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Irish Minstrelsy,
and Story.Song

. ve received in pamphlet form | ing sense of solemn and magnificent
“ .. mucin a a if TOitrn t hoir o f m nc nV. AnnWe

from one of our esteemed subscrib
ers, the following timely contribu- 
tion from the pen of one of the 
most gifted Irish priests of the 
neighboring Republic—Rev. Thomas 
j shahan, D.D., of the Catholic 
University of Washington-entitled 
F'Historical Sketch of Irish Min
strelsy, Song and Story." The 
holding of the festival of Irish Min
strelsy in Philadelphia last month 
at which the celebrated Irish bari
tone, Mr. William Ludwig,—whose 
recent visit to Montreal aroused 
much enthusiasm—afforded Dr. Sha
han an admirable opportunity 
discuss this interesting subject, 
contribution is very appropriately 
addressed to Mr. Ludwig. It is 
follows:—

Catholic University of America, 
Washington, D.C., Jan., 1901

William Ludwig, Esq.
Dear Sir: I hear 

pleasure of the
with sincere 

Gaelic festival of 
Minstrelsy and Song which is to be 
given under your experienced direc
tion in the City of Brotherly Love 
on the evening of February 13 
J901. No more suggestive site 
’could be chosen for such a musical 
event than the city which was sym
pathetic to the Gael from the date 
of his first great exodus, and whose 
very name recalls the common 
Christianity of its sea-divided sec
tions, and the Christian principle of 
mutual affection and benevolence 
that ought to bind these scattered 
remnants of the world's oldest race 
in useful and honorable co-operation 
for certain great goods of life that 
many think to be now in real jeop
ardy, at least from an historical 
and Christian point of view.

It is some fourteen centuries since 
such a fois or national musical con
gress was celebrated among free and 
self-governing Gaels, nearly fourteen 
hundred years since the Hill of 
Tara, the "Palace of Music," 
deserted and the harp ceased to re
sound amid the brilliant concourse 
of beauty, chivalry and art that in 
those old days was wont to gather 
every three years about the High 
King of Erin. Shall the beloved is
land ever see again such an hour ? 
Who knows? Father Time is not 
only long and patient, but eminent
ly equitable; his records are full of 
splendid acts of equity that yet as
tound the soul of every intelligent 
reader. Even Golden Rome became, 
in due order, a proof that injustice 
and oppression, however large and 
ruinous the sweep of their action, 
are themselves culprits that shall 
one day be judged with becoming 
severity.

The Gaelic peoples of antiquity 
were the most musical of the world 
Their chief seat, Ireland, was known 
as the "Land of Song." How little 
do we know of the music of Greece 
and Rome or the ancient Orient? 
When we find a broken slab of mar
ble with some half-legible hymn to 
Apollo, all Europe and America are 
interested, for one brief moment the 
whole world listens to the music, 
that could please an Alexander and 
an Aristotle. But how differçnt is 
it wuth the music of Ireland, that 
is not only as old as any ancient 
music that has reached us, but is 
infinitely abundant, and has always 
exercised a potent influence upon the 
hearts and fortunes of the Gael.

The musicians of ancient Erin 
were a princely caste, vowed to mu
sic from their tenderest youth, edu
cated with the greatest care. Their 
native tongue extremely supple and 
melodious, formed as nowhere else 
in Europe yehe basis of a lengthy 
special training. The memory was 
cultivated in a phenomenal way. 
u he old Irish school-master in the 
stories of Carleton and Crofton 
Croker is a genuine descendant of

who formed the youthful 
trish bards while the world was yet 
young, and the spirit of romance 
still flourished. The ear was culti
vated with still greater art. If the 
musician had to know at least three 
hundred and fifty "prime stories" 
before he was let loose on the com
munity, he had also to be acquaint- 
6(1 the endless resources of the 
Gaelic tongue. It le said, on 
good authority, that not less than 
three hundred and eighteen metres 
*erc actually i - classified, 
though the musical capacities of the 
Gaelic tongue were far from being 
exhausted by this number. Careful 
students of literature like Dr. Sig- 
erson, of Dublin, assert that it is to 
the Gaelic poets that ire owe i he in
troduction of rhyme ltato our mod- 
ern languages. Thereby Instead of

