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THE STORY.

I. On a day that Conchubbar son of Neasa rose ip Eamhain Machaof Ulster, lie sat with
Peargus son of Roigh on the grass-green faithche of the royal town, and his chess-board with its
company of chess-warriors was brought to him, and he and Feargus played. On to the green,
aronnd Follamhan son of Conchubhar, came the Boy Corps of Eamhain, who straightway fell to
hurling. As they hurled, a little strange lad appeared on the verge of the green, issuing from the
fringing wood. He was clad in a crimson white-hooded tunic, with a white Jine next his skin, and
a purple mautle wrapping him about. On his shoulder be bore his hurley of fair white ash, The
ball chanced towards the spot where, beneath a tree, the litile stranger stood looking at the play of
the Boy-Corps, * The ball is with thee, O lad ! " quoth Follamhan: ** drive it towards us!"
" On your guard, O youths of Ulster ! replied the little lad, and into their midst with swift stroke
he drove the ball, following it down the field until he had carried it into the goal on the opposite
side ; nor could the Boy-Troop stay his course. ** Good now, O lads ! ” cried Follamhan, * answer
this stripling together ! ** We will answer'® cried they all, and stood on their defence before
him; but again in their despite he carried the ball into the opposing goal. A third time they leagued
against him, and a third time down the field be carried the ball and into the far goal. Then,
shouldering his hurley, he turned to leave the green ; but "' Good now, O lads | * eried Follamhan,
*let us attack him together and avenge on him the violation of our geasa ; for it is geasa to us to
allow any youth to intrude into our games until he hath first placed himself under our protection.
Fall on him! " And forthwith down they came upon him, striking at him with their hurleys ; but he,
turning on bis heel, defended himself gallantly, prostrating them to his right hand and to his left.
The din of which affray reaching the king where be sat at chess, up he rose and, striding across the
lawn, placed himself between the combatants. **Hold,” he cried, ' O boys ! and do thon, little
fellow, hold too. 1 see it is no gentle game thou playest with the Boy-Corps.” “It is no gentle
welcome I received from them,” replied the little lad, ** after faring towards them from far
countries.” * Knewest thou not, child, the geasa of the Boy-Corps, namely, that every little lad
that cometh to them must place himself under their protection ™ ** I knew it not,” replied the boy,
*had I known, 1 should have done so." * Good now, O lads ! " said the king, ** take this boy under
your protection,” “We do,” said the Boy-Corps. ** But I accept it not,” cried the little stranger ;
“ by the gods that 1 adore I swear that unless they come under my protection T will not sty my
hand from them!” Then * We accept thy protection,” quoth the Boy-Corps with one voice, and
straightway hailed him their leader, ** Tell me now, little lad,” said the king, “ whence art thou
come towards us, and by what path, and what thy name and lineage ? " * Across Sliabh Fuaid |
have come, from the Plain of Muirtheimhne, and Seatanta son of Sualtamh is my name, and
Dechtire, thine own sister, is my mother, O king of Ulster! ** Dear to me is thy coming, O little
lad 1™ quoth Conchubhar. * Dear to me is she who is thy mother. Dear to me thy comely head
and thy strong swift-wounding hand!" And then, with tumult of welcome, they carried him into

the Inin, =

IL. On a day that Conchubbar went to drink an ale-feast in the house of Culann, the noble
smith, all the guests being seated, Culann addressed the king and said: “ Doth there remain anyone
else of thy train to come to-night, O king of Ulster?"" None," replied the king; ** wherefore
dost thou ask ? " ** A gallant but ravenous hound 1 have, and it is in that hound's charge my house
is every night, and woe to anyone who might seek to come into the dwelling in his despite.”' ' Let
the door be shut and the hound let loose,”" said the king. Now Conchubhar did not remember
that he had asked the little lad, his sister's son, to accompany him to the feast, and that the boy



