immense clamouring at reviling and abusing him, and Fianna Éireann in exulting and boasting. But short time it was 'till there came a hero of the hosts of the World - that is Dolar Durbha, King of Mara nIcht of the race of Garbh Mac Thacair - and he put such a quantity of fear upon Fianna Éireann that not one of them dared enter into battle or conflict with him. And when he saw them like that, he threw from him his garments of rank and his jewel-encrusted armour and took hold of a camán and a sliotar and struck the sliotar from the west end of the beach to the east, and grasped it in his right hand before it alighted, and then he put it on his feet and made an onslaught of running from the east end of the beach to the west, and he at casting the sliotar one foot to the other without laying a hand upon it and without it touching the ground.

	And then he put it on his knee and ran to the other head of the beach and he putting it one knee to the other without dropping the sliotar. He threw it on his shoulder then and made an onslaught like the March wind from head to head of the beach and he casting the sliotar from shoulder to shoulder without a hand put to it and without it put to the ground, and he challenged and defied every one of the Fianna to make that feat the following day, and he went to his ship.

	 

	Oscar and Mac Lugach were eager to attempt the feat on the morrow, but Fionn halted them; "Stay warriors," says he, "for there has never been done, nor will there ever be done that feat by Irishmen but by three only, namely Lugh Mac Éithleann at the battle of Maigh Tuireadh, and Cú Chulainn did it at Tailteann and there will be one other warrior of the Connachtmen who will do it in times to come."

	 

	That same big man, Dolar Durbha, came every day doing the likes and demanding combat with a hundred men each day and little choice had the Fianna but to draw lots to see who would fight him, for they knew no man would return spinning tales of that battle.

	 

	In the end the story of that foreigner was heard beyond to the four corners of Éireann, and also of the defeats and destruction he perpetrated upon the Fianna. Fiachra Foltleabhar, King of Ulster, did hear that story and a sorrow to him it was, the plight and hardship in which Fianna Éireann were, and he without the capability to help them. He had not of family by him but a single solitary son, and he in the age of thirteen years at that time, and when he heard his father's talk he urged the King to send every boy-troop in Ulster along with himself, the prince, towards the Fianna. But Fiachra refused this, and for fear his son would escape from him without his knowledge he seized him and put in a room under lock and key himself and twelve sons of the kings and chieftains of Ulster who were his foster-companions. "Young fellows," said the boy, "it would be well for ye to come with me to Fianna Éireann, as although ye have not a mind to leave the paradise of Ulster, your own arrival would be worthwhile for your honour. For, while not Conall Cearnach Mac Aimheirgin, nor Cú Chulainn Mac Sualdam, nor the valiant sons of Uisnigh took the kingship of Ulster, it is little there was between them and the excellence of Conchubhar Mac Neasa, who held kingship of Ulster through his own mighty deeds. And it is an oath I take upon myself that no morsel or victuals will pass beyond my mouth in perpetuity unless we go to fight the outlanders, and that oath will be to the harm of ye all, because I will get my death of hunger and a foreign king will capture the lordship of Ulster after my father, and he will heap injustices upon ye."

	 

	That talk took effect on the youths and when the king slept they did go to the house of the chattels and they took shield and sword and war-helm and a brace of battle-spears and a pair of war-hound whelps to each youth amongst them, and away south with them to the harbour of Fionntráigh.

	 

	And that was the time and the hour that the invader Dolar Durbha happened on the shore, at inciting and reviling the Fianna and great shame gripped Oisín then, and he said it was better to himself to find death from Dolar making good combat with him than to be looking at the slaughter he inflicted on the Fianna every day. Short the time then until they saw towards them the young, fine-shaped company, and Fionn went amongst them enquiring their story and when he heard that it was the son of the King of Ulster and his twelve fosterlings that were there, and that it was to succour the Fianna they came he put a welcome before them. But because the King of the Ulstermen had not by way of issue save this one young son, and a big story it was to let the only son of a father at the foreigner, Fionn placed it upon the honour and duty of Clann Rónáin not to let the Ulster King's son towards the invader.

	 

	So Caoilte and all the men of Clann Rónáin rose then and put locks and fetters upon him. And the length that they were at binding the young fellow, the twelve fosterlings and their hounds did go at assailing the foreigner, and he killed them every one.

	 

	And when the prince heard the invader's victory shout, sorrow and broken-heartedness came upon him and he begged and beseeched the Fianna to release him and let him go to. And they released.

	 

	The young lad did then gather unto him the weapons of his ancients and ancestors and made an onslaught in the face of the foreigner. There burst from out the invader a great laugh when he saw what was towards him, and the hosts of the Big World gave a great clamouring and yammering of mockery at the sight. But only as a spur to the spirit of the youth was all that, and he made six wounds from him on the foreigner before he received any wound himself.

