
Faiths Together Skye and Lochalsh have been 

connecting on-line through creativity for the past few months 

during the Covid-19 Pandemic.  We have assembled a Gallery 

showcasing our poems, stories and artwork which we would 

like to share with you during Scottish Interfaith Week. 
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Fellow survivor : 

further along in its recovery.                                      

Such delicate flowers, such exquisite forms 

drawn forth from sun-warmed soil 

moistened by meagre measures ! 

In centre stage: 

the latest addition in all its glory.                                  

A great and constant source of joy-                              

this impromptu purchase 

prior to lockdown. 

Trio of Orchids                                                      

 

Rescued and restored to health- 

What promise lies within these tiny buds ?    

What colour flowers? 

Be patient ! 

All shall be revealed in time.  

A pretty pageant -  

this trio of orchids lined up 

along the bathroom window sill- 

Symbols of creation and potential, 

prompting us too, to grow. 

And just when it seemed  

it had reached its peak- 

Surprise ! Another stem - 

further promise of delight  

and captivating beauty. 

Pat 

September 12th 2020 



This pastel painting of flowers was done during Lockdown, and 

wouldn't have been done without Lockdown. They were grown 

by a friend of mine, a great gardener whose garden I would have 

been visiting often in any normal year. But we're both elderly and 

vulnerable, so we haven't met for real since Spring, but she sent 

me this little posy to cheer me up. And I got the urge to paint it. I 

just felt so calm and happy while I was painting, and I'd like to 

share it with you. 

 

Marian   
August 2020 

mailto:wouldn@t


Six months in and counting, 

no end to the pandemic in sight. 

Staring through my window, 

the outer view ever changing. 

The inner view repeating, 

going round and round 

churning over this weird happening. 

 

Newscasters pose endless questions 

and go over the same old ground. 

No answers, no certainty. No matter, 

just keep on speculating,  

fill the programme, don’t stop. 

A View from a Scottish Island 

Four years of Brexit, remember that? 

For sure it’s still “Let’s get it done”. 

This year is a Covid-19 interlude, 

but definitely not light relief. 



Truth becomes slippery and evasive 

as we’re persuaded to worry and doubt. 

Collectively we stumble along 

this ne’er-before-trod road. 

But hey, wait, this is normal. 

The road is always new 

and thus far untrodden. 

 

As we create our pristine footprints 

Let’s have Trust hold our hand 

and be our companion. 

Let’s make space for Grace  

to walk with us and disperse  

our fruitless clinging to certainty. 

This life is, after all, 

A glorious, bountiful mystery. 

Let’s willingly embrace it. 

 

Lysana           

September 2020 

 

A miniscule enemy lurking unseen, 

ready to pounce at any moment. 

So now it’s Brexit Revisited,  

heralding chaos for decades to come. 

Cries for Scottish Independence 

grow louder this time around. 



I’ve watched and heard them sing through all these years - 

Glee, enthusiasm more than grace, 

Some voices ring out still, the words seem clearer, 

But they are few and solemn, distance-based. 

 

And others left at home (what had they done?) 

Still raise a flag, a tune, a glass, a smile, 

A few beat time from distant London grass 

While melodies ring out from Celtic miles. 

 

Togetherness apart, of peoples, beings, 

In music on beloved Earth, our home, 

Reminds us, in the bright soprano’s singing 

That we’re One and that “You’ll never walk alone”. 

 

Liz 

Music connects…  

but Sir Henry Wood wonders about the  

2020   Last Night of the Proms 



 

CREATION 

 

Leaves of summer are my prayer flags, 

Dancing in the fragrant breeze. 

Every flutter, every flurry, 

Offers up a cry to Heaven, 

Offers up a silent whisper, 

Thanks and praise for all Creation. 

 

Every moment is the moment 

Of creation, freshly new. 

Every living cell is vibrant, 

Humming with the Power that surges, 

All-pervading, all-invading, 

Never ceasing, constantly. 

