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I. — Patrick amongst Ciarraige of Mayo.

THENCE from ‘ Ciarraige Airtech’ Patrick went further west to ‘ Ciarraige Arne,’ where he
met Ernaisc and his son, Loarnach, sitting under a tree. And Patrick wrote an alphabet or
catechism for the youth Loarnach, and he remained with him—Patrick and his family of
twelve men [1]—for a week, or more. And Patrick founded a church in that place, and made
him the abbot or superior thereof, and he was, indeed, a man full of the Holy Spirit.

This shows us what we know otherwise must be true—that Patrick spent a week, or some-
times a fortnight, in each new district, preaching, baptising, and building his church with the
help of the willing hands of the people. On Sunday he consecrated it ; and when he had no
man of his own ‘ family’ ready to place over it he took some other likely youth, generally a
son of the chief, gave him a catechism, taught him how to say his psalter, read his missal and
his ritual, and then ordained him for the service of the Church. But these boys were educated
youths ; they had well-trained memories, for they generally belonged to the schools of the
Bards or Brehons, and so in a very short time they could be trained to do the indispensable
work of the ministry. But we must also assume that for some time they accompanied the Saint
on his missionary journeys in their own neighbourhood, and when that was impossible he left
one or more of his own ‘ familia’ to give them further instructions and moral guidance.

We find reference in the above passages to three districts called Ciarraige or Kerry, for the
name is the same. This tribe, like their namesakes of the South, derived their descent from
Ciar, son of Fergus MacRoy and of Meave, Queen of Connaught. It is evident from the Lives
of St. Patrick that they were established in Connaught before he began to preach there, in 437,
or thereabout. The territory which they inhabited to the west of Cruachan is, perhaps, the
poorest and most barren in Ireland, except one district, which contained comparatively good
land. That is Ciarraige of Magh Ai, comprehending the parish of Kilkeevan, around Castle-
rea. [2] Their patron saint in after times was St. Caelainn, a daughter of their own race, whose
church and termon land was, says O’Donovan, about one mile east of Castlerea. The second
sub-tribe of the Ciarraige were called the Ciarraige of Airtech, in the north-west of Ros-
common, of whom we have just spoken. The third division was the Ciarraige of Arne, as the
Tripartite calls them, that is those who dwelt around ‘ Loch na n-Arneadh,’ as the name is
given by O’Donovan, [3] that is the ‘ Lake of the Sloe Bushes.’ It is now called Lough
Mannin, and is situated about two miles to the north of Ballyhaunis. This is the heart of that
wild territory of which three quarters, in Perrott’s composition of Connaught, were taken to
be equivalent to one quarter elsewhere. It was a wide desert, including the parishes of
Aghamore, Knock, Bekan, and Annagh, desolate, water-logged and wholly undrained, whose



marshy flats supply the head waters of the Suck, the Lung, and many tributaries of the Moy,
as well as of several other streams that flow westward into Lough Mask and Lough Corrib.
That St. Patrick had the courage to travel through it in those ancient days, shows that he was a
man to be deterred by no obstacle in the prosecution of his great task.

The church founded by Patrick in this Ciarraige of the Lake, over which he placed
Loarnach, [4] is, doubtless, the ancient church of Aghamore, in the very centre of the district,
about a mile to the north of the lake, that is. Lough Mannin. But Tirechan adds that either
then, or at a later period, Patrick left in the same place, that is, at Aghamore, a certain Medbu,
who in his text appears to be the person described as ‘ full of the Holy Spirit.’ He was a
deacon of Patrick’s family, and appears to have afterwards studied at Armagh, and sub-
sequently founded a church of his at Imgoe Mair Cerrigi, [5] wherever that was—the text is
corrupt and uncertain. Aghamore is still a large and very populous parish in the diocese of
Tuam, and the modern Catholic church is only a short distance from the site of the ancient
church and churchyard. [6] There is a tradition amongst the people that St. Patrick founded
his church close to the eastern shore of the lake, beside the holy well that still flows, as of old,
under the shadow of an ancient white-thorn. But the building was bodily carried away by the
people at a later date, and rebuilt where its ruins still stand, near the village.

Thence Patrick went south by Ballyhaunis, it would appear, and came to Tobur Mucno,
where he erected Senchill. There can hardly be a doubt that it is the well now known as
Patrick’s Well, or Toburpatrick, about two miles south of Ballyhaunis. This marks the
Apostle’s route as due south fromAghamore ; and we may fairly assume that the ‘ old
church,’ [7] founded by the Saint, is that whose ruins are still to be seen, or rather its site, a
little to the west of the well. It is in the parish of Annagh, which, as we have seen, was a part
of the Ciarraige territory. We are then told that Secundinus or Sechnall—Patrick’s nephew—
was there apart under a leafy elm ; and ‘ the sign of the cross is in that place to this day.’
Tirechan seems to imply that Sechnall, who certainly accompanied Patrick in his early
missionary journeys, built himself a cell or oratory under this leafy elm at Tobur Mucno,
and, perhaps, when leaving, erected a stone cross to be a memorial of his sojourn there. The
holy well is there still, but there is no leafy elm, only one or two old white-thorns mark the
site of Sechnall’s church.

•

II. — Patrick amongst the Conmaicne.

From this point the missionary journeys of St. Patrick on the borders of Mayo and Galway
are not set forth with clearness. The Tripartite brings him at once to the land of Conmaicne
Cuile Toladh, that is the barony of Kilmaine ; and adds that ‘ he founded four-cornered
churches in that place, one of which is Ard Uiscon, etc.’

