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Introduction
Welcome to The File for 2018.    As usual it is a 

mixed bag which this time seems to focus mostly on trees. 
    Thank you to everyone who joins the Unitarian Earth 
Spirit Network and pays the sub of £15.     What do you get 
for your money ?    Well, there is the cost of producing The 
File which is mostly made up of contributions from 
ourselves.   I put a price on the cover for non members, 
rather than give it away.   Then there is the web site on 
Wordpress which has to be maintained and paid for.    Once 
I started to get the hang of using the web site, it is quite 
simple to administer but I am not yet off the learning curve.  
Finally we have to pay for our attendance at the Unitarian 
annual meetings. 

This year too we are taking part in a weekend at Great 
Hucklow (October 26- 28) with the National Unitarian 
Fellowship, the Unitarian Peace Fellowship and the 
Unitarian Renewal Group.   The purpose is to showcase our 
different interests but also look at what we have in common 
that could be shared.    Each one is a specific interest group 
but we are going to look at ways where we can better reach 
the majority of Unitarians based in congregations.

The Unitarian Movement is like a fabric with threads 
in weft and warp.   The congregation provides the weft and 
the societies are the warp.    Most of the societies only meet 
up once or twice a year, once at the annual meetings and 
once for a day or week-end gathering later in the year.     



The Earth Spirit Network had an annual gathering at 
Great Hucklow for several years but numbers trailed off and 
we discontinued it.     It was a mistake really just as it was a 
mistake to stop producing the File.   Our problem was that 
too few were contributing and it was usually the same ones. 
 In hindsight it was better to have three, four or five 
participants rather than none.  It is good news that there has 
been an enthusiastic take up for the coming October 
weekend and our allocation of twelve places has been filled. 
      The quality of articles submitted for the File is high.   
At present we are able to produce it within budget.

In Bolton our group continue to meet to celebrate the 
wheel of the year.   Our small group has become quite 
bonded and we have added a monthly earth centred 
meditation to our calendar.     Our plan is to reach a 
membership of twenty which means we should always have 
about a dozen at each meet and that allows those who can’t 
make a meet to miss with a clear conscience. 

When I look through the Unitarian hymn books and 
prayer books, I see how closely related many of the words 
are to an earth centred spirituality.   That sense of closeness 
to nature and the sense of divinity within nature has been 
openly expressed within the Unitarian Movement for many 
years.

I hope you enjoy reading through this File.   I hope 
you are able t to celebrate the festivals of the wheel of the 
year.



The Wheel of the year

 Imbolc 1st February
Ostara Spring equinox
Beltane May eve
Lithia Summer solstice
Lammas 1st August
Mabon Autumn equinox
Samhain Hallowe’en
Yule Winter solstice



Meditation on a tree.
Let us prepare our minds and hearts to wander. 

  Sitting gently, relaxed in our breathing.   Imagination can 
take over and see a new picture.  We are looking at the trees.   
Dark skeletons through the cold of winter, black against the 
sky.   Still as if in a painting.   And they feel as we feel the 
warming of the air. They feel the turn of the earth back 
towards the sun. They feel the light lingering longer around 
them, darkness receding.
 This day or the next day or the day after, is the equinox. 
  Light has triumphed again. The trees respond.   Stiffness 
gives way to stretching, the flow of life is returning, easing 
out into the breeze, the boughs and branches prepare to 
dance within it. Life force goes to the tip and the bud 
moistens in newness.  Within each of the trees the spirit, the 
dryad is waking.   Soon there will be a haze of green around 
them.   Soon the haze will be new bright green leaves.   
Soon there will be flowers and blossom.  From all the trees 
it is time to choose just one. To keep a special picture of. 
This is your tree.   Consider it more closely.   See the detail 
of its shape, the canopy.   Your tree grows year by year.   An 
angle changes, one shoot dominates, one direction recedes.
 Your tree has a shape but within it there is an 
unpredictable pattern.  Make contact with your tree.   
Establish a connection with it. Touch it.   Feel its energy. It 
feels yours.   To your tree you can speak or whisper, or tie 
on a fragment of cloth with your prayer written on. Your tree 



will feel your dreams and hold them until you return to 
them. The tree will hold your sorrows and release you from 
them for a while.   

