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PREFACE BY THE GENERAL EDITOR

; ,-"..:o'

= N

2

o
)

ET, though I am 1mperfect,” wrote St. Patrick
at the close of his days, “I wish my brethren and
kinsfolk to know the kind of me.”

_ To know the kind of him! That is what every
reader wishes to know more fully regarding the great
Saint and Apostle of Ireland, mystic and man of action,
who came to bring the faith to an entire people, a faith
which they have kept inviolate for fifteen centuries.

And yet it is not the man himself so much as the story
of his life that perplexes the historian. A dozen pages in
Latin sum up the documents we possess from him in his
own hand. The earliest biography of him, if we may so
call it, was not written until two hundred years after his
death. Later lives that have come down to us are largely
fabulous. Beyond that, what has the historian to rely
upon? Some stray records, traditions, legends, from which
to gather what facts he can to fit into his mosaic, with the
chronology still at times uncertain and the events in part
conjectural.

Nonetheless, when all has been said, a marvellously con-
sistent and reliable picture can be given of St. Patrick, as
the author’s book bears witness. A vivid, realistic, and gen-
uinely historical narrative has been built up by him. Its
comparative brevity, 1n fact, is accounted for by its studied
exclusion of the fabulous.

“You have produced, and that with ample evidence,”
remarked an eminent Irish historical authority, after
critically reviewing the manuscript, “a fuller and more
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18t. Patrick’s Confession, see present volume, Chapter XIV, p. 150.
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V1 Preface by the General Editor

real St. Patrick than has been given in any other book.”
To have merited this honest verdict, from a foremost
scholar in the field, must be reckoned as worth all the
time and labour lavishly bestowed on this work.

Three things the author sought to convey to his readers:
a trustworthy visualisation of the times; a firm grasp of the
historically certain work of the saint, as known to modern
research; and, lastly, an understanding of the saint’s way
of thinking and of the nature of his spirituality. The latter
characteristics have been illustrated, wherever possible, by
St. Patrick’s own sayings or by glimpses caught of him in
the traditional portrait preserved in the racial mind.

But Ireland, at the earth’s end, is not isolated by the
author from the rest of civilisation. Contemporary with
St. Patrick, as we are made to feel and realize, were St.
Augustine in Africa, St. Jerome at Bethlehem, St. Chrysos-
tom 1n Constantinople, and St. Cyril in Alexandria. What
an age of great men!

A widely travelled man was St. Patrick himself, and in
particular was he Rome-minded. “Church of the Irish,
nay ot the Romans!” are his deathless words. “As you are
Christians so be ye Romans.” The rock to which he would
have them cling was the Rock on which alone Christ had
built His Church, Peter, holder of the keys.

An age of magnificently great men, it was yet an age of
chaotic and abysmal events such as it seemed had not been
from the beginning of time. Christian civilisation in
Africa was wiped out by the Vandals, never to be revived
again. Rome fell, and all the world cried out.

Because of the withdrawal of Roman arms, Britain was
laid waste by the then pagan Irish and the boy Patrick
dragged off to captivity. Through him Ireland was singled
out in the mercy of God to lead in the reconquest of the
world for Christ. Does it not look like a divine compensa-
tion at the very moment when all seemed lost and Chris.
tianity was seemingly doomed to perish? Patrick was not
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merely the Apostle of Ireland, he was the Man of Prov-
1dence. Imperfect and ignorant as he accounted himself,
he was thereby most fittingly made the tool of a divine
design, more vast than we can trace.

It 1s with redoubled interest, then, that we view the
half-clad slave boy, captured in the Irish raid, herding the
swine of his pagan master on the hills of Slemish; that we
follow his flight, led as he is by mysterious voices, and
trace his travels and adventures, until, invested with the
episcopal dignity, he returns as God’s anointed to the
shores of the Gael. Hardly has he safely landed when, like
part of a divine Romance, a little pagan boy finds him
fast asleep on the Irish coast and gathers the wild flowers
of his native land to place in Patrick’s bosom. How beau-
tifully symbolicall And it is that very boy on whom in
later years falls the mantle of the Prophet. He is made suc-
cessor to St. Patrick, for on him, too, is bestowed the gift to
see with the eyes of the spirit.

Uninvited, Patrick enters the banquet hall of the High-
King of Tara, while the harpers cease to strike their
chords with songs of olden gods, and the white-clad Druids
look at him with fear and stark amazement. A new order
has begun, they realize, but the struggle unto death must
first be waged. There is no doubt as to the final victor.

So from village to village, from court to court, we follow
the true Patrick of history as fifteen hundred years ago his
feet pressed the green sod of Ireland, every leaf of which
he loved. But more than all he loved the souls of Ireland’s
sons and daughters, “begotten by me unto Christ, more
than I can number.” Sweet words, spoken when his body
was feeble from labour but his heart was tender as always
with love. How like the words of St. Paul: “For if you
have ten thousand instructors in Christ, yet not many
fathers. For in Christ Jesus, by the gospel, I have begotten
you!’’?

1 Cor. 4:15.
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Indeed, between Paul and Patrick there is a strong
kinship of souls, alike in their mystical life and their apos-
tolic labours. Both possessed the same strong, fiery nature,
ready to do all, dare all, and endure all for Christ. Yes,
we know St. Patrick, the true, the real, the historic St.
Patrick; and we know him only less definitely and mi-
nutely than we know St. Paul, who has given us so much
of his own life in his precious epistles. |

Finally, to produce a biography of Ireland’s great Apostle
that should be reliable did not necessitate the elimina-
tion of all legendary lore. What it rather implied was a
realistic treatment of it. Fiction and fable even, when
honestly recognized as such, yield valuable testimony to
popular sentiment and not seldom emphasize genuinely
historic characteristics. They are popular thought crystal-
lised in poetry. The true historic vision consists in seeing
through the golden haze of mist the fiery disk of truth. In
all these regards Mr. De Blacam has accomplished a diffi-
cult task with charm, discretion, and distinction.

JosepH HussLEIN, S.]., Pu.D.,
General Editor, Science and Culture Series

St. Louis University,
December 18, 1940.
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CHAPTER ]

THE BOYHOOD OF PATRICK

1. HIS NATIVE LAND

07 AINT PATRICK tells us himself that he was
%>~ born in Britain; he names a place called
Bannavem Taberniae. Nobody knows for sure
where this place was. Formerly, it was held
by most writers that it was near Dumbarton, in Scotland,
then the most northerly Roman stronghold in Britain,
but the chief scholars now favour the Severn valley as
the likeliest region. That land of wheat-fields and cider
presses, with the tinted curves of the Welsh mountains
as background, was a battlefield between Irish raiders and
Roman garrison; and here, Dr. Eoin MacNeill holds?
Patrick was reared. Abergavenny is suggested as the actual
site otf the saint’s home in boyhood.

A few scholars have held that the peninsula of Pem-
broke was the place of Patrick’s birth; and their view
has been championed vigorously by Dr. Oliver St. John
Gogarty in a book? which appeared when the present
writer was at work on the present essay. Pembroke, the
olden Celtic kingdom of Dyfed, a lovely mountainous
headland of granite that 1s clothed in autumn in a purple
vestment of heather — this region has an abiding place
in Irish history. It was invaded from Ireland and colonised,
in the age when Roman power contracted. There, too, at

'Eoin MacNeill, The Birthplace of St. Patrick, Proc. R.I.A.
“0. St. John Gogarty, I Follow Saint Patrick.

1



2 Saint Patrick

St. David’s, the Welsh saint dwelt from whom the great
Irish monastic leaders received inspiration. Later, again,
the Anglo-Norman hosts, under the Earl of Pembroke,
Strongbow, poured from this end of Britain to invade
Ireland and to open the seven hundred years’ Iliad of her
woes. Geography ordained that Pembroke should be, of
old, the place of contact, for better or worse, between
Ireland and Britain; for the peaks of Wicklow, a line on
the horizon, in which the sun goes down, may be
discerned from the hill above St. David’s. Up there, a
rocky seat 1s called St. Patrick’s chair, and tradition says
that he first saw Ireland from that point of vantage. St.
Patrick’s well and St. Patrick’s chapel thereby, formerly
were pointed to as the traditional place of the holy
youth’s baptism. Certainly, tradition and probability are
in harmony here.

At any rate, Patrick was born somewhere in Britain,
in or about the year 885, in the age when the Roman
Empire, the world-state, was decaying, and the extremities
were failing. That Empire reached from the Great Wall
in Northern Britain, and Dyfed in West Britain, away
across the world to Egypt and the Holy Land. Radiating
from Rome, roads ran to all the ends of that vast territory,
and where the English Channel interrupted the road to
the Wall, it was continued in a direct line beyond the
short sea-crossing. Those roads were the best ever made
until the twentieth century, when, after a long age, the
Roman mode of road-making, the packing of small stones
and grit between curbs, was revived, to provide highways
fit for motor traffic. Posts ran regularly on the Roman
roads. Communication was unbroken from Asia Minor
to the corners of Spain, and from Sicily to the lowlands
of Scotland. No frontiers divided this prodigious State;
no tariff walls checked the natural flow of trade. All
educated persons spoke Latin, and Latin was the ver-
nacular of the cities. In fine, the world ruled by the
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Romans was one country as much as the United States
to-day; and with this difference from the United States,
that there existed no other great Power beyond its frontier,
no rival. Outside the Roman world there were only
barbarian peoples (as the Romans called them), chiefly
the Germans and the Irish, neither of whom as yet
possessed a material development to compare with Rome’s
rich artificiality

'The barbarians had no great cities, but the Roman
realm had many, besides the mighty capital. In Britain,
a Celtic seaport had grown, under the Romans, into
Londinium, a huge city, much bigger and richer than
the London which Shakespeare knew thirteen centuries
later. The Roman cities had theatres as splendid as those
of to-day and purveying much the same heathenish
amusements, of which the old poets wrote as moralists
write of the modern theatre. There were amphitheatres,
too, where men fought to the death with sword against
net and trident; tigers and elephants were used in blood-
thirsty spectacles. The rich lived in palaces, the mosaics
of which are dug up sometimes, and had central heating
to combat the i1sland climate. Statues of marbles and
bronze, sumptuous baths, temples, are unearthed to give
us a glimpse of the grandeur that was Rome, even in the
British province. The poor folk dwelt in tenements —
huge blocks like those which we build for the poor now —
and received doles of free food and free amusement.

The mines of Britain were worked for coal and metals.
There was a big export of salt, and many industrial
products were 1mported; all Britain used crockery made
in the factories of Gaul. Britain was one of the Empire’s
main granaries. Shiploads of wheat that was grown in St.
Patrick’s country, from Pembroke to Kent, were sent to
the Continent, to provision the Roman garrisons on

the Rhine.
How was the farming done? Rich men lived in country
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seats called villas. A rural palace of stone, with stables,
barns, and huts, formed a villa: the huts housed beasts and
todder, and also men. The men were slaves. Mark that:
the toiling throng was made up of human beings, who
could be bought and sold. In his writings, St. Patrick
talks of the price of men as we talk of the price of cattle.

All that enormous Empire, with its grand cities, its
palaces, with panels of ivory and gold, 1ts marbles, aque-
ducts, thronged roads, basilicas with magistrates dealing
out cold-blooded justice, its barracks and camps, its
factories, baths, and arenas — all, all, rested on slavery.

A few lived (as a Roman poet said), the rest toiled
for them.

Such was the gorgeous, cruel civilisation in which
Patrick was born and reared. He lived in Britain until
his sixteenth year, a care-free youth, indifferent to sacred
things — so he tells us himself. Then came the event that
changed his life and changed history.

2. THE CAPTIVE

It was about the year 400, when the warrior-king, Niall
of the Nine Hostages, was monarch of that island to the
West, the land that neither the Roman civilisation nor
the Christian faith had won; that terrg incognita whose
purple peaks seen from the western shore of Britain were
signs of strangeness and wildness, fabulous to the city
mind. In that year, several score of Irish ships came from
some place of secret mobilisation — Carlingford Lough,
very likely — out of the blue distance, where Ireland lay.
They were vessels with leather sides and leather sails, sails
that were aided by oars which several gigantic men toiled
upon. They reached the shallow waters of the Dee to the
north, perhaps, or sailed up the Severn Estuary; they
beached, and then there leapt ashore the young warriors

of Niall. Into the rich West Country, the war-bands
swarmed.
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Near Shrewsbury is the place where the Roman town
of Uricon once stood — a garrison town, built to control
the Welsh hillsmen. Into Uricon, the Irish warriors
poured, with their long swords that flashed over the few
short Roman-British weapons raised against them. Uricon
fell, and was given to the flames, and Niall marched on
through the glowing ashes, to lead his men to the plunder
of the Roman realm.