Tirechan, however, has an interesting paragraph, though the readings are somewhat un-
certain, which says that Patrick, leaving Secundinus at Tobur Muckna, fared through ‘ the
desert of the Hy Enda,’ as we take it ; and therein he left the holy Lomman. He then adds that
after many days ‘ Senmeda, a daughter of Enda, son of Brian, came to see Patrick there, and
received from his hand the pallium or nun’s cloak.’Moreover, in token of her utter renunciat-
ion of the world, the blessed maiden gave up to Patrick all her necklaces and bracelets, also
her ornamental sandals and armlets, ‘ such as the Scotic maidens wear, which are called in
their language their aros’ or ornaments.



As this royal maiden was a daughter of Enda of the Hy Briuin race, we may safely con-
clude that the territory called the ‘ desert of the Hy Enda,’ or Tir Enda, was the present parish
of Kiltullagh, which never formed any part of the Ciarraige territory, and, as a fact, still be-
longs for that reason to the Co. Roscommon. Lomman’s church was, no doubt, the old church
of Kiltullagh, and most probably it was there the blessed maiden Senmeda received the veil
from Patrick. As it would not be possible to cross over Slieve Dart, Patrick, it would appear,
passed from Kiltullagh, by Clogher, to the old church of Kiltivna, or rather to the place where
it once stood, and near it was a blessed well now dry. The local traditions still tell of the
Saint’s prayers at this old church, and of his journey through this district. As Conmaicne
Duine Moir (Dunmore) was always a fertile territory, and the residence of the ancient chiefs,
Patrick, no doubt, visited the place and probably founded a church there ; and such is the
local tradition of the people. From this point he went south-west to Kilbannon, near Tuam,
where he left his disciple, Benen, of the Hy Ailell, brother of Cethech—not Benen of Meath,
but of Tirerrill. The two are carefully distinguished by the Tripartite. The imprint of Patrick’s
knees, where he prayed, is still shown at Kilbannon, and the remnant of a slender round tower
marks the ancient celebrity of the place. Benen is described by Tirechan as son of Lugni, a
scribe, a priest and an anchorite. His mother was daughter of Lugaith MacNetach. She was of
the Conmaicne, and her family, who dwelt near Kilbannon, gave young Benen a farm on
which he founded his church, dedicated to God and (afterwards) to St. Patrick. Patrick him-
self, we are told, marked out the site of Kilbannon, and blessed the place with his crozier ;
and he was the first to offer the Body and Blood of Christ there, after he ordained Benen, and
he blessed Benen, and left him there in his place. It is not improbable that Benen afterwards
retired to Aranmore, where he founded the beautiful little church that still bears his name, for
Tirechan describes him as an anchorite, which implies retirement from the world. Tuam was
not yet founded by St. Jarlath, who was a disciple of Benen at Kilbannon, if not of Patrick
himself

The Saint did not cross the Clare River here, but passed by Sylane and the old church of
Killower south-westward to Domnach Mor Maige Seolai, which was even then the royal seat
of the ancestors of the O’Flahertys. Killower itself takes its name—the Church of the Book
—from a book which Patrick left there, or forgot there, and which afterwards became the
cherished treasure of that church.

From Killower Patrick passed, in our opinion, to the territory of Magh Seolai, and there
founded, near the chieftain’s dun, the church of Domnach Mor Maige Seolai, now called
Donaghpatrick, near Headford.

We have no written evidence that Patrick, on this missionary journey, went further south
through Galway into the Hy Maine territory. There is, indeed, a ‘ Patrick’s Well’ between
Aughrim and Kilconnell, and another is marked some miles further west near Bullaun.
Colgan, too, thought that the old church of Kilricle, in that neighbourhood, took its name
from St. Richell, a sister of St. Patrick, but the evidence is vague and unsatisfactory. We can,
however, clearly trace the Saint from Ballyhaunis, by Kiltullagh, Kiltivna, Dunmore, Kil-
bannon, and Killower, to Donaghpatrick—and that was, in our opinion, the road he followed
on this missionary journey. We find traces of the Saint in living traditions all along this way,
which strongly confirm the meagre references of the written records in the Tripartite and
Book of Armagh.

In Domnach Mor Maige Seolai, better known as Donaghpatrick, to which we have traced
the Saint, he placed his disciple, Bishop Felartus, for whomAssicus of Elphin made one of
his quadrangular patens, described in the Life of that saint. At that time close at hand was the



royal residence of the princes of the Hy Briuin race, who were ancestors of the O’Flahertys.
In after times it became the stronghold of that tribe, whose chief dun was situated in an island
of the lake, now called Lough Hackett, near the old church.
It is expressly stated that Patrick founded several churches in this neighbourhood, but not

within that territory. Tirechan says that Patrick fared (from Donaghpatrick) to the territory of
the ‘ Conmaicne hi Cuil Tolat’— that is to say, into the modern barony of Kilmaine, in the
Co. Mayo. To do so, his natural course would be to cross the Black River at the fords of
Shruel, where ‘ the Bloody Bridge’was afterwards erected. It was a famous and historic pass
from Galway into Mayo, and we may assume it as fairly certain that Patrick crossed over it.

