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PREFACE.

Tre study of Irish history finds more votaries now ; the
treasures long locked up in manuscript are now beginning to
be presented to the reading public; but a prejudice due to the
rationalistic spirit of the last century weighs on the early
lives of the Irish saints. Most frequently they are spoken of
only with contempt. Moore, in his History of Ireland, made
a feeble vindication, sheltering his rashness under the names
of a Gibbon and a Montesquieu : the writer of the following
pages has done more; he has drawn from them pictures full
of interest and beauty. He views the whole legend as a
Christian artist, not as an antiquarian or an historian. The
credibility of accounts does not enter into his sphere; he
takes up any that suits the woof of the tapestry which he
weaves, and which we trust our readers will find as pleasing
'as we have done.

In giving it an English dress, the translator has indulged
the hope that it may lead to a series of lives of early Irish
saints similar to that published a few years since in England,
on the English saints. Rashly, perhaps, he is himself en-
gaged on a Life of St. Patrick, which he hopes soon to com- -
plete, in spite of the difficulty of obtaining here works on
the early church history of Ireland.

)



4 PREFACE."

The numerous miracles in the old Lives caused them to lose
favor in the last century; but, as Barneval remarks, the mira~
cles of the Irish saints are not matters of faith; we may ex-
amine and discuss them. Some may be exaggerations, some
inventions of local pride; but it is a most erroneous idea to
suppose them unexampled in more recent times. So far as
my reading has gone, there are few miracles in the lives of
the Irish saints more extraordinary than those of St. Vincent
Ferrier, St. Philip Neri, St. Francis of Hieronymo, Blessed
Peter Claver, Blessed Sebastian de la Aparicion, or many
others, whose biographies may be found in the series of Lives
of Modern Saints. -

If our ancestors, prior to the last century, erred by their
credulity, those of the last most surely did by their ineredu-
lity ; and what picture can be more false than Lives of thau-

. maturgi like St. Patrick and St. Bridget,— and thaumaturgs
they were by the unanimous voice of history, — when those
Lives record not a single miracle ?

The result of this incredulous tone, this sneering at mira-
cles, had been highly detrimental to Catholic piety. We
boast of our early saints, we glory in them ; but rarely, most
rarely, do we invoke them, or solicit the favors of Heaven
through their hands.

With these few remarks on the early Lives from which
Barneval drew his pages, we commend his book, as a most
graceful and interesting picture of early Christianity in Ire-
land. His rich, exuberant style, his cultivated imagination,
and graceful narrative, give a charm to the pictures which
he presents — pictures which will be new to many; which
will soon be, let us hope, familiar to most.

JouN GILMARY SHEA.
New Yorxk, August 1, 1857.
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TO THE READER.

THESE pages do not deserve a preface, and I am not
called upon to rewrite my book here. Moreover, these
pages are not properly a book, and I hesitate to offer
them to the public. It is neither literature nor history,
neither erudition nor philosophy ; it is simply the read-
ing of an ignorant and curious student; it is, if you
will, an abridgment of the Irish legend.

Of late, the word legend has come in vogue, and is
used for every thing. In the Catholic sense, the legend
is the Lives of the Saints. The story of Roland and
Arthur is no more a legend than that of (Edipus,
Achilles, or Kneas. Our subject then is the saints of
Ireland.

The lives of the saints have long been favorite
reading. For fifteen centuries it was Christian and
popular ; it took the place of the Bible ; it dispensed
with theology and sermons; children, women, men,
sought in the practices of the saints the ideal of good
and the lesson of duty. In our days it has become pro-

(7



8 To THE READER.

fane and learned ; it forms a complement to annals and
chronicles, and historians find in it materials to restore
the past, with its monuments and personages.

But books — some books especially —resemble those
paintings which may be regarded under different aspects,
and which, in each point of view, show different objects.
In these edifying and instructive histories there is some-
thing besides morals and history.

The monks who wrote them sought to edify and to
instruct. Had they no other object? One thing is
certain ; the miraculous, the romantic, the poetic, enter
largely into their narrative. Faith and imagination,
moreover, scarcely go without each other : the imagina-
tion relies on faith, and faith solicits the imagination.

This poetic, marvellous, and halfliterary element ren-
dered these narratives popular. In the seventeenth
century, when reason became severe, when, even in the
bosom of Catholicity, the worship of reason was inau-
gurated, men attacked #he Legend. The Bollandists
soon criticised it, and the Benedictines expurgated it.
It scandalized the incredulous a little less, perhaps ;
perhaps, too, it edified the faithful less. What the
learned ridicule or proscribe, what the erudite neglect
or despise, what even litterateurs disdain, is precisely
what I have sought in preference.

I shall not speak of the charm which I have found in
the company of the saints, the graces which I have found
in the virgins of Ireland. The public is so used to
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this kind of confidence, that it guesses it in a moment.
There is almost always an intercourse, shorter or longer,
between an author and his personages—a connection
more or less intimate, a sympathy more or less impas-
sioned ; and the book is very often only the unstudied
avowal, the indiscreet revelation, of this attachment.
In this affection there is at times much illusion, and to
betray the attachment is not to inspire others with it.
Each reader has his predilections, and it is idl¢ to ex-
pect him to embrace all that is proposed or relish all
that is offered.

The personages whom we are about to see do not
doubt as to their slight chance of success; tl y dare
not hope to succeed in the world on which they venture.
They are, take it all in all, beings of another world, and
their ordinary place is in martyrologies and the margin
of missals. They doubtless desire to be agrecable, but
they cannot dispense with being edifying ; they are
above all saints, and many bear an austere countenance.
Nevertheless, let us add, that their history may give,
besides a poetic charm and a religious attractiveness,
another interest still ; they mingle in grave events ; their
lives are complicated with serious questions. The mi-
raculous account sometimes conceals an historic sense ;
instructive and curious facts are recognized under the
legendary form, and it is always easy to separate them
from the symbol. -

In the abridgment of the Irish legend, two short
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chapters recall some ancient traditions to prelude it.
The legend itself is divided into three principal parts:
the conversion of Ireland, the life of the Irish church
at home, its history abroad. The last two chapters are
only an observation, a question suggested by the perusal
of the legend.

I have stopped at the time of the crusades. Except
a few rare extracts from the compilation of John of
Tynemouth, in the fourteenth century, but which bear
an air of originality and antiquity, I have employed
in the text of the legend only those who, according to
the greatest authorities,— the Bollandists, Mabillon, and
the Benedictines, Colgan, Usher, Messingham, Ware,
&e.,—are certainly or probably anterior to that epoch.
Up to this moment, then, I have followed the legend.

In these narratives the legend and historj often vary
sadly ; at other times they approach ; frequently they
are confounded. The reader will doubtless be able to
distinguish and recognize each ; it is enough for me to
awaken his attention, and at the same time, in the name
of these old biographers, to appeal to his good will.

A single word, now, in favor of the author. I have
given time and pains to this task ; I have traversed
huge works, and read many a long volume ; I have seen
much science, and encountered men of vast erudition ;
but my writing will not show it. I must then, at least,
protest that I have no more pretension to science than
the obscurest monk, whose secretary I undertake to be.
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Should the volume fall into the hands of the learned, I
humbly beg them to excuse my faults.

A monk of Bobbio said, “I write through obedience,
and for fear of being heaten.” Few authors have so
good an excuse. Yet they may deserve indulgence if
they sincerely avow their incompetence ; they will then
obtain pardon for their sincerity, nay, for their very
incompetence.

I might allege also the personal interest that has led
me to the study. “ One of the reasons that induce me
to write,” says Stanihurst to Plunkett, in addressing his
work on Ireland to him, “is, that I have the honor of
belonging to the Barnwells, whose career in Irish his-
tory has always been so honorable ; and for the same
reason you will doubtless welcome my book, for you too
beléng to their family.”” But this consideration, which
holds as good for me as for Stanihurst and Plunkett,
may be a matter of indifference to the public. That
a family should be exiled from Ireland for its Catholic
faith, and fidelity to the sovereign, and that there
remains in its descendants, after the lapse of two centu-
ries, love of Ireland in their soul, and in their veins
something of Irish blood and instinct, is perfectly natu-
ral. - To enter into these family feelings and sympathies
of origin, it is not enough to understand them. My
readers must become, as they read, Irish in imagination
and heart. This, talent alone in the author can effect,
and I do not pretend to have succeeded.
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But the traditions of the Irish legend have, it seems
to me, an interest and a charm in themselves which
cannot entirely disappear in the clumsiest hand. There
will remain enough, I hope, in my narrative, to make
the work and its author find favor in the eyes of
the public.



EEGENDARY HISTORY OF IRELAND.

CHAPTER I.

GREEK AND ROMAN TRADITIONS AS TO IRELAND.

TaE Romans met the Scots in Britain. Long before
they had planted stable colonies in the northern cantons,
the warriors of the great isle of the west, crossing the
gea in their hide-bound osier barks, had constantly
ravaged the British provinces, and more than once the
legions had to drive them from the province which
they came to protect.* Agricola even seems to have
thought, for a moment, of crossing the Irish Sea; and
his troops deployed along the shore in a menacing
attitude. But Agricola was recalled. The Romans
remained on the defensive ; the Scots of Erin, in spite
of bloody lessons, returned more than once. When they
met the legions, Ierne indeed “mourned her piles of
children slain ;”§ but the Roman foot never pressed the
green soil of the sacred isle.

The Romans, then, never saw Ireland ; nor did the
Grecks know it better. The merchants who had traded

* Tacitus, Agricola, 24. + Claudian, De IV. Cons. Honorii.
2 13)



14 LEGENDARY HiIsTORY

in these parts, the lieutenants or prators who had com-
manded in the vicinity, doubtless carried back more
accurate notions; but on reading most authors, it
would seem that Ulysses and Homer alone had known
these distant regions. Hear Avienus! “The Sea of the
Estrymnides is a strange sea, with shallow waters,
thick and heavy waves, through which sea monsters
crawl ; not a breath there fills the sail of the ship im-
prisoned in the tall sea plants.”* It is the extremity of
the world and the Sea of the Cimmerians.

Demetrius relates that this sea is studded with count-
less desert islands, devoted to the divinity and heroes.t
He wished to visit one. Scarcely had he touched the
shore when the air was troubled ; the winds, the tempest,
broke loose with fearful prodigies ; globes of fires trav-
ersed earth and air. They were, he was told, signs which
announced the death of a being superior to humanity.
Not far off, on another isle, adds Demetrius, Saturn was
held captive in the custody of Briareus. Was it not in
Caledonia, say some, was it not in Ireland, say others,
that Ulysses evoked the shades? Was not this attested
by an inscription engraven on the rocks?1

So when, in the fifth century, Alecto, for the last time,
perhaps, left the shades of Tenarus§ it was there that
the subterranean way opened that brought her to the
light.

Seven hundred years after, when a Greek, a gramma-
rian of Constantinople, turned his eyes to the misty
horizon of the north-west, he seemed still to see the
bark of Ulysses, and the shady realm of the dead.

* QOra maritima, 120, 1 Solinus, c. 25.
+ Plutarch, Orac. § Claud. in Ruf. i. 123.
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“ Thither,” he says, “go the souls of the dead. Oppo-
site Britain, the shores of the ocean are inhabited by a
nation of fishermen subject to the Franks. They pay
no tribute, but they transport the souls of the dead.
While asleep in their houses at night, they hear a noise
at the door ; a voice calls them to work. They arise,
go to the shore, ignorant what power they obey ; they
find barks prepared, but not their own. They set out ;
no one is with them, yet the bark is heavy. They
. reached the Isle of Britain ; in an instant a long day's
voyage is made. They see no one disembark, but they
hear voices; the invisible passengers are welcomed,
called by name, addressed as father, mother, or called
from their trade. Then the fishermen return, and on
their homeward way. their lightened barks fly still more
rapidly.” *

Yet Ireland lost little on being left enveloped in the
fantastic clouds of Homeric poesy. If then, as now,t
she shone like an emerald amid the ocean,— if her dense
forests and rich fields, in default of birds and bees, fed
countless herds of fattened kine,—her people were fierce,
rude, and savage. “They are a harsh race,” says So-
linus ; “they drink the blood of the conquered ; they
stain their faces with it. When a male child comes into
the world, it is on the point of a sword that the mother
offers it its first food ; and the first hope of a mother’s
heart, the first prayer of a mother’s lips, is, that her
child may die in battle, amid the clash of arms. No
virtue, no moral law, exists; justice and injustice are
not distinguishable.”

Yet Solinus does not say all ; for Pomponius Mela,

* Tzetzes, Chiliad, viii. 218. + Solinus, 25.
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Strabo, St. Jerome, believed them cannibals. But So-
linus may have been misinformed ; and the idea formed
of the Scots does not correspond with what the Irish
relate of their ancestors. If we are to believe their
most authentic historians,* the Scoto-Milesians were bar-
barous only to their enemies, and the interior of the
island would have presented to a peaceful and thought-
ful traveller the spectacle of a regular, enlightened,
powerful, happy, warlike, and hospitable society.

Yet it is not our task to give either'the satire or the
apology of ancient Ireland, nor its history. We are not
to reproduce or correct, with Keating, the story of the
bards and the annals of .the assemblies of Teamor. We
will listen to the monastic biographers or chroniclers ;
we wish to know what they relate ; we will listen to
them, for the traditions and testimony of antiquity have
been but a preamble to their story.

* McGeoghegan, History of Ireland.
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CHAPTER II.

IRISH TRADITIONS BEFORE CHRISTIANITY.

PATRICK* one day, in the country of Dicfil, came to a
tomb of wonderful width and prodigious length. His
disciples and all who followed him stopped ; the tomb
was measured ; it was thirty feet long. “ Must we be-
lieve,” they asked, “that there wete ever men so
large?” “If you choose,” replied Patrick, “ we shall
see.” And as they expressed a great desire, the apostle
struck with his staff the head of the tomb, traced the
sign of the cross, and the sepulchre opened. And the
man who slept there, arising in his gigantic stature, ex-
claimed to Patrick, I thank thee, good and holy man,
for thou hast for a moment suspended my evils and my
sorrows.” At the same time he shed bitter tears. “ May
I not go with you?” said he. “No,” said the saint;
“thy aspect would strike too great terror in man.
Rather, believe in the God of heaven, receive the bap-
tism of the Lord, and return to thy grave.” Patrick
pronounced the sacred words of the Pater and the
Creed ; the man repeated them after him ; in the name
of the Trinity he was thrice plunged into a deep water ;
and then, with a soul full of joy, he lay down in his
tomb, and reposed in peace.

