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Introduction 

 

The Unitarian Earth Spirit Network (UESN) has been going now for twenty 

years. It began as ‘The NeoPagan Network’ founded by the Rev Peter 

Roberts. All those years ago the Network was seen as very much ‘off cen-

tre’ for a Unitarian organisation and many were reluctant to accept it as 

part of the Unitarian spectrum. The name was changed to the Earth Spirit 

Network to reflect the spiritual and the Gaia aspects of the group. A 

magazine - ‘The File’ was produced four times each year to coincide with 

the seasons and was made up by contributions from the membership. 

 

There have been week-ends at Great Hucklow to celebrate the seasonal 

festivals. Some local groups based on congregations have started to hold 

their own festivals. 

  

This Viewpoint contains some of the contributions that have been pub-

lished in the UESN Files. 

 

 

Gardening Life 

 

When I was a lad over seventy years ago my father had a garden as well 

as several allotments. 

 

Their primary purpose was, I believe then, to provide fresh food and flow-

ers for the family. We were not a wealthy family but lived well and my 

mother always kept a good table. 

 

Gardening was my father’s hobby and relaxation. I came to realise it also 

provided an opportunity for a manual worker to escape to another world. 

The world of his greenhouse, his shed, his place. It also enabled a man 

reared in rural poverty, hired in the Driffield market as a ‘live in’ plough 

boy at twelve years of age for two pounds ten shillings and a suit of 

clothes per year, who served in World War 1 and then became an urban 

railwayman, to indulge his fundamental love of the natural world. And 

that all in his own way. 
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For a growing boy the garden was a learning space; a place of instruction 

and activity. 

 

Any remarks such as ‘ I’m bored’ would be greeted by,  

 

                ‘Get down the garden and dig for worms!.’ 

 

One was not encouraged to be idle. A barrow was made from a box and 

pram wheels and plenty of leaves were available to be collected from 

‘the avenues’. Leaf mould was a great source of nutrient for plants. The 

garden was a source of activity and wonder as well as a chance to explore 

the neighbourhood, at least for this growing boy. 

 

I still love gardens. Not your immaculate bought in annuals sort of a place 

with manicured lawns and fancy ornaments, although they do have their 

place. I prefer the sort of garden where perennials grow, bushes and 

trees exist and insects and birds thrive in their natural world. Even the 

weeds are allowed to thrive on occasions. 

 

There is always enough work to be done to keep one active, learning and 

in touch with nature. Such a garden is similar to one’s inner being I sus-

pect. A bit cluttered and untidy and always in need of some attention. 

 

Strange how, according to the Bible, it all started in the Garden of Eden. 

Even there they had an apple tree. Not a very suitable climate for apples I 

would have thought and what about a pollinator? However I do believe 

every worthwhile British garden should, if large enough, have apple trees. 

(Somebody has to keep true Druids in wands after all) I love apples be-

cause they provide interest all through the year, budding, flowering, fruit-

ing, as well as eating and drinking, each in due season. 

 

We all know apple trees need a pollinator, just as people need ideas.  

 

      Clive Briggs 
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Roots 
 

The so called ‘Tree of Life’ has two main stems, plant life and animal life. 

The members of the first seek life sustaining nourishment from the envi-

ronment. Members of the second have mouths and, unencumbered by 

roots, are free to forage wherever food can be found. 
 

We humans at the top of our stem, have colonised the world, and have 

been able to wring nourishment from some fairly extreme environments. 

Our exploits in doing this have generated remarkable stories, stories that 

we love to recount because they are in our history. And we can learn 

from history, which helps us to progress. 
 

History is not roots. There is a time for retelling old stories, with examples 

that may inspire or warn us, but we cannot rest on the laurels of our for-

bears. They know, as we do, that our destiny lies with the zeitgeist of 

change. They wrestled with the conditions of their times. Armed with 

new knowledge, and technologies that they did not have we must climb 

new heights, even plumb new depths, to forge new theories and para-

digms whereon to build new societies suited to today’s and tomorrow’s 

conditions. 
 

If the flame of faith of our Unitarian forefathers is losing its glow, there is 

no point in raking in the embers of past glory for new warmth. We need 

to build a new fire that can be a beacon to people struggling in a divided 

and materialistic world. And we may use the old stories to help give our 

children the information and the confidence to strike out on their own 

paths and follow their own stars. 
 

       Janet Briggs 
 

Memories 
 

A friend complained recently that she is never still long enough these 

days, ‘Just to remember’. As a result she has convinced me of the need to 

sit quietly more often - no radio or CD, no book, just a seat in the garden 

perhaps. 
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I remember as a child sitting out on the back door step savouring dark 

starlit nights and time seemed not to exist at all. I have always loved lying 

a bed and listening to the sounds of the wind and the rain, feeling safe 

and blessed. As a child I could lie and listen to the sea from my bedroom. 

