
St Patrick (7+)

St. Patrick of Ireland is one of the world's most popular saints. He was born in Roman 
Britain around the year 387. It’s not known where exactly he was born. His father was a 
Deacon, which means he was like a junior priest. 

When Patrick was about fourteen, he was captured by Irish pirates during a raiding 
party. Warriors known as the “Picts” would land somewhere on the coast, and if the 
place was inhabited would usually do a “smash and grab job” of looting: young people, 
animals, clothes, weapons etc. If anyone tried to stop them, they would have killed 
them. The Picts were able to run inland for about three miles non-stop, while leaving a 
handful of men to guard their vessels. Patrick was captured and taken to Ireland as a 
slave to herd and tend sheep. 

At the time, Ireland was a land of Druids and pagans. Patrick had been brought up to 
believe in God, so he prayed every night. 

"The love of God and his fear grew in me more and more, as did the faith, and my soul 
was roused, so that, in a single day, I have said as many as a hundred prayers and in the 
night, nearly the same. I prayed in the woods and on the mountain, even before dawn. I 
felt no hurt from the snow or ice or rain." 

Patrick's captivity lasted until he was 20. He had a dream from God where he was told to 
leave Ireland by going to the coast. So he went to the coast where he found some 
sailors. The sailors took him back to Britain and was reunited with his family. 

A few years after returning home to Britain, Patrick saw another vision where God gave 
him a letter. 

"I read the heading: 'The Voice of the Irish.' As I began the letter, I imagined in that 
moment that I heard the voice of those very people… and they cried out: 'We appeal to 
you, holy servant boy, to come and walk among us.'" 

The vision prompted Patrick to study to be a priest. He studied for years with St 
Germanus, the Bishop of Auxerre. Later he was ordained a bishop and sent to take the 
Gospel to Ireland. 

Patrick arrived in Slane, Ireland on March 25, 433. There are several legends about what 
happened next, with the most prominent claiming he met the chieftan of one of the 
druid tribes, who tried to kill him. 

After an intervention from God, Patrick was able to convert the chieftain and preach the 
Gospel throughout Ireland. He converted many people and he began building churches 
across the country. He often used 3 leaf shamrocks to explain the Holy Trinity and entire 
kingdoms were eventually converted to Christianity after hearing Patrick's message. 

Patrick preached and converted all of Ireland for 40 years. He worked many miracles and 
wrote of his love for God in his book, Confessions. After years of living in poverty, 
traveling and enduring much suffering he died March 17, 461, which is why we celebrate 
St. Patrick's day on the 17th of March.



Finn MacCool (4)

In Ulster in Northern Ireland the landscape is fabulously beautiful. There are towering 
cliffs, rocky hills, winding rivers and scooped-out lakes that look like they could have 
been made by the hands of slightly crazy giants. There are many stone tombs here, 
thousands of years old, made with enormous boulders that could not be lifted by men. 
The local people call them Giants Graves. 

There once was a great giant called Finn MacCool. His greatest enemies with the giants 
in Scotland. Finn was determined to get them, so he built a whole causeway (which is 
like a path) from Ulster all the way across the sea to Scotland. He built it using unusual 
six-sided cobblestones so they fit neatly together like a honeycomb. It was a very pretty 
pavement indeed! 

One day Finn challenged Benandonner, a Scottish giant known as “The Red Man” to a 
fight. Benandonner began to run across the causeway to fight, and as he got closer and 
closer, Finn realised that Benandonner was a lot, lot bigger than he imagined! He ran 
home to his wife Oonagh and told her about mistake. 

Benandonner found Finn’s house and knocked on the door. Finn was too scared to open 
the door, so Oonagh put him in the bath and covered him with sheets to hide him. 

Oonagh let Banandonner into the house and told him that Finn was away hunting deer. 
She invited him to come and sit down. Oonagh showed them a little around their home, 
and then offered to cook Banandonner a meal as Finn was still not home. 

She cooked bread with an iron griddle inside it. Banandonner bit into it hungrily, but the 
iron griddle broke three of his front teeth. She also gave him meat, but it was nailed to 
a block of red timber, and cracked two of his back teeth. Finally she gave him a five-
gallon bucket of honey-beer to drink. 

“Would you like to meet our baby?” Oonagh asked, “I’ll feed her first.” She went to the 
bath and dressed Finn in a huge bonnet. She invited Banandonner to take a look, and he 
peered into the bath to see Finn contentedly sucking his thumb. After all the honey-
beer, he felt woozy and said he was not very good with babies so would go outside and 
clear his head. 

Outside, Oonagh pointed out enormous boulders. 
“Finn and his friend play catch with those. Finn throws one right over the fort, and then 
runs round the back and catches it before it hits the ground.” Of course, Banandonner 
had to try to do it too, but he dropped the boulder on his head. 

As the tide was coming in, he thanked Oonagh for her hospitality and said he couldn’t 
wait any longer, he had to go home. Finn leapt out of the bath, thanked Oonagh for her 
help and chased Benandonner away from Ireland. He scooped a great clod of earth out 
of the ground and flung it at the other giant. The hole filled up with water and became 
Lough Neagh. The clod missed Benandonner but landed in the middle of the sea and 
became the Isle of Man. Both giants tore up the causeway, just leaving two ragged ends. 



Lir's Children (9)

Once upon a time, the King Lir of Ireland had four young children: Finola the eldest was 
eight years old, and she had three younger brothers, Aodh, Fiacre and Conn, who was 
only a baby. They were very beautiful children with soft, pale skin, large blue eyes and 
very sweet voices. 

They were looked after by their stepmother, the new queen, but she was jealous of the 
love King Lir showed for his children. 

One day the stepmother took them for a drive in her chariot. They reached a lake, and 
she suggested the children might like to go swimming, so the children went into the lake 
to swim. 

Their stepmother belonged to the Druid race, and had magical power. As soon as the 
children were in the water, she used a fairy wand to turn them into beautiful snow-white 
swans. Even though they were swans, they kept their human voices. 

“This wicked deed of yours shall be punished,” Finola shouted at her, “for the doom that 
awaits you will surely by worse than ours. How long shall we be in the shape of swans?” 

“For 900 years!” Their stepmother replied, “Until you hear the Christian bell, you shall 
not be freed. Neither your power nor mine can now bring you back to human shape, but 
you shall keep your human reason and your speech, and you will sing music so sweet that 
all who hear it shall gladly listen.” She left them in the lake and rode away to her 
father, King Bove’s palace. 

Soon after, King Lir, the children’s father came to the lake and heard them singing. The 
children told him what had happened, and he insisted they came to live with them, but 
the children could not leave the lake. 

King Lir was very angry and found the cruel stepmother at King Bove’s palace. He told 
King Bove what his daughter had done, and he too was very angry. 

“This wicked deed,” King Bove said, “shall bring you even more severe punishment. The 
suffering of the innocent children shall end, but yours never shall.” He used his power to 
turn her into a bat, and she became a demon of the air until the end of time. 

For the next 900 years people came to listen to the swans singing on the lake. One May 
morning they heard a faint bell sounding. There on the shore was a white-robed priest 
with attendants around him. They knew that it must be St Patrick! 
“Children of Lir,” St Patrick said, “you may tread your native land again!" 
“But if we tread our native land,” Finola replied, “it can only be to die, after our life of 
nine centuries! Baptise us while we are yet living.” 

And so the children turned back into human form, but were very very old and lay upon 
the shore. St Patrick baptised them, and suddenly they changed back into children. 
Their suffering had ended, but their cruel stepmother remains a bat forever. 


