UILLIAM O RUANAIG.

Ann san aimsir i n-allod bi fear ann dar ab
ainm Uilliam O Ruanaig, *nna ¢6mnuide 1 ngar
do Clar-Gaillir.

Bi sé ’nna feilméar. Aon 14 arhain {ainig an
tigearna-talman cuige agus dubairt, “T4 cios tr1
bliadain agam ort, agus muna mbéid sé¢ agad
dam faoi ¢eann seactrhaine caitfid mé amac air
taoib an boétair tu.”

“Taim le dul go Gaillim améara¢ le h-uala¢
cruitneacta do diol, agus nuair a geobas mé a
lua¢ iocfaid mé tu,” ar Liam.

Air maidin, 14 air na marac, ¢uir sé ualac¢
cruifneacta air an g-cairt agus bi sé dul go
Gaillirh leis. Nuair bi sé tim¢ioll mile go leit
imtigte o’n teac, tainig duine-uasal ¢uige agus
d’fiafruig sé dé “An cruitneaét atd agad air an
g-cairt?”

“Sead,” ar Liam, “ta mé dul g4 diol le mo
¢ios d’ioc.”

“Ciaméad ata ann?” ar san duine uasal.

“Ta tonna cneasta ann,” ar Liam.

“Ceannocaid mé uait é,” ar san duine uasal,
“agus béarfaid mé an luac¢ is mo ’sa’ masgad
duit. Nuair a racfas tu com fad leis an mbotairin
carta¢ atd air do laim ¢l¢, cas asteac agus bi ag
imteact go dtagaid tu go tea¢ mor até i ngleann,
agus beid mise ann sin romad le d’ airgiod do
tabairt duit.”

Nuair tainig Liam ¢orn fada leis an mbotairin
Cas s¢€ asteac, agus bi sé ag imteact go dtainig
sé com fada le tea¢ mor. Bi iongantas air Liam

LEEAM O’ROONEY’S BURIAL.

In the olden time there was once a man
named William O’Rooney, living near Clare-
Galway.

He was a farmer. One day the landlord came
to him and said: “I have three years’ rent on
you, and unless you have it for me within a
week I’ll throw you out on the side of the
road.”

“I'm going to Galway with a load of wheat
to-morrow,” said Leeam (William), “and when
I get the price of it I’ll pay you.”

Next morning, he put a load of wheat on the
cart, and was going to Galway with it. When he
was gone a couple of miles from the house a
gentleman met him and asked him: “Is it wheat
you’ve got on the cart?”

“It 1s,” says Leeam; “I’m going to sell it to pay
my rent.”

“How much 1is there in it?” said the
gentleman.

“There’s a ton, honest, in it,” said Leeam.

“I’1l buy it from you,” said the gentleman,
“and I’1l give you the biggest price that’s going
in the market. When you’ll go as far as the
cart boreen (little road) that’s on your left
hand, turn down, and be going till you come to
a big house in the valley. I’'ll be before you
there to give you your money.”

When Leeam came to the boreen he turned
in, and was going until he came as far as the
big house. Leeam wondered



nuair ¢onnairc s¢ an tea¢ moér, mar rugad agus
togad ann san g-comarsanact é, agus ni facaid
s€ an tea¢ mor ariam roime, cid go raib eolas
aige air uile feac¢ i bfoigseact ctiig mile do.

Nuair fainig Liam i ngar do sgiobol a bi
anaice leis an tea¢ mor tainig buacaill beag
amac agus dubairt, “céad mile failte romad a
Liaim Ui Ruanaig,” ¢uir sac air a druim agus
tug astea¢ é. Tainig buacaill beag eile amag,
¢uir failte roim Liam, ¢uir sac air a druim, agus
d’imtig asteac leis.

Bi buacaillide ag teact, ag cur failte roirh
Liam, agus ag tabairt sac led, go raib an tonna
cruitneacta imfigfe. Ann sin fdinig iomlan na
mbuacaill i latair agus dubairt Liam leo. “Ta
eolas agaib uile orm-sa agus ni’l edlas agam-sa
orraibse.” Ann sin dubradar leis, “téid asteac,
agus it do dinnéar, ta an maigistir ag fanarhaint
leat.”

