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There is properly no history: only biography.

 
Ralph Waldo Emerson, History


 
In the lives of individuals and of peoples, too, the worst conflicts are often those that break out between those who are persecuted.

 
Amos Oz, A Tale of Love and Darkness





CHAPTER ONE

From Way Back to Back Then

This is a memory from the early seventies. I probably saw the advertisement in an Irish newspaper. It was for a school of driving. The female learner driver behind the wheel was the island herself - feet sprouting from County Kerry; hands emerging from County Galway; eyes, nose and mouth superimposed on County Donegal. The accompanying copy promised would-be drivers that they would master the art effortlessly. As an illustration, the hands and feet fitted well enough. The face, on the other hand, was much less convincing. The coastline of Ireland’s top-left corner is tortuous and most unlike the profile of a face. There is also the small matter of the indentations behind the forehead, particularly Lough Foyle. This topographical detail gave the impression that Miss Ireland, the learner driver, had a hole in her head.

When I saw this, I was a student at the University of York. Like so many others of my generation, I saw Ireland’s history primarily as a long list of bad things done to her by the English. And of all the places where bad was done, Londonderry or Derry - the city on the River Foyle, which fluttered like a kite’s tail from the bottom of Lough Foyle - was surely where bad had happened (and continued to happen) in its most concentrated  form. For a start, there was the name. This was an amalgam of London, from England’s capital, and Derry, from the original Irish name for the site.1 The issue of the name (endlessly recycled on news reports and documentaries) perfectly dramatized the Irish problem in the simple terms that the mass media adored. First, the strong power overwhelmed her neighbour. Then she forcibly tagged the name of her capital city on to an original Irish name. It was a very early example of rebranding following a hostile takeover, and it spoke volumes about colonial arrogance.

The media frequently discussed the city’s name alongside a set of historical events, as if these had welded the name in place. The story, as television and the newspapers told it, went something like this. At the end of the seventeenth century, London-Derry, a walled city crammed with those who had been relocated to Ireland to hold the country for the Crown, was besieged by a Jacobite army. Though racially as well as religiously mixed, this besieging force, had it gained entry, would have returned the city to the indigenous Irish. Perhaps it would also have restored the original Irish name. But the siege failed and the loyalists inside held out. Their survival laid the ground for the Williamite triumph over the Jacobites, first at the Battle of the Boyne in 1690 - a victory still celebrated in Northern Ireland by Orangemen on 12 July every year - and then at the Battle of Aughrim, in 1691, which was the decisive encounter. The subsequent Irish surrender was followed by the Williamite settlement. This rewarded English Protestant colonists and punished Irish Catholic natives. Also, it set Londonderry, the name, in stone. Over nearly three centuries that arrangement went unchallenged in Derry. The winners (Protestant, loyal, Unionist) held the city and enjoyed the benefits of ownership (power, wealth and privilege). The losers (Catholic, disloyal, Nationalist) lived outside the city walls in the so-called Bogside, a place for losers if ever there was one, and suffered the penalties of exclusion (powerlessness, poverty and insignificance).

By the late 1960s Derry had become a byword for squalor, inequality and corruption. The descendants of the original losers, although they now far outnumbered the descendants of the winners, seemed unable to do anything about their miserable conditions. Local elections were gerrymandered to such an extent that the Unionist minority always gained more seats than the Catholic majority. By holding on to power they also retained the best houses and the best-paid jobs. The Catholics often had no jobs at all. The Protestants were still gorging on the fruits of a victory gained 270 years before. The Catholics were still supping the bitter ashes of defeat.

Then something remarkable started to happen. Suddenly, after centuries of degradation, Catholics from outside the walls and Nationalists (two overlapping but not always identical groups), aided by Protestant egalitarians, decided enough was enough. They wanted houses. They wanted jobs. They wanted one man, one vote. They wanted an end to paramilitary-style police violence. They were tired of being second-class citizens in their own country on account of their religion. They wanted parity with the Protestants.

It was not going to be easy, but it fitted perfectly with the spirit of the times. All over the world the dispossessed were rising up and reclaiming what was rightfully theirs. This was the era of decolonization, and the media lapped it up. What could make a better story than wrongs righted and justice done after centuries of oppression? And the story of Derry was even more resonant  than the others, because the continuity between past and present was so starkly visible. The walls still stood, separating the Protestant elite inside from the Catholics outside. They provided as potent a symbol of division as that other, much more recently erected wall in Berlin. The Bogside’s squalid terraces cowering under Derry’s northern wall seemed just as deprived as the concrete tower-blocks of the German Democratic Republic.

Throughout the early seventies, I followed on television and in print what was happening in this city. I saw for myself the reaction of the Unionists, the proxies of the British State in Ireland, to the laudable aspiration of the majority population to be accorded the same political rights as were enjoyed by everyone else in the United Kingdom. Night after night, I saw how policemen, some B-Specials (RUC special constables) and British Army soldiers repressed Catholics with indiscriminate violence. The low point came on 30 January 1972, in the course of a proscribed weekend march in Derry by the Civil Rights Association. Troops from the 1st Battalion of the Paratroop Regiment shot dead thirteen local people. After this, the Republican movement was able to argue that violence was the only recourse available to young Catholics. ‘Bloody Sunday’ famously encouraged more young Nationalists to join the IRA than any other event in Northern Ireland’s unhappy recent history. From that fact (although all the new IRA members did not come exclusively from the city) arose Derry’s mystique as the epicentre of violent opposition to the British State. In the popular imagination it became the Gaza Strip of the British Isles, the place where fury, expressed through violence, was found in its most concentrated form.

 
This is another memory, from 1974. A poster on a noticeboard at York University showed Britain as a squaddie. The head, under a steel helmet worn at a jaunty angle, was Sutherland and Caithness. The right hand, holding a truncheon, was Anglesey, and the left, holding a riot shield, was Pembroke. The victim was Ireland. She was being hit about the head of Antrim and  weeping from the eyes of Donegal. There was to be a public meeting at which several speakers (socialists and Trotskyists, judging by the event’s sponsors) would urge the withdrawal of the British troops then occupying the Province and the restoration of Northern Ireland to her true owners, the Irish.

My tutor at the time was from Ulster. He had seen the poster but didn’t much care for the fixation of the English left wing with Ireland. He thought their grasp of history was wonky, and that all they really desired was the vicarious excitement of association with calamity. He also thought that, at heart, those revolutionaries didn’t care a jot about the Catholic, Nationalist and Republican people. They merely wanted to strike a blow at Britain’s governing classes and Northern Ireland’s miseries were just the means to that end. He was on to something here. The fixation on Ireland had a self-regarding core. Though Ireland’s woes were supposedly of such concern, it was what those woes would precipitate in Britain that really excited.

