Concerning Turlough, when the Mermaid departed from his sight he returned heavy-hearted and sad to Norway and stayed there for a fortnight settling affairs and instructing the leader who would be left after him, in charge of Norway, he instructed him to gather every rent and tax for presentation to him [Turlough] or to whomsoever he might send to meet him, every third year; and he told him he would be away for some time, attending to other matters, and he assembled the nobility of the kingdom  in one place and instructed them to be respectful and faithful to him for his time and for anyone he might leave ruling in his place.

After this Turlough equipped his ship and bade farewell to the good people of the country, and he did not rest nor stop till he reached the Land of Gold (Tir an Óir), in the Eastern World.

After the Danish warrior landed he happened to meet some herders of cattle and enquired of news from them.

The herders told him that it was the Land of Gold and that the king of the Land of Gold was in captivity and hardship by the high-chief of India (Árd-fhlaith na h-India) who had defeated him in seven battles, and taken possession of two-thirds of the country; and if he won the eighth battle that the entire kingdom would be lost to him, and likewise the king himself; not with he power of numbers was he gaining victory but with his personal strength, bravery and valour, for there was not on this part of the world a greater or more powerful man than he…..  “and it is a large, wonderful serpent that he rides as a horse, and it is some thirty feet high and fifty feet long. It would carry one hundred warriors on its back without feeling their weight. If all the warriors and horses of the world were gathered in one place [the serpent] would make litter and dust of their bones under its feet. It has eye teeth that are seven feet long and it clears seven warriors with every jump, and with one shake, while air-borne it would make mince-meat of them. On the back of this [serpent] rides the big man and by his side ten warriors bearing spear shafts with pointed tips and he has no desire nor wish to cast the spear, except in jest or mockery, for there is no need of it because the serpent would not allow anyone of the throng near him without making small pieces of them; and he has little to do but steer the serpent towards the thickest part of the crowd; and if he should see any warrior acting bravely he would cast one of the spears down on him so that it stuck him to the ground, so that anywhere the king of India and the serpent appeared the people could not  fore-stall him but turn tail and flee from them.”

Turlough was impressed on hearing this story.

He went to the king of the Land of Gold and announced that he was a warrior, who was travelling the world earning his wages with valour and the strength of his arm, and he had come to meet him, as one king to another.

Happy and welcoming was the king of the Land of Gold for such a one to be coming to him at this time, for it was in two days time that the last battle was to be fought against the enemy and in which his kingdom and his life were to be won or lost, and he asked him to stay and help him and he would give him as much as he would ask of the wealth he had -- red gold of India and every other good thing he desired.

Turlough replied that he required only wages for his work and deeds.

The two spent the next two days, before the battle readying their spears and preparing everything for the fight.

After sunrise on the third day, the king of the Land of Gold, the migrant warrior and a crowd from the Land of Gold set out for the battle site, and though they arrived early the high-prince of India with his hordes were there before them, and this is how he appeared on the back of the serpent: There was a carpet of molten gold beneath them and on it were fifty warriors with stout-shafted, fine-pointed swords, to the right side and on his left side were ten warriors attending on him and these were on the back of the serpent, to organise the spears and to extract them from corpses of the dead warriors. There was a silver helmet on the head of every warrior and on the head of the big man was a globed helmet of refined gold and the mane of a jet-black horse on the top of this helmet, shimmering in the wind. His shield, breast-plate and armour were made of refined gold. Likewise was all the horse-armour made of red gold of India.

When the serpent saw the crowd assembled, against him on the far side of the plain and got the scent of the people, a fiery rage and lust gripped him, to attack, and he crossed a third of the space between the two factions without regard for those driving him; and he was jumping and prancing in a fit of rage that was like to dislodge those mounted on him. When Turlough saw him like this he moved forward from the vanguard of his troops, towards him, with calm, manly footsteps, and when he approached the serpent the spear of Lugaidh of the Long Arm began to quiver, strongly and speedily, in his right arm and the spear then sent out a massive shower of sparks, from its point across the plain, in anticipation of victory, and after the serpent had risen on its hind legs, in fury at seeing the sparks, Turlough made a choice cast of the spear that drove it straight through the centre of its heart; and at the same time the king of India threw his longest, strongest and sharpest spear at the Danish hero, but it went over his right shoulder without touching him. The serpent and all that were mounted on him, fell to the ground. When the king fell, the valiant son of Stairn, struck him a well-aimed, happy blow with that magic, gold-hilted sword of Manannáin which he had got from Mac an Dághda, together with the spear, and he split his head from crown to gullet with that vicious stroke and he made another stroke that cleaved his body, and then took his head aloft on the point of his spear, and he gave a victorious roar. The army of the Land of Gold responded joyously. The Indian horde, however, when they saw their kings head aloft on the spear-point and the serpent lying dead, there hopes were reversed and the let out three groans of defeat, and they took the path of defeat and flight, and no two of them remained together. When the hosts of the Land of Gold saw this they attacked them, in the rear and they beat and hacked and trounced them from morning ‘till sunset, so that not one of that great horde lived to tell the tale, except any that escaped into woods or deep, dark glens, or underground caves, to hide themselves from the onslaught of their enemies on this occasion, for such a defeat had never before been inflicted, in that part of the world, for there was no hill nor cabin, glen nor plain, that was not littered with human corpses, equipment, armour, gold, silver and other great treasures. For there was not a sword, spear, breast-plate, shield, nor javelin of the Indian horde that was not made of smelted gold.