°?.o P°,eery <>y an acade- and artificial system of long 
and short syllables, we have the 
natural and pleasing effect of simi
larly sounding syllables, the deli- 
cate attuning of vowels and conson
ants so arranged as to keep op a 
unity of sentiment in a variety of 
«pression. The rapid play of mind 

heart in the musician is con-

music, as It were their atmosphere. 
So it is with the Irish music in gen
eral. It has an ineffable tone-color 
of. its own, delicate and endless 
shadings of sound effects that the 
modern rigid, scale cannot render 
with accuracy. The more we read 
and study about Irish music the 
more we are convinced that under 
other political circumstances it 
would have already conquered the 
world's heart and affected mightily 
the flow of human life.

Certainly on Irish soil it has been 
passionately loved and cultivated. 
The harp is mentioned in the oldest 
poetical document of the Gael, the 
song of Amcrgin and Lugad, son of 
Ith. Its music is compared to the 
warbling of song birds blowing 
sweetly over stately golden trees. 
The scholarly musicians who were 
its best masters were sacred and in
violate in their persons, wore the j 
rich scarlet dress of Kings, and re- j 
ctiived for their rewards not merely 
cups and beakers of gold, but vast 
estates. It is said that the whole 
barony of Carby, in Cork, was 
once given to a singer as a fit re
ward for his skill.

Yet he praises in the 
the musical gifts of

The Christianized Gael were no 
less devoted to their ancient music. 
The bards became the friends of 
Saint Patrick and weave for him a 
"thread of verse" about the Brehon 
Law that the Saint adapted to 
Christian teachings, i. e., they 
threw it into a metrical form so 
that it could be recited or sung be
fore the judges. The great singers 
of the time became his converts or 
those of his disciples—Fiacc, Sech- 
nall, Dalian, Seanchan, Dubtach, 
Cearvall. From that day the Bish
ops, abbots and priests were wont 
to carry their harps with them on 
their apostolic journeys, and liter
ally sang their way into the hearts 
of the Gael. Their common saint, 
Columba of the Churches, the Saint 
of Ireland and Scotland, was one of 
the sweetest singers of all Erin. 
Several of his poems are yet extant 
and they breathe a spirit of genuine 
lyricism—they were clearly first sung 
by Columba, and then handed 
around in writing. There is a pretty 
tale told about this saint who 
born not long after the death of St. 
Patrick, how he was one day con
versing with his brethren in the 
presence of the poet Ôronan on the 
banks of the River Boylé, where it 
flows into Loch Co in Roscommon. 
When the poet retired the monks ex
pressed their sorrow that Columba 
had not asked him to sing same- 
thing "according to the rules of his 
art." Thus the old pagan music 
was still lovingly preserved and cul
tivated. Adam van, who has written 
the life of Columba, praises his ex
traordinary voice, very sweet yet so 
■powerful |,hat he could be heard 
mile away. His monastery at Derry 
was one of the first nurseries of 
Church music among the Irish. The 
old legend has it that evèpy leaf on 
the oaks of Derry was occupied by 

listening angel, so lovely was the 
song of its monks.

Perhaps such airs as "Aaileen a 
Roon" go back to this time. One 
tradition assigns it to the brother 
of the famous Donogh O’Daly, abbot 
of Boyle in the thirteenth century. 
Another says it was sung in the 
ninth century. Handel said once 
that he would rather have written 
it than all his oratorios. So, too, 
the "Coolin'' song, the "Blooming 
Deirdre,” the "Molly Asthore," the 

Brown Thorn," the "Dear Black 
Head" are as old as they are in
imitably sweet and tender. Histor
ians of music think that many of 
the airs selected for the famous poli
tical and sentimental songs of the 
Sixteenth and seventeenth centuries 
were chosen precisely because they 
were very old and very dear to the 
people. It must not be forgotten 
that the mediaeval Irish had, be
sides the ordinary notation by 
staves and points, another curious 
kind of musical character resemb
ling the musical accents of the 
Greeks and learned by them from 
the Latin clerics of the fifth and 
sixth centuries, to whom they also 
owed the use of the Latin alphabet.

man invasion, 
highest terms 
the Irish.

