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INTRODUCTION. 
This is a fantasy, a dream-story. You are asked to accept the 

supposition that the history of Ireland for the last three hundred years 

was very different from what in reality it has been. You are asked to 

suppose that Ireland during those centuries developed normally, 

keeping her own language and laws, and following her own racial 

traditions. That such a development might have occurred is within the 

facts of history. For a time, towards the close of the sixteenth century, 

it lay within the region of possibility. For nine years Hugh O’Neill, 

descendant of the High-Kings of Ireland and Prince of Tyrone, aided 

by Red Hugh O’Donnell (the young Prince of Tirconnel) waged a 

successful war with the forces of Elizabeth. They were finally defeated 

at the Battle of Kinsale, 1602, and the work of planting Ireland with 

an alien population was carried on during the rest of the century. The 

most important of these plantations were those of the Scotch and 

English adventurers in Ulster in the reign of James I; the Cromwellian 

Settlement; and the Williamite which took place after the second siege 

of Limerick in 1691. The Battle of Kinsale was fatal to Irish 

independence, and its effect on the country was far-reaching and 

tragic. “There was not lost in one battle fought in later times in 

Ireland,” writes Lughaid O’Clery, the hereditary historian of the 

O’Donnells in the seventeenth century, “so much as was lost then.” 

And his lament we may read, coming quaint and poignant, 

human and deep, across the centuries, as he counts the toll of the 

losses, and measures the wound of his country. Here it is in its English 

translation: - 

“There was lost there first, that one island which was the richest and most 

productive, the heat and cold of which were more temperate than in the greater 

part of Europe, in which there was much honey and corn and fish, many rivers, 

cataracts and water-falls, in which were calm productive harbours. There were 

lost, too, those who escaped from it (namely those who fled from Ireland after 

it) of the free, generous, noble-born descendants of the sons of Milesius, and of 

the prosperous, impetuous chiefs, of lords of territories and clans, and of the 

chieftains of districts and cantreds; for there were never in Erin at any time 

together men who were better or more famous than the chiefs who were then, 

and who died afterwards in other countries one after the other, after their being 



robbed of their father-land and their noble possessions, which they lost to their 

enemies on that battle-field. There were lost, besides, nobility and honour, 

generosity and great deeds, hospitality and goodness, courtesy and noble birth, 

polish and bravery, strength and courage, valour and constancy, the authority 

and the sovereignty of the Irish of Erin to the end of time.” 

The story – the dream-conception of a normally developed 

Ireland – brings from the real Ireland a German Professor, a famous 

Celtic scholar, by somewhat stage machinery, into a kingdom where 

he finds everything different from that Ireland in which he had arrived 

a few days before. All is interesting and strange to him. Within the 

fantasy, life appears to move naturally, yet, belonging as he does to 

two worlds, he falls into a dangerous situation from which he is only 

delivered by a return to his normal world. 

This story was written some years before the War. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER I. 
It was late in the afternoon when Professor Schliemann, of Berlin, 

reached a hotel in Dungannon, a small town in the north of Ireland, 

having arrived in the country the day before to visit the scenes of the 

Nine Years’ War in the sixteenth century. As the first authority on 

Old and Middle Irish and the Celtic languages, he was surprised to 

find that his name was unknown to Mr. Murphy, his landlord. His 

work on the Milan Glosses and the elucidation of obscure terms in the 

various manuscripts he had examined, had placed him in the fore-rank 

of Celtic scholars. For some time he had been engaged on a history of 

Ireland from the death of the last High-King, Roderick O’Conor in the 

eleventh century, to the flight of the Earls in the seventeenth. His 

object was to prove that Irish Gaelic history ended at that period; a 

view he held in opposition to that of his friend the French Celtologist, 

de Narbonne, who denied that Ireland had become politically, 

linguistically and socially an English province from that date. 

When he had dined, he went to see the ruins of Hugh O’Neill’s 

castle. They stood on an eminence, surrounded by trees, and a wind 

like a dirge moaned through the branches, while some drops of rain 

fell. Desolation, ruin, death, the tragic passing of a race, the wind 

caoined to his ears. Here, indeed, he felt the truth of his contention; and 

taking his notebook from his pocket, he began to write, moving slowly 

forward. Unnoted, a heap of stones and rubble lay in his path. 

Stumbling, he fell, and as he descended into darkness, his head struck 

some hard substance and he knew no more. 

A tall thin man with a refined and bearded face was bending over 

him when he opened his eyes. “I am afraid you are hurt,” he remarked. 

The Professor sat up and looked around. Electric lights revealed 

a large room, with a vaulted, groined roof, and walls lined with iron 

doors. One stood open. On a shelf he saw parchments, papers, and 

large leather bound volumes. 

The stranger spoke again. “If you will tell me where you live,” 

he said, “I will drive you there.” 

Schliemann rose slowly to his feet. He felt confused and giddy. 

A few broken words in German fell from his lips. 



“Come with me, sir,” said the gentleman, and took his arm. “The 

fresh air will revive you.” 

He led him from the room, and up a flight of steps. The stairs 

brought them to a large hall, whence they passed into a courtyard. A 

full moon shone upon the walls of a great building that formed three 

sides of the square. Lights gleamed from its windows. 

Crossing the courtyard, they reached a gate, guarded by a 

sentry. A wide street led past handsome buildings. Between rows of 

trees ran a central walk; and the white electric lights shone upon a 

statue of a man on a great marble pedestal with bas reliefs of martial 

figures. The man wore a crown; his hand was on a drawn sword. 

A large car stood under one of the lights. Guided towards it by 

the stranger, Schliemann got in, and lay back on the cushion. He began 

quickly to revive, and his thoughts grew clearer. As the car passed 

rapidly through the streets, he saw he was in some unknown city. 

“Where am I?” he asked. 

“In the royal city of Dungeanainn,” his companion answered. “I 

am taking you to my house. I shall be happy for you to rest there and 

we can summon a doctor.” 

“It is very kind of you, sir. I left Berlin three days ago to make 

an exhaustive study of the scenes of Hugh O’Neill’s wars in the reign 

of the English queen, Elizabeth. And that I may not trouble you 

unnecessarily, I now recall where I was staying. It was at Murphy’s 

hotel in the Main Street.” 

The gentleman listened courteously; he made no answer. When 

the car stopped before a large house, he helped the Professor to alight. 

They crossed a handsome hall, and went into a room whose walls were 

hidden by shelves laden with books. 

Excusing himself for a moment, the gentleman left the room. 

Schliemann sank on a chair, and glanced around. His mind grew 

clearer. Not long ago, he remembered, he had been in O’Neill’s ruined 

castle; and the last room he had seen was the shabby and not overclean 

one in Murphy’s hotel. He was now in a house that evidently belonged 

to a man of wealth and culture. There had been a sequence of events. 

He would follow them. First, he was in the ruin entering a statement 

in his notebook. Then he had stumbled; fallen over stones, and 



descending into a vault or dungeon, had lost consciousness. So far was 

clear. Discovered there, he had been brought to the chamber (probably 

by the gentleman in whose house he now found himself) of some 

municipal archive, some underground library, and still half stunned, 

had been further helped by this person. 

His glance fell on a book that lay on a table near his chair. He 

took it up and opened it. It was an epic poem, written, he was 

interested to find, in Irish. The preface informed him that it was the 

work of a writer in the seventeenth century, and, considered one of the 

masterpieces of the world, had been translated into every European 

language. He looked at a second book, a series of lectures on radium 

in Irish. A glance at a third revealed a novel in the same language, also 

said to be a masterpiece. 

Interested in these discoveries, and feeling better, he rose and 

examined the nearest book shelf. The majority of the works were in 

Irish, dealing with every branch of knowledge. There were books in 

German, but none of his own; and copies of all the extant classics of 

the ancient world, together with works in Arabic, Hindostani, and the 

modern European languages. 

A large volume presently caught his eye; he drew it from its 

place. “Ireland from the Reign of Aodh I to the Accession of Niall II,” 

it was entitled. Some humorous production, he thought, as he opened 

a page. But the work was closely printed, and had notes and a long list 

of authorities. 

He went back to his chair, and read its table of contents. That of 

Chapter I ran thus: - 

“Condition of Ireland politically and socially in the sixteenth century. – 

Aodh O’Neill. – Aodh Ruadh O’Donnail – Coalesion of North and South. – The 

Arrival of the Spaniards. – Elizabeth of England, her policy as carried out by her 

Viceroys and agents. – The Battle of Kinsale: total defeat of the English. – Aodh 

O’Neill’s march on Dublin. – Capture of Dublin. – Aodh O’Donnail defeats the 

enemy in Connacht.” 