In any event the host from the Land of Gold returned home with their king, happy and contented, with elevated hearts and minds after carrying total victory against their enemies.

The king was at a loss to know what to do, such was his respect and regard for the Danish warrior who had killed the king of India and the serpent and he told him to decide his own wages, according to his wishes and said that if he remained with him he would give him half this kingdom, while he, himself lived and the whole kingdom when he was dead. 

Turlough told him that he had thrown up the kingship of his native country and that he could not remain for long in any one place, that he had a need for the wealth left on the battlefield on the day of the fight and that that should be kept for him, until he would return, or send someone for it.

On the following day there came five leaders from the Indian companies, seeking peace with the king of the Land of Gold.

Turlough assisted them to settle the two kingdoms in peace and friendship, together, thenceforth, without want or excess for either in the event of Turlough departing for the Eastern World.

Turlough remained in the Land of Gold for a while after this new-found peace; and although he received the homage and respect due to a king, he was not at peace in his mind, for Finora was constantly in his mind by day and in his dreams by night, and his heart was extinguished in his breast with sadness and depression, so that in the end he decided to travel some more of the world to find the place where he could best find relief from his mental torment.

With this in mind the warrior bade goodbye to the king of the Land of Gold and his people and he neither stopped nor rested until he reached the pleasant, beautiful Land of Promise and was greatly pleased by its air and environment.

He moved on to the fort and goodly-residence of the king of that country, on the top of a hill, nearby and on reaching it he discerned a black cloud of depression on the face of everyone in the household, and even greater on the face of the king himself.

When the king saw the strong, agile, athletic warrior in is accoutrements and armour, with his strong, many-faceted, supple, Danish breast-plate and with keen-pointed spear in his right hand and his gold-plaited, broad shield on his left shoulder and his broad-bladed, heavy-backed, sharp-edged sword by his left side, he asked who he was and why he had come to this country.

Turlough first told him that he was not [?] of noble blood of the world and that he was a migrant and traveller in this land, and secondly, that he was a warrior and living on his deeds and was getting wages and earnings from kings and high chiefs of the world, by giving them the help of his arms in exchange for payment.

“Victory and blessings upon you” said the king “for I am badly in want of your like, at this time, for there is a powerful and capable king in this neighbourhood, called the king of the Land of Snow and his daughter and I are in love, but the king will not allow us to marry, [but wants her]to marry another king in this area called the king of the Land of Cold] whom the princess hates and detests and she eloped from him and her father on the night they were to be wed, and we were seven days and seven nights together until they came after us with many spears, by which I lost her, and she is now imprisoned by her father, who for revenge is depriving me of my kingdom. We have already fought four staunch battles, in which many people were lost on both sides, and when the princes of the land and nobles of the country, around, saw the oppression of the people and the ravaging that was being done they arranged an agreement between us that the matter be decided by single combat, and if by deed the King of the Land of Snow should be victorious, he should have my kingdom, and if by my deeds I should have victory, his daughter should be mine and also his kingdom, after his death. What induced him to make such an fair agreement was that he knew that no warrior on earth could defeat the warrior he has to contest the fight on his behalf, for he has employed for himself the best warrior in the world, who is constantly traversing the land earning wages in every part. He has never been defeated and he is bigger than the king of India in stature. Seldom does he bother to carry a sword for he has a spear which takes the best of two men to lift from the ground, it is so heavy and smart, and no cast has ever failed to find its target, and there is no stone nor tree, hardness [cruaidh] nor brass that it cannot pierce like a puff-ball or mushroom, and the champion is so strong that he does not feel its weight, but as a stem of a rush in his hand. That is but the detail of the story” said the king “and three days from now this contest will take place and I have booked no one to represent me, only myself, because for the duration of my kingship fear has prevented everyone from facing this man, and if you are a man you will have a job to defend [lámh é a chosg] You will have your own desire for wages and earnings from me, and half my kingdom if you request it “

Turlough agreed, on this condition to stand as representative of the king, against the Hero of the Eastern World in the treacherous, dangerous contest which was to take place in three days time, in which a powerful kingdom could be lost or a kingdom and a maiden could be won. 

