
By Sr. Kristen Gardner, SHM

Sister Clare Crockett

A Brief Biography



© EUK Mamie Foundation

Barrio S. Julián 30

39479 Zurita, Cantabria, Spain

info@eukmamie.org

sisterclare@homeofthemother.org 

All rights reserved. 
   ISBN: 978-84-09-39687-0 
  

First Edition: March 2022

© No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, 
or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, 
recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without 
the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case 
of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other 
non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission 
requests, write to the publisher, at the address above.



Table of conTenTs

1
2
3
4
5
6
7
8
9

10

11
12
13

14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23

........................................................ 13Drama Queen

a reD Carpet rolls out from Derry

GoD Breaks In

...................... 21

....................................................... 29
fIrst enCounter wIth ChrIst alone ....................... 33

Clare’s ComeBaCk .................................................. 41

her mIsery, hIs merCy ........................................... 47
Don’t look BaCk.................................................... 55

a Generous BeGInnInG ......................................... 63
whIte arounD the Corner ................................... 71

79
sr. Clare marIa of the trInIty anD

of the heart of mary ...........................................     

an Instrument In hIs hanDs .................................. 87
ConQuest of the youth for ChrIst......................... 95

“I wIll Carry you”............................................... 101

Betrothal wIth ChrIst alone............................... 107

a Blank CheCk for GoD ....................................... 117

our laDy amonG us ............................................ 125
IrelanD, holy lanD, mIssIon lanDs ..................... 131

Intense apostolate In GuayaQuIl ......................... 137
sInG as you Carry your Cross ............................. 147
anythInG anD everythInG for mary .................... 157

heaven Is near ..................................................... 169

last months of apostolate for the lorD .......... 177

alone wIth ChrIst alone at last......................... 187

.............................................................................. 9prefaCe

.......................................................................... 7foreworD

epIloGue .......................................................................... 203





Foreword1 

Sr. Clare and I traveled together on the last plane trip she made. 
I was leaving Guayaquil and she was leaving Quito. I was alive in 
the flesh; she was not. I was relatively comfortable in a plane seat in 
economy class; she was in a wooden box sealed within another wooden 
box. We both had the same destination: the airport in Barajas, Madrid.

A few hours before leaving Guayaquil, the Sisters from Spain had 
informed us that Sr. Clare’s remains would be sent on our very same 
flight and would be placed in the airport warehouses in Madrid on the 
way to her homeland: first Dublin and then Derry. The Sisters asked me 
if I wanted to celebrate Mass there in the warehouse along with some of 
our priests, the Servant Priests of the Home of the Mother, and some of 
the Sisters. The airport chaplain arranged everything. There, worn out 
by the trip, we celebrated Mass for the eternal rest of our Sister’s soul 
before her coffin, upon which we had placed three red roses.

Not long after, a few Sisters and I went to visit her mother, 
Margaret, and her two sisters. Now, the scenery was a small house. 
After greeting her mother, who received us with a sad smile, I asked if I 
could see Sr. Clare’s room. A steep, narrow staircase led us right to her 
bedroom door after a small landing. Her room was very small, under 
six square meters, with a window, a bed, and a wardrobe.  On a hanger, 
I recognized the red leather jacket she liked so much. Margaret took it 
out, showed it to me, and put it back in the wardrobe. I walked carefully 
down the stairs, feeling as if I had visited a spiritual battlefield.

Certainly, in that same room, intense battles had taken place in her 
soul against the world, which tried to fascinate and seduce her; against 
the devil, who wanted to fill her with fear; and against her own flesh, 

1 We publish here the original foreword from the first biography about Sr. Clare, 
“Sr. Clare Crockett: Alone with Christ Alone.”



which saw the call of God to leave everything behind as too demanding 
for her poor weakness. These are the same struggles we all have…

I have visited her tomb several times. Graves are sad places, I 
think, where one is filled with pleasant memories of times spent with 
a loved one, and where moments of betrayal and difficulty are easily 
forgotten, although I am not certain of what I am saying. For me, the 
visits to Sr. Clare’s tomb have been grace-filled moments, bringing 
back so many memories of her life—a life of which I have been a 
qualified spectator. The experience she had of God was an authentic 
experience because it was congruent with the truth that God has 
revealed concerning Himself, mankind, and the world. 

