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The house in Askeaton Castle wherse the
Pllgrim first lived —
the old Hall-Fire Club.

MYSTERIOUS
PILGRIM OF
ATON

THIS is a story of young love, of a clandestine marriage, of a jealous
father. It is the tale which involves an Italian and a Spaniard, and a mor-
bid blood-hunt across a Continent. And of murder - of cruel, bloody mur-

der.

Let us begin the story whaere it snded. in Asksaton Abbey - that splendid limestone
sfructura, latsly restored by the Board of Works. Among the repairs which the Board
had to do was to insert two new stone pillars in the clolster surrounds. The previous

pillars had besen taken sway quite delibsrotaly.

The pillars had besn taken in the year 1784 under most unusual circumstances.

“FizGerald, in his history of Limerick refers to that

o frcddont by onoting that “the crew of 8 French ship,

< withch Yay Bt anchor in the Shannon, having visited the

i Abbay, contrived o loozen ond take awsy tha piilar
stones of two of the cloisters as modeils of beautiful
architecturs’.

FitzGerald was partly right. But i ha had bothered
to ask ene man who lived nearby, oh what a story he
would hawve had,

It wae not untll 1853 that the full story unfoldod.
And yet, the story had been thore all the time; for
anyone 1o see. A story which puts Romeo and Juliet
to shame for its pathos and depth.

PHIL

The man who had the story was Phil Rourke
of Borrigone, outside Askeaton. He was already
ninety whaen he was Interviewed in the sarly
part of the last century. An uncle of his had died
aged 107, possassing a clear recollsction of the
Sisge of Limerick to his last braath.

Phil Rourks had been FParish Clerk eand
Schoolmaster in Askeaton until he bacame too feable
to work further. Ho was, through the 17005, one of
the most literate mon in the srs. He was possoasad
of a haalthy cyriosity.

it ig hardly surprising. then, that Phil Rourke took
special notice of the stranger who was put ashora by
a foreign ship in the year 1767. The stranger was
secrative, wealthy, and inquisitive, He had a flay of
sorts fashipned for himsel in the old housa in
Askearon Castie - the housa whaere the Hell Fire Chub
had ance practised,

But after & month, the stranger was gone. Wiho he
was, whare he had come from, of whers he went,
nobody kmw. As months passed, tha town lost in-
terest in him and bussed itself with other things.

Twelve months later, in 8 fierce storm, as rain
lashed the Estuary, Phil Rourke was swoken by fren-
zied banging at the door of his lttle cabin, the school-
house noa the chapel. In the light of 8 thunderbodt, he
saw before him the face of tha stranger, And what a
facel How it had chenged! His hair had gone grey,
and was maited around his shoulders. His board was
unkempt. And his features were grey and sickly. Phil
Routke did not know whether |t was the body or the
spirit of the stranger which stood at his doorway in
the raging storm, The stranger collapsed in the door,
gnd shept like the dead from exhaustion.

GOLD °

in the morning, a little refrashaed, the stranger
insizted that Phil Rourkos take from him his purss
of gold, and to use to buy whatever nocessarias
might be nasdad during the faw yaars of life the
stranger had laft. He was, he sald, determined to
own nothing of his own, and to devote himsalf
1o matters of his soul.

For the next sixtesn yaars, the stranger novar left
tha ancient abbey, Excepl, that is, for once each year
whan, unannouneed, he would depart for a8 manth af-
tor Christmas. Where he want., gven Phil did not
know. And on his return, the stranger would- ovade
Phil's guostions, He would muttar in a foreign tongue
whenewver Phil would raise tha subject.

But wavellers tokd Phil that they had seen tha
stranger praying by an old church in enother part of
the coumiry,

For this, Phil dubbed him “The Pilgrim’.

For alxteon years, Phil fed the Pilgrim a diel of
bread and watar - all he would allow himsall to aat.
And yet, the Pilgrim Insisted that his money be usad
1o supply 8kl of Phil's own wanls.

“January of 1784 came. It was the time for the
stranger 10 go on his pilgrimage. But this time, his
health failed him. Phil would resd prayers to him in
the evening tima for comfort, as the Pilgrim had
rofused 1o call m priest.

Then one evaning, as Phil was reading, the pilgrm
reached into his cloak and produced o pocket-book,
which he handed to Phil. He told Phil 1o keop it until
its owner comes for iL as i is unlikely that he should
lva that long. He had written (o 18 ownar, but he-
faared ha would not come in time. Then he asked to
S8 3 priest.

DEATH

Whan Phil returned with the priest, he did not
find tha pllgdm in his cell. Inetesd, he dis-
coversd him, face down in the roofless chapel of
the old abbey. And within momants, tha pligrim
was dead. And In that spot wharse hia bady par-
tad from his soul, they bured him.