There is some reason to think that he founded a church north of the ford in Sruthair, which
was the ancient name of the village on the Mayo side of the ford, now corrupted into Shruel,
[8] and it is set down as a Patrician Church in some of the old records. About three miles north
of Shruel was Kilmaine Beg, which is, beyond doubt, the ‘ Cellolam Mediam,’ or Middle
Little Church between Shruel and Kilmaine Mor, in which Patrick left the sisters of Bishop
Felartus, of the HyAillel race. Felartus was Bishop of Donaghpatrick, so it was quite natural
that Patrick would leave his sisters near him, yet not with him, in Kilmaine Beg.

Some three miles further north was Kilmaine Mor, which was always regarded as a
Patrician Church, and was certainly a larger and more richly endowed establishment than the
Nuns' church at Kilmaine Beg. We are inclined to think, however, that Kilmaine Mor was not
itself Patrician, but of a later date, and that the real Patrician church in this district was the
ancient church of Cuil Corre, now known as Kilquire, in which we are told Patrick baptised
many persons. It is not more than a mile north of Kilmaine, on the road to Hollymount, and
was undoubtedly founded, like Kilmaine Beg, by St. Patrick. [9]

The old church has disappeared, but the graveyard is there still, not far from the noble
Anglo-Norman Castle of Kilternan, close to which is a Tobur Patrick, which indicates the
presence of the Saint in the place, and where, doubtless, he baptised his converts. No fairer or
more fertile fields of richest green can be found in all the West than those around Kilternan
Castle and Kilquire Church ; but the men who dwelt there of old are all gone—only sheep
and bullocks now depasture those most fertile fields of Mayo. So it is as we write, but that
unnatural state of things is, thank God, rapidly passing away.

Tradition, rather than history, brings Patrick from Kilmaine, far west, into the Mountains
of Connemara. It is not improbable that he founded a church at the place now called Cross,
near Cong, and then faring westward between the Two Great Lakes, he preached the gospel to
the rude natives until he came to the wild gap in the hills beyond Maam, where Patrick’s Bed
and Patrick’s Well may still be seen. Farther progress through the Twelve Bens was then
impossible, and, even at the present day, the traveller who ventures to follow Patrick on foot
into the wilds of Ross will find his task a difficult one. He blessed the wild hills to the west,
and the wilder people who dwelt amongst them ; but it was reserved for St. Fechin and others,
two centuries later, to bring them to the faith.

Patrick must have then returned by Cong to Kilmaine, or Kilquire, and continued his
missionary progress north-wards through the plains east of Lough Mask. The territory south
of the River Robe, that is the country of the Conmaicne Cuile Toladh, was then, as now, a
fertile and prosperous land, of which the modern town of Ballinrobe may be regarded as the
capital.



We have thus brought Patrick to Kilquire, but thereafter his progress northward is not so
clearly ascertained.

•

III.—Patrick in Carra.

Patrick, at Kilquire, a mile north of Kilmaine, saw a fertile and populous country before
him, stretching away towards the north. We are only told, however, that the Saint went into
Magh Foimsen, which has not been exactly identified, but which we take to be the plain east
of Ballinrobe, yet south of the River Robe, [10] towards Hollymount. There he found two
brothers—Conlaid and Derclaid, sons of Coiliud. In the Tripartite they are called, perhaps,
more correctly, Luchta and Derglam. The latter sent his servant to slay the intruding priest,
Patrick, but Luchta, not without difficulty, restrained them from attempting to commit such a
crime ; whereupon Patrick said to Luchta, ‘ There will be priests and bishops of thy race.
Accursed, however, will be the seed of thy brother, and his offspring will be few.’ [11] One of
the standing blessings promised by Patrick to those who favoured the Gospel was nobility of
clerics and of laics from their seed ; the ‘ curse’ on its opponents was to have neither temp-
oral nor spiritual rulers of their race—an appropriate reward and just penalty.

Magh Foimsen appears to have been a sub-division ot Magh Carra ; if so, the chiefs even
then were of the race of Fiachra, son of Eochy Moyvane, and brother of the renowned King
Dathi. His eldest son, Earc Culbhuide—of the golden hair—inherited Carra ‘ of the beautiful
fruit,’ a fair and fertile land flowing with milk and honey. The sweet district of Magh na
Beithighe—Plain of the Birch Trees—is fondly described as ‘ a terrestrial fairy palace,’ where
all delights abounded. He left in that place Priest Conan, of whom we know nothing else. The
name is Irish so he was probably a native of the district whom Patrick had in-structed in the
usual way. His church was probably near Tobur Lughna, in the parish of Robeen. This
Lughnat [12] of Lough Mask, from whom the well gets its name, is said to have been a
nephew of St. Patrick, and, doubtless, accompanied his uncle on this missionary journey. He
loved this beautiful land of the lakes ‘ where the hazel waved its hundred tendrils,’ and took
up his abode there, and made it the place of his resurrection. But, late in life, he probably
retired to that island in Lough Corrib, where his gravestone still stands.

Northward still went Patrick, between the lakes to Tobur Stringle, ‘ in the wilderness.’ [13]
This is the place now called the Triangle, a corruption of the ancient name. It seems Patrick
encamped there over two Sundays, baptising and instructing the people. But it is not stated
that he erected a church at Tobur Stringle, either because it was a wilderness, or he could not
procure a suitable site. From Tobur Stringle he went to visit a place further north called
Raithin. [14] It was the northern boundary of Carra, which extended from the River ‘ Roba to
Raithin ;’ and the name is still retained in that of Raheen Barr, a townland about two miles
south-west of Castlebar. The railway runs close to the lake, which formed the boundary at this
point.