	 

	Throughout the whole of that day did continue the violent, vehement combat and the strenuous, sickening smiting and the brave, blood-belching battling, and with the coming of night, and on the breaking of weapons, and on the splitting of shields, no separation did they make from each other the way it is normal to unyoke from ungentle combat when darkness falls, but they applied an able, angry attack, each in opposition to the other, and they closed their heavy, harsh hawk-swift hands each about the other and grappled grievously with each other 'till the moon-sparkling silver sands shook.

	 

	And they were at that mutual mangling until there came the full tide and the land and themselves were separated, and there was that amount of fury on the two that they would not shun their place of combat until the tide came over them and drowned them as one in view of the hosts of the World and Fianna Éireann. They found them in that place on the morrow; on the beach and their hands strong-clasped about each other's slender backs, and the folds and locks of their legs twined together, and the nose of the Ulster King's son in the mouth of the foreigner and his beard in the mouth of the youth and necessary it was for them to dismember the invader in order to separate them from each other. And they buried the son of the King of Ulster and they covered his grave and they lifted a gallán over his cairn and it fell to Fianna Éireann to celebrate his funeral games, and there was not given ever a son to any hero of the Fianna that was his equal or his like.

	 

	In the end, when Fearghus Fíonbhéil saw most of the Fianna laid low he did go - without prompting or permission from Fionn or the Fianna - to Tara of the Kings where dwelt Cormac Mac Airt, and told him of the distress in which were Fionn and Fianna Éireann.

	 

	But Cormac answered him thus; "It is", said he, "to my pleasure to see Fionn in such dire difficulty due to the tyranny he inflicts on the people of Éireann as regards the hunting, and better to me is the upper hand of the invader than that of Fionn."

	 

	Fearghus went out then on the green, where Cairbre Lifeachar Mac Cormaic was at the game of the rod and ball, and said to him that it was more just for him to be at Fionntráigh protecting Éireann than to be at that foolish game without profit. Deep shame captured Cairbre through that rebuff, and he cast his camán from him and collected all the youths of Tara until he had ten hundred score of a host by him on the morning of the following day. And then he moved away with him, without consent and without counsel from Cormac Mac Airt, southwards to the harbour of Fionntráigh.

	 

	When Fearghus Fíonbhéil told the Fianna who it was towards them, they all rose out against Cairbre at putting welcome before him. "Cairbre", says Fionn, "it is better to us that you should come to us when there would be musicians and minstrelsy and poets and women and youths to delight you, than when the compulsion of Battle is upon us, as is the way with it now." "Not to carouse and keep company with you I came," says Cairbre, "but to supply succour in your strife." "I never yet took a new warrior on the breast of battle", says Fionn, "for often it is with the one who comes like so, that he goes to the place of his death, and it is not to my pleasure that such a warrior should fall through me." "An oath it is to me", says Cairbre, "that I should give combat to the outlanders; on my own account if you will not allow me give it on yours."

	 

	And with that he and his war-bands made fierce fighting and brave battling with the hosts of Dáire Donn on behalf of Fionn and Fianna Éireann. Shortly after, when there did not survive of the Fianna but one single battalion, there came further unasked aid, that being a full-big fleet with Fiachra, son of the King of Brittany, and also by Dubhán Donn, son of the King of Thomond.

	 

	At that present time Fearghus Fíonbhéil did go on board the ship of the King of the World, and he proclaimed a great battle between all the hosts the third day thence. And directly at that time also Taidhg Mac Nuadhat knew the mind of Fionn, and he sent northwards towards him the venomous weapons of Bolcáin for the coming great battle, for no other arms would redden upon Dáire Donn, the King of the World. And when all things were proper and prepared Fearghus Fíonbhéil did address the Fianna, inciting them and shaming them and satirising them: "Fianna Éireann", says he, "if there were full seven summer days in one day by ye, there is that work wanted of ye today, for there never yet was made, nor will there unto eternity in Éireann ever again be made the work of a single day like to this day today. And it is a small, miserable, pitiful little thing has happened to ye, the violence and distress suffered by ye until now in the defence of Éireann. And here is the lone single warrior amongst ye, at war-hacking on your behalves at present on the strand, and ye are not like but to a herd of bullocks because ye move under the shadow and protection of Fionn and Oscar and Oisín, and not one of ye is better than the other, for none of ye will face the foreigner."

	 

	And on the hearing of this reproach by Oisín, he made an onslaught upon, against and among the invaders. Not long, however, until Oisín himself was being oppressed and destroyed by Clann Gairbh - that is the eight brothers of Dolar Durbha - with his back towards this life, and a sickening stab it was that sapped the spirits of the Fianna, for Oisín to be seen in such hardship.

