


CO-ORDINATORS' CORN...

Hail and welcome, and to yet more new members, in both South and Mid Wales,
and Hereford and Worgester: yes the region is still growingl

Not so much news this time (sighs of relief all round...). One itemn of interest is the
re-drafting of the application form for associate membership; not so much change as
addition, giving would-be members more chance to state their experiencesfinterests - and
therefore likely to help us all to help each other out, for instance organising moots or
helping with transport. Of course, for existing members, any time you feel like getting in
touch for any reason, or offering your services, please do - you know where we arelll

One point that was raised on the new form - and to be honest, we would have put it
forward ourselves had we nol been bealen to it - was the 'contacts’ section, and we quote:

“t has been suggested by some DMs/RCs that details of 'Members seeking contacts’
should not be sent to thase who are not prepared to have their own delails passed on.
This seemed acceplable as the situation has changed enormously since the format of the
question on the current ‘blue form’ was devised. There are now so many events where
people can meet fellow Pagans that we no longer need to cater for this particular
sensibility."

As we intend to bring out a contacts list for these regions (which will of course be
available to MEMBERS ONLY), it would make things much simpler - in fact,
administratively possible - if everyone on it could receive it, and those not wishing to be on
it would not. We would therefore appreciate if those who do not wish to be included could
please let us know in writing by October 30th, as after that it will be available 1o all
members, on request (with an S.A.E. please!).

On a different note (at last..) on a visit to West Kennet Long Barrow a couple of
weeks ago, we found (and cleared up) the usual rubbish (our cynicism was nol misplaced,
we had taken along a large carrier bag expressively for this purpose). A non-pagan chap
from Reading who was also visiling was under the impression, from all the soot marks and
graffiti, that “unspeakable rites” had been performed here; when we explained that it was
just the 'offerings' of the misguided, and that the sacredness of the site would be
enhanced by removing it, he joined in with a will and even produced a carrier bag of his
own, into which his wife put her tiny dog so that it wouldn't soil the tombl A few ‘posies' of
flowers and corn, had actually produced seeds thal were taking root in the very rearmost
chamber - very symbolic, but imagine how the same roots could displace the stones if
allowed 1o grow....or the fire/heal from the 32 night-lights could crack them on a frosty
night...not to mention how ugly so many tin cups look, littered around. While we realise
that none of you would be this irresponsible, we mention it to ask you all to please pass on
the message, to anyone you think would benefit: PLEASE, leave nothing behind but your
best wishes, and your footsteps...




By the time you read this, you will have finally received you 'Pagan Dawn' with
details of, and booking forms for, the conference on November 20th, We very much hope
to meet lols of you there - for those who are ‘Conference Virgins' it's tremendous fun and
well worth going! (‘Cyberpagans' can visit the web-site for more details, and, nearer the
event, a full programme of events) - please ask a friend with net access (as we will have
tol) if you can - on:

http://www.gippeswic.demon.co.uk/con99posterweb.htm

(Panicking over your Membership number? It should be on the label on the envelope your
PD came in, but if really stick, ring us on 07747 858086 and we can look it up for you...)

Many Blessings, and may this season bring equinox balance and a full harvest in all your
endeavours!

Mike and Angie Walters

DOREEN VALIENTE - AN OBITUARY

At 655 am BST on Wednesday 1st September 1999, Doreen Valiente passed into the
Summer Lands in her home town of Brighton. Doreen was one of the founders of modern
wilcheraft, shaping the face of Paganism as we know it today, as well as being one of the founders
and strongest supporters of the Pagan Federation. Through her writings, many thousands across the
world have been introduced to the Goddess and God, and have found the modern relevance of the
Old Religion. Those who have mel her found er warm, friendly and open, not to mention
astoundingly humble about her status in the Pagan community. When speaking at the PF
conference in 1997, she was amazed (hat over 1000 people packed the hall just to hear her!

“Lam the Gracious Goddess, who gives the gift of joy unto the heart of man. Upon earth, I give the
knowledge of the spirit eternal; and beyond death, I give peace and frecdom and reunion with those
who have gone before.”

(From The Charge of the Goddess by Doreen Valienie)

She will be sadly missed by all.

