Ridire an Chléca’ Uaithne

Nuair a phos sé ni raibh dhe® chomhluadar in’ a theach ach ¢ théin agus a dheirbhshitir. Well phos
sé an bhean seo agus bhi éad aice leis an ngradh bhi aige dh'a dheirbhshitur. Sul ma chainntigheadh
s¢ le n-a bhean -

"Godé mar ata t, a dheirbhshitir, 6 d'imthigh mé indiu?"

Bheadh sé as sin ag cur a bhean ag éad. Ba dhéigh léithe go raibh nios mé gradha aige dh'a
dheirbhshitiir nd dhi féin. Fuaidh' s¢ amach 14 ag fiadhach agus an am bhi s¢ ar easbadh chuir si teine
le n-a lan cruit/meachta 7 coirce 7 eorna 7 féir bhi aige a thog sé isteach agus sul ma thainigh sé abhaile
chuir a bhean faoi mhionn an leabhair a dheirbhshiur gan a mnseacht dho aon dhuine fuair
baisteadh na h-caglaise riamh.

Nuair a thainigh sé abhaile d'fhiafruigh sé dhi:

"Céard mar ata t0, a dheirbhshitir, 6 d'imthigh mé indiu?"

'O td mé go maith," adabhairt si, "go raibh maith agat."

Agus d'innis a bhean d6 gurb 1 a dheirbhshitir a chuir teine insan agard nuair a bhi sé amuigh.

"Well" dubhairt sé "is fearr deirbhshitir na € sin féin."

(p. 1)

Well, fuaidh sé¢ amach ag fiadhach 14 ar n-a bharach agus nuair a bhi s¢ amuigh — bhi each
geal dubh aige nach bhféadfadh rud ar bith bhualadh, bhi s¢ chémh mear 1 gctirsa’” an rasa - thog si an
a chlaiddheamh amach ins an stibla agus ghearr si an ceann dhen each gheal dubh 7 chuir si faol
mhionna an leabhair a dhearbhs/atir gan mnseacht dho h-aomne a fuair baisteadh na heaglaise
riambh.

"Well," duibhairt sé, nuair a thainigh sé abhaile, "Cé mar ata t, a dheirbhshidir?"

"T'a mé go maith, go raibh maith agat."

D'imnis a bhean dhé gur ghearr a dheirbhshitir an ceann dhen each geal dubh agus ddabhairt
sé léithe:

"Is fearr deirbhshitir nd é sin fém."

Well, fuaidh sé amach an triomhadh la agus mhairbh a bhean an paiste bhi aice agus chuir si faoi
mhionn an leabhair a dheirbhshitir gan ¢ innseacht dho aoinne fuair baiste’ na h-eaglaise riamh.

Well, nuair a thaimigh sé abhaile d'mnis si dhé gur mhairbh a dheirbhshitir an péiste an 1a sin.

Well, Ia ar n-a bharach thog sé a dheirbhshiiir leis agus bhiodar ag dul fri an choill mhor
dunta rug sé uirthe agus bhi ghruag bhreagh shaidhbhir thada uirthe, 7 cheangail sé a liimhe agus a da
chois agus cheangail sé a gruag dhe chrann agus (p. m1) thog sé a sgian fiadhaigh agus ghearr sé an da
laimh di agus dubhairt léithe:

"Sin," addbhairt sé leithe, "mar gheall ar mo agard-sa nuair a bhi mé as baile."”

Agus rug sé ar sgian agus ghearr sé an da chois dhi agus dubhairt sé 1éithe:

"Sin mar gheall ar an gceann a ghearr ti dhe m'each gheal dhubh."

Annsin rug sé ar a sglan agus ghearr sé an da chioch as a brollach.
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"Sin mar gheall ar mo phaiste-se a mhairbh tu. Anois," dubhairt s¢, "fan annsin go dtiocfaidh
bas chighat mar gheall ar an rud a rinne ta."

D'imthigh leis annsin uaithe agus d'thag sé ceangailte i le n-a gruaig 1 gcrann nach bhiéadfadh
duine le stubhlochadh an béthar i theicealt.

Well, nuair a bhi sé ag imtheacht ar siabhal bhi a da shuil* saidhte dearga ag breathntughadh
'na dhiaidh.

