Wheels within wheels

Ever had the feeling that you were different from others around you??

Ever thought that there had to be more to life than your 9-5 job and going to school etc?

Well you are not alone…

I “woke up” some years ago after being dissatisfied with my current catholic religion teachings.  It all seemed to be hypocritical to me and too many interpretations of the bible had turned the religion into a mix of politics and inane rantings.

One day after my mother had returned home from the weekly food shopping I noticed on the table a copy of Woman’s day (an australian weekly magazine).  One of the articles I noticed was about a woman named Fiona Horne (ex singer of Def-Fx).  Fiona is what a lot of people would call a “White Witch”.  There are many more appropriate titles that could be used to describe “White Witches” but for the sake of this book, I shall stick to this describtion.

In her article she describes her religion and there was one line that stood out to me which started me on my quest for knowledge.  It was “In Wicca, our churches are forests and valleys, anywhere in nature” these weren’t the exact words but I’m sure you’ll get the drift (
This line really hit home with me, I’ve always found catholic churches boring and with no soul.  In my earlier years as a teenager I used to dread going to the church on Sunday only to be looked at with disdain by a lot of so called “Christians” as my family walked to the pews.  It really got on my nerves that the majority of the people there seemed to be more concerned with being religious for one hour in the week instead of being civil for the 167 hours a week!

I do know some Christians that are good sorts all the time and I don’t wish to cast dispersions on them, it’s the people that claim to be religious but just use it as an excuse that I despise.  Everything to them was all rosy and everything that they had done during the week seemed to be forgiven for their token one hour a week penance. I certainly don’t subscribe to this theory however!

Since around 1985, I can’t really remember, I stopped going to church on Sundays but would go there for Christmas, a few years after that we all stopped going there for Christmas as well.  It just didn’t do anything for me and didn’t fill me with any love or joy.  

Since myself and both of my older brothers were brought up by very decent and caring parents we were all filled with common decency and generally good behaviour ( that were certainly more religious than the crowd that went to our church.  My mother although doesn’t go to church anymore is far more spiritual than some of those parishioners will ever be.

The moral of the story is… you don’t have to go to church to be religious and that’s where I come in!