Such were the first inhabitants of Ireland and the
neighboring countries ; for we find them too in Ar-

¥ Elvod. Probus, Vita Patricii.
9 *
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morica ; and the country of Memthor, where St. Patrick
was born, had once been inhabited by them.* Whence
came they ? What mighty ships had borne them to
these lands? Had they marched in the sea like the giant
of Sicily? Did they spring from the earth like the
race whose history the ancient Greeks relate? Or
were they, perchance, an antediluvian relic, a tribe that
escaped the deluge. We might think so ; for the sons
of Noe, the hardy and rapid voyagers, hastened in
vain ; they came after them. A struggle ensued ; but
the new race of Japhet ever triumphed. Such was the
result in Ireland. Only one of the giants escaped,t
according to some accounts ; he was to await the coming
of St. Patrick, and receive baptism from him. He it
was, who, sole faithful witness of ancient deeds and past
generations, taught the holy apostle the whole history
of ancient Ireland.

The Irish soil seemed, moreover, to repulse the human
race. Thrice, so to say, it devoured its inhabitants ;§
three emigrations perished there ; and the last comers,
the Heberians, who were to remain as masters, well nigh
disappeared.

A year had passed since the Heberians landed on the
shores of the island, to which they had given a name
destined to recall their Iberian fatherland ; when, lo, they
behold something like a tower rising amidst the sea ;
it was transparent as crystal, and on its battlements
armed warriors kept the watch. The Heberians ad-
dressed them ; but the strangers, motionless, answered
pot. The Heberians at once launched their barks, and

* Elvod. Probus, Vita Patricii.
+ Giraldus Cambrensis, Topog. Hiberniz.
I Nennius, § 13. § Giraldus Cambrensis.
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assailed the enemy in his fortress. It crumbled on them,
and the sea ingulfed them. Thirty vessels had borne
them from Heberia ; all, men and women, had rushed
on the vessels to meet the enemy ; one had happily been
driven on the shore, and its crew, left on land, survived
the disaster which they had witnessed.*

We find elsewhere that Ireland was not defended by
giants merely ; another race, another power, was estab-
lished there — the magical power, the race of enchanters.
The giants annihilated, magic remained ; it persisted
under various names and various forms, and we find it
throughout the history of Christian Ireland.

Early, doubtless, and as soon as the Irish had allowed
their primitive knowledge of the true God to be ob-
scured, magic contracted its ordinary union with the
false religion. And had not, too, their ancestors inhab-
ited Egypt, that great school of occult science and sym-
bolical idolatry? The country was filled at the same
time with idols and prodigies.

At Magh-Sleacht, Crom-Cruach was adored ; at Vis-
neach and at Tlachtgha twice a year the sacred fire was
kindled in honor of Baal. St. Patrick found King
Laogaire adoring Kean-Croithi, 1 the chief of the gods.
At Clogher, an inspired stone gave forth oracles, and
had been overlaid with gold by a grateful people.
The Lia Fail, or stone of destiny, figured in the conse-
cration of kings, and emitted prophetic sounds when it
served as their throne on the day of the coronation.

There was a fountain § in Momonia (Munster) which
no hand could touch, no eye could see, without Heaven’s

% Nennius,
+ Ware, De Hiberni Antiquit. (Annals, 4 Mag. A. M. 3656.)
¥ Jocelyn, Vita Patricii, cap. 56. § Geraldus Cambrensis.
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pouring down on the whole provinee torrents that would
overwhelm it. Elsewhere a fantastic island alarmed the
neighboring countries by its sudden appearance and dis-
appearance ; to render it stationary, red hot arrows had
to be hurled into its bosom ; for an old man had taught
that fire is the enemy of enchantment, and destroys the
work of magic.

Such were the powers that manifested themselves
in Ireland, and the mysteries into which the Druids
initiated their pupils. It was thus that Lugaicmail
struggled for three days with prodigies, against St.
Patrick ; * that Caplis and Caplid for three days pre-
vented the sun from shining on Irish earth ; how Bro-
ichan let loose the winds and aroused the waves to stop
the apostle of the Picts.t
- Such was pagan Ireland. But we must say that the
authors whom we follow have given us very incomplete
ideas as to this subject. This perhaps is due to two
causes.

In the first place, Christianity introduced a new lan-
guage and a new alphabet. If the Latin did not con-
sign the Gaelic to oblivion, if Roman letters did not
prevent the use of a more or less national alphabet, it
caused its neglect, and in all probability proscribed the
sacred druidical writing, the ogham, with its simple,
abrupt, and bristling lines, by which, in the remotest
times, the Druids and bards had preserved and trans-
mitted some of the knowledge of which they were the
guardians. Long after were they doubtless read, long
employed ; and the parchment readi by Ware, had not,
we are to believe, been written before the Christian

* Elv. Probus. Jocelyn, Vita Patricii. 4 Adamnan, Vita Columbkill.
1 De Hibern. Antiquitat. p. 11.
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epoch. But the ogham was at last to disappear, and
at the same time, and with it, were in a great measure
effaced the reminiscences of Irish antiquity.

Again,— and this is more important, — Christianity
brought to Ireland the germ of new ideas, new traditions,
new legends. They mingled with * or replaced the old.
This operation of superposition, or amalgam, may be
observed in the question of origin, and be easily fol-
lowed. The work of Nennius went through the hands
of three authors, each contributing his own part; the
national tradition, the Roman tradition, and the biblical
tradition, are frequently confronted, and the falsifier is
so simple, the falsification so naive, that nothing is more
easy than to separate the three texts, and distinguish
the three histories. But it is not so always, and in the
poetic and legendary part it is sometimes difficult to dis-
cern with certainty pagan antiquity and medizval Chris-
tianity, the marvels of the magicians, and the marvels
of the monks.

* The incident which opens the chapter is an example.
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CHAPTER III.
CHRISTIANITY IN IRELAND BEFORE ST. PATRICK.

Conare THE GREAT * still held the monarchy of Ire-
land ; he was closing a long and happy reign; peace
and abundance had been universal ; there, too, it was
the Augustan age ; peace had extended to the remotest
countries of the world for the coming of the Messias.
Christ, in fact, was born, living, and dying then in a
corner of Judea.

Ireland soon learned the wonders of his mission, and
the mournful scenes of Calvary, which one of her chil-
dren had witnessed. This was Conall Kearnach, a fa-
mous athlete. Long had he rambled over the world,
every where trying his strength, and every where tri-
umphing ; he at last arrived in Palestine, and was at Je-
rusalem at the moment of the passion. On his return,
he related to the King of Ultonia + what he had learned,
what he had seen of that monstrous sacrifice, where the
innocent victim had been slain like a lamb. At this
story, King Conchobar groaned, shuddered, and waxed
wroth ; then his anger burst forth ; he cried vengeance
against the impious murdérers; had he been there, that
ungrateful nation should have deeply rued their cruel in-
gratitude! And as his imagination became more in-
flamed against the butchers, he drew his sword and rushed

* McGeoghegan, ch. vi. + Ulster.
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on the trees and bushes around him, cutting and slashing
in fury, swearing that so would he have treated the mur-
derers, the assassins, whose guilty hands had been raised
against his Prince and his Lord.

Prophecies, moreover, had announced this great: cvent.
Why should not Bacrach, the Druid, have revealed the
coming of Christ, when, four centuries later, others fore-
told the coming of Patrick, and the effects of his preach-
ing.

Ireland had then already received the first germ of
Christianity ; and if we are to believe not only popular
legends, but certain ecclesiastical traditions, it was soon
visited by apostles, as eloquent, doubtless, and surely bet-
ter instructed than the athlete of Ultonia.

It seems even, on comparing the. testimony, that the
first missionaries of Christ strove for the honor of evan-
gelizing these unknown and distant isles, and that each
hastened there, fearing that they should be overlooked.
Aristobulus, brother of St. Barnaby, Simeon Zelotes,
James, the son of Zebedee, with Salome, his mother, Tim-
othy, the beloved disciple of St. Paul, Simeon the Cana-
nean, appeared in the British Isles, and some of them
died there. We must not count Joseph of Arimathea,
if it be true, as Usher thinks, that he came only with
William the Conqueror. But St. Paul himself, St. Peter
too, as if to lay with their own hands the limits of
Christendom, came, converted many tribes, built churches,
ordained priests and bishops. It is surely needless to
adduce authorities for all this.

The divine seed fell on a generous soil. The harvest
did not delay ; and if not abundant at first, it showed at
least what might be expected inno distant future. When
we might ask whether Ireland had yet heard the name
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of Christ, she had already sent afar her martyrs, her
doctors, her bishops. These were the first fruits of her
church ; and when, in the twelfth century, an Anglo-
Norman priest asked the Irish clergy where their mar-
tyrs and confessors were, the Bishop of Cashel, in order
to answer him, had but to open the first pages of the
Martyrology.

Thus, in the first century, Mansuetus founded the epis-
copal see of Toul, and Beatus evangelized the Swiss.

Thus, in the second century, Cataldus went forth to
teach in Italy, and became bishop of Tarentum, while
at the same time his brother became bishop of Lupi.

Thus, in the third century, Mello inaugurates by his
episcopate the history of the church of Rouen.

Thus, in the fourth century, Eucharius left his native
isle, with his family and thirty-three disciples, and be-
came bishop of Toul; and Eucharius, Eliphius, his
brother, Monna, Libaria, and Susanna, his sisters, suc-
cessively suffered martyrdom.*

At Tarentum, Cataldus left deep traces in the memory
of the people.t A statue of the size of life was made
of solid silver, bearing the crosier and mitre, and en-
closing in the head the skull of the holy prelate. Les-
sons of his life found place in the Roman office ; his life
was read in choir. In 1492, amid the great events
which raised up a Savonarola, and kept Italy in expecta-
tion, the Tarentines remembered the Irish prelate; a
prophecy was discovered, engraved on leaden plates,
predicting the misfortunes and death of King Ferdinand
of Arragon ; it was placed before the eyes of the prince,
and he expired suddenly. The history of St. Cataldus

#* Bollandists, Acta Sanctorum, 16 Oct.
4 Usher, Antiq. Ecclesie Britanni, 751.
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was taken up again in the seventeenth century, recounted
in prose, chanted in verse in a work composed and en-
titled, like an epic, the Cafaldiade.

Where were these new pastors formed? In the very
heart of Ireland. Cataldus had studied at Lismore;
ere long he taught there, and with such renown, that men
flocked from all the neighboring countries to hear him —
Gauls and Angles, Scots and Teutons. Thus spoke the
Roman office : the biographer had forgotten that in the
second century, nations named by him scarcely thought
of secking lessons in Christian science.

Be that as it may, the church of Ireland was illustrated
in the next century by an authentic and incontestable
renown ; Sedulius, whose doctrine was revered almost
as much as that of the holy fathers, and whose hymns
Christendom still chants. Another school, as learned as
that of Lismore, rose in the isle of Beg-Erin ; there St.
Tvar taught sacred and profane learning, and crowds of
Irishmen and foreigners, monks, and others, came to
hear his words. On the other side, men were accus- -
tomed to turn their steps to Italy, in order to draw at
Rome from the very fountains of doctrine. There
Colman and Fintan studied ; there Kieran spent fifteen
years ; there Ailbeus had as his master the great St.
Hilary ; Declan, after exhausting the lessons of Dym-
ma, his master, in Ireland, and teaching there himself,
came to Rome to pursue long and laborious studies.
Already had Ireland a kind of school at Rome—a sort
of studious, holy colony, incessantly renewed; when
Declan set out with his companions, Patrick arrived
with his. .

The popes had already fixed their eyes on that people,
so apparently thirsting for virtue and truth. A Roman

3
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priest, on arriving in Ireland, had found Ailbeus, still
young, (he was seven years old,) outside of his father’s
house, kneeling with upturned eyes, and ardently pray-
ing that the Creator of heaven and earth might be re-
vealed to him. He was the image of Ireland, awaiting
the word that was to enlighten its darkness.

Yet Palladius failed. Others, perhaps, had failed be-
fore him. Ireland awaited its deliverer, and that de-
liverer had not yet appeared. This national Messias of
Ireland is St. Patrick.



OF IRELAND. 27

CHAPTER IV.

ST. PATRICK.

WHEN the year 432 arrived, the magicians were trou-
bled ; the spirit whom they served, and who inspired
them, felt that the hour was at hand, and that his con-
queror approached.

At that time, says Probus,* there was in those coun-
tries a powerful and cruel pagan king, who reigned over
a barbarous people. His name was Laogaire, the son
of Neill, and he dwelt in the city of Temora.t Around
him dwelt magicians, enchanters, workers of every kind
of witcheraft, who knew and foretold the future. The
most famous were Egli, Mel, and Locri. Now, the ma-
gicians announced frequently to the king and to the
princes, that a strange prophet would come from abroad,
and beyond the sea, with a new doctrine, unknown, un-
graceful, and hard. Few desired his coming, but many
would receive him ; all would pay him reverence. He
was to overthrow the kingdom, striking with death the
kings who resisted him, and seduce the mass of the peo-
ple ; he was to banish science, and establish an eternal
kingdom. And they wrote verses which all the people
chanted : “The chief of doctrine shall come, with his
curved staff; and every family shall be struck in the
head. At his table he will pronounce magic words, and

# Vita Patricii. Vita Patricii, auct. Patricio, Jun. + Tara.
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from the vestibule of his house all his disciples shall
answer, ‘ So be it, so be it.””

In fact, in the year 432, Patrick crossed the sea, and
landed on Irish earth at the mouth of the Dee, near
Crioch-Cuallan ; according to others at Innisbherde.

Patrick was a Briton.* His father, Calpurnius, a dea-
con, son of the priest Potitus, had espoused Conchessa,
and dwelt at Bannave, in the country of Nentry, on the
confines of Britain and Albania.t Conchessa was a sis-
ter of St. Martin, of Tours ; she had been carried off
with her sister, and both had married, and lived one at
Bannave, the other at Empthor.

The stone which received the predestined child at his
birth was long vpneratéd ; it shed tears when it heard a
false oath. At its right was a fountain in the form of a
cross, whose waters possessed a marvellous limpidity for
the eyes, a delicious sweetness for the lips. His first
years, i like those of Jesus in the Gospel of the child-
hood, were spent amid familiar prodigies; he played
with miracles ; he seemed to try his strength, and the
divine power, with a maternal complaisance, reduced it-
self to his age and stature.

But trials soon began, and were long and painful.
Thrice was he dragged into captivity,§ in the islands
and on the continent ; before his eyes his country fell a
prey to fire and sword ; Calpurnius and Conchessa were
slain ; Ructhi, his brother, Mila, his sister, were hurried
away into bondage. He was conducted at last to Gaul,
was ransomed by Christians, and found St. Martin, of
Tours ; his trials were accomplished. Laborious study

* Hymn Fiech. Probus, Vita Patricii. + Jocelyn, Vita Patricii.
¥ Vita Patricii, auctore Patricio, Juniore. § Probus.
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began.* It was the epoch of St. Martin’s death ; Pat-
rick visited Italy and the islands, and returned to Gaul
to put himself under the discipline’'of St. Germanus, of
Auxerre, who was his master for eighteen years accord-
ing to some, forty years according to others; then he
returned to Rome ; and it was at this time that Pope
Celestine sent him to Ireland, replacing his name of Suc-
cat by the glorious epithet of Patrick.