The radical thinking about Ireland common among those of us students who gave it any thought went something like this. Traditionally, England’s difficulty was Ireland’s opportunity. The early seventies had seen this reversed: Ireland - or, precisely, Northern Ireland - and her difficulties, especially those in Derry, were now to be England’s opportunity. Unlike last time, the Irish were going to win, and their victory would precipitate revolution. What had happened in Russia after the Kaiser’s army had defeated the Tsar’s would be repeated in Britain. Distant events would create the conditions for a socialist revolution in England now.

My Ulster-born tutor thought this thesis was rubbish. The paramilitaries could push at the door as hard as they liked, he said: they would never force it open. They were just a few hundred men with small arms up against an army and a police force. Furthermore, the security forces were not the vicious incompetents the media usually made them out to be. They were learning from their mistakes and becoming more sophisticated  by the day. Stormont might have been suspended, he agreed (direct rule by the Secretary of State was introduced on 24 March 1972), but the entity called Northern Ireland would survive because the majority wanted it to survive. The future, he predicted, was low-level, low-intensity, internecine strife between Loyalists, Republicans and the security forces, probably for decades to come, culminating, once exhaustion set in, in some sort of local arrangement with the border still in place.

He was proved right. Several decades and several thousand deaths later, by which time I was living in Northern Ireland, our paramilitary leaders magnanimously agreed to stop killing us. After thirty years of mayhem, they were finally worn out. So they mothballed their overalls and balaclavas, put on their Sabbath suits, set aside their old enmities (though these were not forgotten: no, that would have been a miracle too far) and began to practise politics.




CHAPTER TWO

A Short History of Conquest

I have driven from my home in Enniskillen to Derry many times. The journey begins with muddy lanes and wild hedgerows, small fields full of rushes and old cottages crassly modernized with brown pebble-dash, plastic windows and aluminium gutters. In France, there is a mythical line across the middle of the country which is said to divide the cold north from the sunny Mediterranean south. Houses on one side of the street are supposed to have slates while those on the other have terracotta roof tiles. En route to Derry, I always look out for a similar line separating boggy Fermanagh from the fertile lands to the north. I’ve never found it. Native terrain (as I class poor land) always shades into planter country before I realize the change has occurred. Suddenly, the fields expand, the rushes vanish, and the pebble-dash gives way to two-storey dwellings built of grey stone, with cast-iron spouting and impressive lawns.

Derry is a lovely, compact, prosperous-looking city (at least seen from the south) built on and around a miniature hill that rises to a mere 120 feet, while the River Foyle snakes around one side of its base. For most of its history (until air power became the power), this river would have been an impressive impediment to any foe.  And its efficacy as a defensive barrier was augmented by the stretch of bog or slob that, once upon a time, had encompassed the other side of the hill. The two watery barriers together formed a kind of moat. With such natural defences, it was inevitable that the hill should be identified as a good place to build. According to one version, Columcille, the great Christian proselytizer, was deeply involved in this process. He supposedly built a church there in the middle of the sixth century, but he was so attached to the forest of oak trees that stood on the site that he would not allow even one to be felled to make room for his buildings. These adored trees gave the place its name. Doire or Daire, meaning either an oak wood or an island covered by oak trees, which has come down to us today as Derry.

Over the following centuries, more churches, abbeys, monasteries and convents were established and flourished on the hill. And, of course, as was the way with such institutions in those times, they were also plundered: by Vikings, Anglo-Norman soldiers of fortune and, not least, by the Irish themselves. Derry’s early inhabitants also had to put up with the depredations of nature. In 1146, according to early Irish historians, sixty oaks were blown down in a storm; in 1178 another 120 were toppled. Derry, in its early days, was beset by a series of disasters. Nevertheless, because of its location, settlers kept returning and rebuilding.

Sir John de Courcy, who plundered Derry twice, was one of the wave of Anglo-Norman conquistadores who streamed into Ireland in the reign of Henry II. He arrived in 1176 with Henry’s deputy, William fitz Audelin, and for a while was part of the Dublin garrison. The next year, when Henry made his son, John, Lord of Ireland, de Courcy began his meteoric rise. He mustered 20 men-at-arms and 300 other soldiers. Then, without royal sanction, he led his forces into the kingdom of Ulaid, in north-east Ulster, hitherto hardly penetrated by the Norman forces. He seized Downpatrick, Ulaid’s capital, expelled the native ri, or king and proclaimed himself ruler in the man’s place. The Irish counter-attacked, but de Courcy rebuffed them,  took the war out into the country and embarked on a process of conquest and colonization. To help the process along, like so many Normans in Ireland, he married wisely. His wife was Affreca, daughter of Godred, the Norse ruler of the Isle of Man whose dominions included the southern Scottish isles. Godred already exercised considerable influence in north-east Ulster.

Although he had his reverses, de Courcy eventually brought the entire province of Ulaid under his control. He then set about consolidating his position. One way he did this was by becoming a munificent patron of the Church and funding numerous ecclesiastical establishments. He also fostered devotion to the Irish saints, especially Patrick. He was canny. While Richard the Lionheart and King John ruled Britain, de Courcy served them in Ireland. He had run-ins with other, equally ambitious, Norman lords, but emerged as King John’s trusted adviser when the latter visited ‘his’ properties in Ireland in 1210.

 
De Courcy and the Anglo-Normans never achieved total conquest. At first they were extremely violent. Later they made alliances and intermarried with the local population. During the Tudor period their descendants tended to be landowners or, less commonly, merchants and were most numerous in the provinces of Leinster and Munster. They were half English and half Gaelic. When Henry VIII changed religion they mostly did not. They saw no contradiction in maintaining the old faith and their loyalty to the Crown. They regarded themselves as English, but within England itself they were usually seen as Irish. The ‘Old English’ did not like this.2


Living alongside the Old English were those who had preceded them. They were sometimes known as ‘Irish Enemies’, ‘Mere Irish’ (‘mere’ here meaning original), ‘Old Irish’ or ‘Native Irish’. They comprised the Gaelic Irish, and were the overwhelming majority of the people living on the island. Most of them spoke Gaelic. Social coherence and identity were rooted in land not clan. You were your territory. Some Irish kings, like Venetian doges, even ritually ‘married’ their land. Each territory had its own system of political and legal administration. However, the predominant quality of Irish society was mobility. If he paid, for instance, a man could attach himself to a chieftain outside his home area. Authority was essentially temporary and inheritance was never guaranteed. Under Irish law, a man became a leader or chief and the owner or controller of his father’s lands not because he was the first of his father’s legally born male heirs but because he had the support and acclaim of the most subjects. With each new generation the foundations of authority and the ownership of property were redefined. This system looked like anarchy to English observers. Throughout the Tudor period Brehon (from the Irish brethren, meaning ‘a judge’), the traditional system of law in Gaelic Ireland, and the new legal system of the English, which had come in with the settlers, were in conflict. On one level, the wars that punctuated the Tudor period were attempts to settle which system would prevail.