Cuaid Liam astea¢ agus $uid sé sios ag an
mbord. Nior it sé an dara greim go dtinig
trom-c¢odlad air agus tuit sé faoi an mbord. Ann
sin rinne an draoid-eadoir fear-bréige cosmuil
le Liam, agus ¢uir a baile ¢cum mna Liaim ¢&,
leis an g-capall, agus leis an g-cairt. Nuair
tainig sé go tea¢ Liaim ¢uaid sé suas ann san t-
seomra, luid air leabuid, agus fuair bas.

Nior bfada go ndeacaid an gair amac go raib
Liam O Ruanaig marb. Cuir an bean uisge sios
agus nuair bi sé teif nig si an corp agus Cuir os
cionn clair é. Tainig na cérharsanna agus
¢aoineadar go bronac os cionn an Cuirp, agus bi
truag mor ann do’n mnaoi boict act ni raib
maran brain uirri féin.

when he came as far as the big house, for he
was born and raised (i.e., reared) in the
neighbourhood, and yet he had never seen the
big house before, though he thought he knew
every house within five miles of him.

When Leeam came near the barn that was
close to the big house, a little lad came out and
said: “A hundred thousand welcomes to you,
William O’Rooney,” put a sack on his back and
went in with it. Another little lad came out and
welcomed Leeam, put a sack on his back, and
went in with it.

Lads were coming welcoming Leeam, and
putting the sacks on their backs and carrying
them in, until the ton of wheat was all gone.
Then the whole of the lads came round him,
and Leeam said; “Ye all know me, and I don’t
know ye!” Then they said to him: “Go in and
eat your dinner; the master’s waiting for you.”

Leeam went in and sat down at table; but he
had not the second mouthful taken till a heavy
sleep came on him, and he fell down under the
table. Then the enchanter made a false man like
William, and sent him home to William’s wife
with the horse and cart. When the false man
came to Leeam’s house, he went into the room,
lay down on the bed and died.

It was not long till the cry went out that
Leeam O’Rooney was dead. The wife put
down water, and when it was hot she washed
the body and put it over the board (i.e., laid it
out). The neighbours came, and they keened
sorrowfully over the body, and there was great
pity for the poor wife, but there was not much
grief on herself.



An 14 air na marac, cuiread an corp agus ni raib
aon ¢uimne nios mo air Liam.

Bi buacaill-aimsire ag mnaoi Liaim agus
dubairt si leis, “bud ¢oir duit mé pdsad, agus ait
Liaim glacad.”

“Té sé 16 luat f0s, andiaig bas do beit ann san
teac,” ar san buacaill, “fan go mbéid Liam curfa
seactrain.”

Nuair bi Liam seact 1a agus seact n-oidce
’nna ¢odlad tainig buacaill beag agus duisig é.
Ann sin dubairt sé leis, “tair sea¢tmain do
¢odlad. Cuireamar do ¢apall agus do éairt
abaile. Sed duit do ¢cuid airgid, agus imtig.”

Tainig Liam a baile, agus mar bi sé mall *san
oidée ni facaid aon duine é. Air maidin an laé
sin ¢uaid bean Liaim agus an buacaill-aimsire
cum an t-sagairt agus d’iarr siad air iad do
posad.

“Bfuil an t-airgiod-posta agaib?” ar san
sagart.

“Ni’L,” ar san bean, “act ta storc muice agam
’sa’ mbaile, agus tig leat i beit agad i n-ait
airgid.”

Pos an sagart iad, agus dubairt, “cuirfead fios
air an muic amarac.”

Nuair tainig Liam go dti a doras féin, buail sé
buille air. Bi an bean agus an buacaill-aimsire
ag dul éum a leabuid, agus d’fiafruig siad,
“cia ta ann sin?”

“Mise,” ar Liam, “fosgail an doras dam.”

The day on the morrow the body was buried,
and there was no more remembrance of Leeam.

Leeam’s wife had a servant boy, and she said
to him: “You ought to marry me, and to take
Leeam’s place.”

“It’s too early yet, after there being a death
in the house,” said the boy; “wait till Leeam is
a week buried.”

When Leeam was seven days and seven
nights asleep, a little boy came to him and
awoke him, and said: “You’ve been asleep for
a week; but we sent your horse and cart home.
Here’s your money, and go.”

