
E A R T H  S P I R I T  E A R T H  S P I R I T  E A R T H  S P I R I T  E A R T H  S P I R I T  

P A G A N S  N E W S L E T T E RP A G A N S  N E W S L E T T E RP A G A N S  N E W S L E T T E RP A G A N S  N E W S L E T T E R     

Earth Spirit Pagans 

I M B O L C  2 0 0 9  
 

SPEC IAL  

PO INTS  OF  

INTEREST :  

• The Celtic Year: 

Imbolc 

• Chants 

• Solitaire Imbolc 

Ritual 

• Imbolc Recipes 

 

The Celtic Year: Imbolc - The Feast of Bride 

 
by Mara Freeman 
 
The First of February belongs to Brigid, (Brighid, Brigit, Bride,) the Celtic goddess 
who in later times became revered as a Christian saint. Originally, her festival on 
February 1 was known as Imbolc or Oimelc, two names which refer to the lactation of 
the ewes, the flow of milk that heralds the return of the life-giving forces of spring. 
Later, the Catholic Church replaced this festival with Candlemas Day on February 2, 
which is dedicated to the Virgin Mary and features candlelight processions. The pow-
erful figure of Brigid the Light-Bringer overlights both pagan and Christian celebra-
tions. 
In most parts of the British Isles, February is a harsh and bitter month.  In old Scot-
land, the month fell in the middle of the period known as Faoilleach, the Wolf-month; 
it was also known as a’ marbh mhiòs, the Dead-month.  But  although this season 
was so cold and drear, small but sturdy signs of new life began to appear: Lambs 
were born and soft rain brought new grass. Ravens begin to build their nests and 
larks were said to sing with a clearer voice.  
 
In Ireland, the land was prepared to receive the new seed with spade and plough; 
calves were born, and fishermen looked eagerly for the end of winter storms and 
rough seas to launch their boats again. In Scotland, the Old Woman of winter, the 
Cailleach, is reborn as Bride, Young Maiden of Spring, fragile yet growing stronger 
each day as the sun rekindles its fire, turning scarcity into abundance. Of her, Alex-
ander Carmichael wrote:  
 
Bride with her white wand is said to breathe life into the mouth of the dead Winter 
and to bring him to open his eyes to the tears and the smiles, the sighs and the 
laughter of Spring. The venom of the cold is said to tremble for its safety on Bride’s 
Day, and to flee for its life on Patrick’s Day. 
 
THE EXALTED ONE 
…woman of wisdom…a goddess whom poets adored…— Cormac’s Glossary 
 
It is tempting to view this tender goddess of the early Spring only as she is pictured 
in Scottish artist John Duncan’s famous picture, The Coming of Bride: a wide-eyed, 
golden-haired girl, encircled by children.  But behind her girlish innocence is the 
power of a once-great ancestral deity, Brigid, whose name means “The Exalted One,” 
queen and mother goddess of many European tribes. She is also known as Brigid, 
Bridget, Brighid, Brighde, Brig or Bride and some scholars consider her name origi-
nated with the Vedic Sanskrit word brihati, an epithet of the divine. 
 
The 10th century Cormac’s Glossary describes her as the daughter of the Daghda, the 
“Great God” of the Tuatha de Danaan. He calls her a “woman of wisdom…a goddess 
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whom poets adored, because her protection was very great and very famous." Since the discipline of po-
etry, filidhect, was interwoven with seership, Brigid was seen as the great inspiration behind divination 
and prophecy, the source of oracles. 
 
She is said to have had two sisters: Brigid the Physician and Brigid the Smith, but it is generally thought 
that all three were aspects of the one goddess of poetry, healing, and smithcraft. Elsewhere she is de-
scribed as the patron of other vital crafts of early Celtic society: dying, weaving and brewing. A goddess 
of regeneration and abundance, she was greatly beloved as a provider of plenty who brought forth the 
bounties of the natural world for the good of the people. She is closely connected with livestock and do-
mesticated animals. She had two oxen called Fea and Feimhean who gave their names to a plain in Co. 
Carlow and one in Tipperary. She was also the guardian of Torc Triath, king of the wild boar, who gave 
his name to Treithirne, a plain in West Tipperary. These three totem animals used to raise a warning cry 
if Ireland was in danger.  
 
