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Hi all and welcome to the 30th issue of Pagan World!

These last few months have been full of wonderful Pagan meetings in the PFI. First, we had the PFI Conference in Lunteren, which as always, was a great success! The workshops were excellent, the food delicious, the music entertaining and the ambiance even better ! As usual, our Lady Bara is to thank for this. So a big thanks to her and to all who helped organize yet another great PFI Conference!

Two weeks ago, Morgana, Femke and I made the trip down to Paris to attend the first PFI France Pubmoot to take place in about 7 or 8 years. The bus company was terribly unorganized and the trip down to Paris was a disaster. Besides being hours too late, our bus even went on fire! Exhausted and stressed, we were met at the bus station by our new PFI France Coordinator Syd, her husband Sellig, and PFI members Claire and Flavian. Claire and Flavian let all 5 of us stay at their apartment! This is French hospitality at its utmost finest! The PFI France PubMoot on Saturday was a success with about 15 French-speaking Pagans on hand, chatting happily away at a lovely pub. So on behalf of myself, Morgana and Femke, a big thank you to all of the French speakers who welcomed us, and a special thanks to Claire and Flavian! 
On a separate note, after 7 years of being ‘Diana Aventina’, within the PFI, I’ve decided to go back to the name my parents gave me: Joanne Agate. This is because half the members know me as Diana and the other half as Joanne. While Joanne Agate may not be a beautiful name, it is the name that has been passed down to me from my Sicilian ancestors. Feel free to refer to me in whichever way you chose! 
May the Gods guide you on your spiritual path!

Joanne Agate
The Pagan World editor formerly known as Diana Aventina (
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Aphrodisiac:   
A gift from the Greek Goddess of Love, Aphrodite…
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For thousands of years, people have handed down home-remedies for a variety of purposes, including aphrodisiacs.  While far from the fabled Love Potion, some aphrodisiacs reportedly have real affects.  Aphrodisiacs commonly fall into two categories, usually an herb or a food.  
As herbs, Aphrodisiacs are usually taken as teas or dietary supplements which cause changes in the body or the mood which enhance lovemaking.  Some have medicinal effects, like increasing bloodflow to the reproductive areas.  But like any herbal mix, we should remember that the medicinal aspect is only one aspect.  Herbs come from plants.  They are the dried remains of what was once a living, breathing being.  Plants, like people, are a complex mix of body, mind and soul.  They too have unique energies that radiate from them, just as we do.  So, when we think of an herb, try to think of its whole being, not just its leafy green body.  Talk to your herb. Connect with its spirit.  And let it connect with you.
Some herbs are considered Aphrodisiacs, but also reportedly offer numerous other benefits.  Examples include Ginseng, Garlic and Guarana.  Perhaps these multi-purpose friends remind us that some plants are just naturally rich in nature’s energies.  Like little batteries, ‘general purpose’ herbs store magical energy that users can direct according to their need.  Whenever you devote the time and effort, the planning and expense, the intent and desire to brew a magical cup of tea to accomplish a specific goal…you are directing the energies within the tea’s ingredients toward that goal.  Remembering this, anything can be an Aphrodisiac, if you chose it to be.
As foods, Aphrodisiacs have all the characteristics we discussed for herbs, but also have a nutritional aspect.  We all learned that carrots are good for your eyes, and calcium is good for your teeth and bones.  But what nutrients are important for a healthy sex organs?  
Nutrition is an important pre-cursor to any Aphrodisiac, and is the perfect example of Maslow’s hierarchy, reminding us that we often need to get the basics in order before we can progress to more complex states.  General health is important to good sex.  Who wants to make love when we have the flu?  But don’t limit health to physical health.  Often we need the peace of mind, body and spirit in order to be our best.  High stress and a general inability to cope with life’s mundane demands can often make it hard to feel sexy.
Foods are perhaps the most multi-faceted Aphrodisiacs available.  Chewy.  Salty.  Sweet.  Sticky.  Moist.  Warm.  Cool.  (Foods can be very sexy.) 
But eating or drinking an Aphrodisiac is just one of many forms of input.  Can something you hear be an Aphrodisiac?  Music, conversation topics, and even those lovely little purring noises people make when they are happy can all help set the mood.  Sight?  What we see can often be very stimulating, whether sharing a form of Erotica, or (through sexy clothing and provocative movements) we can become a form a Erotica for our partner.  Smell?  Who could doubt the powers of perfumes and incense as important parts of kindling passion’s flames?  Touch.  Touch...  Even the sound of the word is sexy.  Gentle massage, affection…cariño.  To add to the effect, try wearing something made of materials that enhance the touch, something satiny and soft.
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Many Aphrodisiacs are not instant fixes.  They are part of a process that often needs to be repeated over the course of weeks or months to take affect.  It is easy to understand the medicinal and nutritional reasons why, but this repetition also has magical significance.  Repeating a magical act over and over gives it more power, like the way a dancer improves by practicing a specific move many times.  Practice makes perfect.  Repetition builds a ‘reservoir’ of power that makes that act even more potent, like adding reps to your exercise workout helps tone muscles.  Rather than just one cup of tea, take one cup of tea each day for a week, or perhaps an entire lunar cycle.  (It’s no accident that the word ‘spell’ is used for both a magical act and a period of time.)
Unlike home-remedies we take just for ourselves, an Aphrodisiac is something that involves a partner.  Its chemistry is affected by the chemistry shared between the couple.  What works with one partner, might not with another.  Experiment to see what Aphrodisiac best fits you and your loved one.  Make it a shared experience.  Grind the herbs together, mixing in a bit of your own essence as you stir the mortar and pestle in circular motions.  Share the cup as you drink.  Perhaps lifting the cup to your partners lips, or feeding them sensuously.
Remember, our food and drink becomes a part of us.  They race through our bloodstream, join with our bodies, become a part of our muscles, tissue, hair and nails.  So, what happens when you pick up a juicy morsel of food and feed it to your partner in an attempt to create romance?  You are magically charging an item that your partner will carry with them for a long, long time…
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AnthLink@aol.com

Interview with Emma Wilby

By Morgana – February 2006

I recently came across your name as author of the book “Cunning Folk and Familiar Spirits – Shamanistic Visionary Traditions in Early Modern British Witchcraft and Magic”. Can you tell us a little about yourself and why you chose to write this book? 

In the mid-1990s I took a masters degree in the History and Literature of Witchcraft[image: image10.jpg]


 where we examined a wide range of trial confessions given by both witches and cunning folk in early modern Britain. Many of these confessions contained descriptions of intimate, often long-term, working relationships between magical practitioners and familiar spirits of either human or animal form. I was powerfully drawn to these descriptions (which I later termed ‘encounter-narratives’), being moved by their vividness, intensity and often uncanny beauty. However when I attempted to understand them more deeply I found that they had been largely overlooked by historians, who were predominantly interested in the political, religious and social ramifications of pre-Modern witchcraft. The main interpretations which were on offer (prosecutorial suggestion, mental illness, elaborate fiction-making etc.) – I did not find very satisfactory. While I could readily accept that prosecutors influenced testimony, sometimes very heavily, by imposing their stereotypical ideas about pacts with the Devil onto the witch, and that witches wove their own life experiences and folkloric ideas into their confessions in response to the interrogator’s questioning, to my mind these explanations did not fully account for the diversity, immediacy and idiosyncrasy of these narratives. It was my search for alternative explanations that led me to write the book.  

What are your main conclusions? 
The first stages of my research involved exploring the folkloric origins of encounter narratives. I found there to be a complex and dynamic interface between cunning folk (associated with good magic) and witches (associated with bad magic) and that the same interface existed between their respective spirit familiars. A picture emerged of a fluid moral continuum between a cunning woman and her ‘fairy’ familiar and a witch and her ‘demon’ familiar, which suggested that the folkloric component to encounter narratives was more substantial than had been hitherto acknowledged by historians. Crucially, these findings led me to the conclusion that witch-trial records, rather than being irretrievably distorted by prosecutorial intervention, could be seen to contain a significant amount of information about the thoughts, feelings and folkloric beliefs of the accused.   

The later stages of my research led me to conclude that many of these narratives may have had an experiential core. While the masters degree covered the work of Carlo Ginzburg and others who argued that the European witches’ sabbath was rooted in pre-Christian shamanistic traditions, I found that historians of British witchcraft and magic had not embraced these theories or applied them in a British context, perhaps because the sabbath (and therefore by implication the shamanistic experience) was seen to be a largely Continental phenomenon. But my understanding of shamanism suggested to me that the British familiar encounter, pedestrian and matter-of-fact as it was, was as likely to be rooted in visionary experience as was the more dramatic sabbath. Gathering evidence to support this hypothesis, I realised that by acknowledging a shamanistic dimension to encounter-narratives it was also necessary to consider them in the context of mystical experience. So you could say, that in a few short, logical steps, the witch-trial records I was studying had gone from being distorted, fragmented legal documents, to being sacred texts. 

And how are these conclusions relevant to Modern Witchcraft/Wicca?
I am not an expert on modern Wicca, and so am not really qualified to answer this question, however I can offer a few personal thoughts on this issue. 

Although the connections between early modern British witchcraft/magic and shamanism have long been intuited and argued by Wiccans, to my knowledge no works, either popular or scholarly, have explored these connections in any detail and argued them systematically and convincingly - particularly in reference to familiar belief. I hope that the ideas in Cunning Folk and Familiar Spirits will feed into current academic discourse and open up the debate, encouraging more research into the folkloric and experiential dimension of popular witchcraft and magic in Britain.     