•

IV. — Patrick at Aghagower.

Returning from Raithin to Stringle Well, Patrick left Magh Carra, and went further west-
ward to the boundary of Umall, at Achad Fobair. This place is now called Aghagower, a mis-
leading corruption of the ancient name. It was a bishopric in ancient times, and is still an
important parochial Church in the diocese of Tuam. Here Patrick founded a church, over
which he placed Senach, whom he consecrated a bishop, apparently in the same place. He



was a man of great meekness and piety, wherefore Patrick called him ‘ Agnus Dei.’ His
humility, too, was very striking, for we are told that he made three requests of Patrick—first,
that through Patrick’s prayers he might not sin after ordination, that the place might not take
its name from him—and his prayer has been heard in this respect—and, thirdly, that what
might be wanting to his (full) age when called away by God, might be added to the age of his
son Oengus.

Oengus, too, was a saint, and Patrick wrote an alphabet, or catechism, for the youth, that
he might be trained for the priesthood. His sister too, Mathona by name, became a nun, and
received the cloak and veil from Patrick himself ; who likewise founded a church for her and
her nuns, the ruins of which still remain a hundred paces to the north of the ancient church of
Aghagower. Patrick also, edified no doubt by the sight of so much holiness and self-denial in
one family, prophesied that many good bishops would arise in that church, and that their
spiritual offspring would be blessed for ever and ever.

Patrick himself dearly loved Aghagower,—its swelling fields of green, its streams, and
wells, [15] with its walks for silent prayer ; and he meditated making it his own spiritual city :

‘ I would choose
To remain here on a little land.
After faring around churches and waters
Since I am weary, I wish not to go further.’

But the Angel said to him :—

‘ Thou shalt have everything round which thou shalt go,
Every land,
Both mountains and churches,
Both glens and woods.
After faring around churches and waters
Though thou art weary, still thou shalt go on further.’

Patrick at this time had spent about eight years in Ireland. So that he must have, according
to the common chronology, been then very near seventy years of age—the span of life
assigned to man by the Psalmist. His life hitherto had been laborious and eventful beyond that
of most men. No wonder he was weary—climbing hills, wading through waters, camping out
by night, building churches, blessing, preaching, baptising from farthest Antrim to the
western sea.

But there was to be no rest for him yet, even half his work was not yet done. Such was
God’s high will ; and once more Patrick girt his loins for his great task. Truly his life is a
noble lesson of patient untiring zeal in the cause of God, which should inspire the prelates of
Erin for all time.

So he left Aghagower for a while—and he left there also, as the neighbours say, two small
trout in the stream that still flows by the road side in front of the church. “Angels will keep
them in it,” he said, “ for ever.” Patrick had a great love of nature, and doubtless saw the trout
in the stream, and watched them with loving interest—so when leaving he forbade them to be
disturbed. He blessed the wells, and he blessed the stream with its fish ; and men fondly think
it is the same little fish that are still there. The wells are often dry in summer, or nearly so, [16]



but the stream flows for ever ; and let us hope will never want a trout to remind us of Blessed
Patrick’s tender love for all God’s creation, [17] both great and small.

We are also told in the Book of Armagh that this church of Achad Fobair received the
Mass of Patrick [18] This statement probably refers to a later period, when considerable
divergence had grown up in the liturgies used in the Irish monasteries. The neighbouring
Anglo-Saxon monks of Mayo may have introduced from Iona or Lindisfarne a ‘ Mass’ differ-
ent from the ancient Patrician liturgy ; and this statement might be intended to indicate that
the clergy of Aghagower were faithful to the traditions of their founder, and adhered to the
‘ Mass’ introduced by St. Patrick. [19]

•

St. Patrick on The Cruachan Aighle.

I. —The Saint’s Fast.

FROMAghagower Patrick went to Cruachan Aigle. [20] The beautiful cone of this hill, since
called Croaghpatrick, rises just over the low hills surrounding Aghagower on the west ; and it
appears so near, so striking, so attractive, that the heaven-aspiring soul of Patrick must have
longed with an ardent longing to reach its summit. He would there be farther from men, he
would be nearer to God, and he could see from that lone summit by land and sea all the west-
ern country he had already won or was still to win for Christ. It was like Mount Sinai, on
which Moses saw God face to face ; there he would fast and pray for Erin, and strive with
God for the land that ‘ He had given him at the end of the world,’ so that neither men nor
demons should ever wrest it from His sway. No one who reads the Confession of St. Patrick
will deny that he was, like St. Paul, a man of burning zeal and of high enthusiasm in the
service of God ; and such a man could hardly see Croaghpatrick near him without longing to
ascend it, for the lone grandeur of its soaring peak has a strange fascination for the beholder,
and attracts the eye from every point of view.

Tirechan’s narrative is brief and simple. The Apostle went there on Shrove Saturday, that
is the Saturday before Ash Wednesday, and his purpose was to fast the forty days of Lent,
thus following the example of Moses, of Elias, and of Christ himself. He buried his coachman
at the foot of the mountain near the sea where he died ; [21] and then he went to the summit
himself and remained there forty days and forty nights. The birds were a trouble to him ; and
he could not see the face of the heavens, the earth, or the sea (on account of them) ; ‘ for God
told all the saints of Erin, past, present, and future, to come to the mountain summit—that
mountain which overlooks all others and is higher than all the mountains of the West—to
bless the tribes of Erin, so that Patrick might see (by anticipation) the fruit of his labours, for
all the choir of the saints of Erin came to visit him there, who was the father of them all.’