Some Irish rivers bear her name, as do places as far apart as Breconshire in Wales, Brechin in Scotland 
and Bregenz in Austria, which was once the capital of the Brigantii tribe. This tribe was under the tute-
lage of the goddess Brigantia, who is thought to be another aspect of Brigid. The most powerful political 
unit of Celtic-speaking Britain, the Brigantii mostly held sway in Northern England, where place-names 
and rock-carvings still echo the presence of their mother-goddess.  
 
SAINT OF THE FLAME 
…she shall arise like a shining sun… — Lives of Saints, The Book of Lismore  
 
With the coming of Christianity, the powerful energy of the pagan goddess  was transmuted into Ireland’s 
much-loved saint, second only to Patrick himself. Her transformation happened almost literally in Dru-
meague, County Cavan, at a place called “The Mountain of the Three Gods.” Here a stone head of Brigid 
was worshipped as a triple deity, but with the coming of Christianity, it was hidden in a Neolithic tomb. 
Later it was recovered from its burial-place and mounted on a local church where it was popularly canon-
ized as “St. Bride of Knockbridge.” [iii]Though many legends are attached to her, there is certainly no 
firm evidence of her as a historical figure. Accounts of the saint’s life reveal what Sir James Frazer once 
called her: “a goddess in a threadbare cloak.” 
 
Saint Brigid  was said to be the daughter of a druid who had a vision that she was to be named after a 
great goddess. She was born at sunrise while her mother was walking over a threshold, and so "was nei-
ther within nor without." This is the state known as liminality, from the Latin, limen: a threshold – the 
state of being “in between” places and times. In Celtic tradition this is a sacred time when the doors be-
tween the worlds are open and magical events can occur.  
 
Another legend tells how her mother was carrying a pitcher of milk at the time, with which she bathed 
her new-born child. As a child, Brigid was unable to eat ordinary food, and was reared on the milk of a 
special white red-eared cow. White animals with red ears are frequently found in Celtic mythology as 
beasts of the Otherworld. We have also seen how the pagan goddess owned two magical oxen.  In Celtic 
society, cattle were the most highly valued of all animals, revered as symbols of plenty, and Saint Brigid 
was very closely associated with livestock in general, and dairy cows in particular. As an adult, she was 
accompanied by a cow who also supplied her with all the milk she needed.  
 
When she became abbess of Kildare, she miraculously increased the milk and butter yield of the abbey 
cows; some accounts say that her cows produced a whole lake of milk three times a day, and one churn-
ing filled hundreds of baskets with butter. When Saint Brigid died, her skull was kept at Kildare after the 
pre-Christian custom of revering the head as sacred. Norman soldiers were supposed to have stolen it 
from the abbey and taken it to Portugal. Here it played its part in a spring ceremony where cattle were 
driven past it. In Scotland she was invoked as “Milkmaid Bride,”   or “Golden-haired Bride of the kine,” 
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patroness of cattle and dairy work. Medieval Christian art often depicts her as holding a cow, or carrying 
a pair of milk-pails.  
 
She also provided abundant ale-harvests: At one Easter-time, one measure of her malt provided ale for 
seventeen churches. Her miraculous powers changed water into ale and stone into salt. With boundless 
generosity she fed birds, animals, and the poor, and they all loved her in return. The bountiful mother 
goddess of the fruitful earth shines through the generosity of the Christian saint. 
 
Early writers believed Brigid’s name stemmed from breo-aigit: “fiery arrow,” a false but somehow very 
fitting etymology for a goddess of smithcraft, and one who kindles the fires of creativity and regenera-
tion. Her association with fire and the sun continues into the folk-lore of the Christian saint. In one ver-
sion of her life from the Book of Lismore, a druid prophesies that she will be “a daughter conspicuous and 
radiant, who will shine like the sun among the stars of heaven.”  As a child, a fire was seen rising from 
the house where she and her mother were asleep. Yet it did not burn the house, but glowed like the 
burning bush of the Old Testament. When she first began to pray to God, a column of flame was seen 
rising from the house. She emerged unharmed, but “full of the grace of the Holy Spirit,” a reference to 
the Pentecostal flames. A charming story tells how stories of Brigid’s deeds drew the attention of the fa-
mous Saint Brendan who stopped by on an unannounced visit. She had been out working in the fields on 
a showery day, and was so surprised to see the great man in her house, that she flung off her rain-cloak 
without bothering to hang it up. The cloak caught on a sunbeam and to the older saint’s astonishment, 
hung there till it dried. 
 
