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The Brightness of Brightness | saw in a lonely path,
Melody of melody, her speech not morose with age,
Crystal of crystal, her blue eye tinged with green,
The white and ruddy struggled in her glowing cheeks.

Plaiting of plaiting in every hair of her yellow locks,
That robbed the earth of its dew by their full sweeping,
An ornament brighter than glass on her swelling breast,
Which was fashioned at her creation in the world above.

A tale of knowledge she told me, all lonely as she was,

News of the return of Him to the place which is his by kingly descent,
News of the destruction of the bands who expelled him,

And other tidings which, through sheer fear, | will not put in my lays.

Oh, folly of follies for me to go up close to her!

By the captive | was bound fast a captive;

As | implored the Son of Mary to aid me, she bounded from me,
And the maiden fled, blushing, to the fairy mansion of Luachair.

I rush in mad race with a bounding heart,

Through margins of morasses, through meads, through barren
moorlands

| reach the fair mansion—the way | came | know not—

That dwelling of dwellings, reared by the sorcery of a wizard.

They burst in laughter, mockingly—a troop of wizards
And a band of maidens, trim, with plaited locks;

In the bondage of fetters they put me without much respite,
While to my maiden clung a clumsy, lubberly clown.

| told her then, in words the sincerest,

How it ill became her to be united to an awkward, sorry churl,
While the fairest thrice over of all the Scotic race

Was waiting to receive her as his beauteous bride.
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As she hears my voice she weeps through wounded pride,

The streams run down plenteously from her glowing cheeks,

She sends me with a guide for my safe conduct from the mansion,
She is the Brightness of Brightness | saw upon a lonely path.

THE BINDING
O my sickness, my misfortune, my fall, my sorrow, my loss!
My bright, fond, kind, fair, soft-lipped, gentle maiden,
Held by a horned, malicious, croaking, yellow clown, with a black
troop!
While no relief can reach her until the heroes come back across the
main.