A simple family service will take place in the next few days. Doreen requesied that anyone wishing
to send flowers should instead send a donation to the Centre for Pagan Studies of which she was
Patron, and that a list of those kind enough to send money should have their names published and a
book of commemorative letters should be displayed at the centre.

Please respect her wish for privacy of those she has left behind af this time. There will be a requiem
service in the future organised by John Belham-Payne either at the Centre or somewhere in London.
Those that would like to attend ‘A Day for Doreen’ should send a stamped addressed envelope to:

The Centre for Pagan Studies,
clo The (Nd Oast,

Underhill,

Maresfield,

Last Sussex.

TN22 3AY

England.

Cheques should be made payable to CEPS.
(With thanks to the Children of Artemis)

This obiluary was taken from the Pagan Federation's website. Many others have expressed (heir
sympathy, including the following piece; let us all remember her with warmth in our hearts,

There are few who had met her who did not find her unassuming, modest, and unpretentious. There
were many reasons for her to be the opposite though. She was (and still is) the mother of one of the
fastest growing religions of the later 20th century - Wicea. Her books have introduced thousands to
the concept of the Goddess for the first time, as well as the joys of a fresh spirituality. While many
who had done far less had donned titles, her humility prevented her Trom ever using a title such as
‘Queen of the Wilches’; but she more than anyone was responsible for its growth, its poetry and

beauty in its ritual.
May the Great Goddess indeed welcome her with open arms. May she be re-united with those she
has loved. She will be sadly missed by all who practice the Old Religion.

Janet & Stewarl Farrar, and Gavin Bone.

Filegy for a Dead Witch - by Doreen Valiente

To think that you are gone, over the crest of the hills,
As the moon passed from her fullness, riding the sky,
And the White Mare took you with her.

To think that we will wait another life

To drink wine from the horns and leap the fire,
Farewell from this world, but not [rom the Circle.
That place is between the worlds

Shall hold return in due time. Nothing is lost.

The half of a fruit from the tree of Avalon

Shall be our reminder, among the fallen leaves

This life treads underfoot. Let the rain weep,

Waken in sunlight from the Realms of Sleep.




THE WOMB OF CERIDWEN - by Mike Howard

In West Wales there are numerous sacred places, too many to count, Some are well known,
others are hidden and known only to a few. Pentre 1fan is one of the better known, 1t is a cromlech
or ruined burial chamber situated between Cardigan and Newport a few miles off the main A487
road. I is situated in an exposed position overlooking the Nevern valley and in the shadow of the
Preseli hills. On a clear day the sea can be seen in the distance. The carth mound which originally
covered the stones of the chambered tomb have long gone. However whal is left is still quite
impressive; a huge capstone poised on several standing stones which originally would have been the
entrance to the mound.

The first recorded account of the site dates back to the 17th century and was written by a
landowner.  Another contemporary account mentions a stone altar in the middle of a ring of
standing stones. No trace of this can be found today, although the nearby ficlds are scattered with
stones. A few yards from the cromlech is a fallen standing stone and near it archacologists
discovered a *ritual pit’. This had either been used in funeral rites or to cremale sacrificial offerings.
The pit is a psychic ‘hot spot’ and on several visits o the site over the years 1 have received vivid
impressions of the Old People who used it in ancient times.

According to the notice displayed on site, Pentre Ifan was erected at the cross-over points
between the Neolithic and Bronze Ages. Local folklore claims that in the Celtic period the Nevern
valley was the site of a Druidic college. Pentre Ifan is popularly called the ‘womb of Ceridwen’ and
it is alleged that druid initiations were held there in the distanct past. The evocative name for (he
site suggests these initiations may have contained elements of a death and rebirth nature.

During the Iron Age the area was an important tribal centre in Dyfed. At the nearby hill-fort
of Castells Henllys a chieftain of the local Demetae (ribe had a large settlement with up (o 150
relatives and retainers. From this fortress village he ruled over an area of about thirty square miles.
High quality woollen clothes and jewellery were imported from as far away as Somerset by the
chiel. Tt is obvious thal such a large and wealthy settlement would have had several druids and may
have atiracted novices from far away.

Many legends and myths surround Pentre Ifan, one famous one is the story of a ghost and
buried treasure. In the 19th century a local farmer suddenly became very wealthy and when he died
he left £50,000 in his will. This was a considerable fortune in those days. Rumours circulated that
his wealth had come from a gold statue of a pagan god he had dug up al Pentre Ifan after following
the instructions of a ghoslt.