There was also a religious dimension to the conflict as authentic Irishness and Catholicism began to converge. (This should not be overstated, however; Irish Catholic nationalism on nineteenth-century lines did not exist in the sixteenth century.) The Counter-Reformation contributed to this, as did the presence in Tudor Ireland of a third, numerically small but extremely powerful group which abhorred the instability of Irish society. Following the Counter-Reformation, it identified exclusively with Protestantism. Later, its membership came to be known as the New English (as opposed to the Old English). Besides colonists (with land grants) sent over in connection with various plantation projects, the New English during the Tudor period included administrators, lawyers, soldiers of fortune and gentlemen adventurers in the de Courcy mould, and Protestant clerics. At  their head was the Crown’s representative in Ireland and the supreme New Englishman, the Lord Deputy (sometimes styled Lord Lieutenant, a title with more status). The Deputy presided over the Privy Council of the Chancellor and the Law Officers, the Common Council, formed by the addition of some Old English notables, and the Great Council, which comprised all of the preceding, plus representatives of the Dublin Parliament whose seats were within the Pale. More correctly known as the ‘English Pale’, this was the region that included parts of counties Dublin, Meath, Louth and Kildare where English norms in respect of language, culture, law, social structure and government were strongest while the influence of the Gaelic Irish was weakest. It was also where military power was concentrated, for the English State kept permanent garrisons in Dublin and in Dundalk in north Louth, near the Ulster border.

During Tudor times, but especially under Henry VIII and Elizabeth I, English customs were steadily introduced into Ireland. Irishmen joined the throng of European ambassadors at the Tudor court. One such was Young Hugh. He was a son of Red Hugh O’Donnell, the King of Tyrconnell, the territory in north-west Ireland known today as County Donegal. Young Hugh had been in Rome on a pilgrimage and in February 1511 was returning home. He broke his journey in London to attend King Henry VIII. The king was in a good mood that evening, following the birth of his son Arthur, and he knighted Hugh on the spot. The young Irishman thereby moved a rung or two up the caste ladder. But the ceremony was more significant than that. For as with hundreds of similar events in which the generosity of the English Crown was demonstrated, it represented the obeisance of the decaying, ossified Gaelic system to the vigorous, mercantile-minded, martial English system. Just by coming to London to accept his title, Hugh had acknowledged that power was shifting.

Among the many policy instruments used to effect this shift, and perhaps the most important, was the process known as ‘surrender and re-grant’. The Irish or Old English chief gave his land  to the Crown. The Crown then immediately gave it back to him. During the reign of Henry VIII forty of the principal Irish and Old English lords did this. At first glance it seemed that the lord lost nothing and gained an ally, while the Crown gained nothing. The deal also seemed to favour the lord because he remained firmly on his land in Ireland, while his feudal overlord was far away, across the Irish Sea. Over time, however, the policy assumed a complexion that was the very opposite of how it first appeared. All the major Irish landowners were now subordinate to the Crown. If they misbehaved, the English Crown could reclaim the land it had so generously gifted.

One must be careful not to overstate this process. It wasn’t like the invasion of a weak modern state by a conquering superpower. It happened slowly, stealthily and amid considerable confusion. But it did happen, and as year followed year, Tudor officials (sheriffs, provost marshals and lawyers), Tudor styles and Tudor customs seeped into Ireland until it was eventually sodden with them.

 
As might be expected, this was a far from peaceful business. During Elizabeth’s reign a Gaelic Irish uncle and nephew, Shane and Hugh O’Neill (the latter known also as the 2nd Earl of Tyrone or simply as ‘The O’Neill’), successively launched bloody rebellions against their New English overlords. Ultimately, though, both were defeated, in part because the English realized the strategic importance of Derry for controlling the north of Ireland. They established a garrison there from which they could launch attacks against the rebels. The man responsible for this was Sir Henry Dowcra, who built two forts by the Foyle in the spring of 1600 close to where the city stands today. At times Dowcra’s garrison was in dire straits, waiting in their wooden forts for supplies to arrive, surrounded by Tyrone’s allies. But they held out courageously; and eventually, reinforced and resupplied, they emerged victorious to help force Tyrone’s surrender in March 1603. Luckily for him, Tyrone capitulated shortly after Elizabeth’s  death. Had she been alive, given the trouble the Irishman caused her, she surely would have demanded his head. As it was, her successor, James I, was much more amenable: he forgave the recalcitrant earl his misdemeanours and returned all his property to him.

In the years that followed, Tyrone set about reasserting his pre-eminence among the Gaelic Irish. However, by 1607, the English had once again grown tired of his and his allies’ plotting, and were set to move against him. Sensing this, Tyrone and some of his closest allies boarded a boat on Lough Swilly and fled to Europe, never to return, in what has become known as ‘the flight of the earls’. Some disaffected Irish nobles remained on home soil, including a certain Sir Cahir O’Doherty. In the rebellion he launched the following year, through a mixture of surprise, force of numbers and neglected defences, he managed to overwhelm the garrison at Derry. Then he burned to the ground the two forts Dowcra had built. It was to be his last great victory: English troops defeated his army a couple of months later; O’Doherty himself was killed and decapitated, his head being displayed on a spike in Dublin.

With Tyrone and his allies having flown, and O’Doherty’s forces in disarray, here, providentially, was an opportunity to ‘civilize’ Ulster, the power base of all the previous half-century’s rebels. Their lands could be seized and then, in the language of the day, planted with Crown-approved subjects - loyal Protestants with military skills.