"This people," he says, "deserves 
to be praised for their successful 
cultivation of instrumental music, in 
which their skill is, beyond compar
ison, superior to that of every na
tion we have seen. For their mod
ulation is not drawling and morose 
like our instrumental music in Brit
ain, but the strains, while they are 
lively and rapid, arc also sweet and 
delightful. It is astonishing how the 
proportionate time of the music is 
preserved, notwithstanding such im
petuous rapidity of the fingers; and 
how, without violating a single rule 
of the art in running through 
shakes and slurs and variously in- 
tertwined organizing or counterpoint 
with so sweet a rapidity, so unequal 
an equality of time, so apparently 
discordant a concord of sounds, the 
melody is harmonized and rendered 
perfect,” etc.

Indeed the Irish music was pre
cisely one of those many charms 
that acted so potently on all the 
Norman English who came into 
friendly contact with the people. In 
the sixteenth century the English 
traveler Stanihurst says of the Irish 
harper, Cruise, that he was the 
most famous ever heard of, not on
ly the greatest but the sole master 
of that instrument. So in the 
"Diary of Evelyn" we read the 
praises of the harper Clarke. Dr. 
Renehan tells us in his "History of 
Music" that it was precisely in the 
Anglo-Norman time that the great 
musicians of the families of the O’- 
Dalys, the O’Higgins, the O'Duggans 
and particularly of the * O’Carrols, 
to whom we owe many of the ex
quisite strains that the world still 
admires. At the end of the six
teenth century an Italian historian 
of England, the well-known Poly- 
dore Virgil, praises in almost the 
same terms as Cambrensis the emi
nent skill, the elegance, the accura
cy and rapidity of execution of the 
vocal and instrumental performers 
of Ireland. Well he might, for Lord 
Bacon wrote about that time that 
"no harpe hath the sound so melt
ing and prolonged as the Irish 
harpe." According to the poet Tas- 
soni the ancient music of the Irish 
was imitated by the famous Italian 
composer of the sixteenth century, 
Gesualdo, himself in turn the inspir
ation of Geminiani, whose long stay 
in Ireland and fondness for O’Caro- 
lan are well known. Geminiani used 
to say that "in the domains of 
Great Britain we have no original 
music except the Irish." Handel, 
too, found his most appreciative 
public in Dublin, where he as well as 
other foreign composers loved to 
dwell in the latter half of the eigh
teenth century. Old Irish airs and 
motifs have been detected in the 
works of more than one brilliant 
composer of the continent.
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Our modern music, as all know, 
is an outgrowth of the music of the 
middle ages, and that was the crea
tion of the Catholic Church. Now 
the Irish monks on the Continent 
contributed in their day no little to 
this music—there is for proof the 
well-known story of Mongal and 
Marcel lus at the monastery of Saint 
Gall in Switzerland in the ninth 
century, were they taught music. 
Later men like. Notker the Staxn 
merer and Hermann the Dwarf fol
lowed in their footsteps. The multi
tude of Irish monks in the eighth 
aud ninth centuries in every court 
of Europe, at every cathedral and 
along every highway suggests a still 
more general influence of a musical 
character. The men who taught 
handwriting and the illumination of 
•nanuscripts to Frank and Teuton 

not likely to neglect the su
preme and peculiar art of their fath
erland, the art of song. In the sev
enth century it was they who, at 
Ripon, Lindesfarne, Malmesbury and 
other mônasteries founded by them 
presided at the birth of English 
psalmody and taught the Angles 
and Saxons of Northumberland to 
chant the psalms of David and the 

the Church.
have said harder
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Yet the beauty and power of this 
music were the cause of its decay. 
The Kings and Queens of England 
pursued the harpers from the begin
ning. Every minstrel’s heart was an 
altar of patriotism. They were for
bidden the Pole; their horses and 
trappings were confiscated with all 
•their properties. Finally they were 
condemned to be hung because they 
would not cease to chant the glories, 
the rights and hopes of their an
cient fatherland.
‘When England would a land en

