Vivien!

In the name of the All-Holy and Life-Creating Trinity, Amen. 

I, Vivien, called “Mother” by my ladies and by all faithful Christians, and spiritual daughter to Brigid, of blessed memory, bishop and abbess of Kildare, give this testimony for all, as it has been revealed my own repose soon approaches.

“What? St. Brigid was bishop?” 
“Kyle, after Brigid had established several women’s monasteries she was still recognised simply as a nun – a celibate woman – in terms of her role in the Church. It seems that Cormac was come visiting on his pastoral rounds just after being himself made bishop. His prayer book’s pages would have been well-worn for the parts with the daily prayers and weekly liturgies, and recently opened for his own consecration. We do know that he accidentally opened to that spot, and read those prayers and blessings thinking he was at the spot for ordaining a pastoral monastic. They discovered the error at the end of the service, at which time Cormac said, ‘what’s done is done,’ and Brigid, ‘then I will serve faithfully.’ So in all of history she stands as the one woman made Bishop in the Church, and one of the humblest and wisest of them all. Now, let’s get back to it. She continues,” 
I was born in the year of our Lord four hundred eighty-two
 of faithful Christian parents in the region of Cornwall. I do not know the village. When I was yet a child word reached us that a band of Saxons was roaming out onto our Peninsula causing great harm to the good Cornish people. Our people being fishermen and coastal traders, we took quickly to sea, and went to dwell with our kinsfolk in Armorica, which stretches out from Gaul not a long sail south of our own native land. 

The Armorican speech was very like our own, and it was not long before I understood both it and the Gaulish tongue of the mainlanders. We had a good garden there, where I was able to help my mother with the hoeing and harvesting. The Lord had chosen to only give them two children, and my sister was only big enough to for seeding the rows. There had already been enough boats for the fishing when we arrived, so my father would be away for longer periods, hauling and trading freight along the coasts when the seas were fair. 

We had made the long day’s sail south to Armorica seeking safety from bloodthirsty Saxons only to find marauders in Roman armor. At the first light of an early Spring morning, as the men had all got to sea, a small band of Gaulish mercenaries in Roman armor fell upon our village. Their intent was clearly to steal what they could, and destroy the rest. One moment our village was just starting to stir, and the next all was in mayhem. Shouts of soldiers, screams of women and children, and the various sounds of the terrified livestock met my ears as I was waking. Then as one of the robbers was struggling to control a panicked mule he caused the beast to sidle hard against the cottage wall, crashing it in and burying me in rubble. I regained my senses in time to see the robbers leaving, destruction in their wake. Only three were still visible as I found my father’s old bow under a fallen wall post, and his quiver within reach. The fattest of the three stragglers fell down very obligingly when my first shaft found its home just left of his breastplate buckle. The next man took an arrow a bit lower. He pulled it out and began to bleed like a hog at the rendering tree. Reeling, he fell into the roadside bushes, no more to rise until the Judgment. As the third man was casting about, looking for the man with the bow, my young girl’s frame allowed me to stay hidden until my third arrow found his throat. Thanks be to God that all three were too shocked at the moment – or maybe a little too drunk – to call out. May the Lord be merciful to me in that Day for those killings on my hands! Looking about, I saw my own mam lying dead at the doorway with her throat cut, and my sister nowhere to be found for all my tears and searching. My friends, my family, everyone dead or dying, and all our homes burning or in shambles. I could only go searching for Meinir. What would follow, I knew not. I gathered up some dried fish and biscuits, our two cloaks, and my father’s bow, the one which had sent those mercenaries to their reward, and prayed the Lord somehow assure him that I had escaped, and was not captured or killed. How I wished I could be there when he returned! I also took as many arrows from the ruined cottages as I could carry, and a good knife from one, and set off. My poor mother! My poor father! 
I collected my arrows from those wretched bodies. It would be no good if their comrades found me carrying shafts with the same fletching as what had killed these three! The shafts were no good for a second use, so I saved the tips and broke up the shafts, throwing threw them onto the hottest fire still burning in the wreckage. The raiders had come for gold and slaves, so it was no trouble to fill a bag with dried fish and some biscuit and cheese. I gathered it all together and headed up the inland road in the direction the robbers had gone. 