I cannot help but recognize she was a twin soul of St. Clare of 
Assisi, whose name she bore with grace. At the end of her life, St. 
Clare said, “Oh God, blessed be You for having created me.” Sr. Clare 
probably did not have any time to say a last word for posterity, and if 
she said something, nobody heard her when the earthquake hit the 
Sisters’ house in Playa Prieta on April 16, 2016, at 6:50 PM. But not 
long before, the Sisters were talking about death and the fact that 
God could call them in that very instant. Sr. Clare said that she was 
ready for the moment when God would say to her as in the Song 
of Solomon, “Come, my spouse, my dove.” She was not afraid. This 
was very characteristic of her and is what defined her soul. She was 
a courageous and determined woman, very persistent in what she 
undertook when love was what motivated her. And her soul was full 
of this love. With St. Clare, her namesake, she could say to herself, “Go 
forth in peace, for you have followed the good road. Go forth without 
fear, for He who created you has made you holy, has always protected 
you, and loves you as a mother.”

Read this book, and without a doubt you will smile, at times 
laugh, and at times cry. It will always, always, raise your soul to the 
place where we trust that she is now, along with the five girls who 
died with her: Heaven.

Fr. Rafael Alonso Reymundo, 

Founder of the Home of the Mother

August 11, 2020 - Feast of St. Clare of Assisi
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preFace

Two years before Sr. Clare’s death, the Servant Sisters of the Home 
of the Mother were preparing a book with the vocation stories of about 
a dozen Sisters. Sr. Clare was asked to write her story and chose to 
introduce herself with a funny narrative. How better to begin this book 
than with that very story?

When I was 16, a famous hypnotist came to my city. I had seen him 

on other occasions in past years and I really enjoyed his show. I wanted 

him to hypnotize me too. Before the show started, the hypnotist told us 

that only certain people with a certain mental state could be hypnotized. 

Then, he told the audience—there were about 800 people—to do a simple 

hand exercise, and at the end of this exercise, those with their hands 

interlocked could go up on stage, because they were the ones who could 

be hypnotized. I was with a group of friends in one of the first rows of 

the theater. None of their hands had remained interlocked. Mine had not 

either, but I pretended as if they were stuck together. All of my friends 

started shouting, “Go up on stage, Clare! He’s going to hypnotize you!” 

I went up along with about 30 other people. We got in a row facing the 

public. The hypnotist came up to each one of us and touched our foreheads 

with the palm of his hand, saying in a deep voice, “Relax!” I saw how 

some of them fell into the chair that had been placed behind them, in 

anticipation of this reaction. The hypnotist sent those who didn’t fall back 

to their places, while the audience gave them a compassionate applause, 

seeing how they would not be hypnotized. Then it was my turn. He did 

exactly the same thing to me and I “ fell” into the chair behind me. “I’m 

completely conscious,” I thought. “I don’t feel hypnotized.” And the truth 

was, I was not hypnotized. On the count of three, the hypnotizer told us 

to open our eyes but that we would still be under the effect of I do not 

remember what thing. With his back turned to the audience, he winked at 

us saying, “So, you know what you have to do.” None of us there on stage 

had been hypnotized. Either they were all actors, or they were people like 

myself, willing to play along with the show of this “legendary hypnotist.”
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The audience was completely convinced that we had been hypnotized—

just as I had been convinced, when I had been in the audience on previous 

occasions. The show reached its climax when “Mr. Relax” told us that he 

was going to give a gift to each one of us who had been hypnotized. Our 

gift was a “leprechaun” that only we could “see and touch.” Nobody else 

could. This leprechaun would be with us until noon the next day. When 

I came off stage, everybody started coming up to me to ask me questions 

about the leprechaun. “What is he wearing?” “Does he have a beard?” 

“What’s his name?” “Is he looking at me?” Everybody believed me. I 

went home with my leprechaun “Dominic” and I took him to high school 

with me, too. Even the strictest and toughest of my teachers ended up 

buying the story. 

A few years later, I was home with my family and a few friends of 

mine. We were all there together in the kitchen, like good Irish people, 

drinking our cup of tea and having one of those typical conversations 

that starts with the question: “Remember when…?” and is followed by 

a roar of laughter and knee-slapping. Seeing as we were all in such 

a good mood, I piped in saying, “Remember when I pretended to be 

hypnotized and have a leprechaun?” Everyone stared at me and there 

was complete silence. “Remember?” I repeated with a nervous laugh. 