Like the rising sun, she belonged to the East, where her influence radiated out from her convent at Kil-
dare in the heart of Leinster. Within the convent burned a perennial flame which became known as one 
of the three inextinguishable fires of the Irish monasteries. Stories about the flame's miraculous proper-
ties told that it stayed alight through the grace of God while the ashes from the burnt wood never in-
creased even though it burned for a thousand years, from the 5th to the 16th centuries. Gerald of Wales 
wrote about it when he visited the convent sometime in the twelfth century. He tells that there used to 
be twenty nuns keeping watch over the flame during Brigid's lifetime; since her death, nineteen took 
turns, one each night, in guarding the fire. When the twentieth night came, the nineteenth nun put the 
logs beside the fire and said: 
 
“Brigid, guard your fire.  This is your night.” 
 
 In the morning, the wood was found burned and the fire still alight. 
 
Brigid's flame was housed within a sacred enclosure, surrounded by a withy hedge which, Gerald reports, 
"no male may cross." A terrible fate awaited any man who tried, although the nature of the punishment 
was not specified. It seems probable that Kildare was once a pagan sanctuary attended by priestesses, 
similar to the Vestal Virgins of Roman tradition. Some scholars have seen a connection between Brigid 
and Sulis Minerva whose sacred fire burned at Aquae Sulis (Bath) in the 3rd century. Elsewhere only nine 
maidens are described as guarding the Brigid’s flame, a scene reminiscent of the nine maidens in the 
Welsh poem, The Spoils of Annwn, whose breath warmed the magical cauldron of the Underworld. God-
dess of the Sun and Christian saint of the Eternal Fire are equally invoked in the beautiful invocation 
known as Brighid's Arrow: 
 
 Most Holy Brighid, Excellent Woman, Bright Arrow, Sudden Flame; 
May your bright fiery Sun take us swiftly to your lasting kingdom. 
 
Like the goddess of old, Saint Brigid was renowned for her gift of healing. She wove the first piece of 
cloth in Ireland and wove into it healing threads which kept their power for centuries. Many healing wells 
and springs were named after her. Earlier this century, an old woman recounted her experiences at a 
well of Brigid’s on the west coast – one of many that are still active today. 

(Continued from page 2) 
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“I had a pearl in my eye one time, and I went to Saint Brigit’s well on the cliffs. Scores of people there 
were in it, looking for cures, and some got them and some did not get them. And I went down the four 
steps to the well and I was looking into it, and I saw a little fish no longer than your finger coming from a 
stone under the water. Three spots it had on the one side and three on the other side, red spots and a 
little green with the red, and it was very civil coming hither to me and very pleasant wagging its tail. And 
it stopped and looked up at me and gave three wags of its back, and walked off again and went in under 
the stone….And in three days I had the sight of my eye again. It was surely Saint Brigit I saw that time; 
who else would it be?” 
 
At Kildare her well stands just outside the town, and was refurbished by the local nuns in 1984. Near the 
spring, an upright stone tablet bears two crosses on either side. One is a Christian cross, the other is the 
cross of Saint Brigit, the fiery sun-wheel turning. 
 
 SAINT BRIDE OF SCOTLAND 
“Oh the blessing of Brìd on the child of my heart”    —Scottish Lullaby 
 
In Scotland Brigid was known as Bride and like her pagan predecessor reigned over fire, over art, and 
over beauty,  fo cheabhar agus fo chuan (beneath the sky and beneath the sea.) As she presided over 
the birth of Spring, so legends tell that she was the midwife at Christ’s birth. She was called Muime 
Chriosd, “Foster-mother of Christ”, while the divine Child was known as Dalta Brìde, “the Foster-Son of 
Bride.” Sometimes Brigid was conflated with the Virgin herself, for in the Highlands and Islands she was 
often addressed as “Mary of the Gael.”  
 