I set out on the east road, passing those three men’s bodies, whom I had killed, after having just rifled through the flattened homes and slain bodies of my friends, and continued on my uncertain journey. Soon, though, the grief overcame me and it was all I could do to hide in the low brush of the forest and mourn my losses.  As I ventured into the wood I saw ahead of me a girl. I knew not who she was or what was her business, but she stood in great beauty with her feet several inches above the forest floor. As she caught my gaze I saw both tenderness and urgency, each more than the other. She beckoned me to her, and I followed, until I reached a deer’s wallow beneath a clump of  dense bushes. I lay down in that wee hollow, and slept as if dead, though it was yet day. 

“What is this about? Surely, a woman floating about in the forest? What sort of superstition is this supposed to be?”

“Jack, she is writing of her own experience.”

“Yes, sir, but claiming to have seen some female apparition floating about in the woods? What kind of talk is this?”
“Jack, lad, it is the delusion of our own age, and not hers, to think that everyone’s experience must match with one’s own. Even our own doctors recognise this as psychotic thinking, though they are themselves often guilty of the same.” 

“Yes, but, are you saying..?”

“Only that her own testimony does not owe it to us to conform to our own expectations. Now, let’s go on.” 

I awoke to a great joy to find my sister sheltered next to me under my cloak. 

“Meinir! But how..?”

“Sh – they’re coming!”

Then I heard it. Booted feet were tramping through the brush. Dozens of them. Shouting back and forth to each other, “Find anything?” “Where could they have gone?” “How many to you think it was?” They seemed to think that it had been several men to have stabbed their comrades on the road, since I had removed the arrows, and they would find them at all costs. I thank my God that the cloaks I had taken were undyed wool, so that we melded in to the leaves and brush around us. One stopped, though, right next to the thicket where we were hidden. He looked right past us as he adjusted the strapping on his breastplate. We dared not so much as hold our breath for fear we make even the smallest squeak but huddled a little smaller under our covering. I breathed through an open throat as Father had taught me for stalking deer, and Meinir managed also to remain as quiet as she could. That hired traitor was either suspicious, or merely tired, as he stayed in that place for what seemed forever before he spat on the ground just in front of my face. He then hiked up his strapping and went on to catch up to his fellows. 

We lay still for another eternity, until the band was completely out of earshot. Would they return? We dared not stay in our  hide, whether they would come or not. We had no assurance they wouldn’t see us on the way back if they did, and we had long miles ahead of us. We hurriedly made our way back to the road, away from sure death to unknown danger. Yet without speaking – and I so wanted to talk – we traveled away from our home in the direction the soldiers had just come. Iit came fully light as we rushed along, and coarse voices sounded behind us. They must have gone back to the village before heading back and, from the sounds of it, found more wine for their trouble. As we reached a crossroad there were more voices to our left – both soldiers and captives, and the smell of a roasting sheep drifted our way. We hurried past the crossing, sweating in the afternoon heat but not stopping so much as to search for a stream to give us water. The road rose over a small hill and I pulled Meinir with me. From behind a thicket we watched as the marauders passed by to their camp. They had two amphora jugs of wine and a side of mutton, satisfied that their trip had not been in vain, though they had not found the men they had sought. We waited until they had well passed before continuing. The forest, once so familiar and welcoming, had taken on a sense of foreboding as I found myself suspecting every tree and thicket of hiding more threats than I dared imagine. More than this, however, was the sense of being somehow protected after my encounter with the strange girl.

After another hour we turned aside up a path which led to our village priest’s cottage. Athair Aloys had met us when we first came from Cornwall. His presence there before us had always been a mystery, there being no-one else on that coast before us.

He met us on the path and his greeting was heartfelt and warm, even as for as his own daughters. The raiders had been there also, he told us, but aside from a cask of wine they found nothing of interest and went on their way. He had been in the forest at the time and his donkey, being untethered, had escaped them as well. 

Within his home we saw what treasures the robbers, “poor, illiterate savages,” he called them, had overlooked. He had several holy icons, painted possibly in Egypt, and a few stacks of books. Excepting these, and his priestly garb, the cottage was quite bare. We told him what we had seen and done before our arrival there, and he gave us words of assurance. He then reached for one of his books.