Somewhere in the area of the Irish raid, be it in the
Severn Valley or the Pembroke Peninsula, a comfortable
middle-class family dwelt, a family that had come over
from Gaul, some say. The head of the house, Calpurnius
by name, had a post in a town or suburb, and was well
enough off to keep a small outfarm. To the farm, for
health or holidays or safety, Calpurnius had sent a sturdy
boy of fifteen, his son, in the days when the Irish raiders
were going through defenceless Britain. His holiday
refuge did not save the lad. Some marauding band came
the way of Calpurnius’ farm, and the son of Calpurnius
heard a strange tongue, the Gaelic, in the shouted orders
and boasts and cries of discovery. Some defence was made:
for Patrick says the raiders slew servants on the farm who
opposed them. The fifteen-year-old lad, however, was
seized. He was a likely looking slave. The barbarian Irish
had learnt from the example of Roman civilisation that
men could be enslaved, bought, sold, made to work for
masters like brute beasts.

Through the scorched and frightened land the war-
bands made for their ships again. The gigantic Niall
watched his gillies carrying sacks of Roman plunder and
whipping along young British folk who would bring a
price in the slave-trade. There were several thousand
prisoners.

It had been an easy raid. The Britons were a race weak-
ened with prosperity and comfort. Roman troops had
guarded the land in the barrack towns, but now they had
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been drawn away, with their shining shields that could be
linked in walls of steel, their spears, javelins, swords, and
artillery. Aye, it was but a couple of years before this Irish
raid that the Twentieth Legion, which for gso years had
been stationed at Chester to guard the roads to the Dee —
that this Legion, which seemed rooted in the land — had
been marched away. Rome, we have said, needed her great
figchting machine to guard her own land and the home
provinces, against the swarming Goths and other barbaric
tribes. So she was leaving Britain, the 1sland province, to
defend 1itself — and 1t lay as an easy prey to the Irish hosts.

The captives — marched to the ships by their Irish cap-
tors, while the hearts throbbed with terror in their
bosoms, their wounds festered and their wrists chafed
under the bonds — saw the broken walls of Roman posts,
the ashes of British towns. The fleet at last was laden, the
leather sails were hoisted, and the captives knew that they
had left the Roman world, perhaps forever. Strong fellows
were put to the oars, and laboured under the leather lash,
to drag themselves and their friends out over the sea to
the strange land of exile, to misty Hibernia, land of
forests, wolves, and giant barbarians.

Where the fleet landed, we cannot guess. Niall may
have had the secure waters of Carlingford Lough as his
naval headquarters. Some strong place like that must have
been his base when he prepared the expedition, with ships
and men enough for so great an assault on the Roman
land. Rich with plunder, the war-bands quickly dispersed.
Only twice in ten years could Niall get such a host
together.

T'he son of Calpurnius, carried off by his captors, or else
sold to some dealer in flesh and blood, was brought at last
to the land that we call Antrim. There he was made a
servant to a lord named Meliuc who owned woodland and
pasture on the slopes of Slemish, above the great forest
which reached across to gleaming Lough Neagh.
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They asked the lad his name. “I am Patricius,” he an-
swered. They could not get their tongues round the
Roman word. They made it Cothrige — that is how
Patrick 1s called in the oldest Life.

Cothrige was sent to mind the herds on the mountain.

§. ON SLEMISH

For six long years, poor young Cothrige was a slave. He
may have changed hands, indeed, in the market, but
Meliuc of Slemish is the only master of whom we read.
Those were the longest years of life — the teens. The lad
must have suffered at first more than happy people can
1magine.

Consider: he did not know how his father and mother
had fared, or if his brothers and sisters were living after
the raid that had torn him away to exile and servitude.
Moreover, he had enjoyed a highly civilised rearing, but
now he must tend beasts, droves of swine on the bare
mountain, at the command of a barbarian of strange
tongue. At home he had talked the Latin of the British
towns, and had been famailiar with the P-Celtic ver-
nacular of the Britons, now represented by Welsh. In Ire-
land, he heard no Latin, but only that Q-Celtic speech, the
Gaelic, in which the British P’s and B’s became K and Q,
and his proud Roman-British name, as we have seen, was
corrupted i1nto Cothrige. The difference between the Cel-
tic language of the Britons and that of the Gaels was not
so great then as the present difference between Welsh and
Irish (which are about as far different as English from
German) — it was, perhaps, about the same as between
Italian and Portuguese. The two belonged to the same
linguistic family, but were far from mutually i1ntelligible.
During his years in Antrim, Cothrige became, of neces-
sity, an Irish speaker. That was providential, but what
suffering was entailed by this apprenticeship to Irish

nationality!
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Barbarians, these Irish masters were. It was so that the
highly civilised British-Roman had' been trained to re-
gard them. Here were no stone mansions with gilded
panelling and Greek vases. Here was no villa but a baile;
that is, a collection of dab-and-wattle huts, plastered and
limewashed, within a circular earthen rampart. He had
been reared in the house of a well-to-do British citizen:
that means, in a house which was heated in winter by
steam that ran through hollow tiles. Now he was sheltered
from the clouds that blew on a northern mountain by
nothing better than some shieling under the rocks, such
as sheep use. He saw no cities, churches, shops, theatres,
post-horses, books, but trampled courtyards through which
companies of hunters moved, with leashes of mighty
wolthounds.

Yet that rugged Irish life had a fascination that virile
folk always have preferred to the glamour of cities. There
was no hunger there. Food was not doled out for pur-
chase; it was as plentiful as Nature’s gifts — fresh milk,
cheeses, strength-giving grain, venison, salmon from the
teeming rivers. Sport was plentiful, and laughter, and the
loveliness of the smokeless land. Down the ages, that order
of things — the big house of the lord, with his craftsmen
and land-workers and huntsmen grouped around him in a
baile that a white retaining wall made into a little self-
subsistent community — was refined by Christianity, en-
riched by the arts and by learning; it kept its character as
long as Gaels were Gaels. Twelve, thirteen, and fourteen
hundred years after Patrick’s day, poets who were masters
of Greek called the Gaels “the Greeks of the West,””® and
lamented bitterly the destruction of a life most dear to
the race. Egan O Rahilly, for example, 1n an elegy for the
O Callaghan of the early eighteenth century* describes a
Gaelic household in Munster — the “musical, kingly

*Owen Roe O’Sullivan, Amhrain Eoghain Ruaidh Ui Shuilleabhain.
*Poems of Aodhagan O Rathaille, edited Rev. P. Dinneen.
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house,” with its doors opening upon courts of amber
light, its airy chambers and laden tables, its chess-playing
warriors, feasters, scholars, and clergy and great folk con-
versing on the princes of Europe; he tells how the horn
would sound on the plain and the heavy cry of the chase
descend from the sides of misty hills, how foxes and red
bucks, hares, water-hens and pheasants would be started,
and how the lord’s hounds and men would return wearied
trom the uplands; and how now the voice of appreciative
foreigners was loud in the happy dwelling, gldr na n Gall
go teann San or-bhrugh, as the old order passed away.
Only in the Scottish Highlands, where the chiefs bought
survival by selling their faith, the old life lingered into the
nineteenth century, and was depicted by engravers of
scenes of Highland bothies and gillies bringing home the
deer.

For company, young Cothrige had his master’s children,
as tradition tells. No doubt, they ran out on fine days to
play under the serving lad’s eyes; perhaps they were part
of his care. We can guess how he got scanty news of the
world from their childish prattle about their elders’ talk.
They would tell him, one day, how great Niall of the
Hostages, the raiding king whose warriors had made Coth-
rige captive years before, had gone on an expedition to
Gaul, to plunder that province as Britain had been
plundered —

“But he was killed, Cothrige!”
“The Gauls slew him?”

“No, but an Irish traitor took the King’s life.”

It was somehow thus that Cothrige must have learnt of
the growing ruin of the Roman realm. Gaul was attacked
now, and not by Irish raiders alone, but by swarms of
Goths and Vandals, warriors from the Germanic lands
afar. Across the south of Gaul, and into Spain, that coun-
try of vineyards, the race whose very name sounded un-
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couth, was advancing, looting towns, seizing lands, settling
in the best lands. Rome was recalling her last legions from
Britain to hold Gaul — then to hold Italy — nay, but the
city itself.

The Roman world is ending!

So the Irish children would tell Cothrige, with little
vaunting voices, repeating what they had heard the chiefs
at their father’s table say. The barbarian peoples had good
cause to hate the pagan empire which now was coming
to its end.

That empire’s history was one of peace that was no
peace — peace built on subjection of nations, the enslave-
ment of man. It had begun when Julius Caesar, before
Christ was born, hacked his way to greatness through the
bodies of the Gaulish Celts. A million men perished, a
million were sold into slavery, so Plutarch affirms, when
Caesar crushed the Gallic peoples. Vercingetorix, the first
Celtic patriot, whose line comes down to Pearse and
T'erence McSwiney, offered his life for his nation’s peace;
and Caesar sent this noble chief, anima naturaliter Chris-
tiana, away to Rome to be dragged in shame through the
mocking streets in a Triumph, imprisoned for years, and
then done to death. Nor was Caesar content to be thus
merciless to his betters, but he wrote his war despatches,
his de Bello Gallico, to slander the people he subdued,
alleging that they practised human sacrifice and represent-
ing them as savages; war propaganda of the kind always
practised by conquerors of Caesar’s kind. There is no
other evidence of human sacrifices of the decent Gauls:
but it is historic fact that Caesar’s people sacrificed their
captives to their own ugly Roman gods.

After Gaul, Britain had been subdued. If Gaul had a
Vercingetorix to fight and suffer pre-Christian martyrdom
for justice’ sake, Britain had its warrior-queen, Boadicea,
to be scourged by Roman rods for loving liberty. A cen-
tury after Caesar, Agricola mastered the northerly parts of
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Britain, “and lined the coast, which lies opposite to Ire-
land, with a body of troops; not so much from an appre-
hension of danger,” Tacitus tells us,® “as with a view to
future projects.” In the year 82 a petty Irish king, flying
from some dispute, “was received by the Roman general,
and, under a show of friendship, detained to be of use on
some future occasions. I have often heard Agricola de-
clare,” his son-in-law continues, “that a single legion, with
a moderate band of auxiliaries, would be sufficient to com-
plete the conquest of Ireland. Such an event, he said,
would contribute greatly to bridle the stubborn spirit of
the Britons, who, in that case, would see with dismay the
Roman arms triumphant, and every spark of liberty ex-
tinguished round their coast.”

A revolt behind his lines caused Agricola to give up his
plan for the invasion of Ireland, but the threat remained,
and was known to the rulers of Ireland. In the third cen-
tury, when Roman power was at its height, the first great
Irish High-King, Cormac mac Airt — he was a Christian
by desire — made military roads, organised the Fianna
Eireann as a national army, encamped at Tara, and other
kings of his century copied the Roman system of earthen
frontier walls. Ireland was prepared for defence, but the
Roman attack never came, and the Fenian bands that
were to have resisted invasion were turned, in the fourth
century, to the opposite use. It was the Roman threat of
centuries that provoked the attacks which culminated in
Niall’s campaigns of depredation.

Such were the relations of the Roman world with Ire-
land and other barbarian lands, between which there
existed, it seems, a common enmity to the empire.®* We are
safe in assuming, therefore, that the Irish folk who told
Cothrige of the Roman defeats vaunted as they spoke; but
pangs surely went through the slave-boy’s heart.