 

Now:  the moment of Creation; 

Here:  the place and this:  the power, 

Bursting forth in leaves and branches, 

Causing, making all appear. 

Now: the wondrous manifestation, 

The creation of Creation. 

 

Maggie 



Sewing the patches together felt like a soul retrieval of sorts, 
stitching myself whole, welcoming back all the parts I'd cast 
off on life's journey.  
 
Then... not just the stitching together of me, but of all of 
humanity with the different pieces of fabric representing the 
diversity of life.  Within the patches are earth, fire, air and 
water, animals, trees and flowers, the stars and moon, the 
sea... my ancestors and descendants... Europe, India, Africa... 
the Pride rainbow.  
 
I asked my Interfaith community, both locally here on the 
Isle of Skye, and my peers on my ministry training to send 
me a wee piece to include. When I wear it, I feel connection 
with them... I feel their encouragement and support, their 
holding.  
 
Throughout it all I sewed silver thread representing light, the 
light that connects us all.  
 
The red lining represents the Divine Feminine... the red 
thread connecting the feminine in the faith paths... Mother 
Earth... the  Shekkinah... Mary Magdalene... Green Tara... 
Saraswati, Kali, Bhuvaneshwari... 

 

My stole was made in lockdown, for my ordination in July 2020 as a One Spirit Interfaith 

Minister. I initially envisaged a white scarf with the tree of life painted in rainbow 

watercolours, but then it became something quite different (just like ordination itself... an 

online event in the end!). 

Finally I sewed inside a ruby... reminding me to ground... and a Skye Golden Eagle feather... 
reminding me to fly.  These themes of ground... root... and fly... rise... I saw as present 
throughout the two year training in my final gathering.  

 
When I put on my stole, I speak my vow, connecting to the earth, my sovereignty, my 

feminine power and wisdom, and the Presence of Love, the Love that connects us all ♡ 

 

Jo 

The Stole 



The Lockdown Gardener 

 

“Stay home” Nicola commanded. 

So I did. And that was fine by me. 

As the weeks passed, time, no longer linear, 

misbehaved and muddled itself into a soup. 

 

Yet in the garden, time behaved itself. 

Seeds were sown, they germinated and grew, 

Taken care of lovingly each day, 

Until, with gratitude, eaten. 

 

The grass grew, prompting me to mow. 

Cyclical events bringing reassurance. 

So I pottered, aimlessly it seemed, 

Doing this for a while, then that. 

 

One day, without any forethought, 

I moved the Buddha, then a stone. 

Then another stone, as if playing chess, 

There seemed to be rules. 

 



Rules of symmetry, rules of balance. 

“Who’s plan is this?  Surely not mine.” 

Suddenly it dawned upon me. 

“Yes, perhaps it is my plan.” 

 

Deep within my love of nature, 

Lying hidden all my life was 

my yearning to create a garden. 

So I surrendered and allowed it to take form. 

 

At the edges, the tended order 

of the Buddha garden 

meets indigenous wildflowers, 

refugee plants and established trees. 

 

I treasure the ordered 

and the haphazard 

in my long-held dream 

as it becomes physical reality. 

 

My life’s meandering path, 

through so many detours, 

has brought me here at last. 

“Thank you so much, COVID-19.” 

 

Lysana    August 2020 

 



EARLY MORNING, LAST DAY OF APRIL 
 

(45th day of  Lockdown) 

 

A white-tailed bumble-bee 

Flourishes 

On my green bay tree. 

The very young apple-tree 

Bewilderedly displays 

It's first few blossoms. 

(Oh, I remember 

The tentative advances 

Of adolescence). 

 

The shining morning grass-blades 

Are practising dew-gathering 

For Mayday. 

In the bed below my window 

Heart’s-Ease, Forget-me-nots, 

And Honesty. 

