Anyway, they spent that night at Boolynagreana, and the following morning the people scattered, each to his own fort  or homestead, and the three sons of Turlough returned to the Island of Pigs. Happy and proud were their masters at the various and wondrous deeds performed around Mount Callan. They stayed on the Island of Pigs until they recovered from their tiredness and then felt a desire to visit Deala son of the great Dághda (Deala Mhic an Dághda Moir), who was their grandfather. They bid farewell to their colleagues and learned professors and went the first night to Ennis of the Calves (Lays?) (Inis Laoigh), which is now called Ennis, and the second night at the Wooded Promontory of Two -----------?  Ros Dá Shoileach, now called Limerick. They moved on through the hill of Conal Gabhra (Cnoc Chonnail Gabhra) and through Ballyhoura (Bealach Amhra), and did not rest till they reached Great Island (Oilean Mor an Bharraigh), where their grand-father and great grand-father lived at that time, and they received a great welcome there and were surprised how much their mothers people respected them. They spent some time there, well liked and trusted, until one day they told their grandfather that they felt they could have no peace until they got some news of their father, and whether he was alive or dead. Ciocal gave them the prophesy about their mother, and they set out then to search for their father, living or dead.
When their grandfathers heard this they rigged the Mermaid (Murudhach) – that is the boat which had been their father’s. They equipped the ship with provisions and crew and plenty of gold and silver and they took leave of their relations and friends and went on board. The set their course directly west from the island of Aran of the Saints (Ára Neimhe) and there is no further account of their journey nor of any misfortune occurring them until they reached Norway and the Mermaid berthed in the same place as she berthed in the time of Mac Stairn.

The warriors went ashore and left the ship and crew under the magic mist in the harbour. They proceeded, themselves, towards the white-limed royal residence which they had seen. They met a man on the way and inquired the news of the country from him; and he told them that this was the kingdom of Norway, which was very troubled at that time; and a foreign hero had come a while before then; he had taken control of the country to himself and killed the king that was there; left leaders of the people ruling the land in his place and said that he would return after a journey which he had in mind but as he had not returned since, three nephews of the deposed king had rebelled and taken control of the country to themselves; and they perverted the rents and taxes which the taoiseach had collected, to their own use; and that taoiseach is in a dark prison cell, oppressed and daily, under threat of execution: and such was the state of the country. They inquired of him as to the name of the heroic  foreigner who had killed the king and taken possession of the kingdom and he told them that it was Turlough Mac Stairn.

Sad and depressed were the three brothers on hearing these reports. The decided between them to get revenge on the three young kings or to die in the attempt. With this in mind they attacked the fort where the kings were, at nightfall. They came upon the outlying members of the household and killed one hundred warriors in the attack.

When the kings who were within heard the commotion, they donned their helmets and bared their swords and rushed out to settle, as they thought, a dispute between their subjects. There was a strip of red silk around each of their heads and streaming down their backs, blowing in the breeze – as a sign of nobility and high-leadership over everyone. Clan Turlough observed them. They followed them through the house harrying them and with three massive, sharp, happy blows they struck their heads from their bodies and raised them aloft on the points of their swords and they said with loud, crystal-clear voices that they, themselves were the family of the rightful king and if they [the people!] did not lay down arms and submit to them they would leave no one alive by sunrise. On hearing this all the kings’ subjects sided with the three heroes and went to the prison where the taoiseach was held captive . 

They were relieved to find him still alive. They gathered the wealth of the fort into one place, together with the rents and taxes which had been in the possession of the three kings that had been deposed.

After three days Turlough’s family, together with a large crowd went to visit the kingdom of the Black Men. They were in a similar situation when Turlough Mac Stairn left for the Land of Gold and when he did not return at the time he had promised, three sons of the king of the Black Men, whom Turlough had killed previously, rebelled and took control of the country to themselves and the did not yield rent nor taxes to the taoiseach whom Turlough  had appointed over them.