The idea here clearly is that the flocks of white birds which disturbed the repose of Patrick
really represented the choirs of Erin’s saints who were come to meet their common father, and
join him in blessing all the tribes of Erin.

But the Tripartite enlarges greatly on this simple narrative in a fashion that suggests the
perfervid imagination of the Scotic Chronicler. Still, as it is a very ancient narrative, and has
laid hold of the minds of the western people for many ages, we shall give it here in full, but at
the same time as briefly as possible : —



Patrick then went to the summit of the mountain, not only to fast, but above all to pray
for the people of Ireland, and he was resolved to do violence to heaven until his petitions
were granted. The Angel then came to him to tell him that God was disposed to grant his
petitions, although he was ‘ excessive and obstinate’ in urging them, and the requests were
also great in themselves. ‘ Is that His will ?’ said Patrick. ‘ It is,’ said the Angel. ‘ Well,
then,’ said Patrick, ‘ I will urge them ; and I will not go from this Rick till I am dead, or till
all the petitions are granted to me ; and so he abode on the mountain in much disquietude
without food, without drink, from Shrove Saturday until Easter Saturday, after the manner
of Moses, son of Amra ; for they were alike in many things, but especially in this that God
spoke to both out of the fire, that the age of both was at their death 120 years, and that the
burial place of both is unknown.

But meanwhile Patrick was by his prayers and fasting doing violence to heaven, and he
was greatly tormented. For towards the close of his term of forty days and nights the mount-
ain was filled with black birds, [22] so that he knew not—that is, could neither see heaven nor
earth. He sang maledictive psalms against them ; but still they held on. Then he grew wrath-
ful against them, and rang his bell against them, ‘ so that all the men of Erin heard its voice ;’
and, as the birds still kept flying around him, he flung the holy bell at them, whereby a piece
was broken out of it, whence it was called Bernan Brigte or Brigid’s gapling, because it
seems Brigid had given the bell to Patrick. Then Patrick’s heart was filled with grief, the tears
in streams flowed down his cheeks, and even his chasuble was wet with them. At length the
demon birds disappeared ; and no demon for seven years, seven months, seven days, and
seven nights afterwards came to torment the land of Erin.

Now when the demon birds were gone an angel came to console Patrick, and the angel
cleansed his chasuble from the tear stains and brought beautiful white birds around the Rick,
which sang sweet melodies to comfort the afflicted Saint. The angel, too, announced the
granting of the first petition. “ Thou shalt bring,” he said, “ an equal number of souls—equal
to the birds—out of pain, yea, as many as can fill all the space sea-ward before your eyes.”
“ That is not much of a boon,” said Patrick, “ for mine eyes cannot reach far over the sea.” “
Then thou shalt have as many as will fill both sea and land,” said the angel—but Patrick,
recalling his sorrows and the crowds of demons that had surrounded him, said—“ Is there
anything more that He granteth me” ? “ Yes,” said the angel, “ seven persons on every
Saturday till Doomsday shall be taken out of hell—that is, torment—by your prayers.” “ Let
twelve be given me,” said Patrick. “ You shall have them,” said the angel ; “ so now get thee
gone from the Rick.” “ I will not go,” said Patrick, “ since I have been tormented, till I am
blessed” (by having my petitions granted). Then said the angel “ thou shalt have seven on
Thursday and twelve on Saturday, so get thee gone now.” “ No,” said Patrick, “ I must have
more.” Then said the angel, “ a great sea shall overwhelm Ireland seven years before the day
of judgment”—so that they will not be tormented in Erin by the signs and wonders of that
day—“ Now get thee gone.” “ No,” said Patrick, “ I must still be blessed.” Then said the
angel, “ Is there aught else you would have ?” “ Yes,” said Patrick, “ that the Saxons [23] shall
never hold Ireland by consent or force so long as I dwell in heaven.” “ Thou shalt have this,
too,” said the angel, “ so now get thee gone.” “ Not yet,” said Patrick. “ Is there aught else
granted to me ?” “ Yes,” said the angel, “ every one who shall sing thy hymn (that is the Latin
hymn by Sechnall) from one watch to the other shall not have pain or torture,” “ The hymn is
long and difficult,” said Patrick. “ Then every one who shall sing it from ‘ Christus illum’ to
the end, that is, the last four stanzas, and every one who shall give aught in thy name, and
every one who shall do penance in Erin, his soul shall not go to hell ; so now get thee gone
from the Rick.” One would think that this was giving much indeed ; but Patrick was not yet
content. “ Is there aught else I am to get ?” said he. “ Yes,” said the angel, “ a man for every



hair on thy chasuble thou shalt bring out of pains on Doomsday.” “ Why, any saint will get
that number,” said Patrick. “ How many more do you want ?” said the angel. “ Seven persons
for every hair on my chasuble to be taken out of hell (or pains) on the day of Doom,” said
Patrick. “ Thou shalt get that, too,” said the angel ; “ so now get thee gone.” “ Not yet,” said
Patrick, “ except God Himself drive me away.” “ What else do you want ?” said the angel. “
This,” said Patrick, “ That on the day when the twelve Thrones shall be on Mount Sion, that
is on the day of Doom, I myself shall be judge over the men of Erin on that day.” “ But this
surely cannot be had from God,” said the angel. “ Unless it be got I will not leave this
mountain for ever,” said Patrick, “and I will leave a guardian on it after me.”