The tables of the next Chapters showed the restoration of the 

Irish monarchy, the gradual settlement of the nation, the rebuilding 

of Tara, the Laws revised, the development of trade; the revival of Art 

and Literature, and the increasing prosperity of the kingdom. The 



Professor laid down the book and looked around again. A glass case, 

set in an oak frame, attracted his attention. It stood on ornately carved 

legs; from each hung a fine steel chain. A cluster of electric lights hung 

above it. 

He got up and looked into the case. The glass was set in lead; 

beneath, on white silk, lay two open vellums. The size of the page and 

the penmanship differed in each. Both manuscripts had the appearance 

of immense age. He regarded them with increasing interest. It was in 

the examination of such ancient books that his most important work 

lay. He took out a magnifying glass, and bent over the case. 

The door opened, and his host appeared. He paused on the 

threshold, and fixed a keen glance upon the Professor. What he saw 

was a little man with a large head covered with thick white hair still 

showing here and there traces of its original flaxen colour. The thin 

firm lips were pursed below the broad and somewhat turned up nose. 

The face was clean-shaven. 

From behind a purple curtain came the voices of a man and 

woman. The Professor raised his head. He closed his glass as he saw 

his host. 

“You are better, I am glad to see,” the latter said. 

“Yes; but these books, these vellums – they interest me 

exceedingly. If they are not forgeries, you have here two pre-Patrician 

vellums long lost to the Celtic world.” The Professor swung his glass. 

“They are not forgeries, and it is as you say,” was the reply. 

The Professor bent again over the case. No one could tell better 

than he if they were forgeries. But the examination of the script would 

be the work of months. 

“I am the possessor of the one extant copy of the Codex 

Dromsneachta,” the gentleman continued. “And, also, of the second 

known copy of the Psalter of Tara. The other copy is in the royal 

library at Tara. Many scholars visit me to see them.” 

The Professor sought for his card-case. “I must have left it in 

Murphy’s hotel,” he muttered. Then in a louder tone: “My name is 

Schliemann, I am Professor Schliemann of Berlin.” 

His host bowed. He did not appear to be impressed by the name, 

or to be aware that he was in the presence of the greatest European 



scholar of Old and Middle Irish. “My name is Duald MacFirbis,” he 

replied. 

“A descendant of the great genealogist?” 

“There have been several of my ancestors of that name. We have 

been hereditary historians of Connacht for sixteen hundred years.” 

“I am glad to meet you,” the Professor said warmly. “You can 

help me, I am assured, in the research I am about to undertake.” 

“It will give me much pleasure to serve you,” was the courteous 

answer. “And from finding you in the archives of the palace, you have, 

I conclude, permission to pursue your researches there.” 

“Ah, that is the mystery! I cannot explain my presence in that 

chamber from which you rescued me. Only this afternoon – unless I 

have lost count of time – I was in a small town called Dungannon. I 

was examining the ruins of O’Neill’s castle, when I met with an 

accident. I tripped over some stones, and fell into a vault, and knew no 

more till you kindly came to my aid.” 

There was a pause; MacFirbis’s eyes studied his face. “I should 

advise you to rest,” he said. His tone sounded to Schliemann 

unnecessarily solicitous. 

“Later, later,” he answered, impatiently. “There is much to 

interest me in this room. Those priceless manuscripts, your clever 

extravaganza,” he pointed to the history, “a reversal of the actual 

facts.” 

“It is my work. It is not exhaustive, but as far as it goes it is 

exact.” 

“An exercise of the brain, of the imaginative faculty, I presume, 

to show how the history of Ireland might have been written.” 

“It is the history of Ireland, and I have been careful in my 

authorities.” 

The Professor stared in his turn. “Crazed,” he thought, “or 

carrying on a stupid joke.” He planted a hand on each hip as he gazed 

into the other’s face. 

He was about to speak when the purple curtain was drawn aside. 

Through an open door he caught sight of a table set out for dinner. 

Across the threshold came a girl in a gauzy evening dress, carrying a 



white cat in her arms. “I hope Midir is not here,” she said, addressing 

MacFirbis as she stroked the cat. 

“He is in his kennel, Sorcha. Has Geoffrey gone?” 

The girl’s colour deepened a little. “He has not gone,” she replied. 

A chair was pushed back in the next room, and a man’s step 

crossed the floor. “No, Historian, I am here,” a voice said. 

A young man appeared in the doorway. Straight-limbed, tall and 

handsome, he wore a dress, or uniform, that fixed the Professor’s 

attention upon him. The tunic was white, collarless, and embroidered 

in gold in interlaced Celtic ornamentation across the breast. A wheel-

brooch of gold clasped a short white cloak with a deep fold of scarlet, 

that hung from the right shoulder over the back. His kilt was of white; 

the leggings, strapped by dark bands, were tipped with gold. He wore 

an emblazoned sabre-tash. The sword was in a chased scabbard. 

His eyes passed over the Professor, blank of interest. They 

turned to MacFirbis. “I have an hour before I go on duty,” he said. He 

glanced towards a clock and corrected himself, “two hours,” he added. 

“You will, then, dine with us,” said MacFirbis. He looked at the 

Professor. “This is Ceannfeadna Geoffrey Keating,” he said, “a young 

officer in the King’s Foot Guards.” 

“You bear a distinguished name, young sir,” the Professor 

answered. “But may I ask what the prefix Ceannfeadna means?” 

“You are then not acquainted with our military titles,” said 

MacFirbis, “in spite of your excellent Irish, which interests me, as it is 

a mixture of the medieval with idioms and sounds more confined to 

our peasants. Ceannfeadna means captain.” 

“You are in a Scotch regiment, I conclude, I have seen your 

Highlanders.” 

“I am in an Irish regiment, sir,” said the young man, “in the 

King’s Foot Guards. This is our palace dress. We have more 

serviceable clothes for active service.” 

“In King Edward’s?” 

“In King Niall’s.” 

The Professor was silent. A suspicion grew within him; he was 

in a private asylum for lunatics. He half turned to the door leading 

into the hall, then paused. He could not leave the manuscripts 



unexamined. Brief as his gaze at them had been, they appeared to be 

of great antiquity. 

MacFirbis asked if he felt well enough to join them at dinner. 

The invitation was courteously pressed again, as he replied that his 

dizziness had passed. It was repeated by the girl with a grace and 

charm of manner, as she looked at him with blue sane eyes, that 

reassured him that she, at least, was in possession of her senses. 

He found the wines excellent, the dishes choice. Two men-

servants were in attendance; these he eyed several times, wondering if 

they were the keepers. 

The white cat sat on the girl’s chair, looking with its secret 

green-blue eyes across her shoulder. Every now and then she talked 

to it. Captain Keating said little; he seemed preoccupied. MacFirbis 

and the Professor carried on a conversation, learned and heavy. 

Presently a servant announced the arrival of the doctor for whom 

MacFirbis had sent. He rose at once, and invited Schliemann to follow 

him. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER II. 
They returned to the library. A full-bodied man stood on the hearth-

rug. He had a strong jaw, and eyes that seemed to swoop on the faces 

they saw and hold them by some invisible hook. MacFirbis introduced 

him as the Physician O’Liaig, and left the room. 

“I am sorry to hear you have met with an accident,” the doctor 

said. “The Historian’s phone led me to think it was serious.” 

The Professor looked at him cheerfully. “I am delighted to see 

you,” he answered. “I suppose you are the visiting doctor here. Yes, I 

met with an accident. I was in the ruins of O’Neill’s castle, and while 

making an entry in my notebook, I tripped over a heap of rubble and 

fell into a dungeon. There is a soreness on the right side of my head, 

but otherwise I feel quite well.” 

The doctor left the hearth-rug; he stepped up to the Professor, 

and looked at his head. “There is a swelling and an abrasion,” he 

remarked. Opening a bag he took out a bandage, lint, and a bottle, 

bound up the wound and advised the Professor to go to bed. “The 

swelling will soon be reduced,” he added, “and a night’s rest will make 

you all right.” 

The Professor pushed out his lips. “No, no,” he exclaimed. “I am 

an elderly man, and do not mind appearing before the charming 

Sorcha with a bandaged head. You are a doctor? May I speak to you 

in confidence?” 

