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The Celts 

  1200-700 BC: Bronze Age Urnfield Culture of Northern Europe 

  700-500 BC: Iron Age Hallstat Culture in Upper Austria 

  500 BC: La Tène in Switzerland 





St. Brendan (489-583 A.D.) 



Brendan 
Barinthius: tale of the Islands of Delight and Promise of the Saints 

  Brendan’s Departure: Island of St. Enda to build boat and take on 
three more monks plus the original 14 

  1: Mansion with precious vessels; bridle-bit stolen; demon exorcized 

  2: Abundant sheep and water; prophecy of Paradise of Birds 

  3: Whale and cauldron: Lasconius as Ouroboros 

  4: Paradise of Birds: Neutral Angels singing Hymns; Prophecies 

  5: St. Ailbe for Nativity: two fountains, old monk, square chapel with 
seven lamps and crystal altar, 24 monks, fiery arrow through window 

  6: Lent: Spring, Fish, Herbs, Soporific water 



Brendan 
  7: Return to Island of Last Supper on Holy Saturday 

  8: Easter Sunday again on the Whale 

  9: Paradise of Birds until Pentecost with recap and prophecy 

  10: Two big fish fight 

  11: Island with Herbage and Carcass of the Whale for 3 months 

  12: Isle of Strong Men: boys, young men, elders chanting 

  13: Fountains, Bird with Big Grapes, Herbage for 40 days 

  14: Fight between Gryphon and Big Bird 

  15: St. Ailbe again to Islands of Easter and Christmas again 



Brendan 
  16: Festival of St. Peter and clear sea swirling with big fish 

  17: Crystal column with silver canopy, 4 pavilions, chalice 

  18: Isle of Smiths: forges, burning, boiling sea 

  19: Mountain of Fire and multitude of demons 

  20: Judas tormented on a rock, throngs of demons and waves 

  21: Paul the Spiritual sent by St. Patrick: 2 caves, spring, 140 yrs old 

  22: Holy Saturday, Easter Mass again on the Whale, Paradise of Birds 

  23: Island of the Saints: Fruit, Eternal Light, Radiant young man, river 
dividing land in two parts, departure with fruit and gems 

  24: Island of Delights to home monastery 



Voyage of Bran (7th Century) 



Voyage of Bran 
  Woman with Silver Branch and White Blossoms sing 50 quatrains 

  Isle of Bliss: games, Singing Birds on Great Tree; No sorrow, treachery, 
sickness, death; Dragonstones and crystals, music and wine; gold, 
silver, and bronze chariots 

  Man over sea of blood, singing host of motley women, little birds from 
Imchiuin, laughter, everlasting joy, games, no decay or death 

  Prophecy of Christ, Call for Bran to leave for Land of Women 

  Bran with 3x9 mates encounter Manannan son of Lir on chariot 

  Sings 30 quatrains describing sea as field of flowers with rivers of 
honey, speckled salmon calves and lambs, host of horses, woods with 
beautiful fruit, trees with golden leaves under the prow of the skiff,  



Bran 
Manannan’s story: they are from beginning of creation, slain by greed 
and lust on the evil day when the Serpent came, expect a noble 
salvation by the King who created them 

  Tells of Monann, descendant of Lir, fair man with body of white clay, 
the delight of every fairy knoll, who will make secrets known 

  Shape shifter: dragon, wolf, stag with silver horns, speckled salmon, 
seal, swan; 100 years of kingship; dragonstone from the sea kills him 

  Sends Bran to Land of Women via Island of Joy 

  Woman throws ball of thread to Bran and reels coracle in 

  Thrice nine beds for the couples; inexhaustible feast 

Nechtan homesick for Ireland, turns to ashes, Bran sails away 



The Voyage of Mael Duin (8th-9th Century) 
Aillil of the Edge of Battle fathers Mael Duin with a nun, then slain by 
the marauders of Leix 

Mael Duin brought up by Queen with 3 foster brothers until envious 
soldier sets him on search for his true father 