:

- 5Tacitus, Agricola.
°Eoin MacNeill, Early Irish Laws and Institutions, Chapter I.
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The world that had bred him was ending! At home in
Britain, among the Imperial folk who were Christians in
name, but little more, he had given no thought to grave
things. Now, on the hills of exile, his bent of mind was
changed: so he has written for us to read. He never could
hear Mass now. He was shut from the sacraments, broken
in soul; but he turned to the inner life as an exile turns
to home. His life became mystical. The ragged swineherd
grew into one of the great contemplatives of history.

He tells how he lived in prayer, day and night. He chose
to sleep, not within the rampart of the dun, but out under
trees, or on the rocky mountainside, in frost, rain, and
storm. T'his he did in order that he might perfect his Spir-
itual life. When dawn broke through cold, grey Irish skies
on Slemish, Cothrige had already risen from sleep to begin
the day in a rapture of contemplation.

T'his we read in his own words, written fifty years later.
He describes those fasts and watchings in exile which
lasted six years, and tells how at last (like St. Joan later)
he heard a strange Voice.

“Well are you fasting,” the Voice said, “soon now you
will go to your father-land.”

This message in sleep told Cothrige that he was to
return to his pairia; that is, to the Roman, the Christian
world. After a short while, the Voice spoke again, and
said:

“Behold, your ship is ready.”

So, one day the slave-boy was not found when the farm
folk sought him. The swine were astray, their watcher
gone, none knew where. Somewhere down the Tara road a
stripling of twenty years, brown and hard as a wild crea-
ture, was striding along, making southward to where. 200
miles distant, he knew from his vision that a ship would
be found, bound for the Roman land.
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4. THE FLIGHT

All roads led to Rome, in the Roman world. In the
Irish world, all roads led to Tara, and very good roads
they were. Along the highway from the north to Tara,
probably in the year 404 or 408, the stripling Cothrige
went; for we must assume that he followed the trunk
roads of the country. The forests that cling to Slieve Gul-
lion’s side were full of strange light as he left the grand
mountain to his right hand, and within another hour he
would pass under Faughart Hill, with its fort on the sum-
mit, the sentry over the road into the Leinster plain.

Had he prophetic knowledge of a girl, a slave like him-
selt, who soon would be reared in that fort, Brigid her
namer

The road crossed the Leinster plain and took Cothrige
past the hill that would be called Ardpatrick in after days.
Perhaps there were great scholars at some bardic school in
that place, who saw a slave-boy going by, and little guessed
that he would give his name to the place, when they were
forgotten. After another long day’s march, Cothrige would
go down a wooded glen to where the Boyne spread its
broad waters, and the kingfisher flashed beside the stakes
of the ford. That was the scene where a huge battle had
been waged, 400 years earlier, when the hosts of the north
came down to Rosnaree on the Boyne. Perhaps, Cothrige
watched the riverside battlefield with interest, as we watch
it now, recalling another, a later Battle, that of the Boyne.

Next Cothrige made for Duleek, across the river, and
now the blue and green expanses of Meath were around
him, and he delighted in the Royal land, so rich in crops
(in those days), so kingly 1n its beauty.

Traffic was greater here. Often great chariots rolled past
him, and he took to the roadside grass. Mystic though he
was, and withdrawn in thought, he must have asked him-
self what princes, what scholars, poets, rich men, were
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these who passed him on the highway to Tara — Tara,
with its earthen ramparts and buildings with high timber
walls, lime bright; its manners, its crowded smaller dwell-
ings on the lower slopes, thatched huts like bee-skeps, a
scene of life and liveliness that now he saw for the first,
but not the last, time in his strange career! Tara was a con-
siderable town then. Beside the king’s people, the hos-
pitallers, artificers, lawyers, and the like, there were all
manner of strange folk and trades. Maybe Cothrige rested
there. It would be easy. Many a foreign captive, now
grown to a petty tradesman, would have a corner in his
hut for the runaway, a Briton and a Christian and a slave.

Out from Tara by one of the roads to the South, Coth-
rige pressed on his way. Perhaps he took the road of the
Hurdle Ford, that went through our Dublin-and led on
over the blue curves of the hills into the exhausted gold-
fields of Wicklow. If he went that way, Arklow might be
his destination. Some scholars think that Cothrige reached
Wextord, going by this route. Others believe that he did
not touch Dublin or Wicklow, but took the other great
southern road from Tara, which went from Tara due
south to Naas, thence by the valley of the Barrow to Dinn
Righ, the capital of South Leinster, which we call Leigh-
linbridge — and so to the navigable waters. Whether at
Arklow, or Wexford, or Waterford, the ship of his dream
was there before him, a vessel just about to sail for the
Roman world.

It was an Irish vessel, probably. It bore in its cargo
great Irish wolfhounds. These dogs were the chief export
of Ireland to the Roman world. A letter exists, written a
few years before Cothrige’s adventure, in which a Roman
noble describes these Scottici canes, which were so mighty
that it was thought that they must be carried in iron cages.

Moorings had been cast, when the lean, brown, runaway
slave appeared and cried to the captain that he must be
taken abroad. He was refused. This was a blow to his
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confidence in his Voice. He turned away and walked
along the quay, and he prayed as he walked.

Before his prayer was finished, a cry came to him from
the ship: “Come, we’ll take you and trust you.” 'The ship’s
masters had changed their minds. We do not know why,
but it may be that they had bethought themselves that
this slave-boy, who could talk Latin, would be usetul as
interpreter in the Roman land; he was accustomed to
animals, too, and would be helpful with the hounds.

So Cothrige went abroad, and the ship floated out from
Irish waters, with the exile freed at last. Three days that
ship was on the seas, with its rugged heathen seamen and
their great caged wolfhounds and Cothrige the swineherd;
its leather sail drawing, its oars beating the grey waves,
and then, like a new world found, the coasts of Gaul ap-
peared — and the seafarers came ashore in a land made
white by recent war, a land of desolation, hunger, and
fear.

Cothrige had come home to a land where he would be
Patricius once again, if people lived; but it seemed that
all were dead.
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THE PREPARATION

1. IN GAUL

W LL the land was white with ruin; war had passed
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NEN  that way. The little company of seafarers from
‘lﬁ,* Ireland set out, with their gigantic, shaggy
%%é' wolfdogs, hoping to find a market for them 1n
one of the Roman cities of the South. Doubtless, the mar-
ket had been good since Quintus Aurelius Symmachus, a

Roman ex-consul, about a dozen years earlier, had written
to his brother Flavianus:

Editioni muneris nostri et usitata a te et insolita con-
jeruntur. . . . You provide both what is usual and unusual
for helping our display, being both a generous provider for

T'he hopes of the travellers sank, however; for the war-

dying of hunger on the way.

The captain began to abuse the only Christian of the
company.

“What sayst thou, Christian?” — it 1s so that Patrick
gives his words. — “Thy God is great and almighty; why

then can you not pray for us? — for we are in danger of

* Symmachus, Epistola II.
16
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starvation. It will be hard for us if ever we see 2 human
being again.”

Patricius spoke plainly to those pagans. “Turn earnestly
and with all your hearts to the Lord my God, to whom
nothing is impossible,” he said, “that He may send you
food for your journey until you be filled; for everywhere
he hath abundance.”

So the swineherd prayed, and those pagans added their
pleas to his, no doubt; and behold! — a drove of swine
came through the desert. The surviving wolfdogs, we may
guess, were used to capture them; the knives worked, and
the company got food enough. Two days the men and
dogs rested at that place. “Thereafter,” Patrick says of his
companions, ‘“‘they gave greatest thanks to God, and I
became honoured in their eyes.” They now found food
in plenty. Wild honey they came upon, but one of them
oitered this to heathen gods, and Patricius refused to par-
take of 1it.

One night in the war-made desert, Patricius suffered
temptation of the mind. Nearly fifty years later, when, as
an aged and retired bishop, he wrote an account of these
adventures, the horror still was overpowering. “Satan
tempted me strongly, which I shall remember as long as
I am 1n this body.” What was this temptation? Perhaps we
can find the answer in something told by a present-day
missionary, also Patrick by name, concerning an experi-
ence in Africa. He was alone, one night, and remembered
that all folk of the land for miles around were heathen;
their minds were remote from his, and he was a stranger
among them. The loneliness, he afterwards said, was more
horrible than any nightmare; the utter absence of spiritual
sympathy must be known to be believed; it shakes the
soul. Is not the first Patrick’s suffering made clear by the
words of his late successor? The desolation of the Roman
land brought the homelessness down on poor young
Patrick. For six years he had lived among such pagans as
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his present companions, but he had rested his mind on
the memory of Christian lands. Now, in Gaul, where the
Goths and Vandals had blotted out life, it seemed that
the Christian world itself had perished; and here was he,
the last Christian, a castaway.

His sorrows were not ended. A war-band, perhaps of
Vandals, came upon the Irish company and took them all
prisoners. “So, after many years of slavery, I was a slave
yet again,” Patrick writes. However, after two months,
“the Lord delivered me out of their hands,” he says. Some-
how, Patricius won to freedom, in the south of the land
that we now call France.

2. THE EXAMPLE OF ST. AMBROSE

He travelled France and Italy, begging or working his
way. He was using his opportunity to educate himself for
the mysterious destiny which he believed himself to pos-
sess, although he did not know yet for what special pur-
pose he had been carried through such strange adventures,
of body and of soul. He may have walked to Rome! he
may have gone through that city as a wandering boy,
where later he was to be received as a great bishop.

It 1s almost certain that he went to Milan, which lately
had been the Imperial capital, and there he heard tell of
the mighty Bishop Ambrose, who had died a few years
earlier. He must have been intensely interested in what
St. Ambrose achieved. Indeed, the acts of Ambrose fore-
shadowed his own.

The former Bishop of Milan, who died away back in
374, had been an Arian — he had given countenance to
that heresy sweeping through the Roman world with the
Barbarian hosts, which denied the doctrine of the Trinity.
The Imperial City was convulsed by feuds; for Catholic
orthodoxy and Arian heresy were taken up as party causes.
Milan was like Belfast in the time of Orange riots. A
Governor, Ambrosius by name, not yet baptised, but a



I he Preparation 19

Christian catechumen, was sent by the Roman prefect to
assert good order, entered the church and spoke to con-
flicting parties of the benefits of peace and tranquillity in
the State. Hardly had he finished speaking, when a boy
cried out: “Ambrose! Bishop!” —and the multitude took
up the cry, “Ambrose! Bishop!” —a demand which was
carried to the Emperor Valentinian himself. Persuaded by
vox populi and the Emperor’s wishes, the just Governor at
length assented. He was baptised, and in eight days re-
ceived Orders culminating in those of the episcopacy.
Such was the strange election and rise of St. Ambrose,
Bishop, Confessor, and Doctor of the Church. In his
exalted ofhice, the governor-made-bishop showed himself
the spiritual master even of successive emperors. He frus-
trated the demand, which an Arian empress-mother fav-
oured, to set up the 1dol of Victory in the Senate House;
a Christian would honour no abstract deities. Causa reli-
gionis est, he said, and his will overbore the Court. Later,
when the Arians asked that one of the city’s basilicas be
granted to them, and the Bishop was brought before the
Court and bidden to admit the Emperor’s jurisdiction,
Ambrose answered:

“The Emperor 1s within the Church and not above the
Church.”

The Arians, he said, “were willing to surrender to
Caesar the right to rule the Church” — the worst of
heresies.

Ambrose won. By his goodness, he persuaded many
Arians; by his strength, he defeated the rest. He com-
pelled Theodosius, after a crime, to public penance. When
he died in g97, he left Catholicism secure, even at the
head of the secular world. On his faith and will, Arianism
in the Empire was broken. The Roman world soon was
to sink in ruin, but the Roman Church was to stand,
secure, undefiled; Ambrose was the Holy Spirit’s agent

to that end.



20 Saint Patrick

“St. Ambrose,” writes a late historian,? “is very literally
an epoch-making figure. Thanks to his personality, to the
accident that made the very centre of the world’s affairs
the stage on which his personality was displayed, to his
gifts as writer and speaker, his life set the pattern for all
the next thousand years of the relations between the
Catholic bishop and the Catholic prince.”

This lesson Patrick must have taken to heart as he
heard the story of Ambrose from churchmen who were
full of 1it.