thral,
/-She doom'd the muses’ sons to fall; 
Lest Virtue's hand should string the 

lyre
And feed with song the patriot’s 

fire."
With the independence of the Nor

thern Chieftains were lost, in the 
seventeenth century, the castles and 
lordly home where the minstrels 
flourished. England expanded over 
Ireland, and in doing so extinguish
ed all the elements of native culture 
and refinement. The occupation of 
the bard was gone, and with it 
threatened to die out also the sour
ces of the world’s loveliest melodies. 
The troopers of Cromwell and the 
thrifty settlers sent over by the 
trading companies of London were 
•not concerned with such things as 
poetry and music, on the contrary. 
Thus there remained only the great 
heart of the people as the last shel
ter of Irish music. Today, in a sud
den sunshine of popular favor and 
appreciation that heart is giving 
back to men like Douglas Hyde, 
William Yeats, Lionel Johnston, 
John Todhunter, T. B. Rolliston 
and to women like Fiona McLeod, 
Nora Hopper and Dora Sigereon 
some of its secrets treasured through 
a long night in those recesses that 
no law can reach, no tyrant des
troy. Since the death in 1738 of 
the great O'Carolan the last of the 
world-old race of Gaelic harpers, the 
wood-side cabin, the mountain shiel
ing, the humble festivities of wed
ding and saints' days, the sad so
lemnities of death and burial, the 
tender loves and betrothals of the 
half-outlawed race, the memories of 
the past remote and near, the deep 
and stirring musings on life, its 
rises and meanings, were the refuge 
of the spirit of music in Ireland. In

triotic hopes excited in the popular 
breast by the events of the end of 
that century aroused again some en
thusiasm for .Irish music. But 
was not a genuine national 
that arose. The meetings 
harpers in 1784 at Granard 
1792 at Belfast were events of more 
importance. They gave ocas ion to 
Bunting to make his great collec
tion of true Irish airs and songs. 
The melodies of Moore popularized 
the world over the spirit of Irish 
melody. But in more than 
both he and Sir John 
failed to catch the innv 
splendid music. This 
George Petrie, the antiquarian; by 
O'Curry, by Joyce and others who 
have gone down to the hearts of the 
Irish people and caught again those 
noble airs and songs where they 
were first born, in the innermost 
world of the ancient Gaelic heart. 
When the Petrie collection of over 
1,800 airs is finally print/d, we may 
know that one of the greatest acts 
of national piety has received ful
fillment, the rescue of a people's 
songs from oblivion, songs that go 
■back, perhaps, to the pro-historic 
days when the Keltic people were be
ginning their long journeyings to the 
shores of the Western Sea.
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St^’e,>.ï1,tiesVallad’ "Ruin Seize Thee, Ruthless King,” we may'catch 
the sentiments of those old singers 
of Ireland who assisted at the en
tombment of the one art that had 
so long given them fame and for
tune while It gladdened through ev-

Even when the political fortunes 
of Ireland were at the lowest ebb 
her children did not neglect their 
noble gift of song. After all, it was 
the plain people of Ireland who sav
ed the music of the nation as they 
paved the literature and the indom
itable passion for independence.

At the cradle of her child the 
another sang old soothing croons 
and lullabies that hud drifted down 
along the current of mother-hearts 
from the dawn of history. The milk 
ing maid carrolled gaily songs ana 
tunes unrivalled for the simple beau
ty of the air and the feeling of the 
words. Over the dead the shrill and 
heart-inciting keen of lamentation 
was raised as it lmd been for un
told centuries of battle and conflict. 
Is there in all literature a grander 
•lament than the ode of the O'Hus
sey for Maguire of Fermanagh? Sir 
Samuel Ferguson used to say that 
it was a song worthy of the grim 
genius of Dante. Ireland, indeed, 
never ceased to be the land of song 
—her old men, her maidens, her 
(schoolmasters vied with the harpers 
pnd fiddlers in assimilating and 
handing down the musical genius of 
the race. What a lovely picture does 
the scholarly Mr. Joyce give us of 
the aged Alice Kenny on the hilltop 
'amid the heather, weighed down 
With seventy years, yet singing de
lightfully for him and his compan
ion an endless lot of old love songs, 
keens, croons, lullabies, lamenta
tions #nd the like? The world is on
ly now awakening to the rich store 
of fancy and romance that is still 
to be found in the hearts of the 
plain Irish people by those who 
know how to seek for it like Mr. 
Douglas Hyde and the lamented Dr. 
George Petrie. Even these prose 
stories of Erin that seem to 
be now attracting the world's at
tention are only fragments oi the 
ancient music, for they were origin
ally sung amid all the splendor of 
the old knightly life of the nation. 
The poor English prose of them is 
only the last dying echo of what 
once charmed the brave warriors and 
the lovely women of Ireland.

