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What People Are Saying About


Making a Massacre


I am flabbergasted – I didn’t know you had it in you! I’m trying to read through but I can’t contain the laughter. This has to be the best thing I’ve ever read in my life. The great General Bilbo Baggins, the Father Ted references and my favourite: Mrs Cromwell washing the skidmarks out of Ollie’s tighty whiteys. This is a profound and genius work of literary art. The mixture of biographical, historical and comedic content is fantastic and it keeps you gripped and entertained. I’m completely engrossed in it. Your defence of the truth and historical accuracy is heroic and it comes across very genuine in this piece. I’ve never been so excited for a book in my entire life.


The Outlaw MJ Podcast
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Preface


Okay, enough is enough. I have already written four books that (when combined) completely exonerate Oliver Cromwell of massacring civilians on any significant scale in Ireland. (If you don’t already know what he’s accused of, you can’t be Irish, you can’t know anyone Irish, and you’ve probably never heard of Ireland.) According to Nielsen BookData, who know about these things, my books have not sold well in the overall scheme of things. Surprise, surprise. Clearly my conclusions are unpalatable to a typical Irish person when it comes to that bastard Cromwell. Or maybe they’re just bad books.


Today, there are about 80 million people in the Irish diaspora worldwide who claim Irish ancestry. Even if only 70 million of them buy this book this would be deemed somewhat of a success. That villa in the South of France won’t buy itself, you know!


In the publication An Bullán in 2001, Dr Jason McElligott wrote an article entitled ‘Cromwell, Drogheda and the Abuse of Irish History’ where he suggested that my work on Oliver Cromwell, up to that time, was abusing Irish history.


Well, Dr McElligott – you have your feckin’ shite. I will see your opinions and raise you the actual truth of the matter. I would respectfully suggest that I’m not the one who is abusing Irish history. And this here book – as well as all of my other Cromwell books – proves this beyond all reasonable doubt.


Let’s just have another quick example of this mistreatment of these historical events. In 2018 Irish schoolbook publisher CJ Fallon published a schoolbook called History in Focus that was written by Dan Sheedy. The offending words are as follows:


[Cromwell’s] New Model army laid siege to Drogheda in September 1649. Following victory in the siege his forces entered the town and proceeded to massacre 3,500 civilians. Cromwell repeated this act during and after the Siege of Wexford in October that same year when a further 4,000 people were killed.


Christ on a bike! This is just not true. I literally can’t even. And that’s not an opinion – it’s a fact! Don’t you realise that Cromwell in Ireland has often been weaponised in the North of Ireland. Seriously, people?!


The message I have been peddling for years simply isn’t getting through to the mainstream consciousness. Hence I offer to the world the story of my lifelong battle thus far to right a historical wrong and all the little bumps I encountered along the way. There are some who have accused me of committing some sort of treason against my country, Saorstát Eireann. To those lovely people I say – would yis ever grow up, for God sake! Besides, táim effen an-bhródúil as a bheith Gaelach. And while I’m at it – an bfhuil cead agam dul amach le do thoil?


Note to any would-be book reviewers out there: I’ve got a massive chip on my shoulder, I know – okay? My methods are unorthodox, I get that. Tear this book to shreds – I don’t give a shite. But no matter what you do, you will never be able to dismiss my work outright. Facts is facts. And they cannot be argued with. The best have tried and failed. Namely, the famous five: Dr Jason McElligott, Prof. Micheál Ó Siochrú, Prof. Pádraig Lenihan, Prof. John Morrill and Timmy the dog whose attitude always stank. And speaking of Micheál Ó Siochrú, I’ve just decided to call myself Tomás Ó Raghallaigh for this particular publication because I suppose anyone with an Irish name can play at that game. I used to be called Tom Reilly but that was over five minutes ago now.


The humans above mentioned have published ardent (not to mention patronising) rebuttals of my work, examples of which feature very prominently here for all to see. It is these guys who provide me with the motivation to keep this (possibly doomed) crusade of mine going. You’ve only got yourselves to blame, guys. I haven’t gone away, y’know.


Thing is – according to the facts – ye’re all wrong. End of.