“Most certainly.” 

“Then kindly inform me am I in a lunatic asylum? And further, 

I should like to know the name of this city in which I now find myself.” 

The doctor busied himself for a moment with his bag. “I can assure 

you,” he said pleasantly, “that you are not in a lunatic asylum. You are 

in the house of a high official, the Hereditary Historian of Connacht. 

As to the name of this town, it is the royal city of Dungeanain.” 

“But this is extraordinary. Before my fall I was in Ireland, in a 

small country English-speaking town called Dungannon, and my last 

recollection before my fall was that I stood in a ruined castle that had 

been the home of Hugh O’Neill, Earl of Tyrone, in the latter part of 

the sixteenth century.” 



“The impression can be explained,” the doctor answered, “what 

you want now is rest. Your brain has had a shock. Take the medicine 

I shall send you, and in a few days you will be yourself again.” 

They shook hands, and the Professor watched him leave the 

room. Then he sat down, laid a hand on each knee, and stared before 

him. A question faced him, that required, he felt, an instant answer. If 

he were not in the society of lunatics, where was he then? Some link 

had snapped in his memory. Tales of men who had lost their memories 

and were found wandering in districts where no one knew them rose 

unpleasantly before him. Weeks, months, might have elapsed since he 

stood in the ruined castle. That he was in Ireland appeared probable; 

it was even certain. But where in that country did the higher classes 

speak Irish? And what men had written the mass of literature in that 

language that stared at him from the shelves? 

His eyes travelled to the case. Wherever chance had thrown him, 

he had made a most important discovery. He must test the age of the 

vellums, and put the script to a searching criticism. The Psalter of Tara 

was a third century work, and the Codex Dromsneachta might even be 

older. The writing, the language appeared more archaic, more obscure 

than the oldest of the Glosses. Should the vellums prove genuine, or, 

as more likely, ancient copies, he must secure them. 

But his thoughts troubled him again. The lost memory, the leap 

in the dark from the ruined deserted castle to the vaulted chamber 

with its iron doors. There was a mystery; he must find the clue. 

As he sat thus absorbed, staring with knitted brows into space, 

he was aroused by voices in the dining-room. He looked round; the 

door was ajar. The tones rose; the words reached his ears. 

“I regret that you do not see the impropriety of your request,” he 

heard MacFirbis say. “It is impossible for me to give my consent. I 

have permitted you to come to this house, not extending to the son 

my quarrel with the father.” 

“But I beg you to reflect, Historian, that I love your daughter, 

and that she has this evening promised to be my wife.” The second 

speaker was Geoffrey Keating. The Professor rose and went to the end 

of the library. Standing before a large enamelled clock, he examined 

the work. But the voices reached him there. 



“This but shows that I should never have permitted the 

intimacy,” MacFirbis replied. “Your visits here must end, and before 

long my daughter’s good sense and her affection for her father, will 

show her than an alliance between a Keating and a MacFirbis is 

impossible.” 

“My father’s quarrel is not mine.” 

“It must be. The Ollamh Keating makes an absurd and 

unwarrantable claim to the Psalter of Tara and the Codex Dromsneachta. 

He even dares to charge me with keeping stolen property.” 

“I have heard, Historian, at least he and my grandfather held that 

they had good grounds for claiming the books. But this is nothing to 

me.” 

MacFirbis’s voice thundered through the room. “What! You 

believe the charge, young man!” There was a silence. Then MacFirbis 

again. His tone was frigid, “I must ask you to leave the house,” he said. 

“I decline to speak with you further, I forbid you to address my 

daughter from this hour. No! it is not necessary for you to attempt an 

explanation. You need not apologise. Your father’s quarrel is yours!” 

There was the sound of a door being opened; someone went out; 

it was closed again. Shortly afterwards he heard MacFirbis’s voice 

behind him. 

“I trust your head will soon be healed,” he said calmly, as if he 

had not just come from a stormy interview with his daughter’s lover. 

“Perhaps you would like to go to your room?” 

The suggestion was waived aside. The Professor pointed to the 

case. “Are they genuine?” he asked, “those two vellums.” 

“I can assure you they are,” MacFirbis answered. “They are very 

ancient, and have been in the possession of my family for a great period 

of time. Yet for one hundred and sixty years they passed out of our 

hands.” 

“Then are you sure that these are the original manuscripts?” 

“Quite sure, for they passed into the hands of men who belonged 

to the Hereditary Order of Historians. Besides which, no copy or 

forgery could have deceived us.” 

The Professor walked up to the case. “This is very interesting,” 

he observed. “I regard their discovery as of great importance, and they 



will throw much light on the study of Old Irish. It may, indeed, be 

possible that they are pre-Patrician copies of the works, of which we 

know there were later redactions made by monkish scribes, but which 

have been lost.” 

“Some late copies, or rather fragments, remain. But the value of 

the two vellums I possess is immense. They are actually the work of 

Pagan scribes; and the Hereditary Order of Historians has pronounced 

the Codex Dromsneachta as the original work, while my copy of the 

Psalter of Tara dates from the lifetime of King Cormac MacArt, and is 

a century older than the one preserved in the royal library of Tara.” 

“Tara!” the Professor exclaimed, “Tara is a collection of 

mounds.” 

“True, it was for centuries, but it has been a royal palace for three 

hundred years. But I am sure you are still feeling the shock incident 

on your fall. Your room is prepared, and as I have forgotten the name 

of your hotel, I have told my body-servant to provide your wants from 

my wardrobe.” 

“I thank you, I shall be glad to accept your hospitality for the 

night. The hotel is in the Main street, Murphy is the name of the 

proprietor.” 

“A foreign one, English, I imagine. I will look in the Directory. 

There will be a procession through the city to-morrow. The King 

leaves Tara by an early train to make a state entry into the city. He 

will proceed to the Cathedral to offer thanks to God for the recovery 

of the Righ-damna.” 

“The Righ-damna?” 

“The Heir Apparent, Prince Conn O’Neill.” 

“I will go. – I will go to bed.” 

“It is the safest course after your injury. Pray follow me.” 

The two men left the room. They went upstairs to a large and 

handsomely furnished apartment. A bottle with medicine stood on a 

table; MacFirbis advised a dose. O’Liaig was one of the cleverest 

doctors in the city, he said, especially in cases of mental shock, such, 

for instance, as would result from a fall. He lingered a minute longer 

to wish his guest a restful night, and to hope his head would be better 

on the morrow. 



When alone, Schliemann’s mind wrestled again with the 

mystery of his surroundings. Was he in a lunatic asylum? It seemed 

the rational explanation of the circumstances in which he found 

himself. Yet it did not satisfy him. That hiatus in his memory – hours, 

weeks, perhaps months to be accounted for. 

Another and weird answer suggested itself. His name was to be 

found on the list of Associates of the Psychical Research Society. Had 

he been thrown into a hypnotic condition by the fall? And was it his 

other self, his astral body, that now moved through these strange 

scenes? As one who had glanced at Psychology, the question 

interested him. Supposing the hypothesis to be true, it was possible 

that he might be able to see books that were no longer in existence. 

Then he drew back sharply from this train of thought. He struck 

his legs and arms and chest, and smiled. No, he was solid, flesh and 

blood and bones; not a shadowy form of unknown and unweighable 

quantities. Instantly, the desire to look at the vellums seized him 

again; he started from his chair. There was a light in the passage when 

he looked out. It was empty, and the doors along it were closed. Softly 

he went forth; softly past the doors, along the corridor, down the wide 

stair, across the hall. He turned the handle of the library door. 

Something rose from the moonbeam on the floor; a great dog. It 

fixed green-fire eyes on the Professor. He drew back, closed the door 

and returned to his room. There were iron shutters on the case, 

secured by the chains. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER III. 
When he awoke next morning, it took him a few moments to recall 

what had happened. Then he rose, removed the bandage, and dressed. 

The windows of the room looked on a large garden, with green lawns, 

rose-walks, and beds of brilliant flowers. The dome of some great 

building showed in the distance against a summer sky. There was the 

hum of a stirring humanity; the gathering of a concourse. From the 

many roofs and spires, he saw that he was in a large city. 

He turned from the window on hearing a knock at the door. 

MacFirbis came in. Had the Herr Professor passed a good night, he 

asked in German; was he well? And the Professor, declining to speak 

his own language, answered in Irish that he had slept soundly and felt 

in good health. 