Traditionally, Pentre Ifan has been the home of the Tylwyth Teg or the Welsh Faeries. Two
hundred years ago the locals regularly reported seeing them dance around the stones in the form of
small figures wearing red jackels and red pointed hats. 1 try to visit Pentre Ifan each autumn around
Hallows to acknowledge the Ancient Dead and I can report that the faery folk are still very active
there.

On one visit a couple of years ago I also went in search of a sacred spring which was
supposed (o be in the vicinity of Castell Henllys. 1 was having problems finding it and asked for
directions at a cottage near a ford owned by an old Welsh man who still carves the traditional Welsh
love spoons. At first he denied all knowledge of the spring. Then in conversation I told him I had
just been up to Pentre Ifan. His eyes lit up. “Did you sec any Old People up there?” he asked.
“No,” I replied, “but | did see some Good People (faerics)”. Al this response he laughed and
immediately directed me to the spring, which was in fact only a few yards from his cottage hidden
in the hedgerow.

Pentre Ifan still has an aura of myth and mystery for the locals and is regarded by them as a
special place. Some years ago there was an HTV programme 'ml the I'l_\rm of a video diary HhUEIl a
land dispute involving a farmer in Newport and the Preseli council. This had gone on Irn" somie fime
with increasingly bitter exchanges of letters and telephone calls. finally the planning officer asked
for a face-to-face meeting. The farmer agreed, providing it was on neutral ground. The |.1!:1cc he
chose was - Pentre 1fan. So it seems its sacred nature still lives on even in these sceplical and

secular times,

Mike Howard is the editor of the Cauldron magazine and the author of sevenleen hooks on runes,

Earth mysteries, and ritual magick.

GODDESS AND GREEN MAN CREATIVITY EVENT!

SATURDAY AARCAMULAR
21 (0
SWANSEA UNIVERSITY

Inspired by the Goddess 2000 project (see previous issue of Iimps)_: this z'(fgiu:mi ‘cvcm aims o
bring out the creative urges in all of you! A day of “ar’ and meditations, M_th a ,‘.§|llri_ll l|ii|lL‘.I[‘. and
closing ritual. No arlistic talent required. Tor [ull details please send a SAL to K. Pierce, Sunny
Hill, Allt-y-blaca, Llanybydder, Ceredigion, SA40 YSU. Support your region, and come and have

some fun!

| , )



ECLIPSE - around the region...

So how was it for you...

The 11th August saw the much hyped event of the total eclipse take place in Britain.
Although totality only took place in the south of England, in Cornwall and Devon, much of the
country was witness 1o a good proportion of the sun being covered by the moon. Here are a few
accounts of the eclipse from personal perspectives by members of the region. Personally 1 didn't
make il to Comnwall but ended up experiencing the event on the Gower (S. Wales) at Arthur's Stone,
There was an air of excitement about the place, and a fair few people had chosen that spot to gather,
most [ would expect were not consciously pagan, so il is interesting that they picked a place that we
would regard as 'sacred' in some sense. The media were out in force too, and much to be expected
they focused in on a bunch of hippy looking types catrying musical instruments. For those of you
who caught the local news in the evening, 1 was there muttering on about Chinese mythology (how
they believed that an eclipse was a dragon eating (he sun, and that they banged drums to frighten
away the beast), and Ken was featured playing a song on his guitar - ahh fame at last!
Unfortunately it was fairly cloudy that moming, as was perhaps (o be expected, and as the fateful
hour, of 11 minutes past 11, ticked by we were still all staring at a cloudy sky. It dimmed to a
certain extent, much as if there was going to be a storm, and it was indeed colder, but nothing too
dramatic. 1t was a short while later before the clouds parted, and with a shout of joy, we were able
to finally see the sun, covered largely by the moon (with our eclipse viewers of course!). The
atmosphere at the stone was friendly, if the event a liftle uneventful, and little litter was left behind.
All in all T had a fun day out, but not perhaps one 11l be regaling the future grand children with.
Karen