Leeam came home, and as it was late at night
nobody saw him. On the morning of that same
day Leeam’s wife and the servant lad went to
the priest and asked him to marry them.

“Have you the marriage money?” said the
priest.

“No,” said the wife; “but I have a sturk of a
pig at home, and you can have her in place of
money.”

The priest married them, and said: “I’ll send
for the pig to-morrow.”

When Leeam came to his own door, he
struck a blow on it. The wife and the servant
boy were going to bed, and they asked: “Who’s
there?”

“It’s I,” said Leeam; “open the door for me.”



Nuair ¢ualadar an gut bi fios aca gur *bé Liam
do bi ann, agus dubairt a bean, “ni fig liom do
leigean asteac¢, agus is mor an naire duit beit
teact air ais andiaig tu beit seact la san uaig.”

“An air mire ata tu?” ar Liam.
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“Ni’lim air mire,” ar san bean, ‘’t4 fios ag an
uile duine ’sa’ bparaiste go bfuair tu bas agus
gur ¢uir mé go geanarnail fu. Téid air ais go
d’uaig, agus béid aifrionn 1€igte agam air son
d’anma boict amarac.”

“Fan go dtagaid solas an laé,” ar Liam, “agus
béarfaid mé lua¢ do magaid duit.”

Ann sin ¢uaid sé ’san stabla, 'n ait a raib a
capall agus a rhuc, $in sé ann san tuige, agus
tuit s€ 'nna codlad.

Air maidin, 14 air na marac, dubairt an sagart
le buacaill beag a bi aige, “téid go tea¢ Liaim
Ui Ruanaig agus béarfaid an bean a poés mé
andé muc duit le tabairt a baile leat.”

Tainig an buacaill go doras an tige agus
tosuig ’ga bualad le maide a bi aige. Bi faitcios
air an mnaoi an doras fosgailt, act d’fiafruig si,
“cia ta ann sin?”

“Mise,” ar san buacaill, “Cuir an sagart mé le
muc d’fagail uvait.”

“Ta si amuig ’san stabla,” ar san bean.

Cuaid an buacaill astea¢ ’san stabla agus
tosuig ag tiomdint na muiCe amac,
nuair d’¢éirig Liam agus dubairt, “ca bfuil tu ag
dul le mo muic?”

When they heard the voice, they knew that it
was Leeam who was in it, and the wife said: “I
can’t let you in, and it’s a great shame, you to
be coming back again, after being seven days
in your grave.”

“Is it mad you are?” said Leeam.

“I’m not mad,” said the wife; “doesn’t every
person in the parish know that you are dead,
and that | buried you decently. Go back to your
grave, and I’ll have a mass read for your poor
soul to-morrow.”

“Wait till daylight comes,” said Leeam, “and
I’11 give you the price of your joking!”

Then he went into the stable, where his horse
and the pig were, stretched himself in the straw,
and fell asleep.

Early on the morning of the next day, the
priest said to a little lad that he had: “Get up,
and go to Leeam O’Rooney’s house, and the
woman that | married yesterday will give you
a pig to bring home with you.”

The boy came to the door of the house, and
began knocking at it with a stick. The wife was
afraid to open the door, but she asked: “Who’s
there?”

“I,” said the boy; “the priest sent me to get a
pig from you.”

“She’s out in the stable,” said the wife; “you
can get her for yourself, and drive her back
with you.” The lad went into the stable, and
began driving out the pig, when Leeam rose up
and said: “Where are you going with my pig?”



Nuair ¢onnairc an buacaill Liam, as go brat
leis, agus nior stop go ndeacaid sé ¢um an
tsagairt agus a croide ag teact ama¢ air a beul
le faitcios.

“Cad t4 ort?” ar san sagart.

D’innis an buacaill d6 go raib Liam O
Ruanaig ann san stabla, agus nac leigfead sé do
an muc tabairt leis.

“Bi do fost, a breugadoir,” ar ran sagart, “ta
Liam O’Ruanaig marb agus ann san uaig le
seactrain.”

“Da mbeid’ sé marb seact mbliadna connairc
mise ann san stabla ¢ da moimid 6 $oin, agus
muna g-creideann tu, tar, tu féin, agus feicfid
tué.”

Ann sin tainig an sagart agus an buacaill le
¢éile go doras an stabla, agus dubairt an sagart,
“téid asteac agus cuir an muc sin amac ¢ugam.”