“In these few years at Milan,” our author continues,
“he laid the foundations in his careful demarcation of the
rights of religio and respublica, of all the public law of
the respublica Christiana of the coming Middle Ages.
Theodosius, though neither Emperor nor Bishop realised
it, was to be the last Emperor to rule effectively the lands
between the Atlantic and the Adriatic. Slowly increasing
and 1nevitable chaos was to descend upon that vast herit-
age. One of the few things to survive was the Catholic
episcopate, and it survived as formed in the mould of
Ambrose of Milan.”

Here was a mighty saint and statesman of the Church,
truly! — yet how near to humble Christian souls of all
lands and times we perceive from the “Prayer of St. Am-
brose” that we find in our prayer books still —

O loving Lord Jesus Christ, I a sinner, not presuming on
mine own merits, but trusting in Thy mercy and goodness,
approach with fear and trembling to the table of Thy most
sweet feast. I have both heart and body stained with many
sins, neither have I kept strict guard over my thoughts and
my tongue. Wherefore, O gracious God, O awful majesty,
I, a wretched creature entangled in difficulties, have recourse
to Thee the fount of mercy; to Thee do I hasten that I may
be healed, and take refuge under Thy protection, and I
ardently desire to have Him as my Saviour, whom I am
unable to withstand as my judge.

“Philip Hughes, 4 History of the Church, Vol. 1.
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The humility is like Patrick’s, and the very language,
too. “Ego, Patricius peccator. . . .”

§. THE END OF A WORLD

It was in the year 410, thirteen years after the death of
St. Ambrose, and while Patricius was a young man in
France or Italy, that an event took place which shook
all the world, as a street is shaken when some mighty
building falls. Rome itself, the head of the world, fell.

Alaric, the Visigoth, had demanded of Rome the land
between the Danube and the Gulf of Venice as a patri-
mony, and to be made the Imperial Commander-in-Chief.
Rome was strengthened by legions from the east, and the
Teutonic war-lord, thus defied, swept down upon the
City, and burst its northern gates. Barbarian warriors
swarmed 1nto the City of cities, and plundered the seat of
the world’s power, a thing unheard of, that was like the
end of the world. That 1s exactly how it seemed to the
two greatest churchmen, greatest intellects, of that time —
souls to whom St. Patrick was to be the successor and
peer.

The first of these was St. Jerome, then dwelling in
Bethlehem, whither he had retired from Rome a quarter
of a century earlier, to pursue the life of monastic devo-
tion, meditation, and scholarship. Jerome, having recently
completed his sublime Vulgate version of the Scriptures,
was at work on commentaries on the Prophets. While he
wrote on Ezechiel, he heard the tidings of the fall of the
City that he had forsaken, and wrote —

“I was so stupefied and dismayed that day and night I
could think of nothing but the welfare of the Roman
community. It seemed to me that I was sharing the cap-
tivity of the saints and I could not open my lips until I
received some more definite news. All the while, full of
anxiety, I wavered between hope and despair, torturing
myself with the misfortune of others. But when I heard
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that the bright light of all the world was quenched, or
rather that the Roman Empire had lost its head and that
the whole universe had perished in one city: then, indeed,
‘I became dumb and humbled myself and kept silence
from good words.””

Two years later, Jerome wrote again: “A dreadful ru-
mour came from the West. Rome was besieged, and its
citizens forced to buy their lives with gold. Then thus
despoiled they were attacked a second time, so as to lose
their lives as well as their substance. My voice sticks in
my throat, and even as I dictate this letter sobs choke my
utterance. The City which had taken the whole world was
itself taken; nay, more, famine anticipated the sword, and
but few citizens were left to be made prisoners. In their
frenzy, the starving people had recourse to hideous food
and tore each other limb from limb that they might have
flesh to eat.”

We can recognise the voice of Jerome when Rome fell
as well as that of the Hebrew prophet whom he translated,
when we read his majestic Latin:

Juxta est dies Domini magnus,
Juxta est et velox nimis:

Vox diet Domini amara,
‘Tribulabitur 1bi fortis.

Dies 1rae, dies illa,
Dies tribulationis et angustiae,
Dies calamitatis et miseriae,
Dies tenebrarum et caliginis,
Dies nebulae et turbinis:
Dies tubae et clangoris super civitates munitas
Et super angulos Excelsos.

“"The great day of the Lord is near: it is near and ex-
ceeding swift . . . a day of wrath, a day of tribulation and
distress, a day of calamity and misery . . . a day of the

trumpet and alarm against the fenced cities and against
the high bulwarks.” |
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The second great mind that was shaken by the news of
Rome’s fall was St. Augustine, convert and disciple of St.
Ambrose, and now Bishop of Hippo where he was at once
the pillar of the Church in Africa and the theologian
whose writings were to teach the whole Church, to the
end of time. Saving St. Paul and St. Thomas Aquinas, the
Church never had a mightier intellect in its service than
this already world-famed churchman in Africa, aged 56
when “the aboriginal dogma, the rock of the old world’s
creed, Rome Eternal, crumbled. Augustine,” we read,®
“being implored from all parts of the Empire to give
some explanation of the break-up of the old world in
spite of the coming of Christ, rose in a moment to the
vision of the supreme City, the better Rome, the holiest
Jerusalem, which is the Catholic Church, over against
which is set the earthly city of the devil, the empire of
the enemies of God.” The heir of all the ancient world’s
learning was appalled when the visible Rome proved
mortal; then rose to the greatest thought of the ages.
Rome, dedicated to eternity, had fallen, but the City of
God lived. This idea Augustine developed in his master
work, his De Civitate Dei, one of the world’s three or
four greatest books. He began writing while Jerome in
Bethlehem still was dumb with amazement, and he worked
for thirteen years in the elaboration of his vast conception.
With Augustine’s City of God, the Church of antiquity
was liberated from temporal fears, and set its eyes, as the
Classical world dissolved, on the world yet to be. It has
been said well that, “Just as she was about to be gathered
in silence to Assyria and Babylon,* Europe lived anew,
simply and solely by reason of that unquenchable hope,
the unsurrendering Christian spirit, so powerfully mani-
fested in St. Augustine’s writing.”

Thus, three of the grandest minds of all ages flourished

* Hughes, loc. cit.
4 1bid.
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when our Patricius still was young, unknown, uncalled
to his own high task. Of exactly one mind with these
glants, Ambrose, Jerome, Augustine, was the as yet almost
nameless young fellow, who turned in those days to an
1sland in the Roman sea — Lérins, where the wind blows
through palms in misty sunlight — to visit monks, and to
become one of them. A world had crashed down, bar-
barians were lords of Europe, yet the young monk with
the mind of Ambrose, Jerome, Augustine, was he who
would build a great part of a new and better world, with
the barbarian island of Ireland at the earth’s end as
foundation stone.

For a space, we leave him in the island monastery, and
he even yet unaware of his great purpose.



CHAPTER. III

“THE VOICE OF THE IRISH”

1. MONKS OF THE WEST

HE wurban civilisation of the empire, rotten
with luxury, was sensuous, worldly, and super-
stitious, like that now around us. Then, as now,
devout souls found the world so much out of
harmony with the spiritual life that they were driven to
extreme austerity. Chesterton well says* of the people of
the empire that “it was no metaphor to say that these
people needed a new heaven and a new earth; for they
had really defiled their own earth and even their own
heaven. How could their case be met by looking at the
sky, when erotic legends were scrawled in stars across it;
how could they learn anything from the love of birds and
flowers after the sort of love stories that were told of
them? . . . Nothing could purge this obsession but a reli-
gion that was literally unearthly. . . . They had to go into
the desert where they could find no flowers or even into
the cavern where they could see no stars. Into that desert
and that cavern the highest human intellect entered for
centuries; and it was the very wisest thing it could do.”
In other words, monasticism was needed to purge the mind
of man; and not until the days of St. Francis of Assisi,
eight hundred years later, was the mental atmosphere of
the imperial lands sweet. In the West, St. Ambrose en-
couraged monasticism at Milan, where St. Jerome spent

,;.;, .

1 G. K. Chesterton, St. Francis of Assisi.
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his first years as a monk before going from busy Rome to
Bethlehem, where he founded religious houses for both
monks and nuns. Moved by the example of Ambrose, St.
Augustine introduced monasticism in his African diocese.

Meanwhile, in Gaul, St. Martin had founded religious
houses and monasticism had thriven so remarkably that
the monks who attended his funeral, about the year 397,
numbered two thousand. From Bethlehem, John Cassian
brought the same ideal to Marseilles, where he founded
the monastery of St. Victor in 412; and almost simulta-
-neously St. Honoratus set up the most famous of the

) Gallic monasteries at Lérins, that pleasant island off

Cannes, where now the Riviera holiday makers roar
through the spray in speed-boats, but then disciples of the
saint lived in the manner of the cenobites of Egypt. “Each
monk had his own cell, where he lived and slept; but all
met together for the Mass and the hours of the Divine
Office; possibly also for meals. At some distance from the
main group of cells, but within the islet (or in the
neighbouring island of Lero) some of the more elderly
and virtuous brethren lived as hermits.>

Tirechdn, the very earliest biographer of Patrick, writ-
Ing two centuries after the saint’s death and quoting good
authority, says that Patrick spent seven years travelling in
Gaul, all Italy, and the Mediterranean islands: he Says
that Patrick visited Lérins. It seems plausible, even cer-
tain, that he grew familiar with the example of the great
missionary monk St. Martin, that he made acquaintance
with the community that St. Ambrose had founded at
Milan. He would seek out the house of Ambrose as
naturally as, in the days after St. Bernard, a questing soul
inevitably would seek out Clairvaux. That he should
enter on the monastic life at Lérins was but to do as
many others, subsequently eminent like himself, did —
St. Hilary, St. Caesarius, St. Lupus, St. Eucharius. “Who-

* John Ryan, S.]., Irish Monasticism.
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soever craved for Christ, sought Honoratus,” one of these
saints sald of his master.

We mark, therefore, the monastic spirit in which Patri-
cius apprenticed to the work that he was to undertake. He
was not ordained priest. In those days, most monks were
laymen, 1in the West as well as the East; clerics among the
monks were exceptions. We conceive the young monk,
then, pacing the strand of Lérins, in rapt meditation,
wondering and waiting for his mission.

2. THE CALL

At length —seven years after his flight from Antrim,
and thirteen years after his seizure by the Irish raiders —
Patricius left Lérins for Britain, to return to his own folk.
They received him “‘as a son” (ut filium susceperunt), he
says, so that it appears that his father and mother were
dead, but other elders lived. Earnestly, he says, these good
folk pleaded with the young monk, after so many tribula-
tions, never to leave them again. He stayed some years;
for his call had not come.

One night he dreamed, and his dream was a vision that
came with the power of the Voice which he had heard on
Slemish, years before. He knew that this was no vain fancy,
but a message that he must obey. In his vision, he saw “a
man coming as if from Ireland, whose name was Victoricus,
with very many letters.” The man gave one of these letters
to the dreamer, who read the beginning; namely, these
words:

Vox Hyberionacum
(The Voice of the Irish)

Mark this strange expression. It was not the voice of
the Ulstermen or the voice of the Picts or the voice of
the men of Leinster that came to the dreamer, but the
Voice of the Irish, the voice of a nation. It was so that
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Patrick thought of the people of Ireland:; they were a
nation, a single community; they had a being, they were
not a set of tribes. That island beyond the Roman world
was then, what it never ceased to be, the territory and
patrimony of a nationality, distinct and integral.

The dreamer began to read, and even as he read, he
says, “I heard the voices of those who dwelt besides the
wood of Focluth which is by the western sea: and thus
they cried, as if with one mouth: ‘We beseech thee, holy
youth, to come and walk once more amongst us.””’