  Scorched search in fatherland where Aillil was killed 

  Wizard helps him build boat, foster brothers swim to join the crew 

  Comes to island of the killers of Aillil but blown away by the wind 

   Islands: Ants, Gentle Birds, Horse Dog, Giant Horse Race, Mansion 
with Salmon Feast, Flowering Apple Rod, Beast with Revolving Skin, 
Cannibalistic Horses, Red Pigs and Golden Apples, White Mansion 
with Cat and Treasures, Black and White Sheep, Little Pigs, River of 
Fire with Giant tending huge Oxen, Hideous Mill, Wailing Multitude 



Mael Duin 
  Islands: Gold, Silver, Brass, Crystal Fence with Kings, Queens, 

Maidens, and Warriors 

  Fortress with Bronze Door, Bridge of Glass, Maiden with Fountain 
and feasting; 

  Stranded Hermit; Hermit in Golden Rampart; 

  Smiths boiling the Sea; 

  Sea of Green Glass to Cloudy Sea with Beast devouring Oxen below 

  Island of Water Cliffs with people, cattle, woman with large nuts 

  Island with Rainbow River dropping huge salmon 

  Silver Column and Net Diuran cuts piece of for Armagh offering 



Mael Duin 

  Island on Foot with Door in Pedestal 

  Fortress with maiden wearing blue hood, purple mantle, gloves with 
gold embroidery, sandals, riding on race horse 

  Baths in fortress and 17 maidens for the crew, Mael Duin & Queen 

  Calypso’s Temptation: Everlasting Life free of labor and wandering 

  Restless crew persaudes Mael Duin to leave after 3 months 

  Ball of thread reels them back until hand cut off crewmember 

  Island of Willow and Hazels, soporific berry juice 

  Island of Brenaiinn of Birr with huge Bird on tree with big red berries, 
preened by two eagles, Diuran bathes in lake of renewal 



Mael Duin 

  Islands of Laughing Multitude, Revolving Rampart of Fire with 
beautiful men feasting with golden vessels inside 

  Man of Rock: church thief from Torach given eternal life by God for 
not burying peasant on top of pious person: throws treasures off boat 
to rid himself of crowd of demons, then stranded on rock where he is 
fed salmon by otters; Prophecy of Mael Duin’s return with advice to 
forgive killer of Aillil 

  Island with cattle and falcon that leads them homeward, via first island 
where marauders of Leix receive them 

  Sacred poet sings of the marvels at sea, and lays silver net on the altar 
at Armagh 

















Tennyson, “The Voyage of Maeldune” 
I. 

I was the chief of the race—he had stricken my father dead— 

But I gather’d my fellows together, I swore I would strike off his head. 

Each of them look’d like a king, and was noble in birth as in worth, 

And each of them boasted he sprang from the oldest race upon earth. 

Each was as brave in the light as the bravest hero of song, 

And each of them liefer had died than have done one another a wrong. 

He lived on an isle in the ocean—we sail’d on a Friday morn— 

He that had slain my father the day before I was born. 

  

II. 

And we came to the isle in the ocean, and there on the shore was he. 

But a sudden blast blew us out and away thro’ a boundless sea. 

 



III. 

And we came to the Silent Isle that we never had touch’d at before, 

Where a silent ocean always broke on a silent shore, 

And the brooks glitter’d on in the light without sound, and the long waterfall, 

Pour’d in a thunderless plunge to the base of the mountain walls, 

And the poplar and cypress unshaken by storm flourish’d up beyond sight, 

And the pine shot aloft from the crag to an unbelievable height, 

And high in the heaven above it there flicker’d a songless lark, 

And the cock couldn’t crow, and the bull couldn’t low, and the dog couldn’t bark. 

And round it we went, and thro’ it, but never a murmur, a breath— 

It was all of it fair as life, it was all of it quiet as death, 

And we hated the beautiful Isle, for whenever we strove to speak 

Our voices were thinner and fainter than any flittermouse-shriek; 

And the men that were mighty of tongue and could raise such a battle-cry 

That a hundred who heard it would rush on a thousand lances and die— 

O they to be dumb’d by the charm!—so fluster’d with anger were they 

They almost fell on each other; but after we sail’d away.  



IV. 