 Her presence was invoked at childbirths, as Alexander Carmichael recounts: 
 
When a woman is in labour the midwife…goes to the door of the house, and standing on the door-step, 
softly beseeches Bride to come in: 
 
 ‘Bride, Bride, come in! 
Thy welcome is truly made, 
Give thou relief to the woman, 
And give thou the conception to the Trinity.’   
 
Highland women also invoked Brigid’s presence at the hearth-fire, the center of the home. The hearth 
was not only the source of warmth and cooking but also symbolized the power of the sun brought down 
to human level as the miraculous power of fire. Every morning the fire was kindled with invocations to 
St. Brigid, the “radiant flame” herself: 
 
I will build the hearth  
As Mary would build it.  
The encompassment of Bride and of Mary  
Guarding the hearth, guarding the floor, 
Guarding the household all. [xi] 
 
THE FEAST-DAY OF BRIDE 
Bride put her finger in the river 
On the Feast Day of Bride 
And away went the hatching mother of the cold. — Carmina Gadelica 
 
It was said: "from Brighid's feastday onwards the day gets longer and the night shorter.” Although this 
refers to the time of the winter Solstice, the felt truth was that the goddess brought back the growing 
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light. On the eve of Là Fhéill Bhrìghde (St.Brigid’s Day), the Old Woman of Winter, the Cailleach, jour-
neys to the magical isle in whose woods lies the miraculous Well of Youth.   At the first glimmer of dawn, 
she drinks the water that bubbles in a crevice of a rock, and is transformed into Bride, the fair maid 
whose white wand turns the bare earth green again. Another version of the story of Spring tells how 
Bride is a young girl kept prisoner by the Cailleach all winter long in the snowy recesses of Ben Nevis. 
She is rescued by the Cailleach’s son who elopes with her despite his mother’s attempts to keep them 
apart with fierce storms.  
     The coming of Bride was celebrated in the Highlands and Islands of Scotland with heartfelt prayers 
and songs.  Of these all are gone except for a few evocative titles and fragments—“Mantle of Bride,” 
“Staff of Bride,” “Bride’s Prayer—empty sea-shells on a forgotten shore. But thanks to Carmichael’s work 
in collecting old customs, we do know more about the festivities of this joyful time. On Bride’s Eve, young 
girls made a female figure from a sheaf of corn, and decorated it with colored shells and sparkling crys-
tals, together with snowdrops and primroses and other early spring flowers and greenery. An especially 
bright shell, symbol of emerging life, or crystal was placed over its heart, called in Gaelic, the “guiding 
star of Bride,” after the star over the stable in Bethlehem that led Bride to the Christ child. The figure 
was named Bride or Brideag, Little Bride, and was carried about the town in procession by the young 
girls who were called banal Bride, the “Bride Maiden band,” all dressed in white and wearing their hair 
down, personifying the spirit of purity and youth. 
     Everyone they visited had to pay homage to Bride and give her a gift such as a flower or a crystal, 
while the mothers gave bannocks, cheese or butter, reciprocating Bride’s lavish gifts of food. When they 
had finished their rounds, the girls spent the night at a house where the figure was made to sit in state, 
while the girls prepared the Bride feast for the next day.  The young men of the town soon came knock-
ing at the door and were let in to pay tribute to Bride, after which there were songs, dancing and much 
merrymaking until the break of day. At first light, they all joined hands and sang a hymn to Bride, and 
shared out the remains of the feast among the poor women of the town.  
 
The older women of the town also conducted a ceremony on the Eve of Bride. They too made an effigy of 
Bride out of oats, lovingly decorated it, and prepared for her a basket called leaba Bride, Bride’s bed. 
Carmichael describes what happened next; 
 
 …  one woman goes to the door of the house, and standing on the step with her hands on the jambs, 
calls softly into the darkness, ‘Bride’s bed is ready.’ To this a ready woman behind replies, ‘Let Bride 
come in. Bride is welcome.’ The woman at the door again addresses Bride, ‘Bride, Bride, come thou in, 
thy bed is made. Preserve the house for the Trinity.’ The women then place the ikon of Bride with great 
ceremony into the bed they have so carefully prepared for it.  
 