More generally, I think that any study into the folkloric component of pre-Modern witchcraft and magic is relevant to modern Wicca in the wake of what could be termed ‘the fall of Murrayism’. It seems to me that since the 1970s, when the Murray paradigm was discredited, modern Wiccans have been faced with the paradoxical task of accommodating a dramatically revised, but more authentic, view of the magical traditions of the past whilst simultaneously maintaining a meaningful emotional or spiritual connection with these traditions. And this task has been intensified by the fact that, post-Murray, popular magic in early modern Britain has been effectively ‘secularised’ (however unintentionally) by academic historians. 

Deprived of their ‘cult membership’, for example, cunning folk have been reduced to the status of doctors and policemen, and, however willing, the religious imagination cannot work with notions of doctors and policemen, however efficacious and esteemed they are deemed to be. Consequently, it is possible that while many Wiccans rationally take on board the argument that their rituals and creeds were more likely to be derived from Freemasonry and Victorian romanticism etc than traditional witchcraft, and bravely throw their towel in with the ‘a newly-created faith is just as valid as an inherited one’ credo, on an emotional level the fall of Murrayism was/is experienced as a kind of bereavement; an expulsion from Eden; an exile from the ‘halls of our fathers’. 

In this climate, any analysis of the experiential and spiritual dimension of traditional witchcraft and magic must also be relevant to modern Wicca. While my findings suggest that witch-trial confessions do not provide evidence of a surviving ‘cult’ or ‘religion’, as Murray postulated, they do point to the existence of what could be termed ‘shamanistic mystical traditions’ existing in many parts of Britain in this period. Although these traditions were clearly moulded by Christian thought their essential structure - and much of the imagery and ritual contingent upon this structure - was rooted in pre-Christian animism. Here, if anywhere, we might find what could be termed Britain’s ‘native spiritual tradition’.      

In an article discussing the book “Triumph of the Moon” by Ronald Hutton, Merlin wrote ‘I don't subscribe to Hutton's conclusion that the cunning folk were the least relevant to modern Wicca. I recognise in their contribution roughly half of what Wicca is today’. What is your opinion of this view based on your findings? 
I don’t have enough knowledge about the activities of modern Wiccans to be able to pass judgement on how they compare with those of cunning folk in the past – perhaps you would be the best judge of that! But as explained in my answer to the next question, I do see many similarities between the role and function of cunning folk in early modern Britain and those of the traditional shaman. 
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In the same article Merlin postulates that ‘Gardner had travelled extensively all over the near and far east. He spent many years in Ceylon, and later in Indonesia. He was well versed in folk magic, and wrote a book about the Kris … If there ever had existed an old tradition that could be considered a precursor to modern witchcraft, then Gardner’s knowledge and interests would have put him in the unique position to recognise the scattered remains of such an old pattern behind surviving remnants such as cunning folk, charmers and witches. He would have been able to intuitively see the outline of such an old tradition … Just like an archaeologist can see the outline of a building in the colours of the plants in a meadow.’ Would you agree with this view?
While I can’t comment on Gardner’s theories directly, your metaphor of the archaeologist tracing the ‘outline of a building in the colours of the plants in a meadow’ does reflect my own experience. Early on in my research I made a decision to analyse British magical traditions through comparison with non-European shamanism, despite the fact that such an approach is not without its dangers, as Murray’s theories testify. Although material about European shamanistic traditions, as gathered by Ginzburg et al, is more closely linked, both geographically and historically, to British witchcraft/magic, it is compromised by the fact that (like British traditions) it is fragmented and often demonised. Anthropological material relating to nineteenth and early twentieth-century Siberian and Native American shamanism by contrast, though more removed, is comprehensive, detailed, (relatively) objectively recorded and vividly illustrative of magical systems undistorted by Christianity or industrialisation. 

Looking at the ‘surviving remnants’ of British witchcraft and magic through this interpretative lens the outlines of hidden structures soon emerged, and these structures were consistently congruent with my anthropological blueprint. The social function and magical activities of cunning folk appeared remarkably similar to those of traditional Native American and Siberian shamans. Although collectively diverse groups of people, who between them possessed a wide range of specialism and skill, both shamans and cunning folk were primarily concerned with healing and divination; both shared a similar repertoire of magical technologies; both practised magic alongside a more ordinary profession; both were feared for their inherent moral ambiguity and both were often respected and sometimes revered. Similarly, shamans and cunning folk both employed spirit aid in comparable ways and facilitated their magical practice through what can be termed a ‘pragmatic visional mysticism’ which, though it may differ in many ways from the ‘high’ mystical traditions of learned magic or Christianity, must nevertheless be considered alongside them.  

Although most rural peoples in early modern Britain would have considered themselves to be Christian, my research reinforces the historiographical view that their magico-religious beliefs and practices were in fact a deep amalgam - the core edifice or infrastructure of which was not Christian, but animist. From this perspective, pre-Modern Christianization can be seen as an integrative process through which Christian spirit-beings, rituals and ways of thinking were overlaid upon and inserted into a complex and deeply rooted pre-Christian worldview which, even in the late seventeenth-century, remained remarkably intact and coherent.         

What is your personal response to these findings?

On a personal level, I find it exciting that through witch confessions we may be able to gain a unique, first-hand glimpse into the spiritual lives of rural, illiterate peoples living in early modern Britain. I am also fascinated by the fact that in this period magical beliefs seem to have provided the raw material for both practical magical technologies and imaginal mysticism, and that these two strands combined to form a uniquely British folk spirituality. I think that whatever way we in the twenty-first century choose to rationalise or define the experience of envisioned familiars, and whatever way we engage with the mythological and cosmological contexts which historically gave birth to these experiences – we can still draw on this imaginal material in our own lives in a meaningful way, whether this be through magico-religious ritual, the creative arts or academic study. By sharing metaphors of the sacred with the cunning woman or witch, we are no different from the modern Christian who gains comfort from the poetic meditations of Theresa of Avila, or the philosopher who is inspired by the memorable discourses of Socrates. 

I agree with you wholeheartedly. The one thing, which struck me about your own conclusions, was the recognition of the validity of an oral tradition. Or as you describe the “unsung dimension of Britain’s native spiritual heritage”. 

This is to me an important milestone in the quest to uncover the roots of modern witchcraft from an academic point of view. 

Many thanks Emma for giving us your time and good luck with your book, 

Morgana, February 2006

“Cunning Folk and Familiar Spirits – Shamanistic Visionary Traditions in Early Modern British Witchcraft and Magic”.  Emma Wilby -pp 317 Sussex Academic Press ISBN 1-84519-079-3
Divided into three parts, part one deals with “Demon and Fairy Familiars: The Historical Context” with a number of transcripts from witch trials. Part two takes a look at the “Anthropological Perspectives” with a closer look at British native spirituality and the world of traditional shamans in North America and Siberia. The last part discusses “The Experiential Dimension” with an interesting discussion of the ‘unrecognised mystics’. 

Ronald Hutton, author of The Triumph of the Moon: A History of Modern Pagan Witchcraft (OUP) wrote: 
“Magic and witchcraft have between them represented one of the most difficult and challenging subjects for modern historians. Emma Wilby’s book is a remarkably interesting, timely, and novel way of looking at them, and one of the most courageous yet attempted.” 

Although the language is not always easy to follow, especially regarding the witch trials, I would highly recommend this book for all those who are interested in finding out more about the roots of modern witchcraft. 
Umbrian Idol –

Thawing Out in Green and Pagan Italy

By Morgan Holmes

The other day I told a friend that I had just returned from an outstanding visit to Italy. What marked this summer holiday as different from previous forays was that, for the first time, I’d veered off the well-worn church-cathedral-monastery tourist circuit. Instead, I happily reported, I had spent my time roaming around various ancient pagan sanctuaries. 

At that moment, a devilish flicker of delight shot through my pal’s eyes and his face took on a slightly creepy, lascivious grin. And at that same moment, I knew just what he was thinking.

After two decades of scouring rep cinemas and video shops for all the Fellini and Passolini films ever made, one equation was super clear in my head: Italy + Pagan = ORGY. Hot, excited, and not a little damp, paganism through the lens of mid-century Italian filmmakers was an endless romp of unbridled lust. Hang a few crimson curtains, put a rack of horns on your head, gather together some vigorously ululating chums, and there you have it: a recipe for zesty pre-Christian fun at the forum.

As it turns out, though, the only fly in this decadent ointment was that perennial gap between youthful fantasy and mid-life reality. I hold out fond hope that somewhere in Italy there are, indeed, frolicking pagans enthusiastically bouncing off shag-carpet walls and each other. My recent plunge into polytheistic Italy, though, involved somewhat fewer fleshy bits.

The origins of my pagan Italian holiday stretch at least as far back as my ill-fitting adolescence. Living in the cultural bog that was Northern Ontario in the early 1980s, the inside of my disgruntled head was not a well-ordered universe. But one thing I knew for absolute certain: five thousand miles eastward across the storm-churned Atlantic lay a balmy, terra-cotta land, drowsily immersed in a sapphire sea. As she’d done for so many centuries for so many thousands of other dreamy youths who had been similarly imprisoned in grey, snowy places, Italy called out to me with her siren song of desire. La bel paese: a country of constant summer, silvery olive groves, and perma-tanned, broad-shouldered men in fetching mauve shirts – the kind of sharply tapered, colourful top a pale, pear-shaped lad like me could never get away with wearing.

You see, for the entirety of my secondary school years I was the sole mangiacake enrolled in Italian class. One hour every second day, between ever-escalating gym-class tortures and hieroglyphic algebra lessons, my ears hungrily consumed round, soft vowels and my eyes lingered adoringly over the dozen or so faded Alitalia posters with which la signora Candusso had attempted to disguise the cinderblock walls of our sad little bunker. If I could somehow hang on, a strangely accented little voice promised, the shackles would one day drop away and I would find myself living la dolce vita in the land of my dreams.