“No, no,” they responded, “you really did have a leprechaun, but since 

you were hypnotized you don’t remember anymore… But, you did. You 

had him in the palm of your hand.” Everyone started talking at once, 

trying to convince me that it had really happened.  

I tell this story because when I  realized that God was calling me 

to the religious life, nobody could believe that God would call a girl 

like me. For many, it was impossible that I could have a vocation. 

Yet, somehow they could believe I had a leprechaun. Chesterton once 

said, “When men choose not to believe in God, they then become 

capable of believing in anything.” What an amazing quote! And what 

a sad truth! God can call whomever He wants, whenever He wants, 

wherever He wants… Why? Because He is God. Our Founder wrote a 

poem entitled, “Why me?” that says, “I will no longer ask ‘Why me?’  

I will simply recognize Your freedom and give You thanks unceasingly.”

The truth is that I never thought of becoming a nun. I thought of 

becoming a hundred other things...but never a nun!
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“Nobody could believe that God would call a girl like me.” And 
yet, God, in His sovereign freedom, did call her. Moved by His grace, 
she responded wholeheartedly and gave her life without reserve. She 
left behind her dreams for fame and consecrated herself totally to the 
Lord as a Servant Sister of the Home of the Mother. This is the story 
that will be told in this book. 

The first biography about Sr. Clare, entitled “Sr. Clare Crockett: 
Alone with Christ Alone,” was published four years after her death. 
Although it is a very thorough biography, it has the great disadvantage 
of being lengthy: over 400 pages. We have thus decided to release 
this reduced version to permit those who would like a first glance at 
Sr. Clare’s life to do so without being frightened by the weight and 
width of the book. This biography is half the size, and nevertheless it 
conserves all that is most essential. I hope you enjoy getting to know 
Sr. Clare and her great sense of humor, while in the process receiving 
encouragement to follow her generous example: giving all to the Lord 
without keeping anything back.

Sr. Kristen Gardner, SHM

August 15, 2021
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Drama Queen
ChAptEr 1 

Clare Theresa Crockett was born on November 14, 1982, in 
Derry, Northern Ireland, to Gerard Crockett and Margaret Doyle. 
She was the first grandchild on her mother’s side. As soon as she got 
out of the hospital, her mother came and placed the newborn Clare in 
her grandfather’s arms. He then exclaimed, “This child is gifted!” And 
gifted she was. Drama seemed to flow in her blood “from the day and 
hour she was born,” as her mother Margaret said.  

Clare spent the first years of her life at her maternal grandparents’ 
house, surrounded by all of her mother’s siblings who were attentive 
to her every whim.  However, she was providentially removed from 
the center of attention shortly after she turned two, thanks to the 
arrival of a baby sister: Shauna. The Lord blessed Margaret and Gerald 
again three years later with another daughter, Megan. All three sisters 
would come to be very close. 

Clare was bubbly and full of life throughout her childhood. 
Neighbors to the family home remember her with a smile on her face. 
Incredibly extroverted and quick-witted, she was a natural leader. 
Her vivid imagination and unceasing creativity made her a great 
coordinator of games and activities in the neighborhood. She kept 
everyone laughing with her sense of humor and natural inclination to 
drama, even in the most ordinary situations of everyday life.  

Little Clare, however, also had many defects in her character. Her 
childish pride and vanity often led her to tell lies and have fits of anger.  
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She took advantage of any opportunity to attract all the attention to 
herself. She also pretended she was a perfect daughter while getting 
out of every correction she possibly could, and she had no qualms 
about blaming others for mistakes she herself had made. She was 
overly competitive and could not stand to lose. Perhaps we can see 
in all of this a budding desire for greatness, a desire that God would 
purify and transform.

She and her sisters would have a grand time amongst themselves 
and with their cousins and friends. They had all types of outside 
pastimes, such as jumping rope, swaying on makeshift swings hung 
from lampposts, and much more! 