“We were originally planning to go down to Cefn Bryn with some [riends but after hearing
reports about 10,000 people supposedly heading for Rhosili, and seeing the depressing amount of
cloud decided not to go. 1 tried a bit of weather-working about half past 10 and managed to get the
clouds 1o thin a bit but not much. But then just before 11 the clouds started to break up and we had
some genuine sunlight and just enough bands of cloud to make it possible to look up and see the
thing happening at maximum. | was surprised that it didn't get darker than it did - the light changed
dramatically and sucked all the colour out of everything but [ expected it to be more like very late
evening than it was. And then it was all over and the day just got brighter and brighter again- sun
and moon had had their brief moment of logetherness and both went away refreshed. Don't know
whether 1'd agree with that West Country HPs who was quoted as saying it was as important a
spiritual event for us as the millennium is for Christians tho' but what do you think?"  Ffred

‘I found it so moving, the skin was tingling all across my back and down my arms - this is
usually what happens if [ am picking up earth energy or near a special tree, so it seemed most
appropriate to have thal same feeling. My partner, Andy, was on the twelfth floor of the AA
building in Cardiff where he works and they had the most fantastic view of the almost total eclipse
through the special glasses. It was a bil more cloudy here in Maesygwartha but just after the most
total bit the clouds cleared and we used pin hole cards to look at the shadow it made. We did keep
looking briefly with sunglasses on - | wasn't very well prepared because it seemed we would not gel
good weather that day.” Lizzie

J

THE ECLIPSE - A PAGAN PERSEPECTIVE

[ can remember this special event being discussed at one of our weekly Crane's Egg
meetings last year but I did not know how 1 would celebrate it until a few weeks before. Everyone
seemed to be doing something big - someone was cycling all the way to Cornwall from Cardiff and
there were workshops and camping trips galore to choose from.

As | was unable to get to Cornwall on the day and did not fancy encountering all the crowds
anyway, I decided 10 go 1o a local sacred site - Tinkinswood Burial Chamber situated about five
miles north of Barry. | have often visited there with my horse, Storm, as it is a nice ride away from
the farm that she lives on, so I had experienced some communication with the guardians of the site.
But it was not enough simply to turn up on the day, see the Eclipse and go again, | wanted 1o do
something special.

The night before the Eclipse found me and my partner Phil tramping through the fields in
the pitch blackness lowards the stones. The silhouettes of the trees all around us shaped themselves
into horses heads and old women and 1 was acutely aware of every sound in the silence and anxious
nol to disturb anything.

Our flal in the middle of Cardiff seemed like another world as we set up a space fo camp oul
under the stars. 1 lit a candle at the entrance 1o the chamber and tried to atlune my senses to the
noises and rhythms of the night and the stones.

Some people have said they feel Tinkinswood has a sad or dark energy and I attribute this to
all the disturbances it has suffered over the six thousand years since its construction. Not least if
these was the excavation in 1914 and the installation later of electricily cables running directly
overhead, But when | had adjusted to the new environment [ felt exhilarated yet quite peaceful.

As the night progressed and | lay staring silently into the great mouth of the cavern, the
concept of the chamber as a gateway to other realms kepl occurring lo me. In my half sleep state |
saw the shadows move 1o reveal a passageway leading from the chamber into the earth and the
Underworld.

We awoke stiff and groggy 1o a grey dewy dawn. Everything seemed different in the cold
light of day. When I looked lowards the Chamber I was amazed to see that the candle 1 had lit the
night before was still bumning as if it had kept a vigil over us through the night. We watched it burn
down and then it was time to go and collect Storm.

As 1 am a devotee of the goddess Rhiannon who sometimes takes the shape of the white
mare, Storm was an integral part of my magickal work for the Eclipse. | wanted to direct the energy
into strengthening the power of the Goddess across the land to help in the rebalancing of the
male/female polarity.

As the time approached, so did more people. Tinkinswood was no longer our own sacred
place, anyone could come and share its magick, but I felt that by staying overnight we had been
given a glimpse of the true essence of the place, of something beyond the collection of weathered
stones. 1 held this secret warmly inside me as I watched the new arrivals clambering over the
apstone.