Twenty years along and my life has changed a tad since those bewildering teenage times. Like so many of my compatriots, I eventually fulfilled my northern destiny by sliding down the greased pipeline to Toronto (aka “the Big Smoke”). And, during this interval, I’ve added a few new wardrobe items to my identity baggage: vegetarian, gay guy, cat servant, hideously indebted homeowner. Most recently, I surprised friends with the revelation that I’d tossed pagan into my kit. A really quite open-minded crowd, my friends, though like I started to say at the outset of this article they’re often most intrigued by what surely must be the sexy bits.
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In any event, at the moment I consider identifying as a pagan to be the best thing about being alive. Embracing paganism has opened a new channel of self-awareness, one that I’m still only beginning to tune in to. 

In coming to terms with my pagan self, I’ve benefited greatly from stimulating e-mail conversations with Cronos, a leading member of Milan’s Circolo dei Trivi Wiccan circle. Among the many insights Cronos has shared with me is his sense that travel to sacred places can offer modern pagans “un senso prevalentemente di appartenenza” – a predominant sense of belonging.

As someone who seems particularly drawn to a pantheistic sense of sacred imminence, I’m fascinated by the ancient pagan tradition of communing with and venerating the divine in locations that enable more intimate encounters than is often possible in our hectic, technology-saturated lives. Whether in shady forest groves, at gurgling roadside springs, the tops of horizon-marking tors, in the midst of weathered standing stones, generations of our pagan crew have encountered the sacred with especial immediacy and power. Alone or in groups of the like-hearted, I’m deeply impressed by our ability to find harmony with the elemental powers that reside in and give life to ourselves and the rest of nature.

And so, when the opportunity recently arose to go to Italy, the country of my long-ago teenage fantasies, I thought it only fitting that I make a deliberate effort to seek out some of Italy’s vibrant pagan locales. If ever I was going to plunge in fully to this new way of seeing my self and the world around me, my summer holiday to Italy seemed the perfect springboard. 

In early August 2005, my partner Dennis, our long-time chum Lois, and I, found ourselves in the green and pleasant midst of a sunny Mediterranean summer. After trolling the Web for several weeks, we booked a light-filled villa in a small Umbrian town, perched on a gentle slope of land about two hours north-northeast of Rome. Devotees of the “slow travel” movement, in the months leading up to our departure we had chatted eagerly about avoiding hurry and embracing all things languorous. 

Best-laid vacation plans: surely they’re meant to be tossed aside just as soon as your jumbo jet makes its first excited bounce onto a foreign tarmac. We’d been in Italy for well under 48 hours with a blissful fortnight of unplanned holiday-time stretching before us. Yet that first Sunday found us charging across the landscape in our rented Lancia Ypsilon, a diminutive, shiny-blue bubble jauntily set on four tiny black tires. 

That afternoon, Lois – the only one among us who had any competency operating a stick-shift mechanism – discovered the Formula-1 racer lurking inside her heart. Fields of six-foot golden sunflowers bent before us as we swooped alongside; pendulous clusters of dusky purple grapes swayed on their vines as our chariot leapt the hills; and flocks of fluffy white sheep stopped their grassy grazing in admiration of our fleetsome progress. After about an hour of this gripping adventure, and owing to the circuitous nature of the roadways that weave through the Italian countryside, I think we’d covered a grand total of eight-and-three-quarter miles. It thereupon became clear to us all that while the journey was certainly amusing, we definitely needed a destination; otherwise, we’d be trapped in a speedy but endless labyrinth of asphalt and Gravol.

Pulled over on the narrow shoulder of the road, crammed in next to a massive[image: image13.jpg]


 blackberry hedge humming with bees, we pored dizzily over the multitude of maps, pamphlets, and guidebooks that threatened to engulf the interior of our little car. Call it destiny or simply serendipity, but as it turned out we were at that point positioned not so very far from a place called Le Fonti del Clitunno, which, every flyer proclaimed, was a great place to grab a cool gelato on a hot afternoon. To three jet-lagged North Americans disoriented in a foreign land, the prospect of an exotic frozen treat proved a powerfully seductive lure. And so, after only half an hour and one or two inevitable wrong turns Lois had parked the bubble and we were ambling along with newfound purpose.

On that humid Sunday afternoon we three were not the only wanderers seeking sanctuary at Le Fonti del Clitunno – in English, the Springs of the Clitunno River. Hugging both sides of the minor road that runs parallel to the busy Via Flaminia were about 150 other vehicles, each having disgorged small bundles of weekend holidaymakers. Given what I knew of the history of the place, however, that wasn’t so surprising. 

For well over two thousand years, this site in eastern Umbria – nestled mid-way between the industrial centre of Foligno and the history-encrusted city of Spoleto – has been drawing crowds of visitors. In a letter to his friend Voconius, for instance, the Roman senator Pliny the Younger waxed enthusiastic about a recent stopover he’d made. Here, Pliny wrote, he’d found public bathing, pleasure boating, riverside country houses, and a nearby local inn that catered to tourists’ bodily comforts.

According to Pliny and several other ancient writers, however, the site’s principal draw was its numinous energy and spiritual devotion, most of it associated with the god Clitumnus (his name transformed into “Clitunno” when Latin morphed into Italian). This particular god originated as a genius loci, one whose roots were set deep in the soil of native Umbrian religion. As genius loci, Clitumnus was the guardian of the springs and of the river to which they give birth. 

By the time Roman civilization had reached its zenith of cultural sophistication, this somewhat out-of-the-way corner of Italy had become a major site of religious activity and pilgrimage (the arrival of the Via Flaminia in Umbria in the late third century BCE no doubt facilitated both the devotional and touristic expansion). And along the way, Clitumnus had ascended to the status of an oracular god. In fact, in the same chatty letter I mentioned earlier, Pliny tells of inspecting a nearby temple dedicated to Clitumnus, in which a statue of the god stood “clad in a magistrate’s bordered robe.”

Extant records reveal that ancient people regarded Clitumnus as both worthy of veneration and a potential source of blessings and oracular information. In sophisticated hexameter, the poet Virgil, for instance, describes the purification of bulls and oxen in Clitumnus’s holy waters prior to transport to triumphal feasts in Rome. Pliny, meanwhile, tells his urban friend about the sometimes-bumpkinish inscriptions that visitors had written on the pillars and walls of Clitumnus’s temple. Probably the most famous ancient visitor to include Le Fonti del Clitunno on his itinerary was the notorious Emperor Caligula. Legend has it that this hedonistic adventurer boated all the way from Rome, an event that is evocatively commemorated in Domenico Bruschi’s nineteenth-century theatre curtain just down the road in the hill-top town of Trevi. However he got there, the fact that Caligula bothered to show up at all to pay homage to Clitumnus speaks volumes about the god’s not-insignificant status in the pecking order of the Roman pantheon.

Today, Le Fonti del Clitunno offer modern pagans a rare opportunity to explore a holy bower that has somehow evaded most of the depredations that have befallen so many other pre-Christian religious sites across Europe. Time has been significantly kinder to Le Fonti del Clitunno, still today the trusty source of the Clitunno River. Perhaps in part because the place was always more than a collection of sacred architecture, this refreshing oasis remains to be enjoyed by people of all faiths.

And so, after Lois, Dennis, and I had devoured our gelati and freshened up in the bar’s aromatic unisex gabinetto, it was time for us to enter this intriguing remnant of ancient devotion and leisure. After paying a €2 admission fee (the site has been owned by the Campello family for over a century), we trotted down a short, pebbled path, clacked through a rickety turnstile, and crossed the threshold into a domain I don’t think any of us had quite expected.

In ancient times an easily navigable river wended through the place. Today, however, as a result of an earthquake in the fifth century and earthen embankments erected in the mid-nineteenth, the major landscape feature is a placid lake roughly one-and-a-half times the size of a soccer field. Dotted with tiny islets on which nest snow-white swans and little brown ducks, Clitumnus’s lapis-lazuli lagoon is tenderly cradled by a serpentine shoreline that alternates between rolling lawn and reedy marsh.

Upon entering this sacred precinct, the first thing to pass through my mind was a feeling of lush, enveloping green. It was as though here, just on the other side of a rudimentary wooden barrier, was a locus amoenus in which nature’s elemental sentience shut out the roar of traffic, the howling of sweaty children, and even the all-purpose din I carry around inside my head.

When Lord Byron visited in the early nineteenth century, he experienced a similar sense of having stumbled upon a place outside normal time and physics. This widely travelled aristocrat summed up his perception of cleansing and rejuvenation with a terrifically blunt phrase: he called it simply a “suspension of disgust.” Italy, as I mentioned earlier, has never struck me as a particularly disgusting place. Yet Byron’s appraisal aptly characterizes the great gulf that persists between the dizzying workaday world and this living remnant of invigorating faith. On the day I visited, the quiet presence of a group of grey- and black-habited nuns suggested to me that a sense of this spirit of renewal is widely shared by many who pass through this verdant refuge, whatever their official creed.

Appropriately enough, given its name, the defining feature of Le Fonti del Clitunno is water. Both materially and spiritually, water – icy, clear, and ever flowing – is the essence of this sacred refuge. Little surprise, therefore, that it was water that most captivated and enriched me as our afternoon unfolded.

My friend Nick Ford, a Romano-British pagan in southern England, calls water “a passageway between worlds.” “In water’s transmigrations and reflectivity,” Nick tells me, “you can easily see an analogue for the soul.” One of the most visually entrancing aspects of Le Fonti del Clitunno is, certainly, made possible by water’s reflective and transmuting properties. For at this enduring pagan site there are not one, but two sanctuaries – the first exists in the familiar realm of three-dimensional space, while the other gleams inverted in an azure-and-emerald world of fluid duplication.

