
Tiree: Teampall Pháraig (St Patrick’s Temple)                
           a rock of refuge 
 
Many of us have favourite 
places, which evoke 
memories or feelings 
of safety or 
well-being.  
 

This 
week I 

invite you to 
one of the most 

special places I know, 
and where I’ve felt drawn     

    to return, again and again.  
 
Tiree, the westernmost of the Inner Hebrides 
along with neighbouring Coll, lie orientated 
south-west to north-east, to the west of Mull. 
Known in Gaelic as Tìr an Eòrna, meaning land 
of the barley, and Tìr bárr fo Thuinn, meaning 
the land below the waves; the names reflect 
Tiree’s low-lying bedrock and fertile soil.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The isle has been occupied since the Mesolithic 
hunter/fisher/gatherer age. Through the 
following millennia successive incomers brought 
new skills and technologies, together with new 
expressions of culture, ritual and religion. 
 
Around 500AD Irish/Insula Christian 
monasticism expanded around the Hebrides. 
Columba led one mission settling on Iona in 563. 
Over several centuries a number of 
monasteries, smaller hermitages and remote 
eremitic cells were established, for work, 
witness and worship.    

One such hermitage, known as Teampall 
Pháraig, is located on the southern side of the 

Ceann a’ Mhara, Tiree’s western headland.  
 

The site has a faintly 
discernible enclosure 
of c. 1/3rd acre, within 
which lie the 
foundation stones of 
some early beehive 
cells and the remains 
of a medieval chapel, 
c. 8m x 3.5m, with 
only part of the east 
gable standing. More 
of the chapel had 
survived until 1898, 
when it is told that 
two youths had their 
own fun, destroying 
much of the structure.  
 
Within the chapel are two boulder stones, each 
bearing two incised Latin crosses (one illustrated 
above) and nearby a slab, also with a Latin cross.  
 

Teampall Pháraig has an air of vulnerability 
about it. Adjacent to the surging Atlantic, it has 
been battered by c. 1400 years of storms and 
been assailed by the foolish whims of youth. 
And yet, today it still exudes an air of safe, well-
being for life. Psalm 31, has a line: 
 

be a rock of refuge for me, 
a strong fortress to save my soul. 

 

Whatever the elements or human abuse have 
thrown at the site, the bee hive cells and 
ancient carved crosses speak of a deeper, 
refuge; the very ground of our being. Perhaps 
that is why this seemingly isolated hermitage, a 
citadel for the soul, draws me again and again.   

Teampall 
Pháraig 