Agus nuair a bhi sé ag siibhal ni raibh aon bhroga air agus fuaidh dealg 6 sgeich suas 'na chois
agus chrom sé sios le n-a tharraing amach agus dubhairt si:

"Tarraim-se athchuinge ar Dhia nach bhfagtaidh an dealg sin do chos n6é go mbainfidh an da
laimh a ghearr ti dhe mo ghualainn-se amach i."

(iv)

Well, thosnuigh si ag radh a h-tirnaighe annsin ag Dia agus ag Muire agus a mac, agus ni fada
a bhi si annsin nuair a thainigh an Mhaighdean agus chimilt si a da laimh, da c/o1s, da chioch agus ni
ttusge rine si é na bhi siad chombh slan agus bhiodar ariamh 'na brollach. Rinne si an cleas chéadna
le n-a da laimh mar rinne si le n-a da chois 7 a ciocha agus sgaoil si a gruaig agus -

"I'éanam liom-sa anois!" adubhairt si.

Well, thog si léithe { a' teach an duine uasail’ agus bhi sé an-shaidhbhir, agus bhi mac 6g aige;
agus dubhairt si léithe:

"I"éirgh 1steach annsin, 1arr aimsearacht agus gheobhaidh ta é."

Agus fuaidh si agus nuair a d'arr si:

"An dteastuigheann bean uathaibh.""

Nuair ni raibh si 1 bhfad annsin né gur thuit an fear 6g 1 ngradh léithe agus d'fhiafruigh sé dhi
an bpostadh si é.

"Ni'l ionnaim ach sarabhanta" addabhairt si "agus ni'l mo dhoithin spré agam."

"Well, ti mo dhoithin agam-sa," aduibhairt an mac 6g ag an duine uasal léithe.

v)

"Well," adubhairt si, "'ma iarrann ta toil tathar 7 do mhathar, ma thugann siad a dtoil dinn, ta
mé sasta ti a phosadh; agus ni phosfaidh mé tha gan cead 6 tathair agus do mhathair."

"O mads mar sin ¢, rachaidh mise ag cainnt le m' athair agus mo mhathair."

D'mnis sé an sgéal doibh agus bhi an oiread sin meas uirthe s an teach go ndubhairt an
bheirt aca leis go mb'i a rogha dhe mhnaoi 4 bhfeacadar.

Nuair a bhi si posta aige, d'mnis an bheirt aca - an t-athair agus an mhathair - an meas moér a
bhi aca uirthe.

Shul ma posadh 1ad, ni théadhfadh siad nios mé a dhéanadh dh'a n-inghean fém. Well,
bhiodar posta tuairim le tri bliadhna agus bhi tritr clann,” trair mac, aice.

"Well," adubhairt si le n-a fear, "td dearbhrathair agam agus ni thaca mé é os cionn tri biadhna
agus mara bhfuil aon locht agat le faghail, b'ait iom a dhul ar chuairt aige"”."

D'arr si air athchuinghe roimhe sin annsin gan a phasti baistiighadh né go dtugfadh si a toil

nil
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non [

"Well', adubhairt s¢ léithe, "is maith" liom-sa ta dhul ar c¢/mairt ag do dhearbhrathair." "B'ail
liom na pasti thogailt lom-sa ar an gcuairt sin."

"Do thoil leat féin," dubhairt sé."”

(v
Thog si léithe a tri mac agus nuair' a bhi si ag teacht ag an teach, is moér an t-iongnadh a bhi aice go
bhfaca si sgeach laidir aoibhinn aluinn amach thri thaoibh an tighe. Nuair a fuaidh si isteach:

"Cé mar ata t, a dhearbhrathair?" adabhaurt si.

'O, td mé," adubhairt sé, "1 ngéibheann annso."

"Céard ata ort?" dubhairt si.

"O," dabhairt sé, "ni liach” an dioghaltais orm. Mhairbh mé mo dheirbhshiuir," adtibhairt sé,
"an deirbhshitir” is fearr a bhi ag fear riamh."

"Cén nés a mhairbh ta i?"

