They left the Land of Gold peacefully and proceeded to the kingdom of India, where they received great welcomes and they stayed there for some time to overcome their weariness, and gather their rents and fill the ship with wealth, so that there was never a ship that sailed the seas with so much wealth as the Mermaid had at that time. 

Having settled their affairs and appointed leaders to rule in their name, in each of the various countries, they felt a desire to see Ireland again, after the long absence, so they bid farewell to the people of the various countries and set out for Ireland.

There is no report of there travels for ten days until about midnight, when instead of being at sea they found themselves, by the Mermaid’s own navigation in a quiet peaceful harbour, in a pleasant green-grassed country.

The crew recognised the land and announced that they were in the Land of the Women of the Burned Breasts and that this was where they had put Finora on land, which was the reason the ship had brought them there at this time. At sunrise, they saw, standing, alone, on the shore a woman of the finest shape, appearance beauty and stature, that they had ever seen, and she signalled them to approach her. She asked them who they were. One of the three warriors spoke and told her that they were from an island in the western world and that they had been travelling for some time.

She asked them to come ashore and they did. She asked them many other things and they replied as best they could. They then asked her about her situation and she replied that she did not know very much about this but that her mother was a woman from the western world who had died in this country, bringing her into the world, and that there was a queen in this country as well who had protected her: and that she was in charge of the harbour that day; that no living man should ever be permitted to enter it, and that the right breast of every woman was burned in her youth, but that her own mother had secured an undertaking from the queen that this would not be done to her, and for this reason she had been named Aoinbhean [singular woman]; and that there was a noble lady in the Holy Land,[ Talamh Naomhtha] in Asia who yielded to the true God, and this noble lady had taken a liking to her mother and brought her mother to the same religion, and when her mother was dying She placed herself in the care of this noble lady; and that she had left her a  locket of red gold and told her to keep it and wear it always, as long as she lived , and by this locket would her nobility or ignobility in this world be known; and that she had shown this locket to thousands of people but none of them could decipher the writing on it, and for the reason that  they had been at sea for a long time, she thought fit to let them come ashore, to see if they could interpret the writing.

With that the young woman took the locket from her bright-breasted neck, opened it and showed it to the three warriors.

It so happened that the writing was in true Irish lettering and the words were these:-

“I am the daughter of Turlough Mac Stairn, nephew of the king of Denmark, and Finora, daughter of Deala son of Daghda high taoiseach of the Tuatha De Danann, who are in an island in the western world called Ireland; and my mother was on a journey from Norway to Ireland when she landed in the land of the Women of the Burned Breasts and died giving birth to me. I have three brothers in Ireland, if they still live, Crochan, Sal and Daithlion are their names”

Having read these words aloud to the three brothers, in the hearing of the young woman, the four of them looked at one another; a transformation came over their faces, complexion and shape and they were left speechless with joyousness and inspiration that they had met so fortuitously. They kissed one another for a while and shed copious tears, and greater was the elevation of the young woman than the men when they assured her that they were her three brothers as named in the inscription, and she would not part with them  but that they would all go to Ireland. With that she went to the fort. It took ten warriors to carry the load of wealth, of the richest kind in the world which she brought, and she wrote a note to the queen apologising for her departure and explaining why she had to go, and that she was taking nothing except her personal wealth and that she was leaving everything that was in her safekeeping behind her.

After that they all went aboard the Mermaid happy that they had got an account of their mother and father and of a sister that they had not known existed, they raised their tightly-stitched sails to the wind and set course for Ireland.