As they have for countless millennia, to arrive at his sanctuary Clitumnus’s snow-cold waters first must travel for hundreds of miles in utter darkness beneath the towering limestone mountains that rise against the farthest horizon. Upon reaching the deep grey crevices lining the site’s eastern verge, the waters eagerly burst into the light of day, chattering down gnarled, lichen-fringed rivulets to replenish the lake. Farther out, concentric rings noiselessly ripple across the pool’s shallow surface, revealing the presence of additional springs that well up in the shadowy reaches of its mossy bottom.

As I knelt down on the bank and cupped my hands in the crystalline liquid, my watery double glittered back at me in unsteady silver wrinkles. This gently forming and dissolving mirror of my head and torso was woven amongst a network of shimmering reflections cast by myriad willow branches floating overhead. At odds with my customary separation from the landscape across which I travel, the silent waters recast me into a creature inseparable from its environs. Metamorphosed into something bluey-green and leafy, I found it impossible, peering into Clitumnus’s lagoon, to discern where I ended and nature began. Even with my rusty Italian, I’m pretty certain this must be what Cronos meant by appartenenza.

A mirror of the self in a strange light: perhaps that’s what travel to ancient sacred places ideally brings about. Gazing down, losing linear focus, I also saw in Clitumnus’s looking glass an ungainly teenager dreaming of warm blue skies far from his frosty Canadian origins. Bit by bit that portrait dissolved and, in its stead, floated a 40-year-old man whose life had neither turned out as ecstatically as his youthful self had hoped, nor as dismally as it might have – after all, I was in Italy on a warm summer day with close friends at my side, taking my first pagan-holiday steps.
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If I read the images correctly, I think Clitumnus had hinted at an unexpected connection between my various selves – the one ice-jammed in Northern Ontario and the other unwinding under the Mediterranean sun. Not a literal sameness, to be sure, but an ever-migrating desire, even for a mere hour, to slough off the here-and-now and to submerge in thoughts that don’t neatly cohere with life’s congested realities. For centuries, our pagan ancestors have been drawn to springs, in large part because the natural intersection of elements – in this case, water, earth, and air – is felt to mark a particularly sacred presence. Maybe it’s not too much of a stretch to see in my own sojourn at Le Fonti del Clitunno an analogue for such unity out of disparate parts. At least, that’s how my fanciful mind interpreted things.

As for my quiet moments at Clitumnus’s Umbrian sanctuary, crouched at the lake’s edge a familiar twinge in my knobbly knees eventually recalled me to the physical world out of which I’d so blissfully glided five minutes before. As my body and gaze unbent, the reflections the god had given me grew dark and receded. The pool’s chill liquid dropped from my fingertips, my various selves carried away in its silvery grasp. Wisely, though, Clitumnus’s watery mirror kept a veil over what journeys are yet to come.
Morgan Holmes

morgan@wordmeridian.com

416.462.9973

6th Dutch Conference – May 20, 2006 PFI Netherlands,

An impression from Antonia.

We drove from Amsterdam on the Friday May 19, the day before the official opening of the 6th Conference of the Pagan Federation International in Lunteren. We had the pleasure of giving a lift to Marian Green and the National Coordinator for PFI Italy. 
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The organization gave the members of PFI the opportunity to set up stands and to meet the speakers and other National Coordinators personally, and other people responsible for the workshops that would take place the next day. It was a gathering meant to meet old and new friends.

Since it was so enjoyable the day before, we overslept and we had to hurry to get on time for the opening ritual. (
Being my first time at this conference I didn’t know what to expect. What I saw I will never forget. The room was full of people of different ages and diverse backgrounds, they all sat on the ground in a circle, in the circle was a small altar and at the four quarters were four ladies dressed in white waiting patiently to start the ritual.

They called the elements and they did it graciously and skilfully with lots of music and dance. Beauty and energy surround us and the Conference was officially opened. The biggest room was encircled with stands where people had all kinds of things to sell, from a diversity of incense, tarot cards books, jewellery, crystals, stones and even Mandrake and Belladonna plants. At the stands were pamphlets available containing information concerning Pagan activities from various groups and paths.
Varied Workshops took place through out the day, three each hour and everyone had the opportunity to choose the one they were interested in.  
I rushed to the workshop held by Marian Green (The Solitary Witch). Outside, at full volume, Nature was making herself being heard; rain and wind was hammering the windows. We had difficulties hearing what Marian had to say, when technology came to help us, in the shape of a microphone.

Marian just spoke to us in the most clear and natural way with simplicity full of wisdom. In a very calm voice she said that the most important, of being a witch, especially for people living in big towns or cities, is just to connect with nature and to be in touch with your heart and try to become the best of ourselves. Divine is being what you are as a human being and never loose the link with nature. Connecting is being physically still for a few moments a day, in silence and in solitude. Knowing what nature is, a tree, and a plant is, and in which way they can help us, creating an interaction, a sharing of energy. Magic is the use of knowledge, the power of understanding symbols and being aware of what is happening in the world and care about it.

Marian gave us something to reflect about with her following words. She said to pick up a plain tree leaf and write a simple message and bless it by the Gods. Show this leaf to the earth and to the skies then release it in a stream of running water where she can float down the stream to a river, and later to the sea. This simple leaf shall carry a blessing to the waters of the whole world.
With this inspiring thought I left the room to go to the next workshop given by Alruin who dealt with protection against black Magic or the so-called "evil eye". Luckily I entered the room early enough, the number of people interested in the subject was surprising.  It soon turned out that we wouldn't be disappointed, Alruin proved to be a gifted speaker with more than enough theoretical knowledge and practical experience. The question raised was to determine if an evil spirit or an entity in fact haunted a person from an outside source or if the uneasiness or bad luck came from within the person itself. Speaking and listening to the person seemed to be the best option. Some cleansing rituals were described and one cleansing ritual from South America was actually performed. 

After these attention-grabbing workshops, I decided to have some relaxation and Belly[image: image15.jpg]


 dancing was my aim.  Diana Aventina gave a 45 minutes workshop. Myself and other women had the luck to dress up in one of the costumes Diana brought along to the conference. When we entered the room women and men of all ages were ready to shake. Full of enthusiasm she taught us some basic movements at the sound of Oriental music. Soon we could reasonably move our bodies in a undeniable belly dancing way, we all perspired, laughed and danced, and we all had a great time.  

Almost everyone was present for the closing ritual. It was once again overwhelming to be there. We all joined hands in the final spiral dance smiling to each other and feeling the energy that was being raised. Finally we stopped and embraced our friends and kindred spirits. 

The young and gifted Dutch Irish folk group “Harmony Glen” provided the evening’s entertainment. Those who still had some energy danced whilst others sat back and enjoyed the music. 

It was a wonderful day and I am looking forward to next year’s conference. With thanks to the organisers and everyone who attended: merry did we meet, so merry may we part. And merry may we meet again.  

Antonia. 

Interview with Ikari NC PFI Asia. 
– Morgana April 2006

Introducing PFI Asia 

Most of the PFI National Coordinators have been profiled, but not all. Now I would like to introduce Ikari our NC for PFI Asia. 

Morgana: Hello Ikari, Judging by your Pagan Federation membership number (it’s round about the 500 and the recent new membership numbers are up in the 12 thousand!!) you have known about the PF and supported it for many years. Can you tell us a little about how you became involved?

Ikari: The first time I read about the PF was some 20 years ago. Marian Green used to publish the directory called *Quest List of Esoteric Sources*. I wrote to Marian to get a copy of it and there was a listing of the PF in it. I already had an interest in the Craft but I never actually contacted the PF then - my English was much poorer then. About a year or two later, I moved to Tokyo. I was already in touch with a number of Japanese Ceremonial Magicians but no Witches. One of my Ceremonial Magician friends - I will call him by his current pen-name, Mr. Kagami - was curious about the Craft then (he was no Witch and had no intention of becoming one) and wrote to the PF. He received a reply from Dawn Dubois, a Gardnerian HPS who was associated with the PF and on the PF committee for some time. Dawn was visiting Japan then, and Mr.Kagami suggested that he and I should meet Dawn. It was my first meeting with a real Witch and since Dawn was involved with the PF, naturally I got interested and joined the PF in 1989. This makes me fairly long-standing overseas member. The PF was very much smaller then.  

Yes indeed it was. You are Japanese. What is it like being a pagan in Japan? Is[image: image16.png]


 there much interest in paganism??

A good thing about being a pagan in Japan is that we do not need to fight prejudices from Christians. Despite Westernisation, less than 3%, some say less than 1%, of the Japanese are Christians!  A bad thing is, there isn't much interest in Western Paganism and there are very few Japanese pagans following the Western paths. I often feel very isolated. It is difficult to find serious pagans in Japan and it is even more difficult to do group working. 
You have been networking for many years I bet you get some exotic emails? Can you tell us a little about the kind of people who approach you and where they live? 

At one time I was so keen on networking (especially as I'm a person with very strong Air element in my natal chart!) that I was in touch with pagans from some 30 countries. Nowadays I'm very much inactive as a networker. Unfortunately I don't remember receiving particularly interesting e-mails.   

PFI actually grew out of a "Pen-pal" service. How have things changed in the last 10 years? 
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I think that the PFI was originally a group for only a handful of non-British PF members. It didn't have a lot of substance then. With the increase of non-British members it has been getting more active.

How do you see the PF International progressing? Have you any suggestions?

I see that the PFI becoming more centred on the local community. I think this is good. But personally, what I am most interested in is networking with, and sharing information with, pagans from all over the world. After all, a lot of countries have their own Pagan communities and I would guess that many people originally joined the PF hoping to network with overseas Pagans, perhaps British Pagans. While the PFI chat-list exists to help this, I see it is fairly quiet. This is not a suggestion to PFI per se, but to the PFI members, and I would suggest that everyone becomes more active in sharing information and networking with other PFI members from other countries. I hope to see more ways to achieve this. 

