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SAMHAIN

The Time of Mortality
and Beyond

Frances Billinghurst

Amongst the shadows the flickering of lanterns [ed the way
from the roadside, where the cars 5‘3 been fm'ée;ﬁ tﬁroug5 the
woodland. Being an almost moonless m;gﬁt added to the antic-
tzaat‘ion of what the eveniny could 5rin‘g.a‘1[foumf n_tyseff blind-
by o[[owing the i_mon in front for 1 had no sense gf direction
which wasn’¢ all that surprising since 1 bod on_[y arrived in
the country four months earfier.
“And bere 1 am in the forest on the witch’s m;gﬁt, g tﬁougﬁt

to myself.
('Iﬁey scent gf the ﬁre mixed with fmnéincmse Jriftez[ Hpon
the breeze, a[erting us that we were close. We were cg;l:
enged before we could enter the clearing and once a circle was
Sformed, the evening’s ritual commmcei
CThe elemental quarters were called and the God and the God:
dess invobed. An owl booted in the distance as tif cementing ifs
approval. Words were sfoéen, reminding us that this time gf
¢ year was associated with death and the fﬁinning of the veil,

and then a solemn drumbeat was beard, A band ‘gmﬁ&c{ mine
and the chant began:

“Hekate, Cerridwen, Dark Mother et us in.

Hekate, Cerridwen, [et us be reborn.”

Todgy, the association of Hehate with dark goc&{es.fes, espe-
cia,()f crones, af Sambain may be debated, However, i was
the early 19905 when 1 found myself in the middle {o[ Some

welsh wood with a roup of relative strangers making the
celtic festival of the dead.




The autumn equinox has passed, and as the earth continues
turning on its axis, the days grow shorter, and the nights longer.
There is a chill in the air; a hint that soon winter will close its
grip upon us. My Celtic ancestors referred to this time of the year
as An Ghrian M¢ér, the time of “a small sun’, as the sun does in-
deed appear smaller than before as the earth rotates away from it.
| refer to it as Samhain, a word taken from Irish Gaelic samain or
samfuin, both meaning “summer’s end”’, the time when we enter
the dark half of the year, and when the presence of our ancestors
is more readily felt.

Within the mythos of contemporary witchcraft, the tradition of
witchcraft that | align with, as the earth becomes cold and barren,
it is the time when the Scottish Crone of Winter, The Cailleach,
begins to stalk the land. Whatever fruits and vegetables that have
not been collected by this time of the year were left for they were
belong to her. Samhain is the final harvest festival after all, the
time when animals were once slaughter to ensure that there would
be enough meat to last through the winter months.

] The Crone is the Dark Mother who devours the Horned God in
order to give birth to him again at the winter solstice - a remind-
er of that endless cycle of birth, life, death and rebirth which we
are all part of. Her womb therefore is also the tomb, and it is
in the Underworld that the Horned God resides during the winter

months as the Dread Lord of Shadows until his rebirth. The Un-
derworld is also the place of initiation, for the Dark Mother is also
the great teacher of all life's mysteries through which the Horned
God, as well as our own selves, all must pass through in order to
be reborn. Lighting the sacred fire, the Goddess prepares for her
own descent into the Underworld where she will join the Horned
God. Once this is done, she will prepare a sacred brew within her
cauldron and offer us a taste.

As mentioned in the opening chant, Samhain is often the time of
the much-feared Dark Goddess, the unpredictable one who merges
in and out of the shadows, as well as merging in and out of the
modern stereotypes of the Goddess - sometimes she is depicted
as an old Crone, other times she is the Maiden, and yet she can
also appear as the terrifying Mother who devours her children.
It is only through this “devouring’, that we fully understand the
Mysteries which surround us.

When he takes on the mantle of the Dread Lord of Shadows, the
Horned God becomes the comforter of souls at Samhain. While
it is the magick of the Goddess that parts the veils between the




worlds it is the Dread Lord of Shadows who connects us with our
ancestors, the Mighty Dead, and all other beings who have passed through the
veil between the worlds.

In various cultures, a particular spirit or deity can be found who is responsible
for guiding the new deceased souls into the Afterlife. Originating from the Greek
words pompos (meaning “conductor” or “guide”) and psyche (“breath”, “life” or
“soul”), a psychopomp is associated with animals such as horses, ravens and
crows, dogs, owls and harts.

Within Egyptian mythology it is the jackal headed God, Anpu (Anubis) who not
only looked after the deceased’s soul by escorting it into the Underworld where
it would be weighed against Ma'at’s feather of justice, but he also prepared the
body, being the god associated with embalming. Other psychopomps include the
Greek God Hermes and the Norse Valkyries, who determined what dead warriors
would be taken to Valhalla.

A psychopomp also appears within Jungian psychology as a mediator between the
conscious and the unconscious realms. In dreams, this being can appear as a
totem animal or as some form of wise being that may have shamanistic qualities.

Samhain is a sombre time when we remember and honour those who have died.
The veil is at its thinnest between our world of the living and that of the dead.
This makes it easier to contact our deceased ancestors, as well as other spirits,
during this time of the year. In many cultures, a place is set at the table for
deceased ancestors to come and join the feast - the dumb supper, which is held
in silence. Alternatively, a candle was lit in the window to ensure that passing
spirits would find their way home.

Thoughts readily turn to our ancestors at this time of the year, not only those
of our bloodline but also spiritual lineage as well. A simple ancestral altar can
be set up that include photographs, fresh flowers, and candles (traditionally blue
or white). A small plate or bowl into which offerings can be placed (i.e., if they
had a favourite sweet, biscuit or cake, or even had smoked a particular brand of
cigar), as well as a glass of fresh water so that your ancestor does not go thirsty,
can be added.




Each year around Samhain, my coven specifically honours our ances-
tors with a special altar set up in the western quarter of the circle. In the
centre of the circle is a candle that represents the sacred beacon which
lights the way for all those who wish to join with us from the other side.
The west was the direction from which, in numerous traditions and cultures,
one entered the Underworld. Upon this altar, photographs and mementos
of those passed are placed with candles lit to honour their memories, as
well as the memories of the “forgotten ones’, any ancestors whose names
have been lost over time.

From this beacon candle, each person lights a smaller remembrance candle
and places it on the ancestor altar in front of their photograph or memento
of their ancestor. Taking turns, the following statement, originating from
the New Orleans Voodoo Tarot by Louis Martinie and Sallie Ann Glassman,
is recited:

To all those whose names are remembered
To all those whose names are forgotten
Lost in the seas of time
To all those whose bones are buried in and upon the Earth
To all those whose ashes are scattered to the Four Winds.

To all those who have gone before
To all those yet to come.

To you from the living we remember.

A meditation is then undertaken that has been specifically designed to
allow contact with any deceased relatives or guides. Alternatively, a form
] of divination can also be undertaken, especially pendulum or scrying using
water or candle wax. For the latter, pour some water into a large dark
earthen bowl, or any other bowl that has a dark interior. If you do not
have such a bowl, then add a few drops of black ink to the water.




With your finger or a stick, swirl the water in a sunwise direction (clockwise in the Northern
Hemisphere or anti-clockwise in the Southern Hemisphere). Think of a question that you are
seeking an answer to, then stop stirring and pour melted wax from a candle into the water.
Watch as the water slows and concentrate on the pattern that the wax forms. Meditate on
the wax pattern to see what answers it holds for you.

On an inner, more personal level, as we turn inward at this time of the year, Samhain is a
time for facing ourselves and often requires time alone. It is a good idea to light a candle
and sit quietly in front of it for a while, reflecting on the past, and what has brought us to
the position that we currently find ourselves in. This is not a high-activity time, but it is
one appropriate for planting ideas. We may now plant the “bulbs” of ideas and let them lie
dormant until the spring and as a result we feel clearer about the action we wish to take.