When she and her sisters played inside, their imagination—and 
childish vanity!—ran wild: “I remember that when I was little my 
sisters and I loved to dress up in clothes that my mother didn’t wear 
anymore. I especially loved to put on a pair of green high-heeled shoes 
that my mother had hidden in the back of the wardrobe. We would 
also put on some bright red lipstick and with the same lipstick we 
would make two red circles on our cheeks. We thought that we were 
absolutely beautiful. We would go play in our back garden pretending 
to be famous actresses.”1 

Margaret would not tolerate bad behavior in her presence from 
any of her daughters. However, she never suspected all the ways that 
Clare had of getting out of things and making her sisters do all the 
work. Clare had her mother wrapped around her finger. She would 
be mischievous behind closed doors, but if Margaret ever peeped in, 
Clare was immediately up and working, as if she had been behaving 
the whole time. She almost never got punished at home and was 
definitely not considered as rebellious. Her father also remembers 
her as being very obedient and never giving them any problems. She 
managed to appear one way before her parents, while acting a totally 
different way with her sisters or friends.

One of Clare’s favorite pastimes was jumping on the bed: “We 
spent hours pretending that we were Olympic champions, going 
from one side of the bed to another…”2 The best bed for jumping was 

1 Sr. Clare Crockett, “When I was Wee,” hM Zoom+, n. 44.
2 Sr. Clare Crockett, “When I Was Wee: Olympic Champions”, hM Zoom+, no. 92.
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obviously their parents’ bed. Clare once accidentally knocked a photo 
frame off the nightstand, shattering it into a hundred tiny pieces. She 
writes, “My sisters hadn’t seen what happened, so I took advantage of 
the occasion to blame the accident on my little sister. I made up a story 
saying that she had jumped too hard and made the bed bump into the 
table, causing the frame to fall to the floor.”3 When her mother came in, 
Megan was crying and Clare had already convinced Shauna that it was 
all Megan’s fault! Margaret believed the story and punished Megan, 
who did not even attempt to explain what had actually happened. 

Clare did not always manage to get out of trouble, however. On 
another occasion, the three girls were playing upstairs on their bunk 
beds. Clare placed a ladder over the window and Megan—who was 
just 4 or 5 at the time—climbed up the ladder, slipped, and fell out 
the window! Miraculously she landed on a plum pot and had not one 
broken bone or mark on her body. The family was convinced Our 
Lord had sent an angel to save her. On this occasion, however, Clare 
was definitely in big trouble.

Despite these and other mishaps, Megan and Clare were very 
close. Megan was very shy and quiet. She did not open her mouth to 
speak until she was around five, perhaps partly because Clare always 
spoke for her. Margaret would ask, “Are you hungry, Megan?” and 
Clare would answer, “Yes, our Megan would love some biscuits!”  

On Saturdays the girls had to help with chores. Diligence was 
not precisely the virtue Clare most stood out in at the time. Here is a 
description, written by Sr. Clare herself, of how they would proceed:

“When I was little—and even not so little—my mother often reminded 

my sisters and me that she was not our slave. We each had a chore and 

it had to be done well. There were times when my parents had to go 

and do something and they would leave a big piece of paper stuck to the 

refrigerator with a magnet. On the paper there would be a list of things 

that had to be done in the house before they came back. My sisters and I 

strongly disliked those pieces of paper! If the house wasn’t cleaned by the 

time they came back, we were not allowed to go out to play that day. We 

had two ways of proceeding when we started ‘operation clean house’: 

3 Ibid.
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1) Make as little effort as possible when we cleaned.

2) Get the job done as fast as we could.

Instead of bringing in the dry washing from the clothesline outside, 

we would say it was still damp when we touched it. We dusted around 

the objects on the shelves and turned a blind eye to the dust under the 

objects. The dirt on the kitchen floor was swept under the refrigerator; 

any odds and ends that we found were forcefully stuffed behind the side 

of a sofa cushion.”4

Her parents remember that she got good marks at school and was 
always at the top of the class. She went to elementary school at Nazareth 
House School, run by the Sisters of Nazareth, just a ten-minute walk 
from home. Clare did not usually give her mother any problems as to 
getting her homework done. She loved reading and writing, but she 
had a special dislike for science and mathematics. If she could get out of 
studying math and science, she definitely would!

She would copy friends’ homework—or let them copy hers, if they 
would give her something in exchange. She was incredibly bright and 
could do well with very little effort, managing to remember on exams 
most of what her teachers had said without having to study.  