Cromwell was no genocidal maniac. This is my gift to the world. Now, get feckin’ over it.









Chapter 1


1960–1993


Wanted – dead or alive


Now, children, if you’re all sitting comfortably, I’ll begin. I suppose the anonymous death threat is a good place to start. I think it was one of the lowest points. Or was it one of the highest? I can never decide. Anyway, I went all Salman Rushdie at the time. It was so odd. I had just turned 60 and I had been banging the ‘Cromwell was really just an adorable misunderstood kitten’ drum for about 20 years. The death threat was handwritten, and it had been dropped into the letterbox of my gaff. Wow. I must have done something really, really bad. I’m just one small step away from a fatwa here. How effen cool is that? Maybe there’s a reward being offered. Imagine – a bounty on my head. Just how big a deal is this exactly?


Now, as it happens, I wasn’t a big fan of death. Okay, it cuts down on expenses. That I get. But I had a plan for my life, and it didn’t include death by death threat. When I die, I want it to be on my 100th birthday on the veranda of my beach house in Mauritius and I want my wife to be so upset that she drops out of university. In truth I was significantly more bemused than I was concerned. Incredibly, after a few taps on his phone, my son Eóin revealed the letter writer’s identity. It took him less than five minutes. Wait, what?!


First question Eóin asked me was if there was anyone I had really, really pissed off.


‘Seriously?!’ I asked. ‘Everybody Irish by now I would have thought.’


While that narrowed it down a bit, it didn’t seem to be quite enough to identify an actual individual. He needed me to be more specific. How about lately? Who had I pissed off lately? Hmm. Now let me think. On Facebook maybe? Yes, of course! It’s what I do: provocation on social media. A quick scan through my recent posts and boom! The language in the death-threat letter was practically the same as a particularly vitriolic comment from a clearly disgruntled Irish nationalist type. You know the sort: right-wing softcore republican, Catholic upbringing, completely unable to pronounce any words of the Irish National Anthem, a sometime pretend member of the RA, says he hates the gays but has a thing for Graham Norton that he doesn’t fully understand. Had to be the same writer. Absolutely no question. The spelling mistakes matched. The contempt for me was the same. Shit, if that post got him mad, wait till he sees the swimsuit version of my book Cromwell: An Honourable Enemy. A Google search proved that our man had been a regular visitor to the local courthouse over the years. He wasn’t quite a complete idiot. Some parts were clearly missing. But we got him. Well, that was easy.


It’s a fair cop


Straight down to the cop station. Last time I was there I ended up in court myself for something I didn’t do – I didn’t run fast enough. See, as a teenager I used to suffer from kleptomania and when it got really bad I had to take something for it. Boys will be boys. But it was really nice to be on the other side of the fence this time – the victim. They take death threats very seriously there. Well, at least that’s what the baffled cop at the desk said – at first.


‘So, why would someone want to kill you?’ he asked.


I found myself shifting from one foot to the other, trying hard to look like a potential murder victim. I really wanted to tell him that I had been heavily involved in the Kinahan/Hutch feud. Instead I found myself telling him that I had written some history books that some people didn’t seem to like.


‘They must be really bad,’ he howled, finally unable to keep it in. In the end he said the guy was known to them and they thanked me for bringing it to their attention. I was just pleased I had provided them with some tea-break banter.


Drawda


Born, bred and buttered in Drogheda, the journey to death-threat status started when I became a young adult around 1992. Drogheda, or Drawda if you’re a local, is located on the east coast of Ireland in the wee county of Louth, where we can thank geography and some sick joke between longitude and latitude for enduring a lifetime of horrendous weather along the River Boyne. Seriously – that east wind impales house pets and farmyard animals on sharp street furniture before it hits unsuspecting pedestrians on their daily constitutional. There are probably some things that you need to know about Drogheda before we move on. Well, there’s one main thing really. It’s the accent. We all know that there isn’t really one Irish accent. Only five minutes down the road from anywhere in Ireland there’s a different Irish accent. People from Dublin sometimes haven’t a clue what other people from Dublin are talking about. A rugger bugger might say ‘Isn’t that roight, Finian?’ Whereas a skanger might say, ‘I will in me hoop, bud.’


