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The SAGA of LADY ERIN McFIONN ~ 
 

and how she became The WARRIOR PRINCESS 
 

 
 
 

It was in the early days of the spring when breezes were becoming warm and 

blossoms were scattered upon the hills that the mighty King, the great Conn 

O’Connor was blessed with the birth of a precious Princess. Although his Queen had 

honored the King with eleven strong lads, this was their first and only daughter. As 

the King proudly held her before his people, he proclaimed her to be Princess Erin. 

 

The King doted on his princess with gifts of every kind. Great scholars were 

employed for her education and her skills were developed to perfection. As she 

grew, she showed great talent for dance. So great was her ability that she would 

surpass all contenders at the clan competitions, which the great King held often. 

 

When she reached her tenth birthday, Erin came into the King’s chamber and asked 

why her studies had never included instruction in combat. The king replied to her, 

“Dearest daughter, your brothers are all great warriors. But you are far too 

precious to risk injury and I could not permit such a study.”  

 

“But Father,” Erin protested, “I am as strong as any of my brothers and I wish to 

learn the art of defense so that I may protect you and dear Mother.”  

 

“Do not concern yourself with this,” her father replied patiently. “Your brothers 

will protect us all. Your role will be to honor us with your art.” 

 

And so it was that Princess Erin would continue her studies. Yet, unknown to her 

father, her brothers took pity on her desires and secretly trained her in warfare. 

When all their studies and chores were done, they would steal away into the 

forest where they would practice hour upon hour. In time, Princess Erin acquired 

great skill in the ways of warfare. 
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Now a day came when the Great King Conn called for a celebration. His forces 

had conquered the king of Liex and he wished to celebrate with three days of song 

and dancing. Rumors slowly spread that followers of the defeated king planned to 

attack the O’Connor kingdom. But Conn O’Connor was proud of his military and had 

faith in the defense he could call upon. So, the great celebration was to occur 

without delay. 

 

Upon the second day, Princess Erin took to the center with a dance of 

celebration. The pipers and drummers were inspired with her sweeping gestures and 

the music swelled to incredible heights. Princess Erin was poised as a swan and swift 

as a deer as she leaped and swirled about the floor. The people were at first 

entranced in silence and then fired with ecstasy as they observed the most perfect 

art of the Princess. With the completion of her dance, the people howled with 

cheers. 

 

But then, a dark messenger arrived with horrible news. An army was advancing on 

their town from the North. Without a doubt, these were the remnants of troops 

from the defeated king of Liex bent upon revenge. A call went out to all able-

bodied men to muster on behalf of King Conn. And so, the Princess Erin’s brothers 

rushed to their home to prepare for battle. 

 

As soon as she could break away from the crowd, Princess Erin sped to her home. 

When she arrived, she found that her brothers had already departed for the battle. 

To her surprise, all weapons had been carried off. All she could find was a hurling 

stick propped against the hearth. She grabbed the stick, wrapped herself in leather 

for a jerkin and ran out to the stable. There she found her father’s charge, a 

large black shire. She leaped upon his back, clinging to his mane and spurred him 

toward the battle. 

 

 

 

The ride north to the battle took well over an hour. When the Princess arrived, 

the battle was set fully in force. The lines had advanced upon each other and hand-

to-hand combat was churning throughout the battlefield. Princess Erin charged 
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into the middle where her brothers stood face to face with the strongest of the 

enemy. She swung her hurling stick through the air. It met the helm of a warrior 

with a loud crack. The warrior fell, his helm split in two. 

 

Again and again the mighty stick swung through the air and every time another of 

their enemy was vanquished. Princess Erin leaped from her charge to the ground 

and rushed toward the commander. Her stick circled around her head with such 

force that the air sung with a loud roar. When she reached the commander, she 

fell upon him with the vengeance of the great O’Connors. Clutching the stick with 

both hands she swung the bloody club straight down upon him. Staggering backward, 

the commander fell, his blood gushing from the crown of his head. Upon this 

horrific sight, the enemy turned as one and fell to their knees in surrender. 

 

When the King Conn heard of her valor, he could not conceal his pride. Although 

she had disobeyed his wishes, the Princess had proven herself to be a great warrior 

and defender of the O’Connor name. And so she became known as Erin the Princess 

Warrior. 

 

 

 

But, our story is not as yet ended. As the fates would have it, a young and 

handsome warrior - a leader in his own right - had joined the O’Connors in their 

great battle. He was none other than Kenan McFionn the grandson of the mighty 

Finn McCool, and the leader of the renowned Red Branch Warriors. He observed 

the bravery of Princess Erin and was impressed with her strength and fortitude. But 

when he drew close, he became enchanted with her beauty and vowed to make her 

his bride. Princess Erin was equally enchanted by the handsome Prince and secretly 

wished that he would ask her father for her hand. 

 
Within a few days of the battle, Lord McFionn sent word to King O’Connor that he 

would need have an audience. The great Conn was perplexed by this request, but 

agreed to meet that evening. Upon his arrival in the O’Connor castle, Lord McFionn 

made his titles known so as to be properly introduced to the King. Then he got to 

the business of asking the King for the hand of his daughter in marriage. When this 

was revealed, the King was pleased.  
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However, he proclaimed, “I know you to be of valor and integrity. Nevertheless, I 

must insist upon a guarantee of my daughter’s well being before I may consent to 

this union of our houses.” 

 

“Please speak your mind so that I may consider it,” Lord McFionn responded. 

 

“I would ask that my brother Niall accompany my daughter to serve as protector.” 

The King continued. “If you permit this, I may consent to your wish.” 

 

“I would welcome your brother to my household,” proclaimed the Lord. “All within 

your family shall be welcome to the House of McFionn.” 

 

 

 

And thus the Princess Erin was wed to Lord McFionn and they made their home in 

Tipperary. It is said that never have two people enjoyed more love or a more 

perfect marriage. 

 

 