And we came to the Isle of Shouting, we landed, a score of wild birds 

Cried from the topmost summit with human voices and words; 

Once in an hour they cried, and whenever their voices peal’d 

The steer fell down at the plow and the harvest died from the field, 

And the men dropt dead in the valleys and half of the cattle went lame, 

And the roof sank in on the hearth, and the dwelling broke into flame; 

And the shouting of these wild birds ran into the hearts of my crew, 

Till they shouted along with the shouting and seized one another and 
slew; 

But I drew them the one from the other; I saw that we could not stay, 

And we left the dead to the birds and we sail’d with our wounded away. 

 



V. 

And we came to the Isle of Flowers: their breath met us out on the seas, 

For the Spring and the middle Summer sat each on the lap of the breeze; 

And the red passion-flower to the cliffs and the dark-blue clematis, clung, 

And starr’d with a myriad blossom the long convolvulus hung; 

And the topmost spire of the mountain was lilies in lieu of snow, 

And the lilies like glaciers winded down, running out below 

Thro’ the fire of the tulip and poppy, the blaze of gorse, and the blush 

Of millions of roses that sprang without leaf or a thorn from the bush; 

And the whole isle-side flashing down from the peak without ever a tree 

Swept like a torrent of gems from the sky to the blue of the sea; 

And we roll’d upon capes of crocus and vaunted our kith and our kin, 

And we wallow’d in beds of lilies, and chanted the triumph of Finn, 

Till each like a golden image was pollen’d from head to feet 

And each was as dry as a cricket, with thirst in the middle-day heat. 

Blossom and blossom, and promise of blossom, but never a fruit! 

And we hated the Flowering Isle, as we hated the isle that was mute, 

And we tore up the flowers by the million and flung them in bight and bay, 

And we left but a naked rock, and in anger we sail’d away. 

 



VI. 

And we came to the Isle of Fruits: all round from the cliffs and the capes, 

Purple or amber, dangled a hundred fathom of grapes, 

And the warm melon lay like a little sun on the tawny sand, 

And the fig ran up from the beach and rioted over the land, 

And the mountain arose like a jewell’d throne thro’ the fragrant air, 

Glowing with all-colour’d plums and with golden masses of pear, 

And the crimson and scarlet of berries that flamed upon bine and vine, 

But in every berry and fruit was the poisonous pleasure of wine; 

And the peak of the mountain was apples, the hugest that ever were seen, 

And they prest, as they grew, on each other, with hardly a leaflet between, 

And all of them redder than rosiest health or than utterest shame, 

And setting, when Even descended, the very sunset aflame; 

And we stay’d three days, and we gorged and we madden’d, till every one drew 

His sword on his fellow to slay him, and ever they struck and they slew; 

And myself, I had eaten but sparely, and fought till I sunder’d the fray, 

Then I bad them remember my father’s death, and we sail’d away. 

 



VII. 

And we came to the Isle of Fire: we were lured by the light from afar, 

For the peak sent up one league of fire to the Northern Star; 

Lured by the glare and the blare, but scarcely could stand upright, 

For the whole isle shudder’d and shook like a man in a mortal affright; 

We were giddy besides with the fruits we had gorged, and so crazed that at last 

There were some leap’d into the fire; and away we sail’d, and we past 

Over that undersea isle, where the water is clearer than air: 

Down we look’d: what a garden! O bliss, what a Paradise there! 

Towers of a happier time, low down in a rainbow deep 

Silent palaces, quiet fields of eternal sleep! 

And three of the gentlest and best of my people, whate’er I could say, 

Plunged head down in the sea, and the Paradise trembled away. 

 



VIII. 

And we came to the Bounteous Isle, where the heavens lean low on the land, 

And ever at dawn from the cloud glitter’d o’er us a sunbright hand, 

Then it open’d and dropt at the side of each man, as he rose from his rest, 

Bread enough for his need till the labourless day dipt under the West; 

And we wander’d about it and thro’ it. O never was time so good! 