However, not only is the Drawda accent unique, but everybody knows that Drawda people have their own language. It’s a sort of incomprehensible sound that comes out of our mouths where we masafangle the English language in wurdz that only we understand. Expert linguists have labelled it the Maas Baa syndrome. Pardon me if I digress from the topic at hand momentarily.


It is a pacific affliction that renders locals incapable of saying the word flirt. And shirt is another tough one. A close relation is a cousint. Ulsters are bad but you can nearly die of ammonia. Hypochondriacts are always in the Lurdz Hostible, abuv in the Expensive Care Unit where they usually geh worser, or if you geh a throat infection you’d have to have your asteroids removed. Worser still, you could develop a brain tuba and have to geh an epidemic needle up your ass and God forbid, you could die and then vigour-mortis would set in.


But you’re probly better off goin’ to a fake healer. Or takin’ Milk of Amnesia.


You can go on holidays to the Sea-shells, get starch naked. Write to the Omnibus Man, play the hobo, buy stuff at a jungle sale, and one of the greatest female jazz singers of all time was Elephants Gerald.


Drawda. Pure and simple.


Early tomfoolery


Sorry I went mad there for a second, as Father Ted would have said. So where was I? Oh yeah, the first 32 years of my life were pretty uneventful. Usual stuff. So lucky to have been born into the Catholic religion, the right religion. And everybody else is going to hell. Yeah, right. Took me a long time to finally exorcise religion from my body. But cast it out I eventually did. It’s much more likely that we are the descendants of ancient bacteria than the children of God. DNA has created us, not the Almighty. How in God’s own earth has religion gained such a foothold on God’s own earth? Anyway, that’s not a topic for here. That would be an ecumenical matter.


So, I had failed history at school back in 1978. Got an F in the Leaving Certificate. If you had told the Christian Brothers on Drogheda’s Beamore Road, back then, that in a few short years I would completely rewrite one of the most controversial periods of Irish history, they would have pissed themselves. I was an errant teenager. I fought bitterly against authority, even if authority was oblivious to my adolescent hostility. But not long after I had kissed goodbye to my twenties, for some strange reason I found myself being drawn towards local history. Don’t ask. I got nothing. No idea why. It’s just one of those weird things that sometimes happen in life. I’m not exactly sure what part of the brain contains the local history cells, but whatever it is they began to animate me. By now I was married with two young kids, one of whom you’ve already met.


I had made little or no impact on my part of the wider world in Drawda and I was sailing along oblivious to most things that were happening elsewhere really. Still am, I suppose. Caught up in large doses of self-absorption, like most young folk. Usual ups and downs. You know how it is. On the bad days some mornings it even wasn’t worth chewing through the leather straps. There were other days when I thought that my sole purpose in life was to be a lesson to others. Then on the good days I soared like a veritable eagle over the rich tapestry of mundane daily activities. And just when I discovered the meaning of life, they changed it.


Up the Mollies!


Because I live near the Mollies, a historically atmospheric part of the town of Drogheda, I became more specifically drawn to what happened there, hundreds of years ago. The crusade had begun. I think it was the blood-and-guts stuff that initially sparked my interest. The Mollies is where the breach was made in the wall when Cromwell came to town. A passionate advocate of all anti-Catholic laws, Cromwell was England’s weapon of ‘mass’ destruction. I think it was the notorious terrorist Bilbo Baggins who once said that he didn’t like battles because they were nasty, disturbing, uncomfortable things that made you late for dinner. Reckon he had a bit of an auld point there. Many of the Irish books I read seemed to reveal that this was a religious war, so basically killing each other over who’s got the better imaginary friend then. I wasn’t convinced that it was all about religion. There were lots of factors involved in this war, I would soon discover.


Many joined up to fight. Join the army, they said. Meet interesting people, they said. And then kill them. WTF? As one of the ballads of the day no doubt said at the time, this war, like the one before it and the one after it, was the war to end all wars. Probably even got to Number 1. Most men were made for war. So, many of them joined up to one side or the other. Of course it was an actual job – that they got real money for. Without it, they wandered about, getting under the feet of the women, who were trying to organise the really important things of life.