You own personal interest is in Wicca. How much of western style Wicca has been absorbed in Japan? Who are the most popular authors in Japan? 

Unfortunately there aren't many Wiccans/Witches in Japan. There are few people who were initiated into the Craft by foreign Witches, but the majority are self-initiates who learn from books. Some of those *Japanese Witches* sometimes seem to lack serious interests in the Gods. They seem interested in Nature, but they fail to see the real connection between the Pagan Gods and Nature. As a result, those *Witches* seem to me to be people of “Lifestyles of Health and Sustainability" (LOHAS) lifestyle!

With regard to the popular author, the aforementioned Mr.Kagami is very well known as a writer and he has published a book on the Craft. Mr.Kagami is a friend of people like Prudence Jones and has fairly wide knowledge of the Craft. He has many fans and a lot of his fans must have read his book on the Craft. His approach to the Craft is a bit too intellectual and not religious enough, as he is not a Witch himself.

Doreen Valiente's *Witchcraft for Tomorrow* was translated into Japanese and a lot of Japanese Witches practised self-initiation in this book. In this sense she is influential in Japan. Starhawk's *The Spiral Dance* is also available in Japanese (although the translation is extremely bad and misleading), which is also fairly popular.

My own booklet on the Craft which I self-published has also been quite popular, mainly among younger would-be Witches who only collect information on the Internet. Although it's a self-published small booklet, more than three hundreds copies have been distributed and there are still people who are seeking a copy!  

Can you tell us a little about Shinto? Would you describe it as “pagan”? As a religion? 

I have to admit that I'm not knowledgeable at all in Shinto. My religious path has always been Western one. I never took an active interest in Shinto. 

Having said that, Shinto literally means way of Kami, although I have read in a book that it is not perfectly true and *to* actually meant teachings. So, it either means Way of Kami or Teachings of Kami. Kami is the Japanese word for a god or gods (Japanese words are not always strict about singular or plural) but it is perhaps too limiting - Kami can mean many things, including nature spirits and the sprits of the dead. Ancestral worship is very important in Shinto. The native religion of Japan originally didn't have a name. It was only after the arrival of Buddhism when the name was necessary to differentiate Shinto from Buddhism. Thus, the name *Shinto* began to be used. Nowadays Shinto can be divided into a few different ones. *Imperial family's Shinto*, *shrine-based Shinto*, *folk Shinto* and Shinto sects deriving from specific people's teachings. I guess that when a modern Japanese hears of Shinto, he would probably think of shrine-based Shinto. While a lot of modern Japanese would say that their religions is Buddhism (which often does not mean that they are actually religious or they practise Buddhism, but mean that it is their family's tradition to do funerals in Buddhist way), many nevertheless go to Shinto shrines on New Year's day.  
It is a pagan religion of Japan. However, the English word *pagan* is not widely known, and when translated into Japanese, it means *different religion* or *alien religion*. If you ever talk to a Japanese in English and asks if Shinto is a pagan religion, the Japanese will not understand you because he will assume that you are asking if Shinto is an alien or different religion - a strange question. But yes, Shinto can be considered to be what Western Pagans would consider to be paganism. We Japanese just do not use the word *pagan* to describe Shinto. 

In the past you have told us a little about seasonal festivals in Japan. How [image: image18.jpg]


important are these festivals in everyday life? 

Seasonal customs are important to many Japanese and while many people may not be aware of their origins, they are quite popular. It seems that newer generations of Japanese are not so interested in those customs. 

Can you give us an example of a festival held in the summer months?

Summer is a traditional time to honour the spirits of the dead. It is usually regarded as a custom from Buddhist tradition but it is not purely Buddhist in philosophy, so, it is probable that it derived from the fusion of Buddhism and folk customs. During summer it is believed that the spirits of the dead will return to this world and visit their relatives. Yes, the Japanese equivalent of Samhain! Perhaps this is why the Japanese like to tell ghost stories during Summer. Customs vary from place to place, but some of the well-known ones include making horses using cucumbers and making *cows* from eggplants, by sticking four *legs* - usually matches - into the vegetables. Spirits of the dead are supposed to come back and go back riding on these. Cucumber horses are supposed to run fast. People hope that their relatives' spirits come back home fast. The eggplant cows are supposed to walk slowly. People hope that their relatives' spirits stay longer with them. Bon-odori, a form of dance, is also popular. People gather in a ground of Buddhist temple and dance. It is said to be an imitation of the joyous dance of the dead spirits who escaped from the hell (the Japanese concept of hell).
Thanks very much Ikari. That was really interesting. I hope you will keep in touch. 

Morgana
morgana@paganfederation.org, ikari@ paganfederation.org  
The Year-Spell in Witchcraft

by Ian Elliott

When Wendy, my high priestess, and I were running a coven in San Diego County a few years back, I brought out a series of articles in our coven newsletter called “Between the Sabbats”.   I had noticed that witches lacked a template to guide their Craftwork throughout the year.  Between the Sabbats we had no very clear notion what to do, except to prepare for the next Sabbat or Full Moon Esbat.  We failed to take advantage of the great solar tides of the equinoxes and solstices, so that our work, seen over the course of a year, lacked form and direction.  The best that could be said for it was that it followed a pattern during the course of any given lunar month, spells of increase being cast within the waxing phase and spells of decrease or warding off during the waning phase.  Besides lacking a solar or yearly template for witchcraft, we also lacked a template for coordinating lunar with solar work.  

It occurred to me that a witch’s spells and other Craftwork in the course of a year would be more effective if they followed a theme or plan, one evolved gradually and in harmony with the course of the year itself.  I decided to call this theme or plan the “year-spell” and saw that it had to have two phases, an outward-flowing one for the waxing year, and an inward-flowing one for the waning year.

As we were operating within a Celtic tradition, I decided to construct a guide that would connect and coordinate four templates: (a) the Sun-wheel or “Wheel of the Year”, (b)  the eight yearly Sabbats themselves, (c) the Ogham Tree calendar, and (d) the Celtic rune known as “The Song of Amergin,” using Robert Graves’ reconstruction 
 of the last two in his seminal work The White Goddess.  

The Ogham Tree calendar, as presented by Graves in The White Goddess, associates each lunar month with a particular tree or plant that, in Ireland at least, blooms during that month and had special significance for the Irish Celts.  Here is the list of months with their tree (or plant) names in Gaelic and English.  They begin on the New Moon falling between the dates indicated:  

Gaelic:

English:

From date:

Through date:

BETH


BIRCH

December 24th
January 20th
LUIS


ROWAN

January 21st
February 17th
NION


ASH


February 18th
March 17th
FEARN

ALDER

March 18th

April 14th
SAILLE

WILLOW

April 15th

May 12th
UATH


HAWTHORN
May 13th

June 9th
DUIR


OAK


June 10th

July 7th
TINNE

HOLLY

July 8th

August 4th
Gaelic:

English:

From date:

Through date:

COLL


HAZEL

August 5th

September 1st
MUIN


VINE


September 2nd
September 29th
GORT


IVY


September 30th
October 27th
NGETAL

REED


October 28th
November 24th
RUIS


ELDER

November 25th
December 23rd

YCHELWYDD
MISTLETOE
The “Nameless Day” after Yule

Graves associates Tinne originally with the Scarlet or Evergreen Oak, and avers that the Romans brought in the Holly from their Saturnalia.  If so, they would have brought it into Britain, of course, as they never essayed the conquest of Ireland.  ‘Tinne’ simply means any sacred tree.  I leave it to the reader to decide between the Holly and the Holyoke.

Also please note that the Nameless Day, which is associated with Ychelwydd or the Mistletoe and falls on the day after the winter solstice, is not included in any lunar month.  The lunar year begins at the first New Moon falling between the dates for Beth, December 24th through January 20th, the next lunar year of 2006 beginning on December 30th..

The “Song of Amergin,” which appears in a number of sequences and variants, was traditionally chanted by Amergin, the Druid of the invading Milesians, as he set foot on the shores of Erin, perhaps c. 800 BCE.  It was a challenge hurled to the Druid of the opposing inhabitants, the Tuatha de Danaan.  In it Amergin identifies himself with the course of the year as it manifests itself in the Irish climate, and therefore with the Year-God.  Since Amergin presumably was not yet familiar with the Irish climate, we may reasonably conclude that the original version of his “Song” was constructed after the fact.  But that aside, it is a very magical sort of rune and Graves’ association of it with the Ogham Tree calendar is very fertile of suggestion.  Here is his version of the “Song of Amergin,” together with its calendrical assignments:
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BETH


I am a stag of seven tines

LUIS


I am a wide flood on a plain

NION


I am a wind on deep waters

FEARN

I am a shining tear of the Sun

SAILLE

I am a hawk on a cliff

UATH


I am fair among flowers

DUIR


I am a God who sets the head 


afire with smoke

TINNE

I am a battle-waging spear

COLL


I am a salmon in the pool

MUIN


I am a hill of poetry

GORT


I am a ruthless boar

NGETAL

I am a threatening noise of the sea

RUIS


I am a wave of the sea 

YCHELWYDD  
Who but I knows the secret of the
unhewn dolmen? 

The Oak King and the Holly King
In modern Celtic witchcraft, the Oak King and the Holly King, the gods respectively of the waxing and waning years, are regarded as brothers, in fact as aspects of the single god Cernunnos.  Cernunnos is the consort of the Lady, the goddess of witchcraft, who is regarded as universal by duotheistic witches and as the Moon goddess (and sometimes also the Earth goddess), but not all goddesses, by polytheistic witches.  