Thither had God insensibly conducted him, ever lead-
ing him by the hand. At first an angel had been at-
tached to his steps, appointed to console him in his trials,
and deliver him when they reached their term. “Ev-
ery day (he was then a slave in Ireland) I took out my
flocks to pasture, and during the day 1 prayed frequent-
ly ;+ I was more and more inflamed with divine love ;
my faith was strengthened, my mind exalted ; my
prayers exceeded a hundred in the day, and were almost
as numerous at night. I even dwelt in mountains and
forests, and I arose before day to pray in rain, cold, and
snow, and I did not feel it; and there was no slothful-
ness in me as there is now, because then the spirit burned
within me. One day in my sleep I heard a voice saying
to me, ‘Thou dost well to fast, for thou shalt soon re-
turn to thy native land.” And a little after the voice
said to me, ‘ Behold, thy ship is ready.” It was not in
this neighborhood, but two hundred miles off, and I had
never been in that place, and knew no one.”

When he fell a second time into bondage, the voice
said to him, “ Thou shalt be two months with these men.”
And so it came to pass: on the sixtieth night he was
taken out of their hands.

* St. Fiech. + St. Patrick, Confessio. c. vi.
3 *
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On two different occasions God had revealed to him
his mission. When he returned from his first captivity,
which had kept him six years in Ireland, his parents be-
sought him not to leave them. “And then I saw,in a
vision by night, a man coming from Hiberio (Ireland)
having countless letters. He gave me one ; I read it, and
it began, The voice of the Irish. And while I read, I
seemed to hear the voice of those who were in the wood
of Foclut, near the western sea ; and they all, as with
one voice, cried out, ‘We beseech thee, O saint, come
and walk still in our midst.” Then my heart was trou-
bled ; I could read no longer, and I awoke.”

Repairing to Rome,* he was stopped on an island.
God called him to the summit of Mount Hermon, seated
him at his right, and showed him the people that was to
be his people.

His mission was consecrated by Heaven, sanctioned
by Rome ; he set out, passed once more through Gaul,t
where St. Germanus gave him sacerdotal vestments, sa-
cred vessels, and books ; he at last embarked for Ireland,
with twenty companions. But his science, his strength,
his riches, were not in his Gallic presents, nor in his
companions, nor in his books; they were especially in
his curved staff that he bore in his hand, and which had
borne up the divine steps of Jesus Christ.

The moment had come for Ireland; it would even
seem that it was behindhand. It was a shame to Rome
not to have done more for the noble country which had
received so little and given so much. It was sad for
Christianity that a province where she had once set foot
was not wholly hers, was still disputed, or rather, still

* Probus. + Usher, Eccles. Britan. Antiq. p. 842.
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held by the paganism of the Druids and Fileas. Nor
was Ireland alone concerned, nor was Ireland alone to
be converted.

Christianity had subdued the whole empire, and had
every where the same frontiers, except on the east, where
it had even passed the limits of the empire. But the in-
vasions came, and it was not for Christianity to recoil
with the state. Nor did it. But in this meeting, this
strife of two great seas, a kind of barrier was formed, the
Rhine and Danube marking in Europe the extreme limit
of barbarism ; and Christianity, in spite of its immense
expansive force, might be powerless to cross it. It was
necessary, then, to establish it without the empire, with-
out the barbarism which assailed it, that from this posi-
tion, taking the pagan world —so to speak —in therear,
it might enter straight to the very heart of northern pa-
ganism. On certain points this northern paganism had
become the invader and the conqueror; in Britain,
Christianity, forgetting its universal and heavenly char-
acter, had become national, and was perishing with Brit-
ish nationality. There, then, Christian Rome had lost a
province which was to be rescued.

Again, Rome and its former provinces, harassed, rent,
exhausted, needed men for this powerful diversion, for
this sublime and stubborn war, which would perhaps
swallow up missionaries by legions. A young and
ardent nation was needed, which, once gained to the
Christian cause, would be ready to move in a body, to
bear to all nations, to every solitude, the spirit, the faith,
the enthusiasm, the asceticism, the sanctity, of its new
religion.

Ireland seemed to unite all these conditions; it was
to satisfy all these wants,
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Patrick arrived, clad with all the arms of the Chris-
tian propaganda — ineffable sweetness mingled with rav-
ishing grace, inflexible and impetuous zeal, supernatural
power.

This power was every where manifested * in the se-
verity of the apostle, as in his benefits ; in his presence
nature was agitated and seemed affected. The magi-
cians soon heard strange things; at the approach of
Patrick the isle was filled with prodigies. On his ar-
rival, Dichu raised against him that arm whose might
was renowned in Ireland ; his arm was arrested by an
invisible power, and withered. The sailors who had
brought him related that they had refused to take a
leper on board, and that the leper, by Patrick’s order,
had crossed the sea on a rock which floated beside
their vessel.

Yet the magicians accepted the combat,* and were
supported by several princes. “ Lo, one of us is sick !”
said Macfil to him ; * come and chant over him some of
thy magic chants, to see whether thou wilt heal him.”
Prestiges were tried against miracles ; but Lugaic-Mail
was overcome as the Egyptian priests were by Moses.
The defeat was often terrible and mortal: five Druids
or more perished there. The princes were equally
stricken. Recraid came to him with his magicians,
having magic signs written under his white robes ; he
fell dead. Kertic had despised the admonitions of the
saint, and persecuted Christianity ; one day he ordered
a bard to sing ; when, lo, the inspired mouth declares
that his reign is about to end; and as the attendant
nobles cried out and rose in wrath, at that very instant

* Probus.
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a terrible power was manifested ; the prince and the
man became a shameful and miserable beast. On that
savage carth, so long inured to drink human blood,
amid clans ever in battle, amid warriors who never laid
aside their battle axe, the mission itself resembled a mez-
ciless combat. Leogaire perished with all his suite, and
that suite was numerous.®* In another place, forty-nine
men slay each other ; in another, Lonan, with his ser-
vants, is swept off by death, or the people of Teamrach
disappear almost entirely in the gaping earth.

But this powerful hand, sometimes raised to smite,
was more frequently raised to resuscitate and bless ; or
else, when it gave death, it was because death was
sweeter than life. Rius found it hard to believe ; to
convinee him, Patrick restored him his youth, 1 and then
gave him his cnoice between this renewed youth and
the goods of eternity. Rius preferred to die. At the
fountain of Debach, near Cruachan, Patrick, accompanied
by his bishops, met the two daughters of King Leo-
gaire,I Aethne, the fair, and Fethle, the blooming.
They heard the word, and believed. He baptized them
and attired them in robes of dazzling white. “Show us
now,” they said, “the face of Christ, our spouse.”
Patrick answered, “ Unless you taste the body and the
blood of Christ, and die in the body, you shall not see
Christ in his glory.” They said, “ Offer then the sacri-
fice of the body and blood of Christ, that we may be
delivered from the corruption of the flesh, and behold
our betrothed in heaven.” Then Patrick celebrated the
sacrifice. Leogaire’s daughters received with great hope
and perfect faith, and slept in the peace of death. y

* Probus, Benignus, Jocelyn, Vite Patricii. + Jocelyn.
I Elv. Probus, Jocelyn, ch. 68.
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Even kings opened their hearts to these penetrating
graces, to these mystic felicities ; but Patrick was not
prodigal of them ; he could also give others. He one
day asked King Connall whether he wished to assume
the monastic habit. The king replied that his soul was
ready for whatsoever he should command ; but St. Pat-
rick, satisfied with his devotion and obedience, told
him, “ Thou shalt bear the staff and the buckler, as a
sign of monastic sanctity and royal authority ; thou
shalt have the name and exterior of a layman ; but thy
merits and thy heart shall be those of a monk.” And
tracing on the buckler the sign of the cross, with the
staff of Jesus, Patrick promised that his descendants
should be invincible whenever they bore that buckler
to battle. Now, the history of Ireland and popular bal-
lads testify whether Patrick kept his promise faithfully.

The monarchs were gained or humbled ; magic was
overthrown ; the Druids and Fileas, the priests and
the poets, Macfil, Pheg, Dubtach, were Christians, mis-
sionaries, bisheps. The evil ones themselves gave the
last battle, and lost it; the sound of Patrick’s bell
echoed through their substance like the blast of heaven’s
trumpets ; in its utmost effort it broke ; but the infernal
army was routed, and the last sounds pursued it beyond
the borders of Ireland, thenceforward closed to it for-
ever.

Then the work went rapidly on ; Patrick pursued it
with ardor. He went around preaching and baptizing,
founding churches, ordaining pastors, pursuing the re-
«bellious to the bosom of the wildwood, to the very
depths of the moorland. He had sought Milcho and
his daughters, whom he had served during four years
of his captivity in Ireland. The two young maidens
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heard him; but the unhappy magician would have
blushed with shame to humble himself to his slave, and
preferred to burn up wretchedly in his house.* Another
fled from his exhortations, and Patrick sought him in
the woods ; night came on; but around Patrick the
night shone with a supernatural light, and the very
darkness was radiant. It was as a visible manifestation
of the intellectual light that was in him, and with which
he enlightened the minds of the Irish.

His voice was untiring ; and for him God suppressed
nights and days; he spoke for three days and three
nights;t ‘and the sun did not set for those who heard
him, and it seemed to them but an hour. For him the
Almighty constantly manifested his power. Angels
came to lay the veil on the brow of the virgins whom
he consecrated. At other times, the future sanctity and
greatness of the child that he baptized were revealed to
him; then he blessed it, lifting it up in his arms, or seat-
ing it beside him in his chariot, the better to watch over
the hope of Erin. Heaven itself opened to him, and
angelic concerts, rays of eternal glory, emanations of
supreme felicity, descended to console him, refresh him,
and renew his strength.

After thirty years’ toil, all Ireland was conquered.
He solemnly took possession in the name of the gospel,
and organized it; the earth, the men, the animals, the
fruits were decimated: this tithe was for the church;
the men and women who composed the human tithe be-
came nuns, priests, or monks. Ireland was covered with
holy abodes.

In thirty years he had founded three hundred and six-

¥ Patricius Junior, Vita St. Patricii. + Vita Brigid.



36 LeEcENDARY HISTORY

ty-five churches,* consecrated three hundred and sixty-
five bishops, ordained three thousand priests; in one
single day, in Connaught, he had baptized seven kings
and twelve thousand of the people.

Then it was that he ascended the heights of Mount
Cruachan-Eli,} to contemplate, bless, and crown his
work. When he reached the summit of Eli, from every
horizon, clouds of birds of every kind and every hue
were gathered together; their countless multitude cov-
ered the heavens: it was the souls that owed their sal-
vation to him. He blessed them, blessed that land of
Erin so dear to him, and begged of the Almighty three
favors for it: that every man born upon it, who should
at his last moment make before God the avowal of his
faults, should be pardoned; that no foe should ever sub-
Jject it to an irrevocable bondage; that no Irishman
should at the end of the world behold with the eyes of
the flesh the destruction of the earth and the day of
Jjudgment.

Still the divine favor was not exhausted; Patrick
made four other petitions; he wished to assure the sal-
vation of his people, and feared that he had not made it
easy enough. The first was, that all Ireland should be
saved by participation in the merits of its apostle; sec-
ond, that all those who on the day of his birth should
chant the hymn in his honor, should see the acceptance
of the penance which they did for their sins; thirdly,
that those who should devoutly celebrate his memory,
should find favor before God, and not perish eternally;
fourth, that on the day of judgment all the Irish should
have him as their judge. This last favor was great; it

* Nennius, § 54. 1 Nennius, Elv. Probus, Vita Patricii.
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placed St. Patrick in the rank of the apostles, to whom
it was said,* “You shall sit on twelve thrones to judge
the twelve tribes of Israel.” Yet he obtained it; a lit-
tle before his death, an angel announced to him that
nothing had been refused to him; that Patrick might
be at rest as to the future destiny of that people, which
caused him such constant, such touching anxiety.

At first he had received his institution from God and
the church ;1 he wished, too, to have his last investiture
from Heaven and from Rome. He went to obtain the
Papal approbation, and returned with the pallium.

His last years were spent in the sweets of retirement
and of the contemplative life.t Yet at times he would
leave his cherished cloisters of Sabhall or of Armagh ;
once a year the national synod assembled, and the thirty
bishops who governed the new church received the in-
spirations of Ireland’s pontiff. Thus he passed thirty
years, living, so to speak, between heaven and earth,
half hidden from the view of the people, who honored
and invoked him as a living pastor, and as a patron
transfigured in the heavenly world ;¥ for the hymn of
St. Patrick, even then, resounded in oratory and basil-
ica. Sechnall told him one day that he wished to eu-
logize a saint whom the earth still possessed. “Hasten,
then,” said the apostle, “for thou art at the gates of
death.” Sechnall wrote the hymn and died. Patrick
thus enjoyed a foretaste of the glory of the saints, and
it was in this sweetness of the half-human life, and this
anticipated beatitude, that he awaited from his guardian
angel the signal to prepare for death.

* St. Fiech, Hymn. 1 Usher, Eccles. Britanniz Antiquit. p. 872.
1 Jocelyn, Vita Patricii, c. 191. Fiech, Hymn,

4
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The place of his repose had been miraculously pointed
out to him.* One day, while announcing the word of
God to a multitude, a brilliant eloud, lit up by a flash
of lightning, descended earthward from heaven ; it hov-
ered a moment over the assembly ; then, settling on the
summit of Leithglass, it vanished. The people durst
not question Patrick, but they spoke to Bridget. Brid-
get told them, “Ask Patrick.” But Patrick answered
her, “ Thou and I are equal ; do thou reveal this mys-
tery.,” And Bridget declared that it was the spirit of
Patrick, come to visit the spot where his body was to
repose. Then Patrick told Bridget to make, with her
own hand, a winding sheet to bury him in ; it was in
this winding sheet that he wished to rise on the day
when God should call him to eternal life.

When the appointed time drew nigh, Patrick set out
for Armagh ; there did he wish to die.t The angel
reminded them that he had promised Dichu’s son to die
on his ground, and leave him his mortal remains ; Pat-
rick returned then to Sabhall.

Such is the burden of traditions ; for, strange to say,
a mysterious uncertainty soon settled over the place of
his interment ; 1 it was a new point of resemblance with
Moses. “The holy spot,” says tradition, “ was long ven-
erated.”§ Once, when they wished to erect a church
there, flames issued from the tomb ; a religious awe
checked the work ; veneration redoubled for that holy
memory.