Recently I walked along the promenade at Aberystwyth and smelt the sea 

and more memories came in with the tide. 

 

Once at a Chapel tea party I was asked for the recipe of a traditional 

Welsh loaf cake - my whole repertoire only adds up to two. I said I would 

jot down the necessary information but actually it was my mother’s rec-

ipe. Mum overheard the conversation and said, ‘It’s not my recipe. It is 

your grandmother’s’. The recipe has now been written down for daugh-

ter Megan and hopefully her daughter will use it in time. 

 

Many of the sad memories are not as sharp these days and many of the 

good memories have grown and blossomed. I am not good at saving me-

mentos and never carry a camera but the smell of sweet peas or baking 

bread will transport me, as will a snatch of music. My patience has not 

increased with time - quite the reverse, there is much need for improve-

ment. 

 

A recent series of television programmes called ‘’Turn Back Time’ actually 

showed people being given details of much earlier family members, 

members they had never known, and you could actually feel those pre-

sent relatives taking on the memories of past generations. They were ob-

viously going to hang on to these new found memories. 

 

On my kitchen notice board reads, ‘I have learned so much from my mis-

takes that I am thinking of making some more!’ 

 

      Marian Littlepage 

 

Memories of Libya. 

 

The desert was very large and dramatically empty. It flowed around our 

little oil field camp deep in the Sahara. It was rustled by a wind from the 
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depths of Africa. Sand built up on runways and stopped the little supply 

plane landing. Sand blew in through any door not sealed shut and it 

would cover the floor a foot deep. Sand blew away the foundations of the 

concrete pump bases. Sand was never still. Near to us a small detach-

ment of workers were combing a sector for the unexploded shells and 

grenades from two wars - the sand sometimes revealed them, mostly hid 

them. 

 

And when it was still, it was very very still. It glistened. It was full of col-

our, full of strange shapes and slopes. A sense of life paused.  

 

Once this desert had been the bottom of a primitive ocean. It was littered 

still with sea shells and shark’s teeth still white and sometimes sharp. The 

surface in parts had the rigid ripples of a retreating tide that tried to 

shake our truck to pieces as we drove over it. We decided it was better to 

drive really fast and make it more like a roller coaster ride - but we knew 

the slightest patch of loose sand could turn the vehicle over. 

 

So surreal to be at the bottom of a waterless ocean. You couldn’t call 

them hills, those high sheer sided uneroded remnants of long ago that 

dwarfed our journeys and looked like giant freshly baked loaves of bread.  

 

Strange that this surface so many millions of years old was hiding another 

thousands of feet below that was once forest but is now oil being 

pumped to the surface through a steel pipe.  

 

Upon this world of sand the sun shone unrelentingly by day and at night 

the stars did look like diamonds bright and vivid. Their light pierced the 

soul.  

 

This restless world beneath my feet did seem eternal and yet it measured 

time too - but it measured time in the tick of a clock that mocked all our 

histories and ever will.  

 

        Tony McNeile 
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Divine Women 
 

I was delighted by the BBC 2 series on ‘Divine Women’ presented by the 

historian Bettany Hughes. All three programmes were good and the first I 

thought was outstanding. It was an utter joy to see the Goddess and the 

role of women in spirituality considered so well on BBC 2 prime time. 
 

In that first programme Bettany Hughes revealed that she was inspired 

30 years ago by a black and white photo of the Cretan Snake Goddess 

from Heraklian, although at that time no one could tell her if it was a 

woman, a priestess or a goddess. 
 

She then took us to the site of Gobekli Tepe, in south east Turkey near 

the Syrian border, the oldest religious site in the world, some 12,000 

years old. Of three figures found there is one known as the Goddess in 

the Lion Temple which had been scratched onto rock. Next stop was Catal 

Hoyuk, some 7,000BC, where a voluptuous female figure was found many 

years ago in a grain container, which current thinking considers may be 

one of the beginnings of Mother Goddess in sculptured form. Then Bet-

tany Hughes moved to Arslankaya, in central Turkey and a 3000 years old 

Goddess which had been hewn in the rock flanked by two lions. Sadly She 

was later hacked out by vandals, thus no longer protecting the mountain. 

This was followed by a visit to Midas City, a whole city of the great God-

dess Cybele. 
 

Bettany Hughes then turned to the site of Delphi - originally the site of 

Gaia, primal goddess, mother of all the gods, where hundreds of small 

bronze age figurines have been found. And it was here that the usurpa-

tion of the peaceful Goddess by warrior gods was so clearly demon-

strated. Apollo (son of Zeus) strangled python (guardian of Gaia and a 

child of Gaia) and Delphi became his shrine (albeit with a priestess as ora-

cle. Zeus and his thunderbolts had already emerged victor as mass vio-

lence became more common, leaving little room for goddesses or 

women. 
 