And we sang of the triumphs of Finn, and the boast of our ancient blood, 

And we gazed at the wandering wave as we sat by the gurgle of springs, 

And we chanted the songs of the Bards and the glories of fairy kings; 

But at length we began to be weary, to sigh, and to stretch and yawn, 

Till we hated the Bounteous Isle and the sunbright hand of the dawn, 

For there was not an enemy near, but the whole green Isle was our own, 

And we took to playing at ball, and we took to throwing the stone, 

And we took to playing at battle, but that was a perilous play, 

For the passion of battle was in us, we slew and we sail’d away. 

 



IX. 

And we past to the Isle of Witches and heard their musical cry— 

‘Come to us, O come, come’ in the stormy red of a sky 

Dashing the fires and the shadows of dawn on the beautiful shapes, 

For a wild witch naked as heaven stood on each of the loftiest capes, 

And a hundred ranged on the rock like white sea-birds in a row, 

And a hundred gamboll’d and pranced on the wrecks in the sand below, 

And a hundred splash’d from the ledges, and bosom’d the burst of the 
spray, 

But I knew we should fall on each other, and hastily sail’d away. 

 



X. 

And we came in an evil time to the Isle of the Double Towers, 

One was of smooth-cut stone, one carved all over with flowers, 

But an earthquake always moved in the hollows under the dells, 

And they shock’d on each other and butted each other with clashing of 
bells, 

And the daws flew out of the Towers and jangled and wrangled in vain, 

And the clash and boom of the bells rang into the heart and the brain, 

Till the passion of battle was on us, and all took sides with the Towers, 

There were some for the clean-cut stone, there were more for the careen 
flowers, 

And the wrathful thunder of God peal’d over us all the day, 

For the one half slew the other, and after we sail’d away. 

 



XI. 

And we came to the Isle of a Saint who had sail’d with St. Brendan of yore, 

He had lived ever since on the Isle and his winters were fifteen score, 

And his voice was low as from other worlds, and his eyes were sweet, 

And his white hair sank to his heels and his white beard fell to his feet, 

And he spake to me, ‘O Maeldune, let be this purpose of thine! 

Remember the words of the Lord when he told us “Vengeance is mine!” 

His fathers have slain thy fathers in war or in single strife, 

Thy fathers have slain his fathers, each taken a life for a life, 

Thy father had slain his father, how long shall the murder last? 

Go back to the Isle of Finn and suffer the Past to be Past.’ 

And we kiss’d the fringe of his beard and we pray’d as we heard him pray, 

And the Holy man he assoil’d us, and sadly we sail’d away. 

 XII. 

And we came to the Isle we were blown from, and thereon the shore was he, 

The man that had slain my father. I saw him and let him be. 

O weary was I of the travel, the trouble, the strife and the sin, 

When I landed again, with a tithe of my men, on the Isle of Finn.  



The Wanderings of Oisin (W.B. Yeats, 1899) 



The Wanderings of Oisin 
  Frame Tale told to St. Patrick: Deer hunting past Firbolg burial 

mounds to cairns of Maeve’s stony hill overlooking the sea 

Niamh arrives, daughter of Aengus and Edain, crossing the foam after 
hearing Danaan poets sing of Oisin 

  Calls Oisin to journey to land where there are no burial mounds 

  Mounts and rides, passing phantoms across the sea, while Niamh sings 
Danaan songs with inhuman sound 

  Pass hornless deer chased by phantom hound and a lady with a golden 
apple with a young man behind 

  Moon rises and sun sets to shores and woodlands; Niamh summons 
host of singing, dancing faeries with her horn 

 



Oisin 
  Come to young man sleeping in house of wattles, clay, skin who holds 

up a flashing sceptre, mocking Time, Death, Fate, and Chance 

  Dance to the sea, through a winding thicket of roses, through windless 
woods, to a woody central hill: sing a song to the stars 

  100 years of hunting, fishing, loving with Niamh 

  Called to lebury by the sight of an old Fenian lance 

  Pass the youth, lady, deer and hound while Niamh sings of faeries and 
Druids to the misty sea journey 

  Arrive at Dark Towers on Isle of Many Fears 

  Pass through pillars up moonlit staircase between dark statues 



Oisin 
  Tie horse to feet of one and continue up the stairs 

  Lady chained to two eagles needing deliverance from demons 

Oisin breaks chain and climbs to door and hall of horsemen 

  Cross hall to ring with torch and door, Lady gives him Manannan’s 
Sword, he who built the hall with captive demons 