You can promise to your tree. It gives you the energy 
and the time to change, to renew.   Your tree knows you.   
Knows you have seasons of quiet and seasons of growth. 
You too have a spirit that grows as it grows. Your tree 
absorbs your darkness and gives you light.   

Cherish the picture of your tree.   You may know it 
already.   You may have to seek for it. You may only have a 
painting of it but it is your tree to hold. Your tree to bring 
change and newness in your life.   At this time of equinox, 
spring is returning and all life is renewed. So is our own.   
Our shape too is the same but we are growing within it, 
creating new pattern, building strength from the memories 
of the old.  May the goddess of spring bless us and protect 
our tree.   Let us return to the here and now.
Lammas Meditation

See that pilgrim walking slow. A measured tread. On a 
path of time towards a shrine. Seeking peace, seeking love, 
seeking meaning, seeking life.
Changing from yesterday into today, becoming tomorrow. 
Each pace a change, decaying and growing all in one yet 
becoming new and staying the same.
The dawn brings light from the dark shadows and the sun 
colours the day. The promise of the day is evening and 



evening will bring shadows and a new dawn. Nothing is 
still.

In the seed of the mother sowing the corn is the seed 
of her daughter who will reap it. The barleycorn will grow 
and fall and live and fall again.
The pilgrim sees it all and walks with measured tread. Sees 
also a world with the inward eye that is filled with places 
seen and people known and dreams of what might be. Sees 
places that never are and places and people that never will 
be,

Pilgrim, celebrate, eat the bread from the first cut 
grain of the harvest to celebrate life and death. Cut and carry 
the last sheaf of corn to the hearth and plant in the spring 
and dance to the circle of life. And walk on.



Adventures in the Garden 
From a young age I have been interested in plants, in 

particular, our home had a ladybird book about plants 
arrangements such as spider plants in long glass vase and 
cacti arranged in a themed display.  When I was a teenager, I 
also created cactus displays as part of my Duke of 
Edinburgh Bronze Award.

The way plants survive and reproduce fascinates me. 
 The concepts are detailed in the book The Amazing Life of 
Plants by David Attenborough.  
There are plants that eat animals like the Venus Fly Trap 
Plant, others that reproduce by behaving in a helicopter like 
fashion - sycamore seed, others shoot out an arm and start 
another plant an example of this is the strawberry plants and 
others that travel by attaching themselves on to your socks 
such as burrs.
 Plants grow in the most inhospitable places such as 
desserts, underwater and others travel downstream such as 
coconuts which grow into trees when they reach the shores 
downstream, others travel in what appears to be a large 
strawball as appears regularly in Western Movies when 
showing scenes of deserted outposts. I am faced with my 
own battle again nature in my back garden.
 Like the advice given to a new writer, which is just start 
writing; the same advice can be given to gardening which is 
to just get started.  Mowing the lawn seems a good idea as in 
an instant the majority of the garden appears under control, 



cutting the edges to the lawn perfects the job.
 
The next part of the job is weeding, my next-door neighbour 
always advises me to be regular with this but at a blink of an 
eye the task can become daunting.  All it takes is a few 
weekends absence from gardening and up the weeds sprout 
and the task of clearing them can feel burdensome.

Nonetheless disturbing the smaller weeds with a hoe 
and pulling out the deep-rooted ones seems to do the trick. 
 The British Heart Foundation has a poster campaign saying 
that "stairs are your friends" may be the actions of mowing 
the lawn and pulling out deep-rooted weeds are good for 
your heart and muscles?
 