“You have hidden from me, Sai (Professor) Schlieman,,” 

MacFirbis said in a gratified tone, “that I have for my guest the famous 

Archaeologist whose discoveries in Crete, and on the site of 

Sagalassus, and in Asia Minor, have excited the interest of the world. 

I am delighted that a fortunate chance should have brought you to my 

house.” 

The Professor hastened to deny the deeds accredited to him and 

proclaim his own identity. 

“It is my work on the Milan Glosses and ancient Celtic scripts,” 

he said with emphasis, “that have given me what claim I have to 

renown.” 

But MacFirbis brushed the explanation aside. “You have the 

modesty of the truly great,” he replied, “and would place the pastime 

of your moments of relaxation before your great and lasting deeds.” 

Schliemann looked offended. “My notes on the Milan Glosses 

have attracted some attention,” he remarked shortly. 

“It is, I am confident, my loss that I have not seen them. By the 

Milan, you probably refer to the Glosses on the manuscripts brought 

back from that city in the reign of Niall II.” 

“Those I mean are still in Milan.” 

“I have not heard of them. But your honoured name is indeed 

familiar to me, and your books on archaeology are now in my library. 



It was my friend, Ollamh MacAodha, who was here this morning, who 

told me what a distinguished guest my roof sheltered. He has gone to 

get you a place on the balcony of the House of the Aire-desa of the 

city. The Aire-desa, as perhaps you know, has the same functions and 

duties as your Burgomaster, or the Lord Mayor of an English city. 

MacAodha will take you there, for I am unable to accompany you, as 

I should have wished, for, as Hereditary Historian of Connacht, I have 

to take my place in the procession with my four brethren of the First 

Order.” 

Sorcha did not appear at breakfast, and MacFirbis was 

summoned away when they rose from the table. The Professor went 

to the library, having first asked a servant if the dog was there. It was 

in its kennel, the man had replied. 

He found Sorcha standing near the case, from which the shutters 

had been removed. Her back was towards the Professor; she drew a 

glove slowly on her hand. A chain of gold leaves, exquisitely 

enamelled, with a jewelled medallion, hung round her neck. Her head 

was crossed by a thin gold band; her hair hung to her waist. She was 

robed in silk that shimmered with tints of sea-green, pale blue and 

pink. She turned as he approached, and greeted him with a few words 

of welcome and an enquiry for his health. 

“Can you open those locks?” he asked, pointing to the case, when 

he had replied. 

She looked at it with a sudden blue flash of anger from her eyes. 

“No! My father keeps the keys.” 

“They are very valuable, very valuable and interesting.” 

“They are hateful! I wish they had been lost centuries ago!” 

“Lost! Ach little Vandal, or Dane! It was the Danes who used to 

fling your manuscripts into the lakes. Why do you speak so fiercely?” 

There were tears in her eyes; and he understood. In spite of his 

pugnacity and severely practical mind, there was a sentimental vein in 

his nature. 

“Yes, yes, I see,” he said, “the young soldier has angered your 

worthy father. But he may forgive him. It appears that his father 

thinks that yours has no right to these remarkable works.” 



She smiled, a little dainty but cold smile. He had in fact, put a big 

blundering foot down on the flower of her love. Not yet might he, a 

stranger, speak of it to her, or offer tactless sympathy. With the roses 

in her cheeks deepened, she turned her face aside. A footman entered, 

and said her carriage had come. 

The man placed a silk cloak over her shoulders, and she bowed 

to the Professor and left the room. He trod swiftly to the case as the 

door closed behind her. For some minutes his eyes moved over the 

two pages; then he felt for his notebook. The cover was crushed; the 

leaves soiled; but his last entry was still legible. “In the ruins of 

O’Neill’s castle,” he had written, “I have evidence of the death not 

alone of a dynasty, but of a nation.” 

“I must have fallen at that moment,” he said aloud. He raised his 

head and stared sharply about him. The door opened as he stared, and 

MacFirbis entered, accompanied by a short alert looking man with 

humorous mouth and eyes. The man wore a dark green silk cloak, with 

a branch of bells embroidered in gold on the back. He was introduced 

as the Ollamh MacAodha. 

“A hundred thousand welcomes to Ireland, Sai Schliemann,” he 

said warmly. “Your researches have been followed with deep interest 

in this country.” 

“You have read my works?” Schliemann asked. 

“Certainly. Your discoveries have thrown light on the early races 

of Crete and Asia Minor, and on some disputed points in Hellenic 

colonisation.” 

“But I must inform you that I take no credit for these things. It 

is my Notes on the Milan Glosses and my Celtic studies.” 

“Yes, true. I had heard you were giving your attention to 

excavations that would throw much light on the Galatians in their 

first colonies in Asia Minor. I am glad to tell you that I have got you 

a seat on the balcony of the House of the Aire-desa. And I shall be 

delighted to take you there in my car.” 

MacFirbis left the room; the Professor pointed to the case. “You 

see those vellums – are they genuine survivals from Pagan Ireland?” 

he asked. “If I could examine them – a long and exhaustive 



examination – I should be able to decide whether they were the age 

claimed for them.” 

“Oh, they are genuine. That is an undisputed fact. Their history 

can be traced through centuries. It is a pity that they should have made 

a breach between two learned families.” 

“Between my host Duald MacFirbis and the Ollamh Keating?” 

“Yes, the story is public property, and you may have heard it.” 

“I only left Berlin last week, and am ignorant of the dispute.” 

“Then I will tell you, but I advise you not to refer to it when 

speaking to the Historian, or the Ollamh Keating when you meet him. 

In the middle of the seventeenth century there was a learned priest 

named Geoffrey Keating, he travelled through Ireland to study the 

ancient books in the care of the hereditary keepers, and visited 

MacFirbis’s ancestor, the Hereditary Historian of Connacht, who gave 

him free access to his books. They formed a close friendship, and some 

years later in the turbulence of the civil war raised by O’Conor, Prince 

of Connacht, at the edict that freed the non-free clans, MacFirbis 

retired to Munster and sought refuge in Keating’s house. He died 

there, and the two vellums remained in the hands of the learned 

doctor, who, we may believe, meant to restore them to their owners, 

the MacFirbis family. It was not till his father was dead that the son 

of Duald MacFirbis discovered that the vellums were missing. He at 

once claimed them. Keating’s nephew, who had been admitted to the 

Order of Hereditary Historians, refused to restore them, declaring 

they had been given to his uncle. Appeals and threats proved useless, 

and even a private war; and it was not till one hundred and sixty years 

later that chance placed the books again in the hands of a MacFirbis. 

This was a mortal offence to the Keatings, who brought the matter 

before the Law Courts, and failing there, petitioned the king. But they 

were unsuccessful, and the books remain the property of the 

Hereditary Historians of Connacht.” 

The two men presently left the house, and got into MacAodha’s 

car. The streets were crowded, and their progress was slow. From 

roofs and windows flags and banners waved, and garlands of flowers 

festooned the bright coloured cloths that draped the balconies. A great 



throng of people moved behind the lines of troops that guarded the 

route. 

They got out of the car, and going up a wide semi-circle of steps, 

passed through marble columns to the Hall of the Aire-desa. A broad 

stair led them to a long gallery that ran the whole front of the building. 

Numbers of men in what appeared to be a national costume, and richly 

dressed women, stood about. Standing apart, his eyes on the stair, was 

a tall elderly gentleman of dignified appearance. His portly figure was 

hidden by a cloak similar to that worn by MacAodha, with the 

difference, that the gold branch and bells were repeated on the wide 

flowing sleeves. As soon as he saw MacAodha, he came forward with 

welcoming eyes. 

“I have been watching for you,” he said. Then he turned to the 

Professor. “The famous Sai Schliemann?” he asked. 

“Schliemann is my name,” the Professor answered. 

The gentleman took his hand and shook it warmly. “A thousand 

welcomes before you!” he said. 

“It is the Ollamh Keating who greets you, Sai Schliemann,” 

MacAodha explained, “with whose Analytical Treatise on the 

Philosophies of the Nineteenth Century, you are, of course, well 

acquainted. I hear it is a textbook in your Universities.” 

“A profound subject,” the Professor answered, “but my work has 

chiefly lain in the study of Comparative Philology, and—” 

“In your marvellous excavations,” interrupted Keating. “We owe 

much to your spade.” 