The angel went to heaven to see about this petition, and Patrick went to say Mass to make
his own case stronger, no doubt. The angel came back at None after Mass. “ All heaven’s
powers have interceded for thee,” said the angel, “ and thy petition has been granted. You are
the most excellent man that has appeared since the Apostles—only for your obduracy. But
you have prayed and you have obtained. Strike thy bell now, and fall on thy knees, and a
blessing will come upon thee from heaven, and all the men of Erin living and dead shall be
blessed and consecrated to God with thee.” “ A blessing on the bountiful King who hath given
it all,” saith Patrick, “ and now I leave the Rick.” [24]

This narrative is evidently made up ; and yet it is full of meaning. It teaches the efficacy of
prayer in a very striking way, and it is full of faith and confidence in God. There is no more
authentic fact in Patrick’s history than this Lenten fast of Patrick on the Rick. The ancient
road fromAghagower to the Sacred Hill has been worn bare by the feet of pilgrims who in
every age followed the footsteps of their beloved Apostle even to its very summit, as they do
still. If the demon tempted our Saviour at the beginning of His public mission, we may be
sure he would not leave untempted the man who broke down his ancient empire over the Gael
of Erin. In some things the story is extravagant, in others almost untheological ; but the
prayer, the yearning efficacious prayer, for the men of Ireland, is no myth. It has been fulfil-
led, and no greater marvel is recorded in the history of the Church than its fulfilment. It is in
itself a miracle. The common tradition that Patrick, by his strong prayers, on Cruachan Aigle,
conquered the demons, and drove them far from his beloved Erin, has been verified of the
nation as a whole, and except through his prayers and blessing it could never, humanly
speaking, have been accomplished.

Yes, Croaghpatrick is a sacred and beautiful hill. From most points of view, it rises from
the sea on the southern shore of Clew Bay as a perfect cone to the height of 2,510 feet. [25]
There are larger and loftier masses of mountain in Ireland, but none so striking from its isola-
tion, and so regular in its outline, especially when viewed from the east. It commands both
land and sea, and has the great advantage of looking down on the most beautiful bay in
Ireland, with its hundred islets mirrored in its glancing waters. The whole rugged coast-line of
the West—its hills, its cliffs, its havens, its rock-bound islands—can be seen from that lone
summit of a clear day as distinctly as if they were stretched at its feet. Then the vast inland
plains, their woods and towers and towns, can be traced with perfect distinctness. You see the
rivers stealing serpent-like to the sea, the great brown bogs in the distance, the clouds resting
on Nephin or the Twelve Pins of Connemara, the far-off hills of Donegal on the horizon’s
verge, rising from the main, the smoke of the train rounding Clew Bay, the hookers and
fishing boats with their white wings spread to catch the gale, the long waves bursting in
streaks of light on the cliffs of Clare Island and Achill. Such a scene, combining at once so
much sublimity, variety, and beauty, cannot be found anywhere else, at least in these
kingdoms.
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II. — Patrick’s Mission Confirmed by Pope Leo The Great.

The Tripartite states that ‘ when Patrick was in Cruachan Aigle he sent Munis to Rome
with counsel unto the Abbot of Rome, and relics were given to him.’ The full significance of
this passage will appear from another and quite independent statement made in the Annals of
Ulster under date A.D. 441 :—‘ Leo ordained 42nd Bishop of the Church of Rome, and
Patrick the Bishop was approved in the Catholic faith.’ This is a most important statement for
many reasons. Pope Leo the Great was consecrated on the 29th of September, A.D. 440. News
of his election would not probably reach Ireland until the end of the year, or some time in the
beginning of 441. Patrick, who was then on Cruachan Aigle, resolved to send one of his
disciples to present his own homage and submission to the new Pope, to give an account of
the Irish mission, and beg the Pope’s blessing. He would also naturally ask for relics, and no
doubt in those difficult times he would forward a written confession of his own faith and
teaching in Ireland. The Pope ‘ approved’ of Patrick’s doctrine, confirmed his mission, and
blessed his labours—that is what is clearly meant by the statement that ‘ Patrick was
approved in the Catholic faith.’ The entry also enables us to ascertain that Patrick was on
Cruachan Aigle during the Easter of the year 441, which is of itself a most interesting fact.

When Patrick left Cruachan Aigle on Saturday of Holy week, he returned to Aghagower,
which is not more than eight miles to the east, by the ancient straight road, traces of which
still remain. There at Aghagower, with his beloved Bishop Senach and his holy son Oengus
and the virgin Mathona, he celebrated, doubtless with great joy, the festival of Easter. He had
been through the desert, and was now come, as it were, into the Promised Land. But it was
not allowed him to remain there ; so once more he set out on those toilsome journeys, about
which he had already made some not unnatural complainings.

The Tripartite here inserts a curious paragraph, not found in the Book of Armagh, concern-
ing the keepers whom Patrick had set on various well known hills in Ireland. They are said to
belong to Patrick’s familia, or household ; and the writer adds, ‘ they are alive in Ireland still.’
Let us hope that it is in a spiritual sense, for if they keep their lofty lodging in the body they
must often have hard times and windy weather to endure.

