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SONNET 116

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove:
O no; it is an ever-fixed mark,
That looks on tempests, and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wandering bark,
Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken.
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle's compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error and upon me proved,
I never writ, nor no man ever loved.
William Shakespeare (Sonnet 116) Submitted by Bernard McHugh

WESTERN WIND
Western wind, when wilt thou blow?
The small rain down can rain.
Christ, that my love were in my arms,
And I in my bed again.
Anonymous

FROM THE EDITOR'S DESK
Too Religious?
Recently, in his “Loose Canon” column in the “Guardian”, Giles Fraser pointed
out that there is no such thing as “generic religiosity” and that “no one
practises religion, as such”. Indeed, Fraser notes that at the heart of
Christianity “is a figure who was thoroughly suspicious and condemnatory of
religion”. He also argues that the New Testament is one of the most thoroughly
anti-religious books ever written, which makes Richard Dawkins look very
tame.
Reminding us that Jesus was a Jew, who came out of that very Jewish prophetic
tradition of fierce hostility to religiosity, he quotes the prophet Isaiah as an
example:
“The multitude of your sacrifices – what are they to me? says the Lord. I have
more than enough of burnt offerings, of rams and the fat of fattened animals; I
have no pleasure in the blood of bulls and lambs and goats. Stop bringing
meaningless offerings! Your incense is detestable to me. New moons, sabbaths
and convocations – I cannot bear your worthless assemblies.”
This is the sort of thing which provided inspiration for Jesus and perhaps
contributed to him finishing up on a cross. If you consider the circumstances
of his birth, it is perhaps noteworthy that it occurred “not in the spiritually
antiseptic space of some sacred temple, but in the smelly cow shed out the
back.” Mostly, religious fundamentalists worship a book, preferring the the
safety of pat answers. But, as Fraser reminds us “this is just another form of
idolatry of which the Hebrew scriptures regularly warn. Worshipping a book
and worshipping God are two totally different things.”
From a Unitarian perspective, many years ago Alfred Hall wrote about the
misconceptions surrounding belief:
“Many men believe more in God than they suppose; many others believe less
in him than they imagine. A professed atheist who is honourable and loving in
his life, may in reality be a true believer in God and know more of him than

many a professed Christian, whose religion never gets beyond his creed.. In his
“Philosophy of Religion”, Auguste Sabatier shows that two things are equally
impossible; for a man who is false to conscience to have any deep faith in God;
and for a good man, whether he speaks of himself as religious or not, to be
without a knowledge of God. Often we entertain God unawares we are uplifted,
but do not think of the source of inspiration.”
Unitarians, perhaps, should heed Hall's words and worry themselves less
about the semantics of where our “religious” ideas came from and more about
what they now mean and why they might be of any value and help to our
fellow citizens in the twenty first century.
Keith Brown

SILENCE
Words split apart, Silence unites.
Words scatter, Silence gathers together.
Words stir up, Silence brings piece.
Words engender denial, Silence invites even the denier to find fresh hope in
the confident expectation of a mystery which can be accomplished within.
In my active silence I shall prepare myself to hear the Silence of God.
Pierre Lacout, God is Silence.

NOTICE BOARD
Note of Congregational Meeting of 1st December 2013.
It was reported that York were unlikely to consider the minister sharing
option before the New Year. Hull may need to progress independently.
The last Sunday in March should be the final service in the current building.
The legal process was progressing regarding the purchase of the land to the
side of the church. The architect has explored systems, e.g. drainage.
During the development, the Trustees' view was that there might be the need
for just a monthly service and a social. Services could not be held in the Church
for the three or four months duration of the closure and there was doubt
about who would take the services.
However, a Congregational Circle Service was being piloted in January and
further consultation might be required. Other less formal forms of worship
were also discussed. The alternative location for services was not entirely
finalised. There was a discussion about the possibility of holding services in
the evenings and the possibility of an Animal Service (as at York).
A cheque had been sent to the Philippines Disaster Appeal.
Georgina
We all wish Georgina a speedy recovery from her broken ankle.
Roy Evans
We were sad to learn of the death of Roy Evans, a former member and
Treasurer of our congregation. Although work commitments resulted in him
moving to live in the south of England, he always remained in touch with Park
Street and occasionally returned to lead worship at our church.
Next YUU Meeting
29th March 29 at Leeds Mill Hill Chapel.
“The world is governed more by appearance than realities so that it is fully as
necessary to seem to know something as to know it.”
Daniel Webster (EUnifier magazine)

REACHING OUT
Please support our forthcoming Coffee Mornings in aid of local
Charities:
Fridays, 14th February and Friday 28th February for Yoga for Health.
Note that hopefully there will also be a morning for the St John
Fellowship: date to be confirmed.