No writing has transmitted the remembrance of the
wonders that must have been accomplished on that

# Ultan., Vita Brigide. 4 Fiech, Hymn. Jocelyn, Vita Patricii.
3 Nennius. § Elv. Probus.
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spot.* The very site seems to have been blotted, for a
time at least, from the minds of men, if it be true that
miraculous signs were needed to find it again in the
twelfth century. But who knows whether Ireland did
not wish to hide from the foreign invader the true spot
of her holy sepulchre ?,

At the very moment of his death, his body was not
confided to mortal hands.t It was wrapped in the
winding sheet that Bridget’s hands had prepared ; but
the angels embalmed, buried, and watched it; angels
chanted over him the hymns and psalms of the dead.
During the funeral rites the sun did not set; twelve
days and twelve nights it shone on Erin.

It is related that the people of Ulidia and of Ar-
magh contended for the precious remains, and that the
sea advanced to separate them ; and then there ap-
peared two chariots exactly alike, proceeding at the
same time towards the two cities. At a certain dis-
tance, on the banks, of the Cancune, the chariot of
Armagh vanished. Such is Jocelyn’s account ; but is
not this the faith of Ulidia, and according to the faith
of Armagh was it not the chariot of Ulidia that dis-
appeared ? "

Such was St. Patrick’s life. The story has been
long ; but is not St. Patrick, so to speak, his whole
people? Under God, he was the creator of Ireland ;
he drew it from nothingness, fashioned it with his
hands, animated it with his breath, and leaving it, seems
to have left it his faith and his soul. Is not faith in
St. Patrick the religion of Ireland, and is not Ireland’s
religion her whole history ? Is it not Erin herself ?

# Jocelyn, Vita Patricii. 4 Elv. Probus.
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CHAPTER V.

ST. PATRICK’'S COMPANIONS.

Ox arriving from Gaul, Patrick had with him twenty
companions. This intrepid little army soon increased.
Albeus rallied to it ; Declan submitted ; Ibar, Kiaran,
and Abban united to form around Patrick a powerful
combination of power and light.
.~ Then came the disciples, the pupils of the masters

formed rapidly by the grace of Heaven. The workmen
multiplied as the harvest became more vast and more
dense, and seemed to spring from the soil with the har-
vest — Maccecthus, Macnessius, Maccaerthenn : in vain
should we try to number them ; they are to be counted
by hundreds. They must indeed have been numerous,
to meet the wants of that rapid mission. Patrick ar-
rived and spoke ; the people were converted ; a church
was founded, promptly built, such was the simplicity of
Irish architecture ; a disciple received from Patrick
his last lessons and his abgetoria —'that is to say, the
Roman alphabet, and a new Christian community was
formed, a new bishop installed.

In the long life of the patriarch, generations were
renewed around him, and passed successively under his
discipline. He beheld the birth of many, who, later,
before his own eyes, brought the greatest renown to the
Irish church. One day King Daire, passing through
Dalriada, heard from a tomb a voice like a plaintive
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moan. When the grave was opened, a sweet odor ex-
haled ;* an infant was moaning on its mother’s corpse.
Then they told the prince that a woman came from be-
yond the sea ; that sinking under the heat and restless-
ness of a fever, she died before giving to the light the
little creature that she bore in her, and that there,in the
shades of the tomb and the bosom of death, the child
had sought the way that was to lead to light. “Poor
child !” cried the affected prince. He took the child ;
Patrick baptized it, and the word “ Poor child,” in Irish
Olcan, which gushed from Daire’s heart, remained the
touching name which marked the child born of a corpse
and drawn from the tomb. Olcan became, subsequently,
one of the brightest luminaries of Ireland. Among
these children adopted by St. Patrick, several have, too,
a touching or pleasing history.

Fervent was the faith and ardent the toil in this
sacred band. Powerful was the word, more powerful
still the works. Mochteus, alone, formed three hundred
priests and a hundred bishops ; and when, still a child,
he crossed the British sea,t it sufficed to dip his finger
into the swollen billow to calm all the fury of the
storm. But the task was too rude and laborious. Ire-
land was to be ploughed, tilled, fructified, and harvested
from one extremity to another ; its isles visited, its moors
traversed, its mountains crossed, its people called, its
magi confounded or touched, its princes converted or
mastered. This was not all. They had to pray, read,
study ; they had to establish, organize, and direct
churches, monasteries, and schools. Nor was this all.
The keen and skilful axe of the new Christians might

¥ Evinus, Vita Patrieii tripartita. + Vita Mocht.
4%
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transform forests into churches; but the axe represent-
ed almost all Irish industry, and skilful as was the hand
that plied it, it could not do all. The churches needed
vessels, vestments, and books. The disciples undertook
to supply them ; sacred vessels, crosiers and mitres, dal-
matics and chasubles, bells, cymbals, the copying, bind-
ing, and adorning of books, all these they learned to
make, and made well.* Fortchern worked in iron ; Es-
sa, Tassa, and Biteus, in steel ; Cuana, Mactal, wrought
copper ; and some of these blessed workmen produced
masterpieces : such was the famous reliquary of Finn
Fardheach, by Macceet of Domnachloehain. Not long
after men counted the three hundred bells, three hun-
dred pastoral crosiers, and three hundred gospel books,
all coming from the skilful hands of the holy bishop
Dagceus,t and the memory of the gold work of Asic
was preserved in the last century in the church of El-
phin.f The women had their part. Liupita, Tigrida,
Crumtheris, wove and embroidered, and were the first
mistresses of the Irish women. Who formed these ap-
prentices, these companions, these masters? Heaven
came to their aid. Many had learned and practised
their art by the grace of God, and then made disciples.§

Thus did Patrick’s disciples labor in mind, in word,
by hand ; long years were spent in this laborious life;
long did they remain near their master, attached to his
person; sharing the hardships of his wandering life;
and when their heads had whitened and their bodies
bent down, when strength was exhausted, if Patrick per-

# Vita Patricii tripartita. + Vita Dageei.

1 Ware, De Hibern. Ant. Disquis.

§ See, in the Four Masters, i. 137, the curious account of the artists and
workmen that formed St. Patrick’s family.
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ceived that their time of rest had come, he gave them
(to use his own language) a place of repose ; he confided
a church to their care. Once on a time the unwearied
apostle returned from the northern parts of Ireland;*
they were passing through trackless, swampy parts, and
Maccaerthenn, the staff of his old age, took him upon
his shoulders as he had done; for so many years had
not gathered over the head of the faithful disciple with-
out weakening his limbs, and curving his shoulders.
Patrick felt him bend ; he heard the painful sounds of
his wearied breath. “My son,” he said, “I had not per-
ceived that thou wast getting weak.” “My father and
my lord,” replied Maccaerthenn, I am bending beneath
the weight of years. All your other sons, my fellow-
disciples and contemporaries, have obtained of thy pa-
ternal goodness a place of refreshment and repose ; my
soul feels that its weakness needs to recollect itself in
contemplation.” Then the apostle, taking compassion
on his disciple, gave him Clogher, in the vicinity of the
primatial sce of Armagh. But in school or in solitude,
in church or in cloister, the disciples were ever submis-
sive, and the master ever severe ; Patrick had organized
the new church in strength, and administered it with
apostolic vigor. The two Maccaerthenns of Clogher,
and of Donnach-Mor, thought they could, without re-
curring to Patrick, ordain a bishop ; it was Eochad, one
of the sons of King Aileach. When they appeared be-
fore St. Patrick, he reproved them with vehemence for
their hardihood in introducing into the church the son
of a ravening wolf, and he inflicted on them a severe
punishment. “Your sees shall be smitten,” he said;

# Vita Patricii tripartita.
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“ Donnach-Mor shall never rise from its poor and hum-
ble condition ; Clogher shall be ever afflicted with dis-
cord.”

Thus, as long as Patrick lived, the work never ceased
for an instant; the toil knew no truce, no relaxation.
Patrick was present and living in each of his ministers.
And surely, to make Ireland the isle of saints, to bring
to a conclusion with such brilliant success so great an
enterprise, amid the difficulties which it met, it was not
too much that the ardent energy and superhuman power
of Patrick was manifested and acted on all points of
Ireland at once, multiplied in his numerous disciples.
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CHAPTER VI.
THE SAINTS AND THE PRINCES.

CHRISTIANITY, arriving in Ireland, had to confront
the people, the priests, and the princes. The conscience
of the people acquiesced, their imagination was seduced,
their eyes were struck, and they believed. Their super-
stitions, gross remnant of ancient religions, could not
offer any serious resistance; yet the magi struggled;
they opposed St. Patrick ; they were even later contend-
ing with Mochteus and Columbkill. But the contest
could not long be a serious one. Itsoon transformed like
magic itself. This episode of the magi is curious, but
we find it, too, among the Bretons. The princes remain.

All established powers are naturally suspicious; by a
sort of instinct they dread and repel all novelties, ready
later to accept and favor them, if they hope to profit by
them. Among the Irish princes some were doubtless
armed against the new faith by the spirit of national
superstitions and traditions, or by the interested ex-
hortations of the magi; some were persecutors, and
committed cruel violence; Eochad, king of Ulster, for
example, cast into the sea his two daughters whom Pat-
rick had converted and consecrated to God.* But to
multiply and prolong the resistance, more general and
powerful causes were needed.

, * Vita Patricii tripartita.
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The Irish princes not only governed Ireland, but pos-
sessed it; at once chieftains of the people and owners
of the soil. Now the church established by Patrick
claimed its share in the ownership and the government.

Christianity was established at once in the mind of
the Irish people and on the soil of Erin. In the minds
Christianity penetrated without an effort; it found
them, so to speak, empty. On the soil, the church did
not conquer a domain without resistance ; it found the
soil occupied.

On another side, faithful to its moral mission, the new
religion wished to do good and. prevent evil; regulat-
ing human passions, it was especially to regulate those
of the great; and from the outset it intervened in the
government of Irish society ; it took its stand between
the people and the princes, between the oppressors and
the oppressed.

In one word, the missionaries had to struggle against
the spirit of property, against passion. They had then
especially to struggle with princes, who defended at
once the integrity of their domains and the freedom of
their passions. It is useless to say that this struggle
commenced by Patrick outlived his day, and that the
Irish princes were never sufficiently converted to make
it disappear entirely.

Moreover, the Irish monarchy, as MacGeoghegan
loves to style it, was ordinarily and in fact a real pen-
tarchy, and each archy was subdivided into lesser prin-
cipalities, where inferior princes cantoned in their por-
tion of property and rule, lands and men; commanding
men with a species of authority peculiar to the political
system of the clans; possessing the lands in full and
entire right, as an.inheritance. $
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Between the apostles and the princes the strife was
divided, multiplied, renewed like the power attacked ;
the victory was to be won, not in this place, or in that,
but every where; it was not one victory to be gained,
but a thousand.

“ Give us,” said Albeus to a king,* “give us that isl-
and, that we may build a monastery there.” “I have
not seen that island,” replied the king ; “and I will not
give it till I know its size.” At that very instant the
island, by a marvel of divine power, approached the
king’s vision, and stretched out full before him; and
when he beheld it he gave it to the holy bishop.

Things did not always result thus. “At that time,”
says the Life of St. Maccaerthenn, “ King Eochod great-
ly tormented the man of God ; he drove from the pasture
the ox which carried the baggage of the saint and his
disciples, and tied it to arock. The ox, pressed by hun-
ger, bellowed thrice, and the sound reéchoed afar; then
the king’s magician ran up to tell them that they did
very wrong to tie the ox. “Know, O king, that every
foot of land where its bellowings have been heard, shall
one day belong to Maccaerthenn.” Eochod, provoked
at this, sent his men to drive off the saint and extinguish
his fire. But they could not succeed ; and when the
prince endcavored to go in person, he was struck mo-
tionless, and became like a marble statue. He was
forced to intercede.

After all, it was not princes alone who protested
against this quaint way of taking possession. One day,
for example, Mochoemoc went with his monks to a part
of Leinster called Enachtre, near Mount Bladhma,t and

* Usher, Vita Ailbei,
+ Vita Mochoemoci, Colgan. The Bollandists.
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began to build a monastery. The owner came up, and
warned him not to waste his soil, as he would not give
up his land. “Ishall remain here,” replied Mochoe-
moc, “till I am taken by the hand and dragged off.”
The other seized him to expel him. “Tell me thy name,”
said the saint. His name was Bronach. “ Well,” said
Mochoemoc, “ thou hast been well named, for henceforth
thou shalt be unhappy till the last day of thy life.”
(Bronach in Irish means unkappy.) And Bronach went
away with a heavy heart, for he knew that the prophecy
would be fulfilled.

A holy man* found an island fit for an anchorite’s
abode; he took wup his residence there. When the
owner came with his flocks and people, the saint asked
him to retire, that his eyes might not be exposed to the
sight of women. The other would not consent ; the isle
was his, come to him from his forefathers in full right of
inheritance. St. Bridget was called ; as she was good
and merciful, the owner was not punished; a powerful
wind took him and his, and bore them far from the island
gently and without doing them any harm.

The great and true proprietors of the soil of Ireland
were the princes ; they had then to undergo this kind of
evangelical violence and holy occupation, wherever it
was not prevented by voluntary donations. DBut the
voluntary donations were numerous, and the Irish church
was too young and too fervent to be avaricious. Mida
established himself at the foot of Mount Luachra. The
people of Hua-Conaill offered him all the lands which
extended around his cell ; but the saint would accept
only four acres to cultivate vegetables for her table. The

* Animosus, Vita St. Brigide.
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Hua-Conaill were displeased. “ What you refuse now,”
" they said, “we will give it thee, when thou shalt have left
us for heaven.” * It is not in the invasions of the saints,
or in the avarice of princes, that we must seek a full
explanation of the antagonism which seems to divide
them in the first age of Christian Ireland. The true
cause is more glorious for the church.

This antagonism was in fact deep and impassioned ;
the struggle was sometimes singularly animated.

Patrick + had traced with his hand the ideal image of
royalty ; and this definition became, at a later day, in the
synods, a canon of the Irish church :—

“The justice of a just king is this: To judge no man
unjustly ; to be the protector of the stranger, the widow,
and the orphan; to repress theft, punish adultery ; not
to kecp buffoons or unchaste persons; mnot to exalt
iniquity ; to efface the impious from the land, extermi-
nate parricides and perjurers ; to defend the poor and
nourish them by liberal alms ; to appoint just men over
the affairs of the kingdom ; to consult wise and tem-
perate elders ; to avoid the superstitions of magicians,
pythonesses, and augurs ; to defend his native land against
its enemies, rightfully and stoutly ; in all things to put
his trust in God.”

‘What were, on the other hand, the duties of the bishop ?
Let us hear the voice of the synods ;1 it is metaphoric
and strange; but it is positive and expressive. “The
chief (the bishop) must be the land which supports, the
pilot who directs, the anchor that stays, the hammer that
strikes, the sun that enlightens, the dew which moistens,

* Colgan, Vita Mide, * % De Abusionibus Seculi.
1 Capit. Select. § Id., Spicil. Dacherii.
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the tablet to be written on, the book to be read, the
mirror to be seen in, the terror that terrifies, the image
of all that is good ; and let him be, too, all for all.”