Sometimes, this action may be hard to face, and can be made scarier because we feel that
if we face up to certain “facts” about ourselves, we should act on them immediately. This
may not necessarily be so. It takes courage to meet head-on the fact that our relationship
may be dead or unsuitable, that our job is frustrating and getting us nowhere or leading us
where we do not want to go, or even that we have accomplished precious few of the things
we dearly desire in life.

Facing up is one task and acting upon the knowledge is
another.  Now is the time to let go of the illusions that
have been clouding our judgement and to plant the seeds
of hope. You may also like to make a list of things in your
life that you would like to change - making sure that they
are achievable.

Keep this list somewhere safe and jot down ideas of creative i ‘
changes as they come to you in the following weeks. Take | A “F s.
careful note of your dreams and do not try to work out ",..‘
solutions with your intellect. Allow your “bulbs” to grow

in their own time. Change will come. ENCOUNTERING

For more information on Moon Books visit T E I<
www.johnhuntpublishing.com/moon-books/ G ODDE S S

About Frances
Frances Billinghurst is an initiated witch — A Journey into the Shadow Realms
and magick maker living in South Austral- ; '
ia who has an interest in folklore, mythol-
ogy, and ancient cultures. She is a pro-
lific writer, with her more recent offerings
being Encountering the Dark Goddess: A
Journey into the Shadow Realms and Con-
temporary Witchcraft: Foundational Prac-
tices for a Magical Life, both published
through Moon Books, with a third, On
Her Silver Rays due to be released next
year. Frances can be found on Facebook,
Instagram and YouTube, and she can be
contacted through the Temple of the Dark
Moon (templedarkmoon.com).




SATURDAY, 19 NOVEMBER 2022
10:00 AM 5:00 PM

Rudolf Steiner House
35 Park Road London, England, NW1 6XT United Kingdom

Take a sensory walk on the dark side and allow your imagination to run wild on this
one-day adventure into gothic landscapes. Immerse yourself in a palette of unsettling

and hypnotic aromatics to craft a bespoke gothic—inspired perfume to doak yourself in

a mysterious aura.

Find out more and book here:
https://www.eventbrite.com/e/otherworlds—a—gothic—inspired—Perfume—Workshop—tick—
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There are few things portrayed as more
frightening than woman the destroyer. We
find her over and over again in fairytale
and folklore; the witch in ‘Hansel and Gre-
tel* who eats children, the mother who curses
her stepchildren in the “Children of Lir* and
the murderous Morgana of Arthurian lore. In
Welsh texts Rhiannon spends four years as a
horse, carrying travellers on her back, after her
maidservants accuse her of killing and eating
her newborn son. But why does this archetype
appear so often in stories? And what fuels the
enduring fear of Woman the Destroyer?

‘In the most famous stories, monsters in fe-
male shape outnumber the giants and hobgob—

lins* suggests Marina Warner, in her contex-

tual exploration of fairytales and their tellers

titled ‘From the Beast to the Blonde:.

In “The Uses of Enchantment’ Bruno Bet-
telheim interrogates the relationship between
woman the protector and woman the threat.
Taking the example of ‘Little Red Riding
Hood" he suggests that a child could not view
a woman who on one hand lavishes gifts, and
on another punishes certain behaviour, as the
same person. ‘Unable to see any congruence
between the two manifestations, the child truly
experiences Grandma as two separate entities-
the loving and the threatening’ (Bettelheim,
1976). For Bettelheim, is through this sepa-
ration that Grandma becomes the wolf, and
through the splitting of the female into two
separate entities that the image of the good
Grandmother can be preserved. A deep trau-
ma is expressed over and over through story;

‘Children are more thrilled than dis-
gusted by the wolf who gobbles up
Red Riding Hood, whereas they are
repelled by the witch who fattens up
Hansel to eat him* (Warner, 1994).

The horror at a cruel or murderous

-

woman is far deeper than at a man
who carries out the same actions, es-
pecially when the behaviour is directed
at a child. A body that can birth new
life, but also take it away, becomes an
object of abject terror; a liminal being
that must be reclassified as inhuman,

a witch or a sorceress. Even the title

of step-mother denotes a separation, a
woman set aside from the wholesome
and non threatening title of ‘mother.




the fear of a woman who is anything other than
all—loving and all—giving. Desirable and undesirable
qualities must somehow be separated.

Warner agrees that this theory provides a satisfying
framework that not only preserves the good moth-
er intact, it also prevents having to feel guilty about
one’s angry thoughts and wishes about her’ (Warn-
er, 1994). But she also urges us to remember that
tales ‘take on the colour of the actual circumstances
in which they are or were told” (Warner, 1994).
Where stories explain or excuse feelings of hatred
towards women who display ‘undesirable traits, we
must ask ourselves who the narrative serves. Who is
it that cannot bear to accept that the female can both create and destroy?

Rhiannon was shamed for four years for her supposed crimes, and the witch in “Hansel and
Gretel’ is boiled alive. But the punishment of destructive women has not always been so preva-

lent. Welsh texts, compiled and translated in the nineteenth century ‘Mabinogion’, but believed

to originate from eleventh and fourteenth century originals, portray the Goddess Cerridwen as
both mother and murderer. In one tale she brews a potion for a year and a day, tasking her
servant Gwion Bach with tending the cauldron. He spills three magical drops, intended for Cer-
ridwen’s son, and in revenge she pursues him in a magical chase which ends when she becomes

a hen and consumes Gwion, who has disguised himself as a grain of corn. Notably, this act of
cannibalism 1s not framed as either unnatural or monstrous, as in the case of the witch in ‘Hansel
and Gretel’. Instead, Cerridwen’s dual nature allows for the alchemy of transformation, and it is
through death and rebirth that Gwion becomes the Bard Tdliesin and gains the gifts of inspira-
tion and prophecy. It is through the cauldron of Cerridwen, which Hughes equates symbolically
with the womb, that this Goddess fulfils her role as ‘initiatrix’ and ‘demonstrates the vitality and
function of the divine feminine in initiatory mythology’ (Hughes, 2012). Death is acknowledged
as necessary for new life. The balance of destructive and generative capabilities are key to her
power.

Perhaps here we come to the source of fear. When a woman embraces her multi-faceted nature

she is able to draw on a strength denied to those who shun parts of themselves. The jealous

stepmother in the “Children of Lir has the power to transform children irreversibly into swans.

In the earliest versions of Arthurian myth, Morgana is a healer as well as a sorceress, and it is

she who watches over the wounded Arthur on the Isle of Avalon. Cerridwen embodies and en-
acts the cyde of life through death, symbolised by the cauldron-womb.




Woman the Destroyer has been demonised for being dangerous and undesira-
ble, but she is arguably an essential facet of the complete feminine archetype. Consider
Mother Nature, blessing her children with both earthquakes and life giving waters.

If we are to take Warner’s advice and remember that stories ‘take on the colour of the
actual circumstances in which they are or were told” we must remember that the tellers
always have an a,genda. In times of shorter life expectancy, and less robust medical care,
a second marriage was not uncommon and the children of the first wife were naturally a
threat to those of the second. Also, in a far broader sense, the shift towards a patriar-
chal, capitalist society meant the need to define a new role for women. The healer-witch
was too powerful; too much of a threat. So centuries of law and story set about dis-
secting her into manageable chunks. The sorceress was bad. The mother was good. The
figure of the witch was maligned and twisted in tale after tale, until children were happy
to rejoice that she had been killed. Grandma became bed-bound when she abandoned her
wolf self. But what if these disparate halves could be reunited?