Plantation was not a new idea. It had been tried, for instance, in Queen’s and King’s counties in the 1560s.3 Unfortunately, this scheme produced little more than two fortified settlements, Philipstown and Maryborough.4 Here, behind their walls, settlers lived anxious, uncertain lives, surrounded by the original inhabitants, Gaelic Irish as well as Old English. Plantation was supposed to transform into England the parts of Ireland it touched. All it achieved in Queen’s and King’s counties was to graft a fragile English twig on to a recalcitrant Irish tree.

However, with memories of the Ulster troubles still fresh, and with hundreds of thousands of acres of land suddenly available, it was inevitable the decision would be made to have another go. This time, though, the right people would be sent. The principal English and Scottish settlers (known as undertakers) would be given the largest tracts. Servitors (army veterans) would take smaller ones. Favoured natives would also get their cut, as would the Church and Trinity College. There would be binding agreements between the parties and the State. The planters would build towns, establish industries and drag Irish agriculture into the seventeenth century. The results of their virtuous effort would be permanent settlements that would transform the host, Ulster, into something amenable, governable and Anglicized.

Alas, the path of true plantation never does run smooth. Of the many things that went wrong, two are worthy of note. The English surveyors who supported the programme did not understand the Irish sizing system, which was based on yield rather than acreage. The surveyors’ assessment of portions was often hopelessly inaccurate. As a result, impossibly small, and therefore useless, as well as improbably large tracts of lands exchanged hands, and both types of error compromised and hindered the project. There was also corruption: several adventurers shamelessly manipulated the sizing system to their advantage.

Even more serious, from the conquerors’ point of view, was how awry the project went with regard to the Gaelic Irish. Apart from those areas that went to favoured natives, the plan was supposed to produce an independent, discrete settler block. This idea of separate existence was even enshrined contractually: all agreements specified that the Gaelic Irish could not live  within planter settlements, or rent land from undertakers or servitors. In theory, settlers were supposed to deal exclusively with people like themselves: loyal, Protestant (preferably Anglican), good English subjects. However, as the settlers discovered on arrival in Ireland, this was neither possible nor practical. There simply were not enough of them, particularly at the lower end of the social scale. They needed bodies, so, in expropriated estate after estate, in lieu of any alternative, lands were let to the ex-proprietors, often at very high rents. The original landowners were willing to pay these premiums, and the settlers were delighted to charge them. In the long term, though, this arrangement was counter-productive. Plantation was not supposed to deliver a landlord class that exploited the original proprietors.

There was one exception to the pattern in the east of the province. There had always been toing and froing across the narrow waters separating Ireland and Scotland and in the early seventeenth century Scottish grandees settled thousands of Scots in Antrim and Down as part of a private plantation project. This flood of people was different from the English settler pattern in two ways. First, there were large numbers of covenanting dissenters in the mix; and second, there were many more artisans and yeomen. Contemporary commentators also observed that the Scots were tougher than the English and so more likely to endure. This was applauded, but their religion was not. The huge influx of awkward, fierce, mildly Anglophobic Presbyterians was far from what the devisors of the Stuart plantation had in mind.

 
In the spring of 1609 Sir Thomas Phillips, a redoubtable Welsh soldier of fortune who had fought Tyrone and settled in Coleraine after the end of the rebellion, visited London to advance his claim to some land. The Lord High Treasurer, Lord Salisbury, heard the soldier was in town and summoned him to discuss an innovative idea for a permanent settlement.

In the past the Crown had attempted plantation very much  alone. Salisbury’s big idea was to do it in partnership. Why not try to persuade the powerful and prosperous City of London to act as a collective undertaker in the north-west of Ireland? Phillips liked the plan, and so, subsequently, did the king. The latter saw at once that an alliance with the City was going to be the best way of rooting English and Scottish settlers in the barbarous north-western corner of Ireland. These settlers would then civilize and Anglicize the terrain, and they would be the first line of defence in the event of another rebellion.

Once the idea had been floated there was rapid progress. Before 1609 had ended, the City of London was entrusted with the task. Responsibility then passed to the London guilds. The job was finally managed by the ‘Society of the Governor and Assistants, London, of the new Plantation in Ulster, within the Realm of Ireland’. This was a consortium of City merchant companies who contracted with the government to carry out the plantation of Derry, Coleraine County and the barony of Loughinsholin in return for certain privileges. Perhaps the most onerous of the State’s requirements was that a walled city be built somewhere in the vicinity of Dowcra’s old establishment on the conical hill on the western bank of the Foyle. A future Sir Cahir O’Doherty would never be able to waste Derry again.

The site selected for the new establishment was slightly north-east of Dowcra’s second fort, on the northern side of the hill that sloped to the edge of the Foyle. After numerous plans and surveys, the Society finally fulfilled its obligations and finished the walls of Derry (whose name they changed to London-Derry in respect of the new ties with the mother city) in 1618. These walls were twenty-four feet high and six feet deep, with a rampart of earth twelve feet thick and four gates let into them. On the north side there was Ship Quay Gate, which opened on to the Foyle. On the east was Ferry Quay Gate, which opened on to a path that led to the river bank. Here was located the ferry to the Waterside on the east bank. On the south-west of the city was the Bishop’s Gate. This opened on to the road to Strabane and  Letterkenny. Finally, on the west of the city was the Butchers’ Gate. This overlooked the bog that was periodically flooded by the waters of the Foyle. Later, this area would become famous as the Bogside.

Today, the outline is so little changed - apart from the addition of new gates - that Nicholas Pynnar, one of Dowcra’s captains who surveyed the original shortly after completion, would have no difficulty recognizing it. The same goes for the layout of the town within the walls, which was marvellously simple. In the middle was a central square (known as the Diamond). From there, four roads, forming a cross, led downhill to the four gates let into the walls. This is still the configuration of the cityscape today.

The building work had not gone smoothly, and when the walls were finally finished (by which time James I was dead and his son Charles I was on the throne) there was an orgy of criticism. This mostly focused on what the London companies had neglected to do. One of the loudest voices was that of Sir Thomas Phillips. Although he was initially a supporter of the City’s participation (he had produced the paper on which the City had based its official prospectus), he now had grave reservations about the London companies’ role. He felt that their misjudgement and dereliction of duty were so severe that he petitioned the king about them. Because of his status and the strength of his views, Sir Thomas could not be ignored. The government of Charles I appointed a commission to investigate and adjudicate between the Crown and the London companies as to whether the latter had fulfilled their covenants. Its report was damning.