A wtone slab was placed sbove him which
raad
BENEATH LIES THE PILGRIM'S BODY, WHO

DIED
JANUARY 17, 1784,

And there our story could and. It is strange enough
B8 it stands. But further mystary was to be added =
spme six months later.

VISIT

It was a clesr mooniit night, a balmy Summer
night. Phii Rourke was ssated cutslde hls cot-
taga looking out over the conflusnce of tha Deal
and the Shannon. Suddenty, he saw 8 boat, full
of heavily-armad soldiers, rowing thelr way
toward him. Tha men got out. Threa of them
came stralght toward him, while tha othsrs
headed directly for the abbay.

Phil fled Indoors and doused the light, hoping thi
he had not been soen. Bul, seconds later, a haavy
knock came fo the dood. In terrar, Phil answered the
command, and flung 1he door wide. Whst confronted
him nearly cost him his sensas.

In tha full light of the moon steod the living image
of the pligrim - curled halr snd beard, dark features,
haughty lock, desp eyos. And yat, this imﬂﬂrwn a
young man, wheress the pilgrim had been quite old,

lnstantly, PhHl know what to do. He produced the
note-book and hanched It to the stranger, saying that
he whom he sought had left it for him. Whan the
stranger realised that the old pilgrim was dead. he
hastaned with Phil o the abbay, The soldssrs &1 once
stopped the gambling and smoking. which they had
commaencad and watchad respectively as Phil and the
strangor proyed at the grave of the pilgrim.

Tha stranger quickly broke off his prayers, @il
begunh to read the papers with the aid of a lamp. One
of the inclusions was 8 rough sketch of the cloister of
the abbay. The strengar groaned ‘my mothar’, and at
once ordered his men to dig in certain plpces. Two of
tha cloister pillars wem pulled down to facilitate the
WO

JEWELS

Their labour was not n valn. And within & few
minutes, theyhad unsarthed s box. An old cank.
It was full of jawals and colns which glistened in
the moonlight. The stranger gianced at it, but or-
darad tha work to continua.

At length, one of the soidiers who had baen
loosening & pillar, found at its base a small box, ks 2
hanttsome owval gnufi-box, The stranger grabbed it and
opensd it. It containad & little picture and @ bisck ring.

immadiataly, the stranger ordered them o coaso,
and they gathered up the box and, astonishingly, the
pillars, and took tham back to their boat, and away.

And there, too, our mystery could end The people
ol Askeatton were outraged the following morning 1o
see what had been oone 10 theds alibdy, il douri g
judged it prudent -to ssy nuihing. in particulor, he
deemed it prudent not to tell anyone that the lsader of
the raiding pary hed dropped the pocket book and
sketches, and that ha, Phil, had picked them up and
now had them in his cabin,

And so it wes decades later, in Phil Rourke's
ninaty-first year, that the papers were discovered to
be in Spanish, and wera first transisted. And this is
the incredible story which thiy 1ol

: - SPAIN

In tha mid ssventeen hundreds, one of ths
richast and most noble man in Barcelona weas
ona Don Martinez de Mendoza. He owned a
huge flest of marchant ships which plied the
routes 1o Ametica. He had one child, a daughter,
whose nama was Boeatriz. Beatriz, it was sald,
was among tha most beautiful young ladies in
8 T

I::.ms tha tradition then, her father tried 0
arrange matches for her with the other rich_fien of
the ares. Fat man, old men, ugly men - they were all
suggested by Don Martinez as sultable husbands for
his daughter. But the hesrt of Bestriz piready lay
alsawhare.

The fair Beatriz was in love with a young Italian, a
beilliant sailor. captain of her father’s largest ship. The
young man was from Genos, and wes complotely
fascinated by Beatriz as sho was with him.

Whan the young captain visited the Mendoza villa,
ha and Baatrz made the mast of whst (dw mamonts
that could snatch together. Thoy resolved 1o manny,
but sach knew that Don Martines would fevies e

Evontually. with the help of her uncle and har lady-
in-walting, Beatriz socrotly married hor sablgr lovar
But stil, Don Martinez was not told. So proud was he,
that, in fact, he had suspected nothing, and had seen
the attention which his captain hed paid to i:-.lt.
daughtor a3 nothing more than the proper couresias
of an amployea 1o 8 member of 8 merchant family.

Baatriz hoped that the day would not be too far off
when she could tell her father the truth

Shonly after the wedding. the young Eunn?:iu
sailor led his employer's flesl away on a long rading
mission. While he was away. Don Martinez pastered
his daughtar about marrying one of other of the local
noblas. She was munning oul of exousas.

CHILD

The return of har husband, howavar, ossod
hor mind, and they spent that winter in anatched
moments of bliss. Whan Spring arrived,
howwaver, the sailor had to go to the Wast Indiss
again. The torment in Boatriz' heortt was -
manas - particularly as she wbs now pregiiant.
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