A shamanic group set up a circle and the leader, Coral, whispered to me that a white horse
was one of her totem animals so she was not surprised lo see Storm there. The drumming filled the
air, primitive and alive, and the sound, the stones, and the horse all became one for me as 1 sat
holding my consecrated herbal charm and visualising the power of the Goddess spreading like roots
and blossoming all over the land. 1 began to chant softly as the skies grew darker - words that
began as Rhiannon and gradually formed themselves into “Mother may your power grow.'



Phil said afterwards that the light quality was eerie - like the faery light in New Age
paintings. For one moment everyone was caught up in the wonder of it all and there was silence
like an in-drawn breath. As the light returned Storm let out a clarion whinney towards the south
cast heralding the ‘new dawn’ and somehow released the energy of the moment. People began to
stir as if awakening from a long sleep, and the sun shone brighter dispersing the greyness of before.
There was a sense of joy as everyone prepared to leave, bonded in their experience.

I found a moment to bury my herbal charm before I was swept along in the return (o
normality and the mundane - packing up and getting Storm safely back to the farm. But inside I felt
that on a deep level something had shifted and changed and the results would benefil us all.

Sarah Lee
WELSH HARVEST CUSTOMS

“When they set out, what Manawydan did was to take a load of wheat with him...he began to till
the soil and then he sowed a croft, and a second and a third. Lo, the wheat sprang up the best in the
world, and the three crofts equally successful in growth, so that no-one had ever scen wheal finer
than thal. He passed the seasons of the year. Harvesl time came, and he went (o look at one of his
crofts and it was ripe. “I’ll want (o harvest that tomorrow,” he said.” (Manawydon son of Llyr trans.
Patrick K. Ford)

Harvest is a matter of life and death. City-dwellers and country-dwellers alike are just as
dependant on the fruits of the Land as for any ancient Celt, although in the last century most people
in the developed world have ceased o remember this - a dangerous naivete.  An intellectual
understanding of our utter dependence on the earth is one of the most significant realisations needed
for us 1o ‘save the Earth’ and ensure the survival of our species. The customs of traditional
agricultural communitites all over the world - the Celts, for example - can help lead us to the
emotional and spiritual acknowledgement of that dependence, without which the intellectual
understanding withers in inaction. In Welsh, the importance of the harvest is reflected by the
seasonal and month names. In Welsh, the month of September is simply y mis Medi, *the harvest-
month’. The name of autumn, Cynhaea, tells us what season it is - cyn+gaea. ‘before-winter' - but
has also come to mean the chief activity occupying the before-winter season: harvest.

The so-called agricultural revolution, however, has wiped our many of the old harvest
customs and practices; the principle of cymhortha, mutual help, a necessary part of agriculture in
pre-industrial, peasant communities, has been made largely obgolete. The regional specialisation
forced by modern agribusiness concerns and government agricultural policy have led to increasing
regional specialisation and the predominance of livestock farming in Wales today; less than four
percent of Welsh agricultural land is today used for arable cropping. But not so very long ago, a
fifth of Wales® agricultural land was in arable crops. The island of Anglesey, Ynys Mon, the long-
ago stronghold of the Druids, is still known as Mam Cymru, ‘Mother of Wales’, since il was once
the breadbasket of the nation.

The opening of the harvest in the Celtic year is at the beginning of August, but the celebration of
this time is not as marked in Welsh folk custom as in other Cellic regions. John Rhys told us in the
nineteenth century that Gwyl Awst (“Feasl of August”): “is now a day for fairs in certain parls of
North Wales, and it is remembered in central and southermn Cardiganshire as one on which the
shepherds used til comparatively lately, to have a picnic on the hills...But in Brecknockshire, the
first of August seems to have given way, some time before Catholicism had lost its sway in Wales,
to the first holiday or feast in August, that is to say, the first Sunday in the month. For then crowds
of people early in the moming made their way up the mountains called the Beacons, both from the

10

side of Carmarthenshire and Glamorgan: their destination used to be the neighbourhood of the little
Van Lake (Llyn y Fan Fach), out of whose waters (hey expected to see the Lady of the Lake make
her momentary appearance.”

The Lady of Llyn y Fan Fach is a well-known legend of Wales; the Lady was an
Otherworldly woman of the Lake who married a mortal man, bringing with her a dowry of
Otherworldy catfle. She eventually teturned fo the Otherworld afler her husband had struck her
three causeless blows, but nevertheless taught her healing skills to her sons, who became a line of
famous physicians, the Physicians of Myddfai, the last of whom died in the nineteenth century.