had lingered behind te finish his game: having finished which, he set out in the wake of the heroes,
shortening his road with his hurley and his ball. And now as the heroes sat feasting they heard
without the dwelling the ringing cry of a boy’s voice and a horrid din of combat. * Alas that we
have come to drink this feast to-night!' cried Conchubhar, starting from his seat. * Your
meaning. O king " queried the others. ' The little lad, my sister’s son, must have perished by
the bound.” Up the men of Ulster sprang from their seats and burst through the door with
Feargus at their head . who presently re-appeared with the little lad on his shoulder, unwounded,
for be had slain the hound. * Welcome thy coming, O little boy ! " cried Conchubbar. But
Culann, the noble smith, stood sorrowful on the threshold. ‘* Welcome thy coming for thy
mother's sake and for thy father's sake,” he said, “ but not welcome thy coming for thine
own sake.” ‘* Why, what hast thou against the child ? ** asked Conchubbar. '* Woe is me that I
made this feast for thee to-night, O Conchubhar, for henceforward my substance is substancé
wasted, and my life life wasted. Good was the member of my family thou hast taken from me,
O little boy !—the guardian of my raiment and my cattle and my dwelling.”” ** Be not wroth with
me, O my master, Culann,’’ quoth the little lad, * for in this matter I will myself pronounce a just
award."' * What award wilt thou pronounce ? ' queried Conchubhar. * If in all Ireland there be
a whelp of that dog’s breed, he shall be nurtured by me until he be fit for action like his sire. In
the meantime, O Culann, 1 myselfl will do thee a ban-dog's office, in guarding thy cattle and thy
substance and thy dwelling.” ** That is a good award,” said Conchubhar. “Not I myself,’ added
Cathbhadh the Druid, “ could have made a beiter: and by reason of it thon shalt be known
henceforth, O boy, as Cu-Chulainn, that is, Culann's Hound.”" * Not so," objected the youngster,
“1 prefer my own name, Seatanta son of Sualtamh.” “Say not so,” said Cathbhadh, “for the men
of Eire and of Alba will hear that name and the mouths of the men of Eire and of Alba will be
full of that name.” *“Then that name shall be mine,'’ replied the boy ; and the name clave to him
thenceforward.

IIL. On a day that Cathbhadh with his pupils was walking on the green of Eamhain, one
of them asked him what particular luck or fortune appertained to that day above all others
“This," said Cathbhadh, “the youth that taketh arms to-day will be famous above all the heroes
of Eire but his life will be short and fleeting.”” Now that prophecy was overheard by Cuchulainn,
and, the king chancing to pass out of the Diin on his way to the chase, the boy went straight towards
him, **Every good to thee, O King of Ulster!” was his greeting. ** That speech is the speech
of one who asketh a favour,” replied Conchubhar. “What seeketh thou, little boy? **To take
arms.”” ' Who prompted thee to that? "' * Cathbhadh the Druid." ** Then thou shalt not be
denied. Give arms to this boy!"” But the arms, when brought, Cuchulainn in testing them
reduced to splinters. And so with every other set of arms that the heroes offered him. * These
weapons are not good, O king!" he cried. ** Let me be given fitting weapons.'* ** I will give thee
my own weapons, little Hound," said Conchubhar. And Conchubbar's weapons endured every
test to which Cuchulainn subjected them. *These arms are good,’’ be cried ; * these are arms
worthy of me. Fair fall the king whose arms and armature are these! Fair fall the land from
which he sprang.”  Just then it was that Cathbhadh came on the green. **Isit arms yon boy hath
taken ?” he asked. '*Itis, indeed,” said the king. *'It is not thy sister's son I should like to see
assuming them to-day,” said the Druid. ** How now,” said Conchubhar, ** was it not thyself that
prompted him? "' It was not, indeed ™ ** What meaneth this, thou mysterions elf 2 ' demanded
the king of Cuchulainn. “Is it a lie thou bast told me ? " “Be not wroth with me, O my master, Con-
chubhar,"” pleaded the child, ' 1t is he, indeed, that prompted me to it, for I heard him say that the