  Enters high dome with shadowy faces and crosses to small door 
sunken in the wall through which he sees demon by the stream 

  Fights with Manannan’s Sword and demon changes into an eel, a fir 
tree, a drowning man, until killed by sword 

Oisin healed, sleeps on otter skins, feasts for three days 

 



Oisin 
  Demon emerges renewed from the sea and they fight for 100 years 

  Then leave Manannan’s Dark Tower for Island of Forgetfulness 

  Over the sea to island of hazel and oak and valley of slumbering giants, 
ears feathered, hands the claws of birds, owls nesting in their hair 

  Chief with soft shining bell branch in hand awaked by horn of Niamh 

Oisin and Niamh then lulled to 100 year sleep by music of the branch 

  Dreams to whole history of the Fenians until awakened by his horse 

  Leaves Niamh wailing by the shore and returns to Ireland, where 
Maeve lies sleeping 

  Up bridle path, by churches, Fenians and Gods forgotten; falls from 
horse and assumes 300 year old form and vows return to Fenians  



W.B. Yeats, “The Song of Wandering Aengus” 

I went out to the hazel wood, 

Because a fire was in my head, 

And cut and peeled a hazel wand, 

And hooked a berry to a thread; 

And when white moths were on the wing, 

And moth-like stars were flickering out, 

I dropped the berry in a stream 

And caught a little silver trout. 

  

When I had laid it on the floor 

I went to blow the fire a-flame, 

But something rustled on the floor, 

And someone called me by my name: 

It had become a glimmering girl 

With apple blossom in her hair 

Who called me by my name and ran 

And faded through the brightening air. 

  

Though I am old with wandering 

Through hollow lands and hilly lands, 

I will find out where she has gone, 

And kiss her lips and take her hands; 

And walk among long dappled grass, 

And pluck till time and times are done, 

The silver apples of the moon, 

The golden apples of the sun. 



Yeats, “The Stolen Child” 
Where dips the rocky highland 

Of Sleuth Wood in the lake, 

There lies a leafy island 

Where flapping herons wake 

The drowsy water rats; 

There we’ve hid our faery vats, 

Full of berrys 

And of reddest stolen cherries. 

Come away, O human child! 

To the waters and the wild 

With a faery, hand in hand, 

For the world’s more full of weeping than you can understand. 

 

 



Where the wave of moonlight glosses 

The dim gray sands with light, 

Far off by furthest Rosses 

We foot it all the night, 

Weaving olden dances 

Mingling hands and mingling glances 

Till the moon has taken flight; 

To and fro we leap 

And chase the frothy bubbles, 

While the world is full of troubles 

And anxious in its sleep. 

Come away, O human child! 

To the waters and the wild 

With a faery, hand in hand, 

For the world’s more full of weeping than you can understand. 

 



Where the wandering water gushes 

From the hills above Glen-Car, 

In pools among the rushes 

That scarce could bathe a star, 

We seek for slumbering trout 

And whispering in their ears 

Give them unquiet dreams; 

Leaning softly out 

From ferns that drop their tears 

Over the young streams. 

Come away, O human child! 

To the waters and the wild 

With a faery, hand in hand, 

For the world’s more full of weeping than you can understand. 

 



Away with us he’s going, 

The solemn-eyed: 

He’ll hear no more the lowing 

Of the calves on the warm hillside 

Or the kettle on the hob 

Sing peace into his breast, 

Or see the brown mice bob 

Round and round the oatmeal chest. 

For he comes, the human child, 

To the waters and the wild 

With a faery, hand in hand, 

For the world’s more full of weeping than he can understand. 

 



“The Man Who Dreamed of Faery Land” 

HE stood among a crowd at Dromahair; 

His heart hung all upon a silken dress, 

And he had known at last some tenderness, 

Before earth took him to her stony care; 

But when a man poured fish into a pile, 

It Seemed they raised their little silver heads, 

And sang what gold morning or evening sheds 

Upon a woven world-forgotten isle 

Where people love beside the ravelled seas; 

That Time can never mar a lover's vows 

Under that woven changeless roof of boughs: 

The singing shook him out of his new ease. 