“Ni racfainn astea¢ air son an éid is fia tu,”
ar san buacaill.

Cuaid an sagart astea¢ ann sin agus bi sé ag
tiomaint na muice amac, nuair d’éirig Liam
suas as an tuige agus dubairt, “ca bfuil tu dul le
mo thuic, a atair Padraig?”

Nuair a ¢onnairc an sagart Liam ag €irige, as
go brat leis, ag radd: “i n-ainm Dé orduigim air
ais go dti an uaig tu a Uilliaim Ui Ruanaig.”

Tosuig Liam ag rit andiaig an tsagairt, agus
ag rad. “A afair Padraig bfuil tu air mire? fan
agus labair Liom.”

When the boy saw Leeam he never stopped
to look again, but out with him as hard as he
could, and he never stopped till he came back
to the priest, and his heart coming out of his
mouth with terror.

“What’s on you?” says the priest.

The lad told him that Leeam O’Rooney was
in the stable, and would not let him drive out
the pig.

“Hold your tongue, you liar!” said the priest;
“Leeam O’Rooney’s dead and in the grave this
week.”

“If he was in the grave this seven years, | saw
him in the stable two moments ago; and if you
don’t believe me, come yourself, and you’ll see
him.”

The priest and the boy then went together to
the door of the stable, and the priest said: “Go
in and turn me out that pig.”

“I wouldn’t go in for all ever you’re worth,”
said the boy.

The priest went in, and began driving out the
pig, when Leeam rose up out of the straw and

said: “Where are you going with my pig, Father
Patrick?”

When the priest saw Leeam, off and away
with him, and he crying out: “In the name of
God, | order you back to your grave, William
O’Rooney.”

Leeam began running after the priest, and
saying, “Father Patrick, Father Patrick, are you
mad? Wait and speak to me.”



“T4 tu air mire a atair Padraig, ni’l mé marb,
agus ni raib mé ann aon uaig ariarh ¢ d’fag me
bronn mo matar,” ar Liam.

“Connairc mise marb f{u,” ar san
sagart, “fuair tu bas obann agus bi mé i latair
nuair cuiread fu ’san uaig, agus rinne mé
seanmoir bredg os do ¢ionn.”

“Diabal uaim, go bfuil tu air mire ¢or cinnte
a’s atd mise bed,” ar Liam.

“Imtig as m’amarc anois agus 1éigfid mé
aifrionn duit amarac,” ar san sagart.

Cuaid Liam a baile agus buail sé a doras féin
act ni leigfead an bean asteac €. Ann sin dubairt
sé leis féin, “racfad agus iocfad mo ¢ios.”

Uile duine a ¢onnairc Liam air a beala¢ go
tea¢ an tigearna bi siad ag rit uaid, mar
saoileadar go bfuair s¢é bas.

Nuair cualaid an tigearna talman go raib
Liam O Ruanaig ag teact din sé na doirse, agus
ni leigfead sé astea¢ é. Tosuig Liam ag bualad
an dorais moir gur S$aoil an tigearna go
mbrisfead s¢é asteac é.

Tainig an tigearna go fuinnedig a bi air barr
an tige, agus dfiafruig, “cad ta tu ag iarraid?”

“Tainig me le mo ¢ios ioc, mar fear cneasta,”
ar Liam.

“Téid air ais go dti d’uaig, agus béarfaid mé
maitearmnas duit,” ar san Tigearna.

“You’re mad, Father Patrick! I’'m not dead,
and never was in a grave since I was born,” said
Leeam.

“I saw you dead,” said the priest; “you died
suddenly, and | was present when you were put
into the grave, and made a fine sermon over
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you.

“The devil from me, but, as sure as I’'m alive,
you’re mad!” said Leeam.

“Go out of my sight now,” said the priest,
“and I’1l read a mass for you, to-morrow.”

Leeam went home then, and knocked at his
own door, but his wife would not let him in.
Then he said to himself: “I may as well go and
pay my rent now.”

On his way to the landlord’s house every one
who saw Leeam was running before him, for
they thought he was dead.

When the landlord heard that Leeam
O’Rooney was coming, he shut the doors and
would not let him in. Leeam began knocking at
the hall-door till the lord thought he’d break it
in.