CHANGE.
Change is exhilarating when done by us,
Disturbing when done to us.
Helen Keller, who was blind, said "We look so long and regretfully at the closed
door, that we do not notice the one that has opened for us."
Goethe said "Whatever you do or dream that you can do, begin it. Boldness has
genius, power and magic in it."
Albert Newman said "The problem with learning from experience is we get the
test before the lesson."
If you always do what you've always done, you will always get what you've
always got.
I don't know where that originated!
Submitted by Marie Penn

“Every time I close the door on reality it comes in through the windows.”
Jennifer Yane
“We spend money that we do not have, on things we do not need, to impress
people who do not care.”
Will Smith (EUnifier magazine)

A SEASONAL PARADOX
This is an edited version of the sermon given by the Reverend Bill Darlison in
the church in December 2013.
Those of us who have reached a certain age will no doubt remember Spike
Milligan’s famous Goon Show song, ‘I’m walking backwards for Christmas’.
The first verse goes:
I’m walking backwards for Christmas
Across the Irish Sea.
I’m walking backwards for Christmas
It’s the only thing for me.
As far as I can tell, it’s a song about unrequited love. A young lad falls in love
with ‘an Irish colleen’ from ‘Doolin, Galway Bay’ but she spurns his advances
and sails across the sea. Now he’s reminiscing about happier times, hence the
backward movement.
For all its daft lyrics, Spike’s song, - unconsciously perhaps – captures
the essence of that time of year, because from time immemorial, late
December has been characterised by the principle of reversal, of doing things
the wrong way round. And the reason is simple: the 21 st of December, is the
day of the winter solstice, when the sun halts its downward movement and
begins its steady climb up our northern skies; the days start to get longer, the
nights shorter. In former times, before electricity and central heating, it was a
period of great celebration, and in some cultures it was customary to mirror
the sun’s change of direction, and perhaps symbolically to ‘encourage’ it, by
doing things widdershins.
The Romans, whose customs we inherit in large measure, celebrated
the feast of Saturnalia at this time of year. It was named in honour of Saturn,
the planetary god associated with the zodiacal sign Capricorn, which the sun
enters on 21st December, and the festivities lasted for a week or so, from 17 th to
23rd December. It was the most popular feast of the Roman year. Catullus
describes it as ‘the best of days’, and Seneca complains that the whole city is in
a bustle. Pliny the Younger, no doubt a prototype of Scrooge, tells us that he
used to retire to his room while the rest of the family celebrated. People
would visit friends, give gifts – particularly wax candles, probably in honour of
the returning sun at the solstice. Certain social restrictions were relaxed, and

the social order was inverted. Gambling was allowed in public places; slaves
didn’t have to work, were treated as equals, and were even allowed to wear
their master’s clothing and were waited on at mealtimes by their masters. The
Roman poet Lucian tells us that ‘the serious is barred, no business is allowed.
There is drinking, noise and games and dice, feasting of slaves, naked singing,
clapping of frenzied hands, an occasional ducking of corked faces in icy
water……’ And the people would greet each other with the cry, ‘Yo Saturnalia!’,.
Many of our own midwinter celebrations can be traced back to the
Roman Saturnalia. The office party is a good example. Normal rules of
decorum are suspended, hierarchies are ignored, and people behave in
audacious ways that would earn them a severe reprimand at other times.
Pantomimes, too, reflect the theme of reversal, male and female changing
places; the dame is invariably a man, the prince a woman; the powerful are
humiliated, the humble exalted. Even the wearing of paper hats – which are
traditionally in the shape of crowns – is an echo of Roman days, and
symbolises an imagined golden age, before social stratification divided us from
each other, and we were all kings and queens.
Such symbolism is the basis of our human hope; it says to us that, just
as the sun can change direction and move from darkness into light, so can we.
It suggests that there was a time when things were simpler and fairer, and it
holds out the promise that one day we will find it again. That’s why the image
of the little child, which is Christianity’s contribution to the seasonal
symbolism, is such a powerful one. The birth of a baby is a sign that the world
is constantly capable of renewing itself.
And, of course, as we hear again and again that these things are for
the children. This is how we justify it. We would hate people to think that we
celebrate it because it is a psychological necessity, which I’m becoming
convinced it is, so we invent the excuse about it being a children’s festival. I
can remember nearly half a century ago, when my sister’s children were tiny,
and all the adults in the house – mother, father, grandparents, and I – were
waiting in anxious anticipation for these bewildered children, who could
barely talk and who had no idea what all the fuss was about, to open their
numerous presents. The excitement was ours, not theirs. We were reliving
our own childhood vicariously. Christmas reconnects us with our own
childhood, to a time when the world was magical, before it became ordinary