Now as closely as Patrick’s disciples approached this
awful and holy ideal, as remotely perhaps did kings
more frequently diverge from the model traced out for
them ; and the two powers seemed to represent in them-
selves, and in their struggle, the very strife of good and
evil, of heaven and hell, of God and Satan ; there, too,
was it at times revealed to the eyes of the saints, and
under visible forms.

One day that Mochoemoc and Comgall were reading
together,* the prior of the monastery came and said,
“ O friends of God, I ponder in amazement on a vision
which God has shown me on the way ; horror and fear
trouble my soul ; for I beheld above the king’s castle a
demon seated calmly there above ; and, on the contrary,
I beheld a multitude of demons assembled around our
house, and apparently preparing for a fearful combat.”
Comgall remained silent ; but Mochoemoc said, “ Let us
rise, father, and give thanks to God. If the wrath of
the evil one is turned against our brethren, it is because
they are faithful. Against us he sends his army ; while
at the palace a single demon sits like a servant in his
master’s house, calmly awaiting his call; but take the
monastery on the left, I will take it on the right, and we
will expel the demons.” The evil ones in fact soon fled,
returning to the king’s castle, and intrenching there as
in a solid post.

Can we, after this, wonder at the holy wrath, the
sharp words, bitter resentment, bloody punishments which

* Vita 8. Mochoemoc (Pulcherii) in Colgan and the Bollandists.
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80 often befell the princes of Erin? Let us not forget,
moreover, that Ireland was then barbarous. On the side
of the princes, the attack was often gross and violent ;
and in the soul of these adversaries it will not be won-
derful if at times we meet the vehement passions of
uncivilized life, tried and sanctified, but ever prompt,
violent, terrible even in good as they were in evil.

In a great assembly held at Leighlin, St. Munnu kept
them waiting.* “ And why,” cried Subné, King Dom-
nail’s son, “ why wait all this while for that leper ?”
“ O prince,” answered the holy Abbot Lasrean, turning
pale as he spoke, “use not such words of St. Munnu ; if
his body is not here, his spirit is present; I know that
where he is, he has heard thy words, and God will
avenge the insult to his servant.” The same day before
cvening, Munnu arrived ; and after the two saints had
saluted each other, Subné drew nigh to Munnu to ask
his blessing ; but the saint repulsed him. * Why comest
thou,” he said, “to ask a leper’s blessing? In truth I
tell thee, that when thou didst speak evil of me, Christ
at his Father’s right band blushed ; T am a member of
Christ, and he is my head ; and whoso causes the mem-
ber, causes the head to suffer. Before this month is
passed, thy kindred shall kill thee, cut off thy head, and
cast it into the waters of the Barrow, which it shall
never leave.” The month had not expired when Subné’s
nephew accomplished the prophecy.

Mochoemoe appealed to the King of Cashel;* the
prince answered his petition in eontemptuous words,
styling him a “little bald head.” Scarcely had he

* Usher, Vita Munnu.
+ Vita S. Mochoemoc. Bollandists. March.
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uttered the guilty words, when one of his eyes was struck
with blindness, and filled with intense pain.

On another occasion, — for at times these princes were
hardened by the Lord like Pharao of old, — he declared
to the same king that he saw on him two demons, who
rode him as a horseman does a horse. “ And how shall
I know that you see them?” said the king. * Thou
shalt have two signs,” replied the saint: “this night a
woman that thou lovest shall die, and to-morrow morning
two horsemen on white steeds shall come and speak to
thee, nor shalt thou know whence they come or whither
they go.”

Bridget herself, the tender and the merciful, how she
treats queens! how she speaks of princes!* While she
dwelt in the land of Bregia, Connal’s daughter-in-law
came to ask her prayers, for she was barren. Bridget
would not go to receive her; but leaving her without,
sent one of her maidens. When the nun returned,
‘‘ Mother,” she asked, “ why would you not go and see
the queen, and pray Heaven to give her a son? for you
often pray for the wives of peasants.”  Because,” said
the servant of God, “ the poor and the peasant are almost
all servants of God, while the sons of kings are serpents,
children of blood and fornication, except a small number
of elect. But after all, as she has had recourse to us, go
back and tell her that she shall have a son ; he will be
wicked, and his race shall be accursed ; yet he shall reign
many years.”

When such was Bridget's blessing, can we wonder that
80 many others cursed ?

* Animosus, Vita S. Brigidwe.
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Ailell, King of Munster, insulted Kiaran ; for seven
days he was deprived of speech, and suffered intolerable
pain; he humbled himself and was pardoned; but the
chastisement had been severe; at least it would have
seemed so any where but in Ireland.

Thus kings feared and sometimes bore the holy liberty
of the bishops.* Aidus employed his charity and zeal
in seeking out and repairing iniquities, in rescuing from
slavery and imprisonment those unjustly detained. He
one day claimed a maiden, but the king would not let
her go. Then the saint, raising his voice, said to the
imprisoned one, “ Follow me, my daughter ;” and he took
her through the crowd, leaving the king and his guards
* filled with amazement. * Kings,”’ adds the biographer,
“kings hated Aidus; but by a power from on high, they
were forced to do his will.”

How could they resist this invincible force, this for-
midable vengeance? What could visible power do
against the invisible ? And when the legions of heaven
armed all to give victory to Mochoemoc, what could the
King of Cashel do, even had he at his beck the armed
youth of the five kingdoms of Brin? The first night
after the dispute between the king and the holy bishop,
an old man took the king by the hand, and led him to
the northern city walls ; there he opened the king’s eyes,
and he beheld all the Irish saints of his own sex in white
garments, with Patrick at their head ; they were there to
defend Mochoemoc, and they filled the plain of Femyn.
The second night the old man came again, and took him
to the southern wall, and there he saw the white robed
glorious army of Ireland’s virgins led by Bridget; they

% Yita S, Aidi.
5 *
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too had come to defend Mochoemoc, and they filled the
plain of Monael.

All were not equally severe, so terrible in their wrath,
0 violent against resistance ; the most awful had their
hours of indulgence, and then the miracle became a
lesson where a quaint malice was blended with the
moral. Of old, the angel Victor gave a treasure trove
to pay Milcho for Patrick’s liberty ; when Patrick de-
parted, the gold disappeared, nothing remaining but vile
dust. A prisoner’s liberty cost Kieran no more,* and
that day King Aengus lost at once the price of a bad
action and the opportunity of doing a good one. Another
Kieran, Abbot of Cluain, had intrusted to his hands the
treasures of King Furbic. The king was told that the
holy abbot was distributing the treasure among the
poor ; nor was the charge unfounded. Great was at
first the royal wrath ; then he calmed down, and merely
asked for seven cows ; simply requiring, — and it seems
that the condition was hard to fulfil, — that they should be
red, with white heads, and all have horns. The two
Kierans, the bishop and the abbot, united in prayer ;
seven horned red cows appeared, with white heads ; and
these they sent to Furbic. But they entered his stables
that evening, and all disappeared by morning.

It happened sometimes, too, that at the moment when
the mighty and infallible words dropped from the saint’s
lips, the saint would be touched and affected at the sight
of the wretch whom he was about to punish. Even then
they could be appeased. The curse pronounced, begun
even, must have its course ; such was its resistless power,
that it acted like a blind and fatal force ; but it could

* Vita Kierani.
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be averted as we avert the lightning of heaven.* Saint
Aidus, the son of Sedias, was cursing a guilty prince. “O
father,” cried a child, “ let thy curse descend rather on
this rock !”  The rock flew into fragments, but the prince
was saved.

It might happen, too, that the prince, guilty against
one saint, and threatened by him, had deserved well of
another by some better actions. Now, if malediction
was resistless to do evil, benediction must have been
equally efficacious to prevent it. Kings knew it well.
“I care not for thy curse, Mochoedoc,” said Aengussa ;
“ Cummin, the son of Fiache, who is a great saint, has
blessed me, and even promised me temporal and eternal
happiness.”

Yet even in such cases the saints were not disarmed.
“I will not curse what Cummin has blessed,” replied
Mochoedoc, “ but I will curse thy wife and child.”

The same Mochoedoc said to King Colman, “I have
asked three things of God against thee ; two have been
refused to me; I have obtained the third. T asked that
thou shouldst be struck with instant death, but St.
Fachnan has obtained of God for thee fourteen years
more of life. I asked that thou shouldst never enter
heaven, but by the favor of St. Cainnech thou shalt be
received there. I have asked that before the end of
this month thou shouldst be deprived of thy kingdom,
and God has granted my prayer.”

If, however, the sinner became humble, it was never
too late, and the saint’s charity ingeniously discovered a
means of arranging the matter. Colman repented; he
made presents, and Mochoedoc relented. “Thou shalt

¥ Vita Aidi.



56 LEGENDARY HiIsTORY

indeed be dethroned,” he' continued, “ and barely escape
with thy life ; but as there are saints that love thee, thou
shalt, after three days, be restored to thy power.”

With regard to Aengussa, he was not more inflexible;
and yet the prince’s obstinacy was great. His wife and
son, at the malediction launched on them, prostrated
themselves in terror and alarm. Mochoedoc spared
them. “But I will curse,” he said, “ the lake that envi-
rons thy city and gives it strength.” The lake disap-
peared. The king was unmoved. “I will curse the
daughter of thy love, and thy proud and rapid courser,
thy reliance in battle;” and both died. Aengussa could
not bear up against this double blow ; he was touched,
and gave lands to build a church. Mochoedoc did not
wish the destruction of the sinner, but only that he should
do penance; he gave him back his lake, his beloved
daughter, and his champing war horse.

Did motives foreign alike to religion, justice, and
charity never intervene in these quarrels? Did they
never assume a political character ? Do we not find at
times the church or its saints mingling in the rivalry of
ambition, in family feuds, in pretensions of caste, in the
interest of clans? We may with some probability sup-
pose it. The King of Cashel spoke with insolence to
Bishop Colman. “It does not become thee,” said Moch-
oedoe, “to speak thus to a great prelate, who, before
God, is a saint, and who, in this world’s nobility, is thy
equal ; for you are of the same race.” Under the pride
of the priesthood and sanctity, there was still the pride
of blood. The instincts and feelings of family and tribe
might naturally persist amid the interests of God and
the chureh. A striking fact, moreover, an episode of
that struggle which we follow under its legendary form,
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will show at once the character, form, and proportions
that that contest might assume..

Dermid, son of Herbaill,* ruled over all Ireland, and
all matters came before his tribunal. Columba appeared
in his presence to claim the liberation of Liber. As
the king, in this case, did not judge with equity, the man
of God rose in wrath, and exclaimed before the whole
assembly, “Know, O unjust king, that thou shalt never
behold my face in thy realm, till God, the just Judge,
has crushed thy haughty throne. For as this day thou
hast affronted me before thy nobles by thy unjust sen-
tence, so shall the Eternal affront thee in the day of
battle before thy enemies.”” With these words he
mounted his horse, and smote it with his whip; the
blood gushed from the horse. Then the king’s council,
troubled as if at a prodigy, urged the king to do the
saint’s will and obey him, lest his power should be scat-
tered by the Almighty ; but the king, transported with
fury, closed his eyes to their good advice.

Resolved to avenge himself on the race of Columba,
he swore to reduce it all to bondage ; and to fulfil his
oath, he assembled a large army, chariots, cavalry and
foot soldiers, and with two thousand three hundred
men, marched against the Connals, intending to exter-
minate them. The Connals, at the tidings of the king’s
approach, assembled to the number of three thousand,
resolved to battle manfully for their territory. Amid
this people, who were in such peril, and put all their
trust in God, Columba, at nightfall, rose in the spirit
of divinely-given power, and fortifying his people, said,
“If I have ever done any thing against my enemies, to-day,

# Adamnan, Vita Columbe.
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in the name of the Almighty, should I rise against them.”
And as he spoke, his voice resounded so fearfully in the
ears of his companions, that all were awakened from
sleep. Then he added, “ As the Lord in the Red Sea
was with Moses against Pharao, even so will he this
day strike for you in battle. Fear nothing, then, for you
shall be unharmed. Know that of a truth the Almighty
is mightily incensed against this haughty king, and if a
single man of you were to rise trustingly against them
all, to fight in the name of the Lord, alone, by the power
of the Lord, he would rout them all. Be firm, then, for
not one of you shall this day fall in combat.”

Then this small body of men, hearing these words and

~accepting them as the testimony of the most high God,

rushed instantly, and with dauntless hearts, on their
surprised enemics ; for the voice of the saint had ex-
pelled from their hearts all fear and dread of death.
Then the angel of the Lord, in the form of a man of
prodigious stature, in all a warrior’s armor, appeared
fearful in the camp of King Dermid. At this spectacle
the enemy lost heart, and became like timid women.

Such was the battle of Culldreibne, famous in Irish
history.

But how was the quarrel judged by the Irish church?
“The conquerors,” continues Adamnan, “returned to
Columba joyfully chanting their victory.” = But the man
of God, addressing Scandalan in prophetic words, said,
“This day has prepared me a long exile in a foreign
land, far from my kindred.” Then he went to the holy
Bishop Finnian, to receive at his hands the penance
which he deserved on account of that war. *“Thou
must,” said Finnian, “make as many souls enter heaven
by thy example as thou hast plunged into hell by the
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disorder of war.,” Columba, rejoicingly, answered,
“Thou hast pronounced a just judgment,” and then it
was that he departed for Great Britain.

Columba, had then foreseen his condemnation, and
he was condemned ; but his ever attendant angel had
neither denied nor forsaken him ; and at the very moment
when Finnian was pronouncing the sentence, the judge
beheld near the guilty one the heavenly form of Axalt,
concealed from all other eyes in the dazzling glory of
his halo. ]

Thus did the two principles, the two powers, meet in
strife. Yet at times, princes and saints secemed to have
but one mind. Fresh is the memory of good King Con-
nall, who bore under his royal mantle the heart of a
monk. Then was Ireland really an isle of saints, an
evangelical kingdom, a true church. One day, as St.
Camminus, and St. Cummeneus Fota, with King Guarius,
of Connaught, were conversing at Iniskeltra,* of spirit-
ual things, Camminus said to Guarius, “ O king, could
this church be filled on a sudden with whatever thou
shouldst wish, what would thy desire be?” “I should
‘wish,” replied Guarius, “ to have all the treasures of gold
and silver that the church could hold, to devote them
to the salvation of souls, the erection of churches, and
the wants of Christ’s poor.” “ And what wouldst thou
ask ?” said Guarius, in his turn, to Fota. “I would,”
he replied, “ have as many holy books as the church
would contain, to give to all who seek divine wisdom,
to disseminate among the people the saving doctrine of
Christ, and rescue souls from the bondage of Satan.”
Both then turned to Camminus. “For my part,” said

* Fessilogum, Aengussio auctore.
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he, “were this church filled with men afflicted with every
form of suffering and disease, I should ask God to
vouchsafe to assemble in my wretched body all their
evils, all their pains, and give me strength to support
them patiently, for love of the Saviour of the world.”
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CHAPTER VII.