Though the Oak King and the Holly King are closely related, they are not exactly parallel.  The Oak King is reborn at Yule, the winter solstice, as a baby, the Child of Promise.  The Holly King appears suddenly and mysteriously at the summer solstice fully grown, fights and defeats the Oak King and imprisons him within the sacred oak.  Thereafter the Holly King progressively sacrifices part of his vigor by going into the crops at the three harvests of Lammas, Mabon and Samhain, appearing thereafter as the hoary Lord of Misrule.  But apparently this is only an earthly aspect of him, for at Samhain he rides forth from the Underworld at the head of the Wild Hunt, and continues to lead the Wild Hunt after the Oak King bursts from his oaken prison at Yule and kills the Lord of Misrule.  The Holly King would appear to be a more complex entity than the Oak King, capable of living on two levels at the same time, in Middle-Earth and in the Underworld.  

In order to undetrstand these gods better, we should consider how we reflect their dual nature in our own human way.  Michael York, in his recent study Pagan Theology, notes that most if not all pagan religions have taught the doctrine of multiple souls.  In some cultures a human is held to have three souls; in others, as many as five.  But all the cultures examined agree that we have two souls, which York calls the life soul and the dream soul.  The life soul is the outward looking personality, born with the body and providing the vital link to life in Middle-Earth.  The dream soul, though resident in the body, is connected with the Underworld and can go on dream journeys there.  It is in their dream souls that shamans journey to other realms to gain knowledge and, sometimes, to retrieve souls that have wandered and gotten lost.  The dream soul, through its roots in the Underworld, has access to memories of previous lives.  At death the life soul hovers near the body and eventually passes into nature, entering trees or flowers or other life forms in the vicinity of the grave.  When grave offerings are made by pagans, these are made to departed life souls.  Some traditions, such as the Buryat Mongol and Siberian, hold that life souls do not reincarnate but stay in nature as elementals and guardian spirits.  The dream soul, on the other hand, goes back down to the Underworld to reunite with the root soul from which it issues from time to time in a fresh incarnation.  The root soul grows slowly from life to life through its shoot in Middle-Earth, the dream soul and its attendant life soul.

The Craftwork of the waxing year serves to increase the vigor of the life-soul, and this vigor   passes into the dream-soul as well, enabling it at length to reconnect with its root in the Underworld.  We have all felt this happen.  One moment we will be plagued by depression or anxiety (or both), the next moment we will become unaccountably calm.  It feels as though our awareness has shifted to a different location within.  We feel imperturbable, even invulnerable.  The French poet Rimbaud expressed this shift with the (deliberately ungrammatical) words “Je est un autre,” I is another.  Ordinarily we see life through the eyes of the life soul, but on such rare occasions we switch to the eyes of the dream soul instead.  At this point we are in a position to go on a shamanic journey down to our root soul in the Underworld, but whether or not we make the full journey, we retain a foothold in the dream soul thereafter.  

The returning dream soul is a reflection, on the human level, of the ascent of the Holly King.  What we witches can achieve only partially manifests completely for Cernunnos.  

From Yule to Imbolc 
The Sabbats are the high points of the year for witches, but the periods between them are important to our private practice.  Different times of the year have different tides of energy which should be observed along with the phases of the Moon as a guide to our Craftwork.  These tides enter into the meaning of each Sabbat; therefore working with them is a big part of Sabbat preparation.

The Campanellis, in Ancient Ways, indicate that psychic tides at this time of year flow inward and recommend this period as a good time to clean out and re-stock one’s magic cupboard or cabinet. 
  It is also traditional to burn the Yule greens by the first of February in order to prevent a miasma or poisonous magical atmosphere forming from the old year. 
  Graves notes that birch twigs were used throughout Europe to “beat the bounds” and to drive out evil spirits from delinquents and lunatics. The birch is “the tree of inception,” because it is the first tree to bloom after the winter solstice. 
  Birch twigs (which only harden later in the year) were used for the broom of the traditional witch’s besom, because “at the expulsion of evil spirits some remain entangled in the besom.” 
  

This is the time of the year when the young Oak princeling is enjoying his childhood and preparing for his seven initiatory ordeals or struggles, which will culminate with his defeat by the Holly King at Midsummer, when the latter will imprison him till the following Yule in the sacred oak tree.  The tag from the Song of Amergin for the Celtic tree month that covers most of January, Beth or Birch, is:

I am a stag of seven tines
A variant on this reads “I am an ox of seven fights.”  This may refer to the seven[image: image20.jpg]


 initiations of Mithraism, as that religion was practiced in Mediterranean lands. 
  Mithraism never reached Ireland, so possibly we have here a gloss used to explain a more ancient system of initiations in Ireland as exemplified by the Stag God Cernunnos. 

The predictive nature of the first tag from The Song of Amergin suggests that this first lunation of the year is a good time for divination to scry the course of the year to come.  Divination is a good thing to practice at the beginning of anything new, be it the New Moon phase of the lunar month, moving into a new home, or, in this case, at the beginning of a New Year.  For this reason it is important at Samhain, the beginning of the old Celtic year, and also at the beginning of our own solar calendar.   Whatever guidance we gain from it will help us begin to determine the direction or focus of our own Craftwork during the waxing year, aided, perhaps, by the initiatory energy of the Oak King and his seven ordeals.

A bright young couple who were briefly with us in our coven in 2002 asked, very sensibly, how to initiate the year-spell if one didn’t begin at Yule?  The answer is to use the monthly lunar cycle to catch up.  The New Moon corresponds to the period from Yule to Imbolc, and the first and second quarters cover the waxing half of the year.  At the New Moon the witch does a certain amount of clearing-out of old energies (and material) from the previous lunation, and scries for the month ahead, just as witches do on a larger scale in January.  
This is the period of preparation for purification.  We tend to think of purification itself as a preparatory phase, but the clinging energy of what is over and done with must be gotten rid of before real purification can take place.  On the Sun-Wheel this corresponds to the arc between the northern and northeasterm points of the wheel.  Here we are clearing away darkness, as day gains on night daily from Yule forwards.  Imbolc occupies the northeastern point, on the border between the quarters of silence and knowledge.  It is therefore the time of first stirrings of life in nature and of intuition in the mind, the door on the world of spirit.  

According to our Celtic Craft tradition, Imbolc is when the Maiden returns to the Earth.  The Crone has reigned supreme all through the late fall and winter months, holding the Maiden captive in a tower or immobilized by a spell, as described in several fairy tales.  At Imbolc she returns and may receive her first visit from the young Oak Prince, as celebrated in the “Bride’s Bed” ritual.  It is customary to use the Corn Dolly made at the previous Lammas in this ritual. 
 

The Maiden rules purification.  In this phase we come gradually to an understanding of the focus of our work for the new year, setting aside not old, useless things as we did earlier, but interests and desires that do not fit in with the theme that is emerging into consciousness.  These are shelved for now, not abandoned.  They may be reclaimed later for some future purpose.

From Imbolc to Ostara

After the New Moon of Beth the witch cleans out and re-stocks her magic cabinet.   She buys a new wire notebook for use as a magical journal.  With Yule decorations down, the house is readied for spring.  Spring cleaning and saging of the house’s boundaries are appropriate at this time.  The witch tries to put her best foot forward, since the beginning of anything prefigures the course it will take on the whole.  

The New Moon of Luis, the Rowan Moon, falls in 2006 on January 21st.  This is the lunar month when witches spread their psychic nets and brood over their wishes, goals and possibilities for the year.  The witch considers questions like what new thing or energy do I want to manifest in my outer life between Ostara and Mabon?  What new magical techniques do I want to learn and use this year?  What fruits of my private practice would be useful to share with the coven?  Where is my Craftwork weak or unbalanced, and what can I learn to remedy it?  The witch asks questions like these, but is in no hurry to answer them.  The answer, when it comes, will come from her depths, out of the witch’s darkness; for night is still longer than day and the Oak Prince is still under the tutelage of Night at this time.  So the witch spreads herself over all her thoughts and feelings about the year ahead and broods, like a mother bird on her eggs.  The Song of Amergin describes Luis with the tag: “I am a wide flood on a plain.”

The rowan tree is also called the quickbeam; it is the tree of quickening to new life, and blooms around Imbolc, the time of first stirrings of new life in the year.  It is also called “the witch,” and its wood was used for witches’ wands employed in metal divination. 
 

The next New Moon falls on February 18th.  This will be the start of Nion, the Ash Month, whose tag runs “I am a wind on deep waters.”  The ash had power over water; hence, oars in ancient Wales were made of ash-wood, and the stake of the traditional witch’s besom is of ash, which is proof against drowning.  

Now wind begins blowing over the floodwaters, drying them up and letting land appear here and there.  For the witch, wind is magically akin to knowledge; and this is when all that brooding, that “listening at the edges of things” done in Luis begins to pay off, as intuitions and feelings begin uncovering answers to the questions asked then.  From Nion to Ostara (March 20th), the witch becomes increasingly clear about the nature of the new Craftwork she wants to take up, particularly the character of the magical current she will release at the equinox.  A magical current is a long-range spell, generally to bring some quality into one’s life.  It is best to launch two currents each year, one to work on the outer material plane, which is launched at the Spring equinox; and one to work on the inner planes of spirit, launched at Mabon or the Autumn equinox.  The current can take the form of seeds, distributed in circle at Ostara and there imbued magically with the desired quality.   Planting and caring for what comes up require just the right amount and kind of focus that fosters the success of spells.   As is known, after casting a spell it doesn’t do to go on thinking obsessively about it and whether or not it is working; but neither is it completely forgotten.  It’s out there on the periphery, seen out of the corner of the eye, like a plant growing on the porch.  

