Croiceann ‘sa Luach.

(The Skin and the Price of it)

Gobawn, as the legends all love to relate,

Was a wise man as well as an architect great.

And he wished his son’s wife more with brains should be blest

Than of beauty most prized and most pleasing possessed.

‘Twas a problem that much had engaged Gobawn’s mind

How a maiden to fit with his fancy he’d find;

Till a sheepskin one day a bright notion awoke;

She whose wit knows its worth to be ‘Croiceann ‘sa Luach.’

On the eve of the old-time Lisgoold annual fair,

He thought his son Darra should try his luck there;

So he gave him the skin of a sheep from his flock

To sell to the maid who gave ‘Croiceann ‘sa Luach.’

The skin all next day up and down the Fair Green

Darra tried hard to trade with each pretty colleen

But as fool did some mock him, as fraud some rebuke

When the price he demanded was ‘Croiceann ‘sa Luach.’

By jibe, taunt and jeer feeling shamed and disgraced,

From the fair and his fool’s errand home he had faced

When a maiden he met looked so comely and kind

That a last chance he tried a fair buyer to find.

He proffered the skin mid the onlookers’ sport

But the maiden, unmoved, though it just the right sort;

Nor did she pronounce him a knave or a crook

When he told her the price should be ‘Croiceann ‘sa Luach.’

To her home near she led him; with shears found within

The wool she cut off, and restored him the skin,

And then when the wool she had carefully weighed

The price from her purse down to Darra she paid.

When Gobawn heard of Maeve (so this maiden was known), 

‘For my son she’s the wife,’ he declared, ‘she alone!’

And with joy in his heart oft unknown to a duke

Darra married sweet Maeve and blessed ‘Croiceann ‘sa Luach.’

This tale so romantic through centuries’ haze

Spoke the price as a proverb to long later days, 

For when bargains hard ‘both ways’ were looked for by folk

People said that they wanted both Croiceann ‘sa Luach.

