On a fine, bright, sunny day, Turlough Mac Stairn, nephew of  Harold Mac Canute, the king of Denmark, roved out on the cove of Bergen (Cuan na Beirbe Lochlannuighe) looking at the magnificent sea waves breaking on the sides of the harbour and watching the awful sea creatures sporting and playing on the crests of those tossing, white-topped waves. He was walking by the shore till he reached a mysterious oakwood thicket on the banks of the cliff and saw there, three women walking together, with no one attending on them; he went to meet them and saw that one of the three was of such beautiful shape and creation as he had never before seen in his lifetime. He saluted them, as was the manner of the time and inquired from what tribe they came. The woman that he had most noticed replied that she was of the finely-formed beautiful-faced Tuatha Dé Danann; that she was an immigrant in this country and did not wish to live here much longer. The other two said that they were of the same tribe; of the family of Aongus Óg Mac an Dághda from the Hostel of Imprisonment of the Sun (Bruighin Carcair na Gréine) which was nearby. The three women then saluted the warrior and went on their way through the wood.

But Turlough’s heart was stolen away with affection and eternal love for the beautiful, young woman he had seen; he returned homeward, impatient for the next morning when he would have a second chance to see the young woman, and at daybreak he set out for the wood, but he saw no sign of her; and he went from there to the hostel of Aonghus Óg Mac an Daghda but did not find her there. The other two women told him that the woman he sought had left the previous evening in search of her own country, and that she had only visited them for three days because she was the daughter of their own father’s brother, and that was all they knew.

On hearing this, Turlough, moved homeward, and being sad and depressed, took to his bed and was in danger of death. When the king heard of this he sent his own doctor to see him and Turlough told him what had happened and the doctor reported to the king that it was love for a young woman that afflicted him; that she was an immigrant; that no one knew her name nor native country and that she had departed by sea the previous night, from the kingdom of Denmark. Thereafter the king, himself went to see Turlough and said to him that what he had seen was a nymph or supernatural being that was not of human creation; he told him to gather his senses and to prepare himself to be wed, in six days time, to his wife’s sister, who was the daughter of the king of Sweden and that he (Turlough) would be heir to the kingdom of Denmark after his (the kings)death; if he did not do this he himself would ban (fóigeóradh) him from the kingdom of Denmark and thereafter if he ever set foot there he would behead him; and the king departed after these words.

Turlough arose early the following morning and prepared to journey in search of the young woman; he bought a ship and everything necessary for a sea voyage; he left the king of Denmark without permission nor salutation with a troubled mind and spirit and on leaving his country he recited this lay:

“O territory of Denmark, farewell to thee!



From now to eternity I will never see you;

Parting from you is difficult



I have no expectation of meeting your assembly again.

The place where I received honour and respect,



And the princely calling over all the commoners,

Now I leave all that behind,



In search of lands and travelling harbours –

Sadly my case is useless



With the measure of my love for the beautiful princess,

And I do not even know that it was not with hate



That the stately maid fled, to avoid me.

After this lay he turned his face to the sea and his back to the land, tearfully and depressed and went searching Denmark (Dubh-Lochlann) and Norway (Fionn-Lochlainn) and all the islands of the sea, though they were many, but it was of no avail. He went from there to the mainland of Sweden (Sorcha) and he searched Lapland (Tír na Lapa) and Finland (Tír na Finne) and Dalecarlia  ? (Dála Chairinn) but got no account of the woman in them. He then faced for the Orkneys (Inis Orc) and Hebrides (Inis Gall) and every coastal area and island around northern Scotland (Cruithin-tuaith) and then the main land of Scotland (Alban) after that Great Britain (Briotainn mhóir) and the Isle of Man (Oilean Mhannain); and there was no hut, town nor road – hill, wood nor marsh -- harbour, deep thorny, dark glen – meeting assembly, fair nor gathering in those countries and islands, that he did not search; but he found no sight nor report of the one he sought in them.

He was a tired, heavy-hearted Danish youth after all these journeys in vain. He made plans to visit the green lands of Ireland (Éireann) of the islands and that if he did not find her there, then she was not to be found in Europe (roinn Eorpa) and that he would search the other three divides of the world for her or else he would fall through it [the world?]. Accordingly, he raised his white-speckled sails to the wind and sailed towards Ireland, and there is no report of his journey until he reached the mouth of the Boyne (Inbhear Colpa) where Colpa, son of  Milesius (Mileadh Espáine) was drowned when coming to Ireland to deprive the Tuatha Dé Danann of leadership of the region; and on coming to the land, he walked on flower fragrant  bank and perceived, as far as he could see all around, forests of rough high-branched, nut-laden, green-boughed trees and plains, pleasant and fine-grassed, with large herds; and he moved on until he met a swineherd who was herding his pigs in the woods. Turlough inquired of news from him and the swineherd said that he himself had no news and that if he sought news he should go to Tara (Teamhraigh) where the good and great people of Ireland were assembled; there, the king of Ireland with his women-folk;  there, Finn Mac Cumhail son of Treunor úi Baoisgne and the Gaelic, clear-beautied  Fianna, with their women-folk; there, the fine-statured Tuatha Dé Danann of beautiful visage with their quick-eyed, majestic women-folk, in an area of their own like all the other women-folk.