In her hand they placed a small straight white wand, generally of birch, the tree of spring, or other sa-
cred wood: straight to signify justice, white for purity and peace.  Then, before retiring for the night they 
smoothed the ashes of the hearth. Their dearest wish was that she visit them in the night, and in the 
morning they eagerly examined the ashes for traces of her presence: if they discerned the marks of her 
wand, they knew they were favored; if the footprint of Bride was discovered in the ashes then they were 
overjoyed, and knew to expect increase in family, flock and field in the coming year. If there were no 
signs at all, they were downcast, believing she must be offended. To remedy this, they buried a cock as 
an offering at a place where three streams met—a three-fold confluence of sacred power—and burned 
incense on the fire the next evening. 
     There are places in Scotland where St. Bride’s Day festivities are still very much alive. For example, 
Canon Angus MacQueen on the Isle of South Uist celebrates all the Celtic feast days with his parishion-
ers, especially Là Fhéill Bhrìghde, when the Brideog is carried round to each house on the island.  
     In Ireland, similar joyous rituals were enacted to welcome back the light on Lá Fhéile Bríde, St. 
Brigit’s Day. An 18th century account tells how every farmer’s wife made a special cake, the ale was 
brought out, the neighbors came round and a festive evening was had by all. Fresh butter was churned 
and always formed part of the meal; the more wealthy farmers gave gifts of butter to poorer neighbors, 
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along with some roast meat, to celebrate the return of the bringer of bounty. At this time, Brigid herself 
was believed to travel about the countryside, blessing the people and their livestock, and so an offering 
of cake or bread and butter was left outside on the window-sill for her. Sometimes they left a sheaf of 
corn too, as sustenance for the white cow who traveled with her. Or a bundle of straw or fresh rushes 
were laid on the threshold for her to kneel upon to bless the house, or possibly so she – or the cow! – 
could wipe their feet before entering. 
 
In many districts an effigy of Brigid was carried about from door to door as in Scotland.  Often the figure 
of Bride was fashioned from a churn-dash covered with straw, emphasizing her presence in the dairy; 
sometimes it was a child’s doll decked out for the occasion, and sometimes a young girl dressed in white 
represented Brigid herself. The girl might hand out a Brigid’s Cross to each household, for the saint’s 
special cross was an important part of the Irish celebrations in all parts of Ireland. These crosses of 
rushes or straw were made on St. Brigid’s Eve and hung in the house and often in byre and stable too, to 
honor Brigid and to gain her protection. The crosses took shapes that are not traditionally Christian, but 
bear marked resemblance to symbols of the sun in cultures throughout the world. One kind was actually 
not a cross at all, but a figure with three legs, recalling the three-fold nature of the goddess-saint. It is, 
in fact, an ancient Celtic symbol known as the triskele. 
     A less common design from counties Cork and Tipperary is a shape we should by now be most famil-
iar with: the circle-cross. An added beauty of its symbolism is that the figure is formed from triple-
braided straw rope, thus marrying the sacred numbers of four and three. Another ritual object involving 
these numbers sounds as if it is from a much earlier time. Known as the Crios Bríde, or Saint Brigid’s Gir-
dle, it was made from braided straw rope and carried in procession with the effigy of Bride throughout 
the town. At each house, the occupants were expected to pass through it, to obtain Bride’ protection and 
good health for the coming year. As they did this, the bearers of the crios chanted a verse. One version 
goes in translation: 
 
Brighid’s girdle is my girdle 
The girdle with the four crosses 
Arise, housewife 
And go out three times. 
May whoever goes through my girdle 
Be seven times better a year from now. 
 
Rituals such as these anchored participants securely in the cosmic order represented by the four direc-
tions and the three worlds: lower world, physical world and upper world, mediated by the sacred pres-
ence of Brigid. 
     Finally, traces of the festival of the growing light can even be traced to modern America in the 
Groundhog Day custom on February 2.  If the groundhog sees his shadow on this morning, it means 
there will be six more weeks of winter. The custom comes directly from Europe, and Scotland in particu-
lar, where an old couplet goes: 
 
If Candlemas Day is bright and clear, 
 there'll be two winters in the year. 
 
