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    At the threshold where everyday life meets the unseen, these tales map a people’s relationship to wonder, peril, and fate. Jeremiah Curtin’s Myths and Folk Tales of Ireland gathers traditional narratives from Ireland and presents them in English for a broad readership. The collection is a conduit between oral performance and printed page, attentive to cadence and to the storyteller’s steady build of marvel and consequence. Rather than a single plot, it offers a mosaic of episodes, characters, and motifs that invite the reader to listen as much as to read, entering a world where custom and the uncanny continually intersect.

This work belongs to the genre of folklore collection, assembled in Ireland and first published in the late nineteenth century, when scholars and collectors were documenting oral traditions across Europe. Curtin, an American folklorist, traveled to gather tales from local storytellers and transmitted them in literary form. The Irish setting is not merely scenic; it is the matrix of belief, practice, and memory from which the narratives arise. The book stands alongside other period efforts to preserve vernacular culture, reflecting the era’s interest in language, tradition, and the imaginative heritage of rural communities.

Readers encounter an array of story types: wonder tales with transformations and trials, legends of encounters with the unseen, and narratives of cleverness rewarded or presumption punished. The experience is conversational and rhythmic, echoing oral delivery through repeated phrases, patterned episodes, and incremental surprises. Curtin’s presentation favors clarity and forward motion, allowing scenes to unfold with the steady logic of folk narrative. The mood ranges from playful to eerie, and from homely to exalted, but always remains grounded in the storyteller’s authority—the sense that the tale is both entertainment and a vessel of remembered knowledge.

Core themes recur with compelling consistency. Boundaries matter: doorways, crossroads, shorelines, and thresholds where bargains are struck and caution is tested. Community obligations—hospitality, keeping one’s word, respect for neighbors living and otherwise—form an ethical compass that guides or condemns characters. Cunning often outmaneuvers brute strength, and luck is rarely detached from wit. Many tales show older cosmologies coexisting with Christian observance, producing a texture where prayer, taboo, and tradition are mutually intelligible. The natural world is animate, responsive to human conduct, and attentive to the costs of greed, carelessness, or a failure to recognize the limits of power.

As a document of oral culture, the collection preserves the storytelling arts of a place undergoing rapid social change. It records patterns of speech, narrative structure, and local imagination with a fidelity that continues to inform the study of folklore. The book’s significance lies not only in the tales themselves but in their arrangement for print, which makes public what had long circulated in kitchens, by hearths, and along roads. Curtin’s work thus participates in a broader conversation about how traditions move from voice to page while striving to maintain the vitality, humor, and gravity of living narratives.

For contemporary readers, these stories offer more than antiquarian interest. They ask enduring questions: How should one act when duty and desire conflict? What do we owe to guests, strangers, and the unseen? How do communities remember, and how does memory become guidance? The collection also illuminates the imaginative sources that continue to shape modern literature, fantasy, and popular culture. Its portraits of ingenuity, resilience, and moral testing speak to readers concerned with identity and belonging, while its sense of landscape as a participant in human affairs resonates with current reflections on place and environment.

Approached as an anthology to be savored rather than rushed, Myths and Folk Tales of Ireland rewards attentive reading and rereading. Each tale offers an encounter with a distinct narrative voice, yet together they compose a coherent vision of a culture negotiating risk and hope in equal measure. The result is a book that invites immersion in its sounds and rhythms, encouraging readers to hear, behind the printed words, the cadence of stories told aloud. In preserving these narratives, Curtin provides a durable bridge between tellers and listeners across time, opening a path into Ireland’s storied imaginative landscape.
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    Myths and Folk Tales of Ireland presents a collection of traditional narratives gathered by Jeremiah Curtin from Irish-speaking storytellers in the late nineteenth century. Drawn primarily from rural communities, the tales are translated into English with an aim to preserve their structure, diction, and imagery. Curtin frames the volume with brief remarks on sources and method, then lets the stories speak for themselves. The book emphasizes oral performance, recurring motifs, and regional variants, offering a broad sampling of wonder tales, hero adventures, fairy encounters, trickster episodes, and moral anecdotes. It serves both as a record of living tradition and as a readable sequence of narratives.

