Meanwhile, Turlough one day, said that he had lived for a long time without earning land nor kinship for his family and that there was peace and friendship at this time between the people of Ireland (Fiannaibh Éireann) and for that reason he would go, seeking increase and reward for appetite and adventure to some other country of the parts of the world, as his own country, i.e. Denmark was a wilderness to him [he was barred from there, on penalty of death, by the king]. Finora said that if he was such a person as would do this, that she could not stay without him and that she would take part in every happiness and oppression which awaited him; and when the Tuatha Dé Danann heard this they prepared a ship and provisions and everything else necessary for a sea voyage and this [ship] was the ship of Mananan Mac Lir which could journey against sea and wind and whose provisions would never be used nor reduced and that she and her crew would be invisible both in harbour and on the main and in which Mananan had encircled the world three times.

Before setting the ship’s sails Turlough and Finora took leave of the Tuatha De Danann and it was a sad, tiring, pitiful parting of the friends at that time and Finora spoke as follows, and Turlough Mac Stairn answered:

“Adieu to you gentle Tuatha


Dé Danann, generous and of clear artifice!

O hearty band, gentle and joyous.


That never deserved the frown or hatred of a woman.

“Parting from you is sorrowful for me,


And to be turning my back on the land of the Fianna,

And [return] to my friends once more.


Will be my prayer to God and my hope.”

Turlough replied:

“To ye I leave a thousand farewells,


O beautiful Tuatha of the satin cloaks,

O strong princes and famous men,


O people who were never weak in distributing gold!

“Plentiful to ye is honey and wine,

Generous is your posture amidst drink,

Strange to ye are hungry hoards,


[While] organising learning, wisdom and music.

“If the old Gods should give me,


A site for building my own place,

My old country I would leave, after all,


For Ireland (Inis Fail) would be my choice.

“In the land of Denmark I have no interest,

Nor in my relations have I care;

Since I met the beautiful fairy woman,


I have my share of life”

They [then] faced towards sea with their backs to the land and headed directly west from Ireland and shortly the Mermaid (Murúdach), that is, Manannan’s ship left sight of Ireland and they asked no help nor assistance from the crew but plied against wind and storm and she cared not whether the wind was with or against her, nor whether she was above or below water for she divided the big waves and left the small waves beneath her. Anyway, there is no further account of her till she cleared from the sight of Europe then turned directly East and left the third division of the world, which is called Africa (Afraic) on her left side and came to land on the right side of the kingdom of Norway and the ship berthed herself in the harbour, which was known to her, and issued a magic fog all around her so that no earthly man could see her, even if she was there for a year and a day.

Turlough and Finora came ashore and built a spacious, comfortable, protective cabin of bright woven hemp, for themselves, on the bank of the harbour, and there was a magic mask on it so that no one would see it even though they touched it with their hand, and the Danish hero and his wife slept there peacefully that night, after the tiredness of the sea and great waves. On arising the next day, walking the green grassy lawns, they heard a rough-skirmishing, ferocious, sharp-edged battle and sighs of dying and wounded and roaring of half-dead warriors.

“This is just what I need” said Turlough “and I hope that I have it now.” And as the awful noise and racket was drawing towards him, Turlough drew his sword and the spear that Mac an Daghda had bestowed upon him, and that was the spear of Lugh of the Long Hand, son of Cein mic Cainte son of the daughter of Balar Beimionnaigh, (Logh Lámhfhada, Mac Chéin mhic Cáinte mhic inghíne Bhalair Bhéimionnaigh)

and it was that spear that killed Balar himself at the battle of Moy Mochruim (Magh Mhochruimhe) and it was with a magic sword (Dornbhrughadh Lámhbhuadha) that every wonderful deed was done there, for it was many the victory he had: in the first instance it was never cast without spectacular result and it would return of its own accord to the hand of the one that cast it and no one ever survived its destruction: and it would as easily knock people with its point as with its shaft, and the handle of the spear was likewise invincible, and again it was invincible for it was no trouble for it to convert itself to a ship, on the spot, at the behest of the thrower - if he was at sea – and to return to it’s own shape again at the behest of the owner: and if a particle of it was rubbed to the skin or a wound it would cure it instantly.

