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Mission Statement: St. Columbaôs parish is a vibrant and welcoming community of faith, 
continuing to give practical witness to the Good News of Christ, through worship and 

reflection, and through Christian service to the community. 

Items for the Parish Link can be e-mailed to parishlink@gmail.com or dropped into the 
Parish Office letter-box, marked óParish Linkô, by 5pm on the Thursday of week of 

publication. A contact name and phone number is required for each item. Ph: 8308257 or 
email saintcolumba@eircom.net  

Please visit St. Columbaôs Parish website at www.ionaroadparish.ie and email your com-
ments, good news stories and special parish events to info@ionaroadparish.ie 

-ÁÓÓ )ÎÔÅÎÔÉÏÎÓ ÂÏÏËÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ -ÏÎÔÈ ÏÆ !ÕÇÕÓÔ  
3ÁÔȢ  ςςÎÄ φȢππÐÍ     
3ÕÎȢ ςσÒÄ ρρȢππÁÍ 2ÏÒÙ -ÏÏÒÅ ɉρÓÔ !Ɋ 
3ÁÔȢ  ςωÔÈ φȢππÐÍ   $ÁÎÎÙ /ͻ,ÏÎÅ ɉ!Ɋ 
3ÕÎȢ σπÔÈ ρρȢππÁÍ  St. Columba Patron of our parish, 

abbot and missionary.  Columba is noted for 
his great love for people and for all living 
creatures. ñI have but one weapon, his love.   
    I love and lo, I conquer.ò 

A chara, 
Greetings from Glasnevin this morning. 
Margaret Aylward once wrote that she was 
no poet, but that Glasnevin might make her 
one. As we look out on the beautiful flowers 
and old trees, we feel the same at times. 
If you are lucky enough to know an old tree 
or can sit near one, its worth thinking about 
all it has lived through. The 200 year old 
trees here have seen war, famine, peace, 
pandemics and more. The magnificent 350 
year old Holm Oak has seen religious 
communities come and go, lived through 
cholera and rebellions, seen an empire 
falling and a republic rising.  
Our sense of time is short, as humans, and 
we speak of losing a year in these times. I 
try to remember that no tree has stopped 
growing in these days, no animal stopped 
living. Instead they adapt, as we do. We are 
all still alive, and each moment is still God 
given. Nothing is lost. Like the trees we are 
growing and being shaped by the times. The 
shape we emerge in will be a measure of our 
willingness to breathe deeply or fight 
against these times. May we learn to breathe 
and trust the God of trees and time this 
week. 
Noirin  
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