‘A woman can certainly bring about the End of Days- the end of the world as we know
it" (Dulsky, 2018)

Every woman has a place for Woman the Destroyer. She is part of our darker, winter
selves; the necessary end and beginning of all cydles. It is she who finally screams enough
to the figures and structures in our lives which seek to make us small. She is the sorcer-
ess who sets strong boundaries, and destroys repeated patterns of behaviour and belief
that cage us. Perhaps she kills relationships, friendships and identities that no longer serve
us. Perhaps these deaths hurt. But Cerridwen and Morgana can teach us that strength
comes from embracing our darkness. We can refuse to be cut into manageable pieces,
turn away from the extremism caused by that separation, and settle back into being both
grandmother and the wolf.

This Samhain, I invite every woman to consider how she might bring about the End of

Days for one habit or structure that harms them or the earth.
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"HOW DO I |
| KNOW IF IM
A WITCH?
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DEB ROBINSON
CO-FOUNDER OF WITCH CASKET
THE MAGICKAL MONTHLY SUBSCRIPTION BOX




It can feel like a really big deal to start
referring to yourself as ‘a witch’.

You may have been wondering when it is

appropriate to start referring to yourself

as a witch; or even wondering, how do you
actually know if you are a witch?

How do I know if I'm a Witch?
Are witches born, or can you ‘become’ a witch?

The reality is that there is magick in all of us - some choose to follow that path, hone their
magick, use their power, and call themselves a witch, and others do not.

There are several signs and characteristics which can suggest you are connected more deeply to
your magick, and that being a witch is a natural path for you.

Feeling a dose bond to nature and Mother Earth; do you feel at home, and ‘more connected’
and ‘grounded- outdoors, in nature? Do you feel calmer and more at peace in the forest, or
§ near the ocean, surrounded by the sights, scents, and sounds of nature?

Perhaps you have great intuition? You may have good or bad feelings about people with no real
reason - just a gut instinct, and find you're always right - or you think about someone moments
before they call - or you predict outcomes, and find your ‘gut’ always leads you down the right
path. These are all signs of a heightened psychic awareness.

Witches often find they have a kinship with animals, and feel they can communicate with them
| on a spiritual level - they have a divine understanding of them; and often one or more special
animals or pets feels like a soul-mate, or familiar’.

Maybe you are wise, and people often come to you for advice. You are known for your wis-
dom, insight, and problem—solving. You can understand people, often on a deeper level than they
understand themselves.

@ Do you have empathy; can you pick up on people’s emotions or energies?




Witches can feel ‘charged’ by, h'ghtm'ng, thunder, windstorms, or any other dramatic
changes in weather.

Do you find yourself ‘co]lecting’ when out in nature? Maybe you are drawn to stones, or
twigs, or leaves - you may be co]lecting witch’s tools by instinct, not yet knowing how

useful they can be!

But Probably the most important thing of all is if you believe that the entire world and

_ everything in it is made of ‘energy’, and that you can use your own energy to affect

change in your life; that your own intent and belief, when coupled with practical hard
work, can manifest any dream or goal you may have.

There’s no right or wrong here - if you believe yourself to be a witch, if you share

some of the traits above, chances are you are, or can become, a powerful witch; and you
can proudly wear that title!




WITCH CASKET
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~ Sister, are you feeling the call to be part of a global lunar sisterhood? Would you like to deepen your
connection to the moon, the seasons, Goddess and your own internal rhythms? The Lunar Temple is an
online monthly membership giving you the opportunity to receive lunar and seasonal guidance and be

: part of a global community of like minded women.

As part of the membership we gather live once a month via zoom to honour the New Moon. These are

beautiful online circles where we gather in the Lunar Temple to set powerful intentions for the moonth

ahead and to connect in sacred sisterhood. Michelle combines her knowledge and passion for all things
divine feminine to bring you these beautifully crafted circles.

Our theme for 2022 is “The Inspired Feminine’ - we are going to be exploring badass women throughout
history and weaving their magic into our own lives. There will be some really juicy journaling prompts
each month as well as creative invitations as we explore pirate queens, warrior women, artists, writers,
revolutionaries, poets, truth seekers and much more. Dive deeper into astrology and lunar self care and

learn how each of the zodiac signs can take you on a journey of self discovery & empowerment.

Awaken the wild woman within, gather round the collective fire of our ancestors and howl at the moon!
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N@ and chle Feading Services

Crooked Cross Crofts

Yy name is Simon and am based in the West

Country of the WA,

J specialise in OGarot and Oracle card readings.

*Shadew Wedh”
Mamm
"Spixitual Growth
"Wyl g mesd o hmew cigli mow

T can also offer bespoke readings outside of those offered above

Please don't bestitate to contact me at croohedcrosscrafts@amail.com
Please visit my Crooked Cross Crafts page on Facebook to see reviews from previous. clients




HOW DAILY TAROT JOURNALING
TRANSFORMED MY LIFE

AND WHY SAMHAIN IS THE PERFECT

TIME TO START!

SADIE MILLER - GIRL ASCENDING

When I first started using Tarot, it was during a very difficult period in my life. I was existing, not
living, trapped in a job and relationship I felt I could never get out of. I was scared to make a change and I
turned to Tarot for advice. From day one, I couldn’t believe how accurately the cards unveiled my subconscious
thoughts back to me. The cards were telling me things that I already knew, but that I just wasn’t ready to face

up to in the real world.

I tried to ignore their advice, but eventually their whispers to me became a scream and suddenly my life trans- _
formed in ways I could never have imagined. I left my dead end job and manifested a career where I could feel [
creatively nourished. I escape an abusive relationship to find my true self on the other side. I honestly do not s
think any of that could have happened if I hadn’t have picked up my first Tarot deck and really listened to what

the cards had to say.

Part of the reason I created the Girl Ascending Tarot Journal
was to be able to connect more deeply with my Tarot cards [
and to help other people who were struggling like I was. We [

all love to feel that the cards can tell us something about the
future, about what could possibly happen - a never ending
stream of exciting possibilities!

But what if we could go deeper than that? What if we can
use Tarot Journaling as a form of divination therapy, to con-
nect with ourselves and our subconscious on a whole new
level?  What if we could use who we were in the past to
really understand how that informs our present? How can
we reach our best future selves if we don’'t acknowledge the
path and challenges it has taken to get there? This is where [
Tarot Journaling was truly transformative for me.

Tarot Journaling is such an amazing tool because it is avail-
able to anyone. It doesn’t have to make sense, it doesn't have
to be neat and tidy. It can be messy and chaotic, like all our
thoughts — and our lives! - are sometimes. Tarot Journaling
doesn’t have to conform in any way and no one ever needs
to see your journal unless you want them to. You can choose
to journal however and whenever you please.

At the start of the day, to set your intentions and see what energy the cards are bringing forth, or in the evenings
to aide meditation and guidance. You can do so at home or away and with so many beautiful travel decks to |
choose from, it is now easier than ever to Tarot Journal anytime, anywhere. There are no restrictions or rules.

—
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I balance my craft with being a single par-
ent to my two wonderfully wild boys, along

] J with a career as a freelance creative. Tarot
Crragy R Journaling helps to give me that moment of
' much needed peace and clarity at the end
- PR, _c"'l'la- .
= :’ Mot or start of the day. It enables me to stay in
I| I A, T,

alignment to continuing manifesting the
. | life that I want. One of my favourite as-
/ ' pects of Tarot Journaling is that it’s such a |
! ! powerful way to take the time to reconnect |
= W}d ' with yourself and that it is a completely safe
# space to let the raw emotions flow.

