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as the eleventh of September in the year 1649. 
ill day the English artillery had battered the walls of 
Irogheda, and by five o’clock there were two practicable 
reaches in the walls. A storming column of some eight 
iundred men, under Castle, essayed the most practicable 
)ne, but, after severe fighting, in which Castle was killed, 
hey were driven out. The defenders had a short respite; 
or, as their enemies were pouring back beaten and dis- 
touraged, Cromwell threw himself in their way. “Oh? 
ie of little resolution,” cried the general, “this day must 
ve complete the work of the L d .  The cup of wrath is 
ull. See that ye spare not. Down with Baal-let none 
scape the edge of the sword.” 

Then, as he took his place at the head of the column, 
he assault was renewed with fanatical fury, and, brave 

n as was the defence of Sir Arthur Ashton’s 
n, it could not stem the tide of the Ironside 
the Roundheads pressed, and stormed the 

“Fire that cursed temple of Belial,” screamed Oliver 
s they passed St. Peter’s Church, where some thousand 
lersons had taken refuge and were maintaining a desperate 
e . It was done. Hither and thither fled the 
C garrison and the excited townsmen-the slaugh- 
er was prodigious-all was lost. 

At that moment Ludlow met Cromwell in the prin- - 
ipal square. 

“It hath pleased God to bless our endeavors,” said - 
” answered the other. “I  do not believe thirty 

“It hath been a marvelous great mercy,” piously re- 

But we must draw a veil over the barbarous massacre 
of Drogheda, and come to our story. 

At a distance of some ten or twelve miles West of 
Drogheda, stands the brave old Castle of Slane, beautifully 
situated on the banks of the Boyne. Close by i t  are the 
romantic remains of the Hermitage of St. Erc, the first 

p of Slane, consecrated by Saint Patrick himself. 
s on that historic spot Saint Patrick first lighted the 

ole number escaped with their lives.” 

irned the Protector. 
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Pascal fire, and made the first remarkable conversions on 
the Isle of which he was to become the Apostle. 

On that fateful evening of September, 1649, a man 
might have been observed wearily approaching the castle. 
On closer examination you would have seen that he was 
bloodstained and wounded, and, had you looked into his 
eyes, you would have thought him bIind, so glazed and 
staring were his eye balls. He was not blind; but his 
soul was seared with the sights he had seen, and his mind 
was a prey to the insanity of helpless rage. 

To the porter he was unintelligible. That he was not 
Irish was evident. Yet he was exhausted and wounded, 
and he was brought in. News was carried to the Lady 
Mary, Chatelaine in her husband’s absence. The wan- 
derer was brought into her presence-still nothing could 
be learned from him. He continually kept mumbling to 
himself, and the word, “Tredagh,” recurred very frequent- 
ly in the jumble. At that moment, Thomas, Archbishop 
of Dublin, and uncle of Lord Slane, entered the room. 
The Lady Mary made a deep courtesy, and the new arrival 
seemed to restore somewhat the equanimity of the fugitive. 

After a short colloquy between the Archbishop and 
the Lady, the Archbishop asked him once more who he 
was. 

Rochester, My Lord; and I came from Tredagh- 
Oh? God, let Your curse descend on those fiends.” 

Calm yourself, sir,-calm yourself, I entreat,” broke 
in the Archbishop. “You are from Drogheda? Has it 
fallen then?” 

Aye, fallen-scourged-martyred-but God will have 
vengeance for that blood. The devils-merciless-and 
Sir Arthur, too?” 

I I  

( 6  

( I  

“What, Sir Arthur slain?” cried Lady Slane. 
“ Alas-cold blood,” was all the answer Rochester 

vouchsafed. 
God receive him-he was a noble gentleman,” 

murmured the Archbishop. 
Rochester’s paroxysm seemed to be wearing off, and 

he now began to speak collectedly. 
“I am Rochester, Henry Rochester-subaltern in 

Ashton’s own regiment. Heaven knows how I got here, 
for the country is full of scattered horse. Cromwell must 
have ten thousand men in Meath.” 

