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Patrick’s Journey

Find out about some places that are associated with Saint Patrick by reading the text below.

Pretend you’re a researcher writing a travel guide. Choose one of these places and using the 
internet and books to help with your research see how much information you can find out 
about this place. 

Then design a travel brochure to promote this area. Don’t forget you can download some 
images from our Image Bank library to help with your design for the brochure.
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Slemish
Many people believe that Slemish Mountain in County Antrim is the place where I 
was a slave in Ireland. It’s a beautiful place with fields to the west and bogland to the 
east. Many thousands of years ago, Slemish was actually a volcano – but it is no longer 
‘active’ – what that means is it will never erupt again. A ‘dead’ volcano like this is 
known as an ‘extinct’ volcano.

A lot of pilgrims still come to Slemish on the 17th March. A pilgrimage is a journey to a 
holy place.

Down Cathedral
This beautiful building – and the town itself - has been named after me. 
‘Downpatrick’ comes from the Irish word ‘Dun’ meaning ‘fort’ – ‘the fort of 
Patrick’.

Down Cathedral stands on ‘the ancient hill of Down’ - and it has been a place of 
pilgrimage for over 1500 years. Of course, the cathedral didn’t always look like it 
does nowadays. It used to be a monastery – but over the years it has been attacked 
by raiders including the Vikings, damaged by fires and other disasters, and rebuilt 
again and again.

Croagh Patrick
Croagh Patrick was a place of Celtic pilgrimage before I even came to Ireland.

Nowadays, people come to this mountain to remember me. People used to climb 
Croagh Patrick, sometimes barefoot, on St Patrick’s Day but the weather wasn’t always 
good so the date was changed to the last Sunday in July, which is known as ‘Garland 
Sunday’.

I’m said to have ‘fasted’ (that is, gone without food) here during Lent which is the 
forty days and nights before Easter Sunday. When my fast was nearly over, the air was 
filled with blackbirds so that I couldn’t see the sky. I recited psalms, made the sign of 
the cross and rang my bell. Finally, I threw the bell at them and the blackbirds were 
replaced by choirs of angels who appeared as birds with pure white plumage.

Saul
When I came back to Ireland the second time, my companions and I landed at ‘Inver 
Slain’, the mouth of the River Slaney. There’s a tradition that I knelt down to thank 
God for our safe landing – you can look for a stone there today with two round holes 
where I’m said to have put my knees.

We met a swineherd - and converted his master, Dichu to Christianity. Dichu gave me 
a barn on a nearby hill so that I could hold my first service in Ireland. The Irish word 
for a barn is ‘Sabhall’ and that’s how Saul got its name.

Of course, now there are no traces of my first church, but today, visitors to Saul 
can see a stone-built church and round tower. These were built in 1932 to mark the 
1500th anniversary of my arrival in Ireland.
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Lough Derg
I’m sure you’re wondering why I’ve brought you to this small cave on an island in 
Lough Derg on the Fermanagh / Donegal border! Well, there is a legend that I once 
spent forty days here saying prayers and fasting: that means I didn’t eat or drink 
anything except water. Nowadays, people come to the same place on religious 
pilgrimages.

As many as 26,000 pilgrims visit Lough Derg every summer for three days to fast and 
pray, just like I did. Many of them visit St Patrick’s Cross, an ancient stone column 
which is the oldest relic on the island.

Struell Wells
Isn’t this a beautiful place? Some people believe that I used to come here.

As you can see, parts of the stream run underground – and you can make out five 
stone buildings on the site including a drinking well and an ‘eye well’. It is said that the 
waters in these wells have special healing powers and that the water from the ‘eye well’ 
can cure diseases of the eye. There are also the remains of a ruined church and two 
ancient bath houses; and a stone known as St Patrick’s Chair or St Patrick’s Bed.

The Struell Wells were places of pilgrimage for many centuries. However, the 
pilgrimages gradually died away and now it’s just visitors who come here to enjoy the 
peace of the place.

St Patrick’s Roman Catholic Cathedral
Look at those magnificent twin spires. The Book of Armagh tells the story of how I 
carried a fawn here to look for its mother and that’s why this hill was chosen for the 
cathedral.

It was Archbishop William Crolly who began building this cathedral on my anniversary 
- 17th March 1840. A few years later, Ireland was devastated by the Great Famine and 
building works stopped – but started again soon afterwards. To raise funds, the people 
of Armagh organised a great Bazaar and received many donated items. One of these 
prizes was never claimed and you can still see the grandfather clock standing near the 
front of the cathedral – which opened for worship in 1873.

St Patrick’s Cathedral Church Of Ireland
Ah, the hill of Armagh. This is where I founded my main church. The name Armagh 
comes from Ard Macha or ‘Macha’s Height’ after a legendary Celtic queen.

The hill was originally known as ‘the ridge of the willow tree’ and belonged to a great 
chief called Daire. I asked him for this site so I could build a church – but he offered 
me a different site on the lower ground. Now, there is a myth that shortly afterwards 
Daire and his horse dropped dead. I brought them back to life and Daire gave me the 
piece of land I wanted as a reward… Let’s just say, the hill was now mine.

Armagh became one of the greatest known centres of religion and learning. Students 
came here from all over Europe to study, and even today, Armagh is known as the 
‘City of Saints and Scholars’
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Slieve Patrick
This huge statue was built in my honour on a hilltop near Saul – and it’s become a place 
of pilgrimage on the first Sunday of June each year.

The hill was originally called ‘Slieve William’ – but when the sculpture was revealed, 
it was renamed Slieve Patrick, after me. The statue was built to celebrate the 1500th 
anniversary of my arrival here, and at the same time, Stations of the Cross were put 
up on the hillside: these are places where people think about Jesus as he went to the 
Cross. My statue is built of granite – and you can also see carved bronze images on 
each side of the base: one of them has an interesting scene of me defying the druids.

St Patrick’s Grave, Downpatrick
No-one really knows what year I died or where I’m buried. However, most people 
believe that I died on the 17th March which is celebrated as Saint Patrick’s Day. At 
this place, you can see my name ‘Patric’ carved on a massive slab of granite which was 
placed here in the early 1900s.

There is a legend that after I died, my body was placed on a cart. Two young oxen 
were set free to drag the cart wherever they wanted and they eventually stopped at 
this place.

A Norman Lord, John De Courcy, is said to have placed the bones of my fellow 
Christian saints, Columcille and Brigid, here beside me at Downpatrick. I have heard a 
little rhyme about this:
In Down, three saints one grave do fill, 
Patrick, Brigid and Columcille.