The Professor’s lips tightened. It was dawning on his 

intelligence that what he had accomplished was unknown to these 

people, who credited him with another man’s work. The question 

whether to acquiesce in the mistake suddenly became an important 

and even ominous one. 

“I have met your son,” he said abruptly. “A fine young soldier 

with an historic name.” 

Keating looked pleased. “I value your praise,” he replied, 

“Geoffrey has not mentioned that he had had the honour of meeting 

you, at which I am surprised.” 



“His mind, my friend, was full of another matter. I met him—” A 

warning glance from MacAodha stopped the sentence. The Professor 

coughed. 

MacAodha put his arm through the Professor’s as they went 

towards the balcony. “My dear friend,” he whispered, “be careful not 

to mention MacFirbis. It is a deadly feud.” 

They took their places in the first row. The Professor leant his 

arms on the railing and looked down. The royal procession was 

already approaching. First came the trumpeters, men in rich liveries, 

riding black horses, who pealed loud notes on the great trumpets they 

carried. A column of cavalry followed, the men wearing yellow coats 

faced and braided with black; yellow and black plumes waved in their 

helmets. A detachment of foot marched behind, in moss green 

uniforms faced with tan, part, MacAodha said, of the regiment of Tir 

Eoghain. Then came a row of carriages, bearing men in handsome 

robes, the chief officials of the city, escorted by a body of mounted 

police in russet uniforms with buff belts. A troop of lancers in white 

uniforms with crimson facings followed; and immediately in their rear 

appeared a line of carriages, with men in brilliant-hued and 

magnificent dresses. 

“These are the hereditary officers of the King’s household,” 

Keating remarked, “and are all of noble birth. That lord yonder is the 

Taisech Scuir, Master of the Horse. The lord in the carriage just 

passing is the Marshal of the Forces. He sits by the Door-keeper of 

Tara. That nobleman in dark blue and gold is the Keeper of the King’s 

Treasures and Chess. By his side is the Keeper of the King’s Hounds. 

Following is the Rechtaire, Superintendent of the Banquets. Every 

one of these lords represents some post in the royal household, 

inherited through generations from chief to chief. Some posts like that 

of Keeper of the Chess are very interesting survivals from an immense 

past. Most of the offices are honorary ones, conferring a special rank 

upon the person to whom they are attached. I would draw your 

attention to this horseman who brings up the rear of the officials. He 

is the Tren-fher, or Cath-milidh, the Strong Man of Battle, a figure 

attached to the retinue of the Kings of Ireland for so immense a period 

that not even our most learned heralds can tell at what date the post 



of Tren-fher was created. He wears, as you see, an apron of white 

leather over his velvet coat, with the Royal Arms embroidered on the 

breast.” 

“Here come the King’s Guards,” exclaimed MacAodha, as the 

crowd began to cheer. “They are the tallest men in Europe. You 

remember, Sai Schliemann, that passage in Pausanias in which he 

speaks of the great height of the Celtic warriors who stormed Delphi 

three centuries before our era. But here are the King and Righ-damna.” 

As he spoke every one on the balcony rose, and the Professor 

stood up. The crowd in the street shouted, “Health to thee, O Niall! 

Health and the blessing of God to thee, O King! A hundred thousand 

welcomes, Righ-damna!” The applause and volume of welcome 

drowned the music of the bands. Schliemann leant forward. The world 

he was in appeared real, solid, the scene no dream. The royal carriage 

passed slowly, drawn by eight black horses, with trappings of scarlet 

and gold, led by footmen in white and gold liveries. 

The King sat erect, saluting frequently. He was a middle-aged 

man with a look of youth in his eyes. His face was shaven except for a 

long grey moustache, and he wore the uniform of a cavalry regiment. 

He seemed to the Professor more a man of action than a profound 

thinker; a prince not afraid of a hearty laugh, a Chief with his clan, 

more than a monarch separated by his lofty position from the crowd. 

“Yet he is a diplomat, too,” he thought, “by his broad brows.” Then he 

looked at the heir apparent, the Righ-damna. The young man had a 

haughtier air, a colder glance, and a rarer smile. 

“Here is the Princess Findebair, the King’s only daughter,” said 

MacAodha, pointing to a carriage that came behind the Royal Guard. 

“The lady by her side is her aunt, the Princess of Midhe. Findebair of 

Ireland is the most beautiful Princess in Europe.” 

She was a fair girl with dancing blue eyes, who smiled joyously 

on the crowd. Her aunt also smiled and bowed. The cheering as they 

passed was very loud. 

“And who are these?” asked Schliemann as five carriages, each 

drawn by six white horses, approached. 

“They are the Five Princes of Ireland,” Keating replied. “That 

red-haired man so magnificently robed is Cathar O’Domnaill, Prince 



of Tirconnell. Hear how the crowd cheer him. They remember Aodh 

Ruadh, his great ancestor, as well as his own merits. In the second 

carriage is the Prince of Midhe, whose wife is the King’s sister. That 

young man in the third carriage is Turlough O’Brien, Prince of 

Thomond, whom rumour says is in love with Princess Findebair. That 

soldierly figure in the fourth is MacMurrough, Prince of Laighen; that 

grey-haired man in the fifth is O’Conor, Prince of Connacht. And now, 

Sai Schliemann, follow the chiefs of the Sean-Ghalls, from which race 

I am myself sprung. There, in that carriage, is the Earl of Kildare, with 

his Countess, a lady of great beauty. That dark, heavy-faced man, is 

the Earl of Clanrickard, and behind him comes the Earl of Desmond, 

with his wife and daughter. The Countess was Keeper of the Queen’s 

Treasures to her late Majesty Queen Maire, who was, as you may 

remember, Princess Maire of Orleans, and her daughter is Lady-in-

Waiting to the Princess. His Majesty has always made a point of 

honouring his Sean-Ghall subjects. Lord Talbot of Malahide sits in 

the fourth carriage, a nobleman who has a high post in the 

Government. The Earl of Ormond, also an important member of the 

Government, is in the fifth, and in these carriages are Preston, 

Viscount Gormanstown, Nugent, Baron of Delvin, and Fleming, 

Baron of Slane.” 

“All these nobles, I perceive, keep their Norman titles,” said 

Schliemann. 

“Yes, by command of Aodh II, in the seventeenth century, for 

there were a few of the Sean-Ghalls who wished to assume the ancient 

titles of the land. But King Aodh said that his Norman subjects were 

not less Irishmen and loyal subjects by keeping the titles their swords 

had won. And it is true that we Sean-Ghalls are proud of our descent, 

and do not forget it though loyal Irishmen.” 

“Here is my friend, MacFirbis,” remarked the Professor, as a 

fresh line of carriages came into view. In each sat a man wearing a 

cloak, embroidered in gold, each cloak being of a different colour. 

“They are the Five Hereditary Historians of the First Order,” 

answered MacAodha, “and each province, as you see, has its own 

colour. The figure in the primrose-hued cloak is the Hereditary 

Historian of Munster; he in the crimson is that of Laighean; the black 



cloak so magnificently blazoned and embroidered covers the shoulders 

of the Hereditary Historian of Uladh, and the green—” MacAodha 

paused, then deftly continued: “Here are their daughters. On high 

occasions one daughter, of each of the five, receives a command to be 

in the train of the Queen or the Princesses of the Royal House, and 

they have to wear their hair flowing and a necklace of a special design 

as their badge.” 

“I recognise the fair daughter of MacFirbis among these 

maidens,” said Schliemann. “She is beautiful, and, in so far as I am able 

to judge, in no way resembles the modern female who seeks to be on 

a level with men. I am not surprised that young Keating has fallen in 

love with her.” 

He was recalled the next moment to the indiscretion of his 

remark by a nudge from MacAodha. But the mischief was done, and 

glancing at Keating, he saw the look of amazement on the latter’s face 

change to one of blazing anger. For a moment he seemed about to 

speak, then remained silent till the last of the procession had passed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER IV. 
“If you will join me at lunch in my house,” he then said to the 

Professor, “I shall be delighted to have some conversation with you, 

and show you my collection of enamels.” 

“You can accept the invitation,” whispered MacAodha in 

Schliemann’s ear, “for the Historian of Connacht will be in his place in 

the Cathedral, and later will have to attend the King in the Palace.” 

Schliemann’s hesitation was momentary. The spirit of the 

investigator was aroused in him. The more persons he met, the more 

sights he saw, the greater the probability of his being able to solve the 

mystery of his surroundings. He walked with Keating from the house 

of the Aire-desa to a street near one of the city parks and in the 

neighbourhood of the Palace. 