Once the weeds are pulled out a good trick involves 
laying down black tarpaulin and covering them with white 
stones - in an instance future weed seeds are prevented from 
landing on the top soil and the garden takes on the 
appearance of an ornamental garden.
 Nothing can beat the health benefits both physical and 
mental to gardening.  If you are gardening with a friend or 
family member this can be the forum for long family 
discussions which often get cut short in the busy world of 
the office and home routine.  Once in the garden, you can 
escape into another time dimension and enjoy the unhurried 
lifestyle away from e-mail and mobile phones.  No wonder 
the garden and countryside features so heavily in English 



magazines such as This England and Country Lifestyle.  The 
countryside often appears in English poems and stories even 
though the author may well live in an urban setting.
 Many political leaders have spent times in the garden 
including Winston Churchill who was said to have built a 
wall in his garden at Chartwell whilst relaxing from his 
Prime Ministerial duties.
 The next task would be pruning the rose bushes, other 
bushes and shrubs- but wait some of the bushes are 
flowering and it is best to wait until the flowering season is 
over else the beauty of the garden would be dulled and the 
bees would be made redundant.
 The garden can make you feel like a master of the 
country particularly when the weeds have been felled and 
you can start having a conversation with your friendly next-
door neighbour rather than with an overgrown Stinging 
Nettle! 
 I always feel that if you have time to look after indoor 
plants and your garden then that was a good thing as you 
would also probably also have time to order your life and 
look after your friends and family.  Neglected plants or 
garden are a sure sign that the owner is rather disorganised 
him or herself.
 The garden can be an excellent place to practice your 
amateur photographic skills.  Plants unlike restless babies 
make excellent subjects to pose for your camera.  Like 
women, they like to display their colour and beauty.



It is interesting to note that each part of the United 
Kingdom has its own special flower which represents it: for 
England it is the Rose, for Scotland the Thistle and for 
Wales the Daffodil.  India too has its own national flower, 
which is the Lotus the symbol which is used as the political 
party symbol for the BJP.
 The tarmac, which you step onto when entering the 
back garden, also has weeds popping up their heads to the 
surface.  How magnificent if you think about it: they seem to 
be saying " anything can be done if you persist long 
enough".
 What can the garden be used for:  Well I have seen back 
gardens used for many purposes, up the hill one of my 
neighbours holds a party every summer whereby he invites 
many friends and has a live band.  Others have held more 
genteel party ranging from barbeques to family get together.  
Once when I was revising for my GCSE exams a neighbour 
inflated a large bouncy castle and kids were screaming "nee 
naw", "nee naw" perhaps James's son has career aspirations 
to join the police force when he grows up!

It seems that the garden can be used for relaxation, 
but my verdict is that the garden is mainly hard work and yet 
an essential forum in which to connect with nature both 
spiritually and physically.
 
© Indra Sikdar 29 May 2004
 



Thank you to Mike Everton from our Hinkley Unitarian 
Chapel for sending in these photos of the tree of life which 
is situated in the chapel.

 
    



From Dorothy Houghton

I was no longer young: in fact I was well over sixty. 
The winter had been dark and tedious. For some reason or 
other I had not been able to read much, and I began to think 
there were signs of the coming end. Suddenly, with hardly 
any warning, spring burst upon us. Day after day we had 
clear, warm sunshine which deepened every contrast of 
colour, and at intervals we were blessed with refreshing 
rains. I spent most of my time out of doors on the edge of a 
favourite wood. 

All my life I had been a lover of the country, and had 
believed, if this is right word, that the same thought, spirit, 
life, God, which was in everything I beheld, was also in me. 
But my creed had been taken over from books; it was 
accepted as an intellectual proposition. Most of us are 
satisfied with this kind of belief, and even call it religion. 
We are more content the more definite the object becomes, 
no matter whether or not it is in any intimate relationship 
with us, and we do not see that the moment God can be 
named he ceases to be God.