“This contains some of the writings of the sage, Macarios, of Egypt.” He opened it, and turned a few pages. “He was a man of extraordinary power. When some people visited him they would ask him for his secret. He would simply smile, with a smile that took in the whole world, and hold up his hands as if to embrace it all, and say, ‘I simply pray, ‘Lord, as You know, and as You choose, have mercy!’ ’ ”

He had already taught us, though we had no reason to think otherwise, that this “mercy” was not a matter of a slave or a prisoner begging clemency but the pervading purposes of love and wisdom. I considered the words of this simple prayer and, as I repeated them, felt a peace and boldness within so that even my legs and feet felt they only held up a portion of the weight they had been carrying. 

“So,” he said, “there was nobody left in the whole village?” 

“None, Athair, except the men away in their boats, and they with no reason to stay with their families all gone.” 

“So, then, there is no more for me to do here, is there? What is a shepherd with no flock, after all? It looks like I’ll be heading back whence I came. Do you ladies have any family in the country here, or means of returning to Cornwall?”

“Sadly, sir, no. We’ve no way of knowing when our father and the other sailors will return, from their trading, and the fishermen will surely have seen the wreckage and gone on by now, I think.”

“This does threaten to be true, Menna (for thus was my name). As I will be headed to my own home, I can, at least, invite you to travel with me.”

“For this, then, we are more than grateful, Athair,” I replied.

At that we began gathering his small possessions and discussing a little more of what we were leaving behind, and more of what we had ahead of us. As we shared our stories Meinir told me she had slipped free of the raiders’ rope and followed along with the others for a time. When her captors were occupied with the grown women she had been able to leap into a stand of tall grass and hide there until they had passed. She then had taken the road back until she saw me heading off into the brush and followed. It was only moments after I had fallen asleep in my despair that she had crept in under my cloak and rested there ‘til I awoke. I told her about the girl and, though she had not seen her she showed no surprise at my story. How much do we forget, growing up? How many “childhood fantasies” do we simply learn not to see? 

We slept that night on Athair’s bed, with him in true shepherd fashion, sleeping by the door. Our sleep was blessedly sound, as peaceful as babes, and more sound than a ploughman’s. I seemed to awake in the middle of the night to see that same girl, who had saved me earlier, standing gently aglow beside us. She was very beautiful, yet stood with drawn shoulders and a low gaze.

“Thank you! Who are you?”

“That will come in due time, dear one.”

“But, hiding me – why? How?”

“I am given as your patroness, Menna. I will be watching over you to help you to do that which is set before you. Do not fear.” 

Thus speaking, she was gone. Was it a dream? I looked over at my sister, quietly sleeping, and decided, yes, I was awake, and I was yet alive. Going out to the well to wash a little and drink some water I saw a night sky ablaze with stars I had never before noticed and breathed a prayer of thanks.  Arising at dawn, we joined Atháir at his prayers, ate what was not packed away, and loaded our stuff on the ass. 

We were well on our way before the day was fully light. We said little, as we each were lost in our own thoughts over the lives and loved ones we were leaving behind, and the uncertain future that lay ahead. The only chattering was from the birds, as they were spreading their own gossip and making such arrangements as birds are wont to make. Even the ass perceived our mood as she followed patiently behind us. 

We walked quietly, save Atháir’s own quiet muttering of prayers. Walking, he told us, offered him a good rhythm for this as he would alternate between a prayer for “mercy,” though we could see no sign of any wrongdoing, and a chanting of psalms. Along the way we saw a deer browsing in a small  clearing. “May I?” he asked, and beckoned at my bow. He took it, and the deer quickly dropped. He ably dressed the carcass, leaving the offal exposed on the ground. “The wolves,” he said, “will be glad of the meal, and be less inclined to seek other prey.” He then washed the meat in a nearby stream, added it to the ass’s burden and we continued on our way. . “I feed myself on what grows in my small garden, and what I find in the forest,” he explained, “but you ladies will need a heartier fare than simple beans and herbs.” 

 Lost in our thoughts as we were, our day’s journey took longer than we expected. Meinir and I, of course, only knew we were traveling with Atháir Aloys. He, though, did have a place in mind for our rest. Night closed about us and the sounds of the forest became more ominous, even in their absence. At length we reached a trail which Atháir alone could see, or knew to find. It wound through the wood for near another mile before we came on a spot of clear ground and a small hut on the far side. A long-bearded figure in old clothes met us coming. 

“Atháir Aloys! Menna! Meinir! Come in, and welcome! I am so sorry for your loss – you must be exhausted.”

“You know us? But how?”

“It was at my prayers I was told of you. In fact, the devils were so boastful of their ‘victory’ I could scarce continue. Please, be my guests.” 