On to Rome where the Sybil (oracle) said they needed to bring in Cybele, 

mother of the gods, to help win against Carthage. In the light of Roman 
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victory Cybele was hailed as Magna Mater, the Great Mother, and her 

temple and annual festival was on the site where St Peter’s Basilica was 

later built. Cybele, we were told, is there at the beginning and the end 

and is not to be messed with! In 1609 Grimaldi recorded that underneath 

the Basilica are vast remains of the sanctuary of the Great Mother, - sym-

bolically and physically She has been buried. 
 

For me the greatest joy was learning for the first time of the Kamakhya 

Temple in Assam, north east India, Bettany Hughes’ next stop. My inter-

est was because I was born in Shillong in what is now the north east In-

dian state of Meghalaya (meaning ‘abode of the clouds’) although at the 

time it was in the state of Assam. Shillong is in the hills of the Khasi peo-

ples, a matrilineal tribe, the hills being part of the foothills of the Himala-

yas of the Goddess Kusumamodini. Bettany Hughes told us that Kamak-

hya is is one of the most sacred Goddess temples in India. It is dedicated 

to Durga, the shining one, formed with all the powers of the gods. Refer-

ence was made 3,500 years ago in the Vedas. The temple is dedicated to 

Durga’s yoni and every years thousands of Hindus come here for the 

Durga Puja celebrating her birth and her successful battle with the de-

mon king. In the temple is a sacred underground cave where the holy 

waters flow, the womb/vagina of the Goddess herself. Bettany Hughes 

visited this without the cameras and emerged covered in red, which re-

minded one of menstrual blood. And one of the Indian academics she 

interviewed said that it was likely that existing local powerful indigenous 

goddesses in Assam or even simply strong local women, had been incor-

porated into Hinduism through Durga. I immediately thought of the mat-

rilineal Khasis - so imagine my delight when on digging around on the 

internet I found out that Kamakhya was indeed an ancient sacred site to 

the Khasis. 
 

The programme ended with a visit to Kolkata (Calcutta) for the city wide 

Durga Puja celebrations.  
 

A free booklet on the series is available from the Open University via the 

Open Learn section of the web site. 

        Jenny Watts 
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A Blackbird sang in the Hawthorn Tree 

 

Ten years the little hawthorn 

languished 

behind the shed 

where healthy, rampant honeysuckle clambered - 

not dead but not quite flourishing. 

 

“Red Hawthorn” 

the label on the pot had said 

and never a flower. 

We forgot that it was there 

 

This year, in June 

it bloomed 

a riotous, rare, rich crimson 

to beguile the eyes. 

 

The blackie lyricised. 

He chose a rosy place amongst the blossom 

to serenade his mistress 

in her honeysuckle nest 

and sang his blackbird song … 

 

And in the looking and the listening I was blessed. 

 

       Betty McKellar  
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Airs of Night 
 

She glides in silent flight on silver wings, 

lady of moon shimmerings, white 

a-glimmer with pearl light, her veils of chiffon-grey 

Trailing the hedgerows of receding day. 
 

Indeterminate wrath, wisp of a whisper 

Hiding in purple shade 

Huntress flying fast, sliding down moonbeam shafts 

To plunge in the pools of dark. 
 

Silver voles shiver and dart for their black holes 

as the lady in white quivers above them on the airs of night; 

phosphorescent ghost quiet as a dream floating and  

drifting on a hedge moon glistened, to a rippled stream. 

Come dawn she lays herself to rest on morning’s arm 

And is borne softly to the caverns of our Conveth barn. 
 

Sleep quiet Princess of the night, 

We hold our breaths and watch for you with hushed delight. 

 

       Betty McKellar 

 

What dreams the land? 

 

Below the ridge long isolated by river and by sea, lie the wide flat lands 

of the Island, stretching from sunset to sunrise. 

Here you may find half a million years of history, an unending narrative 

of a landscape, and the chronicles of its tribes. 

The lion and the woolly mammoth once roamed this land of chalk and flint, 

while rhino and aurochs grazed on these rough grasses. 

As the wandering hominines of Europe fished our teeming waters 

and trapped the two ton straight tusked elephant, 

the Island lay quiet, contented in the young sun’s pale morning dreaming 

of a burgeoning landscape and a satisfied people. 
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Two thousand years of husbandry, three thousand years of trade, 

the land flourished, the sea was abundant with fish. 

But under the wide open sky and the eerie scream of the great gulls 

the people were not at ease with their Island home. 

