CHAPTER |: MAILDUN'S
CHILDHOOD AND YOUTH. HE
BEGINS HIS VOYAGE IN
QUEST OF THE PLUNDERERS
WHO SLEW HIS FATHER

THERE was once an illustrious man of the tribe of Owenaght of Ninus, Allil Ocar Aga by name, a
goodly hero, and lord of his own tribe and territory. One time, when he was in his house
unguarded, a fleet of plunderers landed on the coast, and spoiled his territory. The chief fled for
refuge to the church of Dooclone; but the spoilers followed him thither, slew him, and burned the
church over his head.

Not long after Allil's death, a son was born to him. The child's mother gave him the name of
Maildun; and, wishing to conceal his birth, she brought him to the queen of that country, who was
her dear friend. The queen took him to her, and gave out that he was her own child ; and he was
brought up with the king's sons, slept in the same cradle with them, and was fed from the same
breast and from the same cup. He was a very lovely child; and the people who saw him thought it
doubtful if there was any other child living at the time equally beautiful.

As he grew up to be a young man, the noble qualities of his mind gradually unfolded themselves.
He was high-spirited and generous, and he loved all sorts of manly exercises. In ball-playing, in
running and leaping, in throwing the stone, in chess-playing, in rowing, and in horse-racing, he
surpassed all the youths that came to the king's palace, and won the palm in every contest.

One day, when the young men were at their games, a certain youth among them grew envious of
Maildun; and he said, in an angry and haughty tone of voice; "It is a cause of much shame to us
that we have to yield in every game, whether of skill or of strength, whether on land or on water, to
an obscure youth, of whom no one can tell who is his father or his mother, or what race or tribe he
belongs to."

On hearing this, Maildun ceased at once from play; for until that moment he believed that he was
the son of the king of the Owenaght, and of the queen who had nursed him. And going anon to the
queen, he told her what had happened; and he said to her; "If | am not thy son, | will neither eat
nor drink till thou tell me who my father and mother are."

She tried to soothe him, and said, "Why do you worry yourself searching after this matter? Give no
heed to the words of this envious youth. Am | not a mother to you? And in all this country, is there
any mother who loves her son better than | love you?"



He answered, "All this is quite true; yet | pray thee let me know who my parents are."

The queen then, seeing that he would not be put off, brought him to his mother, and put him into
her hands. And when he had spoken with her, he asked her to tell him who his father was.

"You are bent on a foolish quest, my child," she said; "for even if you knew all about your father,
the knowledge would bring neither advantage nor happiness to you; for he died before you were
born."

"Even so," he replied, "l wish to know who he was."

So his mother told him the truth, saying, "Your father was Allil Ocar Aga, of the tribe of Owenaght
of Ninus."

Maildun then set out for his father's territory; and his three foster brothers, namely, the king's
three sons, who were noble and handsome youths like himself, went with him. When the people of
his tribe found out that the strange youth was the son of their chief, whom the plunderers had slain
years before, and when they were told that the three others were the king's sons, they gave them
all a joyful welcome, feasting them, and showing them much honour; so that Maildun was made
quite happy, and soon forgot all the abasement and trouble he had undergone.

Some time after this, it happened that a number of young people were in the churchyard of
Dooclone the same church in which Maildun's father had been slain exercising themselves in
casting a hand-stone. The game was to throw the stone clear over the charred roof of the church
that had been burned; and Maildun was there contending among the others. A foul-tongued fellow
named Brickna, a servant of the people who owned the church, was standing by; and he said to
Maildun; "It would better become you to avenge the man who was burned to death here, than to be
amusing yourself casting a stone over his bare, burnt bones."

"Who was he?" inquired Maildun.

"Allil Ocar Aga, your father," replied the other.

"Who slew him?" asked Maildun.

"Plunderers from a fleet slew him and burned him in this church," replied Brickna; "and the same
plunderers are still sailing in the same fleet."

Maildun was disturbed and sad after hearing this.

He dropped the stone that he held in his hand, folded his cloak round him, and buckled on his
shield. And he left the company, and began to inquire of all he met, the road to the plunderers'
ships. For a long time he could get no tidings of them; but at last some persons, who knew where
the fleet lay, told him that it was a long way off, and that there was no reaching it except by sea.
Now Maildun was resolved to find out these plunderers, and to avenge on them the death of his
father. So he went without delay into Corcomroe, to the druid Nuca, to seek his advice about
building a curragh, and to ask also for a charm to protect him, both while building it, and while
sailing on the sea afterwards.

The druid gave him full instructions. He told him the day he should begin to build his curragh, and
the exact day on which he was to set out on his voyage ; and he was very particular about the
number of the crew, which, he said, was to be sixty chosen men, neither more nor less.

So Maildun built a large triple-hide curragh, following the druid's directions in every particular;
chose his crew of sixty, among whom were his two

friends, Germane and Diuran Lekerd; and on the day appointed put out to sea.

When he had got only a very little way from the land, he saw his three foster brothers running
down to the shore, signalling and calling out to him to return and take them on board; for they said
they wished to go with him.

"We shall not turn back," said Maildun; "and you cannot come with us; for we have already got our
exact number."



"We will swim after you in the sea till we are drowned, if you do not return for us," replied they; and

so saying, the three plunged in and swam after the curragh.
When Maildun saw this, he turned his vessel towards them, and took them on board rather than let

them be drowned.
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