
15th June 2021 
 

Blessing 
 

“Ye fearful saints fresh courage take, 

The clouds ye so much dread, 

Are big with mercy, and shall break, 

With blessings on your head.” 

William Cowper, Olney Hymns, ‘Light Shining out of Darkness’ 
 

Concluding my reflections on the 1500th anniversary of the birth of St 

Columba, I was reminded that what we know about this saint comes from 

the writings of St Adomnán, a century after Columba’s death. In his Vitae 

Columbae, Adomnán paints a picture of Godly Man, a monk and a 

missionary, whose inner life of contemplation was balanced by an outward 

life of service and evangelism. Columba was a scholar who studied, copied 

and illuminated the Sacred Texts of his day. He was a pastor, working for 

the spiritual and physical welfare of his people. And he was mystic, who, 

his biographer writes, communed regularly with the angels as naturally as 

having conversations with his brother monks. 

 Adomnán tells us that St Columba predicted his own demise and 

passed from time to eternity surrounded by his community of monks, and 

before the altar of the church he had built. His final act was to raise his 

right hand in a silent blessing over the people he loved.  

 I like that. A man who knew himself to be blessed because of his 

spiritual life and left that blessing with others. This was a blessing received 

and known; a blessing given away; a blessing for one life given in love to 

others. Would that we could live like that. If I am blessed – and I know I 

am in so many ways – why would I want to keep that to myself? And if I 

don’t know what to say that will bless others, can my blessing not be 

evidenced by the good I do or even with a hand raised in love when I have 

no more to say? When, in Cowper’s words, blessings have broken on my 

head, surely they were not meant for me alone but were for others too.  
 

A prayer for today is this prophecy attributed to St Columba  

An I mo chridhe, I mo graidh, an ait guth manaich bidh geum ba, 

    Ach mun tig an saoghal gu crich, bithidh I mar a bha. 
 

    Iona of my heart, Iona of my love, 

    Instead of monks voices shall be the lowing of cattle; 

    But ere the world shall come to an end, Iona shall be as it was. 
 

An original reflection by © Tom Gordon       Also available at https://swallowsnestnet.wordpress.com  
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