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RUINS OF KILCHATTAN, ISLE OF GIGHA

It is quiet here,

Only the birdsong on the soft breeze,

The gentle humming of a tractor behind the trees.

Time is ageless, stands still.

Inside these roofless walls they worshipped

In the old Gaelic tongue with prayer and psalms.

Now, where once the islanders came to talk with their God

Grass, weeds and nettles cover the grey grave slabs, but the

aura stays.

I peep through the arched and empty window,

Fishing boats, islanders at work on a blue sea,

Would He have watched like this in Galilee.
My finger traces the cross cut into red sandstone,

Weathered by wind and rain, it still remains

For searching folk to find.

There is peace here,

Today I felt his presence,

He walked with me.
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