                              OISÍN AND TÍR NA NÓG

The Fianna were a great band of warriors. The leader of the Fianna was Fionn MacCúmhail. Fionn had a son named Oisín. Oisín was the poet and music-maker of the Fianna. One day the Fianna was hunting in Killarney.

They saw a small cloud of mist come out of the valley, and waft up the hill towards them. When it drew nearer it broke in two and out from it stepped a great milk-white steed and a rider clad in scarlet and gold.

“Who is this who rides towards us?” asked Fionn.

As the steed came nearer he saw that it was a beautiful maiden who rode towards them. This maiden was as elegant as a queen. On her head she wore a crown of gold.

The maiden introduced herself as Niamh, the daughter of the king of Tír na nÓg, She said to Fionn, “I am looking for Oisín the poet and music-maker of the Fianna. I request that he comes with me to my land of Tír Na nÓg so we can be married.’’

Oisín agreed to go with Niamh and told the Fianna and his father that he would be back in years to see them.

Niamh and Oisín galloped across lands to get to Tír na nÓg. When they reached their destination there was a feast of celebration for the wedding. At this wedding Oisín realised that Tír na nÓg really meant Land of the Ever Young. Nobody could age in this sacred land!

Niamh and Oisín married and happily lived in Tír na nÓg. But Oisín missed his friends and family and wanted dearly to visit them.

Niamh gave Oisín her horse and warned him not to dismount while in Ireland.

Oisín travelled home and when he was there he saw children and asked them where Fionn and the Fianna were, but the children replied, “My grand father told me about the Fianna. They haven’t been around for hundreds of years.’’

As Oisín heard this he realised he had been in Tír na nÓg for hundreds of years!

Oisín passed the children feeling distraught. He saw men struggling to lift a giant stone and thought he should be able to lift it.

Oisín reached down from the horse and went to lift the rock. As he was lifting the rock his saddle strap ripped with the weight of the stone and he fell to the ground.

He tried to get up but struggled. His body ached. He had aged! Oisín dropped his head and died.  

