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A Special Place
For many of us, there is a place, somewhere, that feels in some way special to us. A place where the
Earth seems to speak to us in a clearer voice than usual and we feel closer to – and more connected
with – the rest of Nature.
For writer, teacher and poet Roselle Angwin, that place is the small Scottish island of Iona. We asked
Roselle to tell us more about Iona and why it is special to her. This is what she told us.
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Roselle’s latest book of poetry is entitled
‘A Trick of the Light: Poems from Iona’

M

y first visit to the Isle of Iona was in my twenties,
when a friend who has since died in rather tragic
circumstances brought me here. As soon as I saw
the island across the Sound I was electrified, as so many
people are when they first come to this little speck in
the wide Atlantic. I knew I’d be back, though it took me
another twenty years to return. Now I come every year – an
annual pilgrimage.
Nowadays Iona seems remote, but in prehistory it was on
a major seafaring trading route from the Mediterranean up
the western Atlantic seaboard.
Long seen as a sacred isle, Iona is one of those places where
‘the veil is thin’ and the Otherworld seems so close at hand.
Its reputation for deep spirituality draws people, many of
whom wouldn’t call themselves religious in any orthodox
sense, from all over the world. There is reason to believe
that it’s been a sacred isle for millennia, long before its
associations with St Columba and Christianity (and the
Book of Kells). It may be that it housed a major druidic
teaching centre, and there is a story that Jesus came to learn
from the druid priests during his ‘lost years’. Certainly the
island is associated with Bride, or Brigid, that great Celtic
goddess adopted into Christianity, and her well, the Well of
Eternal Youth, can be found (or more often not!) on Dun I,
the ‘hill of the island’.
I’ve been privileged enough as to have offered holistic writing
retreats on this huge little island for nearly 20 years now,
and I know that the reason so many people come back (it’s a
highlight of the year for any of us) is as much because of the
island as because of the courses. There’s something about

Ian Mowll has this to say about the poems in this
collection
My favourite poem in this
collection is My Life as a Wave.
Here the author follows the journey
of a wave across the Atlantic Ocean
with its final breaking on the
seashore. It is the mysticism of the
journey that catches me with the
line: I’ve caught a shoal of silence.
And then at the end the feeling I
have so often felt as I watch waves
break on the seashore is evoked
with the line: and still I break, still
I break, I break.
The poem Dusk, the Nunnery evokes for me feelings of
timelessness with the image of nuns sleeping away the
centuries. And then the poem celebrates life’s exuberance
with the wonder of so much life within just a centimetre of
turf and peat. And finally, I enjoyed the poem Wheel with
the idea of our planet floating through the galaxies and the
poignant question how do we ever fear we’re lost?
Iona with its spiritual roots, being at the edge of our land
mass and close to the wide-open seas, is a place where,
metaphorically our physical beings and the mystical meet.
But even if you never visit that sacred isle, you can read this
book of poems which so beautifully captures its essence and
feel yourself lifted up and away from the humdrum into the
wonderful world of imagination and see this world anew.
Finally, on the next page is one of our favourites from
the collection. It speaks so well about why this is such
a special place.

Roselle Angwin

the ancientness of it all, the sanctity;
something about the way the rocks
(some of the oldest in the world), the
sea, the sky, the seabirds and dolphins
fill you up, displace the busy mind
and the tragedies of the world, so that
you leave first stripped down to the
essence, then restored.

Why We Stayed
It’s the glass-blue day
It’s the way light inhabits
the creases, smears colour
that steals your breath.
It’s the unbidden moment
that spells dolphin, otter, seal.
It’s the islands we come to
the islands we’re not.
It’s the white glyphs
that scribble the swell
in the Sound, and the bucking boats
that yield, and do not sink.
It’s the sand so pale
it might be grains of light.
It’s the big Hebridean night
that opens its arms
and drops its creels of stars
towards our upturned faces.
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