From Ostara to Beltane
The magical current released at Ostara is a current of energy feeding the witch’s various spells from Ostara till Mabon.  At Mabon the current reverses and flows inward for six months, feeding inner planes work.  The witch decides, between Yule and Ostara, what quality to bring into her Craftwork.  For instance, you may decide to emphasize the earth element more in your spells, to balance out the fire in your natal chart.  You are going to live an earthy year.  

Next, you make a symbol or sigil of your magical goal.  Imagine you are a child and the teacher has asked you to draw happiness.  Perhaps you pick up a yellow crayon first of all and draw the Sun with a smiling face (children assume the Sun is happy).  Try to draw a symbol of your magical goal in the same innocent spirit.  How would you symbolize earthiness or rootedness?  By a tree, perhaps?  Draw it small and then cut it out so it fits the base of a flower pot.  Stare at it, imbuing it with your goal with all the willpower you can muster.  Then turn the flower pot right side up and plant your seed in its soil.  

The new moon of Fearn, the Alder Moon, falls on March 29th in 2006.  Its tag in the Song of Amergin runs “I am a shining tear of the Sun.”  The tear is a single drop of dew, which Robert Graves in The White Goddess interprets as a symbol of the child of promise, conceived by the Lady at Ostara and born at the following Yule. 
  This is an important image, because it suggests that the magical purpose conceived at Ostara is the witch’s child and must grow from her own substance.  The potted plant or other material basis is like the tree planted by Pagans when a child was born.  It was associated with that person throughout life by hanging his or her navel-string from its branches.  If the tree died, it was believed, the person associated with that tree would die as well.  And just as the dryad or elemental spirit of a tree dies with the death of the tree itself, so the spell infused within the plant at Ostara will die if the plant dies, and with it the magical child or purpose attached to that plant.

On the Sun-wheel or Wheel of the Year, Ostara corresponds to the eastern point or dawn in the quarter of Air or Knowledge.  This is where we can first give expression to our deeply-felt desire, formulated as a magical purpose.  Formulating our purpose involves knowing what the achievement of that purpose entails, so that the witch can avoid unforeseen consequences when it comes to fruition.  

The southeastern point of the Wheel, corresponding to Beltane, is where the witch takes responsibility for that knowledge in his or her active life.  When you plant something and water it, generally more than one thing comes up and you have to weed out your plant’s rivals.  Pulling weeds means pulling up unwanted plants that, if left unchecked, will crowd out and choke what you are trying to grow.  Similarly, taking responsibility for knowledge involves identifying and eliminating those pursuits which conflict with one’s magical purpose.  The southeastern point is the beginning of the quarter of Fire, which is the quarter of Will and sacrifice. 

Witches and magicians alike know that the Gods will only further our outward purposes if they see us working on the material plane to help bring them about.  Skeptics who say that this means that we really accomplish our goals on our own miss the point.  The witch waters the plant and eliminates its rivals, but does not grow the plant directly.  That is done by magic, with the help of the Gods and elementals.

Just as undesirable consequences are weeded out of the expression of the magical purpose at Ostara, so from Ostara till Beltane the witch examines each of his or her other desires and pursuits and decides which of them needs to be sacrificed to the magical goal.  This could involve putting less time and energy into something or eliminating it altogether, at least for the duration of the spell.  Suppose you start each day by switching on the TV and listening to the news?  To increase earthiness in your life and Craftwork, you might consider going outside instead, perhaps sitting out on the balcony or porch with your morning coffee and listening to the birds.  Walking on the dewy grass in your bare feet first thing in the morning is another excellent way of getting the feeling of earthiness into your body.   

The wood of the Alder tree, which begins blooming around March 15th, was used in antiquity for piles supporting houses built out over lakes or in areas flooded in winter, because it resists corruption by water.  Graves comments:
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“As one can say poetically that the ash trees are the oars and coracle-slats that convey the Spirit of the Year through the floods to dry land, so one can say that the alders are the piles that lift his house out of the floods of winter.” 

As floodwaters stood for immersion in meditation on one’s magical goal, so raising a dwelling for that goal on alder pilings above the waters can represent bringing one’s goal into conscious focus by examining what needs to be added to one’s life and what needs to be taken away from it in order to bring that goal to fruition.  As the witch waters her plant and pulls up its weedy rivals, she reflects on what watering and weeding mean in terms of her magical goal.  How can I become more intimately involved with earthiness?  Which of my activities separate me from the quiet and calm that are necessary for rootedness in the Earth?  Pagans used to camp out in sacred groves for days or weeks at a time to renew their connection with the Earth, especially around Midsummer.  The alder is sacred to Bran, so as you build a solid foundation for your magical house for the year you can invoke the aid of that God.     

The new moon of Saille, or Willow, falls on April 27th in 2006.  This is the month when birds nest, and the Song of Amergin tag for Saille is “I am a hawk on a cliff,” signifying vigilance.   The witch continues to look out for weeds and rivals to his magical purpose, and sacrifices them by burning them in the fire of that purpose.  The willow is ruled by the Moon, for of all trees it loves water most, and the Moon-goddess is the giver of dew and water generally.
  So close is this tree to witches that ‘witch’ and ‘wicker’ derive from the same root, and the birch twigs of the traditional besom were bound with osier (that is, willow) withies in honor of Hecate. 
  So from Saille to Beltane the witch calls upon the Crone for help with all the weeding and pruning.  It was traditional to begin gathering the nine woods of the Beltane fire from mid-March on. 
 

From Beltane to Litha
By now our magical purpose for the year, which seemed at first too simple to occupy our energies and inform all our magical work for the months ahead, begins to be revealed in all of its many ramifications, so that the witch starts to wonder whether it might not be better to hone it down and simplify it !  This purpose, intuited in meditation from Imbolc to Ostara, launched upon the Spring current at Ostara and now recently declared to the Gods in the need-fire of Beltane, is no simple matter, for it is connected to many of the things the witch does during the year, and involves many facets of her personality, conscious and unconscious.

For this is no incidental spell, but the year spell of witchcraft, involving the gradual transformation of the witch herself, who serves as its material and spiritual basis.  This work is both inner and outer, both individual and collective.  Here is an example.  Suppose you take prosperity for your magical goal.  Anyone with a little knowledge and magical skill can work a minor spell for prosperity and receive a windfall without having to change inwardly; but prosperity as an ongoing condition or quality in one’s life depends upon becoming a prosperous person, with habits and attitudes all attuned to the green energy currents.  You may find money once or twice in the street, but you cannot live on it.  

Some may wonder why, after defining one’s magical purpose and launching it at Ostara, it is necessary to reformulate it and burn it in the need-fire at Beltane?  Isn’t the witch simply turning in a circle, being repetitious?  But at Beltane we do not merely launch our purpose on an impersonal energy current, we communicate it as a need to the Gods.  Craft people are well aware of the maxim “be careful what you wish for.”  This is why the work from Ostara to Beltane involved weeding around the plant, that is, identifying and beginning to eliminate those things in your life that compete with and ultimately defeat your magical goal.   

First the negative work, then the positive.  With the coming of the Willow Moon, we look for those things, both within and without, that will encourage the growth of the quality we wish to bring into our lives.  Why does the negative work always come first?  Because one’s hands are never empty; in order to receive something new, I must let go of something old.  This is why purification comes ahead of consecration.   So by the Willow Moon the witch has seen where the new quality should go in his life, and knows what things are in the way.  These must be restrained, redirected or removed.  Now he sees what things need to go around that space so the new quality will have helpers and allies, things that help it to grow and blossom.  Now instead of resisting water, as the Alder does, we use the power of the Willow, which loves and seeks water. 
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The new moon of Uath, the Hawthorn Moon, falls on the 27th of May in 2006.  This tree-month bears the tag “I am fair among flowers” in the Song of Amergin.  A fair flower will attract many bees and other flying insects who help to spread its pollen, not only to its own pistils, but to the pistils of other flowers, a process known as cross-pollination.  

What has this to do with the year spell ?  Now that the witch sees how the magical goal fits into his life, and now that the Gods and elementals have been asked for help, a wonderful thing begins to happen:  through a series of ‘lucky coincidences,’ things or events encouraging the goal begin falling into place.  These may be small windfalls, for instance, or perhaps chance meetings with persons who are able to help us in unforeseen ways.  Now more than ever the witch should be sensitive to his surroundings, for the smallest events may hold a key to what is desired.  That these happenings come fom the Gods and elementals may be seen by their signature:  in every case,  help is given, but the witch must make use of it and continue to do her share of the work.   If the help is financial, just enough money will be provided, or in fact the amount will usually fall short of what is needed, but not by so much that the witch cannot make up the difference through her own efforts.   This fertile concatenation of circumstances is depicted in the Song of 

Amergin as flowers springing up from the earth.  And as the flowering must be both within the witch and without, she is intimately involved in this flowering and seems to herself to be the chief bloom in the garden.  “I am fair among flowers,” she thinks, “I am the matrix of all these happenings.”  So thinks every flower in the field.

The Hawthorn month traditionally was a time for washing out the temples and purifying the images.  Marriages conducted at this time were considered unlucky, and it was customary to refrain from sexual intercourse and to go about in old clothes until early or mid-June.
  The witch is free to observe all of this literally, but he also understands that these austerities are the outer expressions of a restrained attitude proper to his magical work at this time, which involves observing and following but not forcing these sudden opportunities which begin to magically appear, as he stores up personal power for the summer solstice.

As the hinge of the year approaches, the union of the Lady and Lord builds towards the great climax of Midsummer.  The work of Uath continues till mid-June, and then witches begin preparing for Litha, attuning themselves to the mounting power of Nature.