(6 
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main force as long as possible, to  giv 
Ormond and ONeil to outline and begin 

the vicinity, the Cromwellian Horse scattered 
and destroy. 
all), under Jones, one of Ireton’s fav 
a t  Kells by the fearful cry of “Bhear na 
for the King.” Jonks, and two or thr 
owing to the fleetness of their horses. 
to a man. These were grim times, and 
given or asked. 

The Royalists immediately disappeared as though 
swallowed by the earth. None knew their whereabouts. 
The peasants did say that Charles of Slane was a nec- 
romancer, that he was possessed of magical powers, a?d 
the superstitious Puritan credited him with being a devil. 

In the meantime Slane Castle had been occupied by 
none other than the Protector himself, and the fact that 
he established his headquarters there probably explained 
its immunity from destruction. The soldiery were held 
in check fairly well, though they destroyed all the statuary 

I in the Church, broke and burned the altar, and even held 
their nasal psalm-singing services in its ruins, long ranting 
sermons and prayers, long drawled fighting psalms. But 
there was something not right about the place for them. 
There was some subtle atmosphere of another faith that 
overpowered them, and they finally gave over, saying 
that i t  was the house of Baal and idolatry, and accursed. 
And SO the Chapel stood vacant, for theqpeople feared the 
troopers. 

And now occurred that event which is really one of 
the most daring blows ever struck during the whole era of 
the struggle in Ireland. 

One devoted band (some 
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No violence to his person.” 
the suggestion in Moyfenrath‘s voice. 
pays for his deeds, but no torture: my friend.” 

ly returned the other. 
God have mercy on him, for I shall not.” 

Naseby, a murdered prisoner. 
Anyway, I hnow the hypocrite would rather die than be 
taken like a limed bird, and made the laughing stock of 
all the King’s men in Ireland.” 

“He can’t go unpunished,” put in Spens, uncertainly. 
“No, by the Rood, Sir John. He shall have proper 

trial when the time comes, and methinks in Ormond’s 
Court he will meet his,just reward,” answered the Baron. 

“I shall assuredly be there,” said Moyfenrath, who 
had recovered his usually smiIing, devil-may-care self, 
as he flicked the point of his rapier. “But Ormond is 
tender hearted-yet there was the king. Ormond loved 
the king-” and the young lord smiled. 

“I  have heard,” said Spens, “that Inchiquin has de- 
clared for the king. I never trusted him much, though. 
He may be playing a traitor’s game.” 

No, he is with us now for certain,” said Slane, 

“I doubt that he can hold his men faithful,” quoth 
Moyfenrath. \ 

“Not alone his,” returned the Baron, “but the Muns- 
ter, garrisons. They are wavering, I am told-God aid 
us all. Yet I trust we will do such a stroke tonight, my 
friends, as will confirm the doubtful, and silence the dis- 
contented. Gentlemen, the fate of Ireland and the King 
is in our hands-” and silence fell upon the group. 

The day passed slowly for these men, faced with a 
desperate en terprise-a forlorn hope, which, if successful, 
would surely shatter the Roundhead power, not only in 
Ireland, but throughout the three Kingdoms. Ludlow, 
Lambert, Lenthal, Ireton and the others could be trusted 
to fall out, as soon as the iron hand of Oliver was removed 
from the helm. I t  was a day on which the fate of a nation 
and a dynasty hung in the balance, and nature, by an 
ominous stillness, seemed to reflect the anxiety of this 
little, desperate band of heroes. At last darkness came, 
and the devoted troop rode out on a quest that might 

Slane drew back befor 
“I’ll see that h 

( I  

“I swear he will never escape my vengeance,” do 
“If he falls into my hand, 

“Now, now, Moyfenrath. I know your father fell a 
But we are no executioner 

,, 
though loyalty may not be his main reason.’’ r (  
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startle the world. About midnight of that same night, 
the seventeenth of September, 1649, they quietly assemb- 
led in the old chapel of the Castle; and quietly each man 
stole to his appointed place to await the word. 