THE SAINTS AND THE PEOPLE.

Ir there was often war between the saints and the
princes, there was, on the contrary, a heartfelt sympathy,

a close alliance, between the saints and the people. We

find, it is true, St. Senan envelop in his wrath, and anni-
hilate by his curse, a whole city, which had refused
him hospitality ; * nor was it a prince to whom Aidan
said, “ Well hast thou done to repent, for the earth was
yawning to swallow thee up.”t But these examples are
rare, and it was not usually against the people that was
armed that avenging wrath so frequently depicted in the
history of the Irish saints.

“In a country infested with robbers, where there are
few secure and well-fortified retreats” says Gerald
Barry,} ¢ churches were the only places of refuge.” This
explains why the enemies of churches were so energeti-
cally repressed, so severely punished. Was it necessary
to break a will obstinate in evil, extort a donation from
avarice, punish contemners of the divine law, terrify
violators of holy places, repel sacrilegious invasions, —a
man arose whose word was a sword. But more fre-
quently still, wretchedness wis to be succored, pain con-
soled, and suffering alleviated. If the new prophets, fol-
lowing the law of their master, were sometimes “ the ham-

*.Vita Senani, in Colgan, + Vita Aidani. I Topog. Hib.
6
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mer which strikes and the terror that terrifies,” they were
almost always  the dew which moistens and the sun that
warms.” Were the weak to be protected, prisoners de-
livered, tears wiped away by restoring the sick to health,
or the dead to life; were the people to be defended
against the crucl evils of war, or bread to be multiplied in
starving hovels,— then it was that the marvellous power
and touching charity of the saints was lavishly displayed,
and the gift of miracles, striking or obscure, majestic or
familiar, ingenious or simple, displayed, like an intelligent
and attentive servant, its fruitful resources and inexhaus-
tible trcasures.

It seems as though the church were at times repre-
sented with one hand turning against princes the point
of the sword, with the other shiclding people under its
a@gis. Men have vainly sought in the first Christian
communities the unfindable type of an equalitarian so-
ciety ; they have drawn from the gospel the ideal code
of a democratic Utopia. It is doubtful whether a re-
ligion which has always so easily and so well adapted
itself to aristocracy, morarchy, and despotism, and which
has finally constituted itself a government of autocratic
form, is essentially democratic. Equality before God
does not imply equality before men ; to defer equality
till after death is not decreeing it in life; dismissing de-
mocracy to the next world is no pledge to establish it
here ; and this future equality strongly resembles a prom-
ise of compensation for present inequality. Moreover,
to understand the part which the church has sometimes
acted, there is no necessity of bestowing upon it a politi-
cal scheme : her moral explains every thing.

If the first law which the gospel gives men is not to
form a republic, the first obligation which it imposes is
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to conform to justice and charity. To preach the gospel,
— that is to say, justice and charity, — is then to declare
war on all that is unjust and oppressive ; it is to take up
the defence of all that is innocent and oppressed. And
as there is no oppression but that of force over weakness,
the apostles, the ministers of the gospel, are inevitably
thrown between the strong and the weak, the great and
the little, to protect impotent innocence against malfea-
sant power. As society is more disordered and violent,
the more imperious, active, and striking becomes this
mission of Christianity ; as it is regulated and mod-
erated, war must die out and expire; it may terminate
by an alliance, whatever be the form of government and
its political principle.

No society was more disordered or more violent than
that of Ireland, with its families cantoned apart like so
many nations, with its clan feuds, its hereditary hatreds
and vengeance, with its warlike spirit and predatory
habits. Nor did the saints in any other land intervene
with such zeal, energy, and charity. 'We have seen how
Aidus, Aidan, Mochoedoc, Maccaerthenn, and Columbkill,
to protect weakness and innocence, implored, threatened,
or smote princes. To relate all the examples of this
active and powerful intervention, would be almost to
rewrite the whole history of the Irish saints.

The chief of Theaffa came down to ravage a canton of
Meath ; * he learned that the people had applied to St.
Aidus to make peace with their enemy. On this news
he quickened his march. “For,” said he to his troops,
“ we must complete the work before the holy bishop has
time to reach us.” But Aidus knew their thought, and

# Vita St. Aidi.
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he made against them the sign of the cross. And as they
were crossing a river, which still separated them from
the country which they wished to attack, their horses
were suddenly checked by a mysterious power, and they
remained there till Aidus came up.

On another occasion, the kings of Tara and Munster
met in battle array before Saighir,* the city of St. Kie-
ran. The saint made useless efforts to disarm them ; but
as they were about to engage, a neighboring forest waves,

“the uprooted trees formed an impassable barrier between
the two armies; the stream which traversed the plain
swelled and overflowed, and the two armies fled in terror
from each other.

This solicitude, which defended whole armies against
their own fury, which saved cities and tribes from mas-
sacre and pillage, aided them also against evils sent from
above. Columbkill, seeing a thick, ill-boding cloud pass
through the air, knew that it was the bearer of a fearful
pestilence.t “ Let us go,” said he to his disciples ; and
embarking they followed the eloud, and rescued from
the pestilence the victims whom it had already seized.

Thus did the saints mingle in the national life: we
find them in every crisis and every danger. Nor did
they reserve their power and their charity for great
occasions and general calamities. DBesides these striking
manifestations, these miracles which form the holy por-
tion of Irish history, they daily and hourly accomplished
by the road side, by the hearth of poverty, for the hum-
blest misery, works no less divinely stamped. It is the
most profoundly popular part of the legend. It escapes
analysis, it defies citation, so simple and familiar is it at

* Vita Kierani ) + Adamnan, Vita Columbz.
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times. Can we speak of the marvellous pot, in which
game came of itself, and which enriched the happy
family to whom Columbkill had givenit? Can we relate
how milk and butter came up inexhaustible from the
bottom of vessels already drained ? how the barren eow,
the poor woman’s sole stay, became suddenly fruitful?
how sheep eaten by the wolves returned to their afflicted
owners? how at the village table, water was transformed
-to wine or mead? In what terms can we relate the
thousand stories, transmitted from evening to evening by
the admiration of generations that had seen these prodi-
gies, preserved and multiplied doubtless by the remem-
brance and regret of those who would fain have seen
them repeated for themselves? These stories are too
quaint ; but in their occasionally rude quaintness there
is something indescribably sympathetic and touching ;
for they attest at once the misery of past generations,
the charity of the saints, and the gratitude of the poor.

The miracles of the Irish saints are not, I believe, arti-
cles of faith ; without questioning their merits, we may
then, if not Irish born, be permitted to doubt the mar-
vellous signs by which they show them ; but by admit-
ting that their whole legend is only a kind of epic, half
monastic and half popular, alternately ingenious and
rude, vulgar and poetic, simple and brilliant, dramatic
and artless, we must also admit that most of these stories
are symbols. Men have passed amid the nations doing
good. Gratitude has transmitted their actions, imagi-
nation has transformed them. Their miracles are per-
haps invented ; their virtues are not ; and there isalways
something true in these fictions, something human in this
supernatural, something moral in this fancy. The peo-
ple were not satisfied with preserving the memory of the

6 *



66 LEGENDARY HISTORY

benefits which they had received, and transmitting them
in narratives which imagination multiplied and embel-
lished. They moreover vowed to their benefhctors a
veneration, which the whole church inherited. Monks
and priests became sacred and inviolate. “ Although
our nation,” said Maurice, Bishop of Cashel, to Gerald
Sylvestris, “ may seem rude and cruel, it has always ren-
dered great respect and honor to the church ; never has
it seen any one raise his hand against the saints of
God.”* And Stanihurst, in the sixteenth century, bore
the same testimony. “Priests,” said he, “are in great
honor among them; should war set the kingdom in
flames, the ecclesiastics, like heralds bearing the cadu-
ceus, could go every where without any risk or harm.” %

Thus have centuries perpetuated the alliance of the
saints and the people, of Catholicity and Ireland, founded
by St. Patrick, cemented by his disciples. Revolutions
have failed to shake it ; persecution hag not broken it;
- it has gained strength in blood and tears; and we may
believe, after thirteen centuries of trial, that the Roman
faith will disappear from Ireland only with the name of
St. Patrick and the last Irishman.

* Topograph. Hibern. + De Rebus in Hibernia gestis.
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CHAPTER VIIL

ST. BRIDGET,

Ix the stories which nourished the easy faith of the
Irish people, and which enlivened their misery ; in the
inexhaustible, yet simple, story of charity, one name
returns more frequently than others ; it is the name of St.
Bridget. Bridget was the most generous heart, the ten-
derest and most feeling soul among all these holy souls,
all these benevolent hearts that loved and succored poor
Ireland ; but it seems, too, as though the popular imagi-
nation took pleasure in portraying, in the form of a wo-
man, the sweetest of powers, the dearest of virtues.
“Why,” asked the king, “have you given to the poor
the sword which I had presented to your father ?” “If
my God,” replied Bridget, “told me to give my father,
too, and you yourself, I would give both with all that
you possess.” In the legend other saints, and before all
St. Patrick, represent, doubtless, Christian and apostolic
perfection ; Bridget represents mercy and charity. The
greatest and best had in their sanctity something daz-
zling and awful; their mission was to do good, but,
especially, at the same time, to govern, and sometimes to
punish. Bridget, too, governed. Patrick seems, in
dying, to have bequeathed her his spirit ; and when the .
Irish church, at the death of her powerful apostle,
seemed for an instant to halt and totter, it was Bridget \
who supported it and led it on in its path; she was for
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an instant, so to say, Bishop and Primate of Ireland ;
but this too human and almost masculine part of her
history the people have secmed anxious to forget, so as
to behold in their sweet patroness only the woman, the
merciful virgin, whom they place in a radiant trinity
between Patrick and Columbkill.

Bridget and Patrick are moreover as inseparable in
their history as in the memory of Ireland. From the
assembly of Tailten, where Patrick beheld her and
adopted her as his daughter,* she was attached to him ;
she walked, so to speak, in his shadow ; she became also,
thenceforward, the greatest after him in the Irish church.
“Thou art my equal’’ said he to her at Leth Glass.
Patrick was interred in the winding sheet that he would
have her make him with her own hands; and later,
when Bridget dicd, the piety of the faithful would not
suffer them to be separated in death; their bones re-
posed in the same tomb, waiting for Columbkill to come
and share it with them. The church consecrated and
honored the holy and threefold alliance t in her festival
and in her prayers; they were the three torches, the
seed, the three glorious patrons of Ireland.

While the people preserved her memory and repeated
the wonders of her life, saints, abbots, bishops, felt it an
honor to commit them to writing ; if in the time of Nen-
nius sixty-six had written the life of St. Patrick, Kilian,
in the eighth century, writing that of St. Bridget, enu-
merates those who had written it before him : they were
Ultan, Eleran, Animosus, illustrious names in the Irish
church, without speaking of Cogitosus and others.

% Vit. Brigid., auct. Animosus.
+ Offi. Transl. Patric., Brig., SS. et Columbkille.
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And who knows how many after them took up again
the sweet and wonderful theme? for biographers had
not only to relate the benefits where her power and gen-
tleness were displayed in prodigies, simple and familiar,
easy doubtless to do for any Irish virgin saint, easy to
be believed by any Irish auditory, but a little too vulgar
perhaps to charm or strike the imagination, the ear,
accustomed to miracles. Bridget had not only done
good, she sometimes did it with an ingenious and lovely
grace ; sometimes she was pleased to show in her works,
not only the charity and power of a saint, but also
the poetic and romantic imagination of a daughter of
Erin.

“Virgin,” cried Connal, “make haste, and bless me,
for my brother Corpre is on the way to kill me.”
Bridget blessed him; when Corpre came up, he, too,
asked her benediction, and the two brothers did not
recognize each other; they embraced, and went with
Bridget, walking peacefully together.*

In those days the Wtraversed Ire-
land, evangelizing and preaching, edifying the faithfuIY
by their virtues and miracles, and followed by a vast
crowd, whom imagination and piety drew to their com-
pany. They visited and instructed each other, cele-
brating pure and holy agapa like those of the primitive
Christians. One day Bishop Broon came to Bridget,
followed by a great number,t but they lost their way in
the dense woods, and while astray night came on. Now
it was a cold winter’s night. But Bridget, knowing
what had happened, prayed for them. And lo! the

¥ YVit. Brigid., auc. Ultan. + Id.
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travellers behold Bridget and her virgins coming. She
led them with their chariots and horses into a spacious
house, and showed them Christian hospitality, washing
their feet, repairing their strength by an abundant nour-
ishment, and preparing couches, where they soon sank
into gentle slumbers. They believed, therefore, that
Bridget was in the midst of them, and really received
them into her house. Yet Bridget was afar off ; and
when morning came, they beheld around them the forest
and the spot where they halted the night before, and
Bridget coming really with her virgins, to offer them a
real hospitality in her real home ; for all that had passed
in the night was but an illusion, miraculously effected by
her prayer.

Amid this hospitable race, in this land where every
house was open to the stranger, where every tribe had
its guest master, its Biatach, whose lavish hospitality it
generously supported, where the harp, and the minstrel’s
song, and the joyous salutation of the host welcomed
whoever knocked at the door, how could the saints but
be hospitable? Happier than many others, they could
pour out, without exhausting, wine and hydromel ; their
wealth, inexhaustible like the faith which ecreated it,
defied all prodigality. Hence, frequently we find kings
with their suites, their armies even, sit down and eat
their fill at the ordinary frugal, but ever miraculously
renewed, table of a poor bishop or anchoret. Some-
times, even, a holy traveller would come to the succor of
his host taken by surprise, and the guests, after a mo-
ment’s disquiet, beheld the viands re-appear on the plat-
ter, and the wine foam again around the goblet’s brim.
Then they blessed God, and the feast went on more
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joyful and more Christian than before. Nor was the
verse or the music wanting there; for all, austere her-
mits, mystic virgins, grave abbots, venerable bishops, all
were children of Erin, and the metallic chords of the
national harp vibrated harmoniously to Irish ears.
Bridget entered the dwelling of a king of the country
of Blioch, and while awaiting the lord of the mansion,*
Bridget saw harps hanging on the walls. “Let us hear
some chants,” said she. The foster-father of the prince
and his sons, who were present, excused themselves; the
minstrels were away. “But, if the virgin will bless our
hands,” said they, “ perhaps they will become skilful.”
Bridget blessed their hands, and they took the harps
and drew forth sweet accords; and the king, as he ap-
proached his home, asked, with surprise, who could per-
form so well. Nor did they ever after forget the art
which Bridget had taught them. Such had been her
welcome gift,—a present as gracious as the sweet and
amiable virgin who offered it.

And such were always the graces obtained of her.
Who would have dared to cover himself with her bless-
ing, in order to do evil ?

