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The strikers were of his flock; that is to say, most of them walked all
the way from Wernersville to stand in the back of his church at
Sunday Mass. They were generous, too, according to their means,
and weighed down his collection plates with the broad copper pennies
then in circulation. However, he was German, as was most of the
congregation. In the confessional he had difficulty in understanding
the brogue of the Irish immigrants. Altogether, he was not inclined
to accept the role either of mediator or martyr. Sheriff Manderbach
sighed again and crossed over the broad, muddy Penn Square to the
office of Captain Jim McKnight of the Ringgold Artillery. The die
was cast; sterner measures must prevail.?

We now turn to contemporary accounts of the crisis. In the course
of history most great campaigns have inspired illustrious commen-
tators, from Homer thrilling us with his account of the sable smoke
eddying over the beleaguered towers of Ilium down to Napier record-
ing the Peninsular War. So, too, this expedition to Womelsdorf is
reported by competent scribes in prose and verse. Editor Jakie
Knabb of the Berks and Schuylkill Journal and editor John Ritter of
the Readinger Adler collated the bulletins from the seat of war and
interpreted them according to their own inclinations and personal
feuds. Knabb, for instance, had been a political opponent of militia
General Daniel Hunter, who was unaccountably absent from his post
in the hour of greatest need, and seized the occasion to comment
slyly upon the general’s absence: “It is unfortunate for Brigadier
Hunter that he is not in town to take command of the army to be
sent against the refractory Irish. When our soldiers return with their
brows bound with victorious wreaths the General will never forgive
himself.””® Editor John Ritter, seriously impressed with the reports
of the agitated messengers, painted a doleful picture in the columns
of the Readinger «Adler: “Even before noon, it was learned that the
Irish had burned houses and barns and had killed a number of
people.”™

While the bells in the steeple of Trinity Church clanged in wild
alarm, and while the militia battalions were assembling in the Square,
appeals for help poured in from the beleaguered village of Womels-
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dorf. In the crowd at Reading stood lawyer John S. Richards, a
noted wag with an aptitude for poetry. His lines were shortly to
appear in the Journal®:

From the town with hasty dash

Had come a rider with mustache.

The message which soon raised a fuss—
The Irish all are in a muss.

Six hundred armed with pick and spade
Have sworn the railroad shan’t be made.
We want the posse comitatus

Or Womelsdorf’ll be laid in ashes.
Don’t let these bloody Papists smash us.

Jakie Knabb in more stately periods described the mobilization®:

Very soon the drums beat, the bugles sounded, the companies mustered
in the square and at two o’clock the force took up the line of battle march
in battle array. First in order was a detachment of the Ringgold Artillery,
Captain McKnight with two field pieces (one six pounder, one eight
pounder) and two caissons with ammunition drawn by four horses and pre-
senting an appearance sufficiently inspiring to scatter a regiment of Irish
without firing a shot.

Detachments of the Reading Artillery, Captain Clous, and Reading
Rifles, Captain Boas followed. The entire force of 200 to 300 men under the
direction of Major W. H. Keim. We apprehend the Milesians will surrender
at discretion.

The attacking force had one signal advantage—‘“Bully” Lyons
marched in their ranks. This same constable, William Y. Lyons, who
was now fleshing his maiden sword, was destined to be a terror to
evildoers down through the decades to a “time within the memory
of men still living.” A cheer went up as he took his place behind
Captain Jim McKnight. His presence was to count as much in the
impending campaign as that of Hector in the Trojan forces or
Marshal Murat for the army of Italy. The citizenry took comfort in
the thought that victory must perch upon the banners of any host
in which “Bully” Lyons was enrolled.

Meanwhile, the entrenched sons of Brian Boru at Womelsdorf
watched and waited. They had elected as their captain a certain
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