There is no account of their travels until they reached the Gold Coast (Cuan an Óir) in the southern part of Africa, the fourth part of the divisions of the world, and they went ashore to freshen themselves after the weariness of the sea, in that beautiful, splendid place. The built a cabin on the shore and it happened at the time that there was a war between the king of that country and three nearby kingdoms, who had won two battles over the king of the Gold Coast and upon the third battle, which was to be fought in two days time, rested the decision as to which of the three ferocious kings would be victorious overall.  The three brothers engaged in the affray and killed the three kings. The king of the Gold Coast bestowed the wealth of the three kings upon the three warriors as well as half his own personal wealth, and brought all that wealth to them on the shore, but after nightfall that wild, treacherous king came with ten thousand of his black army to wreak treachery on the three brothers and recover the wealth to himself again; but the upshot of this story was that the king was beheaded and none of his army lived to tell the tale but they were likewise beheaded. Wealthy were the three brothers, when they embarked and raised their sails, in happy high spirits , and there is no further report of their journey until they reached Great Island (Oileán Mhór an Bharraigh) – the dwelling place of Mac an Dághda, at the time; and the Tuatha De Danann, from every part of Ireland gathered to welcome them; and Gruagach Sliabh Mish came amongst the first, to welcome the three brothers and their sister, and a finer woman never came to Ireland and everyone was in wonderment at her except for Gruagach Sliabh Mish, who, though he welcomed her, his heart was not warmed to see her; and in secrecy he told the three prophesies to her brothers which had been made a long time ago, at the time of their baptism, by a high druid of the Tuatha De Danann, and that he had seen the same prophesies in the Red Book of Prophesy, in the house of Cada Cosaigh, who was king of  Bearnan Eile [the Devil’s Bit] - where the prophesy was recited in these words:


“A generation, as yet unborn will come 



And they will appear manly to the virgin


The three will have lived long



And the time of their death will come then.”

But the three warriors paid no attention to his warning they only mocked the lay and said that in the skies above, everything is laid out that will happen on earth, and anything which is decided on-high cannot be gainsaid, and that all prophesies were only rubbish, composed by old people to pass the time for themselves, and they would not accept such like.

Anyway the Tuatha De Danann spent some time together, happily and merrily, until warning and notice came of a competition to be played between the men of Ireland and the Fianna, on the green-grassed lawns of Tara on an appointed day, and this news travelled around Ireland and every man and woman in Ireland was preparing to attend this competition.

When Turlough daughter – Aoinbhean – saw everyone getting ready she said that she would go with the women-folk of the Tuatha De Danann, and they all prepared themselves and set out for Tara.

Before them, when they reached that country were Cormac Mac Airt son of Conn of the Hundred Battles – high-king of Ireland and his decorated and highly elevated son, Cairbre Lifecar and the men of Breagh and Meath and their women-folk on the side of the lawn. On the other side was Finn Mac Cumhall son of Treanoir Ui Baiscin, king of the Fianna of Ireland and seven battalions of the Fianna around him and their women-folk in a special place, apart.

The hurlers were then brought out on both sides and lined out opposite each other.

Aoinbhean asked the noble women who were with her the names of everyone she could see, for she had never before seen that many men in one place.

“Who” she asked “is that solid, wise, visionary man with the crown of red gold on his head and gold staff in his right hand?”

“That” said the noble woman “is the high king of Ireland – Cormac Mac Airt.”

“Who” she asked “is that muscle-bound, manly, fierce, furious, true-eyed man, on the right hand side of the king, with the red satin flag?”

“That is Cairbre Lifecar son of Cormac, heir to the Irish kingship”

“Who is that all-knowing, tall, fine-curled, wise, highly decorated man, with the silver helmet on his head and a silver staff in his left hand”

“That is Finn Mac Cumhall son of Treanoir Ui Baiscin, king of the Fianna of Ireland” said the noble woman.

“Who is that great, handsome, stately, quick-eyed man with the long fair hair and of regal bearing?”

“That is Oisin Mac Finn son of the king of the Fianna and leader of a thousand Fenian warriors.”

“Who is the youthful, beautiful, great, high-minded athletic man that I see with radiant, green-jewelled eyes and long curly, fair-brown hair? – he of the most beauteous  person and highest mind and finest of the human race. He, the most military and strongest of warriors and bravest of champions and adventurers in the broad four-parted world – to judge by his appearance and stature.”

“That” said the noble woman “is Oscar – revered and ever victorious – son of Oisin, son of Finn, a brave and substantial warrior and leader of one thousand men of the Fianna; single handed purveyor of jewels, wealth, munificence and reward in the western world, a famed despoiler for the Irish Nation is that champion.”