Moreover, she would have divined their projects and
baffled their cruel passions.t Connall came to her one
day, bearing magic signs upon him. “ We need thy bless-
ing,” said he, “to frec us from these signs ; for we must
go far to seek and slay our foes.” “I ask of God,” re-
plied the virgin, “ that you may, as you desire, be freed
from these signs of the demon, that no one may harm
you or you any one.” Connall went his way, and on

* Ultan,, Vita Brigide. 1 Id.
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arriving in the land of Criothan, took a castle, burned it,
and killed many, whose heads he brought back in great
triumph. This was done by night ; but when day came,
they could not find their sickening trophies, nor trace
of blood on their weapons or garments. Awe-struck,
they sent spies to reconnoitre the castle, which they had
destroyed on the eve, as they supposed ; the castle was
standing, and its inmates calmly pursuing their avoca-
tions.

Connall repented, doubtless, and must soon after have
thanked the benign and ingenious power which, unable,
at all times, to pacify these warlike souls, tried to sate
them, at least, with an appearance of blood, a semblance
of carnage, or deceived them by innocent illusions. Re-
turning from an expedition, he entcred a castle to pass
the night. He had Bridget’s benediction, and relied on”
it for his defence,* if his ecnemies endeavored to surprise
him. They really did spy him out; and three men en-
tered the castle to be certain. They did not sece Con-
nall and his warriors, who lay asleep with the heads of
their fallen enemies beside them. They beheld, seated
around a large fire, men in monastic garb, each with a
book open before him. Thus was St. Bridget’s client
saved.

Such are the accounts of the legendaries. And while
some gathered these fantastic stories, others related the
daily wonders of her life and the benefits which her
solicitous mercy unceasingly scattered over the little and
the poor. She had passed every where, every where her
charity had left ineffaceable traces, and the country of

# Ultan., Vita Brigide.
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Kildare had not a rivulet, a house, or a stone, which
did not relate a virtue or a miracle of Bridget.* Can
we wonder that so alluring a history charmed the
imagination and the heart of a poetic race, and that the
sweet form of the heroine shines radiantly amid the
saints of the legend as the most beautiful star in the sky
of Ireland ?

* Topog. Hibernizw.
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CHAPTER IX.

THE SAINTS AND THE WOMEN.

By adopting Bridget as his daughter, before the face
of assembled Ireland, by elevating her so high, by de-
claring her publicly as equal to himself, Patrick did not
obey a mere personal sympathy, nor intend to pay an
isolated homage to great virtue. e wished, appar-

\ ently, to labor in the spirit of Christianity, to emanci-
pate woman in Ireland. In this way has Christianity
really consummated woman’s redemption, sanctified and
honored her. Woman was called to the same faith,
the same sanctity, the same glory in heaven, the same
honors in the church. Now, to admit that the saint of
the gentler sex is the equal of the saint of the sterner

\ one, is implicitly recognizing that the woman is, or may
be, the equal of the man. The biblical and evangelical
principle of woman’s inferiority doubtless subsists, and
the law promulgated by God, indestructibly established
and perpetuated by him in the very nature of his crea-
tures, cannot be recalled ; but that principle is explained.
The interpretation of Christianity and civilization re-
places the interpretation of paganism and barbarity ; it
is understood that woman’s inferiority is, so to speak,
‘an equality in equality ; that man being first, and wo-
man second, both are nevertheless alike. Hence it re-
sults immediately that woman’s subordination is a prin-
ciple of order, not of oppression. Man keeps his pri-
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macy, but woman is free ; there is neither despotism nor
anarchy. Such is the Christian ideal, the Christian
idea ; and what would prove its truth, did a Christian
idea need proof, is the fact that the idea is sometimes
realized. ;

Among savage and barbarous nations, women are
often mistresses through the passions; but by the politi-
cal and civil law, they are, in the state and the family,
slaves. Nor was the case different in pagan Ireland.
Patrick had to break alike their sceptre and their yoke,
extirpate the vice by which they reigned, efface the law
which enslaved them, in order to confer on them, with
faith and sanctity, Christian liberty and equality. He
sought means in a sort of fraternity, in a close alliance
of works and souls, to speak even more exactly, in a
spiritual marriage, which he would seem to have been
desirous of making a regular institution in his church.
We do not mean that the thought had not been conceived
or attempted before him ; but undoubtedly no one con-
ceived it more precisely, attempted it more boldly ; he
placed there, as elsewhere, the stamp of his lively imagi-
nation and ardent spirit.

Women were then welcomed and called ; they were
admitted, so to speak, to the sanctuary ; it was shared
with them, occupied in common. Double, even mixed
monasteries, or monasteries so near to each other as
to form but one, brought the two sexes together for
mutual edification ; men became instructors of women,
women of men ; nlomrww, and
nuns by abbots; for the doctrine and practice of the
church, as to the subordination of women, were actually
forgotten in this fervent association and holy emancipa-
tion, These establishments, of which we can trace the
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vestiges better in the British and Saxon churches, origi-
nated in Ireland ; they were propagated by the propa-
ganda of the Irish missionaries. “The saints of the
early times,” says the author of the Catalogue of Irish
Saints, “ did not repulse the direction or society of wo-
men ; founded on Christ, as on the rock, they feared not
the blast of temptation.” *

Women, it is true, seem to have given pledges to the
church. Before St. Patrick, we see Menna, Susanna, and
Libaria, sisters of St. Eliphius and St. Eucharius, follow
their brethren in their pious exile in Gaul, and, like them,
endure martyrdom. At Patrick’s voice, they responded,
and amid the multitude whom his word drew after him,
in his wandering apostleship in Ireland, women were
neither the least numerous nor the least ardent. Aethné
the fair, and Fethlé the rosy, were but the first fruits
of a.rich and gladdening harvest; perhaps, too, the
danghters of Eochad were not alone in confessing Christ
at the expense of their sufferings and blood. Thousands
of virgins devoted themselves to God ; more than once
did an angel come to float the mystic veil over their
heads, and thus show, in an unspeakable manner, that
these new betrothed ones found favor in the eyes of their
divine spouse. Heya and Piala formed with Fingar
that first cohort sent by Ireland to the Britons; still,
or already, too un-Christian. Many imitators, many
pupils, many rivals gathered around Bridget. Some
equalled not merely the purity of the saints,— they re-
newed the rigorous asceticism of the most austere.
Thrice did the deep and icy water in which St. Bridget
remained during the long hours of night, retire and

* Usher.



OF IRELAND. v if

dry up before her ; * God himself intervening to moder-
ate the excess of her zeal. Others had that spirit of
interior contemplation, of ecstasy, that mystic tenderness
which the greatest possess or desire. Daria was blind
from birth ; once, while conversing with Bridget, she
said, “Bless my-eyes, that I may see the world and
gratify my longing.” The night was dark; it grew
light for her, and the world appeared to her gaze. But
when she had beheld it, she turned again to Bridget.
“ Now close my eyes,” said she, “for the more a man is
absent from the world, the more present he is before
God.”

These were sure and worthy companions for Patrick’s
disciples ; and these spiritual marriages promised fruits
of benediction and grace ; for St. Patrick did not con-
fine himself to this common society of men and women in
the bosom of the church, of which we have just spoken ;
individual associations were formed. Bridget herself,
spiritual daughter of St. Patrick, as she was, received
from his hands a friend and a guide. “It is unbecom-
ing,” he said, one day, *that you should henceforward
be without a priest.”+ He gave her Natfrohic, who
never -left her. Ninnid subsequently succeeded him —
that Ninnid surnamed the pure handed ; a name whose
origin is a legend in itself.

Ninnid was a young scholar, not over reverent, it
would seem, { whom the influence of Bridget, one day,
suddenly overcame. The saint announced to him that
from bis hand she should for the last time receive the
Body and Blood of our Lord. Ninnid resolved that his
hand should remain pure for so high and holy an office ;

* Animosus, Vita Brigide. 1 Ultan., Vita Brigide. i Animosus.
7
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he enclosed it in an iron case; and wishing, at the same
time, to postpone, as far as lay in him, the moment that
was to take Bridget from Ireland, he set out for Brit-
tany, throwing the key of the box into the sea. But the
designs of God are immutable; when Bridget’s hour
had come, Ninnid was driven by a tempest on the Irish
coast, and the key was miraculously given up by the deep.

It was a friendship of soul to soul, whence both de-
rived aid, happiness, and consolation. It might be pre-
cious to the strong; and great were they who could
walk alone in life, resting on God alone. “It is not ne-
cessary for thee to have a friend of thy soul,” said the
angel to St. Aidan; “ God loves thee, and between God
and thee there will be no intermediary one ; but if thou
wishest a friend for thy soul, thou shalt have Molvé, the
widow.”

Nothing is more pure, more elevated, more touching.
When Christianity can possess itsclf of man’s passions
and sentiments, it idealizes, spiritualizes, and transfigures
them ; it seeks to sanctify, not destroy them. Now, there
are in our hearts two loves, or our love may tend at
the same time to two objects, our fellow-men and God.
One of these aspirations is merely human ; the other
half divine. To withdraw our instincts of love from the
creature, our fellow-man, and direct them to God alone,
is suppressing one sentiment and preserving the other.
Should we suppress aught that the Author of our being
has planted in us? DBut to take a human sentiment; the
love of man for man, to affiance souls, and make this
union,— natural asit is, and mystic too,— make it tend to
the sanctification of present destiny, and the preparation
of that that is to come, is perfecting man ; it is infusing
a part of the divinity into a human sentiment.



OF IRELAND. . 79

Unhappily, good is hard to do, and it is, perhaps, even
more dangerous to seck the ideal. In this intimate
alliance of the earthly and heavenly, the element which
should absorb or control may sometimes not control suffi-
ciently, or even be itself absorbed. The legend of Nin-
nid is pure and holy ; and yet there isin it a vein of
vivid romance, in which we can already trace the sen-
timents which these unions might produce, the dangers
which might result from them for less firm or less perfect
souls.



80 LEGENDARY HISTORY

CHAPTER X.

THE SAINTS AND THE WOMEN — (CONTINUED.)

Parrick, in the accomplishment of his generous
thought, often, doubtless, experienced great and tender
joy ; often, doubtless, this heavenly friendship, these
holy associations living with a single heart in the
bosom of faith, that tender union of purified souls
which presented to his eyes the spectacle of a faithful
people marching onward to heaven hand in hand, offered
him ravishing joy and unspeakable consolation. But
he had also at times to experience cruel doubts and
bitter anxiety. All were not saints in Ireland ; all
had not even that simplicity which makes men believe
another’s virtue; that modesty which makes them re-
spect it. Suspicions sprang up ; accusations arose, and
reached the fame of those most dear to him. Broon,
one of his disciples, heard a woman charge her shame
on him ;* it was in the assembly of Tailten, in the face
of all Ireland. Nor was Liupita, the apostle’s sister,
spared ; T and the holy Bishop Moel, was, they said, the
accomplice of her erime.

The calumniators were confounded ; but Patrick’s
apostolic heart must have been cruelly wounded ; aud,
unfortunately, real facts awakened his disquiet. One
of Bridget’s sisterhood, Darlughacha, neglected to watch

* TUltan, Vita Brigide. + Evinus, Vita Patricii.
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over her eyes, and profane love entered her soul. Brid-
get saw her arise by night, and go forth to meet her lover.
As she was about to cross the threshold, a violent com-
bat arose in her soul ; for passion was strong within her,
and strong was faith, the fear of God, and of Bridget.
Ardor had to be checked by ardor, flame by flame;
she placed her feet on burning coals ; and the flesh was
overcome only by a long and painful effort.*

Benignus was one of the beloved disciples of Patrick ;
God had given him an harmonious voice. A virgin,
consecrated to Christ, felt her heart troubled by the
chant which should have edified her soul while charm-
ing her ears ; and there she was, wandering in her folly,
devoured with the desires which her passion prompted.
She feigned illness, and asked for Benignus; from
him, she declared, she wished to receive communion.
Benignus answered her summons ; but Patrick watched
over him ; and when Benignus appeared at the unhappy
woman’s door, she beheld him whom her love profaned,
suddenly magnified into a gigantic and terrible form ;
his face shone with a light that illumined the whole
house ; the glance of his eye sounded the' very depths
of the culprit’s heart ; near him stood Patrick, his hands
extended over the disciple whom he protected.t

She, too, like Darlughaca, was cured of her madness.
Bridget had succored her daughter, Patrick had pre-
served his son; but were Bridget and Patrick to be
ever at hand to sustain the weak ?

If, seated on the summit of Cruachan-Elj, Patrick had
called to him all the virgins of his church, more than
one countenance would have paled or blushed beneath

# Animosus, Life of Bridget. + Jocelyn, Vita Patricii,
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the white veil. If, ranging on another side the priestly
and monastic legion, he had sounded its serried ranks,
more than one heart would have palpitated under the
rude vestment or the episcopal cross.

But listen ; for this is the most secret avowal of the
sons and daughters of Ireland, the last words of their
confession :

“ Carthag, thou wast Kieran’s disciple ; and thou
didst learn sanctity under the discipline of Lidania ;
shouldst thou not have been stronger, and did it need a
terrible and yet aiding flame to come and separate you
by drying up the eyes whose light, empoisoned by the
evil one, was hurrying to destruction two predestined
souls ? *

“Virgin of Druim-aird, the eye of Aidan, thy bishop,
has beheld the remorse laid up in the secret chamber
of thy conscience ; penance is holy, but less holy than
innocence.t

“ Macness, thou hast purified thyself ; thou art a bish-
op ; forget not that thou hast not been ever pure, and
be humble, remembering that thou didst one day sully
thy master’s school and family.t

“And thou, Darerca, since the fruit of thy weakness
has found favor before the Lord, be consoled and hope ;
but remain prostrate before God, as thou hast been be-
fore me on the road where thou hast done penance.” §

Thrice heart-broken and desolate had she prostrated
herself in the dust ; thrice had the primate driven his
chariot over her.

Few faults, doubtless, if the legend has reckoned all ;
faults expiated by heroic penance! but still too numer-

* Vita Kieran. + Vita Aidi. 1 Evinus, Vita Patricii. § Id.
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ous for Patrick’s holy severity. By a just providence,
moreover, the dangerous experiment which he had tried
in his church was especially painful to his heart; the
weight fell on himself; his disciples, his sisters, had
fallen !

This hard lesson at least was not lost. Liupita and
Moel had confounded the calumny which reached them ;*
prodigies had attested their innocence; but Patrick’s
soul was saddened, and doubt had come upon him.
“ Henceforth,” said he to Moel, “fish no more in the
fields, reap no more in the rivers; depart from Liupita ;
we must not tempt God.” Moel dwelt at Ard-achadh ;
Liupita took up her residence at Druimcaoin ; the
mountain of Bri-Leith was between them.

From that day, the men consecrated to the church,
the women vowed to God, lived apart; and the rule,
once established by St. Patrick, was observed by his
disciples, and rigorously followed by his successors.