youth who should take arms to-day would top Erin's heroes in fame, but that his life would be short and
and fleeting.”’ “ True for me it is,”’ said Cathbhadh. * O little Hound, thon shalt be noble and famed,
indeed, but thy life shall pass and fleet quickly.” I care not,” replied Cuchulainn, * though [ were
to live but one day and onme night, if only my deeds and my story live after me”  “Good
now, O boy," said Conchubhar, “ mount thy chariot.”’ “Let thine own chariot be brought
to me, O Conchubhar, for none other is worthy of me.” “Where is Iubhar son of Riangabhra ? "
asked Conchubbar, “I am here, king,"" spoke Tubhar from among the charioteers and attendants,
“Capture my two horses and yoke my chariot,” commanded Conchubhar. Away went lubhar,
returning presently with the chariot yoked. * Mount the chariot, boy,” said Conchubhar. So
Cuchulainn mounted, and the chariot performed the cirenit of the royal green. Conchubhar and
the Red Branch fared forth to their bunting. *“Good now, O boy,” said Iubhar, * let me unyoke
the horses.” ‘1 deem it too soon to unyoke them yet. Drive forward that the Boy-Corps may
salute me on my taking arms.”  So they drove to where the Boy-Corps were at play. ‘'lIs it arms
thou hast taken?" queried Follamhan. Tt is, indeed.” * May victory attend thee in battle,
O Hound of the Forge!” cried the boys saluting him, ** Good now, O lad ! "' spoke Iubhar again,
**let me now unyoke the horses.”” 1 deem it too soon to unyoke them yet. Where leadeth yon
road?""  **To the Watcher’s Ford in Sliabh Fuaid on the frontiers of the province,"”" replied
Tubbar. * Drive forward then to that Ford, for T swear by the gods my people adore that T will
not return to Bamhain Macha until T have seen that Ford and reddened my weapons on the enemies
of Ulster.” Away then they careered to the frontiers of the province and the Watcher's Ford.
The day passed and Conchubhar had returned from bhis hunting, Towards evening he sat at chess
with Feargus on the green of Eamhain. A watchman stoed on a little hillock. * Seest thou
anything? "' asked Conchubbar. * Nought, O king!' * Seest thom anything ? "' queried
the king again, after they had played a space. “Nought I see, but I hear the noise
of a chariot approaching us”  * Seest thou anything now?"” asked Conchubhar the third
time. “1I see a solitary chariot-hero drawing towards us, and terrifically he cometh. Under
him a fair firm-boarded chariot. Two swift very handsome steeds beneath the chariot. Their
pace is as the pace of the pure cold wind. The chariot is filled with the swords and spears and
shields of warriors,” * Describe the chariot-hers,” commanded Conchubhar, “ A smail, dark, sad
boy, comeliest of the boys of Eire” **1 know that chariot-hero,” cried Conchubliar. ** It is the
little lad that took arms to-day, returning from the frontiers of the province. 1 trow that he hath
reddened his weapons, and, O chiefs of Ulster, unless we appease his battle-fury he will slay all that
are in the Diin to-night ! * What must we do, O Conchubhar? questioned Feargus. * Let the
wormen of Eambain come before him on the green to welcome him " (for Cuchulainn was ever shy
and modest in company of women-folk). Out then came the women of the Din, and after them the
heroes and soldiery and Boy-Corps. And the women received Cuchulainn gently, kindly, and led
him to Conchubhar, * The swords and the spears and the shields of the enemies of Ulster 1 bring
thee here, O Conchubhar ! ” cried Cuchulainn, and displayed his trophies. “Dear to me thy coming,
O Hound of Ulster ' " quoth Conchubhar. ** Dear to me thy coming, © Hound of the Forge ! " said
Feargus. And *Dear to me thy coming, O Cuchulainn,” said Cathbhadh ; in which ery of welcome
the Red Branch and all Ulster joined. Thus then did Cuchulainn take arms,

Nore : The events narrated in each of the paragraphs above occitpy an Act of the Pageant
Each Act is introduced by the Chorus, whose song recounts the incidents that are to follow.
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