The “wood of Focluth’” has not been 1dentified, but it
seéems reasonable to think that it was the forest which
stretched below Slemish to the Antrim coast. To Patrick,
writing for readers in Britain, it would be natural to de-
scribe the Irish Channel as “the western sea’’; to him in
youth, and to all dwellers in Britain, the Irish channel
was “‘the western sea” in fact and in name,

When he heard Irish voices calling to him in the dream,
Patricius “was greatly touched in heart, and could read no
more.” He woke. Writing long afterwards, he adds:
“Thanks be to God that after very many years the Lord
granted to them according to their earnest CEY:

Clearly, the love of Ireland moved him deeply. Nostal-
gla, such as the Irish exile knows well, was on him: the
craving to return to a land and a life which have so strange
a fascination. His days and nights on Slemish came to
mind, no doubt: the Irish Spring, when the birds whistle
through the moist alr, over the freshening land: the
changeful summer, glance and gleam; the mellow autumn,
with broad suns setting beyond the heathery moor: the
crisp winters and the Northern Lights that shake their
yellow banners over the world, mysteriously — drifts of
swans on Lough Neagh, strings of homing rooks across
the plain, red trunks of the immemorial pine-woods, yew
trees that seemed to have stood since creation beside un-
trodden beaches; the cry of the chase afar off, merry Irish
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children playing in the harvest fields: Ireland of the blue-
green distances and misty hills, brown bogs, dusted with
snowy canavaun, reek of the turf, goodly smell of farm,
the friendly animals — all this, so different from the ur-
bane Roman things, would come back like a spell. Most
of all, there was compassion for the people, those country
folk so rich in manly virtue, in hospitality and friendliness,
and the gallant Fenian youths, with the dark hair starting
from their brows like black flame while the grey eyes be-
neath seemed to be coloured by much gazing on a hunt-
er’s [ .ies — these folk Patricius loved. They had captured
him, they had enslaved him, but he knew them and liked
them better than the city folk of the empire; he grieved
that they lacked the supernatural life that glowed so
abundantly 1in his saint’s heart.

On another night, as he yearned for Ireland’s people, a
revelation came to him, which he describes in terms that
show how far he had advanced in mystical union with
God —

- “And on another night, whether within or beside me I
know not, God knoweth, in the clearest words, which I
heard but could not understand until the end of the
prayer, He spoke out thus: ‘He who laid down His life
for thee, He it is who speaketh within thee.””

With joy, Patricius woke, he tells, and yet again he
dreamed —

“And once more I saw Him praying in me and He was
as it were within my body; and I heard him over me, that
is over the interior man; and there strongly He prayed
with groanings. And meanwhile I was astonished and mar-
velled, and considered who it was who prayed within me;
but at the end of the prayer He spoke out to the effect that
He was the Spirit.

“And so I awoke and remembered the Apostle saying:
‘“The Spirit helpeth the infirmities of our prayer. For we
know not what we should pray for as we ought; but the
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Spirit Himself asketh for us with unspeakable groanings
which cannot be uttered in words.” And again: ‘The Lord
our advocate maketh intercession for us.’ ”’

Let those who understand what the mystics, like Santa
Teresa and St. John of the Cross, say about the prayer of
union, interpret these sentences of our saint, as he de-
scribes the almost indescribable; that is, the union of his
soul and intentions with the Holy Spirit, as he prayed
for Ireland, having heard in a dream her people’s voice.

“Towards Ireland of my own accord,” he goes on, “I
made no move until I was almost worn out.”

Thus, then, did the Apostle of Ireland receive his voca-
tion. Thus did he realise his purpose, to bring the faith
to the enemies that he had learnt to love. It was a concep-
tion that never could come from himself, an ambition
which an unscholarly ex-slave never would discover for
himself. The land which the Caesars had not conquered,
this youth was to evangelise and transform; but the im-

pulse came in those interior communications of the soul
with God.

§. THE TRIAL

So Patricius left his people and his native land, and
went to the Continent to prepare for the missionary life.
He seems to have purposed to go to Rome, to seek his
training and ordination, and we think of him as the fore-
runner of Irishmen of later times who went overseas to
seek armies to liberate Ireland: men like Patrick Sarsfield,
whom the poet decribed as

Ag déanamh a gheardin leis na righthibh,

“pleading and pleading with the kings of the world.”
Could the monk and mystic so prevail with the church-
men of the troubled, trembling Roman world, as to gain
the commission that he craved?

On the road to Rome, he naturally would pass through



“The Voice of the Irish” 31

Auxerre; but, coming to Auxerre, he stayed there. This
city of Gaul was a great centre of learning and piety,
probably the greatest in the West at that time. There
Patricius, it 1s thought, was ordained deacon by the Bishop,
St. Amator; he now began ten years of religious life, study,
and training. The Scriptures were his chief, if not his
only, literature. His mind became so saturated with Holy
Writ that in after days his utterances were full of Biblical
diction. Nothing less sublime, less spiritual, suited that
practical mystic. The age was one, like our own, when
“highbrows” abounded, men who loved words more than
thoughts and language more than meaning. These dilet-
tant: of the fifth century, when the world was being re-
made by men like Patrick, scorned him for his lack of
elegant phrases and futile grammar. They thought more
of a vague style, the flowers of decay, than of vital lan-
guage that comes from action; they wrote their Hisperica
Famina, worthless poetry of the sort that we call “futurist,”
while he, in crude and virile words, composed an immortal
Confession. He never overcame what he called rusticitas;
that is, a blunt, unscholarly simplicity. Torn from a
Latin-speaking home in boyhood, and spending his 1m-
pressionable teens in a land of foreign speech;, he never
could become a cultivated speaker or writer. Little he
cared.

For ten years, he awaited his next message from beyond
the world. The year 429, when Patricius was aged about
45, was the year when the event took place which was to
open the road to the achievement of his desire — votum
animae meae, in his own phrase.

A British monk named Pelagius, living in Rome at the
beginning of the century, had developed an heretical doc-
trine which appealed to many minds in that disordered
age. He taught that man can win salvation by strength of
character, without the aid of grace; that Christ’s action on
the soul is by example only. Where pride was strong, men
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liked to believe in their self-sufficiency, and what amounted
to a false, naturalistic, and puritanical religion was preached
by this dynamic man, aided by vehement disciples, of
whom the chief was Caelestius, said to be Irish. After the
fall of Rome, Pelagius and Caelestius fled to Africa, where
St. Augustine rose in righteous indignation to refute the
doctrine that denied the efficacy of grace. In the Holy
Land, where Pelagius carried his subversive movement,
St. Jerome in turn wrote vigorously against the heretics,
describing one of them (presumably Caelestius) as “this
most stupid fellow, heavy with Irish porridge.” The
heretical leaders were excommunicated in 417, and soon
afterwards disappeared, but their doctrine continued to
ind followers in Gaul and Britain, where even some
bishops clung to the condemned teaching. In the year
429, a synod 1n Troyes purified the Gallic Church. The
Bishop of Auxerre now was St. Germanus, who had suc-
ceeded St. Amator some ten years earlier. This remarkable
Gallic Churchman, a huntsman, a statesman, even a war-
rior, in turn, was the strongest figure in Gaul, and was
selected by Pope St. Celestine to go into Britain to grapple
with the heresy in the heretic’s native land. With Germa-
nus was sent St. Lupus of Lérins, formerly a fellow monk
with Patrick.

Germanus met the leaders of Pelagianism in a confer-
ence at Verulamium (now St. Alban’s), where discussion
ended in the triumph of orthodoxy. The heretics were
overcome, or submitted, and then the Gallic churchmen
went through the land preaching in open places, and
evoking a spiritual revival. With Britain restored to the
pure faith and with zeal abounding, it was natural that
the state of the neighbouring island was discussed. Accord.
Ing to one fragment of evidence, Christians already living
in Ireland sent an appeal to Rome, about this time, for
a bishop to be sent to them. Perhaps they conveyed this
appeal through Germanus; for the mission in Britain
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would come to their knowledge, and a messenger easily
could be sent across the Channel. Furthermore, if it be
true that Caelestius was Irish — and some have believed
that Pelagius himself was an Irishman, either by birth or
by blood — there would be strong reason to wish to estab-
lish orthodoxy across the Irish Sea.

At any rate, on one ground or another the scheme so
dear to Patricius was debated, and our saint’s dearest
friend, now nameless, urged his appointment as leader of
the proposed mission. “At home in Auxerre we have one
who has lived in Ireland, knows the people and the lan-
guage, and 1s full of the matter,” that friend could argue.

“"He fought for me in my absence,” Patrick tells us.
This nameless friend championed the rustic monk and
won approval for him; so that, returning to Auxerre, he
sald to Patricius with his own lips, “Lo, thou art to be
raised to the rank of bishop,” telling him that he was to
lead the mission to Ireland, in accordance with his
cherished dream.

High rose the hopes of our saint; yet, even in the hour
of his exultation, the greatest trial of his life came. A con-
ference was held at Auxerre in 430 to go fully into the
scheme. The Gallic Church would be required to finance
the undertaking, and there were many to satisfy. He who
led the expedition must be a bishop, but there were those,
among the scholarly Gauls, who thought the ex-slave un-
fitted for the episcopal dignity. Accordingly, the claims of
the enthusiast wavered in the balance; and now it was
that the very man who had proposed Patricius turned the
scale against him.

How can we explain this strange and deplorable act?
We know the type of character, ardent and inconstant,
that is capable of such whims. The friend of our saint
spoke words that galled Patrick to his life’s end.

In some intimate talk, Patrick once had told this brother
in religion of a sin that he had committed in boyhood —
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something that he “had done one day, nay in one hour,”
before he was fifteen years old, and before he had grown
strong in virtue or acquired the faith that came to him
in his years of trial. This fault Patricius had disclosed
through a scruple before he received the diaconate, ten
years earlier; and now the friend to whom he had 1m-
parted the secret disclosed it to his superiors.

We may suppose that the fault was one of presumption
— some youthful, ambitious boast, perhaps — for mani-
testly it was something that seemed incompatible with
the desire for leadership of a mission. Suppose that it was
said: ““T'his Patricius, who now asks your reverences to
entrust him with high responsibility, boasted in youth
that he would be a great man; he is proud and arrogant,
on his own admission.” Suspicion of a fault of this kind
1s just that which would destroy the hopes which Patrick
cherished in all humility. However that may be, the false
friend’s disclosure did result both in the disappointment
of the would-be missionary and in his public humiliation.

The soul was so wounded that the thing rankled thirty
years afterwards; for the aged bishop wrote at length
about 1t 1n his apologia, telling how ‘“certain my elders
came and urged my sins against my laborious episcopate”
— that 1s, his faults against his readiness for a toilsome
vocation. He was near to despair. He dreamed, and saw
a writing that dishonoured him, and heard a divine voice
which spoke of the bishop-designate despoiled of his call-
ing. “Truly,” says Patrick, “in that day I was strongly
pushed that I might fall here and for ever” — he was near
to despair. What a trial was this! Always Patrick seems
to have been acutely sensitive, a consequence of much
loneliness, no doubt. The years that he had spent shut
off from his friends, driven in youth to make decisions
for himself, dwelling with no earthly counsel but his own,
had made him conscious of a difference with the well-
educated men among whom he moved. Little his friends
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knew of his interior anguish, his watchings, temptations,
wrestlings with misfortune, mighty acts of faith. To be
judged by these as an ignorant fellow and presumptuous,
and to lose his bishopric just as it was promised to him
— this was torment to his gentle spirit, and for a space he
stared into the gulf of despair that is around all men,
ready to receive the losers of faith and hope. He did not
fall into that spiritual abyss; he persevered. ““The Lord,”
he writes, “graciously had pity on the stranger and so-
journer for His name’s sake, and He helped me greatly
in that humiliation, so that I did not utterly fall into
disgrace and reproach.”

4. THE POPE'S CHOICE

At that time, then, the candidature ot Patrick was re-
jected. He was left to his religious duties at Auxerre, while
the commission was given to another. A Roman church-
man, St. Palladius, had advised Pope Celestine to send
the late Gallic mission into Britain, and now St. Celestine,
presumably on the advice of Germanus, selected Palladius
for the work in Ireland. This chapter of our story 1s
studded with the names of saints. He whom we now
name was a Roman by birth, had lived with St. Ambrose
at Milan, and was the dear friend of St. Augustine. He
ruled the Church in a turbulent pontificate, and was the
crusher of Nestorian heresy. His last great act was the
commission to his deacon, St. Palladius, whom he con-
secrated bishop in 481, and sent “to the Scots believing
in Christ, as their first bishop.”