Of course, with that floating girl’s appearing, our miraculous escapes from the Gaulish marauders, and now this clairvoyant hermit I could not but wonder what all this meant. 

Atháir explained to us that he and this hermit, Abh Nenius by name, had both lived at a village called Maius, near Turonum, some two weeks’ travel into Gaul. It had begun around a teacher called Martin , who had learned certain mysteries from the legendary Desert Fathers in Egypt some hundred years before.  When they both had lived there it had numbered in the hundreds. He told us that the way of life taught there was built around a kind of prayer that opened the veil between this Seen world and the Unseen, one that often took many years, if at all, to master. It was in this way he had been beckoned westward, though at first they knew not the purpose, except for quietness away from the crowds. 

“Wait,” I asked, “you can see the unseen? How can this be?” 

“What we see, Menna, is only what is revealed. This world, after all, is a very thin place, and the nature we see is that which we occupy ourselves with.”

“Do you mean that if we think about something then we’ll see it? I could think of a lot of wonderful things if that is all there is to it.”

“No, Menna, but what we will eat, what we will drink, what we will put on – if that is our only focus, then that is all we will see. We don’t create things by imagining them, as some do suppose. Rather, when we seek to see that which is real, and commit ourselves to it, we will begin to see it more clearly.”

At this, I began to tell him of the floating girl, and what she had told me. 

“So,” he said, “you have met your patroness. This is a very good sign. Not many are so privileged. Did she tell you anything else?” 

“No, Atháir, only that I would understand more later.”

“Then indeed you will. This is truly a wonderful development, and something very interesting will indeed come of it.”

“So what should I do? Do I somehow seek her out, set my mind on seeing her again?”

“No, child, that you must never do. She will come as she is sent. Indeed, she is with you now,  and will be, but if you attach yourself to seeing her you will open yourself to a delusion which may even kill you.”

“I don’t understand this. Something so fascinating, and I must not set my mind on it? What am I supposed to do, then?”

“Simply seek to be ruled by God, Menna. The rest will take place in its time.”

As we were thus speaking Abh Nennius had taken to cutting saplings for a second small hut. When asked, he explained, “It is not right I would share a roof with women. You will find what you need in my cell, and while you are here this will be quite sufficient for such as me.” We offered him our aid but he simply said there was little we could do. He made such quick work of it to make plain he had done this many times before.  We unburdened the ass and a fire was quickly kindled with a pottage of roots and herbs set to boil. Atháir took his own pot from the stuff and set it on with meat from the deer. We joined Abh Nennius at prayers and ate heartily. At dinner, Abh and Atháir discussed the times and events and reminisced on the community they had known at Maius. In the end, Abh Nennius chose to join us on our journey there. 

We slept that night in the furnished hut, with Atháir again at the door, and Abh in what he had built that evening. At day’s break we said Matins, broke fast, and set to loading the ass for the day’s journey. As both men lived quite simply the only challenge was to pack the pots so to keep them from breaking. By noon we reached the fork and went right for the coastal road. This would be the shorter way to Maius and if we went straight, Abh told us, we would be more likely to find the marauders. 

We would soon find, though, that they had been that way as well as there came to our view a stretch of pasture land with a few sheep being guarded by what seemed a quite dispirited dog. In the distance was a shepherd’s hut and, as we approached it, a man lying dead of a sword to the belly, a crook staff still in his hand. There was little wonder what had occurred. 

The hut itself was in upheaval though it seemed to be more from a struggle within than looting. There were spills of blood in more than one place, and a woman’s cloak left lying on the floor. They had been here, but was not food or other goods they were after. We swept dust over the bloodstains and set the furnishings back aright. There were cheeses hanging by the walls and a loaf of bread tossed onto the bed. I found a jar, and some cups, and filled the jar at the well nearby, and we had there a small meal. 

As we were eating there came a commotion from the road, none-too-distant. We gathered up what we were eating and rushed off into the trees for a safer vantage. The Gauls had broken camp and were heading up the way to whence they had come. Though we feared they would, and indeed we did see some pointing and gesturing, they did not venture back to the cottage. With that wee horde on the road ahead of us we took our time there, and buried our unfortunate host, now free of the cares and terrors of this life, under the floor of his home. This kindness did us good, as we had not been able to show our own mother the same service. The grave was deep and the earth well-packed. We rested there that night and set out on the morrow. 