Heads literally rolled in this place as the battle for the town raged on 11 September 1649. Arms and legs were sliced open, cold hard metal plunged into torsos, as fathers, sons, uncles and even grandads were ripped to shreds in the appalling testosterone-fuelled orgy of death. Whatever way you look at it, it took some balls for those men to run straight into swords and pikes at a quarter past an idle Tuesday for a noble cause back in the day. Personally, I would never die for my beliefs because I might actually be wrong. It’s no wonder the front line of the infantry was known as the ‘forlorn hope’. Such was the savagery of the times, conscientious objectors were probably torn limb from limb and the remains boiled in their own blood by local rascal children. We really have no conception of what the barbarity of the times was like from this distance of years.


Accidentally becoming a historian


As my new-found thirst for knowledge inadvertently grew, I found myself advertently joining the Old Drogheda Society at the absurdly young age of 32. The majority of other members were at least twice my age. It was then that I began my search for articles and books about Cromwell at Drogheda. Oddly, there were none written by anybody local that I could find. While there were plenty of books on Cromwell himself, and thousands of others on the mid-seventeenth-century wars, I thought local was the way to go to find the perspectives I craved. Anyway, as all of the naffest writers say, it was then that I made the first decision that would change my life for ever – I made the short trip to the Drogheda Corporation offices and asked them if they had any records that dated from 1649, the year of the siege. They had. Mad Ted.


Des Foley, the Drogheda Town Clerk at the time, very kindly gave me access to the strong room in his office. After a few minutes of small talk that neither of us really wanted to pursue, he left me alone with an ancient book. It was entitled The Council Book of the Corporation of Drogheda. More significantly, it dated from 1649, the very year I hoped would be included. What a happy coincidence! A complete novice at understanding the context of historical documents, it was some time before I realised that it wasn’t a coincidence at all. The previous records had been either lost or destroyed in the storming of the town that year. Well, duh.


The book itself was absolutely mesmerising to me: the earthy fragrance of the musty cover, the woody scent of the thick vellum pages, the eloquence of the stunning ink handwriting all immediately transported me right back to the time when it was written. This was the actual book that the town recorder wrote the town’s activities into in the days following Cromwell’s siege of Drogheda! I could imagine the stuffy old town official sitting somewhere in a building close by that is now long gone in a medieval townscape, the aesthetics of which I could barely grasp with my modern eyes. The feckin’ recorder probably even met Cromwell. The feeling that I experienced of actually touching the history in this book was completely absorbing. It was like nothing I had ever felt before. Somehow, it was like all of the intervening centuries had not happened at all. I had gone straight back to the time itself. I was in. It was quite a profound moment.


So, I got down to work. I had been taught at school that the vast majority of the citizens of the town were slaughtered by Cromwell. Three thousand people in all. It was a thing. Part of your DNA, if you’re from Drogheda. You hate that murdering English bastard because he came over here and killed all of Drogheda’s citizens. My ancestors. Well, on a wider scale of course everybody Irish hates him, I suppose, but since Drogheda was the biggest stain on his career, we have a special dose of animosity in our hearts for the fecker. And I felt it to my bones. This inherent bitterness towards him among Droghedeans has fermented over the centuries. And as a chisler growing up around here, I drank bottles of the stuff.


Out of Ireland have we come. Great hatred, little room, Maimed us at the start. I carry from my mother’s womb A fanatic heart. W.B. Yeats


To somebody from Drogheda, saying the word Cromwell is the same as saying the word Hitler to a Jew, Pol Pot to a Cambodian, Alex Ferguson to a Liverpool fan. The same images of malevolence are conjured up. It’s inevitable. There’s really nothing you can do about it. We don’t fight it. We embrace it. We are inspired by it. And we hate the English because of it. Of all the 800 years of oppression, 1649 was definitely one of the worst. So, here was an actual contemporary record. In my very own hands. I couldn’t wait to read all about the details of the siege from actual eyewitnesses and to see what the townspeople thought of Cromwell.