= : : I usually pull either just a daily card or do a
T Final Thoughts three card Mind, Body and Soul spread as
these are the two most effective spreads for
- | me when it comes to Tarot Journaling. Just
| remember, there are no mistakes in journ-
aling, just healing and the release of buried
fears, emotions and sadness. Tarot Journa-
ling is also a really useful way too spot and
assess your triggers and learn how to re-
frame them in order to heal from them too.

Sambhain for me is always a time of deep reflection - in fact, I find all of Scorpio Season is, especially as we move
into eclipse season and come face to face with the consequences of our Karmic cycles. I like to focus on my
shadow self too during this time, asking how I can make better friends with her so that she doesn’t disrupt me
d with self-doubt or intrusive thoughts. This is also where Tarot Journaling has helped me so much! I am now an
fl ally to myself, appreciating how I can show up authentically for myself and others by accepting that I am both
g darkness and light.

Here are some of my favourite personal prompts for Samhain -

) . What challenges and patterns keep repeating in my life?

. What areas of my life am I keeping myself stuck and stagnant?

. What is it about my comfort zone that I am so afraid to leave?

. How can I honour the lessons of my past?

. What future do I want to create and how does it feel to live there?

If you would like to try Tarot Journaling, you can pick up your copy here - https://amzn.eu/d/gSxIKOU

You can also connect with me on Instagram @girl_ascending and on the Girl Ascending YouTube Channel too.

W

| Love and light
| Sadie x
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An old churchyard is a great place to experience the liminal nature of Samhain. This
ritual is best performed alone, although you may wish to have someone waiting for you
outside. Dusk is a particularly good time for this Working, betwixt and between day
and night, and you won’t need a torch. Many churchyards are entered through gates
with heavy latches, this will alert you to anyone entering.

Start at the North door, traditionally associated with those beyond the Church, and
begin three sinistral (anti-clockwise) circuits around the Church.

On the first, be grateful for the life you have, a gift from your ancestors, their DNA

is etched like runes within the palms of your hands. Sense their presence with you.

For the second, allow your mind to travel back in time. Many churches are hundreds
of years old, sometimes built on much older sites, incorporating stones within their
structure. Notice any changes you observe.

Finally, as you circuit the church, invite any of the departed buried there to join you
in peace. They will have noticed you. It would be rude not to give them the option
of joining you. Be aware of the thinning veil.

Sense the spirit tracks crisscrossing the churchyard, Samhain always leads to The Cross-
roads.

Walk slowly to a prominent tree (often a yew). Imagine tying a red thread around

it - connecting you to the web of life.

Ring a tiny bell, state your intention to honour your ancestors. Make any small offer-
ings of flowers, strong drink, or tobacco. Ask for help with challenges you face. Wait,
listen, and notice what happens.

Ring the bell, give thanks, and slowly return, retracing your steps, Walking three times
clockwise around the church. As you do this, you could quietly intone ‘gather in, gather
in, all that’s been done within’. As you dose the gate latch say, ‘it is done-.

Jonathan Avgento is a regular speaker at Witchcraft events and facilitates the
Wickham Coven & the Wild Witchcraft conference.



HEX CAT OF BERKS COUNTY, PA

CARRIE ANDERSON

wWhat fo[[ows is 4 story ieced to‘get‘ﬁer - from various archived [ocal new.;éafers. 1 have
taken those accounts and tried to place them in the context of Powwow, the Pcnn.s)/[vania Dutch
Folt, Magic Hmfin‘g System. 1 bope to give broader view that mt;gﬁt show the um{er_[ying story

bebind what was a very sensationalized account.,

This is a tale steeped in the cultural traditions of the Pennsylvania Dutch. The news ridiculed and smeared
the beliefs of the PA Dutch; especially those related to Powwow. Instead of investigating and researching
historical, cultural, and religious views, the news justified their one-sided accounts, by laying blame on the
PA Dutch for having such “ignorant” and “superstitious” views. Many artides claimed that education was
the only solution, that a focus on science would “cure”. Reading the local news, regarding Powwow, from
the 1gth century into the early 2oth century, one can see how a cultural belief system was so belittled and
smeared, that it almost disappeared.

Powwow is a blend of Palatine German Immigrants’
beliefs mixed in WitllhII their experiences and lives in
Pennsylvania. It is a grimoire-based practice using
Long Lost Friend, the Sixth and Seventh Book of
Moses, Albert Magnus, and most importantly, the Bi-
ble. Powwowers could heal using incantations and reci-
tations from those various books. God worked through
them and a belief in the Holy Trinity was a foundation
of this folk magic.

Powwow Doctors were the ones that could help offer
protection in the form of talismans or charms and diagnose the hex. In severe cases, breaking the hex and
turning it back onto the Hexerei. On the opposite end of the spectrum were the Hexerei, witches, who
practiced the darkest of black magic. It was said that, at midnight, standing on a pile of manure, they would
pledge their souls to the devil.

Many stories of Hexerei surrounded the livestock of farmers. Hexerei could ruin milk production, ride the
horses at night, cause illness, and death. Their understanding of witchcraft is vastly different from our mod-
ern views. Witches were blamed for various illnesses, catastrophes, and negative experiences.

In the rural farmlands of Tumbling Run, Berks County, Pennsylvania, in the year 1gm, a family was divided
over a ver—hexing. Mrs. Sarah Potts, of Orwigsburg, was accused of placing a curse on her family, their

farmland, their livestock, and livelihood. Her elder sister, Mary, her father, Howell, and her Unde Willam
all believed that Sarah was guilty of being a Hexerei.



Sarah was the youngest daughter of Mr. Thomas.
Sarah had come to her father, inquiring about gain-
ing some financial assets from the farm. There is a
passing reference to this in one news article. Yet,
when searching for where the family members were
buried, I did note Sarah had given birth to a son. At
the time of her asking her father for some financial
recompense, her son would have been four years old.
She might have wanted her child to be named the
heir and to inherit the farmland. It’s not dear that
this request was denied, but, shortly after, her family
began experiencing misfortunes, strange occurrences,
and outright evil, brought to their farm by a black
hex cat.

Sarah was said to have sent a black hex cat in her
stead to destroy the livelihood of her family. To the
Thomas’ this was a dear case of cause and effect.
Also, there was a superstition in the Pennsylvania
Dutch communities, that it was bad luck for a young-
er sibling to marry first. This was.the case for Mary
and Sarah, so this might have been another reason to
suspect her of the ver-hexing.

The hex cat arrived every morning at four am,
bringing with it a slow demise of the animals, land,
and people. It was said to have caused the wasting
away of livestock. By the year’s end, eight cows and
horses had perished. Hens were said to crow like
roosters. Pigs barked like dogs. Sulfur fumes haunted
the family. Despite sealed windows, and dosed doors
the family suffered from sudden onsets of sulfur
creeping into their home.

At the start of their misfortunes, the family sought
out a fortune-teller. A hex was diagnosed and they
were told that it was being done by a dose family
member. One way that a hex can be diagnosed, in
Powwow, is by taking a red string, using a pre-
cise formula for measuring the person’s body length,
head, chest, and length of arms. Knots are tied at
each measurement. The string is then read by placing
it in a bowl of water, if it sinks then the person was
hexed. The cat would need to be killed, this would
be the only way to end the ver-hexing.

Mary and her Unde William took to carrying re-
volvers with lead bullets. They shot the cat many
times. “Satan’s Majesty” as they referred to the feline
was never injured. Being shot at could make it grow
to a terrifying four feet in length.