Derry had been built in the wrong place. On the east bank, it would have had the river as a buffer between itself and the west (from where it was most likely to be attacked) and easy access to roads running east and south, the direction from where military reinforcements would come. But it was on the opposite bank, and furthermore on the side of a hill that tilted towards the  Foyle. Warships could simply sail up the river and bombard the city at will. In addition, Derry was vulnerable to shelling from adjacent higher ground. And, as if that wasn’t bad enough, the commissioners also criticized the fortifications themselves: the bastions were inadequate; there was insufficient ordnance and no storehouses for the provisions necessary to withstand a prolonged siege; finally, there were no billets for the thousand soldiers the commissioners believed was the minimum necessary to hold Derry in the event of war.

Partnership should have delivered a major fortress within which New English settlers could live safely. However, according to the commissioners, nine years of construction had produced a walled city that in all probability could not survive attack. This put the entire plantation project in jeopardy. Should Derry fall, all of Ulster would go with it, and the true religion (as the English regarded it) would be finished in the province. It was a dismal forecast.




CHAPTER THREE

Uncivil War

The troubles in Ireland that coincided with the English Civil War were long anticipated. Throughout the autumn and winter of 1640, wild rumours circulated. On 21 November, for example, the Lord Chief Justice brought to the notice of the House of Commons the testament of a Mrs Anne Hussy, a convert from the Catholic Church. She pointed the finger at an Irish priest named O’Connor who had told her that ‘many thousands were preparing and in pay to cut all the Protestants’ throats’. But it was another three months before the first whispers of actual conspiracy were recorded. In February 1641 Rory O’More broached the subject to Lord Maguire. Before midsummer other Gaelic Irish magnates, including Sir Phelim O’Neill, were enlisted. This trio was typical of the instigators of the rebellion. Their families had survived plantation and they had maintained their old connection with the land. They might have been heavily indebted, but they had not been dispossessed.

Throughout the summer and early autumn, the secret plotting continued; there was a lot of hot talk and high optimism. In September the conspirators, lay and clerical, met at Multifarnham Abbey in Westmeath, then occupied by a community  of Franciscans. Henry Jones, the Anglican minister who investigated these events, produced an account of this meeting, having been given the details by a Franciscan friar who was present. There was, says Jones, considerable debate over what to do with the New English settlers who had flooded into all of Ireland, and especially Ulster, for three decades. Some speakers proposed slaughtering them. Others were for banishing them, like the Moors from Spain. Both courses were problematic. The first could provoke the neighbouring kingdom of England to wreak revenge; the second left the way open for the New English to return one day and once again relieve the Irish of their property. In the end, the delegates agreed to disagree: all were free to choose their own course; they could kill or not as they wished. A number announced that they would simply take everything the settlers possessed, except for their lives.

The Multifarnham delegates were much more united when it came to agreeing aims and how to secure them. They recognized the king, but sought a political identity for Ireland that was separate from that of England. They wanted religious tolerance in Ireland, and gave no hint of Catholic zealotry. What concerned them most was the issue of land. As things stood, Gaelic Irish proprietors had no security of tenure. If legal disputes arose between settlers and the Gaelic Irish, the State invariably sided with the former. It also blocked all routes to self-improvement for the Gaelic Irish: they could not even purchase uninherited properties. The conspirators wanted all of this abolished. More radically, they also wanted the plantation reversed, and Irish families restored to their former estates. In order to achieve these aims - laudable and logical from their point of view - they envisaged a series of disabling military strikes against key targets in Ulster and elsewhere in Ireland. Once these places were taken, they believed negotiations would follow and the government would comply with their demands. They planned a coup, not a war of liberation.

On Saturday 22 October two hundred men from different parts  of Ulster and Leinster were to filter into Dublin secretly. Early the next morning they would seize the administrative centre, Dublin Castle. Simultaneously, Phelim O’Neill was to fall upon Londonderry, while his brother Turlough and Sir Henry O’Neill were to seize Carrickfergus, and Sir Con Magennis and his brothers were to take Newry. Only Anglicans were to be attacked; Presbyterians were to be spared on the grounds they might prove to be allies in the future.

However, of the two hundred soldiers promised for the attack on Dublin Castle, only eighty or so had turned up by six o’clock on the Saturday evening. In spite of the disappointing turnout, Lord Maguire and his fellow-conspirators decided to attempt to take the castle with the forces they had.

Unfortunately for them, a certain Owen O’Connolly, a Catholic turned Presbyterian, had heard of the plot and ran to the house of Sir William Parsons, one of the two Lords Justices, where he told his story. Extra guards were laid on at the castle. Supplies were brought in. An abandoned well was recommissioned in case of a long siege. With the castle secured, the Justices went on the offensive. A party of soldiers hurried to Lord Maguire’s lodgings. He was gone, but they found hatchets with cut-down handles, skeans (daggers) and hammers. The soldiers fanned out to search the city and surrounding suburbs, and Maguire was eventually found. The other conspirators in the city, including the eighty soldiers mustering to attack Dublin Castle, were more fortunate. When news of Maguire’s arrest reached them, they slipped away to Wicklow or in the direction of Ulster.

However, outside the city, where there were no troops and no O’Connolly to warn the authorities, the story was different. On the evening of the 22nd, Sir Phelim O’Neill appeared at Charlemont Castle with his usual large retinue. Lord Caulfeild and his mother were at home, and the visitors were welcomed. At dinner, Sir Phelim gave the signal: his retinue overwhelmed the household and took them all prisoner.

Later that night, Sir Phelim seized Dungannon. One of his officers, Cormac O’Hagan, surprised Moneymore. The O’Quins took the fort of Mountjoy, the O’Hanlons Tandaragee, and Sir Con Magennis Newry. The MacMahons seized Castleblaney, Carrickmacross and Monaghan; the O’Kellys took Cloghouter Castle in Cavan; the Maguires and O’Farrells overran Longford and Fermanagh. When Moneymore town and castle in County Londonderry were taken, William Rowley escaped from that town and rode through the night to Coleraine with the news, thus saving it.

Although the Gaelic Irish leaders had envisaged something quick and sharp that would bring the State to the negotiating table, they had failed to anticipate that their military action would unleash emotions: in this case thirty years of accumulated Irish rage with regard to land and landownership. Those who bore the brunt of the fury, inevitably, were the settlers.

In the early days those settlers who lived outside fortified towns were particularly vulnerable. On 23 October, for instance, at Markane in County Fermanagh, Thomas Loisanie, a yeoman, had the misfortune to encounter the followers of Captain Rory Maguire. Although many of the men were known to him, they still robbed and stripped him. He survived, but his father Charles, who was caught by the same mob a few days later, was not so lucky. He and his two companions were dispatched with swords and skeans, to loud cries of ‘English Dogs!’