The collection opens with extended wonder tales that establish the books pattern of quests, ordeals, and supernatural aid. Young protagonistsoften the youngest child, an apprentice, or a prince in exilereceive a charge or geis that propels them beyond familiar boundaries. Giants, enchanters, and fierce animal adversaries test courage and loyalty. Magical gifts or helpers appear at crucial junctures: a talking horse, a cloak of invisibility, a sword that never misses. These opening narratives unfold episodically, with tasks arranged in triads, journeys across kingdoms, and promises binding hero and helper, setting the tone for the cycles that follow.

Subsequent tales carry the action into the Otherworld, where time runs strangely and courtly splendor conceals hidden peril. Mortals cross thresholds through caves, lakes, green raths, or storm-lifted ships to meet the People of the Sidhe. Taboos govern conduct; a broken promise or a misplaced glance alters fortune. Shape-shifting and enchantments are common, and the retrieval of a spouse, companion, or token requires keen memory and steadfast will. These episodes emphasize hospitality, music, and feasting alongside tests of secrecy and endurance, with outcomes hinging on whether characters heed warnings or overstep the conditions laid upon them.

Royal courts and household dramas occupy another strand. Kings issue impossible tasks, rivals contest for succession, and siblings confront envy, loyalty, and separation. Transformationshuman to animal and back againmark guilt or disguise innocence. Helpful creatures, often rescued earlier in the tale, return to repay kindness by revealing hidden paths, recovering lost objects, or outwitting gatekeepers. A set of stories turns on riddles and judgments, where wit resolves disputes and mercy tempers sentence. The order typically moves from private crisis to public recognition, with marriages, reconciliations, or restored lands signaled but not detailed, maintaining narrative momentum without exhaustive resolution.

Humorous and trickster narratives interleave with the grander adventures, grounding the collection in everyday craft and quick thinking. Tailors, smiths, drovers, and beggars bargain with clever words, exploit loopholes, or face nocturnal proofs of bravery. Apparitions test mettle in farmhouses and crossroads, while improvised songs and measurements confound duplicitous partners. A boast is matched by an impossible commission; a quiet promise unravels a bullys scheme. These episodes favor economy and surprise, concluding with practical gains rather than grand honors. Their placement after longer wonder tales offers contrast in scale and emphasis, and showcases how cunning complements courage in the tradition.

Maritime voyages and rugged landscapes shape another sequence. Fishermen, soldiers of fortune, and wandering youths follow currents to remote islands or cliff-ringed coves. Weather becomes an agent of change, sweeping characters into storms or fogs that reveal enchanted domains. Sea-beasts, hidden caves, and talking birds frame contests for cattle, treasure, or release from bindings. Place-names and landmarks anchor the miraculous in recognizably Irish settings, linking lore to specific coasts, lakes, and mountain passes. The narratives balance hazard with providence: a timely breeze, a rescued boat, or a trail of stones guides travelers home, often bearing knowledge that alters their standing.

Fairy courtship and abduction tales appear in the latter half, tracing ties and tensions between mortal households and the sidhe. Music, dance, and luminous clothing mark entrances and departures, while protective practicesblessings, iron, or watchful neighborsframe attempts to prevent loss. Time dilation recurs, as a night of revelry spans years. The stories present mixed outcomes: bargains sometimes hold, but a broken condition may separate families or reshape memory. Second sight, dreams, and midwives journeys mediate between worlds, and occasional encounters with saints or holy wells signal coexistence rather than conflict, integrating Christian observance into older narrative patterns.

As the volume proceeds, the tales grow more compact, favoring swift setups and pointed reversals. Collected sayings, cumulative motifs, and brief exempla distill earlier themes: fidelity tested, promises redeemed, pride corrected. Curtins arrangement preserves dialect turns and storyteller cadence, while the sequence moves from expansive cycles to concise closures. Notes and asides, where present, remark on variants or parallels without extensive analysis, keeping focus on the spoken originals. The closing impression is of a repertoire in active circulation, where tellers adjust detail to audience and occasion, and where supernatural elements underscore ordinary virtues rather than overshadow them.