One morning when I was in the wood something 
happened which was nothing less than a transformation of 
myself and the world. Although I ‘believed’ nothing new, I 
was looking at a great, spreading, bursting oak. The first 
tinge from the greenish-yellow buds was just visible. It 
seemed to be no longer a tree away from me and apart from 



me. The enclosing barriers of consciousness were removed 
and the text came onto my mind, ‘Thou in me and I in thee’. 
The distinction of self and not-self was an illusion. I could 
feel the rising sap.   In me also sprang the fountain of life 
up-rushing from its roots, and the joy of its outbreak at the 
extremity of each twig right up the summit was my own. 
That which kept apart was nothing. I do not argue, I cannot 
explain; it will be easy to prove me absurd, but nothing can 
shake me. Thou in me and I in thee. Death! what is death? 
There is no death: in thee it is impossible, absurd.
Mark Rutherford



Tree by Diana Bebby  © printed with permission
 
I found a leaf out on my walk,
A rhododendron hand.
I picked it up and held it flat,
Palm to palm, leaf to hand
And matched its curves.
 
I traced our rivulet wrinkles,
One side pink, one side green,
Followed our matching life-filled veins,
the creases of our growth,
pale skin by dark.
 
Beside the path I sought its tree,
and found it reaching out.
Domed blooms a show of vanity,
Pendant in its petals,
I bent to smell the scent.
 
I spied an eye within its arms,
Aspying me – a bird.
I met its gaze and held it long
Before it stole away;
My heart leapt too.
 



The vacant tree inviting now,
I stepped up, ear to bark.
I fancied I could hear its heart,
A beat of ancient sap
'Neath thick old skin.
 
I firmly planted both my feet
Within a neat hollow,
Snug fit, foot and root, bone to bark.
I breathed with rustling leaves
In time with the wind.
 
I left my footprints at its trunk
Waiting to be washed away.
I hope it sensed my presence there,
And knew no difference
'Tween me and tree.



Lakeland Reflections by Jill Chambers
As we've have certainly noticed this weekend, 

springtime has arrived, and with the longer nights stretching 
out for us all to enjoy and little pockets of warmer weather 
brightening our year it's only natural that our thoughts begin 
to turn to the Great Outdoors

At this time of year I find myself preoccupied 
specifically with the call of the Lakeland fells and as a hill-
walker I spend time pouring over my Alfred Wainwright 
books and Ordnance Survey maps to plan the new season's 
programme of adventures.

So when the appeal went out for contributions for this 
spring miscellany I thought that it may be nice to find a 
poem about the Lake District, possibly with a spring theme. 
Now I'm not really a betting person (with the exception of a 
weekly lottery ticket) but I'd be prepared to wager that at 
this point some of you may be predicting a rendition of 
Wordsworth's Daffodils here and lovely and vivid as that 
poem is, it didn't quite express what I wanted to say about 
my experience of wandering boldly with my cloud among 
those stunning vales and hills.

You see for many years, hills and particularly the 
mountains in the Lake District have been my church and (to 
reference Joan Cook's service in February) each journey 
there has been a kind of a pilgrimage. When my loose semi-
agnostic faith in some sort of deity came completely undone 
a number of years ago during a time of great personal crisis, 



it was the hills that were there for me. Tangible. Solid. And 
real.

My Lakeland pilgrimages provide so much more than a 
chance to be at home with my own Gortex tribe although 
there is a great feeling of camaraderie when chatting with 
new acquaintances in the pub or on the campsite at the end 
of the day and comparing tales of derring-do.

I have discovered over the years that there are a number 
of ways to approach hill walking and my experiences with 
several different companions have really brought this home 
to me which is why poor Amaya (my loyal canine 
companion) ended up with the job – he seems to understand 
that to me it is a sacred activity.

I once took some friends hill walking and one insisted 
upon blasting tinny music out of his mobile phone as he 
briskly and determinedly marched down the hill leaving the 
rest of us in his wake struggling to catch up. This ruthless 
destination-led method left  no room for contemplation and 
just being present in the moment.

What of the bird song?  What of the sound of the wind 
moving the grass?  What of appreciating the sense of being 
completely in the wilderness that Paul Dawson spoke of 
three weeks ago?  Although we are still friends I confess I 
did not go hill walking with that person again.

Another friend who I was dragging up Scafell Pike (not 
literally) sat on a handy rock a third of the way up to try to 
settle his racing heart rate and gasped that walking didn't 



always have to be this taxing and he would equally 
appreciate a stroll along a river.  Affronted, I wanted to tell 
him 'no going at it all wrong' but of course there is no real 
'wrong' in these matters. His head was just in a different 
place to mine and everybody walks their own path.