We can see in this tradition two of he basic characteristics of Lughnasadh customs (as
discerned by Maire MacNeill in her famous study, The Festival of Lughnasa) that of climbing to a
height (associated with both the god Lugus/Lleu/Lugh and his Christian successor, St. Michael) and
of the presence of water - for the sun’s heat is becoming dangerously strong and must begin to be
assuaged for the harvest to survive. Another feature of the opening of the harvest scason has often
been the presentation or ‘harvest’ of the bardic arls of the past year's efforts. It is pleasing and
delightful, then, that the National Eisteddfod - the musical and literary festival in Welsh-speaking
Wales today - is always held in the first week of August, and that a feature of the pageantry has
been the presentation of the Comn Hirlas, a harvest homn, to the Archdruid by a local matron,
However, the central harvest custom in Welsh Wales was associated with the end of the grain
haryest: the end-of-harves! sheaf - a custom found all over Europe in various forms. The sheaf is
often referred to as a woman - a hag or maiden - or as some type of animal. In Wales, the sheaf was
most usually known as y gwrach, ‘the hag’, or as y gaseg ben fedi, ‘the end-of-harvest mare’.
Drawing from several accounts the following is a basic outline of custom as it was practised in
Wales. As grain harvesting drew to its close, a last tuft or tussock of grain was left standing,
perhaps a foot square, and as the reapers closed in on the last arca, there was a ‘special significance’
- possibly once divinatory - Lo the last rabbit leaving the unharvested area. When all had been cul
but that last tussock, one of the reapers often would braid it into a plait, as it stood. The harvesters
would then, taking turns, throw their sickles or reaping hooks at the sheaf from a distance until
someone successfully cut it down - a process that might take some time. In some areas, each reaper
would attempt a throw, with the least skilful going first, and if no-one was successful, the head
reaper would then cut it by hand. There was a certain amount of attention paid to ensure that chance
would play a main part in (he process, not skill. In any case, the reaper who eventually cut the sheaf
would then ery out a thyme, such as:
Bore y codais hi
Hwyrach y dilynais hi
Mi ges i, mi ges i!

(Early I got on her track.

Late I followed her;

I got her, I got her!)

and the other reapers would ask,
Beth gest i? (What did you have?),
and depending on the name used for the last sheaf in the area, the reaper would answer a phrase
such as,

Gwrach, gwrach, gwrach (a hag, a hag, a hag!) or,

Pen medi bach mi ces! (I got a little harvest-mare!).

Having cut the last sheaf, the sheaf then had to be brought to the house - an event which the
women of the household, aided by other harvest helpers, attempted o prevent. Armed with buckets
and pans of water, they blocked the way of the reapers into the house, one of whom was the
successful reaper with the tuft hidden under his clothes (attempting to parily strip the reapers in
order to find who was the tuft-carrier was an option). The object was to wet the tult with water - an




act wilth some sexual symbolism - and if the successful reaper managed to bear the tuft into the
house dry, he might in some areas have as much beer as he wanted and a place of honour at the
table - whereas failure to do so earned him no beer and joking derision. The welting of the tuft gave
the name to the custom as a whole in some areas, Boddi'r Cynhaeaf, ‘Drowning the Harvest’
(though presumably this could also refer to the quantity of beer downed at the harvest feast!). the
disposal of the tuft was always a_matter of importance as well, and reflected the essential ambiguity
of the relation of humanity to the Land. The tuft in some cases was kept in the house until the next
year, and its seed was mixed with the new seed ‘to teach it to grow’; in other areas or in the case of
a bad harvesl, it was treated as a somewhat malevolent token, and disposed of in the cleft of a tree
ar other liminal place (where its power would be neutralised), or sent as a taunt o any farms that
were late with their harvest. Although many explanations have been mooted for the end-of-the-
harvest sheal custom, it seems clear that in some way the energy of the Land goddess, perceived in
whatever way, is concentrated into the Last Sheaf and carries her ambiguous power.