Taken together, the book conveys a coherent picture of Irish narrative tradition: the valor of the underdog, the binding force of a given word, the nearness of an Otherworld, and the value of wit alongside strength. Its main points center on patterned quests, conditional bargains, and communities sustained by hospitality and memory. By presenting stories in a steady progression from expansive heroics to domestic and fairy lore, Curtin highlights variety within continuity. The collections purpose is preservation and access, offering readers a representative survey of motifs and settings. The overall message is cultural endurance expressed through tale, place, and performance.
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    Jeremiah Curtin’s Myths and Folk Tales of Ireland emerged from fieldwork conducted chiefly in the late 1880s in Irish-speaking districts of Munster and Connacht, with strong representation from County Kerry and West Cork, and echoes from Galway and Mayo. Published in 1890, the collection captures stories circulating in rural communities still shaped by smallhold farming, fishing, and seasonal labor. Though the narratives often reach back to pre-Christian cosmologies and heroic cycles, their tellers were nineteenth-century peasants and seanchaithe speaking in the idiom of the Gaeltacht. The landscape of ringforts, bogs, mountain passes, and Atlantic headlands is not merely a backdrop; it anchors memory, taboo, and belief in the supernatural order of the Aos Sí.

The Great Famine of 1845 to 1852 devastated precisely the western and southern counties where Curtin collected. Potato blight and market-driven grain exports, alongside inadequate relief policies associated with Charles Trevelyan’s administration, produced over one million deaths and at least a million emigrations. Black 47 marked peak mortality. Workhouses in Kerry, Cork, Clare, Galway, and Mayo overflowed; cottiers were evicted as holdings fell below subsistence. The famine ruptured family lines and accelerated language shift, but it also intensified the social function of storytelling as a communal archive of loss, endurance, and moral order. Curtin’s informants, many famine survivors or their children, carried this memory into the tales’ themes of scarcity, fate, and justice.

The Land War of 1879 to 1882 reshaped rural society before Curtin’s visits. The Irish National Land League, founded by Michael Davitt and led publicly by Charles Stewart Parnell, demanded the three Fs: fair rent, fixity of tenure, and free sale. Tactics such as the ostracism of Captain Charles Boycott in County Mayo in 1880, and widespread rent strikes, forced concessions, including the 1881 Land Act and the Kilmainham Agreement of 1882. Renewed agitation followed in the Plan of Campaign from 1886 to 1891, with scenes like the Bodyke evictions in County Clare in 1887. The tales’ preoccupation with rightful possession, boundary transgression, and supernatural sanctions mirrors tenant anxieties about land, inheritance, and moral economy.

The most decisive force shaping Curtin’s work was the nineteenth-century erosion of the Irish language under state schooling and post-famine pressures. The National School system launched in 1831 standardized instruction in English, and competitive examinations, teacher incentives, and textbooks reinforced English as the medium of advancement. Famine mortality and emigration removed many Irish monoglots from the demographic core; surviving families prioritized English for survival in labor markets and migration. Census evidence captures the collapse: while Irish had been a majority community language in many counties early in the century, by 1891 fewer than seven hundred thousand people across Ireland reported ability in Irish, mostly concentrated in peripheral coastal districts. The Gaeltacht zones where Curtin collected, such as Corca Dhuibhne on the Dingle Peninsula, Iveragh, Muskerry and Beara in Cork and Kerry, Connemara in Galway, and parts of Mayo and Donegal, were precisely those bypassed by industrialization and sustained by mixed subsistence and seasonal labor. There, Irish narrative style, stock formulas, and mythic lexicon remained intact. Curtin’s method, centered on oral performance, allowed him to capture structural features of Gaelic storytelling, including episodic plots, parallelism, and the moral code embedded in references to the sídhe and banshee. Even when mediated through interpreters into English, the tales preserve indigenous place-names, kinship patterns, and ritual prohibitions tied to ringforts, holy wells, and liminal times of day. This salvage ethos was time-sensitive: elderly storytellers and dispersed communities felt the pressure of anglicization and out-migration. The collection thus functions as a record of a linguistic civilization on the brink, documenting vocabulary, belief, and social norms that were rapidly receding from everyday exchange beyond the Gaeltacht.

The Gaelic Revival transformed cultural politics in the 1890s. Douglas Hyde’s 1892 address on de-anglicising Ireland and the founding of Conradh na Gaeilge, the Gaelic League, in Dublin in 1893 by Hyde and Eoin MacNeill sought to restore Irish as a community language through classes, publications, and public festivals. The Oireachtas na Gaeilge began in 1897 to showcase oratory, song, and storytelling. Though Curtin’s volume predates the League, it fed the movement’s appetite for authentic vernacular tradition and supplied material evidence that a distinct native cosmology and ethics persisted in living memory. Revival activists mined such collections to legitimise language policy and community education in Kerry, Cork, and Galway.