"Well, mhairbh mé i," adubhairt sé, "le gearradh a da lamh agus a da chos agus a d4 chioch a
ghearradh as a colainn; agus chroch mé i le n-a gruaig fionn" ceangailte” de chrann mar sin agus
d'thag mé ins an noés sin 1 agus nuair a bhi mé ag imtheacht uaithe, fuaidh an dealg so suas in mo chos
agus ni fhéadadh™ mé a thabhairt amach leis an bpian agus an teas” in mo cholainn. Ni théadann
dochttir na duine ar bith eile a bhaint amach, agus d'thés sé, agus sin an sgeach a chonnaic th amach
faol thaoibh an tighe."

'O" dubhairt si, "is mise an deirbhshitir sin," agus chimilt si an da laimh dh'a chois. Bhi an
chos mor aige.

(vi1)

"Well," addbhairt si, "mise an deirbhshitir, agus ni mé a dhoigh do agard na do chruithneacht na do
choirce na teérna ni d'fAéar ach do bhean féin agus chuir si mionna an leabhair iom-sa gan a
mnseacht dho aoinne a fuair baiste na heaglaise riamh, agus ni dhuit-se atd mé 'a innseacht ach dho
mo mhac is sine nach fuair baiste na h-eaglaise riamh. Agus ni mé a mhairbh t'each geal dubh, agus ni
dhuit-se atd mé '4 innseacht ach dho mo dharna mhac, é sin nach fuair baisteadh na h-eaglaise riamh.
Ach ni mé a mhairbh do mhac ach do bhean féin a bhiodh éad (uirthe)” liom-sa mar gheall ar
chomh cinedlta agus bhi ti liom, ach ni duit-se atd mé dha innseacht ach dho mo thriomhadh mac na
fuair baisteadh na h-eaglaise riamh.

"Mise an deirbhshitir sin, agus le comhachta Mhic Dé agus an congnadh thug Sé démh-sa in
mo thriobloid agus mo bhron, agus leighis si mé (Mdthair D¢).” Diarr mise” an athchuinge uirthe gan
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an dealg sin bheith bainte amach go brath n6 go mbainfeadh an da liimh a ghearr tusa liom-sa é. (vin)
Fuair mé an t-athchuinge sin agus 1arrfaidh mé ar Dhia an comhacht a thabhairt dhom tusa a leigheas
anois."

Chimilt” si a da laimh dhe'n chois agus thuit an sgeach bhi glas agus blatha air, thuit s¢” 'na
bhrosna chrion liath anuas insa seomra. Bhi a chos leighiste.

Fuaidh si abhaile. Chuir si fios ar an sagart agus baistigheadh an™ trf mac leis.

Sin deire sgéil "Ridire an Chlocha Uaithne."

The Kmight of the Green Cloak

Before he got married there was only his sister Iiving i the house with him. Well, he married this
woman, and she became jealous of the affection he had for his sister. Before gomg to speak to his
wife -

"How have vou been today, dear sister, while I've been away?"

He would carry on like that, making his wife jealous. She felt that he had more love for his sister than
for herself.

One day he went out hunting, and while we was away she set fire to his entire stock of wheat
and oat and barley and hay which he had harvested. And before he got home his wife forced the
sister to swear she would not tell anyone ever baptised.

When he came home he asked her:

"How have you been, dear sister, while I've been away?"

"Thank you, I am well," she answered.

Then his wife told him that his sister had set fire to the haggard while he was out.

"Well," he said, 'a sister 1s worth even more than that.”

(p.11)

Well, the next day he went out hunting, and while he was out — he owned a fine black horse that no
one could beat, 1t was so swift on the race course — she took his sword outside to the stable and she
cut the fine black horses head off, and she forced the sister to swear she wouldn' tell anyone ever
baptized.

"Well," he asked her when he got home, ‘and how are you, dear sister?"

"I am well, thank you.”

His wife told him that his sister had cut the fine black horse's head off, and he said to her,

'A sister 1s worth even more than that.”

Well, the third day he went out, his wife killed her own child, and she made his sister swear
she wouldn't tell anyone ever baptized.

Well, when he came home, she told him that his sister had killed their child that day.

So the next day he took his sister with him, and when they were going through a great dense
wood he took hold of her. She had beautiful luscious long hair, and he tied her hands and her two
feet and he tied her hair to a tree, (p. 1) and he took his hunting knife and cut oft her two hands and
said to her,
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"That, " he said, 'Is for the haggard, when I was away.”

And he took his knife and he cut off her two feet and he said to her,

"That is for cutting off the horse's head when I was away.”