Then came the first surprise – there wasn’t even a mention of the siege in the Corporation records. The entire population wiped out? And nothing? Are you for serious? The biggest event that had ever happened to the town and those that lived here at that time seem to have completely missed it. What?! Holy mother of divine… Well, except to say that the September Corporation meeting was postponed because of the ‘then troubles’. What on earth was going on? I was stunned! Even more strangely, there were hundreds of names of local people documented who simply went about their daily business in the days, weeks and months after the siege. Now, hang on a second. Should all these people not be dead? Their shredded flesh and smashed bones scattered to the four corners of the town? Am I missing something?


Apart from bad essays at school, I had never really written anything before. I definitely wasn’t one of those literary types who wanted to write the great Irish novel. I didn’t even want to read the great Irish novel. But c’mon. This was crying out to be written. Locally, no local had ever written in a local way about the local historical event of the millennium to have happened locally. But I’m a local. So why not me? I figured I could throw a few words on a page that might, at a stretch, seem coherent. Okay, this was history. What the feck did I know about history?! When I did the Leaving Cert, I had no idea what the difference was between the Black ’n Tans and the Fenians. They were all just noises that came out of my history teacher John Garvey’s mouth. Most of his words got in the way of my teenage carnal musings during history class; not mentioning any names, Gillian Murphy, Deirdre Kelly and Margaret Sharkey. Pearl Harbor? Who is she? Did Magna Carta die in vain? They all laughed at Joan of Arc, but she went right ahead and built it. See – not a clue. And yet as the newest member of the ODS I had the temerity to ask the then chairman Seán Collins if I should write an article on Cromwell at Drogheda. He told me to go for it. Although I wasn’t convinced that he was convinced.


A reading from the first book of Reilly


In September 1993 my first book Cromwell at Drogheda was printed. Not published. Printed. The article I had started soon grew into a book. Being a director of printing company Broin Print Ltd at that time came in particularly handy. Without exerting too much pressure on my minions, I had 1,000 copies printed and effectively it only cost the company the price of the paper, printing plates and ink. I knew nothing about the publishing world, but I had worked in the printing industry since I was a teenager. It was a typically basic self-published book that just outlined the facts really. It wasn’t in the least bit controversial. Seán suggested that I donate the proceeds to the society, which I was happy to do. This was mainly because they could sell them, and I didn’t have to. And since it had cost me nothing, what did I have to lose?


It wasn’t controversial of course because I had absolutely no notions about myself whatsoever at that time. The notions – about challenging the verdict of history – would come later. Sure, in this research I discovered things that seemed to contradict what I was taught at school – but who the feck was I to question the world? Nobody, that’s who. Generations of academics had studied this period and the conclusion was resounding: Cromwell was a murdering git, and don’t anyone ever question it. Besides, my research mainly consisted of attending the local library and cobbling together a chronological sequence of events related to the storming of the town, highlighting all things local along the way. The boffins beyant in Oxbridge were unlikely to be quaking in their boots any time soon.


The best thing about that first book was the book launch. I loved it. Such a buzz. Here I was, like a bride on her wedding day, a famous footballer in a pub, an altar boy at a priests’ convention – the complete centre of attention. Everybody wanted a piece of me. Signing books became a thing. Wow! People were actually queueing up for my autograph. What gives. Then in the coming weeks and months the book went on to have a life of its own. I’d meet people in the street and, as an author now, I would purposely assume an erudite air. I didn’t realise I was just being a dick and I was perfectly happy talking down to non-author types who, in my eyes, seemed to respect my new-found sophistication. Come and appreciate me now, people, and avoid the rush. This book thing. How buzzy was this? I was hooked. People used to come up to me and say, ‘Tom, do people really come up to you?’ I got to the stage where when I used to bore people I could tell that they thought it was their fault.


Widening my horizons


The wider subject of Cromwell in Ireland completely began to fascinate me. I couldn’t get enough of it. On a family trip to Galway, in the famous Kenny’s Bookshop, I discovered a first edition of Father Denis Murphy’s Cromwell in Ireland that was published in the nineteenth century. The bould Murph excoriated Cromwell from a height. Civilians had been massacred by the bucketload wherever Cromwell went in Ireland. He nailed Irish babies to church doors while he was waiting for his eggs to boil for his breakfast. But after what I was starting to find out about Drogheda and Cromwell, the cynic in me wasn’t quite convinced that every word the good priest wrote was necessarily true.