A Scottish rhyme about the Feast Day of Bride begins: 
 
This is the day of Bride, 
The queen will come from the mound… 
In other versions it is a “serpent” that will emerge from a hole, an allusion which Professor Séamus Ó 
Cáthain has linked to Scandinavian customs regarding the reappearance of the hibernating bear.  For this 
is the time when the animal world begins to stir from its winter sleep in the depths of earth, and life and 
light is ushered in by Brigid, the Queen. 

(Continued from page 5) 
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BARM BRACK  

(Speckled Bread) 
 
2 1/2 c Mixed dark & golden raisins. 
1 c boiling black tea 
1  egg 
1/4 t cinnamon 
1/4 t clove 
1/4 t nutmeg 
1/4 t allspice 
1/4 t mace 
1/2 t salt 
4 ts marmalade 
1 c (heaping) sugar 
2 1/2 c Self-rising flour 
 
Place dried fruit in a bowl, cover with the 
hot tea and let soak overnight. The next 
day, add the remaining ingreds. and mix 
well. Preheat oven to 375F. Pour batter 
into greased 7" square pan and bake in 
the center of oven for 1 1/2 hrs. Let cool in 
the panon a wire rack. 
 
Imbolc Feast Lamb Stew 
 
2- 1/2 lb. lamb neck chops 
1 tbs. lamb fat 
4 medium onions 
1 tbs. butter/margarine 
4 medium carrots 
2 1/2 cups water 
4 medium potatoes 
1 tbs. parsley, chopped 
1 tsp. each salt & pepper 
1 tbs. chives, chopped 
 
Don't let the butcher trim the fat off of the 
lamb chops. Shred some of the excess fat 
and cook it down in a large pot or Dutch-
oven. Peel the onions, carrots, and pota-
toes. Cut the onions and carrots into quar-
ters, and put all the vegetables aside. Cut 

the meat into 8 pieces, and trim away the 
rest of the excess fat. The bones need not 
be removed. Place the meat in the hot fat 
and brown. Repeat with the onions and 
carrots. Add water, salt, and pepper care-
fully. Put whole potatoes on top. Cover pot 
and simmer gently until meat is cooked, 
approx. 2 hours. Remove from heat. Pour 
off the cooking liquid into a separate 
sauce pan, allow to cool for a few minutes, 
skim off grease, and reheat. Add butter, 
chives, and parsley to the reheated liquid 
in the sauce pan. Pour heated liquid back 
over the stew. Serve hot. Makes 4-6 serv-
ings. 
 
COLCANNON 
 
8 large potatoes, peeled and cubed  
1/2 head of cabbage  
1 bunch scallions (green onions), chopped  
2 cloves chopped (or pressed) garlic 
1 small chopped onion 
milk  
butter  
dill (1/2 t. dried, or 1 t. fresh chopped)  
fresh ground black pepper  
 
Shred the cabbage. Sauté it with a little 
butter, then reduce heat and cover; let it 
steam. When it is almost limp, add the 
scallions, garlic and onion. Sauté for a few 
minutes more. 
 
Meanwhile, boil, drain, mash the potatoes, 
add some milk and a little butter. Add the 
cabbage mixture, and stir in the dill and 
pepper. 

Imbolc Recipes 
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Solitaire Imbolc Ritual 

by Micheal Hall 
 
On your altar should be placed a circle of 13 stones and, within the circle of stones, a circle of 13 can-
dles. Within the circle of candles should be spread some maize - i.e. corn meal - and in that a waxen fe-
male candle to symbolize the Goddess on your altar. On the eastern side of the altar should be placed a 
small sheaf of grain with a candle inserted inside it. You should dress in your usual ceremonial garb for 
Magickal rites or skyclad, as you prefer.  
 
Retire to bathe in salt-water (use sea salt) before the ritual. As you do so picture the water cleansing the 
soul and spirit, just as it cleanses the body. When you have dressed, anoint yourself with a holy oil. 
When you have prepared yourself, sit in a dim quiet place and light a candle - ONE THAT IS NOT BEING 
USED IN THE RITES - and meditate on how at this time of year the Goddess in her fiery aspect AS LIGHT 
was welcomed back into the Temples and the Homes of the land.  
 