“Who is that solid fruitful, magnificent, war-like, hunched, big-headed, high-stepping, heavy-boned, rough, surly, coarse-armoured man with the black curly, neat, brick-grey hair and manly, fine, wise, cheerful, gentle, happy, joyful, contented, settled disposition.”

“That is Goll Mac Morna, the humorous, executive warrior, warrior-king of Ireland, taoiseach and leader of one thousand men of the Fianna.”

“Who is that big bald, rough, ugly, heavily armed block of a man who is slow, clumsy, noisy, blaming and scolding man?”

“That is Conan Mac Morna, the bald, the clown and churl of the Fianna, for better or for worse.”

“Who is that manly, nimble, redoubtable, mighty, colourful, bright-toothed man who is quick, polished, athletic, fast, strong-fingered, long-limbed, amiable, swift, black-natured, bright-skinned, cheerful, humorous,  lovable, blue-eyed, with jet-black, curly hair and two red-purple cheeks and bright, pleasant, firm, tight teeth in his tasty, sweet-talking mouth?”

“That” said the noble woman is the bright-toothed Diarmaid O Duine, warrior-king of one thousand men of the Fianna and taoiseach of one thousand men.”

“My blessings upon you” said Aoinbhean “ I am wiser now than this morning and I am greatly pleased to have all this knowledge of these people.”

In any event the men divided on their sides of the lawn and no kingdom in the world ever saw such a gathering of men nor women as decorative and proud as the meeting on Tara’s lawns that day; and after they had taken their positions the ball was brought to the centre of the lawn and struck into the air and was not permitted to touch the ground for an hour but was kept flying through the air with aerial skills and warrior-like strength until it came to Diarmaid who pulled so hard on it that it went up out of sight and when it came down he pulled again and it travelled two thirds of the plain and when it landed he pulled a third time and drove it seven hundred yards past the goal.

The crowd, then raised a cheer to the height of the firmament and the King of Ireland said the game should be replayed because the sun and wind had been against the men of Ireland on the last play.

The second bout was played and Diarmaid stayed at the head of the contest until mid-day , though the men of Ireland were winning by a small margin at the time. On seeing this, Diarmaid went amongst his own men and drove the ball with three bursts just as he had done previously.

King Cormac got angry and ordered the bout to be contested for a third time.

But Cairbre Lifecar persuaded him not to do this and to postpone the match to another day and not to be angry, as they could never hope for a successful contest as long as Diarmaid O Duine was with the Fianna: and that is what they did.

It was the habit and custom at that time in Ireland that whoever scored a goal would have permission to give three kisses to the woman of his choice in the palace, excepting the queen and her daughter. 

Accordingly Diarmuid went amongst the womenfolk of the men of Ireland; and he then went amongst the womenfolk of the men of the Fianna and cast his eye over them and then likewise with the womenfolk of the Tuatha De Danann, and on his first look at them he saw Aoinbhean, more beautiful that the sun in their midst, whose beauty exceeded that of all the women of Ireland, like the sun compared to the other stars of the heavens. Wonderfully different was her apparel which was of green satin with gems in wrought gold reflecting every colour of the rainbow about her head and breast, like an umbrella protecting her from wind and rain. This apparel was unlike anything worn by the other women of Ireland or even of Europe for it was from the queen of the land of the Women of the Burned Breasts that she got it, and as well as this there was no part of her that was not decorated with stars of red gold and precious, expensive and rare, Indian stones. Concerning her personal appearance there was not one in the world of greater beauty, disposition or stature than she. In her features was the fairness, brightness and sparkle of the rose competing with each other to see which would win over the other [attributes] and every other part of her body was of the same standard of perfection as her features.

As Diarmaid moved through the women he came upon Aoinbhean and bestowed three kisses upon her and was hardly able to turn away from her such was his attraction and undying love for her and when he left the womenfolk he inquired as to who she was but no-one could tell him.

Meanwhile at the gathering, after the king of Ireland and the king of the Fianna had left, they all parted from one another and went to their own forts and homes and the Tuatha De Danann did likewise. Mac an Dághda and his people went to Aran of the Saints (Arda (?) Neimhidh).

Aoinbhean and her three brothers spent some peaceful, happy time amongst their relations.