Harvest paities were regular accompaniments (o the work of harvest. In 1760, Lewis Morris
recounted the plans for the forthcoming mid-August rye-reaping on his farm in Anglesey, which
was atlended by aboul 45 harvesters: “A breakfast of bread and cheese, bultermilk and whey. A
dinner of lNlymm (‘flummery’ sweel porridge or pudding) and milk and bread and butler. But the
supper, which is the great meal, is made up of the contents of a brewing pan of beef and mutton,
with arage and potatoes and poltage, and pudding of wheaten flour, about 20 gallons of light ale,
and over 20 gallons of beer. The red wooden liddle must have strings, and a fiddler must play for
them when they have eaten their belly-fuls, going into the barn and dancing on the wooden floor
until they drip with sweat, there being a big can with beer at hand for them, and a piece of tobacco
for each one.”

In another district. The end of the harvest feast was called Cwrw Cyffeddach, ‘beer
carousel’, and featured very strong beer and the playing of the harp and singing of penillion stanzas
(o the harp. D.G. Williams, writing on Carmarthenshire folk-customs in 1895, described how
farmers in that area arranged to harvest as a group each one’s wheat in turn, and the special suppers
thal followed these harvests included a dish called whipod, which included bread, rice, treacle and
raisons. The party again included dancing and games, including u game known as Rhibo (it has
been suggested that this is the remains of a fertility rite). Six men stood facing each other in two
rows of three, each joining hands with the man opposite. Then a man and a woman lay down on the
joined arms, and the couple was thrown up in the air and caught repeatedly.

A grain based recipe seems the appropriate way to end a harvest article; the following is a
quick-bread version of the Welsh bara brith, or *speckled bread’:

Preheal the oven to 300 degrees Fahrenheit.

Soak 4 tablespoons of marmalade and 1 cup of raisins in 1 cup of strong black tea for an hour.

Add to the above mixture, 1 cup brown sugar, 3 cups self-raising flour ( or 3 cups plain flour, a
teaspoon of salt, and 2 teaspoons of baking powder), 2 eggs, cinnamon and nutmeg to taste.

Mix well and pour into a greased baking tin.

Bake for 1 2 hours, or until a knife inserted in the centre comes oul clean.

Meredith Robbins

SNIPPET - Spotted in the TSP book club magazine recently, a review of Practical Paganism by A.
Kemp and J. M. Serfori: “These questions and many more are answered in this fascinating survey of
a religion which, although it draws on ancient belicf systems such as those developed by the Celtic,
Nordic, Druidic and Wiccan peoples, has remained relevanl to the modermn  world.”
Hmmmmn..........
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TRANSPORT PROBLEMS?

Would you like to attend more P.F. events in this area but are unable due (o lack of transpori?
Maybe I can help, I'm the new fransport Organiser for the mid-west region. The idea is o allow a
maximum amount of people (o attend events in the minimum amount of cars. 1 have a list of people
with car space who are willing to give lifts.

If you need a lift, just give me a call on - 01547 510343

Obviously 1 cannot guarantee a lifl but 1 will try my best to match you up with a driver with space.

I also need more people with car space, so if you are attending an event and are able to offer
someone a lift, please contact me on the above number.

lain Steele

BOOK LIST
(some new litles available)

(Good quality) 2nd hand books for sale - profits go towards funding Drops.
First come, first served, please order by post.
Cheques/P.0."s made payable to *A. Robbins’, add £1.00 P&P.

Flat I, 36 Broad Street, Ross-on-Wye, HRY 7DY.