Take this candle and walk slowly to your altar. Place it in the circle of the 13 candles. Then light the two 
altar candles, which are separate from the circle of lights also, and the incense. (Incense should be stick 
or powdered incense on charcoal in a swinging burner.) Then light all the quarter candles in the 4 direc-
tions, starting in the east and going clockwise. 
 
Cast your circle in the usual manner, but Invoke the Goddess with the following:  
 
Sacred womb, giver of the secrets of Life,  
Mother of all that exists in the Universe, 
I ask your guardianship of this gathering and your assistance in my work.  
I am gathered in celebration of your gifts and my work is most holy.  
SO MOTE IT BE. 
 
And Invoke the God in the following manner:  
 
Fire of the sky, guardian of all that exists in the Universe,  
I ask your guardianship of this gathering and your assistance in my work. 
I am gathered in celebration of your gifts and my work is most holy.  
SO MOTE IT BE.  
 
Light the 13 candles and then the Goddess candle in the center and say:  
 
Warm and quickening Light awaken and bring forth beauty, for thou art my pleasure and my bounty Lord 
and Lady, Osiris and Isis (or you may substitute whatever names your circle uses for the God and the 
Goddess - or those you personally prefer).  
Reflect a moment on the coming of the light and offer up the incense. Say:  
 
O Ancient Ones, Timeless Goddess and Sacred King  
who art the heralds of springtime and it's bounties,  
be with me now in celebration.  
 
Hail to Osiris and Isis  
Harvest giver and blessed Lady  
Let this be a time and a place sacred to your power and your beauty.  
SO MOTE IT BE.  
 
Light the candle in the sheaf of grain and hold it up with the loaf of bread in the other hand and say (or 
the cakes - whatever you or your tradition uses for the cakes and wine/juice ceremony):  
 

(Continued on page 9) 
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What books have you read, that you would suggest for the 

rest of us to read? 

Cooking To The Wheel of the Year by Lynn Riggs Palfi 
 
Celtic Book of Seasonal Meditations: Celebrate the Traditions of the Ancient 

Celts by Claire Hamilton and Marian Green 
 
Natural Witchery: Intuitive, Personal & Practical Magick by Ellen Dugan 
 
Sorgitzak: Old Forest Craft by Veronica Cummer  

Pagan Chants 

Circle Round 

 
Circle round for freedom, circle round for peace, 
For those of us imprisoned, circle for release. 
Circle round the planet, circle for each soul, 

For our future generations, keep the circle whole! 

Earth My Body 

 
Earth my body, Water my blood 
Air my breath and Fire my spirit 

My Lord and Lady, as the seed becomes the grain,  
so the grain becomes the bread. 
Mark the everlasting value of our seasons and their changes.  
 
Break a piece of the bread or cakes off and burn it as an offering in the central candle. Then say:  
 
In the deepest Icy Winter, the seed of the Earth lies deep within the womb of the Great Mother.  
The Spring brings the heat of the Father and with their joining comes new life.  
The completion of the cycle brings food to the children of the world.  
As I taste the food I shall know the wisdom of the cycles  
and be blessed with the food of wisdom throughout my life.  
 
Consecrate cakes and wine/juice in the usual manner and partake of them, but first raise your chalice or 
drinking horn and say:  
 
Hail to thee Isis 
Hail to thee Osiris  
For thou art blessed. 
 
After this, commune in meditation with the Lord and Lady for a while, then close the circle in your usual 
manner.  
 
 
Distributed by PAN - the Psychic Awareness Network. It is based on a combination of the lore of the 
Wicca and some of the afro-Caribbean Diaspora traditions of Paganism and Magick. 

(Continued from page 8) 



Newsletter Submission Due Dates 

 

Imbolc Issue—January 2nd 
Ostara Issue—February 22nd 
Beltane Issue—April 2nd 
Midsummer Issue—May 20th 
Lammas Issue—July 2nd 
Mabon Issue—August 21st 
Samhain Issue—October 2nd 
Yule Issue—November 21st 

The Earth Spirit Pagans newsletter is 
available to non-members by subscription.  
The cost is just $12.00 per year for 8 is-
sues.  If you’re interested in a subscription 
to the Earth Spirit Pagans Newsletter, 
email us at info@earthspiritpagans.org 

P A G E  1 0  E A R T H  S P I R I T  P A G A N S  

Imbolc images and pictures 