Our setting out was not without surprises. The dog, whom Abh called, “Mactíre,” began to follow us. He approached Abh, and licked his hand. When he patted the dog’s head the animal immediately ran off and, in no time at all, returned, driving the whole herd of sheep with him. What was at first a young girl heading up the road alone was now herself, her sister, a priest and his donkey, a hermit, and now a lively dog and a whole herd of sheep. As I paused to consider all this it occurred to me that these cattle would soon be ready for shearing, and, we, for some money for our travels. I quickly ran back to the hut and brought back the shepherd’s staff and shears, and we were away. Mactíre was expert in keeping his charges together, so the staff was hardly needed. It was a strange feeling to consider my suddenly having become a shepherdess. 

As we were walking, I asked Abh Fionian, who was much closer to my own age than Atháir, how he had come to this way of life. The first part confirmed what I had expected. His height, bearing, and long hands suggested to me somehow that he was of noble birth. As it was, he told me, his father had been a nobleman from Ulster, but had moved to Leinster where had married and settled. Abh’s mother dreamt one night while he was yet in her belly that a flock of all the birds of Eíre had all come to that one place, and this said in her heart that he would be a holy man. When he was of age to go out as an apprentice then it was to the bishop Fortchern he was given. 

“It was with him I learned” said Fionian, “to read and write in Greek, Latin, and my own tongue, as well as to say the various offices of the Church.  
When I was of journey age I had heard of a school in Gaul, which one Martin had begun on his return from his own stay with the Desert Fathers out in Egypt, of whom we had all heard wondrous things. With my master’s blessing, then, I traveled there, and there I stayed some years. Martin himself had passed on, now, more than a hundred years, but that place, which he was pleased to call Maius, being outside of Turonum, it is, has many excellent teachers carrying on what he had taught. A certain elder Caemen became my own teacher and anamchara – soul friend – whilst I was there, and no better a man could be found to teach me. After some time, though, I felt a call within to depart, and to dwell apart from that village, and surely there were hundreds there, for longer contemplation. I talked with Caemen about this, and his one counsel was that I not travel alone. Atháir Aloys was gracious to be my traveling partner. We went a day’s journey and built us cells. We would have visitors come from Maius, and sometime elsewhere, and after a while we would go another day’s walk and do the same. For some time we would still have frequent visitors, and so would move yet farther away until I we arrived at the place you saw. Atháir then went one day farther, then not far from the coast itself, and built his own cottage. He has been a great help to me, as a friend, and as a counselor. Another true anamchara he is.” 
This, of course, had me wondering just what sort of men these were, with whom I had so recently fallen. 
The ground rose only slowly, but there was more underbrush at the road’s side. This kept Mactíre busy keeping the sheep on the road and away from browsing the bushes. Suddenly I heard sharp barking, and a sudden yelp of pain. A snake had bitten his foreleg. He was hobbling ever the more weakly back to Abh Fionian who gathered him up like a little child, held him close like a wee child, and muttered, “God in Heaven, we really need this dog.” In a moment’s time, Mactire squirmed his way out of his arms, landed on his feet, and went immediately back to work driving the sheep back into a close herd. “What is this,” I asked myself. “Am I dreaming? Has this all been but a dream?” I ran, lept into the air, and fell face first on the packed earth of the road. That was not a dream. It really hurt. “What was that,” I asked. “How did you do that?” 
“Nay, child, not I,” said Abh Fionian, “All that is good is from above. I am but a man, and quite a poor one at that. But why did you do that?” 
“This is all too much like a dream to me. At first, the awful attack, then the shepherd, and now finding myself on a journey with you gentlemen and this flock of sheep. Seeing the dog magically restored, then, on top of it all I felt that if I were dreaming that I would take charge of my dream and fly back to my home, to wake finding everything as it was, with my dear mother at work making our breakfast, and I going for water as I should be.”
“No, dear one, not a dream, and no magic, either. You will understand better bye and bye.”
“But,” I began, and nothing else. There was clearly much to learn here, which I would better learn by much listening than by more talking. I brushed myself off, and we continued on our way. 
My knees sore, and my hands still burning from the scrapes they received from my inglorious  attempt at flight, I walked quietly on. The two men ahead of me continued in their muttered prayers, the sheep bleated their own protests at being driven from their own home pastures, and poor, wee Meinir herself followed along beside me in her own stunned sadness. The sun rose high, the air grew thick, and our dresses began clinging to our arms and backs. We had many miles yet to go. 