The Ollamh’s house showed evidence of wealth, and taste in its 

owner. The paintings in the wide vestibule and in the drawingroom 

struck the Professor as works of great beauty; and he noted rare vases 

and splendid treasures of art on the handsome cabinets and tables. 

Keating introduced him to his wife, a fragile-looking woman reclining 

on a couch. She had delicate features and a gentle, languid air, and 

excused herself in German from joining them at lunch. 

During the meal the two men conversed upon the politics of 

Europe, and the Professor was interested to find that the monarchs 

and presidents that had been governing their countries before he 

entered Hugh O’Neill’s castle were the heads of the powers whom the 

Ollamh knew. Some confusion of the various political situations arose 

when Keating referred to an Irish ambassador and to a treaty between 

the King of Ireland and the French Republic. From politics they 

passed to a discussion of the source whence Dante drew his “Divina 

Commedia”; and both agreed that he had been influenced by the 

“Navigato Brendani” and the life of Saint Fursa. It was not till the 

servants had left the room that Keating touched on the subject of his 

son. 

“As we are now alone, Sai Schliemann,” he said, “I would ask you 

a question about my son, Geoffrey. From what you said when we were 

in the house of the Aire-desa, it appears that you know more of his life 



than he has allowed his father to know. Was it – or did I 

misunderstand you, as I imagine I must have done – was it at the house 

of the Hereditary Historian of Connacht that you met him? It seems 

incredible, and no doubt I am mistaken.” 

“I fear,” replied the Professor, “that I shall arouse your anger and 

bring your displeasure on the young man’s head, when I reply that it 

was. Is he your only son?” 

“My only son,” an iron gleam came into the Ollamh’s eyes. “And 

it was there you met him?” 

“He is in love with Sorcha MacFirbis and she with him.” 

The Ollamh rose from his chair. He looked at Schliemann with 

the gaze of a man face to face with some frightful fact; a gaze, dark, 

stern, astonished, expressive of a mind struggling with a passion 

incoherent and dumb for the minute; then he turned and paced the 

room. 

Presently he paused. “This news that you tell me is the worst in 

the world that I could hear,” he said; “worse than the death of my wife 

or the loss of my fortune. What grounds have you for saying that my 

son loves the child of a man whom I regard as my enemy?” 

“I heard Captain Keating tell MacFirbis that he loved his 

daughter last night,” replied the Professor, “and that the young lady 

loved him.” 

“And—” Keating’s voice suddenly took a note of menace that 

made the Professor move in his chair, “and what did the Hereditary 

Historian of Connacht say?” 

“He appeared extremely angry. He refused to listen to him, and 

ordered him to leave the house.” 

“In ainm De!”1 – the words had a steely ring, and for a few 

moments the Ollamh seemed about to give vent to his fury. Then he 

swung round and paced the room again. 

“It might have been wiser,” Schliemann thought as he watched 

him, “had I remained with MacFirbis than entered the den of this 

infuriated parent. Here we have, it appears, in the twentieth century 

the feud of the Capulet and the Montague re-enacted.” 

 
1 In the name of God! 



The silence lasted a couple of minutes, then the Ollamh came 

back to the table. There was a white hue about his mouth, and his eyes 

were like flint. But he had succeeded in controlling the violence of his 

rage, and his voice was calm. 

“I must ask you to pardon me,” he said, “and I am deeply grateful 

that you have told me of this thing. It is a severe and unexpected blow. 

I gave the name of Geoffrey to this boy, my only son, calling him after 

the great Ollamh Geoffrey Keating, the first of my family admitted to 

the Hereditary Order of Historians. I gave him that name, praying he 

might have the wisdom and spirit of that learned man. I consecrated 

him to the purpose to which my father had before consecrated me. 

When a military ardour seized him and he preferred joining the army, 

I was filled with regret, and remonstrated, for I had hoped he would 

have followed the profession hereditary in our family from the reign 

of Niall I, but when my words could not move him, I yielded, and sent 

him to the Military College, where he passed, I will say, his 

examinations with credit” – the Ollamh paused – “and now, my woe! 

my bitter grief! the boy has done far worse than forget the traditions 

of his family, and is a disgrace to me, to his mother, and to the name 

of Keating!” 

“I sympathise with you,” said Schliemann,” especially in your son 

having taken the profession of arms instead of adhering to what I 

consider a most interesting survival, the Hereditary Profession of 

Historian. But, as the two young people love each other, is there no 

way by which peace could be made between you and MacFirbis?” 

“There is one way,” said Keating, sternly, “the restoration of the 

stolen vellums, the Dromsneachta and the Psalter of Tara.” 

“I hear that you claim them,” exclaimed the Professor, “and that 

they were in the possession of your family for nearly two centuries.” 

“They were the property of my grandfather, and had come into 

his hands through five generations. They had been given in the 

seventeenth century, in the reign of Niall I to the Ollamh Geoffrey 

Keating by Duald MacFirbis, Hereditary Historian of Connacht, in 

gratitude for kindness shown to him when he sought refuge in his 

friend’s house during the wars in the West. The books, though 

claimed by every successive Hereditary Historian of Connacht, 



remained in our family till 1820. They were then stolen by the 

grandfather of the present historian.” 

“That is a serious charge,” said the Professor, “and one I should 

think the Law – you have laws, I conclude – would put right.” 

“It has failed to do so,” said Keating, grimly. “For greater safety, 

as he thought, my grandfather placed the books in the library of the 

National Museum in Baile Atha Cliath before he went abroad. It was 

a fatal mistake. They were seen by MacFirbis as he was showing Sir 

Walter Scott (at that time on a visit to this kingdom) over the 

galleries. The next day MacFirbis visited the library, bringing certain 

documents with him, and claimed the books. The Chief Librarian 

consulted the Keeper of the Museum, who again consulted the Four 

Hereditary Historians, Laighin, Mumha, Midhe, and Uladh, and in the 

end the books were handed over to MacFirbis. Unfortunately, my 

grandfather, though cited to return, failed to do so by the given date, 

the mandate reaching him too late. He brought the outrage before the 

Courts of Law, and when they failed to do justice, he petitioned the 

King. But even this supreme appeal was useless, and the robber kept 

his stolen goods.” 

“You have, indeed, a grievance,” remarked the Professor. 

“A grievance which I live to right!” was the determined answer, 

“which I am bound to remedy. It may not surprise you to hear, Sai 

Schliemann, that so seriously did my grandfather take the matter that 

he made a solemn vow that he would devote his life to the recovery of 

the books. He further made a will in which he commanded that each 

eldest son of our family should take a similar vow when twenty-one, 

and that if he refused, he was to be disinherited. My father took the 

vow, and so did I. My son is twenty-three. Two years ago on his 

coming of age he vowed with all the solemn and impressive form with 

which the vow is enshrined, to restore the books to his family, and 

should he fail, to administer the same oath to his eldest son. And now, 

he not only entered the robber’s house, but forgetful of his sacred 

pledge, of his duty to his father, has sought to ally himself with this 

Delilah, the robber’s daughter.” 

“Love is a madness which we old forget,” said Schliemann. “I feel, 

indeed, that it is a matter on which I can offer you no advice. But I 



think you will never recover the books by violence. They are guarded. 

Four locks and chains, an iron shutter, and a savage dog secure them 

from the attack of any thief.” 

“You have seen them!” exclaimed the Ollamh. 

“Through a glass case. I am about to ask their owner to let me 

examine them. The words are so obscure, the penmanship so archaic, 

that I feel here is work worthy of my best powers.” 

The door was thrown open as he spoke, and Geoffrey Keating 

swung into the room. Unbuckling his sword, he greeted the Professor, 

and then sat down at the table. His father rose and went to a window, 

where he stood with his back to his son. 

“We have been standing for hours,” Geoffrey remarked, helping 

himself to a dish. “The General was under the impression – how he 

got it heaven knows! – that the King would leave Tara at midnight.” 

“Tara!” said Schliemann, his interest quickened. “I am making a 

monograph on the causes that led to the desertion of Tara. Pray tell 

me, young man, does the King – the person I saw to-day – does he still 

observe the ancient geis2 which forbade the High King to be in bed in 

Tara after sunrise?” 