The wayward whistles of the plow 
boy, the drollery of the village sa
tirist, the sportive and playful feel
ings of the young and gay, the 
spirited and lively music of the 
pipes, the entrancing sweetness of 
the fiddle, the wild pathetic melody 
of the songs of departure and adieu 
that overflow with the passion of 
home and fatherland, the comic poli
ty of the drinking songs, the pierc
ing recitative of aged lips above (he 
young and lovely dead, the nmgnifi- 
■cence of the marching tunes—what 
emotions are there in the human 
heart, gay or sorrowful, simple or 
complex, that do not find a true 
niul manifold rendering in the songs 
of Ireland! “Give me the making 
of a people’s songs, and I care not 
who makes their laws,” said the 
poet Fletcher. What these 1 “people’s 
songs” were like in. ancient Ireland 
we may learn from the words of 
another poet, himself an Irishman 
born and educated within sight 
the home of O’Carolan.

“The music of the finest singer,” 
says Goldsmith, “is dissonance to 
what I felt when our old dairymaid 
sung me into tears with Johnny 
Armstrong’s last goodnight or the 
cruelty of Barbara Allen.”

How strange! While a hundred 
years ago Henry Maddin at Ver
sailles, Michael Kelly at Naples and 
Rome, Thomas Carter at Vienna, 
iRophino Lacey at Madrid and The 
Hague, Andrew Ashe at Brussels, 
Michael Balfe in Dublin were charm
ing the world of Europe with their 
genius as representatives of modern 
music, the Irish farmer's daughter, 
the laboring man in the field, the 
young mother by the cradle, the 
ballad singer on the streets of Cork 
or Belfast were preserving for our 
own time the very soul of a music 
'that was old when our modern 
world was yet unthought of.

Irish nationality is intimately 
bound up with the music of the Gael 
While the latter lives and is cher
ished the hopes of a revival of the 
former cannot die. The power which 
once hung the high-souled harper of 
old has within recent times exiled 
even the tamer poets who took his 
place—the highest tribute to the 
power of song. There is, indeed, 
creative, preserving, inspiring force 
in music as in no other art. It 
seeks the innermost recesses of the 
soul and binds past, present and fu
ture into one. It is the natural ton
gue and the last refuge of patriot-

whon Taliesin and Llywarch Hen 
were famous, that roused the cour
age of a Roderick Dhu and a Wal
lace and fired with immortal brav
ery the souls of many an Irish sol
dier on a thousand fields of battle 
from Bcnburb to Fontenoy.

THE ROCK OF CASHEL
M’ PE JV A L DAYS.

A familiar object in the golden 
vale of Tip-purary is the celebrated 
Hock of Cashel, crowned by its love
ly modi-.cvul chapel of Corinne, and 
the ruins of the cathedral 
whose walls occurred many 
of martyrdom wherein Irish 
ors Of the faith, men and 
won their eternal reward. 1 
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grazed herds of swi.n- I 
the kings of File (King r 
Muskervy. During theii 
the swine herds disco 
the oak trees a grey shi 
the yak trees a grey li

women, 
•ong ago

iPI era

the
like the 
sweetest of 
the coining 
(the Irish

•'.eing to 
• :nty) and 

•\ andvrings 
i vd among 
ig like the 
stone rock

of

a being shining
who in the 

s Hung about 
V great Magi 

ord for Druid 
who would convert everyone to his 
religion, and that in after-ages this 
rock should become a sacred place. 
The King of File, hearing this tale, 
seized upon the rock which lie turned
nto his 
is old i

•The

Sliced r
fo

Four 
iuIs thf

Dr.