Mass emigration from the 1840s through the 1890s altered every parish where Curtin worked. Between 1851 and 1900, roughly four million people left Ireland, with heavy departures from Munster and Connacht to Boston, New York, and cities of the American Midwest. Remittances sustained households and financed passages, but depopulation weakened the intergenerational chain of oral transmission. As an American-born ethnographer of Irish parentage, Curtin moved within transatlantic networks of clergy, schoolmasters, and local notables who brokered access to storytellers. The diaspora’s hunger for cultural continuity created a receptive audience for his book, while his field encounters register the urgency to record tales before further emigration erased the contexts that had nourished them.

The constitutional crisis of the Home Rule era framed daily life and discourse. After the Act of Union in 1801 placed Ireland under direct Westminster rule, reform proceeded piecemeal: the disestablishment of the Church of Ireland in 1869, Land Acts in 1870 and 1881, and recurring Coercion Acts. The First Home Rule Bill failed in 1886; the Second passed the Commons in 1893 but was rejected by the Lords. Parnell’s political fall in 1890 fractured nationalist strategy. In this climate of surveillance, policing by the Royal Irish Constabulary, and partisan newspapers, rural communities guarded speech. Curtin’s collections reflect oblique expressions of sovereignty in stories about hidden kingdoms, rightful rulers, and vows binding communities beyond imperial law.

Curtin’s volume operates as an implicit social and political critique by preserving the ethical frameworks of communities marginalized by landlordism, anglicization, and state centralization. The tales elevate reciprocity, hospitality, and just tenure, indicting hoarding, cruelty, and oath-breaking that echoed contemporary grievances over rent, eviction, and class domination. Their cosmology disciplines land use and inheritance through supernatural sanction, subtly opposing enclosure and exploitative improvement. By transmitting Irish names, speech rhythms, and belief systems at a moment of language collapse, the book exposes the costs of cultural substitution under empire. It restores voice to peasant narrators, making their communal law and historical memory legible against the dominant narratives of progress and governance.
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ON a time there lived a king and a queen in Erin, and they had an only son. They were very careful and fond of this son; whatever he asked for was granted[1q], and what he wanted he had.

When grown to be almost a young man the son went away one day to the hills to hunt. He could find no game—saw nothing all day. Towards evening he sat down on a hillside to rest, but soon stood up again and started to go home empty-handed. Then he heard a whistle behind him, and turning, saw a giant hurrying down the hill.

The giant came to him, took his hand, and said: "Can you play cards?"

"I can indeed," said the king's son.

"Well, if you can," said the giant, "we'll have a game here on this hillside."

So the two sat down, and the giant had out a pack of cards in a twinkling. "What shall we play for?" asked the giant.

"For two estates," answered the king's son.

They played: the young man won, and went home the better for two estates. He was very glad, and hurried to tell his father the luck he had.

Next day he went to the same place, and didn't wait long till the giant came again.

"Welcome, king's son," said the giant. "What shall we play for to-day?" 

"I'll leave that to yourself," answered the young man.

"Well," said the giant, "I have five hundred bullocks with golden horns and silver hoofs, and I'll play them against as many cattle belonging to you."

"Agreed," said the king's son.

They played. The giant lost again. He had the cattle brought to the place; and the king's son went home with the five hundred bullocks. The king his father was outside watching, and was more delighted than the day before when he saw the drove of beautiful cattle with horns of gold and hoofs of silver.

When the bullocks were driven in, the king sent for the old blind sage (Sean dall Glic), to know what he would say of the young man's luck.

"My advice," said the old blind sage, "is not to let your son go the way of the giant again, for if he plays with him a third time he'll rue it."

But nothing could keep the king's son from playing the third time. Away he went, in spite of every advice and warning, and sat on the same hillside.

He waited long, but no one came. At last he rose to go home. That moment he heard a whistle behind him, and turning, saw the giant coming.

"Well, will you play with me to-day?" asked the giant.

"I would," said the king's son, "but I have nothing to bet."

"You have indeed."

"I have not," said the king's son.