Turlough was not long there when he saw a large, half-naked crowd of  grey men fleeing and another half naked crowd of black men sufficient to cover hills and valleys: the grey horde were making for the sea to drown themselves rather than be eaten by the black men, who were of that habit. Turlough comes between them and shakes the heroic spear and sends a shower of fiery, lightening sparks from its point which brought the black crowd to a halt, and he made a powerful aggressive cast of the sword toward them and killed 81 of the strongest chieftains in the chase, and in the wink of an eye the spear was back in his hand; and he made a second cast at them and killed the same number. Anyway, he made nine casts at and through them and killed eighty one of them with every cast:  and then he attacked them with his sword and spear together so that the field and plains were covered with the corpses of the black mob. When the grey crowd saw this help they turned on their enemy and inflicted uncountable slaughter on them,  and it happened that Turlough came upon the high chieftain during this conflict and Turlough beheaded him with a single blow so that the rest lost heart and spirit and deserted the battle field and were chased back the same way as the others had been chased  in coming: and Turlough returned from the celebrated victory to his own hut, for the night, and when the king of Norway heard how the battle went and the actions of the single-handed, unknown hero against the enemy on that day, he sent for him and offered him half his kingdom as well as half of what he could win from the enemy, if he would stay and assist him and help them in their oppressed state, for half the kingdom of Norway  was in the hands of his enemy and two kings were vying for it, and these were the king of Black Men (Righ na bh-Fear n-dubh) and the king of the Blue Men (Righ na bh-Fear nGorm). Turlough said that he would accept this from him and returned to his house that night, where Finora was and they slept peacefully together.

On the next morning the hills and the plains were covered with hordes, black, blue and grey wishing to give battle to the people of the Norwegian king. The Danish hero rose out and placed himself at the head of his people and was pushing, beating and slashing the enemy in a most brave and hearty way so that by mid-day the black and the blue hordes took the path of defeat and flight and in the evening it happened that Turlough came upon the leaders of the two hordes and beheaded both of them in two blows and nightfall was the only reason that any of them escaped alive: and Turlough returned home, free from injury, skin wounds, bloodiness or bruising. 

The king of Norway was happy and light-hearted after the events of the day.

The kings of the blacks and the blues, however, were amazed at the extent of the slaughter inflicted on their people and thought that it was no human being that wrought such havoc, judging by the colour and fate which became him; and the course upon which they decided was: they themselves would engage in battle with their full forces and be victorious or die in the attempt, and thus it was. They gathered their forces on one site and marched to meet the king of Norway.

When Turlough beheld this massive crowd approaching he obliged the king of Norway to come with his people to the site of the battle and these grim, savage, warrior-like, fierce bands faced one another side by side in true destruction so that many of them fell. Such numbers were never killed in any battle in that part of the world before, as fell in that battle. The kings on all sides were doing their duty spiritedly and high-mindedly, beating and slaying all before them and after them, and before long the king of Norway was captured in front of his people, who were beginning to scatter and flee.

Turlough, however had attempted few feats of arms, early in the day but had been watching the hordes on every side slaughtering each other until the king of Norway was captured. Then the strong, brave warrior shook himself in his armour and battle-dress and it was as though a shower of sparks whorled through the enemy and he faced and made for the place where the king of Norway was and he cast the spear of Lugh of the Long Hand through them so that he killed three hundred of them with the cast; and he attacked them with the sword so that no-one survived the onslaught and he made a pile of bodies around the king and released the fetters that were binding him and put a sword in his hand and said to follow him, and they went to where they saw the king of the Black Men, at the back and felled him to the ground and bound him tightly; and they attacked the king of the Blue Men who they saw wreaking havoc swiftly, strongly and bravely, and he struck him with the sword and made two halves of his shield and on the second attempt he cut his two arms from his shoulders and with the third blow he cut his head from his body. The king of Norway was close to fainting when he saw this deed. After the loss of their kings the hordes took the path of defeat and flight and Turlough filled the hold of his ship with the gold, silver and wealth of the day; that night; and the king of Norway came light-heartedly to his own fort and good home with he king of the Black Men in iron chains.
On the following morning Turlough came from his magic hut to the presence of the king of Norway and requested the payment he had earned and the king gave him half his own kingdom without bother. Turlough owned a half kingdom between Black and Blue, which had been captured from the enemy; and with the kingdom of the king of Norway he put his portion to rent, and the rent to be sent to him once every three years in Ireland. And he presented half his own kingdom [back ?] to the king of the Black Men, and he got the king of Norway to return his half and to give his forgiveness and it to be like this, henceforth.