“For how long” asked Turlough “will this assembly continue?”

“For three days they have been there” said the swineherd “and for nine days they will be there.”

“Why is this assembly being held?” asked Turlough.

“I can see you are a stranger to this land” said the swineherd  “that you do not know of the Féis of Tara, where once every three years the men of Ireland unite and make contract together in gestures of peace and friendship and where matchmaking and marriages are made and jewels, money and ornaments are exchanged, disputes and disrespect of learning (dwelling? tagas) are settled between any two of them.

“Long life and blessing to you” said Turlough: that is useful information that you give. I must now ask if that place is far from here?”

“It is only about a half-days journey” said the swineherd and as sun is about to set in the west you may stay in my shelter tonight, you will get accommodation for the night from me.”

Turlough was happy with this invitation and he was well minded and waited on that night. He arose early on the morrow and gave the swineherd a cupful of red gold when parting from him; he went forward by every shortcut, every pass, every roadway which the herd had shown him as approach to Tara. There he beheld the three greatest assemblies he had ever seen and these are the multitude that were there: Cormac mac Airt son of Conn of the Hundred Battles( Conn Céadcathaigh) who was the high-king of Ireland with the men of Ireland around him, on the side of a pure-green hillside, and his women-folk separately by themselves, on the left hand side of the king; and on the other side of the same hill was Fionn Mac Cumhaill son of Treanor Uí Bhaoisgne, with seven battalions of the ordinary Fianna around him; and on the Northern side of the crowd were the Tuatha Dé Danann with their beautiful, relaxed, good humoured, graceful women-folk in an area of their own, in the same way.

When the Danish warrior saw their appearance he came to the presence of the king of Ireland and lowered his spear to the ground and genuflected in humility before the king. The king raised the vessel (buinne) of gold which was in his hand over his head as a sign of permission for him to come and go and the king asked him for news. (there is an ambiguity of person in the Irish of the last sentence)

“It was not with malice, O king of Ireland, that I came to this country” said Turlough “I am the nephew of the king of Denmark and it is in search of a woman that I came and that is the reason for my journey to this court.”

Turlough arose after that and went to the place where Fionn Mac Cumhaill was and showed him the same humility and told him who he was and the reason for his journey. After that he went to the place of the women-folk of the men of Ireland and looked over them but did not see the one he sought amongst them; and he looked also at the women-folk of the Fianna and although there were many robustly beautiful, ornate, majestic maidens amongst them, he did not see the one he sought, amongst them.

The warrior turned, then, and went to where the women of the Tuatha De Danann were and showed humility to their high leader and likewise to Mac an Dághda as he had done before the king of Ireland and the king of the Fianna, and Mac an Daghda was taoiseach and king of the Tuatha Dé Danann at that time; and Mac an Dághda raised the silver staff which was in his hand, over his head and gave him permission to make any request.

Turlough stood up and went to see the women-folk, and this was an agreeable behaviour to them. On his first look at them he discerned Finora (Fionnabhartach) in their midst, better than all that were there in shape, creation, beauty and countenance; on seeing her, all feeling, sense and sensibility left him, as though he was a stone or tree; and she paled like the snow of one night and then blushed like the rose, then stood up and moved through the women-folk, towards him and she said in a loud crystal clear voice, heard equally by all who were there;

“Hearty welcome to you to this country, O heir to the king of Denmark! Long was your search and well have you bespoken me, and I would not have left you in Denmark for all the wealth of the world except to see if you had proper love and devotion for me and now that I see you have, you will get the best reward at my disposal and that is - myself” and extending her hand to him “and I confess that you are my own selection and choice of all the men of the world.

He took the princess with his two hands and kissed and hugged her with his heart, and possession of her was better to him than leadership of Ireland and Scotland and even Denmark, together.

On hearing this story the good and great people of the Tuatha Dé Danann gathered around them and were delighted by the engagement and they brought them to the presence of Mac an Dághda, who was the grandfather of the princess, herself and they were married in his presence and the held a great feast and party that night which continued for seven days and seven nights, merrily and pleasantly and when the crowd departed, each returned to his own fort (dún) and pleasant home (deaghbhaile).

Turlough and Finora went to the fort of Aonghus Mac an Daghda where they were esteemed and respected by the good people of the Tuatha Dé Danann for a full year and a day and at the end of that time Finora gave birth to three devoted and loving sons, in one delivery and all the Tuatha Dé Danann were light-hearted at the coming of the three to the world, and the sent for the son of highest wisdom (mac ealadhan áirde) of the Tuatha Dé Danann to select  names for them; and that druid came and baptised them Crochan, Sal and Daithlion in that order, according as they came into this world. In their presence he made prophesy and said the following lay:

“An offspring will come who is not yet born,


One that will be brown (donn), young (or maiden; óg) and true:

These three will be alive and well,


And the time of their death will come then.”

The Tuatha Dé Danann enquired the meaning of these words. He said that he did not know but that he got them thus, in the book of prophesy.

In any event the three sons were sent for education to Mac Cearvy Gruagach Sliabh Mish and this man was as follows: there was no noble art nor magic, artifice nor dark magic trickery nor high singular knowledge, in the four parts of the world which were unknown to him; and these three sons grew and developed and excelled in decency and graciousness in his care and all this was pleasing to their father and the Tuatha Dé Danann.