“Not to the letter. When Tara was rebuilt and occupied by Aodh 

II, the question of the geis was discussed, and the King being an 

energetic man, history says, observed it. Niall I did the same, and so 

did King Seaghan. But Niall II liked his bed of a cold morning, and 

using his kingly authority, appointed a King’s Deputy, who, when the 

Court was at Tara, had to be out of bed and salute the sun when it 

rose. It is now done by the officer of the night guard, who, with a 

trumpeter, stands at the East Gate, and as the sun rises above the 

horizon, the latter sounds the Sun Call.” 

“This is very interesting,” said Schliemann, taking out his 

notebook. “A survival out of the dark of time. Are all the other royal 

geasa observed? Can the High King go on board a ship on the Monday 

after May Day, or go round North Leinster left-handwise, or traverse 

Moy-Callain after sunset?” 

 
2 Taboo. 



“They are all modified. But you must ask my father. He can tell 

you about these things better than I can.” 

The Professor rose and approached the stiff and silent figure by 

the window. “I must record what has survived of these taboos or 

geasa,” he said, “and all information on the subject will be of value to 

me in my monograph on European taboos.” 

The Ollamh turned. “You will understand,” he answered, in a 

low, frozen tome, “that I place my books at your command, only too 

honoured that you should study them. But, illustrious Schliemann, I 

cannot converse any longer with you in the presence of my son. I ask 

you to follow me to my library.” 

He strode from the room with so ominous a face that his son’s 

hand paused as he was about to raise a glass of wine to his lips. 

“Is my father not well?” he asked, turning his eyes on the 

Professor. 

“He has had a shock,” said the Professor. 

The officer rose. “A shock?” 

“My young friend, sit still. Do not meet an evil half way. At 

present your father and I have business together. Later on you will 

have your interview with him.” 

“But the nature of the shock?” said Geoffrey Keating. 

“You will learn before night, or, perhaps, not till to-morrow.” 

The Professor went towards the door through which the Ollamh had 

passed. 

But he had the tact not to prolong his visit, for though the 

Ollamh was most courteous, taking from his shelves, and laying before 

him, the books that dealt with the ancient geasa of Ireland, he saw in 

the hard and absent expression of his face that his thoughts were 

concentrated on the news that he had heard. 

He returned in Keating’s motor car to the Historian’s house. 

MacFirbis was still at the Palace, and the Professor judged his absence 

a good opportunity to examine the vellums and copy the exposed 

pages. But as he put his hand on the handle of the door of the library, 

a fierce baying answered the touch. At the same moment he heard a 

footstep behind him; turning, he saw the butler. 



“Your pardon, and it is my sorrow that you should be delayed, 

noble one,” the main said. “But the door is locked, and the Staruidhe 

(Historian) keeps the key.” 

Schliemann turned away. Through an open door, on one side of 

the hall, he caught a view of the garden. The broad flight of steps 

leading down to the sward was flooded with sunshine, and there was 

the perfume of roses. He put on his hat and went out. 

As he paced the paths between the trellis-work covered with red 

and white and pink and yellow roses, the sounds of the city came to 

his ears – a passing band, bugle and trumpet notes, the roar of traffic. 

Once he paused and looked at the house. It was a big, handsome 

building, with flowers and interlaced work carved in stone above the 

windows. At one of the lower windows he saw two uplifted paws and 

the great head and white powerful chest of a hound. A deep, vindictive 

bark came through the glass. 

Presently the butler came out, and the baying ceased. The man 

gave Schliemann a letter, and standing a few paces off, appeared to 

wait for an answer. 

The Professor read the letter slowly, studying penmanship and 

spelling. “Tell Captain Keating I await him here,” he said, when he had 

finished the inspection. 

Then he bent over a rose. He delighted in flowers, and had a 

garden of his own in Berlin, with roses which he boasted were the 

most beautiful in Germany. The flower he smelt was coral-pink, very 

large and fragrant. 

When he raised his head, he saw Geoffrey Keating coming 

towards him down the path. The officer’s eyes had the steely gleam 

that his father’s had worn. He stopped short before the Professor. 

“My letter,” he said, “has told you that I wish to know why you 

have thrust yourself into my private affairs.” 

The Professor raised his hand deprecatingly. “I am aware of your 

trouble, and understand your present anger,” he replied. “It was by a 

sentence – accidental and unpremeditated, I assure you – which I 

uttered, that let your father know of your attachment to Sorcha Nic 

Firbis. And seeing my mistake, I hoped to soften the Ollamh’s heart 



by acquainting him with such details as had come under my 

observation.” 

Keating’s eyes flamed. “You meddlesome fool! Do you wish to 

dig in hearts as you do in ruins!” he exclaimed. “You have done 

irreparable harm! My soul and conscience! if you were not an old man 

I would challenge you!" 

Schliemann looked suddenly interested. “A challenge! Then, 

unlike the sister island, you have not abolished the duel? It is the 

Fircomlainn, the Truth of Combat, no doubt. And do you still observe 

the five days’ interval between the date of challenge and the fight?” 

“I would not give you five minutes’ grace—” the young man 

suddenly paused. “Pardon me,” he said, changing his tone, “you had 

some trouble with your head, and God forbid I should touch a 

madman.” 

He turned away, and swung down the path. At the same 

moment, Sorcha appeared on the steps. She gave a little cry, and ran 

to meet him, and he hastened towards her. 

The Professor bent again over the rose, but the lovers’ voices 

reached his ears. 

“If my father should come!” the girl gasped. 

“I had to come, Star of Knowledge, Pulse of my Heart,” Keating 

answered. “That old madman, Sai Schliemann, told my father that I 

had asked the Historian to consent to our marriage.” 

“Oh! But it cannot be worse than that my father should know.” 

“My grief! it is. Sorcha, pearl of pearls, I made a vow.” 

“Vows can be broken!” 

“Not with honour. If I keep this vow, it severs us for ever! It is 

about the manuscripts! And I made the vow before I knew you. No! do 

not draw away. You shall stay in my arms.” 

“You must keep the vow.” 

“Yes! But you, too, heart’s treasure, I shall keep. Listen! I swore 

this oath lightly two years ago. I swore to be the enemy of every 

MacFirbis till I recovered the two cursed books, the Psalter of Tara 

and the Dromsneachta. I swore that was the object of my life. – Lean 

your head against my heart. – Listen to my new vow. I swear here that 



I keep you in life, that our graves shall be together, our place in heaven 

side by side!” 

A minute later there was the sound of retreating steps, and the 

baying of the dog broke out again, deep-throated, vicious. The 

Professor looked over the rose-tree; Sorcha stood alone, her face 

buried in her hands. The scene had touched his kindly heart; he 

approached her gently. 

“Do not weep, my child,” he said. “I see a way to make peace. You 

are your father’s only child, and, united to Captain Keating, the books 

will again be in the charge of a member of that house.” 

Sorcha raised her head. “You are mistaken,” she replied. “I 

cannot be Hereditary Historian of Connacht. It is my cousin, 

Maelmuire MacFirbis, who will succeed my father.” She turned away. 

“But why?” asked Schliemann, following her, interested in her 

answer. “Have you changed the ways of your forefathers? I read of 

females in high authority in your Tales, of the female physician 

Airmeda, of Brigh Brugaid, the female brehon, of Maive, Queen of 

Connacht.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER V. 
When MacFirbis returned an hour later he found the Professor in the 

garden taking notes on the rose-trees. After some conversation on the 

plants, they went into the house and entered the library. The dog 

looked at Schliemann with hostile eyes, and only ceased growling at 

the second command from his master. 

The butler brought in tea and coffee, and while the Professor 

drank a cup of the latter, MacFirbis said he had an important letter to 

write, and asked to be excused for a few minutes. As he sat down before 

a table and began to write, Schliemann’s eyes rested on the case 

containing the vellums; and no sound broke the silence in the room 

for a time but the scratching of the pen. 

The door presently opened and a young man came in. He 

appeared about twenty-eight, and had flaxen hair, and a moustache so 

fair as to be almost white. His light-blue eyes had a cold gleam. 

“Am I late?” he asked, crossing to the Historian’s side. “I was out 

when you telephoned.” 

“No, just in time,” MacFirbis answered. “I have not finished my 

letter. Let me present you to the illustrious Sai Schliemann, discoverer 

of the Palace of Knossos. This is my kinsman and Tanist, Sai 

Schliemann, Maelmuire MacFirbis.” 

Both men bowed; the young man then poured himself out a cup 

of tea, and turning towards an easy chair, sat down. The Professor put 

his empty cup aside, and sitting well forward in his chair, brought the 

tips of the fingers of both hands together. 