Having ended this disputation between the kings, the king of Norway was easy and relaxed and calm and steady, at peace in his own mind, nor was Turlough any less so, for he was liked and respected by the king of Norway and his people and he had half his kingdom at his disposal and as much gold and silver and wealth and every other desirable thing at his disposal, such as would buy seven kingdoms. 

Things rested so for a while, till the king of Norway sent common invitation to his people to a festival and feast to be indulged with spirit and light heart in the peace they enjoyed and for the victory they gained over their enemies; and they all came on the day, as planned. Turlough and Finora were the first to be invited and they came. The women-folk of the kings were there before them and they were half naked except for a strip of silk around their bodies. Their furry, curly, jet-black hair was not an inch long but resembled black fleece, of a month-old lamb. There were four settings in the red-gold chains around the throats and under the arms of every woman and four settings of it up to their shoulders and a broad gold ring hanging from the nose of each of them, to the point of their chins. They were not permitted to be seated but to stand and wait on the king, and no-one sat but the king himself and Turlough and Finora. Little serving nor waiting did these ugly women do, but making wonder at Turlough’s wife, for they had never before seen anything so terrible to them, as the brightness of her features and the redness of her cheeks and the length and fairness of her hair; and the king himself never took his eyes off her.

They consumed the feast merrily and cheerfully and after that Turlough and Finora returned to their own household and remained there for a long time, with Manannan’s ship beside them under its magic cover concealing it from everyone.

Every day Turlough had to go to the king and receive his homage and respect, as though he was a king himself, and there were many leaders of the country under his control and paying rents and taxes to him. One day while he was in the company of the king, he grasped (goir) Turlough, on the spot and said: 

”Turlough, you are a king now in this country and you should follow the customs of the land. You and I are bound in friendship together, and for that reason you should give me your wife and I will give you fifty women in exchange – the same women-folk that you saw on the day of the feast; and I grant you three days to consider this. You must remember that I am a king and my will must be done, one way or another”.

These words were like a clap of thunder to Turlough. He looked angrily at the king but said nothing except that he would, and he went home and told his wife the story and asked for her advice in this situation and what would she like to do?

When the princess heard this story, she almost died on the spot. When she recovered from the weakness and came to her senses, what she said was:

“Turlough we can only do one of two things, in the situation that we find ourselves, we ourselves can leave this country, most especially me; for you, without doubt, will die on my account, and that will mean my death, for I could not live without you, even though you would not be distressed. So for that reason I will return to Ireland, on condition that you follow me at the end of a year and a day”.

“Take my best wishes and blessings so” said Turlough “for that is what I thought myself, but was nervous to say it to you, but for all the gold in the world, I would not leave this country until I cleave the heart, within his rib-cage, of that biased, venomous king, who thought to take you from me, even after I established him in his kingdom.

With that they decided to prepare themselves that night, although noon would have been easier than morning, and to go on board the Mermaid i.e. Manannan’s ship.

Finora went aboard the ship after giving three kisses to Turlough and on parting from one another they recited this lay:-



Finora:


“Parting from you is like approaching death,



Sad is my situation to be leaving you,


Without expectation that ever again



I will see you alive, before I die.”



Turlough:


“O love of my heart and treasure of my breast!



O countenance of the colour of lime and the rose!


This is but a twist in life;



We will yet be re-united in love.”

Finora:


“Only that I myself know



The true story of my departure


I would not leave you during my life,



Nor turn my back on life with you.”



Turlough and Finora:

“Since this treachery has been wrought upon us,



And since this cross is our lot,


And since we must be separated for a while,



I leave you my thousand farewells.”

Manannan’s ship raised its tightly-sown white sails to the wind and in the wink of an eye was out of sight of country and land, and by this the noble couple were parted from each other, perhaps never to meet again ‘till the day of judgment. 

