




“What kind of teeth does that lad have?  They must be made of iron!  Let me see your choppers, baby.”


At that, Baby-Fin opened wide his mouth, and Cucullin stuck in his brass finger – the very brass finger that was the secret of his strength.


With a strong bite, Fin M’Coul bit the brass finger right off.  Then up Fin leapt and began to pound the daylights out of poor, weak Cucullin.





Out the door went Cucullin, never to bother anyone, let alone Fin M’Coul again.





“Tea’s ready, m’ love,” said Oonagh, and Fin M’Coul sat down with the best giant wife in the whole world.  And they lived a long, happy life.
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“All right, woman,” bellowed the giant at the door.  “Where’s that coward, Fin M’Coul, that I’ve been chasin’ after, all this time?”


“Well, well,” said Oonagh.  “Now, isn’t that a shame.  Fin was off workin’ when some important family affair called him away.  But he’ll be home by tea time, so why don’t you just come right in and sit down.”


Poor Fin trembled in the cradle.





Oonagh sent around to the neighbors to borrow one-and-twenty iron frying pans.  She hid them in loaves of bread.  She set them in the cupboard with some bread she had baked the day before.


She then took a pot of milk and made it into cheese and put it along with some white stones at the foot of the cradle she had made up.


“Now my darlin’,” she said, handing Fin some baby clothes.  “Put these on and do everything just as I’m about to tell you.”





One morning, when Fin M’Coul was busy working, the word came that Cucullin was coming. 


Cucullin was a giant too, and without a doubt the strongest in that part of the world.  When he walked, the very earth trembled, and with one blow of his fist he had flattened a thunderbolt so it looked like a pancake.  He was so proud of that feat, that he kept the thunderbolt in his pocket to show all just how strong he was.








In olden times, when Ireland’s glens and woods were still filled with fairies and leprechauns, giants, too lived on that fair Emerald Isle. 


One of the finest of those big folk was Fin M’Coul, who was wed to the lovely great lass, Oonagh.


They made their home on the top of Knockmany Hill.





Cucullin was not to be outdone by a baby.  He grabbed a stone and squeezed.  He squeezed.  And squeezed.  Squeeze as he might, he couldn’t get one drop of water out of it.  He popped it into his mouth and with a chomp, there went the rest of his teeth.





“He seems a strong lad,” said Cucullin, getting a little worried. 


“Ah, yes,” said Oonagh beaming.  “Why, instead of dollies, he loves to play with those stones there in his cradle.  Show the nice man, baby dear.”


Fin did as he was told.  He picked up a stone that was really the cheese and squeezed all the water out of it and popped it into his mouth and ate it down.





“The baby began to holler too.  “Hungry, hungry, hungry.”


“Ah, sweet dumplin’,” said Oonagh, and she handed Baby-Fin a loaf.  And because there was no frying pan in it, Fin ate it right down.


“More,” said the baby, and he gobbled up another loaf.
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“All right, woman,” bellowed the giant at the door.  “Where’s that coward, Fin M’Coul, that I’ve been chasin’ after, all this time?”


“Well, well,” said Oonagh.  “Now, isn’t that a shame.  Fin was off workin’ when some important family affair called him away.  But he’ll be home by tea time, so why don’t you just come right in and sit down.”


Poor Fin trembled in the cradle.








“While you’re waitin’, why not have a bite to eat,” said Oonagh.


Cucullin, who was as much a glutton as he was a bully, popped a loaf into his mouth and took a huge bite – right down on one of the frying pans.  -- CLANG!


“Yowl!” shouted Cucullin.  “What kind of devil’s bread is this?  Here are two of my teeth out!”

