and humdrum and tedious. And this is the great paradox of Christmas: we say
it is for the children, but children don’t need it. The world is magical enough
to the very young; that’s why they are ready to play as soon as their eyes are
open in the morning, and why they rarely go to sleep willingly at night. Life
itself is enough to excite the child. As Alison Gopnik, who is a psychology
professor in the University of California at Berkeley, says, ‘babies and young
children are actually more conscious, more vividly aware of their external
world and internal life than adults are.’
That’s why, to the very young child, the wrapping paper and the boxes
are every bit as interesting as the toys. As we get older, says Gopnik, we lose
our conscious awareness of things, and begin to do them automatically;
experience loses its colour and its excitement, and we become disenchanted
with the world. Remember Greg Lake’s Christmas song, ‘I Believe in Father
Christmas’? When he was a child, he says, he ‘looked to the skies with excited
eyes’. Now that he is a grown up, he ‘wakes with a yawn, at the first light of
dawn.’
This gives us some idea why Jesus said that unless we become like
little children we cannot enter the kingdom of God, which contrasts sharply
with what St. Paul says. Paul, you will remember, in the classic passage from 1
Corinthians 13, tells us that when we were children we thought, spoke, and
acted like children, but now that we are grown up we have put away childish
things. Paul congratulates us for doing so. But then, Paul was a theologian and
an intellectual. Jesus was not a theologian, but he was a pretty astute
psychologist, who knew that only when we can rediscover the fresh vision of
childhood, a vision of wonderment, bewilderment, gratitude, and awe, will
there be any hope for us. ‘The consciousness of the child,’ says Alison Gopnik,
‘is the consciousness that makes us grateful to be human…..for babies, every
wobbly step is skydiving, every game of hide-and-seek is Einstein (coming up
with the theory of relativity) in 1905, and every day is first love in Paris
Annie Dillard, the American writer, tells of a young blind girl who had an
operation on her eyes and could see for the first time. When the doctor took
the bandages off and led her into the garden she saw ‘the tree with the lights
in it’. It was just an ordinary tree, but to this girl it was lit up because, seeing it
for the first time, she saw its wondrousness. Annie Dillard says that she herself
once saw a tree with lights in it. ‘One day I was walking, thinking of nothing at
all and I saw the tree with lights in it. I saw the backyard cedar where the

mourning doves roost charged and transfigured, each cell buzzing with
flame….. but gradually the lights went out in the cedar, the colours died, the
cells unflamed and disappeared’. This is our natural condition. The lights have
gone out. Ordinary things have ceased to be wonderful. ‘The universe is full of
magical things, patiently waiting for our wits to grow sharper’, wrote Eden
Phillpot. Maybe we could rephrase that: the universe is full of magical things,
patiently waiting for us to rediscover our childhood vision’.
The Kingdom of God will come when the bandages are taken from our eyes,
when the world is re-enchanted; when we unlearn the ‘dirty devices of this
world’, walk backwards from our sophisticated, cynical, jaded adulthood, to
the excited aliveness of childhood. Then Roy Wood’s dream will be realised
and it will be Christmas every day. Then we’ll cease to be slaves of money,
entertainment, and status, and we’ll all be kings and queens once more, joint
heirs of the Kingdom of God. Until that time, the tree with lights in it must be
our Christmas tree, our crowns must be flimsy paper ones, but even these,
Christmas trees and paper crowns, can, for a few brief hours at Christmas,
remind us of our calling and of our destiny.
The Reverend Bill Darlison.
Prayer for living in Tension
If we have any hope of transforming
the world and changing ourselves,
we must be bold enough to step
into our discomfort,
brave enough to be clumsy there,
and loving enough to forgive our
selves and others.
May we, as a people of faith, be
granted the strength to be so bold
so brave and so loving.
Reverend Joseph M. Cherry

The views expressed in Hull Unitarian magazine are solely those of the contributors
and do not necessarily represent the views of Hull Unitarian Church.

CALENDAR OF EVENTS
We hold a regular Friday Coffee Morning, held in the Church between 10.30
and 12.00 noon. Often this is in support of local charities, (see the Reaching
Out item), and everyone is welcome to come along for a coffee and chat.
We meet for worship on Sundays at 11.00 am. at our Park Street church:-

FEBRUARY 2014
Sunday 2nd

Service with Michael Tracey, 11.00am. Followed by a
Congregational Meeting

Sunday 9th

Service with Bernard McHugh, 11.00am.

Sunday 16th Service with Rosemary Arthur, 11.00am.
Sunday 23rd Service with Stephen Carlile, 11.00am.
MARCH 2014
Sunday 2nd

Service with Mavis Lake, 11.00am.

Sunday 9th

Circle Service, 11.00am.

Sunday 16th Service with Brinley Price, 11.00am.
Sunday 23rd Service with David Arthur, 11.00am.
Sunday 30th Service details to be confirmed, 11.00am.
Join us for worship. We sing, we reflect, we pray and meditate together. We
often listen to an address prepared by the worship leader. We draw from
sources of insight both traditional and modern.
You will be very welcome.

Y