"Haven't you your head?" asked the giant of Loch Léin, for it was he that was in it.

"I have," answered the king's son. 

"So have I my head," said the giant; "and we'll play for each other's heads."

This third time the giant won the game; and the king's son was to give himself up in a year and a day to the giant in his castle.

The young man went home sad and weary. The king and queen were outside watching, and when they saw him approaching, they knew great trouble was on him. When he came to where they were, he wouldn't speak, but went straight into the castle, and wouldn't eat or drink.

He was sad and lamenting for a good while, till at last he disappeared one day, the king and queen knew not whither. After that they didn't hear of him—didn't know was he dead or alive.

The young man after he left home was walking along over the kingdom for a long time. One day he saw no house, big or little, till after dark he came in front of a hill, and at the foot of the hill saw a small light. He went to the light, found a small house, and inside an old woman sitting at a warm fire, and every tooth in her head as long as a staff.

She stood up when he entered, took him by the hand, and said, "You are welcome to my house, son of the king of Erin." Then she brought warm water, washed his feet and legs from the knees down, gave him supper, and put him to bed.

When he rose next morning he found breakfast ready before him. The old woman said: "You were with me last night; you'll be with my sister to-night, and what she tells you to do, do, or your head'll be in danger. Now take the gift I give you. Here is a ball of thread: do you throw it in front of you before you start, and all day the ball will be rolling ahead of you, and you'll be following behind winding the thread into another ball."

He obeyed the old woman, threw the ball down, and followed. All the day he was going up hill and down, across valleys and open places, keeping the ball in sight and winding the thread as he went, till evening, when he saw a hill in front, and a small light at the foot of it.

He went to the light and found a house, which he entered. There was no one inside but an old woman with teeth as long as a crutch.

"Oh! then you are welcome to my house, king's son of Erin," said she. "You were with my sister last night; you are with me to-night; and it's glad I am to see you."

She gave him meat and drink and a good bed to lie on.

When he rose next morning breakfast was there before him, and when he had eaten and was ready for the journey, the old woman gave him a ball of thread, saying: "You were with my younger sister the night before last; you were with me last night; and you'll be with my elder sister to-night. You must do what she tells you, or you'll lose your head. You must throw this ball before you, and follow the clew till evening."

He threw down the ball: it rolled on, showing the way up and down mountains and hills, across valleys and braes. All day he wound the ball; unceasingly it went till nightfall, when he came to a light, found a little house, and went in. Inside was an old woman, the eldest sister, who said: "You are welcome, and glad am I to see you, king's son."

She treated him as well as the other two had done. After he had eaten breakfast next morning, she said:—

"I know well the journey you are on. You have lost your head to the Giant of Loch Léin, and you are going to give yourself up. This giant has a great castle. Around the castle are seven hundred iron spikes, and on every spike of them but one is the head of a king, a queen, or a king's son. The seven hundredth spike is empty, and nothing can save your head from that spike if you don't take my advice.

"Here is a ball for you: walk behind it till you come to a lake near the giant's castle. When you come to that lake at midday the ball will be unwound.

"The giant has three young daughters, and they come at noon every day of the year to bathe in the lake. You must watch them well, for each will have a lily on her breast—one a blue, another a white, and the third a yellow lily. You mustn't let your eyes off the one with the yellow lily. Watch her well: when she undresses to go into the water, see where she puts her clothes; when the three are out in the lake swimming, do you slip away with the clothes of Yellow Lily.

"When the sisters come out from bathing, and find that the one with the yellow lily has lost her clothes, the other two will laugh and make game of her, and she will crouch down crying on the shore, with nothing to cover her, and say, 'How can I go home now, and everybody making sport of me? Whoever took my clothes, if he'll give them back to me, I'll save him from the danger he is in, if I have the power.'"

The king's son followed the ball till nearly noon, when it stopped at a lake not far from the giant's castle. Then he hid behind a rock at the water's edge, and waited.

At midday the three sisters came to the lake, and, leaving their clothes on the strand, went into the water. When all three were in the lake swimming and playing with great pleasure and sport, the king's son slipped out and took the clothes of the sister with the yellow lily.