	 

	When Fionn saw that he beseeched Fearghus go to his son and praise him highly, that he might be braver in his battering and pulverising the enemy. "Oisín, my soul", says Fearghus, "severely shameful to the Fianna is the lowness of your place in that combat, and many are the wandering waysmen and sharp-eyed servants from the comely daughters of Éireann's chieftains and champions whose gaze follows this fight." Oisín took much spirit from that encouragement Fearghus gave towards him, and his mind rose and his might multiplied with this praise, and he made at stretching his body out until there was the space for the fitting of a month-old man-child between every belly-rib by him, and the whole of the Fianna in full heard the sharp, shrieking moan of his bones at retreating one from the next, until he made a cast of his gore-reddened battle-spear, until the spear happened into the breastplate of the enemy, until there came the length of a man's hand of the sturdy, ridged shaft following the blue blade beyond the invader's broad back, until that foreigner got his death of it.

	 

	 

	Then it was that the final melee began, the battalions did burst and belch forth on every side, clashing and combining in the close-knit, dense-woven, dim-lit woods and amongst the pitch-dark, perpetually churning deluges of the ocean; promptly and perilously, actively and angrily, rudely and roughly and fiercely and fatally, boldly, bravely and bright-cloaked, violently and vehemently, dangerously, distressfully and disputatiously, swiftly, severely and seriously. And both numerous and frequent then were the whistlings of blade against bone and the report of bones at snapping and mangling, and bodies at wounding, and eyes at gouging, and fists at spine-severing, and mothers without sons, and fine women without their men.

	 

	So it was that the battle went and the chief warriors of the Fianna; Conán mac an Léith and Oscar and Oisín at dissecting and destroying, and at lopping and chopping and heavy-handed hammering to their right and to their left, and even the least man amongst Fianna Éireann had nine of the foreigners beating on his shield.

	 

	Fearghus Fíonbhéil went from man to man, praising and shaming and inciting them to mighty man-like deeds, and he also giving swift visits to Fionn Mac Cumhaill from time to time carrying tidings of the battle.

	 

	In the end, when Fionn heard that Dáire Donn was in the heart of the fight, playing slaughter and hardship upon the Fianna, he went in opposition against him.

	 

	When the King of the World recognized those venomous weapons of Bolcán capable of leaving death with him, amazement and terror filled him, and his shape and fine form went from him and the power left his hand and his shanks shook, and his eyes and very vision were distorted and perverted with the seeing of those weapons in the hands of Fionn.

	 

	It was nonetheless daringly and dauntlessly and determinedly that they set upon one another. Also, their grappling was stout and virile and obstinate in the way that a person might think it a wild, whipping whirlwind in winter which lay between them, coming east and west against each other, or that it was the great Red Sea after its parting in two perfect halves at crashing back headlong one upon another, the encounter of those two haughty, high-deedful heroes and they violently contesting the ground until eventually Fionn separated the head and bright-breasted body of the King of the World from their connectedness.

	 

	With that Fionn himself did fall in clouds of anguish into a death-swoon,

	 

	...and many were the scabby wounds and the ragged furrows and the red-bright cross-slashes of death upon him.

	 

	The fine, brave combat continued, however, until not a man there was not at death's door lying in a mass of gore, except for two only: Fionn's fosterling Caol Mac Crimthainn and also the head of the body-guard of Dáire Donn, and this lone foreigner was swimming to the ships so he might sail away alive to the Big World.

	 

	Fearghus struck out to where Caol lay and was at enquiring how things stood with him. "Pitiful that, O Fearghus", says Caol, "for it is my judgement that if you removed my breast-plate and helmet from me, that there is not one limb of my limbs would not fall from me. But by my oath, it is a more difficult and distressful thing to me to see yonder hero of the foreigners walking alive from this place, than for myself to be in the state that I am." " And I leave my blessing with you, O Fearghus, and take me with you on your back over to the water's edge so I might make a swim after the invader and he won't know that it is not one of his own people I am. The thread of my life is already broken and a good thing it would be to me if that hero fell to my hand before my souls severs from my body."

	 

	Fearghus took him to the sea and let him swim off after the foreigner, who waited for him upon reaching the ships, for he supposed that it was one of his own people Caol was.

	 

	Caol made next to the boat eventually and the foreigner sent out his hand to him. Caol took him by the wrist and closed his firm, unrelenting, fast-fastening fist upon him and made a manly, heroic heave that took the foreigner from out the boat. And they closed their hard, heavy, harsh hero-hands about each others bodies and both made out a grave on the gravelly bottom of the briny, bright open ocean, and neither of them were seen from that time forth.

	 

	Thus ended the battle of Fionntráigh which lasted the length of a year and a day.
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