Clan Turlough moved to attack them and the sons of the king of the Black Men  came against them with a well armed crowd. A brave dangerous, spiteful battle ensued between the two factions, without victory facing either side until the clan Turlough met with the sons of the king of the Black Men. They fought for a time but in the end the sons of the king of the Black Men were killed and his supporters took the path of defeat and flight.

Clan Toirdhealbhach and their Norwegian  supporters returned home, high-spirited and victorious. A while after that, the three sons of Turlough settled the kingdom under their power and rule of law and they appointed the same taoiseach to rule the kingdom until they would return. They left the rents and taxes which had been collected by the three deposed kings who had been killed in the battle in custody of the taoiseach to hold for them.

Having made these arrangements they embarked on their ship and set out for the Land of Gold for it was thence their father had gone when he had left Norway; and there is no account of their travels until the Mermaid arrived in the port and harbour of the Land of Gold. On reaching that country a sad story awaited them; because since the time their father left the king of the Land of Gold in quiet peacefulness, in charge of his own kingdom and in possession of the most of Norway; after the death of the big man, there were three brothers of the big man who took possession of the kingdom when Turlough left the Land of Gold; not only that but when they conquered the Land of Gold, on the battle for the conquest, which lasted three days, rested the winning or losing of the country in perpetuity. On hearing the news the three warriors went to the residence of the king and he himself told them of his situation and said that if they were prepared to help him and if he was then victorious, he would grant them their own request; that he had once before been in a similar situation when a foreign warrior came and rescued him, and killed the great king of India; that he had given his kingdom to him and that he had departed from him with a promise to return, but that he had not done this but had gone to the Land of Promise instead.

When the three warriors heard this they were certain that the warrior concerned had been their father and they told the king that they had been searching for him all over the world for some time, and that they were prepared to do the same service for him. The king of the Land of Gold was cheered by this news and he prepared himself for battle.

On the day of the battle they advanced towards the plain, which did not concern the three brothers of the king of India who were in the vanguard of their own brave, military army. The two armies engaged and many fell in the first assault and then the six heroes happened on one another. It was then that the outcry and wondrous bombardment commenced so that the two armies stood motionless watching the sharp, violent, bloody battle. The king of India wondered greatly where the king of the Land of Gold had found warriors of such equipment and accomplishment.

The battle continued until mid-day, when Crochan said “My brothers” said he “our father did not take this long to kill the great king of India”

With that the three warriors bent their heads, raised their arms and beheaded the three kings with three deadly blows, and they then raised three great cries of victory; with that the army took the path of defeat and flight and most of them were killed in the onslaught.

The king of the Land of Gold almost lost his reason with happiness at this rescue, and he knew not how (to reward ?) the three warriors, such was his respect and love for them. On the following day the king of the Land of Gold took possession of India and put it to rights and the three warriors stayed for a week helping him; and as they had received a report that it was to the Land of Promise their father had gone when he left the Land of Gold, they could not be restrained but must visit that country.

They set out for that country and on reaching it they went to the fort of the king. The king was sad and upset when they met him, having lost most of his kingdom and [on the point of] losing the rest in the battle which had been announced for three days hence, unless he should be victorious. When the king saw the three adventurers it was the greatest apparition he had ever seen, before that and he welcomed them and inquired about their journey. They told him they were from an island in the western world and that they had come in search of their father who they heard had been in this kingdom for a time, and that Turlough  Mac Stairn was his name.  On hearing this the king gave them a thousand welcomes and  told them that  it was their father that had defended him and his kingdom, previously when the king of the Land of Cold had attempted to deprive him of his wife, who was the daughter of the king of the Land of Snow; that the Hero of the Northern (stet) world was on the side of the king of the Land of Snow and that their father had killed him in single combat; and when their father had left the country the king of the Land of Snow, in company with the king of the Land of the Bright Seas, had rebelled and had laid waste his country and killed the people, and that their was very little chance but that the king of the Land of Cold would deprive him of his kingdom and his wife, which was worse to him than losing seven kingdoms, and this was his present situation.