Also on 23 October, Anne Ogden was at her home in Tatemagiar, County Fermanagh, when thirty Irish soldiers broke down the door of the house, entered and hacked her husband to death in front of her. The party then stripped Anne naked and put her and her children on the road to Dublin. The young Ogden children did not survive the journey.

Meantime, a hundred of Lord Maguire’s men approached Castle Shanoge, County Fermanagh. At the gateway they were met by a party of six men, including the owner, Arthur Champion, and his brother Thomas. The Irish visitors  overwhelmed the men at the gate and killed them. Then they spread through the estate and killed twenty-four of Champion’s tenants or followers. Finally, they reached the castle. Arthur’s wife Alice was at home. She was taken out of the building, which was ransacked and set on fire. She requested her captors’ permission to bury the thirty or so dead who lay around the estate but was refused. She was told she must wait until dogs had eaten a quarter of the corpses.

Though it may not sound like it (after all, her husband had just been murdered), Alice Champion was luckier than most women. She was neither killed nor, the more common fate, stripped and driven out on to the roads to die of exposure. She was merely imprisoned for nineteen weeks. During this time, she was told many of the details regarding the campaign against the settlers. She later reported that when the Irish burned the castle of Lisgoole, County Fermanagh, there were ninety English men, women and children inside. ‘How sweetly they do fry,’ Alice claimed the arsonists shouted. Alice’s captors also spoke of their long-term ambitions. Lord Maguire had sent them, they said, with clear instructions to kill her husband and all of his retinue. More ominously, they said that King Charles supported their rebellion, that Phelim O’Neill would be King of Ireland one day, and that an army of fifteen thousand Irishmen would be in England by Midsummer’s Day to rescue the papist cause. Alice’s experiences were not exceptional. The level of violence she witnessed was commonplace. One particularly gruesome incident involved eighty Protestants being hurled off the bridge over the River Bann at Portadown. If they didn’t drown, they were shot or clubbed to death on the banks by Phelim O’Neill’s soldiers.

The reason so much is known about what happened is that it was written down. The accounts of the attacks on the settlers - known collectively as the ‘Depositions’ - comprise four sets of documents: material collected in 1652 by the High Court of Justice in connection with the trials of those held  responsible for the atrocities; statements taken from refugees and insurgents for intelligence purposes; statements taken in Munster by the English Parliament; and statements from refugees taken between 1641 and 1647 by a special commission. As the function of this commission was to help survivors to register claims for compensation, many testimonies include precise lists of the value of goods looted and properties destroyed. In this material, secular factors like indebtedness were played down and confessional violence was played up, perhaps because the commission was led by Henry Jones, a pious Anglican cleric.

Jones and his commissioners got to work within months of the start of the rebellion. They tracked down survivors (including Gaelic Irish victims who had suffered retaliation at the hands of Protestant settlers - they wanted to be even-handed) and interviewed them all under oath. The testimonies began to find their way into the public domain in England and Ireland even as the commissioners were gathering them. Some of the early statements were included in ‘The Remonstrance’, published in 1642, whose purpose was to solicit relief funds in England. The next year Jones included material from the Depositions in ‘The Discourse’. He hoped revelations of Irish violence against Protestants would scupper the proposed truce between Royalists in Ireland and the Gaelic Irish. In 1646 Sir John Temple wrote  The Irish Rebellion, or, as it was tellingly subtitled, An History of the Attempts of the Irish Papists to extirpate the Protestants of Ireland Together with the Barbarous Cruelties and Bloody Massacres which ensued thereupon. Sir John’s book is based on Jones’s original material but reconfigured into a nightmarish, if garbled, account of settlers cruelly massacred by the savage, Protestant-hating Irish. In 1649 John Milton made his contribution when he published his First Defence of the State of England. The poet put the casualties at two hundred thousand (which was clearly preposterous), then argued that the Irish should be made vassals of the English.

The message of these texts, combined with oral accounts  from the survivors now back in England, was that the Gaelic Irish were barbaric while the New English settlers were blameless. They had gone to Ireland peacefully; they had lived among the Gaelic Irish, shared their knowledge, culture and civilization with them. The Irish had affected amity towards the newcomers, but it had been a pretence for, without warning, they had turned.

Another theme of the Depositions was intimacy: victims usually knew their victimizers by name. They were often friends and neighbours. One can easily imagine the impression this made on contemporary opinion. If the victims knew their tormentors, then guile was involved, which made the Irish deeds still darker. And a further twist on the theme of Roman Catholic cunning was that initially, at least, all the victims of the Irish were Anglicans. The rebels spared the dissenters in the hope that they might later be allies.

The Depositions also catalogued numerous examples of religious intolerance. Edward Flack, for instance, claimed he was relieved of his Bible by a party of Irishmen, who laid it open face down in a puddle, leaped on the spine and shouted, ‘A plague on this book, it has bred all this quarrel!’ Alexander Crichton, of Glaslogh, County Monaghan, told of mass forced conversion. A certain Father Hugh Mac O’Dugan Maguire administered the sacrament to forty or fifty Protestants. He made the recipients admit that it was the body and blood of Christ, and that the Pope was the supreme head of the Church. Crichton also reports that the Irish burned three Bibles, some service books and church pews. He was assured that until the Anglican Church was put in its proper place ‘and the plantation lands returned to their rightful owners’5 - significantly, the two were connected - the Irish would not lay down their arms.

There was no doubt that settlers such as Crichton viewed these attacks as components of a holy war. The real goal was extirpation of the faith. It was scarcely countenanced that the Protestants were targeted because they occupied the land the Irish wanted back.

 
The slaughter of 1641 considerably reduced the number of settlers. Approximately four or five thousand were murdered between October 1641 and April 1642, with as many again dying while refugees. The massacres had more than immediate significance because of how they were catalogued. The Depositions, and the texts that used them as source material, created a climate that made possible Cromwell’s Irish campaign and, half a century later, helped to shape the recalcitrant attitudes of those who manned the walls during the siege of Derry. Indeed, these materials conditioned and poisoned attitudes in Ireland, and towards the Irish, not just for decades but for centuries to come.