I learned that, after Drogheda, Wexford was also badly hit by those bastard roundheads. I remember thinking: imagine if I researched Wexford and I discovered that loads of civilians were still alive after Cromwell’s visit there too? How come nobody is seeing this? Immersing myself in the topic, I started to pick up Cromwelly books everywhere. It was only when I picked up Wilbur Cortez Abbott’s The Writings and Speeches of Oliver Cromwell that I found a nugget of primary source evidence that completely intrigued me. Following the horrific massacres of Drogheda and Wexford, Ollie wrote the following words: ‘Good now, your words are massacre, destroy and banish. Give us an instance since my coming into Ireland of one man, not in arms, massacred, destroyed or banished.’ WTAF? Not only was this guy a murdering bastard but he was also a lying git! How could he possibly say that? After Drogheda and Wexford?


I never really planned a research strategy. It was more a case of just keep reading about the subject. I never wrote any notes or anything. As it seeped slowly into my psyche, I gradually felt compelled to travel to the places that were associated with Ollie. In Ireland, these places were primarily Wexford and Clonmel. I threw Kilkenny in for good measure. But what held the most fascination for me were the places in England where he himself lived and frequented. They were: Huntingdon, where he was born and lived during his early years; Cambridge, where he went to college; St Ives, where he rented a property during a particularly challenging time in his life; and Ely, in a house he inherited and where he lived when he came to prominence in the English Civil Wars.


Cromwell the utter, utter bastard. Case closed


I also discovered that four years after he battered the shite out of Ireland, Ollie actually became the Lord Protector of England, Scotland and Ireland. So, this guy was an unqualified tyrant and it seems nothing was going to stand in his way to get to the very top as a power-hungry monster. It’s no wonder that everybody hates him. Even the English, according to reports I had read, since they dug up his body after his death and hung it on the gallows at Tyburn before drawing and quartering it for the baying crowd. Okay, there may be small anomalies in the records that as yet made no real sense to me. But clearly Cromwell was a Catholic-hating, -butchering military dictator who slaughtered thousands of ordinary Irish people on his uncompromising crusade to ultimate power. Brace yourself for more cheese – I wasn’t to know it at the time, but I couldn’t have been more wrong. About everything. End chapter.









Chapter 2


1993–1999


Ollie! Ollie! Ollie! Oi! Oi! Oi!


Standing in the kitchen of Oliver Cromwell’s actual house in Ely completely blew my mind. It was three years since the book came out and I was just digging deeper into this subject with every passing month. Not only does his house still exist today, but it’s actually a tourist attraction nowadays. And it’s called Oliver Cromwell’s House. Go figure. Here I was looking at the very sink in which old Mrs Cromwell probably washed the skidmarks off her husband’s ye olde tightie whities. I stood in front of the same hearth where the man himself must have stood warming his arse before embarking on a hard day’s work of raping, pillaging and slaughtering. It was quite a moving experience. I had been to Wexford and Clonmel by this time and I had gotten a full understanding of all his dastardly deeds there. But I needed to make the trip to Cambridgeshire – Cromwell country – to fully understand the man. Now here I was. Immersing myself in terribly English versions of Cromwell for the very first time.


While he was born in Huntingdon, nearby Ely was the highlight for me because of this house. It lies just yards from the gargantuan edifice of Ely Cathedral. Every room I went into were rooms in which the old warty git himself had a myriad of experiences and feelings. Both the geography and topography of the house were exactly as he would have experienced it. These were the banisters that he would have slid down after a few bevvies. This was the oak-panelled closet where he must have spanked the bejaysus out of the Cromwellian monkey when he was stressed. It was through this back door that he would have bolted to get to the outside loo when he got the skitters after a night on the lash. In this very bedroom his two daughters Mary and Frances were conceived. Trying to imagine the actual positions of conception was probably a step too far, but I went there anyway. Word to the wise – Oliver Cromwell having sex is not really a place you want to go to.
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