Hill walking has taught me some good - if slightly 
clichéd - direct and metaphoric lessons for life which are 
best experienced by fully immersing oneself in the 
endeavour - devoid of mobile phones and music and giving 
your head some space to let the thoughts settle.

Firstly I've learned never try to walk a whole mountain 
in one go - set yourself a series of short distances as targets 
and maintain your relationship purely with the earth and 
rock immediately in front of you.  This calls to mind 
something that Maurice said in his 'Thinking Small' service 
the other week the gist of which was 'when the question of 
the meaning of life is too big - look for the meaning in your 
life.'  In mountain terms focusing on your relationship with 
your immediate points of contact stops you from getting 
disheartened by the enormity of it all and really helps when 
vertigo starts to set in upon high ridges.  

I often ask myself as my limbs begin to stiffen and 
freeze in terror how I can possibly be afraid of the heights 
when I am still in contact with the ground - OK the ground 
may be at a 45 degree angle but it's still the ground.

Lesson 2 is to stop often and admire the view.  I 
should have explained this to my exhausted friend sitting on 



the rock- clearly we were not doing enough admiring that 
day.  Now even at my peak I have never been what you'd 
describe as athletic so I've taken many a panoramic pit stop 
to mask the fact that 50 steps of a steep incline burdened by 
a backpack weighing in at around half a stone can leave me 
with a heart about to burst straight through my ribcage. 

While trying to style-out my physical inadequacies to 
the people at the bottom of the gully heading in my direction 
I have found that what seem like a few tiny steps in practice 
really do help you scale great heights.  I am constantly 
surprised of how high I have climbed and were it not for the 
rest breaks - sorry - viewing breaks, I would not receive the 
affirmation that progress was being made.
Lesson 3 - there is no shame in accepting help.  Walking 
poles are a heaven-sent gift.
Lesson 4 - beware the false summit on the journey.  Prepare 
yourself for the inevitable illusions and resolve to keep 
going in spite of them.
Lesson 5 - you find you are capable of resourcefulness 
beyond your expectations when out of the easy reaches of 
the emergency services or mobile phone signals and you 
have no backup. It is very real out there. The fells claim 
many lives every single year and the only person risk 
assessing your journey is you. I can tell you your worries, 
regrets and desires all evaporate away when you've 
misjudged the time and you're descending the final third of 
Helvellyn in the pitch black without a torch (stupid!), using 



only your walking pole to sense the difference between hard 
land and oblivion.
Lesson 6 can be summarised as the euphoria of the summit.
In one respect I feel sad for the people who take the train up 
Mount Snowdon because they have been robbed of the 
intoxicating joy that only the culmination of an arduous 
physical challenge can provide.  The summit may be the 
goal but it really is only a part of the adventure. 

Because hill walking is a visceral, sensual experience 
and even when that personal crisis that I spoke of before 
removed my ability to perceive beauty in the achingly 
stunning landscapes - the best payoff was still there and for 
me it is this:

Perspective is everything.  Hill walking is unique in 
that at some point in the walk you will be able to see where 
you've come from and trace your entire path along the 
landscape from valley to ridge to peak and back again.  It 
never fails to leave me simultaneously humbled by the land 
mass and in awe of my achievement.  It's feeling at once 
grounded, terrestrial and a natural part of the landscape and 
feeling like an all-conquering superhero.  You are but a tiny 
ant upon the epic panorama and yet your little legs and 
inadequate small wheezing footsteps managed to take you 
all of that way. I look at the size of Amaya and the size of 
the mountain and marvel. When the clouds are beneath you 
and you're dripping with sweat and the wind is blasting 
against your face and you got there under your own steam 



and your heart swells with pure love and wonder for your 
surroundings and you feel a connection that You Belong 
there then that for me is the closest thing to experiencing 
whatever it is that is divine.  
 
I'm not really sure how I would define a 'soul' but I know for 
certain that walking up Lakeland fells is good for it.



