The king of the Land of Promise was now relaxed spending his time, contentedly, with his wife; but Turlough could not forget Finora and could get no joy nor contentment but was restless, lonely and in solitude. One night after going to bed he thought, as he dozed that Finora appeared to him in human form, as lovely and beautiful as she had ever been, and said these words to Turlough:-

“My first love and my last love!  Great is your grief after me, no more than my grief after you. It is a great upset to me the corrupt work you are doing. Do not spill any human blood, ever again. Arise and go to the Wood of the Dead (Coill na Marbh) and you will get help and support there; and shortly we will be united in company together, where death can have no effect on us, world without end, for ever.

After this last word, Turlough awoke and spread his two broad hands around his true-love but she vanished through his hands, as he thought, like a sunbeam, as he sat in the bed. He spent the rest of the night awake, considering what he should do in the morning and on the words he heard in the dream. He arose in the morning disturbed in mind and spirit and he asked many questions of the king’s people and as well as everything else he inquired of the whereabouts of the Wood of the Dead. They told him that it was a hundred miles away, in the forest and that it was twenty miles long, and the same breadth.

Turlough passed that day, until evening-time and at twilight, by the light of the moon, he bid goodbye and farewell to the king’s people, and set out for the Wood of the Dead, in that great place, where he had been told it was. He did not salute anyone he met along the way, nor made no delay ‘til he reached the Wood. It was a dark, mysterious, depressing place, for there was nothing in the place only high hills and lumps of rock without cover of grass, and another part of it covered with thick, broad, high forest, and black, mysterious, deep, unfathomable glens. No fruit, nor life-force could come to a human or animal from such corrupt ground.

Turlough spent the night under a rock outcrop, tired and depressed, after his journey and in wonderment at the mystery and solitude of the place. In the morning he went into the wood and walked about. Before long he was in an entanglement and shortly after, he met a well-mannered, comely person.

Turlough was relieved to meet anyone at all in this lonesome place. They saluted each other and engaged in mild conversation about their identity and their journeys to this wild place.

The other man was a Jew who had come to the place on account of the death of his wife, seeking relief, in the same way as our Danish warrior and in the evening Turlough saw a pleasant featured youth, carrying a load, approach him and when he saw Turlough he stood still, without coming any closer to them.

“O sinner,” said the other good man, “that is an angel which the true God has sent to me, on the second day, with food and nourishment, in this forest and I can see from the angel’s disposition that you are not of the true faith. Leave me for a while and the angel will come to me.”

Turlough departed and the angel came, deposited his load and ascended into the air.

Turlough was amazed, on seeing this and said that he would like to have faith in the God who would bring help to his people.

After the good person heard this he accepted him into the faith of the true God and instructed him in the prayers and precepts of the true faith, so that the two of them were sweeter than fairy music, as they sang the psalms to the Almighty God; and on the second day the angel came and instead of portions for one person he brought portions for two.

Great was the Jews happiness when he understood that God was pleased with his execution of the work that had fallen to him to do, and they enjoyed their pleasant meal that day.

They spent a while like this, aspiring to divine reverence, far from the company of people and deceitful sinners, praying to the one true Almighty God, who created heaven and earth, so that the misery and depression that was in Mac Stairn’s heart after the death of Finora was relieved and he was filled with hope for the eternal life that would come to him after his death. It was only then he understood, fully the meaning of the words in the dream and also the sustenance that Finora had promised [he would find] in the Wood of Death. So happy was he at the prospect of going to heaven and seeing Finora, that he wished to leave this world on that very day.

The angel came to them on another day and said that the true God had long awaited them and had sent him to tell them to be ready in three days time to leave this world, and they were high-spirited and joyous at this announcement.

They prepared themselves appropriately and after that they donned shrouds and excavated a clear wide grave, under a large stone flag on one side of the glen, and there were two angels helping them, so that work, which could not be done by five hundred men, was done by the two angels in three days. This grave was long, deep and clean and full of smooth, blue-green, pleasantly-smelling moss and blossoming herbs which had grown in the wink of an eye, inside the grave, by a miracle of God. 

When the third day came this loving pair approached the door of the tomb and recited their prayers to the God of heaven and earth. They stood, after saying the prayers and went, hand in hand, to the foot of the grave and stretched there side-by-side, together on the sweet-smelling mossy bed, and they fell asleep and in that sleep they died.

The spear of Lughaidh of the Long Arm was stretched beside Turlough, for fear it might be used to spill more human blood.

There was a small, old goat-herd on the top of the hill, watching them go into the grave, and when the sun set on that day, he saw an angel carrying a stone flag, which one hundred warriors could not lift, and he fixed it at the door of the tomb, to protect it from wild animals, and he wrote upon it, with the point of a dart:

“Here rests a warrior peacefully,

Who came to us over the sea from abroad,

And as God has promised the faithful


His soul is now at peace in heaven”

Jamque opus exegi, quod nec Jovis ira nec ignis,

Nee poterit ferrum, nec edax abolcre vetustas. 

· Ovid

I have achieved that which can never be done

With iron, nor time, nor fire, nor the strength Jób

The foregoing is Eachtra Thoirdhéalbhaigh.