..led
I 10 !

tlu tin
vhi

Kings” was devoted by King 
tough O’Brien to the use of reli

gious of Ireland in general, without 
the intervention of lair or «tries..e- 
Lic, meaning tin 
should be no hiy ■. 
a common abuse of that | crjod. The 
cathedral which was I lui It in the
thirteenth century the uiVhiopKr.i 
pal palate, or castle, the round tow
er. a hall for vicars-. I,oral, and the 
exquisite Noriimn chapel .reeled he 
fore 1 127. by Corinne McCarthy. 
King of Munster, who was also a 
bishop, form a pile of stately re
mains of architecture unrivalled in 
Ireland. Near the cathedral once 
stood a Dominican Priory, while on 
the plain l elow the Rock was I loro 
Abbey, which had been the home of 
the Black Monks of Saint Benedict 
until they were removed by one of 
the archbishops in the LhirVventh 
century, to make room for the white- 
robed Cistercians.

At the Reformation the ecclesias
tical buildings, like so ninny others, 
were seized by the Reformers toge
ther with the episcopal revenues, 
some of which were bestowed upon 
their own prelates, such ris the 
apostate monk My 1er McGrath. In 
the seventeenth century, when the 
troops of Cromwell were ravaging 
Ireland, one of the . Parliamentary 

dvrs, (lie cruel Lord Inchiquin sur- 
namod Morrough mi Iloiteuii or Mor- 
rough of the Burnings, overran with 
his equally unscrupulous soldiery the 
county lying between Limerick and 
Cashel, killing tin.- poor peasants and 
firing their cottages and crops, never 
very abundant. The misery inflicted 

this expedition was appalling, but

year Was so holy as to surprise all 
who knew him. He displayed the 
greatest affection for the Francis
cans, and at a later period entered 
their order. He confessed the faith 
in London, where he was tortured, 
but eventually escaped to France.

About five years after the martyr- 
dom of his mother in the cathedral 
of Cashel, Father Kearney while on 
the mission near that town was seiz
ed again, and hurried to Clonmel 
where in his thirtieth year, lie was 
hanged in the market-place, wear
ing his religious habit. To revert to 
the martyrs of Cashel, we must now 
ii ..le the fate of one of the priests 
captured by the brutal Inchiquin. 
His victim was Father Richard Bar
ry, Prior of the Dominican convent 
on the Hock. He was in his black 
and white'habit, and so greatly did 
his noble and venerable uppearanc-.- 
strike his enemies, that they offered 
him his life if he would fling off his 
habit. “You are to know,1 ’ replied 
Richard, “that this hit bit represents 
the passion of Christ our Lord; it is 
the livery of my warfare; and if von 
are disposed to save me you must 
respect it.” When informed that 
death awaited him if he would not. 
«imply, he said, “He it so, your em
it ies will be to me a blessing, and 
eath itself great gain.” The hcre- 
i< s bound the aged Friar to a stone 

chair or bench, and the soldiersmade 
him the butt of their insolent movk- 

wliilu others were collecting the 
wood for the slow lire which was 
pi t under the martyr s legs and feet. 
T‘"r two long hours he endured this 
terrible agony, until some one,’ per
haps less hardened than the rest. 
shortened his sufferings by plunging 
a sword through the body‘of the vic
tim. Some pious woman who had 
escaped the general slaughter appar
ently im.de a search, and having ‘ 
found Father Parry’s body, she in
formed .the Vicar-General. As Inchi
quin and li is soldiers had gone else
where. there was no one to hinder 
the Catholics still remaining ami I- 
the blackened rules of Cashel fre
en let ing the « nee beautiful cat led nil.

of deepest des ilat ion
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liced his life rather than dei y his
faith
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Another distinguished ecclesi- 
, very remarkable for his plot.