John Muir by Tony McNeile
Ros who is a member of the network, sent me an 

email after she had been on holiday to the United States to 
say she had found out so much about John Muir.   John 
Muir ?  I had never heard of him.     It was some comfort 
when I read on Google that when John Muir’s American 
biographer contacted Muir’s Scottish hometown of 
Dunbarton asking to visit the home he was brought up in, 
they hadn’t heard of him either.   They  searched libraries for 
books he had written and eventually found one copy located 
in Plymouth.

In America there is a John Muir Highway, two 
mountains named after him and a glacier as well as a small 
planet.   His head was on a California postage stamp and 
their dime coin.   There is a John Muir long distance trail.
He was one of six children.    His father was an evangelical 
preacher who made his son learn the Bible off by heart.  By 
the age of eleven John Muir knew the whole of    the New 
Testament.   He said most of it had been thrashed into him 
by his father.

The family emigrated to the United States and built a 
farm out of the Wisconsin wilderness.       John was an 
inventor.   He made cocks out of hickory and all sorts of 
labour saving gadgets.     At University he studied botany 
but afterwards went working at anything.     An accident at 
work changed his life.   He was hit in the eye by a piece of 
metal and for six weeks was blind.   When he regained his 



sight he saw the world quite differently.   He saw divinity in 
it and how the whole of creation was balanced and 
interconnected.   He saw too how humankind was destroying 
it. 

From then on he campaigned to preserve the 
wilderness as part of the national heritage.   He founded the 
Sierra Club and wrote articles about his time exploring the 
Sierra Nevada.    Thanks to him the National Parks and 
Forests were set up by the government.   It was the Yosemite 
National Park that was his major triumph.    Without his 
campaigns the wilderness would surely have been trampled 
under the foot of advancing civilisation.    I know from my 
preaching circuit that I wasn’t the only one who had never 
heard of This legend of America, John Muir.



Returned from this world.  Liz Foxbrook.
Liz from Sweden was a great friend though we had 

never met except through e-mail and Facebook.     Liz and I 
took over the File when Lyanne retired as editor. We weren’t 
quite as internet savvy in those days so production of the 
File was always a paper exercise.   All the contributions 
ended up with Liz who added the artwork.   She had a 
passion for drawing birds so they flew all over the pages that 
arrived back at me.    I then collated and sent the copy to the 
printer.    The box of printed copies came back to me and I 
posted them out.      There was a fair amount of 
correspondence and checking between Liz and myself.   A 
few years ago she retired but we kept in touch.    She 
telephoned only a couple of weeks before the news came of 
her death.   She only recently moved into a retirement 
apartment.    Liz was not only a much exhibited artist but 
also an accomplished musician.   In Nykoping where she 
lived she had always been involved in the community, 
especially in women’s issues.    Many of us in the network 
will miss those messages and calls that began with ‘Liz from 
Sweden’.



Imbolc   by Tony McNeile
‘When will winter ever end?’  January’s grip of cold 

and ice seems escape proof.   And then on one cold day at 
the beginning of February there comes a change of mood.  It 
feels as if the spell has been broken.   At first it is only a 
feeling but all of nature responds with it.    This is Imbolc 
(pronounced without sounding the b).   Nothing seems to 
have changed but it has.    In folklore, the crone has changed 
to the maiden.   In Ireland there was a tradition of placing 
children’s clothes outside the door to be blessed by Brigid as 
she dashed around the country from house to house.  

Country dwellers see that the ewes in the fields have 
started to lactate in readiness for the birth of their lambs. 
  Farmers feel the soil and it is warmer so dormant seeds are 
going to germinate.   Birds are starting to pair off and the 
time has arrived to start building a nest.      It is a time of 
hope.   No more surviving winter but now looking forward.    

Many people will prepare their ‘Vision Board’.  On it 
will be the promises they have made to themselves about 
what they are going to achieve during the  coming months, 
and the things they are no longer going to do!.  They place 
the board in a prominent place in the house, usually where 
they have to walk past it day by day.  They will be 
constantly reminded of what they plan and promise  to 
achieve.   Imbolc bids farewell to winter and looks forward 
to spring.