‘ There is a man of Patrick’s on Cruachan Aigle’—he threatened to have a guardian there
if his petitions were not granted—‘ and people hear the voice of his bell on the mountain,
although they cannot find himself.’ There is another keeper of Patrick’s in Gulban Guirt— the
beautiful hill called Benbulbin, overlooking the Bay of Donegal, and, indeed, the whole
north-west of Ireland—and we know it well, for we often sat upon its rocky brow. There is a
third man from him east of Clonard (in Meath), together with his wife. Well, he is much
better off than his fellow-watchers, for there is no hill there by the infant Boyne, only a small
mound or tullagh not worth talking about. Besides, east of Clonard it is a dead level, so what
the old couple are doing there it is difficult to see. The reason assigned is that they showed
hospitality to Patrick when he was there in South Meath, and he rewarded them with an
earthly immortality ; for ‘ they will remain there of the same age until the day of doom.’
There is another in Drumman Breg or Bregia, the site of which it is not easy to determine. It
is probably the hill called the Moat, a few miles north of Slane, which rises to the height of
750 feet, and is the most commanding summit of all that over- look the fair Bregian Plain.
Patrick knew it well, for it was not far from that other famous hill where he lit his first
Paschal Fire in Erin. There is a fifth watcher of Patrick on Slieve Slainge—namely, Domon-
gart, from whom the hill gets its present name of Slieve Donard—in Down. It will not be



denied that he, too, has an airy position and a wide look out, but he has a special duty which
he waits to perform. It will be his business to upraise Patrick's relics before the day of doom.
St. Domongart, son of Echaid, was a historical personage who had an oratory on the mount-
ain ; but his ceaseless watching is no doubt purely imaginary. The writer adds, however, that ‘
he has a fork and its belongings’—meat, let us hope—and a pitcher of beer always before him
at his church at Rath Muirbuilc on the slope of the mountain, and he gives them to the mass-
folk on Easter Tuesday always.

It may be said that in a spiritual sense all this is true. From these lone summits God’s
Guardian Angels keep watch and ward over all the land of Erin that Patrick loved so well. He
foreknew that they would be needed in the evil days to come, and God placed them there to
watch the land and the people of the land, and help them in the long struggle that awaited
them. Patrick’s own striving on the Holy Mountain was only a figure of the still more
desperate strife in which his spiritual children were to be engaged, and as God’s angels com-
forted him, so they have comforted them through the prayers of Patrick.

Perhaps, too, it might have some foundation in a more literal sense if we take it that
Patrick ordered a perpetual watch to be maintained by the religious of the nearest monasteries
from those conspicuous summits. But even that explanation will hardly suit the case of the
old couple at Clonard. There certainly was an ancient oratory on Croaghpatrick, and another
on Slieve Donard. We know of no trace of an oratory on Benbulbin, although doubtless there
was a church of some kind on Drumman in Bregia. The nuns of St. Brigid kept a perpetual
fire in Kildare until it was extinguished by John Comyn, Archbishop of Dublin, who, being
an Anglo-Norman, declared it savoured of superstition. So it may be that Patrick told his
monks to keep watch—a spiritual watch—on these commanding hills, and by their prayers
drive far away the demons of the air [26] who might seek to injure his own beloved land of
Erin.

It is also noted, both in the Tripartite and the Book of Armagh, that Patrick’s charioteer,
Totmael, that is Barepoll, [27] died at the foot of the hill of Croaghpatrick—in Murrisk Aigle
—that is the plain between the sea and the mountain. So they buried him there at Murrisk,
and over his grave they raised, after the fashion of the country, a great earn of stones ; and
Patrick said : “ It will remain there for ever and I shall visit it on the last day,” as if he in-
tended to make sure of the salvation of his faithful charioteer before the Day of Doom.

There is good reason to think that during his sojourn at Murrisk St. Patrick paid a visit to
at least one of the islands off this coast. Caher Island is a small green island off the coast of
Mayo, some three-quarters of a mile long and one quarter in breadth. There is a vivid local
tradition that it was visited by our saint ; and the ancient ruin, which still bears the name of
Temple Phatraic, confirms the tradition. It is at present uninhabited, but its very loneliness
would be an additional reason to induce the Apostle to visit the island, which is a striking
object as seen from the shore beyond Louisbourg, for it rises in a peaked summit to a height
of 188 feet above the sea. No reference, however, is made to this visit in any of the written
Lives of the Apostles.

There is one clear statement, both in Tirechan and the Tripartite, that Patrick before
leaving the ‘ Owles’ founded a church in the Plain of Umall, [28] the last being the ancient
form of what has since been called the ‘ Owles.’ This church was situated close to the later
church founded by Columcille, called with reference to this more ancient church
Nuachongbhail, that is the New Monastery, which has been corrupted into Oughaval, the
modern name of the parish. The old church was on the other side of the road.



[1] As Patrick had to camp out for the most part, he needed to have several assistants with
him. Their names are given elsewhere. They were all clerics.

[2] It extended from the Bridge of Cloonalis westward to Clooncan, at the borders of Mayo,
and from Clooncan on the south to Clooncraffield on the boundary of Airtech, on the north.
—Book of Rights. 103.

[3] This district still bears its ancient name of Ciarraige. It includes the southern portion of the
barony of Costello, which, comprising the four parishes of Bekan, Knock, Annagh and
Aghamore, belongs to the diocese of Tuam. The northern half of the same barony (called
Sliabh Lugha) is in the diocese of Achonrv, of which only a small portion was occupied by
the ‘ Kerry-men.’ (See F. M., A.D. 1224.)

[4] Tirechan gives it as ‘ Locharnach,’ which seems to be a name borrowed from that of the
place. His father he calls Iarnaschus.

[5] The explanation of Tirechan’s text seems to be that at a later period the holy Medbu, who
came from Iar Luachair, ‘ in Kerry,’ when Patrick was in this neighbourhood, went to study
at Armagh, under Patrick, and was ordained deacon by him, and afterwards came to his
relatives the Ciarraige of Arne, and founded a church there. Mair is probably put for
Maige, that is Maige Ciarraige.