CHAPTER FOUR

War and Cromwell

It fell to James Butler, the 12th Earl of Ormond and Ossory, who commanded the Royalist forces in Ireland, to do what he might after the great calamity of 1641. He continued in command until 1644, when he was elevated to the post of Lord Lieutenant and became the Crown’s representative in Ireland. Ormond, Old English but Protestant, was one of the great survivors of seventeenth-century Irish and English history. From 1633, when he entered the Irish Parliament, to 1685, when he retired from public life on the accession of James II, he was continuously active on the military and political stages. This span of over half a century, in an era of shifting alliances and murderous disloyalty, was all the more extraordinary because his fidelity was unswervingly to the House of Stuart. It was not an easy cause and his was not an easy life, but he had one advantage: he never wasted energy changing sides. The simplicity of his position, despite the awkwardnesses and dangers it entailed, was certainly one reason he lasted as he did.

When the crisis broke in October 1641, Ormond’s resources were small, and he could do little to help the settlers. As the refugees began to struggle into fortified towns, or escaped to  Dublin and beyond, their version of events came to the fore: this was not a dispossessed, resentful citizenry attacking prosperous settlers, they said, but a religious war. Inevitably, comparisons were made with the massacre of Protestant Huguenots in France on St Bartholomew’s Day, 1572. The Irish calamity, it was believed, was part of an overall pattern of Catholic terror against Protestants that had been ongoing for over half a century. This theory was supported by the fact that, in December 1641, Catholic Old English families joined the Gaelic Irish rebels.

In the north, Derry became one of the principal places of sanctuary for refugees. The city was put in the command of Sir John Vaughan, an old Derry hand who had served under Dowcra. In January 1642 he wrote to the Lords Justices in Dublin. His letter painted an ominous picture. The aid expected from their lordships and from England and Scotland had not arrived and the entire country had been burned, right up to the east bank of the Foyle directly across from Derry. ‘We of the city are in extreme want of arms,’ Sir John continued, ‘for at the beginning of these troubles the best went into the country . . . and there is not 100 swords in the city among all our men.’ This complaint would be repeated time and again in years to come. Similarly familiar would be the condition of those who had taken refuge inside the city walls. ‘The miseries that daily threaten us are unspeakable’, wrote Sir John, ‘for so many unserviceable people are crowded into this city that, if we escape the enemy’s sword, it is to be feared that famines and infections and sickness will seize on us.’

The authorities in Dublin were unable to respond to Sir John’s appeal, but the London companies sent ships laden with food and winter clothing, as well as ammunition and arms, including some heavy ordnance. There was also traffic in the other direction. Richard Winter, chaplain to Colonel Sir William Stewart and his regiment in Derry, was one of several brilliant clerical propagandists associated with the city and her defenders during  the seventeenth century. His tract, Newes from the North of Ireland, described ‘the monthly achievements of the forces of the City of Londonderry (founded by the honourable City of London) since the beginning of the bloody and unparalleled rebellion in that Kingdom, until November, 1642’. It spoke of Derry’s ‘stately buildings, strong walls and bulwarks raised and erected by those renowned founders of hers, London’, then told of the refugees, crammed behind those walls, who had narrowly escaped ‘cruel murderers and thirsty shedders of innocent blood’. Next it related, in ringing words saturated with high self-regard, how the citizens fortified their ramparts, repaired their walls and placed ‘many artificial and exquisite engines upon them, demolishing also a great part of the suburbs to prejudice the enemy’s covert approaches, to their own great loss and damage’. It was a paean of praise to the tenacity of the place and the people, stressing how precarious was the position of the settler refugees and venerating their capacity for virtuous resistance.


Newes from the North of Ireland was published in 1643. Its polemical purpose was to emphasize Derry’s importance as a place of sanctuary: without the protection of the walls, the settler refugees would have perished. Hence Winter’s generous praise of the London companies that had built them. However, Derry was more than just a walled city where the forsaken huddled. Without it, the author argued, all of Ulster would have been be lost. Derry, in other words, was where the Irish tide was stopped.

Another telling text came from the opposite side. Donnell O’Kane, an Irish soldier, wrote a letter to his cousin Anthony in Dunkirk. From there, ‘a well-wisher to the advancement of the Protestant religion’ sent the letter on to London. It was published in 1643. The letter tells, in considerable and admiring detail, how Derry organized itself. All citizens swore an oath of loyalty to King Charles and the State, and vowed to defend the city to the death. All Gaelic Irish men and women were expelled  and prohibited from settling within two miles of the walls. A league of captains was established to command the citizen soldiery, with each captain being given absolute responsibility for a section of wall. Citizen soldiers were expected to guard ordnance and gates, day and night. Their women and children were expected to remain indoors. The importance of these activities, as recorded by O’Kane, was that later defenders saw them as a template and re-enacted them. In Derry habits of defence, just like memories of the 1641 massacres, enjoyed extraordinary longevity.

 
Having overwhelmed most of the island, the Gaelic Irish and Old English now had to devise a plan to hold on to their conquests. Should they sue for peace with Ormond’s Royalist forces? Should they do likewise with the army put into Ulster by the Scots in April 1642 to defend those of Scottish dissenter origin? And how should they react to the volatile situation over the Irish Sea in England? The various parties came together in Kilkenny and eventually formed the Catholic Confederacy. The parties were unlikely bedfellows. The Old English, as they had protested loudly for years, were loyal to King Charles. They had turned on the settlers, they claimed, out of loyalty rather than anti-settler animus. Naturally, they believed Catholicism and loyalty to the Crown were not mutually exclusive. The Gaelic Irish were not necessarily antagonistic to Charles themselves, though he had done them no favours. But they were certainly deeply unhappy about insecure land tenure, which rankled with the Old English, too. The Stuart Settlement had punished both groups. However, shared grievances could not alter the fact that the former did not care for the latter and never had. The Old English might be Catholics, but they were not the right sort of Catholics. The Confederacy was therefore an ineffective organization, but it was up against an equally hamstrung opponent. Ormond still lacked resources, with Charles otherwise occupied in England.  The Scottish army in Ulster was an added problem. None of the various forces was strong enough to win alone, yet none was so weak it could be wiped out. Alliances were made and broken; pacts and betrayals, promises and disavowals were all standard. It was a military mess.

Then in June 1647, further complicating the situation, the English Parliament, as it had long threatened, dispatched a force to Ireland. General Michael Jones arrived in Dublin with an army of two thousand men. Lord Lieutenant Ormond handed him Dublin and left the country. Royalists did not normally hand power bases to Parliamentarians but this was an exceptional circumstance. When explaining his actions later, Ormond reportedly said he preferred English rebels to Irish ones.

