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THE WALK

	 

	Bran jumped up at Mrs Sullivan for the third time, whining and wagging his tail. 

	“Oh stop it Bran… you are driving me crazy! You are a daft dog aren’t you!” She patted him on the head. “I know you want to go for a walk but I am far too busy now. Where are those two children?”

	“Rian! Orla! Take this silly dog for a walk before I trip over him.” 

	There was no answer. Mrs Sullivan sighed and she went into the sitting room with Bran following her. Rian and Orla sat on the sofa playing computer games on their Xbox whilst wearing headsets. Their mam went around the back of the sofa and took off their headsets.

	“Mam, what are you doing?” shrieked Orla. 

	“You just spoilt the game!” yelled Rian.

	“Forget about your game. It is a beautiful day outside and you’re stuck in here? Take Bran for a walk before my hair goes completely grey.” 

	Orla looked up at her mother and saw from her mam’s face that she was serious. Rian muttered to himself but turned off the Xbox and went to get Bran’s lead. 

	It took a while to get the lead on Bran as he kept jumping and twisting around with excitement. Orla knelt down to him and held her finger to her lips and Bran calmed down long enough for her to clip the lead onto his collar. Rian put some water bottles and a small dog bowl into a small rucksack as it was a very hot day, whilst Orla held Bran on a short lead. When they got outside their farmhouse which was at the end of a country lane, Bran kept tugging and pulling Rian as they walked down past the estate of new houses that had recently been built. At the end of the road they turned right, walked through the village of Kilduff and then turned right again and headed towards the black mountains that looked down over the village. The little road narrowed into a stony path that led to fields that ran alongside a mountain stream. The pathway actually went up past their family’s farmland and carried on past their neighbour Dan Finnegan’s little cottage. 

	Dan was leaning over his gate as they approached his cottage. 

	“Hi Dan!” the children greeted him.

	“Well hello there. How are you today? Hello Bran! Going walkies?”

	Bran jumped up at the gate and put his front paws on the gate and stood on his hind legs. He cocked his head and barked. Dan laughed and patted Bran’s head.

	“Yes, you’re a good boy, Bran.”

	“Where are you heading?” Dan asked Orla and Rian.

	“Up to the rowan tree beside the stream at the foot of the mountain,” replied Rian.

	“Would you mind if I tagged along? I could do with a walk and it’s a beautiful day.”

	“Of course you can come along. We love listening to your stories”

	“Hang on a minute, and I will bring some buttered scones for us and a flask of water.”

	“Thanks, Dan. We have some water for ourselves.” Orla said.

	Once Dan was ready, they trudged up the hilly ground that led to the rowan tree. They sat down on some rocks under the shade of the rowan tree. Rian let Bran off his lead, took out the water bottles and the dog bowl and poured out some water for Bran. Bran lapped up the water as if his life depended on it.

	“You were thirsty boy!” Rian laughed. 

	Rian and Orla also drank water from their water bottles while Dan brought out the scones.

	“Here you are! Nothing better than a scone with butter when you’re hungry,” said Dan as he passed them a scone each. As they ate, some crumbs fell to the ground and Bran quickly ate them up. Dan broke off a piece of his scone and gave it to Bran.

	“Bran is a great name for a dog. Do you know where it comes from?” Dan asked the children.

	“From some Irish legend I think,” replied Orla.

	“Well, you have probably heard of Fionn mac Cumhaill. The children nodded, as they were still eating. “He had two hunting dogs called Bran and Sceolan. Talking about dogs…I suppose you have learnt about Cuchulainn at school?”

	“Yes, there was a story about a boy and a big dog, but the boy had a different name…something beginning with S.” Rian said.

	“You’re right, Rian, There was a boy called Setanta…

	 

	 He had heard from his mother that his uncle, King of Ulster, Conchubar Mac Neasa, had set up a boy-troop for the sons of warriors. Setanta wanted to join the boy-troop there and then, but his mother told him that he was too young. So Setanta ran away and went to join the boy-troop. He took his hurley, his ball and his javelin. On his way to his uncle’s castle he saw lads from the boy-troop, playing a game of hurling. Setanta ran in and joined the game without being asked. He took the ball up on his hurley and ran down the field and scored a goal.  The other boys were not happy with him taking over their game, so they attacked him and a big fight started. His uncle heard the noise and went to find out what was going on. He saw that Setanta was fiercely fighting back and wasn’t running from his attackers.

	Conchubar demanded that the fighting should stop. He told his nephew that he should have introduced himself to the boy-troop and asked for their protection. Setanta replied that he didn’t know that and asked the others boys for their protection, but then started attacking them. The king shouted at him to stop. Setanta explained that he had asked them for their protection but that it was clear that they needed his protection. So, one by one the boys told Setanta their names and asked for his protection. He said yes to each boy and became the youngest member of the boy-troop that day. 

	About a year later, a smith named Chullain, sent an invitation to King Conchubar to come to his house for food, drink and conversation but not to bring many other people as he wasn’t rich. So the king set out with a few men and on the way he passed where the boy-troop were playing games.  The king stopped to watch. In the game of snatching each other’s cloaks, Setanta grabbed all of the cloaks. In the next game they had to try to knock each other over. Again, Setanta was the last boy standing. After that, a game of hurling was set up with Setanta on one side and all the others against him.  Conchubar called to his nephew and asked him to join him at the smith’s house. Setanta replied that he would finish the game and follow on later. The king continued on his journey and was welcomed warmly by Chullain.  
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