“The survival of your title and position is extremely interesting,” 

he said. 

“I think we are the only nation in Europe that has hereditary 

historians,” the Tanist replied, the drops of tea on his pale moustache. 

“To-day I learnt something of your orders of nobility,” continued 

the Professor. “And as the Gael is instinctively an aristocrat, I would 

like to know what is the condition politically and socially of the mass 

of the people, and what rights they have. To begin with, have you 

Anarchists?” 



The Tanist played with his tea-spoon, and smiled as he glanced 

at his cup. “The word is unknown in Ireland,” he answered. “Our 

people were guarded in the seventeenth century from the tyranny and 

aggression of the nobles. To-day the laws protect them from the greed 

of individual who would combine, as in America, to make great 

fortunes at the expense of the public. We have no poor-houses.” 

“And among your four million, what is the average of crime?” 

“Crime among our thirty millions is less than in any northern 

country. If you attend the reception at the Palace to-night you will 

meet probably one of our most eminent Brehons, who will give you 

full information on the subject.” 

MacFirbis rose from his chair; he held a sealed letter in his hand. 

It was in an official looking envelope, with a coat of arms emblazoned 

on it. 

“Excuse my interrupting your enquiries,” he said courteously to 

Schliemann, “but this is on important business.” 

The Professor stood up. “No,” said MacFirbis. “Pray remain. It 

may be well to have a witness, and I shall be honoured if you resume 

your seat.” 

Schliemann obeyed, and as he sat down, caught the cold gleam 

of the Tanist’s eyes. 

“I have received a letter from Ollamh Keating,” said MacFirbis 

with some solemnity of tone and manner. “This is my reply, and I 

telephoned for you, Maelmuire, that you as my Tanist should give it 

into the Ollamh’s hand.” 

“Now?” said the young man. 

“Now. But wait.” Maelmuire had risen somewhat slowly. “I have 

to speak on a second and even more personal matter.” 

“A private one?” The Professor thought the Tanist gave him a 

glance from his lowered eyes as he spoke. 

“Yes. Sai Schliemann, pray remain. I am honoured that you 

should be present at this conference with my Tanist. You met 

Ceannfeadhna Keating here last night. Did you observe anything in 

his manner towards my daughter?” 



The Professor turned his gaze on the Tanist. The young man 

was looking down, but there was an air of attention in his attitude as 

if he listened intently for the answer. 

“I observed that your daughter and Captain Keating are in love 

with each other.” 

Maelmuire suddenly raised his eyes. 

“A passing fancy on the part of both,” said MacFirbis. “My 

daughter is very young, and in a few months she will have forgotten 

him. Last night, Maelmuire, Geoffrey Keating asked me for Sorcha’s 

hand. I have forbidden him my house. But the Ollamh has heard of the 

proposal, and he has written me a letter which removes finally any 

hope I had entertained that our families would yet be reconciled. The 

matter has now become serious.” 

“I should say, Historian,” said the Tanist smiling, “that the affair 

has come to a happy ending.” 

“It is serious,” repeated MacFirbis. “It appears that the Keatings 

for three generations have bound themselves by an oath of a fearful 

and solemn nature to steal – for I have no other name to call the act 

they contemplate – the Psalter of Tara and the Dromsneachta. The 

Ollamh informs me of this himself.” 

“You will warn the police, of course,”—the Tanist’s voice was 

quiet and slightly contemptuous.  

MacFirbis looked at him with an air of grave rebuke. “I fear you 

have something of the modern unchivalric spirit, Maelmuire,” he 

replied. “I belong to an older school, and the feud between the Clan 

Keating and the Hereditary Historian of Connacht is not one to be 

rudely discussed by every small lawyer in Erinn. The Ollamh Keating 

has honourably told me of his intention. And with the help of God and 

Saint Ciaran, I shall be able to protect my books.” 

Maelmuire stood silent for a minute. “I see,” he said presently, 

addressing MacFirbis, “that the American’s offer of one hundred 

thousand gold screpall for the Psalter of Tara and the Dromsneachta has 

got into An Rioghahas.” 

“I saw the paragraph,” said MacFirbis, “and was astonished that 

the editor had inserted it.” 

“You did not answer the man, I think you said.” 



“No. The offer was an impertinence on the part of the American, 

and not one that I could notice. These millionaire Americans” - 

MacFirbis looked at the Professor - “hold nothing sacred. They 

believe that gold can buy honour and the soul of man.” 

“Indeed,” said Schliemann, “I agree with you. One of them - an 

oil king I think he was - offered me a large sum to forge a manuscript 

for him.” 

The Tanist turned away, pausing for a moment to pat the dog’s 

head. Then he glanced at Schliemann. “I shall have the pleasure, I 

hope, of meeting you again,” he remarked. “Perhaps you will be at the 

Palace tonight?” 

“Sai Schliemann,” MacFirbis answered before the Professor 

could reply, “will be my guest, I trust, as long as he stays in Ireland, 

and will accompany me, I hope, to the Palace this evening. I mentioned 

your name, Sai Schliemann, to the Ard Righ, and he commanded me 

to bring you to the reception.” 

The Professor bowed in acquiescence. A moment later the door 

closed upon the figure of the Tanist. 

“I am sorry to say I have failed to find your luggage or the hotel 

you mentioned,” said MacFirbis. “From its name it is evidently kept 

by a foreigner. I shall communicate with the police, as I fear you fell 

into the hands of some dishonest persons. In the meantime you will 

perhaps do me the honour to wear the Court suit I have provided.” 

Schliemann thanked him. “As we seem to have an hour to spare,” 

he said, rising from his chair, “I shall be glad to have a closer look at 

the guarded vellums. I must make friends with your dog.” 

He approached the case, but paused before the angry attitude of 

the animal. 

“Be silent, Midir!” MacFirbis called out, and rose and joined the 

Professor. “You shall look at the books, and welcome,” he said. “I 

submit them with confidence to your inspection.” 

He touched a spring, and raising the case, took out with reverent 

hands the Psalter of Tara, and gave it to Schliemann. As the latter 

touched the vellum, he was seized - as if some fiend had taken 

possession of his mind - with the fierce cupidity of the bibliomanic. 



The book and its companion, a voice within him said, must be secured. 

It was not a theft but a duty to take them! 

“There is a page in Ogham at the end,” said MacFirbis, “in Irish 

that required to be glossed in the fifth century. It is a summary of one 

of the Tales, and is highly valuable as a light upon the attributes of the 

gods. My friend Mac Aodha has annotated Ua Cuinn’s ‘The Gods of 

the Celts,’ which has hitherto been the standard work on Irish 

Mythology, throwing much light on the gods from the study of this 

Ogham.” 

Schliemann was suddenly conscious of a faint smell that 

emanated from the vellum. It was that of some wild flower whose 

name had escaped his memory. The smell, though sweet, gave him a 

curious sensation; it seemed to visualise before his eyes, and as a mist 

obscure the letters. 

He was sitting in a chair when the sensation passed, and the book 

was no longer in his hands. MacFirbis was holding a glass of water to 

his lips. 

“My grief! my friend,” he said anxiously, “I am afraid you have 

not yet recovered from that blow on your head.” 

“It is impossible that I fainted!” exclaimed the Professor, staring 

about him. 

“You became suddenly giddy and staggered. The vellum fell 

from your hand – it is safe and restored to its case. I led you to this 

chair. And, now, shall I send for the doctor?” 

“No! Most certainly not!” said Schliemann, decisively. He stood 

up. “I am perfectly well.” 

He walked with a firm step towards the case. The dog’s hair 

bristled; it growled. Silenced by its master’s voice, it lay down, keeping 

its eyes on the Professor as he looked at the open pages through the 

glass, while MacFirbis, reading the ancient lines aloud, explained the 

meaning of the obsolete words. 

When the Professor went to dress for the reception at the Palace, 

he found the Historian’s valet waiting in his room. He was about to 

dismiss the man, when his glance fell on the costume he was to wear. 

It was a dark red brocaded satin tunic threaded with gold, with lace 

on collar and cuffs, a cloak of white satin with a border embroidered 



in gold and red; white satin breeches, silk stockings, and shoes with 

gold buckles. He stared at the garments for a minute, his hands clasped 

behind his back, his feet well apart. 

“It is well de Narbonne does not see me,” he thought, as he finally 

decided to put them on, “or my friends in Berlin.” 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 