"Three men with a song at pleasure 
Shall go forth and conquer a crown, 
And t wo with a new song’s measure 
Shall trample a kingdom down." , 

Let the Irish people cultivate once 
more their ancient and charming 
music, as the Welsh have done in 
their admirable Eistedfqods and the 
Scotch by their devoti 

music of
11 three have irç corn

el many examples 
was sung before

the climax was to I .* at. Cashel, tin 
in the hands of the Loyalists. It 
was easy to capture the'house which 
was badly fortified, and the garrison 
numbering three hundred men with 
the Catholic clergy and many of the 
citizens, retreated into the cathedral 
which occupied a very strong posi
tion on the Hock of Saint Patrick. 
From this post they could see In
chiquin and his men setting part of 

op .tjy* town on fire and looting the 
rest. They then fiercely attacked the 
cathedral, but were driven back re
peatedly. At last Inchiquin sent up 
a flag of truce, with a message that 
the brave garrison might depart with 
all the honors of war, if they would 
surrender the llock with the towns
people and the clergy. This propo
sal was instantly rejected by the 
Catholic soldiers, who refused to 
purchase their own safety by aban
doning defenceless men and women 
to the tender mercies of Murrough 
of the Burnings, and they also sent 
him word "that they would rather 
offer up their lives to God on that 
Hock of Suint Patrick, than allow 
the sanctuary to be profaned by he
retics." Inchiquin and his 7,000 
ferocious men again stormed the 
cathedral, and in spite of the gal
lant defence made by the small gar
rison, they at last gained entrance. 
Round the altar knelt men and wo
men, old and young, as well as inno
cent children, and infirm people, all 
offering up their last prayers on 
earth, and there on their knees, with 
their rosaries round their necks, they 
were murdered by the infuriated 
Cromwellians. "Within the cathe
dral," wrote the Superior of the Je
suit mission, "the number of the 
slain was 912, of whom more than 
500 were heretical soldiers, and 
about 400 - Catholics. Everywhere 
dead bodies were to be seen which 
remained without interment for some 
days. The altars and chapels, the sa
cristy and the seats, were covered 
with them, and nowhere could the 
foot rest save on the corpses. In the 
tower itself no fewer than 3,000 
were massacred, and 20 priests mar
tyred within the sanctuary.

In Saint Patrick’s Chapel a num
ber of helpless females who had 
gathered round the statue of the 
saint, were there put to death bar
barously. One of these was Ellza- 

to the in- beth Creagh, a virtuous lady mar- 
Gaelic ried to Mr. John Kearney. Their 

house had always been a hiding- 
the persecution, for cJl

Lady

Father Theobald Stapleton, chancel
lor of the cathedral, who, in his sur
plice and stole, and grasping his cru
cifix actually usperged with holy 
water the Parliamentary troops, ns 
they tumultuously entered the 
hurch. "The heretics mad with 

rage, strove with each other who 
should pierce him with their swords, 
ml thus he was hewn to pieces. At 
ach lyotind the holy man exclaimed. 
Strike this miserable sinner!” un

til he yielded his soul to his Crea
tor” (Cardinal Moran).

Since the days of persecution have 
disappeared, never more to return as 

* may hope, Cashel of the Kings, 
now a small provincial town, nestles 
us it were beneath the ancient Rock, 
once the scene of many a pageant, 
tragedy, and martyrdom enacted 
within the grey walls of its stately 
ruins, which are, as one" of our Irish 
orators once truly observed, “an em
blem as well us a memorial of In
land—on which it is impossible to 
look without feeling the heart- at 
once elevated and touched by the 
noblest us well as the most, solemn 
recollections."

To Catholics these “recollections ’’ 
should be still further hallowed by 
the reflection that here in the blood 
of her faithful children was written 
one of Die noblest pages in the his
tory of the Catholic Church, when in 
battle and in storm those valiant 
Irish martyrs surrendered their lives 
for the faith they loved so well, 
leaving to their descendants an ex
ample of. matchless fidelity to their 
old religion which Saint Patrick 
brought to Ireland.—M. T. Kelly, in 
the Irish Rosary Magazine.
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