She was always clowning around with her classmates. “Hey Clare, 
imitate Mrs. so-and-so…” She could imitate each and every teacher 
perfectly, and her fellow students never grew tired of her performances.

In primary school, the Sisters clearly perceived her capacities 
and wanted to help her be more diligent and to take her studies more 
seriously. An observation from one of the Sisters remained engraved on 
her memory: “Clare, empty vessels make a lot of noise.” If she was always 
talking and had her head in the clouds, how was she going to learn?  

Her classmates remember that some of the teachers had a hard 
time maintaining discipline without losing their composure. Clare 
had such a comical way about her! They simply did not know how to 
react when she put them in difficult yet hilarious predicaments. Some 
teachers had to lower their heads to hide a chuckle! 

4 Sr. Clare Crockett, “When I Was Wee: the Wooden Floor,” hM Zoom+, n. 69.
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We have met Clare as a daughter, sister, friend, and student, but 
little has been said about her relationship with God. Clare’s family 
had a strong Catholic identity, very tied to their national identity 
as Irishmen. They were of a simple faith, based on family tradition. 
From the very beginning, Gerard and Margaret wanted Clare to be 
baptized. They had difficulties convincing their priest to baptize her, 
because they were not yet married. However, the young parents were 
so insistent that the priest finally agreed to baptize her in secret in 
a basin in the sacristy at the nearby Long Tower Catholic Church. 
Although the choices they had made were not fully in line with the 
Church’s teachings, they did not want to deprive their newborn 
daughter of God’s protection.  

Their image of God was that of a “Big Man” who was up in 
Heaven taking care of them, as long as they did not misbehave. God 
had total control of everything and made the decisions, which they 
simply had to accept. Margaret herself, who for many years went 
to daily Mass, would describe their faith in this way, “Religion was 
everything to us, different from what you learn now. The fear of God 
was put into us.” They went to Sunday Mass every week to fulfill 
their obligation with God. At school, Clare had Mass every Tuesday, 
although she later confessed that she was totally uninterested.

As is the custom in Ireland, all of Clare’s preparation for the 
sacraments took place at school rather than at the parish. It was at 
Nazareth House that Clare received her preparation for her First 
Communion in Primary 3 (at age seven) and Confirmation in 
Primary 7 (at age eleven). Perhaps partly due to her lack of interest, 
she was not conscious that she was receiving the Body of Christ and  
that she had to prepare her heart to receive Him. She did make her first 
Confession beforehand, but again, she did not realize the importance 
of the Sacrament, nor did she know how to examine her conscience. 
Her excitement for her First Communion was all about the exterior 
details of the celebration.

Her life of faith as a child, however, was not limited to Mass 
on Sundays. Her mother would take her to church when the parish 
organized the Forty Hours of Eucharistic Adoration. Sr. Clare relates, 
“I remember my mother with her prayer book, and the Blessed 
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Sacrament must have been on the altar but I didn’t see it. I saw all these 
candles that it had all around it, and I thought the Forty Hours was to 
go up and count the forty candles on the altar.”5

 Understandably, as a 
little girl, she did not enjoy going to the Forty Hours.  

They would pray the rosary every night at home when they 
were little: “Ever since I was three or four years old, we had to pray 
the rosary on our knees…and I remember my mother who would 
nip at my arm and say, ‘Would you be quiet, would ye!’”6  On some 
occasions, the Legion of Mary would have a statue of Our Lady go 
around the neighborhood and visit the different houses. The Crockett 
family would pray the rosary then with special devotion. In general, 
however, the girls rolled their eyes when it was time to pray, not 
appreciating it in the slightest. Our Lady, however, had already set her 
eyes on Clare with motherly affection. 

When she was around seven years old, Clare went to church 
with her mother and her sisters during Lent. All the statues were 
covered with purple cloths. They went up to the choir loft and from 
there, they prayed the Stations of the Cross. Images of Our Lord’s 
Passion were projected on a white cloth located in the presbytery, 
while the faithful sang, “Jesus, remember me when You come into 
Your kingdom.” She was overwhelmed to the point of tears, seeing 
how much “that man” was suffering, but not knowing who He was or 
why He underwent such pain.  