The hex brought with it a severe illness that attacked
Mary. She was bed-bound and wasting away for al-
most eight weeks. When the illness broke, her unde
daimed that a tiny bit of the hex had been removed.
Yet, the cows and horses are still perishing.

News of this ver-hexing spread. When one reporter
visited the farm, he inquired as to why the apples in
the orchard hadn’t been harvested. Instead, all of the
apples were rotten on the ground. William explained
that they had been advised by the fortune-teller to
not harvest the apples, doing so would only prolong
the hex. Their animals were starving, and their cash
flow drying up. Yet, the Thomas family would not

use their homegrown crop to helP their situation.

A few other local farmers also daimed to be suffer-
ing from the same hex. Mr. Wagner, a local farmer,
blamed his ruined milk supply on the cat.



The Thomas family found an advertisement in a

paper for a Powwow Doctor. They contacted him
& J.Wlth their plight. He replied that to help remove the
?ﬂ'r ex he would need a monthly retainer. Mary was
.. Jgiven protective charms to carry. He also said that
ead bullets could not kill this creature. He advised
- Mary to take § dollar gold coins, melt them, and
’-'?Zf:then mold them into bullets. The family was unable
to afford to make these bullets, so one was provided
by the Powwower.

But, it was too late for Mr. Howell Thomas. He died
in his home. Per the local doctor, it was a stroke that
ended his life. Mary and William knew otherwise.
The hex had dealt the harshest blow to them by tak-
ing away the patriarch. Thomas died on September
28, 191, at the age of 61. In addition to owning the
farm, he had served in the Civili War and worked

as a muner.

The funeral was held a week later. Sarah arrived at
the funeral, with her young son in tow. When Mary
saw her, she went into a hysterical fit, tried clawing
at her sister, screaming at her to leave. Mary became
so hysterical that she fainted and had to be revived
with smelling salts. Mary was removed from the
room and escorted to bed.

Sarah was allowed to mourn in peace. She was over-
heard, speaking to her father’s body, “My God, my
God, father. I did not know I was accused of any-
thing until I saw it in the papers. And they wouldn't
let me see you while you were alive.”. Mary had left
her bedroom and overheard her sister. Yes,” said the
single sister, “he saw you all the time.” She then went
forth to attack her sister. The implication, made by
Mary, was that Sarah had been shifting herself into
the form of a cat.

Mary then pronounced to all the visitors that the next
morning, at 3:45 am, she and her unde would kill
the hex cat. She invited all of the neighbors to come
to witness this act. The next morning, the neighbors
arrived carrying Bibles, charms, and talismans. Mary
and William each held a revolver loaded with gold
bullets. The only one that did not show that morning

e hex cat.

For the first time in months, the hex cat did not
make his daly appearance. Many took this as a sign
that the curse had been broken. Yet, Mary and Wil-
liam were in total despair. The publicity grew to be
too much of a burden. Mary received five marriage
proposals from men reading the story throughout the
US. She turned them all down.

“HEX'" CAT FAILSTO !rnu\-rn from the “haunted” house in
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TURN UP TO BE SHOT I A« ent today was

the re 88 The inuu.lm

WITH A GOLD BULLETIh r

POTTSVILL F ]‘1 Oct. f.—Failure 1 the director of the opera-
of the celehrated “hex," | e “hex” cat This re lllJ’ll

to turn up at the home ¢

Isabella Thomas delayed his ex : omas. to ht‘l ome a I

by means of shooting with a gc y o. Miss Thomas |1r~

bullet, tha only simon-pure metho clined, hf-'“'p"_'*r- and is now at the
.. |home of a neighbor.

ng to a height of four d Gives Aid to Strkers,
contracting to the normal at will.
In the serfously expressed belief of Sometimes liver, kidneys and bow-
the memhers nr '[h Thomas family "1 seem to go on a strike and re-
5 | right. Then you need
8 ittle strike-br 8
caus .-.| l}u death '1’ Howell | ¢ Life Pill

hr'um I'lln:rnl |'I|f‘l|'|l i | hrrr |them natur
wper actton. Excellent health soon

Try them. 26c at all drug

a home nmnn,.. mi @, ~—Herald Want Ads Bring Quick |
bas Induced \ll.-n Mary Thomas ||'|{=‘.|.||.q

Newecastle Herald, 6 October 1911 - newspapers.com

Mary moved in with neighbors, while William moved
to property that the family-owned in Pottsville. The
farm was said to be haunted and fell into disrepair.

The townsfolk still wanted an end to this hex. A
group of Powwowers convened. As they discussed
the problem, one of them mentioned that they knew
a farmer in Schuylkill Haven that had a special cat.
This cat was born on the sixth day of the sixth
month. Its eyes had opened on its sixth day of life;
instead of the normal day nine. Using The Sixth
Book of Moses to support their claims, they said this
cat was a “hexahemeron”. The Witch of Endor gave
powers to a hexahemeron cat that allowed it to ward
off evil spells. The farmer supplied further proof that
the cat was an imp in disguise. He had never seen the
cat eat anything other than lizards, toads, and snakes.

Hundreds of people arrived to see this hexahemeron
cat be released on the farm. The news reported that
as soon as the hexameron was released the few re-

maining pigs stopped barking and hens stopped crow-



m‘ g l 4 o
ing ke roosters. € NeX was In y remOVCd Mary moved ack onto

; -farm. Her Uncle'William became
a hermit. They refused to speak of a hex ever again.

Several years later the Thomas family made the news, making some wonder if the hex had ever truly been
broken. William was arrested for trying to burn down houses in Pottsville, with the tenants still inside. His
plot was discovered and the police laid in wait for him. He doused the houses in kerosene. At midnight, as
he was getting ready to light the fire, the police arrested him. He was found with an incendiary device and
a revolver, hidden in his dothes. He was arrested and sent to jail.

When Mary heard about what happened to her uncle that he had been arrested she tried to commit suicide
and was hospitalized. Once released, she spent the rest of her life, alone, on the farm.

William Thomas was found, in 1916, frozen to death in a shack in the town of Tumbling Run, Pa
This was the last news report that I was able to find on the Thomas Family.

However, I believe the hex carried on for quite some time. As I was researching the burial places, I discov-

ered that Mary Isabella Thomas died on May 13, 1944, at the age of 67.

Almost exactly one month later, her estra.nged sister, Sarah, listed as, Elizabeth Thomas Potts, died on June
8, 1944, at the age of 64. Did Sarah continue to hex Mary for the rest of her life? Was the hex finally
destroyed when Mary died? Did Mary’s death end Sarah’s curse? The sisters are buried near each other, in
Salem Evangelical Cemetery in Orwigsburg, PA.

Citations

“Death by ‘Hex” Many Other Calamities” ( September 22, 191r) Pottsville Republican “Hex Victim is Buried, Spirits after
Daughter” ( September 26, 19n) Pottsville Republican “Hex Cat Dodges Bullet of Gold~ (September 18, 1911) Pottsville Re-
publican

“After A Witch-Cat> (May 22, 1912) Indiana Weekly Messenger of Indiana, Pennsylvania “Thomas, Hex Cat Victim to Serve
90 Days in Jail” ( June 28, 1916) Mount Carmel Item
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When we were children we all loved stories;
well at least I did and so did my children and
now my grandchildren too; whether read from
books or just told, it didn’t matter as long as we
had a story. This is how it has been since time in
memorial. This is also how we learned about our
own history with stories told by word of mouth
by our ancestors.