 



He wandered by the sands of Lissadell; 

His mind ran all on money cares and fears, 

And he had known at last some prudent years 

Before they heaped his grave under the hill; 

But while he passed before a plashy place, 

A lug-worm with its grey and muddy mouth 

Sang that somewhere to north or west or south 

There dwelt a gay, exulting, gentle race 

Under the golden or the silver skies; 

That if a dancer stayed his hungry foot 

It seemed the sun and moon were in the fruit: 

And at that singing he was no more wise. 

 



He mused beside the well of Scanavin, 

He mused upon his mockers:  without fail 

His sudden vengeance were a country tale, 

When earthy night had drunk his body in; 

But one small knot-grass growing by the pool 

Sang where -- unnecessary cruel voice -- 

Old silence bids its chosen race rejoice, 

Whatever ravelled waters rise and fall 

Or stormy silver fret the gold of day, 

And midnight there enfold them like a fleece 

And lover there by lover be at peace. 

The tale drove his fine angry mood away. 

 



He slept under the hill of Lugnagall; 

And might have known at last unhaunted sleep 

Under that cold and vapour-turbaned steep, 

Now that the earth had taken man and all: 

Did not the worms that spired about his bones 

proclaim with that unwearied, reedy cry 

That God has laid His fingers on the sky, 

That from those fingers glittering summer runs 

Upon the dancer by the dreamless wave. 

Why should those lovers that no lovers miss 

Dream, until God burn Nature with a kiss? 

The man has found no comfort in the grave. 

 



Nordic Mythologies 

Snorri Sturleson (1178-1241): Prose Edda, Poetic Edda 
(Völuspá: Prophecy of the Völva (Seeress)), Egils Saga 

  See Lee Hollander, UT Austin Press, 1962. 

  W.H. Auden Poetic Edda 

















Snorri Sturleson (1178-1241):  
Prose Edda, Poetic Edda (Völuspá: Prophecy of the Völva (Seeress)), Egils Saga 

 









































Thor’s Journey to Utgard 
  Thor and Loki stop at peasant home and slaughter 2 goats 

  Boy eats marrow so the one goat is lame when resurrected from skin 

  Two boys indentured and the four leave Midgard across sea to Utgard 

  Huge dark hall, earthquake, five chambers: sleeping giant’s glove 

  Giant joins the 5 to oak grove: three blows of the hammer 

  Directs the 4 go enormous stronghold of the giant Utgarda-Loki 

  Tests: Loki loses eating battle, Boy loses race, Thor loses drinking 
game, lifting cat, wrestling match with the old crone 

  3 valleys, horn full of ocean, cat Midgard Serpent, Crone Old Age 



















Death of Balder (Gylfagininning 49) 
 Balder’s perilous dreams: Frigg’s oaths (fire, water, iron, metals, stones, 

earth, trees, sickness, beasts, birds, venom, serpents) 

Aesir throw stones at Balder during the Thing, Loki irritated 

  Loki in disguise as woman goes to Frigg at Fensalir (mistletoe) 

  Loki instructs blind Hoder to shoot Balder with mistletoe 

  Frigg enlists Hermoder to ride Sleipnir to Hel and retrieve Balder 

Balder’s Funeral: burning ship pushed off shore by giantess riding on a 
wolf bridled with vipers; Balder’s wife Nanna dies and put on pyre 

  Procession: Odin, Valkyries, Ravens; Frey’ chariot drawn by a boar 
called Fearful Tusk; Heimdaller on Horse; Freya with Cats; Rime and 
Hill Giants; Gold Ring (Draupnir) put on board 



Hermoder’s Journey to Hel 
  Nine nights to Gjoll-Bridge guarded by maiden, Modguder who asks 

his name and race and directs him to Hel-Gate 

  Horse leaps over gate into hall where Balder sits on high throne 

  Hel (Goddess) says if all things mourn and weep Balder can return 

Hermoder sends gold ring to Odin and Nanna sends Frigg a smock 

Hermoder returns to Asgard and all things weep except the giantess 
called Thokk (Loki in disguise) 
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