[6] Some three miles to the north-west, on the shores of Urlar Lake, in the same desolate
region, a Dominican convent was founded in 1434, by the Costello or Nangle family. It is
in the Diocese of Achonry.

[7] Cellam Senes in Tirechan.
[8] The half obliterated word air, in Tirechan, where Patrick founded a church, seems to be
the latter part of the old word Sruthair.

[9] Cuile Corre is expressly mentioned in the Tripartite.
[10] In ancient times the territory of Cera, or Carra, extended from the River Robe northwards
to a line drawn fromAghagower to Ballyglass. Aghagower itself was west of it, in the
‘ Owles.’ See Hy Fiachrach, p. 150. But, in a wider sense, Carra included the territory of
Clan Cuan, around Castlebar, and thence northward to the lakes, and some think it also
included that Magh Carha in which Kilmaine itself is located by the Tripartite. In that
case Magh Carha, in its widest sense, would extend from the Black River to the
Pontoon Bridge, on Lough Cullin. We cannot agree with Mr, H. T. Knox that this Magh
Foimsen was about Kiltamagh. We think it was about Lough Carra.

[11] See Hy Fiachrach, 190.
[12] See Hy Fiachrach, 201. Lughnat is said to have been lumaire or pilot to St. Patrick, and
his services would be needed here to ferry the saint over the lakes of Carra.

[13] We have, after some searching, found out the Well of Stringle ‘ in the desert.’ There is
one of the touches that show the wonderful accuracy of the Tripartite, The coarse ‘ desert
land’ is there still, rechiimed on one side of she well, but still covered with the wild
heather on the other side. It is a beautiful spring well issuing from the rocks beneath an
ancient whitethorn. The people around have a vivid tradition of Patrick's visit to the place,
of his blessing the well, and baptising the people in it. The modern Triangle is at some
distance, wliere three roads meet, but the old road, of which traces still remain, passed
close to Patrick’s ‘ Tobur Stringle in the desert.’
Near the chapel of Killavalla there was an old road called Togher Patrick, which, we

think, marks Patrick’s road from Partry to the ‘ Triangle,’ that is Tobur Stringle. In our
opinion Patiick did not then visit Ballintober, but at a later period, when he came from
Croaghpatrick, as the Tripartite implies. Hence we cannot agree with Mr. II. T. Knox that
Tobur Stringle is the well at Ballintober.



[14] The ancient Raithin was the district around Islandeady Lake, west of Castlebar. There is
a mediaeval church, surrounded by a large churchyard, in a promontory running north-
ward into the lake. But this was not the Patrician church. Its foundations can still be traced
in the large promontory further east, which afforded an admirable site for the church,
almost surrounded by the lake, which is full of fish, and very finely situated, from a scenic
point of view. The old church was between Islandeady Lake and the southern angle of
what is now called the Castlebar Lake, somewhat nearer to the latter. It is marked on the
Inch Ordnance Map.

[15] The name Achad-Fobair means the Field of the Spring.
[16] So we were told on the spot of the well under the great tree near the ancient church.
[17] The ���� or fish, was a sacred symbol, because its letters are the initials of the Greek�

words corresponding to Jesus Christ, the Son of God, our Saviour.
[18] Ipsa est (ecclesia) Achad Fobuir, et missam Patricii acceperunt (p. 322, Rolls Trip.)
[19] It was in the sixth and seventh centuries that these variations of the Gallican liturgy
became common both in Gaul and Britain, before the Roman use was adopted in these
countries. See Duchesne’s Christian Worship, p. 96.

[20] Ad montem Egli.—Book of Armagh. The plain at its foot between the mountain and the
sea was called Muirisc, and took its name from a Muirisc, daughter of Liogan, who dwelt
there. In after times a famous Augustinian monastery was founded in the same place, and
still bears the name—the Abbey of Murrisk.

[21] Totmael was his name ; over the grave they raised, in Irish fashion, a great carn of stones,
and Patrick said ; ‘ So let him remain for ever until he will be visited by me in the last
days’— no doubt to give a new life to the ashes of the dead.

[22] It is noteworthy that in Tirechan’s account the birds seem to be the Spirits of Erin’s Saints
come to visit Patrick and bless the land with him ; but the Tripartite makes the black birds
to be demons come to tempt and torment the Saint, whilst the white angelic birds come
afterwards to comfort and console him.

[23] This was written long before the Norman Conquest. The reference appears to be to the
pagan Saxons, who were conquering Great Britain, and who, it was feared, might also
conquer Ireland.

[24] In the Book of Armagh Patrick’s three petitions only are given, thus :— I. That every one
of us doing penance even in his last hour will not be doomed to hell on the last day.
II. That the barbarians shall never get dominion over us. III. That the sea will cover
Ireland seven years before the Day of Judgment.—Rolls Trip, 331.

[25] Muilrea, over Killary Harbour, is the highest mountain in Connaught— 2,688 feet high.
Nephin (2,646) is nearly as high. Croaghpatrick is the third in altitude (2,510).
See Joyce’sAtlas.

[26] ‘ The spirits of wickedness in high places,’ with whom St. Paul (Eph., 6. 12) says
Christians have to wrestle.

[27] Totus-Calvus, in the Book of Armagh.
[28] Tirecan calls it, ‘ in Campo Humail.’
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