Boxing Day when I was little was a family day.
Relatives all congregated in our home and it was a
great time for story telling especially of Christmases
and parties past. Aunty Win used to tell us about
smoking cocktail cigarettes, which were all colours
of the rainbow and my mother told of times when
she and all her cousins (there were many) all slept
together sideways in Grandmas’ large bed. My own
- grandmother told of visiting the local theatre and
one of her sisters on stage singing. A rich history.

I will bet my tin of biscuits that all of you have
photos of family long gone somewhere on show
in your homes. On my stairway I have parents,
grandparents and even great grandparents. We do
this as it is a great link to our past and our own
ancestry. It hones us in to who we are. Many peo-
ple nowadays are quite obsessed with genealogy as
the internet has garnered more and more info for
us to tap into. The past holds a mystery and an
intrigue for us all. Some families still have a large
book, often a bible, in which are written the names
of each new family member.

At this time of year as the days become shorter

and the nights longer, for our distant ancestors it
was time to sit by the fire as this was the only light
they had and due to the absence of any books, the
older members of the community told stories. This
is how myths, legends, tales, gods and goddesses
have been passed down the generations, through
these stories. When I was in Australia I learned
that the Aboriginal peoples recited history from
Dreamtime, the time before anyone was aware of
community, up to the modern date. I do believe
this would also have happened in any society where
people came together. Perhaps this is how Bards
began, by telling and retelling stories.

At this time of year too we can all feel unsettled. I
am totally convinced that this is hard wired in our
DNA. Our ancestors knew this time as the final
harvest of the year, a time to take stock and make
sure they garnered in al the things they would
need to get them through safely unto the spring.
It was a time of fear and foreboding as nobody
knew how long or harsh the winter was going to
be, of how long their provisions would last. In the
last two years this has resurfaced for us all with
Covid 19 and now inflation. We feel unsettled as
the unknown creeps on, more so now as autumn
slowly becomes winter.

Our ancestry s incredibly important and our DNA
is the connection to our past. You may have heard

of the Day of the Dead, ‘Dia de los Muertos’, on

-’
B B

w7y /

e

f

e



j..rﬂ_n':i

jo

y

i
e

November 1st. Certainly in Mexico families come together for picnics and to visit the graves to
honour the memory of their lost ones. The Christian church took this on board and called it All Souls
Day and was always a Holy Day of Obligation when Catholics were obliged to attend mass. In ancient
Rome too they held a festival albeit in February and as the Christians took over the roman beliefs this
was transferred to November and aligns with All Souls Day. This is where the term Halloween comes

from.....”All Hallows Eve.

We as Pagans and Witches honour our dead and our spirit family at the Sabbat of Samhain. I can aready
feel the lead up to this my favourite Sabbat. As soon as October emerges from the last vestiges of summer
I feel it. This, as every year, my gathering of the Cirde Of The Crysta Moon will come together to
celebrate and honour the spirit world with our rituals. We recognise that October, leading up to Samhain
and even a few days after into November is an excellent time to work protection spells, create amulets,
charms and talismans to rid ourselves of negative thoughts and energies and bring positive energy back
into our spirit. We will call the quarters, light our candles, follow a guided mediation, and after any spell
work and affirmations, dose our circle then eat apples, pumpkin pie and breads, drink mead and wine,
make merry and tell stories of times past.

This is in honour of our own personal ancestry.

Blessed Be
The Old Crone
theoldcrones @gmail.com
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FACING OUR MORTALITY
An excerpt from The Wheel of the Year
Rebecca Beattie

We are now firmly in the dark part of the Wheel of the Year, /. ':' ' "-._
presided over by the male deity who is the god of death and |'}" I&8

resurrection: he meets us at the gates between the living and the | |

dead. Our poetic and sacred writings for November Eve really
hone in on that point, and speak of the gentle embrace of death ||
that awaits us all.

Themes of death and resurrection are common in old myths .
and legends as people come to terms with the inevitable onset 4
of winter before new life emerges in Spring. In Ancient Egypt, [
we have the story of the goddess Isis and her consort, Osiris, F£" |
who 1s murdered by his brother, Set, in a jealous rage. Osiris is !
transformed into the god of the underworld and recognised as
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the god of death and resurrection - his green skin representing

his ability to bring fertility to the land. Meanwhile, in the Greek
world view, we encounter the story of Demeter and Persephone. ":
While out in the meadows panting the flowers, Persephone is
abducted by Hades, Osiris’ Greek counterpart, and taken to the underworld. This sends Demeter,
her mother and the goddess of nature, into decp mourning. Through a twist of the story, Demeter
1s able to rescue her beloved daughter, but because Persephone was tricked into eating six pomegran-
ate seeds while in Hades, she must return there for half the year, thereby throwing the world into
winter as Demeter mourns afresh.

This sabbat was once a time when people would inevitably have to face their own mortality, as not
everyone in the community would make it through the coming winter alive. While - some might
say - we have grown used to creating an unhealthy distance from thoughts such as these, the pres-
ence of death is still always all around us as it is a natural part of life. If you have experienced the
loss of a loved one, or if you have worked in a setting where loss of life is common- place (such as
healthcare) you will understand this. Coming face to face with death is a necessary and transformative
experience in life, and one that will change you forever.

This is also the time of the blood harvest. As we’ve seen, trad- itionally there were always three
harvests in preparation for winter: the grain harvest we saw in Lammas, the fruit harvest at autumn
equinox; and now the blood harvest, when livestock would have been slaughtered. While the blood
harvest might sound like some- thing you would encounter in a horror film, it stems from a practical
and logical approach for rural communities to take when facing the prospect of the cold season. The
meat would be salted down to preserve it through the winter, to provide much needed food but



also so that poorer owners did not have to feed and shelter the animals through the spartan season.
Samhain would, therefore, be the last point of the year where you could eat fresh meat.

A popular phrase at Samhain describes it as the time ‘when the veils are thin’, a night during which
the souls who have left the physical world can return and wander the earth, where they can see and be
seen. You might find lots of online references to this speaking with apparent authority about it being
an ancient Celtic tradition. While I really love the image this conjures up, I am afraid this is another
of those scenarios when I am about to place a spanner carefully in the works. Although the concept
of the dead visiting us i an ancient one, the idea of “veils’ is probably another modern invention.

Adrian Bott, who writes about the historical origins of pagan ideas and rituals, suggests that there
are no pre—Victorian references to the veils being thin at Samhain: rather, it is an i1dea that was born
of the ‘world view of the Spiritualist movement. The earliest reference he has detected comes from
Ralph Whitlock’s In Search of Lost Gods: A Guide to British Folklore, published in 1979. Bott
argues that the Ancient Celts would not have seen a distinction between the worlds of the living and
spirits, as the divinities did not so much exist on planes as in physical places. This makes the idea of
there being veils between them nonsensical. As Bott writes:

The less ma,gical the world was believed to be, the more it became necessary to posit a division
between us and the realms of wonder . . .

In summary, Samhain is not a time when the Veil grows thin, because there never was a Veil in the

old tales, and magic was everywhere.

As Bott goes on to say, this is not a criticism of such ideas. If you are particularly attached to a bit
of lore, if you are aware of its probable origins, it doesn’t have to stop you enjoying it.

Dr Rebecca Beattie is a Wiccan Priestess with a PhD in Crea-

v tive Writing. Rebecca grew up on Dartmoor, which gave her
- an early appreciation of the power and joys of nature. She has
% Dbeen practising solitary witchcraft for twenty years and an
initiate of the Gardnerian Wiccan tradition for fifteen. She

_ is acclaimed for her highly informed teaching of witchcraft
.- ' subjects at Treadwell’s Books in Bloomsbury. By day she is a
\ professional in a major charity, with advanced degrees in Lit-

N 9 \ \, | erature and Creative writing.