It is needless, of course, to explain that the term Scots
signified the Irish in that age, and down to the thirteenth
century. Some explanation is needed, however, of the
terms of the missionary bishop’s undertaking. He was sent,
according to these terms, not to the pagans of Ireland to
convert them, but to Christians already living in the
country, to organise them as members of the Catholic
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Body. From this, we perceive in the first place that there
were suffictent Christians in Ireland to call for an organ-
1sed Church. We perceive in the second place that the
mission of Palladius was on a different scale from that
which Patrick had conceived when, with a soul that
groaned with the desire of God to whom he was united,
he embraced the pagan Irish of his captivity in his love
and yearned to gather all into the arms of the Church.
Perhaps, the great churchmen of Gaul and Rome so re-
garded the strange race beyond the Roman world — a race
of whom fabulous stories of cannibalism were believed by
St. Jerome himself (as we learn from his Writings) — per-
haps, we say, those churchmen regarded the barbarians
OVErseas as a race too sadly reprobate for the immediate
conversion to which the monk Patricius looked with such
sanguine hope. A more modest achievement was to be
undertaken; and he, the Irish speaker, was not even taken
as a member of the mission. It is €asy to conceive the
mortification with which he saw the bishop from Rome
set out. This was his dark hour; but his resignation to the
Divine will was soon to earn a SUrprising recompense.

To whom did Palladius go? Who were the Christians
then living in Ireland? It is not possible to answer with
assurance, but we know that considerable Intercourse werit
on between Irish ports and the Continent — at one time,
as record tells, the ports of Ireland were better known to
the classical world than those of Britain — and it 1S easy
to conceive how traders and others on the southern Irish
coast had come to share the faith of Christendom, and
doubtless had some proficiency in Latin, the lingua franca
of the Roman world. On the Continent, there are records
of several churchmen of note who were born in Ireland:
tor example, Mansuetus, Bishop of Toul about 3250. These
doubtless were firstlings of the faith in Ireland — souls that
believed, and went to already Christian lands in order to
enter upon the full Christian life.
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Little, 1solated Christian communities grew up here and
there and gave saints to Ireland and heaven. Besides na-
tive Christians like these, there were Gallic settlers who
sought refuge in Ireland from the turmoil of the Con-
tinent. It is held by some scholars that the migration of
scholars from Gaul early in the fifth century amounted
to an exodus, and that these settlers were the founders of
Ireland’s classical learning, which was so conspicuous in
the following age. If we accept the theory of large-scale
Gallic settlements, swelling the meagre Christian popula-
tion in the coastal region looking towards the Continent,
the character of the mission of Palladius, as one to people
already half Continental in speech and mind, becomes yet
clearer.

Within a year of Palladius’ setting forth to Ireland, he
was dead in Britain. Commonly, it is assumed that his
mission was a failure. The records are scanty. The bishop
and his few priests landed at Wicklow, and are said to
have been received unfavourably by the rulers, or by
Druids; but three churches were founded. Tigroney (Co.
Wicklow) commemorates the work of Palladius to this
day; for the name means Roman House, Teach-na-Rom-
hdnach. At Donard and Dunlavin, lovely places in the
lower highlands of Wicklow, are other sites that Palladius
consecrated. From Ireland, Palladius went to Britain,
where death overtook him; the reason for his departure
from the mission field is not known. The assumption that
he failed and fled is facile, but surely foolish. Would a
oreat churchman from the capital of Christendom, after
undertaking a work, abandon it in a few months? To
organise three communities in that time, when a mere
survey of the ground would be work enough, does not
look like failure. Surely it is more reasonable to believe
that Palladius, once in the mission field, found the harvest
so abundant, so ripe for the reapers, that he recognised
the insufficiency of himself and his staff for all that was
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to be done. Not the few Christians already living in the
southeastern district and able to discourse with Latin-
speaking clergy, were the harvest, but the innumerable
souls of the population. These barbarians, seen in their
own land, were no savages. They were kindly, they had a
vigorous native culture, they were manly and possessed
of high natural qualities; Ireland was true mission ground,
and the ideas of the monk Patricius were sound. There-
tore Palladius resolved to lay what he had found in his
survey before his superiors; that is, before Germanus, in
whose charge the mission country lay. The journey to
Britain was made on the way to Gaul, which the mis-
stonary never reached. One account says that he was at-
tacked on British soil and martyred.

Is not this the most plausible reading of the brevity of
Palladius’ mission? It is borne out by the immediate de-
cision of the authorities. When Palladius died, Patrick
already was on his way to join the mission — perhaps,
the Irish-speaker had been summoned by the bishop.
Messengers bringing news of the bishop’s death met
Patrick’s party at a place in Gaul thought to be Evreux,
and all returned to Auxerre. There was little doubt now
what ought to be done. Patrick, who had been rejected
In 431, was consecrated bishop by the Pope’s desire a few
days before St. Celestine died in July 432, and, in the
autumn, commissioned by Germanus on the Pope’s au-
thority, at last sailed for Ireland, on that work tor which

he had been prepared in such manifestly providential
ways.
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THE WINTER AT SAUL

1. THE VOYAGE

HE expedition which sailed from Gaul num-
bered twenty-five persons, according to one of
A, the oldest accounts. The Bishop Patricius had
*' (%(i"ﬂ with him priests, some Gallic, some British, with
artificers and others necessary to the work of a mission in
the field of action.

Where Palladius had come ashore — the estuary, called
Inver Dea, just north of the Wicklow Head, which lies
like an illuminated map of golden sand, blue water, and
black-green forest, beneath the view of whosoever crosses
the road from Rathnew southward — here, in country that
seems to be filled with heaven’s own peace, the vessel came
ashore. Sad to say, the mission was ill received, like that
of Palladius in the previous year. Fishermen who were
netting the inver refused to supply the Christians, and
soon the chieftain of the district, one Nathi mac Garrchon,
came with his followers and violently drove them back to
sea. One of Patrick’s disciples had his teeth knocked out.
This sufferer for the cause is commemorated now by the
very name of Wicklow, in Irish, 1.e., Ci:ll Manntain, the
Church of Manntan, the Toothless One. Northward the
expedition cruised some forty miles, to anchor in Inver
Dombhrann, the shallow, sand Bay of Malahide. A visit was
made to a little island, now called Holmpatrick, Inis-
patrick, or St. Patrick’s Island; and so much was this spot

39
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revered 1n later days, because the national Apostle once
touched upon it, that a monastic house was founded there;
this was the meeting place of a national Synod centuries
later. The estuary of the river now called the Nanny,
north of Skerries, also was visited, in search of provisions,
“but nothing was found for him there” — the island he
had come to bless was strangely inhospitable to the Apos-
tle. Perhaps this decided Patrick to make for Ulster, the
region that he knew, and where he could be sure of mak-
ing friendly contacts.

Another visit ashore was more fortunate. Somewhere
near the Delvin river (which now forms the boundary be-
tween the counties of Dublin and Meath) the Christian
party went ashore. There, where the green land slopes to a
wide, smooth strand and the eyes behold the mountains
of Ulster along the sea horizon to the north, they rested,
and the travel-weary Bishop slept. A gentle youth, the son
of a man of that country named Sescneu, wandering there,
came upon the party, and gathered flowers and laid them
in the bosom of the sleeping cleric, as some sort of loving
homage to one whom he recognised as worthy of tribute.

“Do not do that,” said one of the Christians, “lest the
Bishop wake.”

The story says that Patrick woke; and, seeing the lad
with the flowers and marking what he had done, said:

“I'rouble him not; he will be my heir.”

The lad was Benen, whom we call St. Benignus. He
entered the apostle’s service, became his devoted attend-
ant, and at length his assistant bishop in the Primacy.

One narrative says that Patrick founded there his first
church, and left two of his clerics in charge of it. He went
next, it is said, to the estuary of the Boyne, where he
rested a while and blessed the place; but some think that
this is a mistake by an early writer who confused the
Boyne with the Delvin. Whether from the Delvin or the
Boyne, the next stage of the voyage was the last. Standing
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out from the vast, shallow bay of Dundalk, the vessel
sailed past the coloured hills of Cooley and the mouth of
Carlingford Lough, and so went by the sublime moun-
tains of Mourne, then growing red with the withering of
the bracken, on and on, along the Ulster coast, past the
gentle shore of Lecale to Inver Brenea — the mouth of
Strangford Lough. This is the most dangerous stretch of
water that the vessel met on the voyage.

Strangford Lough is the later, Norse-given name, of
what Patrick knew as Loch Cuan, a sea-lough eighteen
miles long and five wide; it opens on the sea by a long
winding channel, in width about one mile. Thus, with
every tide, about a hundred square miles of salt water are
driven out, or sucked back, through a funnel of land —
Lecale of Down to the one hand, the Ards Peninsula to
the other. Roaring and rushing and foaming, millions of
tons of water are hurled to and fro, making a cauldron of
difficulty, even in the fairest weather. Far out to sea the
disturbance is felt, so that yachtsmen of to-day set a course
almost out of sight of land when they wish to pass the
mouth of this fierce sea-lough. Only the brave and well-
experienced venture to enter the mouth and the channel,
to navigate the inrushing torrent like surf-riders, up be-
tween the green and wooded shores, on swift and swirling
eddies, an eight-mile perilous course to where Porta-
ferry’s white walls and custering masts mark a little har-
bour on the right hand. Portaferry — Port-na-Peireadh —
1s aptly named; the Irish means the Port of Squalls.

2. THE LANDING

This most difficult channel, the Gallic boat passed. How
was it done without a local pilot? Was it the apostle’s in-
trepid faith that led him to cast his life and his cause
upon the waters of the north? Seeing that this part of Ul-
ster was strange to Patrick, can it be that his purpose had
been to fare on, past Down and Belfast L.ough to the An-
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trim coast that he knew, and that storm or exhaustion
overtook him, after the eighty-mile voyage from the Meath
shore, so that he cast the boat upon the inward rushing
tide as a last chance of survival? At least, there is no doubt
that the desperate passage was made. The place where the
ship came ashore is named in ancient record and pointed
out by tradition. It 1s Inver Slane, or the mouth of the
Slane stream, on the other side of the water from Porta-
ferry and several miles farther on. In this little estuary,
the Gallic craft was hidden, the records tell, and the
clerics went ashore to rest. The stress laid on their exhaus-
tion seems to confirm our guess that the venture into Loch
Cuan was made as a desperate cast, driven by storm from
the sea, or by hunger or thirst. The party was in utterly
strange surroundings — neither in the Antrim that the
Bishop knew, nor on the Leinster coast where Christians
were not unfamiliar. The path that the clerics followed
from Ringbane on the Slaney stream to the place that we
call Saul 1s still seen. They rested in a barn, and there they
were found by the swineherd of Dichu, the lord of that
place. Taking the travel-worn strangers for robbers, the
servant went to his master, who came with his dog to
drive the clerics forth.

Then Patrick chanted the prophetic verse, Ne tradas,
Domine, bestiis animas confidentes tibi (the ancient nar-
rative says), and the dog became silent.

Patrick had old familiarity with Irish hounds, and he
easily quelled the beast, no doubt.

Dichu, when he saw the Bishop, was seized with orief,
we are told. Here is one more example of the saint win-
ning hearts by his very appearance; goodness and com-
mand were in his bearing, it seems, and folk of goodwill
were converted by his saintliness. Dichu ‘“believed, and
Patrick baptised him; so that he is the first who received
in Ulster baptism and belief from Patrick.”* The old nar-

' Tripartite Life.
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rative makes the belief and baptism seem to be instan-
taneous; but we may assume a spell of time, perhaps of
months, seeing that the mission wintered at that place.

The barn where the Christian voyagers had rested was
given to Patrick, and he made it his first church in Ulster.
Hence Saul, from sabhall, a barn, 1s the name of that
place in Lecale where the conversion of Ireland began, to
this day. In the Catholic church at Saul, Patrick’s altar-
stone 1s preserved, and we may unite ourselves tangibly
with the marvellous time when, in the mornings of the
Ulster winter, between the golden candlelights, the saint
offtered his first Masses 1in Ireland for the enterprise that
made us, fifty generations later, still children of the
Church of God. Over Saul there rises a steep hill which
commands sublime views of the north — the lough with
its hundreds of tree-clad isles like floating baskets of
flowers, the sea beyond the foaming channel away to the
orey cloud which is the Isle of Man, the peaks of stately
Mourne beyond Lecale’s kindly farming land; the twisted
stone walls about little fields far inland; the smoke-cloud
over Belfast far away, a glint of the water-plain of Lough
Neagh through mists of distance. From this eminence,
Patrick must have viewed and loved our Ulster, as we
do; and he still does so, in an immense stone efhigy.