The compassion Clare experienced before images of the Passion 
of Jesus shows us how profound this little girl truly was. She did not 
know that He was God. She did not know that He suffered to redeem 
fallen humanity. All she saw was a man who suffered terribly, but 
human suffering never left her indifferent. 

When later asked whether she remembered the first time she had 
encountered suffering, Sr. Clare told a simple story from her infancy, 
certainly previous to this visit to the church when she was only seven. 
She was outside on the street, and she saw a very elderly gentleman 
walking with difficulty, wincing as he took each step. Little Clare was 
devastated as she imagined the pain this old man was experiencing!  

5 Sr. Clare Crockett, Video from the pilgrimage to Ireland, Jun. 2010. 
6 Ibid.
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Her heart “hurt” as she watched him. Her infantile response was to 
conclude, “When I grow up, I want to help people not to suffer so much.” 
We will see how this sensitivity and compassion accompanied her and 
grew deeper throughout her life.

As a child, Clare took part in many pious practices. However, 
as is clear in the experiences above, she did not perceive what these 
practices meant or why they were important. She did not grasp 
how much God the Father loved her, that the Word of God became 
flesh to redeem her, or that she had received the Holy Spirit to 
transform her and guide her interiorly. She participated exteriorly,  
but the only motivation she could grasp was that of fulfilling 
obligations and continuing a tradition. 

Several family tragedies affected the life of faith in her home. 
Shortly before Clare turned eight, one of her father’s sisters disappeared. 
A week later her body was found, thrown in a ditch near a stream 
outside the town.  An inquest ruled that she had drowned, but many 
questions were left unanswered and the family always considered her 
to have been murdered. Several years later, another of Gerard’s sisters 
died with her husband and two sons when their house caught on fire.  
Their only daughter survived, but with terrible burn marks. “Why did 
God permit this?” was the question that came to their lips. “How could 
God take them and leave their daughter on her own in this condition?” 
St. John Paul II writes in his apostolic letter on human suffering that 
while the beauty of creation opens man up to the existence of God, 
“evil and suffering seem to obscure this image, sometimes in a radical 
way.”7 Clare’s parents had difficulties understanding how God could 
have permitted such evils. Perhaps the image of God as the “Big Man” 
who arbitrarily controls everything from “up there” was an obstacle to 
a deeper understanding of the tragedies and to the realization that it 
is only Christ who “causes us to enter into the mystery and to discover 
the ‘why’ of suffering.”8 Going to Mass on Sundays seemed to lose its 
meaning for the Crocketts. Margaret, however, continued to send the 
three girls every Sunday morning. Clare—who was 15 at this time—
and her sisters, after picking up the parish bulletin, would normally 

7 St. John paul II, Salvifici Doloris, 9.
8 Ibid, 13.
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go to the park next to the church, spend the candle money on “fags,”9 
and wait until Mass was over to return home. 

The background of the Crockett family’s faith and Catholic 
identity will become clearer in the next chapter, as we will turn to the 
history of Derry and its internal conflicts.

9 Cigarettes. 
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a reD carpeT rolls ouT from Derry
ChAptEr 2    

It would be impossible to understand Sr. Clare, and more 
specifically her childhood and adolescence, without grasping the 
political and historical context that surrounded her. Although a full 
history of the city of Derry is beyond the scope of this book, we must 
at least touch upon the foundation of the city and give an explanation 
of the events that led to the socio-political tension present throughout 
Sr. Clare’s childhood. 

The history of the city of Derry goes back to the 6th century AD, 
when a monastery was founded on the Lough Foyle island hill by St. 
Columba, the first of the Irish monks to leave Ireland as a missionary. 
The location was clearly blessed by God and, as a priest from 
Derry once said, “When God has blessed a place, He never removes  
His blessing.” Fourteen centuries later, Clare Crockett was baptized 
in Long Tower Church, dedicated to St. Columba and built on the 
grounds of the ancient monastery. The hill she walked up every day 
to go to school and where she would play as a young girl was the very 
same hill that would have led up to St. Columba’s monastery. The city 
founded by a man of God, and therefore especially blessed by God, 
was bound to be a target for the Enemy as well, who always seeks to 
propagate ambition, hatred, and hostility. 

English occupation of Ireland began in the Anglo-Norman 
invasion in the 12th century. Eventually, however, the Norman 
population became quite integrated into Irish culture.