After they had bathed in the lake to their hearts' content, the three sisters came out. When the two with the blue and the white lilies saw their sister on the shore and her clothes gone, they began to laugh and make sport of her. Then, cowering and crouching down, she began to cry and lament, saying: "How can I go home now, with my own sisters laughing at me? If I stir from this, everybody will see me and make sport of me."

The sisters went home and left her there. When they were gone, and she was alone at the water crying and sobbing, all at once she came to herself and called out: "Whoever took my clothes, I'll forgive him if he brings them to me now, and I'll save him from the danger he is in if I can."

When he heard this, the king's son put the clothes out to her, and stayed behind himself till she told him to come forth.

Then she said: "I know well where you are going. My father, the Giant of Loch Léin, has a soft bed waiting for you—a deep tank of water for your death. But don't be uneasy; go into the water, and wait till I come to save you. Be at that castle above before my father. When he comes home to-night and asks for you, take no meat from him, but go to rest in the tank when he tells you."

The giant's daughter left the king's son, who went his way to the castle alone at a fair and easy gait, for he had time enough on his hands and to spare.

When the Giant of Loch Léin came home that night, the first question he asked was, "Is the son of the king of Erin here?"

"I am," said the king's son.

"Come," said the giant, "and get your evening's meat."

"I'll take no meat now, for I don't need it," said the king's son.

"Well, come with me then, and I'll show you your bed." He went, and the giant put the king's son into the deep tank of water to drown, and being tired himself from hunting all day over the mountains and hills of Erin, he went to sleep.

That minute his youngest daughter came, took the king's son out of the tank, placed plenty to eat and to drink before him, and gave him a good bed to sleep on that night.

The giant's daughter watched till she heard her father stirring before daybreak; then she roused the king's son, and put him in the tank again.

Soon the giant came to the tank and called out: "Are you here, son of the king of Erin?"

"I am," said the king's son.

"Well, come out now. There is a great work for you to-day. I have a stable outside, in which I keep five hundred horses, and that stable has not been cleaned these seven hundred years. My great-grandmother when a girl lost a slumber-pin (bar an suan) somewhere in that stable, and never could find it. You must have that pin for me when I come home to-night; if you don't, your head will be on the seven hundredth spike to-morrow."

Then two shovels were brought for him to choose from to clean out the stable, an old and a new one. He chose the new shovel, and went to work.

For every shovelful he threw out, two came in; and soon the door of the stable was closed on him. When the stable-door was closed, the giant's daughter called from outside: "How are you thriving now, king's son?"

"I'm not thriving at all," said the king's son; "for as much as I throw out, twice as much comes in, and the door is closed against me."

"You must make a way for me to come in, and I'll help you," said she.

"How can I do that?" asked the king's son.

However, she did it. The giant's daughter made her way into the stable, and she wasn't long inside till the stable was cleared, and she saw the bar an suan.

"There is the pin over there in the corner," said she to the king's son, who put it in his bosom to give to the giant.

Now he was happy, and the giant's daughter had good meat and drink put before him.

When the giant himself came home, he asked: "How did you do your work to-day?"

"I did it well; I thought nothing of it."

"Did you find the bar an suan?"

"I did indeed; here 'tis for you."

"Oh! then," said the giant, "it is either the devil or my daughter that helped you to do that work, for I know you never did it alone."

"It's neither the devil nor your daughter, but my own strength that did the work," said the son of the king of Erin.

"You have done the work; now you must have your meat." "I want no meat to-day; I am well satisfied as I am," said the king's son.

"Well," said the giant, "since you'll have no meat, you must go to sleep in the tank."

He went into the tank. The giant himself was soon snoring, for he was tired from hunting over Erin all day.

The moment her father was away, Yellow Lily came, took the king's son out of the tank, gave him a good supper and bed, and watched till the giant was stirring before daybreak. Then she roused the king's son and put him in the tank.

"Are you alive in the tank?" asked the giant at daybreak.

"I am," said the king's son.

"Well, you have a great work before you to-day. That stable you cleaned yesterday hasn't been thatched these seven hundred years, and if you don't have it thatched for me when I come home to-night, with birds' feathers, and not two feathers of one color or kind, I'll have your head on the seven hundredth spike to-morrow."

"Here are two whistles—an old, and a new one; take your choice of them to call the birds."

The king's son took the new whistle, and set out over the hills and valleys, whistling as he went. But no matter how he whistled, not a bird came near him. At last, tired and worn out with travelling and whistling, he sat down on a hillock and began to cry.

