Celtic-Style Christianity Corner

On one of our Pilgrimages to Scotland, we wanted to actually embody pilgrimaging, if that is a word.  We walked in the Kilmartin Valley, one of the most prolific archaeological sites in Scotland with multiple standing stones and stone circles laid out with great geometric and astronomic accuracy.  With a storyteller guide, we crawled into a 20-foot long underground chamber that was used for coming-of-age rituals and burials of rulers.  It was built 1,000 years before Stonehenge or the Egyptian pyramids!

  Only because it was a lovely afternoon, could we attempt to climb the Dunadd Hill Fort.  Out of a flat field juts up this 150 meter high craggy rock.  It looks like a lone biscuit in the middle of a cookie sheet.  It was hard enough for me to step up on the boulders and sometimes so steep we were on hands and knees.  As a group, we helped each other, including an 83-year-old and folks with knee replacements.  Dunadd was a fortress area.  The largest amount of battle artifacts in Scotland have been unearthed here.  Dunadd was also an artist colony.  Molds for pottery and necklaces were found.  This was an out-of-the-way place but they used materials from Turkey, the South of France and the Baltic.  Some think illustrated Bibles were prepared here, even the book of Kells.  Dunadd was also the crowning place of Scottish kings.  We stood in the “crowning footprint” carved into a flat rock at the summit.  St. Columba anointed the king, according to history books and a small bowl for oil is carved there too.

  Following Kilmartin Valley, we headed for the Island of Iona.  To get there is a pilgrimage in itself.  A large car/truck ferry takes 1 hour.  Next we endured a 1 ½ hour bus ride that goes across the rugged Isle of Mull on roads so skinny that one vehicle often had to back up to a passing place.  Then we waited for another small ferry to cross to the small Isle of Iona.  Then we walked ¾ mile to our hotel.  400,000 people make the journey to Iona every year.  Many spend only 2 hours here, find the tiny island boring and feel their day has been wasted.  We stayed 3 nights, enjoyed 1 glorious day, and then experienced a powerful gale force storm almost getting blown over as we went back and forth to morning and evening worship with the Iona Community in the restored 12th century church.

  Pilgrimage almost always forces one to ask:


Who am I?  


What is life all about?


Am I being myself?


Where is it all leading?


Am I prepared for death?


Are you truly with me now, God?

