
COLUMCILLE CECENIT 
Taken from Lyra Celtica, 1894 by Elizabeth A. Sharp and William 

Sharp. 

O, son of my God, what a pride, what a pleasure 

To plough the blue sea! 

The waves of the fountain of deluge to measure 

Dear Eiré to thee. 

We are rounding Moy-n-Olurg, we sweep by its head, and 

We plunge through Loch Foyle, 

Whose swans could enchant with their music the dead, and 

Make pleasure of toil. 

The host of the gulls come with joyous commotion 

And screaming and sport, 

I welcome my own “Dewy-Red” from the ocean 

Arriving in port.1 

O Eiré, were wealth my desire, what a wealth were 

To gain far from thee, 

For that I on the red plain of Cooldrevin 

Was present to see. 

How happy the son is of Dima; no sorrow 

For him is designed, 

He is having, this hour, round his own hill in Durrow 

The wish of his mind. 

The sounds of the winds in the elms, like the strings of 

A harp being played, 

                                                             
1 Dearg-drúchtach – i.e. “Dewy-Red” – was the name of St. 

Colmbua’s boat. 



The note of the blackbird that claps with the wings of 

Delight in the glade. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



COLUMCILLE FECIT. 
Taken from Lyra Celtica, 1894 by Elizabeth A. Sharp and William 

Sharp. 

Delightful would it be to me to be in Uchd Ailiun 

On the pinnacle of a rock, 

That I might often see 

The face of the ocean; 

That I might see its heaving waves 

Over the wide ocean, 

When they chant music to their Father 

Upon the world's course; 

That I might see its level sparkling strand, 

It would be no cause of sorrow; 

That I might hear the song of the wonderful birds, 

Source of happiness; 

That I might hear the thunder of the crowding 

Upon the rocks; 

That I might hear the roar by the side of the church 

Of the surrounding sea; 

That I might see its noble flocks 

Over the watery ocean; 

That I might see the sea-monsters, 

The greatest of all wonders; 

That I might see its ebb and flood 

In their career; 

That my mystical name might be, I say, 

Cul ri Erin;2 

That contrition might come upon my heart 

Upon looking at her; 

                                                             
2 That is, “Back turned to Ireland.” 



That I might bewail my evils all, 

Though it were difficult to compute them; 

That I might bless the Lord 

Who conserves all 

Heaven with its countless bright orders, 

Land, strand and flood; 

That I might search the books all, 

That would be good for my soul; 

At times kneeling to beloved Heaven; 

At times psalm singing; 

At times contemplating the King of Heaven, 

Holy the chief; 

At times at work without compulsion, 

This would be delightful. 

At times plucking duilisc from the rocks 

At times at fishing; 

At times giving food to the poor; 

At times in a carcair:3 

The best advice in the presence of God 

To me has been vouchsafed. 

The King whose servant I am will not let 

Anything deceive me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                             
3 Solitary cell. 



THE GREAT LOVE I BEAR TO 

THE GAEL 
Taken from The History of Ireland by A.M Sullivan (1830-1884), 

published 1910. 

What joy to fly upon the white-crested sea; and watch the 

waves break upon the Irish shore! 

My foot is in my little boat; but my sad heart ever bleeds! 

There is a grey eye which ever turns to Erinn; but never in this 

life shall it see Eirinn, nor her sons, nor her daughters! 

From the high prow I look over the sea; and great tears are in 

my eyes when I turn to Erinn - 

To Erinn, where the songs of the birds are so sweet, and where 

the clerks sing like the birds: 

Where the young are so gentle, and the old are so wise; where 

the great men are so noble to look at, and the women so fair to 

wed! 

Young traveller! Carry my sorrows with you; carry them to 

Comgall of eternal life! 

Noble youth, take my prayer with thee, and my blessing; one 

part for Ireland – seven times may she be blest – and the other 

for Albyn. 

Carry my blessing across the sea; carry it to the West. My heart 

is broken in my breast! 

If death comes suddenly to me, it will be because of the great 

love I bear to the Gael!4 

                                                             
4 This poem appears to have been presented as a farewell gift by St. 

Columba to some of his Irish visitors at Iona, when returning home to 

Ireland. It is deservedly classed amongst the most beautiful of his poetic 

compositions. 