That moment Yellow Lily was at his side with a cloth, which she spread out, and there was a grand meal before him. He hadn't finished eating and drinking, before the stable was thatched with birds' feathers, and no two of them of one color or kind.

When he came home that evening the giant called out: "Have you the stable thatched for me to-night?"

"I have indeed," said the king's son; "and small trouble I had with it."

"If that's true," said the giant, "either the devil or my daughter helped you."

"It was my own strength, and not the devil or your daughter that helped me," said the king's son.

He spent that night as he had the two nights before.

Next morning, when the giant found him alive in the tank, he said: "There is great work before you to-day, which you must do, or your head'll be on the spike to-morrow. Below here, under my castle, is a tree nine hundred feet high, and there isn't a limb on that tree, from the roots up, except one small limb at the very top, where there is a crow's nest. The tree is covered with glass from the ground to the crow's nest. In the nest is one egg: you must have that egg before me here for my supper to-night, or I'll have your head on the seven hundredth spike to-morrow."

The giant went hunting, and the king's son went down to the tree, tried to shake it, but could not make it stir. Then he tried to climb; but no use, it was all slippery glass. Then he thought, "Sure I'm done for now; I must lose my head this time."

He stood there in sadness, when Yellow Lily came, and said: "How are you thriving in your work?"

"I can do nothing," said the king's son.

"Well, all that we have done up to this time is nothing to climbing this tree. But first of all let us sit down together and eat, and then we'll talk," said Yellow Lily.

They sat down, she spread the cloth again, and they had a splendid feast. When the feast was over she took out a knife from her pocket and said:—

"Now you must kill me, strip the flesh from my bones, take all the bones apart, and use them as steps for climbing the tree. When you are climbing the tree, they will stick to the glass as if they had grown out of it; but when you are coming down, and have put your foot on each one, they will drop into your hand when you touch them. Be sure and stand on each bone, leave none untouched; if you do, it will stay behind. Put all my flesh into this clean cloth by the side of the spring at the roots of the tree. When you come to the earth, arrange my bones together, put the flesh over them, sprinkle it with water from the spring, and I shall be alive and well before you. But don't forget a bone of me on the tree."

"How could I kill you," asked the king's son, "after what you have done for me?"

"If you won't obey, you and I are done for," said Yellow Lily. "You must climb the tree, or we are lost; and to climb the tree you must do as I say."

The king's son obeyed. He killed Yellow Lily, cut the flesh from her body, and unjointed the bones, as she had told him.

As he went up, the king's son put the bones of Yellow Lily's body against the side of the tree, using them as steps, till he came under the nest and stood on the last bone.

Then he took the crow's egg; and coming down, put his foot on every bone, then took it with him, till he came to the last bone, which was so near the ground that he failed to touch it with his foot.

He now placed all the bones of Yellow Lily in order again at the side of the spring, put the flesh on them, sprinkled it with water from the spring. She rose up before him, and said: "Didn't I tell you not to leave a bone of my body without stepping on it? Now I am lame for life! You left my little toe on the tree without touching it, and I have but nine toes."

When the giant came home that night, the first words he had were, "Have you the crow's egg for my supper?"

"I have," said the king's son.

"If you have, then either the devil or my daughter is helping you."

"It is my own strength that's helping me," said the king's son.

"Well, whoever it is, I must forgive you now, and your head is your own."

So the king's son was free to go his own road, and away he went, and never stopped till he came home to his own father and mother, who had a great welcome before him; and why not? for they thought he was dead.

When the son was at home a time, the king called up the old blind sage, and asked, "What must I do with my son now?"

"If you follow my advice," said the old blind sage, "you'll find a wife for him; and then he'll not go roaming away again, and leave you as he did before."

The king was pleased with the advice, and he sent a message to the king of Lochlin2 to ask his daughter in marriage.

The king of Lochlin came with the daughter and a ship full of attendants, and there was to be a grand wedding at the castle of the king of Erin. Now, the king's son asked his father to invite the Giant of Loch Léin and Yellow Lily to the wedding. The king sent messages for them to come.

The day before the marriage there was a great feast at the castle. As the feast went on, and all were merry, the Giant of Loch Léin said: "I never was at a place like this but one man sang a song, a second told a story, and the third played a trick."