BOOK & AUTHOR RRP OUR
PRICE
Pendulum Dowsing - Tom Graves £4.99 £1.50
The Living World of Faery - R.J. Stewarl £11.95 £3.00
The Goddess Book of Days - Diane Stein £6.50 £2.50
Secret Places of the Goddess - Philip Heselton £10.95 £3.00
Magi - Adrian G. Gilbert £6.99 £2.50
The Sacred Cauvldron - Tadhg MacCrossan £9.95 £3.00
A Fairy Tale Reader - John & Caitlin Matthews £9.99 £3.00
A Complete Guide to Divination - Cassandra Eason £4.00
Mysteries and Secrets of Magic - C.J.S. Thompson £3.00
I Ching for Beginners - Kristyna Arcarti £599 £2.00
Earth Magic - Claire Nahmad £8.99 £3.50
Folklore, Legends & Spells - Selena Ibbot £5.99 £2.00
Power Within the Land - R.J. Stewart £9.99 £3.50
The pagan Family - Ceisiwr Serith £8.99 £3.50
A Witch Alone - Marion Green £7.99 £3.00
Practical Candleburning Rituals - R. Buckland £5.95 £2.00
Scottish Witcheralt - Raymond Buckland £8.95 £2.00
Working With Your Dreams - Lyn Webster Wilde £7.99 £1.50
The Magic of Well-Being - Judith Jackson £12.99 £2.00
The Healing Power of Dreams - Patricia Garlield £8.50 £3.00
The Victorian I'lower Oracle - Patricia Telesco £11.95 £2.50
Concentration and Meditation - Christmas Humphreys £8.99 £3.00
Magic Mirrors - Nigel R. Clough S0p
Prime Chaos - Phil Hine £1.00
Cat Spells - Claire Nahmad £1.00
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Birthsigns - Molly Gowan & Lavinia Hamer £5.95 £2.00
Maoon Sigus - Sasha Fenlon £5.99 £2.00
Candle Burning Rituals - New Age Fellowship 50p
E.S5.P. - Ingo Swann £5.99 £1.50
Fortune Telling By Tea Leaves - Sasha Fenton £3.99 £1.00
Fortune Telling with Numbers - Rodney Davies £3.99 £1.00
Understanding Crystals - Neil Irwin £3.99 £L.00
Liber Null & Psychonaut - Peter J. Carroll £1.00
Liber Kaos - Peter J. Carroll £1.00
Ceremonial Circle - S. Cahill & J. Halpern £7.77 £2.00
Ancient Wisdom Ior Success Today - Sarah Denning £9.99 £1.50
Elements of Taoism - Martin Palmer £599 £1.00
The Bach Flower Remedies - Judy Howard £2.95 50p
Planetary Magick - Melita Denning & Osborme Phillips £11.99 £3.00
Light in Extension - David Godwin £8.99 £2.00
Chaopopial - David Lee £10.00 £2.00
Psybermagick - P. J. Carroll 50p
Pendulum Workbook - Bote Mikkers £9.99 £2.00
The Enochian Workbook - Gerald J. & Belty Schueler £13.95 £3.00
Pyschic Explorer - Jonathon Cainer & Carl Rider £10.99 £4.00
Dictionary of Dream Symbols - Fric Ackroyd £2.00
Goddess Guide Me - Amy Zemer & Monle Farber £17.50 £3.00
Your Body’s Energy - Emma Mitchell £16.95 £4.00
ustrated Encyclopedia of Dreams - A. Fornari, I Rombaldini £3.00
Feng Shui (The Full Kit) - Lillian Too £19.99 £5.00
How to Meet and Work With Spirvit Guides - Ted Andiews £375 £1.00
The Moon and You (For Beginners) - Teresa Moorey £5.99 £1.00
The Deva Handbook - Nathaniel Altman £10.99 £2.00
Crystal Vision - Michael G. Smith & Lyn Westhorp £7.99 £3.00
Your Psychic Power (and how (o develop it) - Carl Rider £8.99 £2.00
Moon (Magical secrets) - Donna Rose S50p
Witcheraft and Shan m - Chas S. Clifton £8.95 £3.00
The Pendulum Kit - Sid Lonegren £1.50
Out of Body Experience in 30 Days - K. Harary & P. Weintraub 50p
Spirituality and Self Empowerment - Gloria Chadwick £11.99 £2.00
Power of the Witch - Laurie Cabot & Tom Cowan £6.99 £2.00
Angel Magic - Geolliey James £11.99 £3.00
Playful Magic - Janina Rence £11.95 £2.00
Introduction te Buddhism - Eshe Kelsang Gyatso £2.00
The Red Fairy Book - ed. Andrew Lang £6.95 £2.00
Astrology and the Tarot - AL Thierens £4.99 £1.50
The Elements of Zen - Dayid Scott & Tony Doubleday % £1.00
Discover Tarot - Emily Peach ; £3.00
History of Witcheraft - Montague Summers £1.00
The Finding of the Third Eye - Vera Stanley Alder £5.99 £2.50
Dream Interpretation (for beginners) - M. Simmons & C. £4.99 £1.00
MeLaughlin

The Dream Workbook - Robert Langs £7.99 £2.00