In 1932, the fifteenth centenary of the saint’s coming,
the foundation was laid here of a national memorial to
Patrick. In 1938, it was dedicated by the Cardinal Primate,
Patrick’s successor. To-day the gigantic granite fgure,
vested and holding the shamrock which is Patrick’s sym-
bol, dominates the far-extending scene, a landmark to a
vast region, and a symbol of the constant devotion of the
race.

Providential, assuredly, was that decision which
brought the mission into Ireland by the perilous water-
gate, hither, to good Dichu’s countryside. Patrick’s words

are recorded, and we repeat them —
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God’s blessing on Dichu
Who gave me the Barn!
May he have afterwards
A heavenly home, bright, pure, great!

$. MILIUC'S CHILDREN

We have said that the mission wintered at Saul. Of the
work of the winter months we have no record, but a legend
says that Patrick journeyed to Slemish —a distance of
some thirty-five miles — to visit his old master, Miliuc:
that the children of Miliuc who had been his playmates
and now were of middle age like himself accepted the
faith, but that Miliuc himself refused conversion, shut
himself in his house, fired it, and perished.

It may well be true that the old playmates of “Cothrige”
were touched by his return as a great cleric, seeking them
out to renew his friendship, and that their love of the
saintly boy made them ready converts of the Bishop; but
the supposed suicide of their father is one of those ex-
travagant touches with which the legends of Patrick teem,
and which we instinctively prune away as we seek prob-
ability. The stubborn pagan was described, perhaps, in
some fiery oratorical phrase, and a legend grew. Perhaps,
Miliuc’s refusal was due to a pride, which would not
accept salvation from one who had been slave, at the mas.
ter's beck and call.

At length, the Lent of the yeéar 438 came round, and

now our story becomes eventful — pregnant with great
deeds.



CHAPTER V

THE FIRES OF SLANE

1. MEATH' S FIRST CHRISTIANS

(il NE day 1in Lent, a boat sailed up the winding
=\ V>24 reaches of the Boyne, past the battlefields and
' the monstrous tumul: on the north bank which
are the burial mounds of kings who died when
Pharoahs were buried under Pyramids in Egypt, past
Slane’s steep, verdant hill, and on by sluggish winding
reaches towards An Uaimh, or Navan. When the rough
leather sail got no helping wind, the men in the craft
would scull.

It was a pleasant trip, between grassy banks where trees
were growing faintly green above bushes of golden whin,
the glory of the Irish Spring; a trip of twenty miles. The
river-voyagers must have camped somewhere on the river
banks for a night; for it was early morning when they ar-
rived at the Ford of the Alders, Trim. There, where the
river sweeps like silver light round pastures, the little boat
came ashore. On a low eminence, not far from the water,
was a rampart that surrounded a sunny house, from which
the inmates watched with curious eyes.

The chief of the travellers, having landed, read in a
holy book. A lad came running from the house to inter-
rupt the traveller’s devotion.

“Who are you, stranger?”’ — the boy asked.

“I am Lommadn, a priest, of the company of Patricius
the Bishop,” was the answer, spoken in learner’s Gaelic.

45
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“Are you a Briton, holy sir?”

“I am.”

"My mother is a Briton,” the boy said. “She has named
me Fortchearn, which the British call Vortigern.”

- “And your father, my lad?”

“He 1s Felim, the son of the High-King. Come, my
mother will make you welcome.” |

Lomman had found the household that he was seeking.
He was welcomed in the language of the Britons, the
Celtic speech that had P’s instead of K'’s.

Felim’s wife had known the faith in Britain, and doubt-
less she had prepared her husband and son for it. Glad
she was to welcome a priest to that house beside the
Boyne. Lommdn baptised the household, and the parents
committed their boy to him to be reared for the Church.
House and land at Trim were made over to the mission.

When these good folk enquired how the Bishop, Pat-
ricius, was faring, since he landed with his twenty-four

helpers last autumn, Lommin would have Surprising
news:

“He 1s in Meath already.”

He would tell how Patricius had spent the winter in
Ulster, the clerics copying missals and the craftsmen mak-
Ing crosses and vestments; and how, when the Spring
came, and all was ready, the Gallic ship had been launched
again and steered out through the raging channel of the
sea-loch, and had sailed past the mountains of Mourne
and along Louth’s low coast to the Boyne’s mouth. Here
Patricius had bade the pilot steer up the river mouth to
a reedy landing place near Mornington (as the spot is
called now), and had come ashore in Royal Meath, the
province which was the mensal land of the monarchs of
Ireland. One Cianin of Duleek, a Christian, is said to
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“And now,” Lommdn would say, “the Bishop waits at
the Boyne’s mouth to advance to Tara, that he may preach
the faith before the High-King himself, and win permis-
sion to establish the Church in Ireland. He has sent me
to take counsel with you, whom he knew to be his
friends.”

There was a conference of those first Christians of
Meath, and the next move of the mission seems to have
been made in the light of the counsel taken at Trim; the
mission was to move to Slane and to celebrate Easter on
that high hill by the Boyne, which looked over the High-
King’s territory.

2. THE BISHOP AT SLANE

At Slane, the Bishop and his helpers set up their mission
station. Mass was said, very likely, under a shieling, and
the first Christians of Meath may have come in during
Holy Week to receive the sacraments from the Bishop of
the Irish himself.

Patrick probably sat in praetorio then, on the hill which
commands all the blue distances of Meath, as he conferred
with his people and his converts. To our eyes, he would
appear to be wearing ecclesiastical vestments; for the vest-
ments of to-day are much what the habitual dress of
Roman citizens of good position was in his time. He was
clean shaven in the Roman manner, unlike the mous-
tached and bearded Irish; his crown was tonsured, and he
wore the soft, dented cap, which developed into the mitre.
He bore a staff which was altogether remarkable. For cen-
turies afterwards it was revered as the Bachall Iosa, the
Baculum of Jesus, and the place in which it was preserved
is named Ballyboghil, the Town of the Baculum, to this
day. This staff was believed to have been carried once by
our Blessed Lord Himself, who was crucified and rose
again just 400 years before that Easter at Slane. It was
borne by Patrick as a relic of the utmost sanctity. Whether
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the story of its origin was true or only legendary, the fact
that Patrick used it in his missionary travels would suffice,
surely, to make 1t venerable in later times. Conceive, then,
the meaning of its end. In the sixteenth century, when an
English prelate was sent to Dublin as King Henry the
Eighth’s archbishop, the relic venerated since Patrick’s day
in Ireland was taken from the place of its custody and
burnt in the street by that alien prelate, in hatred for all
that 1t signified, whether legendary or authentic.

Another relic of Patrick’s mission escaped the reform-
ing destroyers. That was his Mass bell, which we still
possess. It 1s made of hammered iron, roughly, as if by a
village blacksmith, riveted, and coated with bronze. In-
cluding the handle, it is less than eight inches high. There
1S no clapper. It is sounded, as the many other old Irish
bells were, by being struck. In the eleventh century, the
high age of Irish culture, the coarse, old bell was enshrined
reverently In a case of bronze, silver, and gold, with pre-
clous stones and magmﬁcent interlacing ornament in the
style called Celtic. “The beauty, richness, and intricacy of
the Workmanshlp of the shrine,” writes a Scottish anti-
quary, “discloses to us the taste and skill prevailing at the
time, and indicate the degree of veneration for the rude
object of hammered iron to which so magnificent a work
of art was given as a covering.” Our generation heard that
bell ring, fifteen hundred years after the coming of Pat-
rick; for it was struck at the Mass in Phoenix Park in
1932, when a million worshippers attended the Eucharistic
Congress; and, a few hours later, at Benediction in the
heart of the Irish capital.

The Bishop, we have said, took counsel with the Chris-
tians of Meath, there on Slane hill. They would counsel
him not to venture to Tara for the present. “There is
danger, Lord Bishop, at this season.”

“How so?”’ — Patricius would ask, but he was resolved
to go.
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“Go not,” the native advisers would say, “‘for this is the
time of the fiery festival of the Spring, which the Magi of
the heathen hold on the royal hill.”

Perhaps it was the newly baptised prince, Felim, whose
garment bore in its edges the Seven Colours of Nobility
to denote his royal rank — perhaps it was he who gave
reasons for not advancing on Tara.

On the day that we count March 25, the High-King’s
people would keep the birthday of the year, the fiery feast
of Spring. On the eve, no fire must be seen in all the
country, until the ceremonial fire of Spring was lighted,
In the High-King’s presence, on Tara hill. Then there
would be a heathen festival, with hymns chanted to the
morrow's sun — the sun, that fire in the sky which is the
tather of all fires; “and fire, the Druids say,” the prince
would explain, “is that by which all things live.”

“The day you name,” the Bishop would answer, “will
be that day which we call the Lord’s day, Dominica, which
in Irish is Dia Domhnaigh.”

The Irish would repeat the words, Dia Domhnaigh.

“Moreover,” the Bishop would continue, “the coming
Lord’s Day will be Paschal Sunday, Domhnach Cdsca.”

Mark how the Latin Pasch, by the P-into-K rule, became
Cdisc, Casca, when it was made Gaelic. In the year 432,
Easter Sunday fell on March 25, a coincidence of the
Christian festival with the pagan day of observance which
was truly dramatic: for from that coincidence sprang the
conflict and the challenge.

““There is no better day for my task,” Patrick must have
said. “I will announce my mission by lighting the Paschal
Fire at this place on Easter Eve!”

That is what he did. Meanwhile, there was a remark-
able work to be done, that Holy Saturday. On Slane Hill,
the Bishop ordained Cianan of Duleek, whom we venerate

as a saint.
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3. CHALLENGE TO TARA '

He was always intrepid, that Bishbp' Patricius, called
the Shaveling by those bearded Irish folk who were against
him. Nothing that his friends could say would turn him
from his purpose. As he had run away from slavery in
boyhood, at the call of an inner voice, so now he was re-
solved to challenge all the powers of the Druids. He was
not content to kindle a little fire at the mission station, as
he directed the ceremonies that Holy Saturday in 433;
but he directed that a vast beacon should be fired with the
blessed flame.

His courage roused courage in those around him. With
what high passion of hope they saw the golden fire blaze
suddenly, through the dark March night, into a flaming
column, or a soaring banner of light rushing up with a
roar over the darkened land! It was a challenge more
daring than that of any beacon of war; they knew it, those
unarmed few by the tents and the shieling and the
roughly shaped cross, on Slane hill.

At Tara, all was dark. The heart of the vast banqueting
hall was a black cavern, and its high timbers creaked in
the night air. Windows in the raths of the Kings and the
hostages and the Druids, were blind. Guided by lime-
whitened stones that glimmered in the night, a little
procession came to the ceremonial place on one high
mound, where brushwood was heaped.

These were the High-King Laoghaire, and certain of
the minor Kings, with the white-robed Druids: they
chanted as they went some hymn in praise of the Natural

forces — poetry such as a druid of our own days' has
made —

O earth, enchantress, mother, to our home
In thee we press, '

Thrnlled by the fiery breath and wrapt in some
' George W. Russell (A.E.), Poems.
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Vast tenderness. . . .

But gather ye, to whose undarkened eyes
Night is as day,

Leap forth, immortals, birds of paradise,
In bright array,

Robed like the shining tresses of the sun
And by his name,

Call from his haunt divine the ancient one
Our father flame!

Whether 1t was some Druid or the High-King himself
who, with tinder, was to waken fire from darkness and
ignite that beacon on the royal hill, we know not. Most
likely it was the king — but before the pagan hands had
struck the spark that would set the beacon ablaze, to give
fire that would be distributed to every hearth and torch
and turn Tara into a hill-city of light — to be a signal to
every beacon-hill around, so that the royal land of Meath
would be 1lluminated and all folk would worship the fire
and the light of Spring —

T hat other beacon stabbed the northern sky!