Then the king of Erin sang a song, the king of Lochlin told a story, and when the turn came to the giant, he asked Yellow Lily to take his place.

She threw two grains of wheat in the air, and there came down on the table two pigeons. The cock pigeon pecked at the hen and pushed her off the table. Then the hen called out to him in a human voice, "You wouldn't do that to me the day I cleaned the stable for you."

Next time Yellow Lily put two grains of wheat on the table. The cock ate the wheat, pecked the hen, and pushed her off the table to the floor. The hen said: "You would not do that to me the day I thatched the stable for you with birds' feathers, and not two of one color or kind."

The third time Yellow Lily put two more grains of wheat on the table. The cock ate both, and pushed the hen off to the floor. Then the hen called out: "You wouldn't do that to me the day you killed me and took my bones to make steps up the glass tree nine hundred feet high to get the crow's egg for the supper of the Giant of Loch Léin, and forget my little toe when you were coming down, and left me lame for life."

"Well," said the king's son to the guests at the feast, "when I was a little younger than I am now, I used to be everywhere in the world sporting and gaming; and once when I was away, I lost the key of a casket that I had. I had a new key made, and after it was brought to me I found the old one. Now, I'll leave it to any one here to tell what am I to do—which of the keys should I keep?"

"My advice to you," said the king of Lochlin, "is to keep the old key, for it fits the lock better, and you're more used to it."

Then the king's son stood up and said: "I thank you, king of Lochlin, for a wise advice and an honest word. This is my bride, the daughter of the Giant of Loch Léin. I'll have her, and no other woman. Your daughter is my father's guest, and no worse, but better, for having come to a wedding in Erin."

The king's son married Yellow Lily, daughter of the Giant of Loch Léin, the wedding lasted long, and all were happy .
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THERE was a king in Desmond whose name was Coluath O'Hara, and he had three daughters. On a time when the king was away from home, the eldest daughter took a thought that she'd like to be married. So she went up in the castle, put on the cloak of darkness which her father had, and wished for the most beautiful man under the sun as a husband for herself.

She got her wish; for scarcely had she put off the cloak of darkness, when there came, in a golden coach with four horses, two black and two white, the finest man she had ever laid eyes on, and took her away.

When the second daughter saw what had happened to her sister, she put on the cloak of darkness, and wished for the next best man in the world as a husband.

She put off the cloak; and straightway there came, in a golden coach with four black horses, a man nearly as good as the first, and took her away.

The third sister put on the cloak, and wished for the best white dog in the world.

Presently he came, with one man attending, in a golden coach and four snow-white horses, and took the youngest sister away.

When the king came home, the stable-boy told him what had happened while he was gone. He was enraged beyond measure when he heard that his youngest daughter had wished for a white dog, and gone off with him.

When the first man brought his wife home he asked: "In what form will you have me in the daytime—as I am now in the daytime, or as I am now at night?"

"As you are now in the daytime."

So the first sister had her husband as a man in the daytime; but at night he was a seal.

The second man put the same question to the middle sister, and got the same answer; so the second sister had her husband in the same form as the first.

When the third sister came to where the white dog lived, he asked her: "How will you have me to be in the daytime—as I am now in the day, or as I am now at night?"

"As you are now in the day."

So the white dog was a dog in the daytime, but the most beautiful of men at night.

After a time the third sister had a son; and one day, when her husband was going out to hunt, he warned her that if anything should happen the child, not to shed a tear on that account.

While he was gone, a great gray crow that used to haunt the place came and carried the child away when it was a week old.

Remembering the warning, she shed not a tear for the loss.

All went on as before till another son was born. The husband used to go hunting every day, and again he said she must not shed a tear if anything happened.

When the child was a week old a great gray crow came and bore him away; but the mother did not cry or drop a tear.

All went well till a daughter was born. When she was a week old a great gray crow came and swept her away. This time the mother dropped one tear on a handkerchief, which she took out of her pocket, and then put back again.

When the husband came home from hunting and heard what the crow had done, he asked the wife, "Have you shed tears this time?"

"I have dropped one tear," said she.

Then he was very angry; for he knew what harm she had done by dropping that one tear.

Soon after their father invited the three sisters to visit him and be present at a great feast in their honor. They sent messages, each from her own place, that they would come.
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