They had watched the Roman legions tramp across their small fields, 

fled the long northland ships at anchor in their harbours, 

endured the plague that stalked their children and laid waste their lives. 

They dreamed of relief from the cruelty of greedy manors, 

of an end to the tyranny of Augustine’s proud successors, and of peace. 

The Island dreamed of death hovering close to its shores. 

 

In times of new plenty, the corn tall and golden, the apple trees’ branches 

weighed down by a rich harvest, the Island’s modest 

masters grew comfortable and fat - their only enemy the revenue men. 

Farmers dreamed of barns stacked high, their wives of gowns 

rich in velvet and silk, seaside landladies dreamed of the quiet winter house 

and the basement kitchen free from the clamour of bells. 

But the labourer displaced by new machines, the coachman and the carter 

their trade lost to the ubiquitous monarchs of the iron road, 

the old sailor out run by steam, all dreamed of days never to come again. 

The Island trembled and dare not sleep. 

 

Men ripped coal from the land, tall chimneys spewed soot and fumes, 

rivers were poisoned and man-made light overwhelmed 

the sky’s darkness snuffing out the starry candles, the sailor’s celestial 

chart and the promise that the sun will always return. 

The roar of aluminium pterosaurs drowned out the skylark’s empyrean song 

and the rising sea plucked impatiently at crumbling chalk. 

Until 

like some beneficent Kraken arising from the its deep watery slumber, 

we awake and discover the land anew, and understand now 

our part as stewards of God’s creation, not lords - but humble tenants. 

The Island gives thanks, and dreams of paradise. 

So may it be. 

 

        Naomi Linnell 
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Stillicidium 
 

Entranced at the kitchen doorway 

by a steady fall of rain, 

knowing nothing, simply standing 

at the back step, damp lip of the world. 
 

Dog dish rings in syncopation 

with a million drum percussion 

as thunder floats like a cymbal 

across a flooded orchestra pit. 
 

Steely must of drenched stone rises 

through lichens and mosses, 

nettles, elder and blackthorns nod 

while rain performs ordinary miracles; 

bright spheres appear and ripple out again to nothing 
 

I am whispered out of focus in this living pointillism - 

from the back door to oblivion. 
 

My mother would tell me, 

amused, almost scolding 

how her father too 

had been mesmerised like this by rain. 
 

Rain hangs at the sill, globing immanent 

suspended 

between worlds. 

Generations transfixed 

in water borne meditation, 

staring still 

from what shining thresholds unknown. 
 

(Stillicidium: a dripping of water from the eaves: Wikipedia) 
 

 

        Jo James 

 



Elenydd 

 

Footlogged and pathless 

out from Tregaron 

we startled a midday owl 

to flapping across acres of tawny rain. 

 

Wet gear proofed; 

sky-lit, we crested 

wide downs, 

streams, 

tree lines and fences, 

 

Trudge happy in miles of kisses 

and gasping at glimpses 

of red kites and rabbits. 

 

Passing by farms, 

chapels, 

ancient slate byres and 

lingering bridges, 

crossing from Powys 

 

To Ceredigion 

until, under a power of rain 

we stood 

breath to breath 

in the thunder struck valley 

and stared down the horizon 

wide and ringing 

like an anvil under our hammering hearts. 

 

(The Elenydd is an area in the southern Cambrian Mountains of mid 

Wales, between Llanwrtyd and Tregaron. 

 

        Jo James 
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Comments - 
 

We welcome your comments on this issue. With your permission your comments 

might also be included in the NUF Newsletter. 
 

Please send your comments to the editor, 
 

 Tony McNeile,  

102 Turton Rd, BOLTON.  BL2 3DY  
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Tony’s Ten Commandments 
 

1. Develop a sense of well being in yourself. 

Understand your own strengths and weaknesses and develop your self confi-

dence. Be able to live with yourself and learn not to be put off by what people say 

about you - or what you think they say about you. 
 

2. Treat your body as a temple. 

Do not dishonour your body by what you eat and what you do. 
 

3. Learn about life and the arts. 
 

4. Be devoted to the relationships you have with others. 

Do not speak badly of your loved ones or friends or criticise them in a negative 

way. 
 

5. Do not harm strangers. 

Treat all people with respect and be open to their ideas and opinions in so far as 

they do not damage your own commandments. 
 

6. Work for the good of humankind and the earth we inhabit. 

Do not be involved in any action that leads to the suffering of others. 
 

7. Be a peacemaker. 

Settle arguments within yourself and between yourself and others. Be a media-

tor. 
 

8. Encourage children to learn about and understand good values. 
 

9. Develop the spiritual dimensions of you life. 

 

10. Be a religious person. 

Follow a religion which upholds your values and show devotion to your religion. 
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