 

If this plague should get me, 

This isn't a bad legacy. 

To the World. 

 

Marian 



Moon Reflection 1 

 

As I looked at the moon 

last night,  

behind the trees 

it looked back at me 

and said : 

 

“See you tomorrow 

same time, same place ? 

(well more or less) 

I'll be here as usual !” 

to which I reply: 

“But will I ?” 

Pat 

September 2020 
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Moon Reflection 2 

 

As I pull down the blind  

at the end of the day, 

I spot the full moon 

playing hide and seek  

behind the trees. 

 

Wait for it .. 

.. drum roll, .. curtain call 

'Strike up the band !' 

And out she flounces 

revealing all. 

 

Shameless hussy, 

all showy and bright, 

full of herself 

 and her nightly performances ! 

Oblivious to all else. 

 

Next morning  

 a more sombre sister sun  

- no less bright - 

takes centre stage, 

sets out on her eternal mission  

to sustain all Life. 

Pat 

September 2020 
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 Tears  

I was just a child, but I knew my tears were 

different. They weren’t the stolen teddy bear; 

grazed knee; unable to eat sweets before teatime 

tears, they were something else.  

They often came for no reason that anyone could 

fathom. My eyes filling to the brim and 

overflowing down my cheeks plopping heavily off 

my chin.  

“What’s the matter with you?”; “Why are you 

crying?”; “What’s making you sad?” they’d always 

ask, their questions bringing sadness that wasn’t 

there before. My tears weren’t often sadness, like 

I’ve already said, they were different. What was it 

about grown-ups that made it impossible for 

them to see tears only as an expression of 

sadness? My only sadness came from my 

misunderstood tears.  

My tears came with joy; with frustration; with mum peeling onions; with my 

brother’s pain; with knowing I’d hurt someone’s feelings; with other people’s tears. 

Mostly my tears came with silence, not being able to find the words to express how 

I felt. I could only feel.  

It wasn’t until I was in my thirties that I realised the most common reason for my 

tears was connection! They didn’t come when something was wrong or ‘the matter’ 

in fact they came when things were very right! My tears showed me my 

connection… to my truth,  

Jo 



Flautist 

 

Blow Thou thy flute, O Flautist, blow, 

That all who will may hear Thy song, 

That, hearing, they may turn and see 

Thy notes in every hearer's eyes, 

And hear, in each one's joy, Thy melody. 

 

Play thou Thy flute, O Flautist, play, 

That all who hear may love Thy song, 

And, hearing, grow to love Thee more, 

And see Thy love in every face 

And hear, in every heart, Thy melody. 

 

Blow Thou thy flute, O Flautist, blow, 

That all who live may hear Thy song, 

That hearing, they may join, as one, 

All others who can also hear, 

The heartbeat of Thy melody. 

 

Maggie 



Connected!  
 

She isn't like nature  
She IS nature  

So deeply rooted in the earth  
A giant oak  

Hundreds, if not a thousand years old  
 

Retelling the tale of the hours  
Spent as a child  

Wrapped in her mother's sheepskin  
Wrestling her dog  

Transcending species  
 

Fire in her eyes as she remembers  
The wisdom of plants, animals, elements  

Moons, tides and cycles  
Knowledge, ripped from her ancestral line  

As if from stolen from the earth itself  
 

Standing at the edge of the loch  
Deep stillness of presence  
A well of reflective space  

Drawing me, urging me to dive in  
To my own depths  

 
Kissing the earth with each step  

Trusting she is held  
More than just the pull of gravity  
A deep gratitude for Gaia's love  

Repaying the debt owed by all of humanity  
 

Blowing in the wind  
Steadfast and strong, yet flexible, bending  

Allowing what is  
Being moved by invisible forces  

She is the walking breath  
 

Reclaiming the power  
That was always hers  

Self sovereignty  
Fully in the space of her soul, her nature  

Being nature  

Jo 
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