“a For more information visit www.rebeccabeattie.co.uk
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Overview:
The Bones Arcana Tarot Deck holds an at-
mosphere of foreboding and beauty in equal
measures. Expressionless skeletons poised in
meaning sing from every single card that this
deck has to offer. Artist Junaid Mortimer has
crafted these images with such skill and mas-

- JUNAID MORTIMER -

tery that it's very hard to find any fault with

them. The monochromatic style is pierced with

red, making the meanings and symbolism pop f j

with ease. 3‘? r J‘
Y f-m'




Pro’s: A firm favourite with my clients, The
Bones Arcana really is a deck to behold.
With  beautifully manufactured cardstock
and print, there is an eeriness to them
which is hard to pinpoint. I've seen people
get lost within the imagery, which draws
you in to its detail. Mortimer manages to
convey such depth and emotion with his
skeletal creations, a feat that could not
have been easy.
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Con’s: The only qualm i have with this
deck is that it took a good few months of
shuffling for the cards to limber up. How-
ever this isnt anything to moan about,
as it's clear that this deck is hardwearing
enough to last even the most enthusiastic
of readers for many years.

T { o

My favourite image by far, is The Lovers
of the major arcana. The way the skele-
tons are staring into each others eye sock-
ets evokes a longing that is difficult to
verbalise. Mortimer’s dark style marries so
well with the tarot, and everyone who has
seen this deck on my alter has fallen in
love with it immediately.

T
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The Bones Arcana would be the perfect
Samhain qift for any witch. | couldn’t rec-
ommend it more. To see more of Junaid
Mortimer’s work, find him on Instagram:
@jumo.art

5 out of 5 stars
Available at £30 from Etsy.
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WHAT WE'RE READING
THE WHEEL OF THE YEAR

Your Nurtering Guide to Discovering Nature’s Seasons and Cycles
Rebecca Beattie

The Wheel of the Year is the perfect guide to connecting with nature, the
seasons and the cycles of the year - and in turn, connecting to yourself.

Rebecca Beattie provides just enough history for us to understand our
modern day pagan practices and where they came from, debunking some
of the myths around authenticity and accurate historical practices. Even
a seasoned pagan or witch might find something they didn’t

know about the Wheel of the Year or the eight sabbats we

celebrate here. Rebecca also explores these celebrations in

other cultures and religions, bringing a world-wide view of

how, in the past, we have always lived in tune with the earth

and seasons.

If you are new to living with the cycles of the year, this would
be an ideal place to start - and the suggestions of things to
try are a wonderful addition and a great place to start your
physical journey with the seasons. Rebeccas friendly style
of writing feels nurtering and encouraging, and the person-
al stories of her journey add to the wisdom without taking
away from your own journey.

Working through each
You will find the magic in nature through the and knowl-
edge shared in The Wheel of the Year, and I feel it is one
I will return to often as we continue the cycle in years to
come.

A

I = " = ‘.: i
.'1"| 1ol _|,'r
=

'-"Ii:_ - FIRILEE BEETTIL | S

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Dr Rebecca Beattie is a Wiccan Priestess with a PhD in Creative Writing.
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Vagrant Heart

It's bold of you

To assume that I care

About your rampant,

Vagrant heart.

Red flags were fluttering eerily,
From before the very start.

You cast my love asunder,

In the most narcissistic way,

With nihilism brooding on words,
You didn't care to say.

You had laid to rest our carcass,
Before I realised wed died.

I was too busy stoking

The fire we had lit,

To notice you roaming outside.
Now all that is left is the ashes,
Of a love that tore me apart.
And all that there is left of you,
[s a rampant vagrant heart.

Kelly Buchan 2022



An excerpt from

EMBERSONGS SERIES - BOOK ONE

O'RAN RUADH & SARAH BERTI

...After the keening ritual, the crowd swung into the field and arranged themselves around a steep slope of the
hill serving as a natural amphitheatre. It circled another fire pit — the main Samhain fire — ringed by seven
shadows with flashing eyes, each masked with leather and wood, bark and bone, each adorned with a swan
feather cloak.

They were the Doideagen Muileach, the Starfire Priestesses.

They lived in a temple near Doideag’s roundhouse and had come to celebrate Samhain with the clan. One of the
figures fluttered a black raven’s feather over an ember smouldering in a chalice. She added tinder and with a lick
at the air, a single flame rose bright and true. She removed her mask and held the chalice high. It was Beth.

Diego’s heart skipped a beat.
Accuse her of witchcraft, Padre Franco had demanded.

Like the priestesses, Beth was crowned with a helm of antlers that pierced the sky. The flame she held illuminat-
ed a forest-like gown. She was the proud deer goddess, the daughter of the Monarchs of the Glen, both of whom
stood still by the Oak to witness this ancient rite. Watching Beth hold the flame high, something happened to
Diego he could not explain. The sheer spectacle of it was too much. He was on his knees again, twice in one
night, struck down by beauty and darkness and how they intertwined, and by the disorientation this terrible
beauty caused. Like lightning rearranging his brain. Like a scorpion secret stinging him. The death of his old self.

Something was humbling him, shedding his snakeskin.



Above him a murder of ghost crows silently shrieked, invisible to everyone else.
Die, Love, they screamed. Love, die!

It was as though his heart had broken and Diego was realising something important yet he had no idea what it
was. The electric feeling took him over, animal-like, god-like, sudden, abrupt, overwhelming, perfect, nauseat-
ing, both light and dark. The feeling went on and on in his chest and indeed ignored the boundaries of his chest
and collided with infinity, cracking all that he was, and it spoke the language of longing and loss and love, the
ache of an infinity he could not name.

The summons of the invisible heart. He was kneeling to the goddess and the goddess was Beth. He had dreamed
it. He had not died, for she had healed him. She was the light leading him home. She was the dark he feared.

The priestesses began to dance.
The starlight and moonlight bathed them. Venus rose in the south.

To the east, Sirius, as if pulled up by Orion’s belt, stretched out through Taurus towards the Pleiades, as if the
seven sisters were the body of a great bird leading the dance of constellations across the night sky. Beneath the
wild night, like sinuous creatures of the otherworld the priestesses spun and whirled, singing, crooning, their
robes falling open to reveal the secret of the garter’s wound around the top of their left thighs. A disclosure of
their power.

“The Order of the Garter;” he heard someone near him say.
Diego took a shuddering breath, mesmerised. Did Beth wear the garter too?

A cloud of bees seemed to rise from the priestesses as they danced, though when Diego blinked, they were

gone. By the oak tree the Stag God lifted his silver torc in his right hand and a live wriggling copper adder in his
left. “All Hail, Guardian of the Ring,” sang the priestesses. “We are the Doideagen Muileach, we are the Starfire
Priestesses, we have brought you the Grail.” One of the priestesses knelt to the Lord, holding up a skull cap with a
serpent and swastika carved upon it. As Cernunnos drank the thick red nectar, Diego could see the supernatural
red wine flowing through Lachlan’s veins, so potent that the Stag God seemed to come alive as though before he
had merely been sleeping.

But was it wine?

Sacramental venom, the secret fire of the arcanum, the secret secretion of star fire, the yin ambrosia, the priest-
esses chanted. Fertility, the mysteries of blood, stag-seed and womb.

Diego could not decide whether they were chanting these words, or if he was imagining them. The Stag God
drank the seed-womb elixir and the women of the star fire danced circles, the garters upon their thighs con-
cealed then revealed, all of them chanting a song that seemed to wind around Cernunnos, nourishing him, a
song that seemed to spark the potency of his blood. They hummed in infinite tongues, a dream sound like bees,
crooning creation words Diego could not understand. The star fire in the blood, drink our star fire, remember
the Holy Grail, they hummed. The womb, the seed, the love.