The parliamentary forces defeated the Confederacy forces commanded by Thomas Preston at Dungan’s Hill in August, but Jones’s small army was unable to impose its authority on the country. Sensing there were possibilities to exploit, Ormond, returned to Ireland and resumed negotiations in the hope of uniting Royalist, Old English and Gaelic Irish elements against Parliament. He succeeded, and on 17 January 1649 signed a peace treaty with the Confederacy, uniting Catholic and Anglican elements into a single bloc against the common enemy.

Now there were just two combatants in Ireland - Royalist and Parliamentarian - everything should have been straightforward. The execution of Charles I at the end of the month (to which Ormond, demonstrating his loyalty to the Stuart cause, responded by instantly proclaiming his son) should have consolidated the new situation. But it didn’t and the situation in Ireland continued to be a bewildering period of shifting alliances and compromises, as it had been before Ormond’s treaty.

Derry was the scene of one of the most bizarre episodes of the entire Civil War. In March 1649 Royalist forces under Lord Montgomery began to lay siege to the city. Sir Charles Coote  was in charge behind the walls, holding Derry for Parliament. He had 800 foot soldiers and 180 horse under his command. Sir Charles was described by Lord Castlehaven as ‘an hot-headed and bloody man, and as such accounted even by the English and Protestants’. He had been especially vindictive following October 1641, when, as Provost Marshal-General, he had been entitled by martial law to ‘put to death rebels or traitors, that is, all such as he should deem to be so’ and had performed the task ‘with delight and a wanton kind of cruelty’.

The siege lasted twenty weeks, until Coote managed to make an agreement with the sometime Confederate general Owen Roe O’Neill, who appeared to have no qualms about dealing with him if the price was right. On the promise of money, gun-powder and cattle, O’Neill marched two thousand men to Ballykelly, about ten miles from Derry. Montgomery, notwithstanding the peace treaty agreed earlier in the year between Ormond and the Confederates, considered it prudent to withdraw. O’Neill pushed on to the east bank of the Foyle, opposite Derry. Sir Charles visited him there to offer his thanks to Derry’s unlikely saviour. If Derry usually sees Presbyterians besieged by Catholics, here Presbyterians were in alliance with Catholics against the Crown. The Civil War in Ireland was a bizarre time.

This kind of confusion could not continue, and very soon a man arrived in Ireland who would put an end to it. Oliver Cromwell landed in August 1649. He was met by hard-line New English settlers who hailed him as their saviour. In the campaign that followed he would not disappoint them, but he made the journey across the Irish Sea primarily to crush Ormond’s Royalists rather than advance the cause of the colonists. In September, after a fierce battle, his forces took Drogheda, then proceeded to slaughter many of the inhabitants - combatants (English-speaking Protestant Royalists mostly) and civilians (including many Catholic priests) alike. Three thousand or so people died in the course of one night.

Cromwell saw this carnage as payback for what the Gaelic  Irish had done to the settlers in the autumn of 1641. Through the 1640s the Puritan pamphlets published in England had described, in extravagant detail, atrocities such as those at Portadown bridge, and Cromwell was as vulnerable to their indoctrination as his troops were. Although, as he later admitted, some of the Drogheda dead were non-combatants, he was not a simple Hibernophobe in thrall to poisonous fantasy. He believed the violence he unleashed made military sense. And he had ample evidence of this. Post-Drogheda, demoralization spread through Ormond’s forces. The garrisons of Dundalk and Trim deserted their posts, while further north Newry and Carlingford were captured without difficulty, as was Belfast. Sir Charles Coote secured Down and Antrim, and with that the north was Cromwell’s.

This military success was achieved at a cost: Drogheda marked the start of the propaganda war against Cromwell in Ireland. No less a figure than Ormond described the sack as ‘making as many several pictures of inhumanity as are contained in the Book of Martyrs or the Relation of Amboyna’. These were emotive comparisons. Foxe’s book detailed the ghastly sufferings of Protestant martyrs at the hands of Catholics. The second work described the horrible treatment of English settlers in the East Indies by the Dutch in 1619. Both pieces were well known in England. Cromwell probably lost little sleep over the rebuke: he always saw himself among the oppressed rather than the oppressors.

Cromwell’s work in Ireland was not yet done, though, and his next major target was Wexford. In October, after a tense, week-long siege during which demands and counter-demands shuttled between Cromwell and the town’s garrison (some pertaining to freedom of religion for the Catholic inhabitants), the Parliamentarians breached Wexford’s walls. As at Drogheda, the fighting was fierce and brutal: Cromwell’s men slaughtered over two thousand of the defenders, both citizens and soldiers, and razed many homes to the ground.

In his account of the sack Cromwell gave no indication that he should have restrained his men. The Wexford dead had paid with their blood for ‘cruelties which they had exercised upon divers poor Protestants!’ He was thinking beyond 1641 this time, as he had apparently ‘been lately acquainted with’ more recent Catholic atrocities. Cromwell does not even seem to regret the depredation of the town’s fabric, which was blinkered, since Wexford was supposed to provide his army’s winter quarters. He saw the destruction wrought by his soldiers as part of a divine plan: God, he believed, had wanted extra retribution meted out by his agents on earth to the people of Wexford, and the destruction of the whole town was just that.

For the rest of his time in Ireland, Cromwell enjoyed a string of easy capitulations as town after town decided to surrender to rather than antagonize the man who had decimated Drogheda and Wexford. By the following May, when he departed, ten months after stepping ashore in Ireland, Cromwell had good reason to feel gratified. True, the country was not quiescent: Confederate and Royalist forces lingered on, especially in the notorious bogs and woods of Ulster, but Ireland was in a more amenable state than when he came. Only mopping up remained, then the next stage of the Irish project could proceed. Henry Ireton took charge, the fighting continued, but within two years the war was over. In the meantime, the Cromwellian Settlement had been established.

The cost of paying for the Irish wars was carefully considered in England. Obviously, since the Irish had started them and they had taken place in Ireland, it was thought only fair that the Irish should foot the bill. For the decade before Cromwell’s Irish campaign, the English Parliament had allotted Irish land to English investors, known tellingly as ‘adventurers’, to raise the capital needed to prosecute the Irish wars. Furthermore, Irish land was used as security on funds, and offered to soldiers instead of pay. Cromwell’s campaign added three million pounds (a colossal figure in the seventeenth century) to the existing debt.  And this increased, as the fighting went on, in the two years after he left.
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