They awaited the day of the contest and when it came every man and woman of the two kingdoms gathered on the smooth, flowery-margined, green-grassed, pleasant green site, which was between two high, airy hills.

After everyone had gathered around the site selected for the contest, the Danish Hero stood to the very front of the host from the Land of Promise and the  Hero of the Eastern World before his host, and it was easy to discern him for from his waist belt up, was extra height over anyone else in either crowd: and this is how he appeared that day:  his decorated, finely-looped, gold-rimmed, hard, enamelled breastplate over his uniform and armour, and his clothing was easy, light, beautiful, bulging at the recesses and engraved; his helmet was round, comfortable, battle-victorious, crossed, branched, rimmed, and similarly enamelled with griffins on the very top of the helmet and the two broad wings that were on it for his protection and shelter. He had a great, broad blue-plaited shield on his left shoulder on which the skin of seven bulls which had been weathered (corrúghadh) by wind and sun and folded seven times over one another on a base of oak-wood, and a broad plate of brass, a foot wide driven into the centre of the shield, so that no weapon could get a grip of it and this great shield on the shoulder of the warrior was like the full moon rising over a hill amidst the clouds of eventide. He had likewise a broad-bladed, heavy-backed sword which might be suitably brandished against the head of a mountain [?] and this sword was hanging from a belt of lion skin around his torso; this sword was pock-marked, took the best of two warriors to lift and would kill four beeves or boars with a single blow. He had, neatly, a thick-bladed spear in his strong arm, which was shorter, by only twenty one feet that the mast of the ship in which Suarán Mac Stairn, Turlough’s brother, came to deprive Cormac Óg Mac Áirt of the leadership of Ireland, and [such was he] who awaited to see his fellow contestant. On first seeing him the Danish Hero advanced with manly, aggressive, light-footed steps to the centre for the contest and shook the lucky, opportunistic spear of Lugaidh of the Long Arm, son of the daughter of Balar Béimionnach, and the entire site filled with the showers of mighty lightening, which it released. The Hero of the Northern [sic but ?? Eastern] World then advanced from the vanguard of his own army with menacing steps, to attack with the spear of great promise in his right hand and the broad shield protecting him; and let out such  battle-winning roar that hundreds of men and women fainted in the crowd, from the roar of the surrounding hills and valleys with the echo (comhódagh) of this great roar. With that the two warriors, from the two furthest separated parts of the world, commenced firing their spinning, whirring, sharp-pointed spears at one another so that the noise was greater than a peel of thunder as they pierced an tore through the air, and one of the big mans spears struck the crown of the shield of Mac Stairn and the power of the cast set the Danish Hero back by two paces and the shaft of the spear split in two, so that the halves went on each side of the warrior, the other spear, however went on its true course, as usual for it, and struck the brass boss of the big man’s shield and went through it and through the toughened bull skins and through the oak plank and through the obstructing breastplate ‘till it came to the armour, which it pierced - and the breast of the champion which it carried with it through his heart and out through his back, so that the warrior fell dead and soul-less and the Danish warrior advancing to behead him, but when he got to him and saw him, his heart stirred in his breast and his mind and spirit were turned to see the brave warrior who had earned respect an veneration while he walked on earth, and who overcame and gained victory over all he met and now he lay stretched on his back, with his hearts blood in a pool around him streaming from the terrible wound which crossed his body and big enough to insert a warriors hand, now but a carcase in the middle of the plain, to be food for the birds of the air and the wild beasts of the earth; and this was what lay in store for him, someday, also. For this reason, he said that he would not cut off his head nor feet and that this killing would be the last deed that he would do for all the days of his life that remained, and that he would spill no more human blood for the rest of his life, and he returned to his own army without pride nor pleasure in his deeds for the day.

Of course, this is not how the King of the Land of Promise felt, he nearly went mad with pleasure and excitement at the prospect of the powerful kingdom he would get when the existing king died and to get the beautiful princess daughter immediately, as a result of the work of one hour of the day and he went, with a crowd of his people to the daughter of the king of the Land of Snow in the fort in which she was in the captivity of her father, and took her with him. He did not know how to reward the Danish warrior for saving his kingdom and his soul, and he offered him whatever he desired, and half his kingdom and residence for life or that he would transmit rents and taxes to him annually, to whatever part of the world he would choose as his residence.

Turlough said that he would not take anything for the time being, until he might return again, for he did not desire to stay for long in that country; but, though he passed some time pleasantly, there, he could not get Finora out of his mind.