Then he took his knife and he cut off the two breasts in her bosom.

"That is for killing my child,” he said. "Now you can stay there until you die because of what
you have done.”

He went away then, and left her tied from the tree so that she couldn't be seen from the road
by someone passing by.

Well, as he walked away from her, she fixed him with her two burning eves. He wasnt
wearing shoes, and a thorn from a bush went right up into his foot, and when he bent down to pull it
out, she cried,

1 pray to God that this thorn will stay in your foot untl it is pulled out by those very hands
you have just cut off.”

(i)

Well, she began to pray then to God and to Mary and her Son, and she wasn't there long
betore the Virgin came to her. She touched her two hands and her two feet and her two breasts, and
no sooner did she touch them that they were restored to her and were as sound as they had ever
been. She did the same thing to her two hands that she did to her two feet and to her breasts, and she
untied her hair and -

"‘Come along with me now," she said.

Well, she took her with her to the house of a nobleman; he was very rich, and he had a son, a
young marn. She told her,

'Go mside and ask for work there; you will get it."

She went mside and asked,

'Do you need a servant?"

She had only been there for a short ime when the young man started to fall in love with her, and he
asked her would she marry him.

"Tm only a servant woman," she replied, "and I have no wealth to give you."

"Well, I have wealth enough for both of us," said the nobleman’s son.

v)

"Well," she sard, 'if you ask your father's and your mother's permission, and if they give you
their permission, I will marry you gladly; but I won't marry you against their wishes."

"If that's your decision, I will go and talk to my mother and father.”

He told them everything, and the girl was so highly thought of in the place that both of them
said that she would have been their choice of a wife for him. When they got married, both of them —
both his father and his mother — told her how much they thought of her. And even before they
married, they treated her like they would have treated their own daughter.

Well, they were married for three years, and she had three children, three boys.

She spoke to her husband then, and said, I have a brother whom I haven' seen for three
years, and if you have no objection, I should like to go and visit him."

She had asked previously for his permission not to baptize their children until she asked for
it.

"Well," he told her, "Tm happy for you to visit your brother."

"I want to take the children with me on the visit.”

"As you wish," he replied.

(vi)



She took her three sons with her and when she came to the house she saw an amazing sight: a
beautiful strong fair thornbush was growing out of the side of the house. When she went inside, she
said -

"How are you, dear brother?"

'‘Oh I am n dire straits here.”

"What 1s wrong with you?" she asked him.

'‘Oh," he replied, 'l got my just deserts. 1 killed my sister,” he said, the best sister any man ever
had.”

"How did you kill her?"

1 killed her," he said, "by cutting off her two hands and her two feet and by cutting off the two
breasts in her bosom; and I hung her tied by her hair from a tree, and I left her like that. And as I
walked away from her, this thorn went straight into my foot, and I haven't been able to get it out, for
all the pain and the fever in my body. No doctor can get 1t out, nor can anyone else. It grew mnto a
bush, and that is the thornbush you saw coming out of the side of the house.”

'l am that sister,” she said, and she touched his foot with her two hands. His foot had swelled
up.

(vit)

T am that sister,"” she said, ‘and 1t wasnt me who burned your haggard and your wheat and
your oats and your barley and your hay: it was your own wife who did that. She made me swear not to
tell anyvone ever baptised, and I'm not telling this to you now but to my eldest son, who was never yet
baptised. And it wasn't me who killed your fine black horse — and I'm not telling this to you but to my
second son, who has never yet recerved baptism. And it wasn't me who killed your son, but your own
wife who was jealous ol me because you were so fond of me — and I'm not telling this to you but to
my third son, who was never yet baptized.

T am that sister, and by the power ol God, and with the help he gave me m my sorrow and
my anguish, she healed me (the Mother of God).

1 had prayed to her asking that this thorn should never be pulled out except by the two hands
you had cut oft. (viiy) She heard my prayer, and now I shall ask God to grant me the power to heal
you."

She touched his foot with her two hands, and the thornbush that had been so green and fresh
fell down a dry shrivelled-up stick, and his foot was completely healed.

She went home then. She sent for the priest to baptize her three sons.

And that is the end of the story of "The Kmight of the Green Cloak."

(Edited and translated by Barbara Hillers)