Lupercalia
Lupercalia is a pre Christian religious festival of 

purification which was held on the fifteenth of February. 
  Lupercus was the Roman god of shepherds.   For this 
festival the priests dressed up in goat skins and animals were 
sacrificed.   The ceremony ended up as a bit of a wild party 
as priests with whips chased the young men and women, 
hoping to purge evil spirits out of them.   For the young men 
and women it was a risky courting ritual as they fled 
together to safe hiding places.     Lupercalia is said to be one 
of the origins of our Valentine’s Day.   It was said to be just 
as risky for young soldiers to receive love letters from young 
women because they might lose the will to fight.   The 
exchange of such letters was banned but luckily for the 
young people Bishop Valentine was happy to secretly pass 
on the billet doux but advised not putting names to them.

Solstice
The meaning of the word ‘Solstice’ is ‘Standing still’. 

   In winter the sun has journeyed south taking our daylight 
with it and leaving us with long cold nights.   At last it stops 
its journey and pauses, standing still as if with indecision on 
whether to travel on or return.   

In the cold north the people overcome the darkness of 
the longest night by having a party.     They will decorate the 
houses with holly and ivy to represent the male and female 
deities and to remind themselves that not all greenery has 



perished in the winter.   Bonfires are lit as if to encourage 
the sun to make that northward journey.     A growing fir tree 
was brought into the house and decorated with candles.  

In Roman times the partying centred around the god 
Saturn.      The feast of Saturnalia was the time to turn the 
world upside down.   On the shortest day roles in the 
household were reversed.   The slave became the master and 
the master waited on the slave, men and women reversed 
clothes.   Everyone exchanged presents.

The traditions continue to the present day.    In my 
time in the forces, the officers served lunch to the soldiers 
on Christmas Day..     The pantomime is a fairy story where 
the principal boy is a girl and the female characters are 
played by men.      Houses are decorated with evergreens 
and the christmas tree is decorated with lights.     A special 
cake, the yule log has become the bonfire.

Christianity was never going to suppress such a long 
held tradition but added to it the nativity story of god being 
reborn as the light of the world.     Eventually the Nativity 
story came to dominate the old pagan festivals but like the 
fires of hope they could never be extinguished. 



SORROW FOR A TREE  from Jenny Watts
  

Beloved silver birch,
lady of the woods.
 
From here, from this chair
did I sit in peace,
see you towering,
leaves rustling in the breeze.
 
Magpie visited your boughs,
pigeon rested,
blue tit flitted,
squirrel ran.
 
Since I came here, twenty years,
always have you been
my companion,
gracious lady.
 
And now I sorrow;
you are diminished,
half your height and more, gone.
your new top visible and sad.
 
Roots uplifted and a tilted lean,
fear of storms



and your falling
took us to this place.
 
I long for the day
when your crown will flourish,
new growth
welcoming your survival.

From the archive

Just a walk by Betty McKeller    (from File 54)
A quiet summer evening
And the loch is still
Cleansed
After the purge
Of daytime rain.
Grasses and tall mauve flowers
Respond to hours
Of drenching
And stretch high 
To sun-dry
Sometimes bending 
Or trembling
From gentle wafts of breeze
That touch us
As we stroll the lochside path
Past alder and ash



And drooping willow trees.
Through this green frame 
far out
Windsurfers 
Skim water
Gliding and sloping
Silent wraiths
On transparent wings-
Damselfly things
And nearer the edge
Swans float
Like galeon boats
With silver triangle shapes
In their glittering wakes
Widening …
A simple living picture behind a tree 
Priceless and free



Why not join the Unitarian Earth Spirit Network?

The annual subscription is £15

You can join by:

Sending a cheque to:
Rev Tony McNeile
102 Turton Road
Bolton
Bl2 3DY

Or by bank transfer to
The Unitarian Earth Spirit Network
A/c 00337991  sort code 30 14 40

Or using the donate button on the web site:
www.earthspiritnetwork.uk

Or via Paypal



     