Even as hills are crowned at this season with the golden
lines of the whin-fires, as the country folk clear the moor-
lands of the great golden weed to make rough grazing, so
Slane Hill, ten miles distant from Tara, swiftly glowed
into light.

It was not the Druids, 1t was not the High-King, who
had lit the first flame of the Spring in hushed and dark-
ened Meath! For the first time 1n history some new, some
strange authority had come betore the lords of Tara.
There was amazement on the fireless royal hill: but all
knew where that fiery height to the north stood, and some
knew who had done that thing.

Had not the priests from the Roman land camped
there on Slane hill?

“Lord King!” —some bearded Druid cried, uttering a
warning that has been remembered in tradition ever
since, ‘‘that fire must be quenched! He who lit 1t must be
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slain! If you let that fire burn this night, it will burn for-
ever 1n Eire!” :

Again they said to the startled king, “He who lit that
fire will win all your people!”

It shall not be,” the king answered. “We will put these
people to death. Chariots!”

Then, through the plain of Meath, that was fragrant
with the smell of ploughed fields and rising sap, nine
chariots and many horsemen rode forth, making for the
flaming hill.

4. 'COME YOU TO TARA!”

Meanwhile, Patricius stood on the great height at Slane,
where the beacon of golden light had driven upward
through the late dusk of Easter Eve, and we can imagine
how the young men among his helpers worked to keep
the new fire blazing.

“Pile on the fuel, lads,” one of them would cry, and
the rest would drag more new-hewn wood as near as he
could to that scorching furnace, and hurl it in.

No blaze showed on Tara. The men on Slane must
have guessed that their act had thrown the Druids on the
royal hill into doubt or confusion. Lights, however,
gleaned out on hills farther afield, where, mistaking
Patrick’s flame for Tara’s, watchers lit the answering
beacons.

“Pile on more fuel!”

T'hen, above the roar of the fire, there sounded through
the night a distant clatter of hooves and grinding of wheels
on the flagged road. Torches tossed a wild light. Chariots
were approaching.

Nine chariots brought the High-King of Ireland, his
queen, two Druids and other notables; riders on horse-
back with them. Making a big leftward cast they had
come, from Tara to Duleek, fording the Boyne at Old-
bridge, and by the Slane road toward the hiery hill.
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As the cavalcade drew near and shouts were heard,
maybe some of the company at the camp on Slane hill
were fearful, but not so the Bishop. Like a general when
the battle that he has sought is joined, Patricius watched
and waited and listened.

The royal party halted somewhere on the hill’s side,
perhaps where the church of to-day stands, not far from
the crossroads. Laoghaire, in his royal robe, and wearing
his crown, as Irish kings wore them before battle, would
have sprung from his chariot and climbed the slope to
that 1lluminated camp, but he was restrained.

“If you go to the Christian, you will surrender to him,
Lord King,” someone said. “Bid him come to you.”

S0 a gilly was sent, clambering up the hill, to invite
the strangers to the High-King’s presence.

He was one of Ireland’s greatest kings, this Laoghaire,
son of Niall of the Captives — of that Niall who had
plundered Britain. Unlike his father, he seldom went to
war. He was a man of peace, and a fine statesman. What
was happening in the Roman world he watched and
studied. In those days, Theodosius the Younger, Emperor,
was causing the laws of the Roman world to be codified.
Laoghaire, in turn, caused the laws of the Irish world to
be put in order: his lawyers compiled the Seanchas Moér,
the great Code of Irish Law.

Such was the king. Around him, at the halting place on
Slane hill, his kneeling warriors made a wall of shields,
and so he waited, sitting with his queen and his Druids.

On the night air rose the Latin chant, as the little com-
pany of missionary clergy drew near: “Some put their
trust in chariot and some in horses; but we will walk in
the name of the Lord our God.”

Patricius walked behind his clerics, vested in his Roman
garb, and bearing his sacred staff, and so the slave-boy
whom Niall had captured came in majesty before Niall’s

SOTI.
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The calmness of this unarmed company, the high bear-
ing of the Bishop, the mysterious beauty of the Roman
chant, were strange and impressive. Within the wall of
shields how many felt moved to rise, honouring the
comers? One broke the command that none should rise;
it was Erc mac Dega, a man of law. This lawyer stood and
honoured Patricius; later, he was Bishop of Slane, and
was buried at that place.

Of the talk between Patricius and Laoghaire, we have
no clear record.

The Bishop seems to have said that he came to estab-
lish in Ireland the religion of the Blessed Trinity and the
Christian Church. It is recorded that one of Laoghaire’s
Druids broke into angry blasphemy against the Triune
God, and perished there — as it seems, 1n a fit of apoplectic
fury. Perhaps his fury was despair; for the case was going
against the pagans. This 1s clear from the queen’s entreaty.
She pleaded with the Bishop not to be angered with the
king. Even then and there, Patricius had a moral
ascendancy.

At the end of the talk, whatever was said, Laoghaire
was overcome. Instead of compelling the Christians to
stamp out that fire of theirs — which by now had set all
the beacons of Meath blazing, doubtless — he gave Patrick
his grand desire.

“Come you to Tara to-morrow,” he said, “and we will
hear you in our court.”

The wall of shields was broken, the chariots and the
horsemen turned back by the Boyne road for Tara. In the
camp on the hill, Patricius and his company prepared for
rest, while the fateful beacon sank into a red glow, its
work done. _

“T'o-morrow, after the Paschal Mass,”” Patricius an-
nounced, “we will take the road and carry the Cross to
Tara of the Kings” —and who can doubt that his voice
trembled with joy and triumph?
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Aye, but there were some in Ireland who were not
pleased with that night’s work. Along the road to Tara,
the angered Druids went, halting here and there to stir up

the people and to lay ambushes for these invaders, who
bore no sword.



CHAPTER VI

THE CROSS ENTERS TARA

1. THE DEER’'S CRY

79 LAY the Roman!” whispered certain of King
« Laoghaire’s servants to folk who dwelt on the
y road between Slane and Tara. “The King will
~ be pleased if the stranger never comes to the
Hill of the Kings.”

Some such hint was given by enemies of Patrick —
Druids or others in the High-King’s company, who hated
the stranger and his cause. An ambush was prepared. Who
were the agents of the plotterss Who was to strike the
murderous blow? It is easy to suppose that they were old
soldiers, those disbanded Fenians who had served Laog-
haire’s father, when Niall mustered his raiding armies
to attack the Roman world, dwelling now at cross-road
villages, perhaps. Such men, old scarred fighters with
glibbed hair half hiding their fierce, hunters’ eyes, would
listen readily to some such incitement.

“A Roman, one of that proud breed, has come to Ire-
land, to seek mastery here. That is the camp ot his people
that you saw away up on Slane hill, busy like a bee-skep
in summer. The insolent one: his fires were lighted to
insult the son of Niall, Laoghaire your King!”

Then, through the night, Laoghaire’s servants would
make their way to Tara, after the High-King’s chariot,

leaving the nets of wrath spread upon the way that
Patricius must travel. '
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So Easter morning dawned, in that year 433; and, at
Slane hill, the Bishop celebrated Mass at his mission
altar under the shielding — the scdthldn, as the altar-huts
were called in the Penal days; there are people still living
who remember Mass said under a scdthldn in the church-
less parts of Ulster. Britons and Gauls, and the newly
ordained Ciandn and the prince Felim and his family
would be there, and folk of the countryside would kneel
far off, watching this strange act of the Holy Sacrifice,
dumbly sharing in it, and wondering. Then, when he
had broken fast, Patricius took eight chief helpers and
little Benignus, his giolla, who carried the Bishop’s writ-
ing materials; and with that little company he set forth
for Tara. At the head of the tiny procession, one carried
the Cross, the vexillum of the spiritual conquest. It was
Cianan who bore the wax-lights to be kindled later.

Some twelve Roman miles, millia passuum circiter XI11I,
the journey was. Patricius would remember the road that
he had walked twenty-six years earlier as a slave-boy in
flight from the north.

The Boyne could be forded near Slane, or crossed in
those coracles of skin which have been in use on the
Boyne at all times, even down to living memory — there
are a few still used by fishermen. Up from the ferry, the
Christian company strode along the rising road, leaving
Rossnaree below to the left hand, with the enormous
tumuli on the north bank grandly visible. They would
walk with the steady, rhythmic step that all travellers in
the Roman land learnt from the legions; and so Patricius
faced the dangers spread before him.

Behold him now, no tattered stripling in flight, but a
man of mature middle age, dressed in white and corded
linen and the paenula or chasuble of Roman rank, with
gilt border and broad purple stripes. The Irish of his little
company — Ciandn and Benignus —are in native dress
of kilted cloth.
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Well he knows by the signs around him, when people
draw within doors and avoid the highway as the little
band goes onward through the green-gold land, that mis-
chief has been prepared. He is wary-eyed, watching for
some gathering to oppose him, to bar the way, to assault
the weaponless nine. There is no fear in that holy heart
of his, but he wishes to raise the courage of his followers,
so he breaks into a marching anthem that he himself
makes in the Irish tongue. We have the strange poem
still, for, under the Gaelic title of Faed Fiada, the Deer’s
Cry, and the Latin title, St. Patrick’s Lorica or Breastplate,
it has been preserved and revered by every generation
since his day.?

The Gaelic that we have runs to ten stanzas, with four
Latin lines at the end. Probably, it is an elaboration, made
1In a later century, of the actual chant that was made on
the road to Slane; nevertheless, much of it is almost cer-
tainly authentic —

. I
Atomriug indiu
Nuurt trén togairm Trinoit,
Cretim Treodataid foisitin Oendatad,
In dulemain dail.

I
Atomriug indiu
Nwurt Gene Crist co n-a Bathius,
Niwurt Crochta co n-a Adnocul
Niurt n-Eseirge co Fresgabail,
Niurt Tonuid do Brethemnas Bratha. . . .

The company would catch the rhythm and fall into the

chant, and so the famous hymn would throb in manly
voices through the land:

I take for my sureties to-day:
The Trinity and Unity of God,

*The Lorica is published in many works, and is even sung to-day in
J. C. Mangan’s translation. Consult Eleanor Knott, Eriu VII, 239.
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The birth of Christ,

His baptism, crucifixion, burial,

His resurrection, ascension,

His coming to the judgment of doom:;

Perhaps this rhythmic Gaelic catalogue of things be-
lieved was made by Patrick in his lonely days on Slemish
and later used by him to teach his converts the elementary
Christian truths, even as that other mighty missionary,
St. Francis Xavier, taught the faith in little chants in
Fastern tongues. Wonderfully eloquent the simple cata-
logue becomes —

I take for my sureties to-day:
The power of the love of the Seraphim,
The obedience of Angels,
The service of Archangels,
The prayers of the noble Fathers,
The predictions of Prophets,
The preaching of Apostles,
The faith of Confessors,
The purity of holy Virgins,
The acts of righteous men.

I take for my sureties:
The power of God to guide me,
The might of God to uphold me,
The wisdom of God to teach me,
The eye of God to watch over me,
The ear of God to hear me,
The word of God to give me speech,
The hand of God to protect me,
The way of God to go before me,
The shield of God to shelter me,
The host of God to defend me,
Against the snares of demons,
Against the temptation of vices,
Against the lusts of nature,
Against every man who meditates injury
to me,
Whether far or near,
With few or with many
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He enumerates further dangers to the soul and body,
against which he invokes defence, and then breaks into
lines that reveal the mystic’s union with his Lord —

Christ with me, Christ before me,

Christ behind me, Christ within me,

Christ beneath me, Christ above me,

Christ at my right, Christ at my left,

Christ in the fort,

Christ in the chariot-seat,

Christ in the poop:

Christ in the heart of every man who thinks of me,
Christ in the mouth of every man who speaks to me,
Christ in every eye that sees me,

Christ in every ear that hears me —

and he repeats his first verse, invoking the Blessed
Trinity.

So singing, the little band came into danger and passed
through it. Somewhere in that rich farmland of Meath,
the road was beset by rugged, grim men, weapons in hand;
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