The three told him to take courage and that they would give him the same help and assistance as their father had done.

Happy and light-hearted was the king on hearing the promise the three warriors made to him, and he prepared everything for the battle. He went to the battle-field in high spirits with the three warriors in the vanguard of his army.

The three [?] kings from the other side came with their fulsome magnificent army and the two sides attacked one another violently.

The three sons of Turlough , however, went into the middle of the army and made a violent attack through the thickest part of the enemy ranks, from beginning to end – killing three thousand men in the one burst, so that there was a wall of dead corpses all around them on every side; and they made a raging attack back again through the crowd, until they came upon the three kings and they beheaded them without delay.

After the death of the kings their armies took the path of defeat and flight. The three warriors with the army of the king surrounded them on all sides so that by sunset there was not a man of the armies of the three kings left alive to tell the tale; and
The king of the Land of Prophesy with Clan Turlough returned home victorious with possession of his kingdom and his wife. Words cannot tell the liking and respect in which the three warriors from Ireland were held. The king offered them anything they could request but they would accept nothing until they would be returning home, whenever that might be. They stayed in that place for a fortnight, considering where they should go next. One day a very old man came to them and told them that he had heard that it was in search of the Norse adventurer they had come to this country and that he would give them his story and bring them to where he had been.

The three warriors had never heard such a sweet story as this and they gave the old man a fist-full of gold and the following day they went with him without telling anyone where they had gone and they came to the Wood of the Dead, and the old man showed them where he used to be on the rock outcrop, when he had seen the two warriors praying, and how the angel had come with food for them and how they had made a grave for themselves and had gone into it to die, together, and how the angel had brought a great stone flag, and how he placed it at the door of the grave, and how he had made an inscription on the flag, writing with the point of a spear which he had. The old man went with them and showed them the grave and the flag. They threw themselves on the ground, on the spot and shed great showers of tears, and they started to cry and lament their father until their hearts were tormented with grief and sorrow and until they were as weak as a woman in childbed and they spent the night prostrate at the foot of the stone flag crying and lamenting until sunrise on the following morning, and as they left they recited the follow lay:



Crochan:


“O pity us – respected father,



For long we have neglected you;


And now that we have found you,



But only the grave that is your place.


“And now I leave you a thousand farewells,



From today forward I will never again see you;


It is forever my heartbreak.



You to be stretched forever in the earth.”



Sal:


“For long we have been on your trail – 



Travelling over waves and facing battle – 


And in the end we have not been able



To get your blessing nor see you alive.


“We have now only to say,



As we go over the sea back to the land of the Fianna,


That we saw the grave



And the flagstone that rests over you”



Daithliionn:


“Three are we, in lamentable plight



Who left our young mother behind us,


Neither she nor our father now lives,



Neither of them will we ever see.


“We leave you now, beloved father,



A thousand farewells, forever!


Accept from us now as a contribution to you wake,



A sigh from the heart and a shower of tears.”

After reciting this lay the three warriors turned to give three last kisses to the flagstone, and the saw at the edge of the stone a light like a lustrous spark; Crochan put in his hand and what he got was the spear of Lugha of the long arm and he pulled it out; and the spear, as was its wont, gave a shower of sparks from it’s point ; and the shaft of the spear was as red as a rose from the blood of all the kings and leaders it had killed, so that no amount of water nor washing could clean it; and this same spear came into the possession of Diarmuid O Duine at a later time, when it became known as the Red Dart, and with it Diarmuid did most of the great deeds which he accomplished in later times, for no one at whom it was cast, ever survived.

The three warriors were high-spirited on getting this one tangible memento of their father; and the returned to the kingdom of the Land of Prophesy and stayed there for some time and from there they went to Norway and the Land of Gold. When they felt that it was time to depart, they put as much gold and other wealth on board the ship, as they desired.