As we passed the miles Meinir found herself a seat on the ass’s back, where Abh Fionian had arranged her a blanket for a pad. It lightened her heart, and mine as well, that she was riding like the wee queen bee as on her own royal steed. Walking in the back of our procession with the sheep, as she rode in the front with Athair leading the beast, I could not hear the words, but only the sound, as she spoke softly either to Athair or to the ass itself. It was good, nonetheless, that she was talking again. Meantime, I was walking amongst the sheep, stroking their fleeces with my fingers. This calmed them, and I found myself collecting a large mass of wool for my effort. 
After a few days’ walking we came upon Duriorigum, and the men busied themselves making camp, with the same woven-bough design as Abh Nionian had done on our first night. We made our prayers, as was our custom, and had a small meal before lying down to take our rest. 
The next morning we ventured to the town. It was walled, and outside it was a spectacle I would I had not seen. There were bodies, very dead, laid out on the ground. They had been very cruelly beaten and hacked, and some beheaded, with swarms of flies hovering over their wounds. This was more than I, not to say poor Meinir, could take, especially after the carnage we had so recently witnessed in our own home. Athair saw our distress and accompanied us back to the camp while Abh Fionian went on into the town with the ass to buy what we would need. He carried with him some coin, and a roll of my wool to trade. 
The dead men, as Athair told us on our way back, were most likely brigands of the sort as had attacked our own people. Some had been deserters from the Roman armies, and the younger ones those who had taken up with them. With the upheavals of the different Gothic and Frankish invasions the Roman Peace had become more of a nightmare, and the Gallic soldiers had come to struggle even to keep control at all, much less anything like order. When such robbers as these were captured, then, they had taken on the Roman practice of beating such to death with great sticks outside the town walls and leaving them there for others to look upon. How I wished we had not looked upon such a sight, ourselves! 
By late afternoon Abh Fionian returned. The ass was laden with such victuals as bread, bacon, and some onions, and he had got sturdier smocks for Meinir and me. Abh also was laden, but not with goods. His face was bleeding, and his clothing smeared with filth. He gave us no story, but simply said that monks are not very popular in the towns, and that the towns’ bishops preach against them, accusing them of a “false holiness” for merely seeking to live a simple life. I found this confusing. Did not our Lord come in simplicity, and preach self-denial, Himself? How was it His own bishops would treat this as evil? 
We girls then received our new clothing with much thanks and went to a nearby stream to wash the dirt of the road from ourselves and our old clothing , and of that horrible town from the new. 
It was another three days to Corbilo. Whether the horrid display at  Duriorigum had served as fair warning to would-be brigands, or had well depleted their number I can’t tell, but those days were unmolested all the same. We had fallen into the rhythm of the road and soon enough the four of us were singing the Psalms together as in an ongoing prayer vigil, lifting our spirits and shortening our days. 
Our arrival was in no way like our approach to  Duriorigum. When we were yet miles out an old man in poor clothing appeared on the road calling out, “Fionian! Aloys! Is it really you?” No sooner was he at all assured it was but he embraced them each by the shoulders, kissed then on each cheek, and ran off into the forest far more nimbly than one would expect a man of such advanced years to be able. We had scarce gone another mile before a dozen or so more appeared, embraced the two in like fashion, and stayed with us to accompany us to their community, some two hours’ walk upland from the town of Corbilo. The procession was anything but quiet, as questions and news were shared amongst them without ceasing. They were nothing but gracious to Meinir and myself, but their joy at regaining their departed brethren caused us both to weep openly for the unmixed love they expressed, our own lost dear ones, and the hope of seeing them again in the Day. 
  

The party picks up a group of novice monks en route to Maius along w/ tonsured monks carrying books from (Marseilles) & Lerins...



For most this is a mercy, for if one who is only concerned with these things were to suddenly encounter the rest he would surely go mad.” 

�In this narrative include examples of the poetic Irish prayers  blessing  the lighting of the morning hearth & other mundane chores


�Open to revision
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Some dispute on whether Martin or (Hilary?) had actually made that journey. q.v. 








�End of current effort


�Issues: 





Name of Martin’s mentor on asceticism – Hilary of Arles





Names of towns they meet before taking the Liger road





Outline Fionian’s bio! 