Beside Diego, the Padre crossed himself and shook with disgust. “Their garter is the witch’s belt, the devil’s
badge! Scarlet women! Sirens! And Beth their ringleader! What more proof do you need?”

Accuse her, the Padre said. Or you will be excommunicated.
Fuck her then kill her, the Snake said.

Love, the ghost birds screamed. Love despite the trick that is the world!



I will forgive you when the Padre is dead, Matias said.
I am dead, said José. I died on the ship. You have just been pretending I was alive, you colossally stupid bear.

The embers in Beth’s chalice flared and the dancing priestesses came and lit their torches from it. Blue flames
steady, red quivering, orange tonguing the night. The priestesses spun into a ring around the fire pit, simultane-
ously lighting it from seven sides. The crowd went quiet as the fire was lit. The first snap of flame on fuel crack-
led through the air, the fire swung slowly underneath the kindling, whirled with a gust of wind, then leapt and
sparked, drawing their eyes upwards.

Samhain fire!
It rose quickly now: an entity unto itself.

Coiling and snarling like a beast, gyrating to the sky, hungry and passionate, the element of fire was within all
who watched: the dormant fires in their own hearts were ignited. In the MacLeans and Spaniards and gypsies
and in all the Highlanders of Mull, both the dead and the living.

It was the purpose of Samhain.

To relight their fires like the rebirth of the celestial king. To regain the power of the sun. Soul fires within them
that would need to last the whole of autumn and the long stretch of winter. To keep fighting. For all of them were
weary. Whitemane who had changed after he had returned without Fiona. Anna who no longer slept, and who
wept in mornings, or noons, or midnights, and scratched her skin in dread and paced. Lachlan barren of options
save to sacrifice one who was the sun to him. Lady Margaret prouder than them all, a mountain of responsibility
on her shoulders at what she must enact. Brock one-armed, the noble warrior forever maimed. Fiona’s mother
Eilis staring blankly at the night.

Yet in the teeth of whatever anyone had endured, the goddess had lit the Samhain fire to re-light the hearts of her
clan, and this fire glowed across the moor of Mull beside a castle of humans under a sky of hauntings, clouds and
gods. Diego stepped up to the fire in front of Beth and opened his mouth to accuse her of witchcraft, not so he
could be redeemed by a mad old friend who was ill and he loved, but in the hope, it would redeem his mad old
friend. That it might bring him peace.
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Diego felt Marcos’ hand on his forearm. Not just his hand, his nails. Marcos was scratching him, then yanking
him back. “What are you doing?” he hissed.

“Whatever you were about to do, don’t,” Marcos hissed back.
Padre Franco stood on Diego’s other side. “Quemarla en la hoguera,” he whispered.

Beth’s antlers reached skyward. Her eyes pierced them.
Her beauty frightened them.

Her words rang out through time and space as she stood before the Samhain fire, as it crackled and spat, express-
ing its hunger in light and heat and motion.

“The Sun King is the God, and tonight, he dies. Autumn has come, our year is over,” the Goddess said. “In winter
the Sun King travels the underworld, learning the wisdom of the dead”

The crowd leaned forward for the ritual as the star fire priestesses performed and expressed the Goddess’ words



in a wordless dance around the fire. “Now, the Goddess becomes the Crone, the Cailleach Bhéara. She mourns
the Sun King’s death. She covers the lands with a blanket of ice, for she is the Queen of Death.” Marcos” hand was
on his arm, holding Diego back from what he did not

want to do. What he must.

“We too, descend into darkness,” the Goddess continued. “We too, mourn our dead, and tonight they walk
among us. Make peace with them. Grieve them. Gather their wisdom. And then — let them go”

Ghosts darted around Diego. Matias, José, his crew, and hundreds of spectral forms he did not know — the dead
of the Highlanders. Diego’s chest was a shipwreck. The fire cast a dancing play of light and shadow on the God-
dess’ deer antlers. Marcos was still gripping him hard enough to bruise along Diego’s scale-marked forearm. He
took a step forward, Marcos jerked him back yet again. “Stop it

“As the yearss fertile cycle ends, we thank the Earth Mother for all we received. We relinquish that which does
not serve. We make peace with the past year, with all who died, with all we have done or failed to do. Samhain is
reconciliation.

For now we enter the dark season.

To take our inner journey.

Where there is no light but the one we bring with us.

The Goddess’s face was stark. The crowd was transfixed. The ghosts near Diego had stilled. The dancers stopped.

At the end of the night, take a fire seed from our Samhain fire. Carry the ember with you through the winter.
When it seems black and cold, you must hold the flame.

Hold it until Spring.

Hold it until the Sun returns.

Hold it, in the darkness of the world.

The darkness is the season of gestation and in spring, may Light grow again.

In the dark, it is you who will be the light.

The ritual shivered across the crowd.
“Dios mio,” Diego muttered. “Quemarla en la hoguera” It was the words

the Padre had said: Burn her at the stake.

“Stop it” Marcos shook him angrily.

“No, my son?” The Padre said quietly. Face white, a ghost himself, possessed by pain, altered. “I must, then”
Diego clenched his fists.

“Wherefore in the name of God the All-powerful, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, of the Blessed Peter, Prince of
the Apostles, and of all the saints, I hereby list your sins and failures,” began the Padre, “and deprive you of the

Communion of the Body and Blood of our Lord, to excommunicate you from —

“Padre, no.” Diego seized his friend’s shoulders, and the Padre’s words stumbled to a halt. “Stop. Please do not do
this. Give me a chance. I will do what you want.”



In the dark, it is you who will be the light.
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“I will do it,” Diego told the Padre. “I will do what you ask”

But the formal ceremony had ended and the crowd burst suddenly to life. Beth was gone. The gypsies struck up
jaunty tunes set to the rhythm of the bodhran played by Douglas MacFayden, who was beaming one of his rare
smiles. Blackskull joined, his one eye gleaming in the firelight, Stephan sang ballads as if he was in the Mead-
Hall of the Gods, young Neil came in on the flutes and John Faw on the penny whistle. Rebecca strummed her
harp, her husband Liam joined in with his bodhran, and Sorcha’s soprano voice harmonised them all. Dancers
spun to the beats, stamping, leaping, shaking, shouting and the crowd shifted quicksilver from solemn to festive
and wild. Games, drinking and revelry began in earnest. The Samhain bonfire licked the sky as the men and
women celebrated the end of the year.

To Diego, they were all just in his way.
Where had Beth gone?

He plunged into the crowd, lost the Padre, and got tangled. Some of the dancers had unrolled a red and blue
yarn and were passing the threads to one another as they danced, weaving the strands into a web of which Diego
was now an accidental part. He struggled out of the yarn and almost tripped on Anna, who was holding the red
thread. She was singing.

Three great ages:

The age of the Mother Tree;

The age of the Eagle bold;

The age of Cailleach Bhéara

Who spins the threads of gold,

Fastening them under the Hall of the Moon Her knot will forever hold —

Anna broke off without finishing, for Beth had started to approach her and she had frozen with rage. Then
quickly, she vanished into the crowd. Beth stared first at the sky, then at the ground, then towards Diego caught
in the red thread, and as their gazes met, the universe spun off-axis.

A raven cawed. Was it white, or black?

Neither of them looked away.

A corridor of eye contact opened a secret world between them. They were silent yet Diego knew exactly what the
silence was saying, what the birds were saying, what his heart was saying and he knew Beth knew it too. It was a
moment of perfect communication, despite — or because — it was wordless.

He knew.

Everything.
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