PFI PORTUGAL, 1996-2006
by Mário Pinto
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There were ten or more people gathered together inside the waiting room of a shop, most of them meeting for the first time. The curiosity to find out who “the others” were, why they were there, their personal course throughout the Craft, and how they were taking part in it. For a long time, the name Pagan Federation had only been something that existed somewhere in Britain, a group that was responsible for the publication of a leaflet we received in our homes four times a year. Now, due to the vague hope to be able to contact other Portuguese Pagans, it was at last taking on a visible form in our country.
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It was Earth Day. In an open space in the wood, on the South bank of the Tejo River, a few tenths of people were celebrating this date, greeting the ancient Gods of our people. There were others joining the original group and bringing their friends and relatives today. The sense of euphoria that one feels when one perceives that “something” is growing, developing. Some of us had the strange sensation of having found something else beyond our expectations.

Discussions and “workshops”. We use the English word, because this designation sounds better on Internet and on other Pagan Anglo-Saxon media. It was a wonder for the newly arrived, having had no further information than what they could learn from books – sometimes not the most suitable books – or from a few cyber chats in the evening. Our demand for a definition or redefinition of terms to establish the difference between X and Y, to find our own position. And sometimes, to start practising, to learn the huge difference between “knowing” and “doing”. Or in fact, first to know, to will and then to dare. And never to forget, even in times of openness, always to keep silent.

Once a year, there is the time to open doors to the outer world. To meet our friends again, to make acquaintance with others, to listen to other cultures. There were a few more or less famous guests, more or less appreciated, more or less understood by a Lusitanian Pagan community which wasn’t still much at ease before some informality from those who had had other experiences and had lived other times. These were the international hints of our National Conference.

Is ten years a long time? Many have come, many have gone and a few remained. From a tiny waiting room to a conference hall, from the backyard to a more than 20-century-old sanctuary, from the (almost) total ignorance to the cooperation with the Municipal Authority. The constant is, however, the unexcelled work and extreme dedication of the two Portuguese coordinators and of all those who, during these ten years, have given their big or small collaboration, for long or little time, to the fulfilment of this project.

Ten years is a long enough period to achieve a reasonable balance. To celebrate everything we have achieved – and we have a lot to celebrate – to evaluate what could have been better, to plan the path to follow. To ask questions. Did we grow up? Undoubtedly. Can we grow up even faster? Will it be sensible to reduce the number of those who, after a period of participation and enthusiasm, just disappear without further notice? Why haven’t we got any affiliated groups? What have we got to offer to other previously established groups or to any solitary members with some experience and their own working methods? Have we got the condition (and interest) to promote a wider public exposure with all the benefits and disadvantages it could bring?

In the current society, the world changes dramatically in ten years. To the Craft, ten years is the time of a breath, of a heartbeat. And we have a lot of work to develop, to be able to establish the balance of these scales.

Congratulations PFI Portugal.

Mário Pinto


 


From 17th – 19th November 2006




Arrival time Friday from 17.00 hours.





  Location: Arnhem.



Subject: Inner journeys and past-life regression.

Prices will be € 145,00 for members of the Pagan Federation and €160,00 for non-members.

Weekend includes accomodation and all meals.

Soup and rolls will be served on Friday evening at 20.00 hours.

We leave again Sunday after lunch.

For information and booking contact: Lady Bara at: LadyBara@paganfederation.org
Some experience in meditation is an advantage.

Blessed be

Lady Bara.

THE CELTS: 
a PFI Netherlands day out. 
September 24, 2006 Venlo, the Netherlands

A lot of people feel connected to the Celts. But who were the Celtic people? How did they live and were there any Celts in the Netherlands, Belgium and Germany? The Celts: a prehistoric culture surrounded by questions of which the echo’s still sound.

Meet the Celts at "Het Limburgs Museum"

· At 11.00 we meet at “Het Limburgs Museum”

· At 14.00 there is a seminar by Prof. Peter Schrijver (University of Utrecht): Celtic remains in the Dutch languages, or: aren’t we all a little bit Celtic? A seminar about the influence and remains of the Celtic language in the Dutch language of today. 

· Before and after the seminar there is time to visit the spectacular exhibition: The secret of the Celts. All the archeological masterpieces of the Netherlands, Belgium and a part of Germany, are exhibited for the first time. These findings are often of great beauty and allow us to enter the secrets of the Celts. There are over 500 objects displayed which contain the coin treasure of Etch, the women’s grave of Koningsbosch, the disc of Helden, the king’s grave of Oss, the torque of Heerlen, the mask of Middelstrum, the mirror of Nijmegen and the silver vase of Neerharen. The exhibition gives an idea of the historical development in which leaders are central figures; it tells about the Celtic communities, farmers, trading and money. But it is also about rituals, leaders and violence. The Celtic culture seems to come to an abrupt ending with the coming of the Romans. Still many traces of the Celts remain. Their heritage is still very live and actual.

· At the end of the exhibition there is a possibility to enjoy a lunch at the museum restaurant “Het Gouvernement” in a Celtic way with special Celtic beer.

· And the day ends with a Taxandria Pub Mood, which has been relocated to Venlo for the occasion. Here there is the possibility to relax and enjoy a cool drink.

Interested? Please contact draak@taxandria.info
(Source) Flyer: Het geheim van de kelten (The secret of the Celts) Het Limburgs Museum. (Translated into English)

Websites: www.dekelten.nl (specifically about the exhibition)

www.limburgsmuseum.nl (the website of Het Limburgs Museum) 

Blessings

Draak
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Contact us !

International Coordinator : Morgana

PO Box 473, 3700 AL Zeist, THE NETHERLANDS

Morgana@paganfederation.org

Magazine Pagan World: Joanne Agate
Zonhoevestraat 10, bus 1, 3740 Beverst-Bilzen, BELGIUM

joanne@paganfederation.org

PF International (Australia): Andrew

PO Box 477, Keyneton, VIC 3444, AUSTRALIA

andrew@paganfederation.org

PF International (Austria): Karen & Werner

Schusswallgasse 3-11, 1050 Vienna, AUSTRIA

Karenandwerner@paganfederation.org

PF International (Belgium):  Joanne Agate
Zonhoevestraat 10, bus 1, 3740 Beverst
joanne@paganfederation.org

PF International (Canada): Tiamat Shadows

252 Rundlehorn Cres NE, Calgary, Alberta T1Y 1C6E, CANADA

tiamat@paganfederation.org

PF International (France): Syd

PFI France, Co/ Les Ateliers du Sydhe, 46 ter rue Ste Catherine

45000 Orleans, FRANCE

Syd@paganfederation.org

PF International (Germany): Morgaine

Postfach 50 03 42, 44203 Dortmund, GERMANY

morgaine@paganfederation.org
PF International (Hungary): Shade and Ben  

Budapest 1385, P.F. 858, Hungary

shade@paganfederation.org

ben@paganfederation.org

PF International (Italy): Cronos

Via delle Forze Armate 12 / 17, 20147 MILANO, ITALY

cronos@paganfederation.org

PF International (The Netherlands): Morgana & Lady Bara

PO Box 473, 3700 AL Zeist, THE NETHERLANDS

Morgana@paganfederation.org

ladybara@paganfederation.org

PF International Portugal: Isobel Andrade & Jose Ferreira

Apartado 24170, 1250 - 997 Lisboa, PORTUGAL

Isobel@paganfederation.org

PF International (Scandinavia and Finland): Sara & Winterwillow

Idaborgsvagen 10, 117 62 Stockholm, SWEDEN

winterwillow@paganfederation.org

Sara@paganfederation.org

PF International (South America): Nero

Caixa Postal 448, Porto Alegre RS, 90001-970, BRAZIL

Nero@paganfederation.org

PF International (Turkey): Atheneris & Birkan

PO Box 473, 3700 AL Zeist, THE NETHERLANDS

Atheneris@paganfederation.org (Turkey)

Birkan@paganfederation.org (Netherlands)

PF International (USA): Link

6538 Collins Avenue, #255, Miami Beach, FL 33141 USA 

link@paganfederation.org

PFI UK representative: Anders

anders@paganfederation.org

PFI Asia representative: Ikari

ikari@paganfederation.org

PF International (All other Countries): Branwen

Postbus 473, 3700 AL Zeist, THE NETHERLANDS

branwen@paganfederation.org

PFI main site webmaster, PFIChatlist and PFI Announcement list, Central PFI Database, programmer, PFI- the Netherlands web site: Merlin

Merlin@paganfederation.org
The next issue of Pagan World will be published on June 21, 2006.

Please send your articles by email (in any language) 

to Joanne Agate:

paganworld@paganfederation.org
If you don’t have email, please feel to save your document (any format) on a 3 ½ floppy disk or TYPED to

Joanne Agate
Zonhoevestraat 10, bus 1,

3740 Beverst-Belgium

Don’t forget to stop by the Pagan World archives website, with articles from all of the Pagan Worlds published since 1999!

http://www.paganworld.paganfederation.org
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� Or construction, depending on your viewpoint on Graves.


� The White Goddess, pp. 207-8.


� A variant line for Ruis is “I am a returning wave of the sea”.


� Ibid.


� Ancient Ways, p. 16.


� The Wheel of the Year, p. 32.


� Op.cit., p. 166.


� Graves, pp. 166, 173.


� The seven initiations were corax, nymphus, soles, leo, perses, heliodromus, and pater.  Cooper, pp. 54-5.  See bibliography.


� The White Goddess, p. 209.


� Ancient Ways, pp. 10-15.


� Graves, p. 167.


� Graves, pp. 172-3.


� Op.cit., pp. 208-9.


� Graves, p. 172.


� Graves, p. 173.


� Ibid.


� Campanelli, Pauline, The Wheel of the Year, p. 46.


� Graves, p. 174.
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