About two hours previously, had you been in Thomas- 
town, three miles away, you would have seen a little 
cavalcade of some ten or twelve horsemen, heavily muffled 
and heavily armed, ride through on the great road to 
Dublin. In those days village dwellers did not enquire 
closely into the affairs of wandering horsemen, so these 
passed unchallenged,. but not unobserved-and, could 
malediction cause misfortune, none of that troop would 
ever have reached his destination. 

At approximately one o’clock, when all was quiet, the 
Roundhead guards dozing on the walls and over the guard 
fire at the gate, from seemingly all quarters arose the wild 
cr?r, “Bhear na Righ gan,” “Strike for the King-for the 
King.” 

I t  was short and bloody work, for even the guards 
were half asleep, though some, indeed, of the Roundheads, 
with their backs to the walls, disputed the way for a short 
minute. In twenty minutes everything was over, and 

dead Parliamentarians gave evidence of 

er were safely secured, and immediately 
marched west towards the main body of Slane’s followers. 
The Cavaliers had not lost a man, though some half 
dozen showed sword and pike wounds. 

Slane was in high spirits over his success, and so, 
indeed, were Spens and Moyfenrath. Yet they had to 
move warily forward, and were compelled to detour a t  
Kells, for they found it strongly held by the Cromwellians. 
Moyfenrath was picturing the consternation in Dublin 
on the morrow, when the news would arrive. Then the 

t eight o’clock they reached Sleive na 

st they proceeded to interrogate their 
important prisoners. There were four general officers 

one bore any resemblance to the Protector. 
the Archregicide?” harshly demanded 

There was no answer. 
nave, or, if you don’t, I know a most excel- 
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lent way to set refractory tongues awagging,” fiercely 
interjected Moyfenrath. 

‘‘ In Dublin I believe,” sullenly returned one-Coate, 
it turned out to be. 

I t  was with difficulty that Slane restrained a general 
slaughter there and then, so chagrined were the Royal- 
ists. 

“In Dublin?’ queried Slane again. 
“Yea, Dublin,” shouted the ,other. 
“Verily, he is the Devil incarnate,” said Spens to 

Coate noted the looks of dejection on the faces of the 

“The Sword of the Lord has been preserved,” he said. 

“The devil you mean,” wrathfully cut in Moyfenrath. 
“Man of Belial,” returned another of the Puritans, 

“Speak not lightly of him to whom the Lord delivered 
the man for punishment.” 

“Enough,” cried Slane, “The archfiend has flown. 
Away with them to Ormond, and let him have his will.” 

“Should they not pay for the brave blood of Drog- 
heda rather,-think of Ashton,” Moyfenrath returned, 
frowning fiercely, “and besides, we can ill spare the es- 
corts.” 

We are not murderers, though 
they may be. We must keep unstained the cause of 
King Charles and Ireland,” replied the Baron. So some 
hours later the prisoners under guard of Spens set off to 
meet Ormond and ONeil in the West country. Spens 
learned from the prisoners that Cromwell had sensed 
some impending danger. He became anxious concerning 
the South, and about nine o’clock of that fateful night he 
suddenly decided to hurry to Dublin. He took Venables 
and Ireton, and some ten troopers, with him. The re- 
mainder were to follow the following day, having first 
burned Slane Castle. 

This event had very little effect on the course of the 
war, but it often caused Cromwell to shiver when he 
thought on the narrow margin of his escape. 

Sane remained Cromwell’s most persistent foe, for 
he never forgot the defacement of his chapel, and he was 
the last man in arms against the Protector in Ireland. 
He lived to See the collapse of the Commonwealth, and 

himself. 

captors, and took courage accordingly. 

Surely i t  was the spirit warned him.” ( 6  

“NO, m3 Lord, no. 