In a Life of St. Senanus, quaintly rhymed by an
anonymous author, a woman comes to his convent door.
“What have women,” said the prelate—* what have
women in common with monks? We will not receive
thee, nor any like thee.” * What!” said she to the
bishop, “if thou believest that my spirit can receive
Jesus Christ, why repulse my body ?2” “I believe thee,”
he said, “but no woman shall ever enter here. Go;
God save thy soul, but go, return to the world ; among
us thou wouldst give scandal ; thy heart may be chaste,
but the sex is in thy body.” t

* Fvinus, Vita Patricii.
+ Vita Senani, (Colgan.) —
¢ Cui, Prasul — Quid feminis
Commune est cum monachis ?
Nec te nec ullam aliam,
Admittemus in insulam.’”
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Yet this woman was Kynrecha ; and she had been
miraculously borne by an angel to the convent door!
“ Before I leave this place,” said she to St. Senanus, “ I
offer this prayer to God, that my soul may leave the
body.” And she sank down expiring. But the saints,
once put on their guard, wateched with restless vigi-
lance, penetrated as it were with a salutary fear. Even
Bridget found anchorets intractable enough to avoid
her presence,* and refuse to answer her call. She
smiled, and punished them with her usual indulgence;
they repented and came. Who could resist Bridget?
Still later, Columbkill, privileged by God, like Bridget
and Patrick, unalterable and tranquil like them, doubt-
less feared no more than they the sweet commerce that
others had to forego. “Bear to Mangina,” t said he,
one day, “this water, that I have just blessed, and it
will heal her ; and, moreover, I will put in the cover
of the vase twenty years of life, that the holy virgin
will pass in this world after her cure.” TFew abbots,
few bishops even, would have dared to send a woman this
picturesque and affectionate message. Comgen asked
that Mida should come and close his lips and eyes in
death. “For I know,” said he, *that all whom thy hand
shall thus touch shall be led by angels to the kingdom
of God.” But Mida is, after Bridget, the most glorious
virgin of Ircland ;i Comgen was one of the most fer-
vent pillars of the church, and this was the homage of a
dying man.

In general, then, they kept on the defensive. They -
went further ; it seems that the 'spirit;, of barbarism, so

* Ultan, Vita Brigide. + Adamnan, Vita Columbe.
1 Vita Mede, (Colgan.)
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quickly, ‘perhaps too quickly, driven back by the first
outburst of the Christian sentiment, reacted a little later.
Thus, in the twelfth century, Giraldus found churches
in Ireland closed to women,* certain holy isles they could
not enter under penalty of death. In the primitive
days of Irish Christianity, such laws had not been
formed, such anathemas not drawn up. This harsh
sanctity, this rude purity, this strange kind of material
mysticism, belongs to another time, and corresponds
rather to the theology of Ratramn and Paschasuis Rad-
bert than to that of Patrick and-Columban.

If woman cannot be a sure instrument of salvation for
man, as purely spiritual saints have dreamed ; if woman,
wishing to lean on man, often falls; if these spiritual
unions remain unsullied only between.natures already
angelic, this is enough to justify many measures of
precaution, and much prudent severity. But this gréat
anger is strange ; the contempt still more so. If man
pronounces anathema on the woman, she may well re-
turn it; and an equitable umpire could not, it would
seem, condemn one without the other ; and if man, in
such a case, could equitably judge his own cause, would
he denounce on himself half his wrath, and half his
contempt ?

Moreover, this anger should be just as great as the
peril under which one has fallen, or which has been
avoided. The saints give us, then, the measure of their
strength or their weakness, at the same time as of their
light ; milder when they are stronger and more enlight-
ened, more violent when they are less enlightened and
more weak.

* Topog. Hiberniz
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Yet the women of Ireland might take consolation and
assurance. If men could be saints only far from them,
they could be holy far from men; they continued to
embalm with their virtues the churches not closed to
them, the solitudes where their cells could be isolated
enough. Their names are still numerous in the cata-
logues ; almost all are so modest, that one might say
that they felt it a duty to hide even the scandal of
their merits from that austere church.
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CHAPTER XI.

GENERAL STATE OF MANNERS IN IRELAND, AND THE
INFLUENCE OF THE SAINTS.

Patrick’s disciples had then learned to guard against
the snares which even innocence may involuntarily lay
for sanctity. But if they were suspicious and rigorous
for themselves, they did not cease to be just, and often
merciful and indulgent for others. We must even ad-
mit that, vehement against certain faults, intractable
against a certain resistance, terrible for certain adver-
saries, they showed themselves, under other circum-
stances, incorruptible but clement judges. W1 2n they
smote, it was with half-checked arm ; when they wound-
ed, it was to heal the better ; and they stooped, to effect
these happy cures, to the mildest, most ingenious, most
paternal means.

Concraidh was a powerful king of Osrig. Aethne,
wife of King Aengus, was smitten with his beauty, his
generous hospitality, and loved him. Concraidh would
not betray his friend and host ; and the lovesick queen
languished, and was soon at the verge of the grave ; at
least she said so. In this extremity, and as it was
April, adds the quaint chronicler, “ she asked Concraidh
to give her at least some mulberries, or else she would
die. What snare was there in this singular request?
We know not ; but, luckily, Concraidh was a friend of
St. Kieran, and the holy man gave him some mulberries
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that his hand had blessed. Scarcely had Queen Aethne
lifted these to her lips, when she recovered, with her
reason, health of mind and body.*

The wife of King Cohing loved King Concolor ; she
swore that she would marry him. What would have
become of Cohing? More than one crime was doubtless
plotted ; for these Irish amours have sometimes a tragic
history. But St. Kieran was nigh, and that agitated
heart found calm once more.t

Brunecha had given herself to God. She had the
misfortune to please Dymma, and the amorous prince
declared to Kieran that he would give up Brunecha if
the cry of the stork should wake him the next morning ;
now it was midwinter, and the snow was falling in
dense flakes. Yet, with the morrow, there was no snow
in the city ; the storks were perched on the roof:trees,
and their cry awaked the prince. Brunecha returned
to her cell.t But Dymma still loved her ; he soon came
in pursuit of her. This time the saint was more severe.
Brunecha was struck dead; the city, with the king’s
palace, were given up to the flames, his young son per-
ishing in the conflagration. Then Dymma bitterly de-
plored his fault. But when he had sufficiently bewailed
it, and when he was sure of his heart, Brunecha returned
to life. The legend of the Bollandists says no more ;
but who will believe that Kieran did not restore to the
contrite prince, son, and city, and palace? The name
of the saint was invoked ; the castle, the child, and the
city were saved ; the legend of Kilkenny affirms it ; it
ought to know best.

The naturally tender heart of the Irish saints had

¥ Vita Kierani, (Bolland.) Vita Kierani, (Capgrave.) 1 Id
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compassion then for the weakness of the heart, especially
on those whose vocation and state did not bend them
to an entire and superhuman perfection. Some of the
greatest and purest had had their moments of trouble.
Others, before entering the narrow way of the chureh,
had followed the broader way of the world. They had
half seen the illusions, the enchantress forms, that, flit-
ting by the wayside, tempt the traveller, and misleading,
hurry him into the snares of the evil one. At Drium-
Aird, Aidus accepted the penance of a guilty nun.*
Elsewhere, to wrest a daughter of the church from her
ravisher, he condemned her to die ; perhaps she was not
innocent. But when the ravisher had done penance,
Aidus would not have the virgin pay so dearly a fault
already atoned. She revived and lived. The good
saint, become a bishop, remembered, doubtless, the some-
what rash adventures of his youth ; he pardoned as he
corrected. Finally, remarkable, surely, and rare fact,
women were equally merciful. Thrice, for example,
Mida beheld virgins of her sisterhood fall; thrice, with
the same charity, did she raise the fallen ones, or
patiently await their repentance.t

To judge the conduct of the saints, to appreciate their
severity, or their indulgence, we must consider what
was passing around them, and what were Irish manners
and morals in their day.

The most charming qualities of woman — and this is,
perhaps, one of the most delicate mysteries of moral
life, and the salvation of souls—are closely linked with
their most dangerous weaknesses. What is most sedue-
tive in them, is, at the same time, so dangerous, that

* Vita Aidi, (Colgan.) + Vita Mide, (Colgan.)
8 *
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we know not whether to hate or love. Good and evil
were not more intimately united, more sublimely min-
gled, in the very fruit whose substance was the essence
of good and evil. Now, if, on one side, considering the
impetuous and sensitive nature of this poetic race, the
passionate liberty of the state in which they then lived,
and the privileged beauty, of which it offered the most
elegant and perfect models, we may conceive the resist-
less torrent that would bear away the sons and daugh-
ters of Erin, — on the other, reading these veracious le-
gends, we must infer that they often were carried away.
The examples which they give can be reckoned indeed,
but still they are pretty numerous. What, then, would
it be were we reading the history, not of Irish sanetity,
but of Irish weakness?

We are here to give this difficult history; it will
suffice for the subject to gather from the lives of the
saints some characteristic traits; they will, perhaps, aid
us to understand what the saints had to do.

“How long wilt thou thus remain living with us,
without using thy marital rights?” asked two Irish
women of their common husband.* “As long,” he re-
plied, “as discord prevails between you.” Some time
after, as he heard them still quarrelling, he left them,
and finding a bark on the sea side, he went to a little
island, where he lived so long that the hair of his body
made him a garment as thick as the down of birds ; and
Brendan, who had seen him, found him happy. We
can see here only an unfaithful allegory ; and not all the
husbands in Ireland would have envied this life and
plumage. Moreover, polygamy is not a school of mo-

* Vita Brendani, (Capgrave.)
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rality ; and in the most refined harems, graces, not
virtues, are found. Let us then leave St. Brendan and
his doubtful story.

“One of thy comrades, whom thou dost not mistrust,”
said Columbkill to Goreus, one of the most valiant men
in Ireland, “shall cause thy death.” “Perhaps some
one of them secks to kill me,” replied Goreus; “or else
my wife, for love of some younger man, will kill me by
witcheraft.” * But perhaps Goreus was jealous; per-
haps he even ‘slandered his partner. And then would
his example, and others, too, prove that the Irish women
were addicted to adultery and witcheraft?

Dympna was the daughter of a pagan king. The
queen died, and her father every where sought a woman
to succeed her. None was fair enough. Dympna alone
could replace her mother ; this was announced to her.
Prayers, menaces, presents, love, and fury, all were em-
ployed ; all were useless against the now Christian
princess. But flight did not save her ; her father fol-
lowed ber to Brabant, where, in a fit of fury and de-
spair, he slew her with his own hand. But this story
has quite the air of a Brabangon invention. And then,
what would it prove against Irish princes?

Yet, if we gather all these traits ; if we consider that
in that country natural children mixed with the legiti-
mate family, and shared in the inheritance; if we con-
sider that, counting merely among the most illustrious
saints, Comgall was born of incest, Aidan of a sacrilege,
Albeus of adultery, and Fursey of a weakness, it must
be avowed that all these facts, added to those already
given, become most significative.

* Adamnan, Vita Columbze. + Vita Dympne-Messingham.
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Bridget herself, the saint among all the saints, pure
among the purest,* was the child of an unlawful love.
Brosecha was in the house of Dubtach, and the master
was seduced by the fair qualities of the slave. Dub-
tach’s wife, seeing Brosecha's condition, asked her hus-
band to sell her, lest the unlawful issue should conspire
against her own children. Dubtach long refused, for
he loved his slave; and when he sold the mother, he
would not sell the fruit of her womb : a magician had
foretold to him that that fruit should be glorious.

Here we see one of the causes, and at the same time
the strongest proof, of the corruption of manners in Ire-
land ; slavery implies prostitution, being at once the
saddest and best excuse for it.

Christianity intervened in the midst of these disor-
ders. When the magicians had been succeeded in the
ancient assemblies by bishops, and customs by canons,—
above all, when the new dogmas and precepts had sunk
into men’s minds by the preaching and example of an
innumerable and zealous church, — as minds became en-
lightened, manners became more sound. How this
reform was prepared, how this regeneration” was ef-
fected, what mixture of solicitude and firmness, severity
and indulgence, were employed by the apostles and spir-
itual guides of Ireland, we have been enabled to see,
and may judge.

There are traits of character and signs of race that
nothing can destroy; they.may be purified, but not
effaced. The vivacity of the imagination, the sensibility
of the heart, the adoration of beauty and grace, like
grace itself and beauty, may survive mad and evil pas-

* Ultan, Vita Brigidz.
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sions ; and the delicate instances of an elegant and poetic
race appear in the purest parts of the Irish legend.
Mida fell asleep ; during her slumber a luminous atmos-
phere encircled her ; it was divine love thus rendered
visible, On her awaking, her countenance shone with
an angelic beauty ; never before had her beauty been
so resplendent ; never again was it seen so; and yet,
adds the narrator, Mida was very beautiful.* Almost
all the virgins whom Ireland honors were beautiful.
‘When Bridget was of marriageable age, they wished to
give her a husband; to escape the love of men, she
sacrificed her beauty. But when she took the veil, and
the peril was past, she recovered it.t It would seem
that the holiest of virgins, the patron of Irish women,
should blend in her sanctity and grace all the virtues, all
the powers, of woman, all her delicacy, all her instincts.

The charm of these sweet countenances does not
trouble the church, and adorns the calendar ; there is
neither use nor merit in disfiguring the saints, and to
make them ugly is certainly a devotion that cannot be
particularly agreeable to them.

All legends have not these attractive scenes and per-
sonages of the Irish legend ; they have often forgotten
to paint them, or neglected to embellish them ; some-
times they have fairly sought ugliness.

If we study Irish manners in the rest of her legend,
we do not find that the saints there had much less to do.
The legend is not history; but when, after reading
the biographers, we consult the annalists, we recognize
what we had caught glimpses of in the Actq, the features,
and physiognomy of the people, whose moral and

* Colgan, Vita Midz. +Ultan. Vita Brigide.



94 LEGENDARY HISTORY

social existence histories relate more at length, but not
better. ¢

We know what Ireland’s organization was. It formed
but a single family, sprung from Heber and Heremon.
Their stock, with a power of multiplication not yet ex-
hausted, had thrown out its vigorous shoots on every
side ; and the whole island was soon covered with its
branches. The chart of the Irish monarchy was a great
genealogical tree. The individual belonged to the
family, the family to the clan, the clan to a great tribe,
the tribe to a nation, which was the great and true
family, having abroad no affinity, no alliance. In the
nation all the clans were kindred, in the clan all were
brothers. Such a constitution would be the best, had
it not been the worst in barbaric times. This univer-
sal and perpetual solidarity, which, in another state of
things, would be all-powerful for good and peace, then,
on the contrary, became the solidarity of evil, of violence.
Family wars and enmities are cruel, because they are
unnatural ; they are inextinguishable, because hered-
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