He came to a window in the top of the house,
put out his head, and asked: “What are you
wanting?”’

“I’m come to pay my rent like an honest man,”
said Leeam.

“Go back to your grave, and I’ll forgive you
your rent,” said the lord.



“Ni fealltoir me¢,” ar Liam, “td mé andiaig
cios tri bliadain d’ioc le mo maigistir, agus béid
seilb mo tige féin agam, no béid fios agam cad
fat.”

“Ni fagfaid mé sed, go bfag’ mé sgribinn uait
go bfuil mé focta suas glan, go dti an Bealtaine
sed cugainn.”

Tug an Tigearna an sgribinn do, agus tainig
sé abaile. Buail sé an doras, aét ni leigfead an
bean astea¢ €, ag rad leis go raib Liam O
Ruanaig marb agus curfa, agus nac raib ann san
bfear ag an doras act fealltoir.

Cuaid sé ¢um an sgiobdil, agus fuair sé barra
mor iarainn agus nior bfada gur bris sé asteac
an doras. Bi fait¢ios mor air an mnaoi agus air
an bfear nuad-posta. Saoileadar go rabadar i n-
am an eiseirige, agus go raib deire an dorain
ag teact.

Bi eagla mor air an mnaoi boict agus gleus si
biad do, agus nuair ¢onnairc si € ag ite agus ag
0l dubairt si, “ta miorbuil ann.”

Ann sin d’innis Liam a sgeul di, o bonn go
barr, agus nuair d’innis sé ga¢ nid, dubairt s¢,

“ra¢fad ¢um na n-uaige amarac go bfeicfead an
bitearhnac¢ do c¢uir sib-se 1 m’ait-s¢.”

L4 air na mara¢ tug Liam dream daoine leis,
agus ¢uaid sé ¢um na roilige, agus d’fosgail
siad an wuvaig, agus biodar dul an comra
d’fosgailt, agus nuair a bi siad *g4 togbail suas
1éim madad mor dub amac, agus as go brat leis,
agus Liam agus na fir eile 'nna diaig.

Biodar *g4 leanarhaint go bfacadar ¢ ag dul
astea¢ ann san tea¢ a raib Liam ’nna c¢odlad

“I’'m no deceiver,” said William; “I’m after
paying my master three years’ rent, and I'll
have possession of my own house, or else I’ll
know why.”

“I won’t leave this,” said Leeam, “till I get a
writing from you that I’m paid up clean till next
May.”

The lord gave him the writing, and he came
home and knocked at his own door, but the
wife would not let him in. She said that Leeam
O’Rooney was dead and buried, and that the
man at the door was only a deceiver.

He went to the barn and got a big bar of iron,
and it wasn’t long till he broke in the door.
There was great fear on the wife, and the newly
married husband. They thought they were in
the time of the General Resurrection, and that
the end of the world was coming.

The poor woman was greatly afraid, and she
dressed him some meat, and when she saw him
eating and drinking, she said: “It’s a miracle.”

Then Leeam told her his story from first to
last, and she told him each thing that happened,
and then he said:

“I’ll go to the grave to-morrow, till | see
the behoonuchye Dburied in my place.”

The day on the morrow Leeam brought a lot of
men with him to the churchyard, and they dug
open the grave, and were lifting up the coffin,
when a big black dog jumped out of it, and
made off, and Leeam and the men after it.

They were following it till they saw it going
into the house in which Leeam had been asleep.



Nuair d’imtig Liam agus na fir 6ga abaile
d’innis siad ga¢ nid do $agart na paraiste, agus
sgaoil sé an pdsad a bi eidir bean Liaim agus
an buacaill-aimsire.

Do mair Liam bliadanta 'nna diaig se0, agus
d’fag sé saidbreas mor 'nna diaig, agus ti
cuimne air i g-Clar-Gaillim fos, agus béid go
ded, ma téideann an sgeul so 6 na sean-daoinib
¢um na ndaoine 6g.
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When Leeam and the men went home, they
told everything to the priest of the parish, and
he dissolved the marriage that was between
Leeam’s wife and the servant boy.

Leeam lived for years after that, and he left
great wealth behind him, and they remember
him in Clare-Galway still, and will remember
him if this story goes down from the old people
to the young people.
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