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Welcome to the Longest Night! 
As I sit here looking out the window, I see 
butterflies fluttering about. I know it 
must sound crazy to some of you that are 
dealing with cold and wet weather. Each 
night when we do get freezing 
temperatures I go out with my sheets and 
cover my butterfly host plants. This keeps 
the flowers from freezing so the 
butterflies and other winged creatures 
will have nectar. One morning when I 
uncovered the plants I found this little 
one sleeping on a leaf. 
 
I am still amazed at the winter weather here in Florida. One day the temperature will be in the 
70s and then drop to freezing at night. We have been dealing with heavy dense fog. Many times 
I forget we are in the winter season because of the mild temperatures. My husband added 
some trees to go along with my snowman from last year. They definitely make me smile 
whenever they float past. 
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Owls have become one of my totem animals since Lilith entered in my life. At night we can hear 
an owl sitting in a pine tree outside the bedroom window. The sound comforts me as I fall off to 
sleep. This year we decorated the holiday tree with my owl collection. At night the large one in 
the front almost looks real.
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Lately we have been blessed with another bird of 
prey, a Red-Shouldered Hawk. For years we 
believed these birds were Red-tailed Hawks until 
we recently watched a documentary on Florida 
wildlife. For the past two evenings, this hawk flies 
down from the trees and sits on a sign or 
telephone box at the street corner. I was lucky 
enough to sneak up and get a picture the other 
night. These birds are so majestic. 
 
This issue of The Oracle seems to have a theme of 
death and rebirth although it did not start out that 
way. Isn’t it funny how things work out that way? I 
believe it is because we have all been traveling in 
the dark and feel a connection.  
 
As I look back over the past year I see things I 
would have done differently but so much I would 
have kept the same. This is a time of reflection 
and gratitude. I would like to take a moment to 
send a thank you to all of you readers that give us 
reason to create The Oracle. I would like to thank the authors for giving us their time and 
articles. I would like to also thank my friends and family that supported me as I completed my 
last year and graduation at the University of Florida.  
 
May you be blessed with peace and good health this solstice season. 
 
Blessings to you, 
Dawn 
 
Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas is a High Priestess and Elder of The Apple Branch, a Dianic 
Tradition. She is the editor and book reviewer for the Oracle and was the Treasurer for The 
Global Goddess, a non-profit organization. She recently graduated from the University of Florida 
fulfilling a lifelong goal of completing her college education. She has been published in several 
magazines for her paper crafting designs. She is the owner of Belladonna’s Garden and makes 
homemade soaps. She is an avid gardener and lives in Florida with husband. 
Her Blog: http://becomingbelladonna.blogspot.com/ 
  

http://becomingbelladonna.blogspot.com/
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A Smoky Mountain Christmas Card by Katy Ravensong 

The stately balsam that stands as sentinel of the night atop the hill draws every eye for miles 
around. For, at a glance, it seems that every firefly of summer has chosen this kingly fir tree as 
a refuge against the cold of winter. Each and every one illuminates the night with its’ 
twinkling glow. Every cardinal in Tennessee has unerringly found its’ way to the twinkling fir 
tree that stands in splendor atop the hill as Nature celebrates the rebirth of the Sun King. 
Each splash of red is accentuated by the glow of a firefly. Each glow of light reflects from the 
icicles draped from each branch, refracting into a rainbow of colors. 
 
Birdsong echoes through the darkness: “He has come! He has come!” In the night sky above 
the fragrant balsam, a million stars shine forth in splendor while under the branches, the 
small inhabitants of the forest gather to pay homage on this holy night. 
 
In the silence of nature’s cathedral, the message rings out: “He has come!  He has come!” 
Woven in and around and through it all, joy is the dominant emotion. Even the stones cry out 
in praise! There is no evidence of the presence of man. This is nature’s celebration. 
 
A magnificent balsam stands, proudly and tall, against the mountain night proclaiming: “It’s 
Christmas time! Rejoice! The Sun has come!” Dawn peeks over the mountain to the east. Yes, 
the Sun has come! 
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Peace to you and your hearth! Wishing you peace and joy at Yule and all through the year! 

Ask Your Mama by Mama Donna Henes 
 

Are you cyclically confused? In a ceremonial quandary? Completely clueless? Wonder no more.  
 

     *Ask Your Mama™     
Everything You Always Wanted to Know About Spirituality and Didn’t Know Who to Ask™ 

by 
©Mama Donna Henes, Urban Shaman 

 

A Question of a New Year Clean Sweep 
 
Dear Mama Donna, 
 
This has been the year from hell. I feel used, abused, and grimy. My entire life has gotten out of control. 
In my depression I have even let my normally orderly house go. My family is disgusted. What symbolic 
act can I do at New Year that would help to make me feel like I can make a clean start? 
—A Mess in Michigan 
 
Dear Ms. Mess,  
As we near the New Year, our thoughts turn to new beginnings, new possibilities, new hope. This fragile 
interval which separates one year from the next is pregnant with potential. We find ourselves taking 
time out of time to evaluate our past experiences and actions and to prepare ourselves mentally, 
physically, and spiritually for our future. Our reflections and resolutions at this transition period of the 
great turning of the annual wheel are critical, for they create the ambient atmosphere and attitude for 
the entire year to come.  
 
A new year represents another chance, a fresh start, a clean slate, and so we embark upon the shift as 
on a dangerous journey, freshly bathed and outfitted, full of purpose, fingers crossed in blessing. People 
enjoy elaborate toilettes; bodies washed, dressed, groomed, combed until they are thoroughly cleansed 
— often internally as well through fasting. On New Year in Bengal, pilgrims bathe in the River Ganges. 
The Cherokee spend the eve of the New Year in vigil on the banks of a river. At dawn they immerse 
themselves seven times, emerging purified and new like the year.  
 
In addition to purifying our person, special care has always been taken to clean and maintain the 
temples, churches, synagogues, cemeteries, groves, and shrines, in which prayers for the propitious New 
Year are made. In Myanmar, the former Burma, the New Year festival of Thingyan drenches the entire 
country, every building and dwelling, and all of its inhabitants in cleansing water. All images of the 
Buddha, indoors and out, are scrubbed clean as a crucial display of blessing. 
 
By obvious extension, this New Year’s urge to purge includes our home environments, where the most 
intimate and ordinary prayers of daily life are uttered. If a man's home is his castle, surely it is a 
woman's shrine. Cleaning house to make ready for a new year is a universal task, symbolic and reverent 
as it is practical. Out with the old and in with the new! Death to dirt! Removing the dust and detritus 
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accumulated during the previous year ensures the ridding of a dwelling and its occupants of the 
shortcomings and disappointments delivered during that time as well. Domestic renovation signifies 
spiritual and social renewal. 
 
All over the world, houses are scrubbed spic and span from top to bottom and yards and walkways are 
swept spotlessly clean. In old England, New Year's Day was the annual sweeping of all chimneys. The 
expression "to make a clean sweep" comes from this New Year’s custom. In Hong Kong, ten days before 
the New Year, women observe a Day for Sweeping Floors. At this time, an intensive house cleaning is 
begun in readiness for the New Year. Nothing, no corner, is left untouched. On New Year’s Day 
Moroccans pour water over themselves, their animals, the floors and walls of their homes. In Wales, 
children go door to door to beg water from their neighbors which they then scatter all over the houses 
of their community in order to bless them.  
 
In many Native American cultures, in both the Northern and Southern Hemisphere, hearth fires are 
extinguished annually and ritually rekindled in a New Year ritual of new fire. In this way, sins and devils 
are purged in purification ceremonies symbolizing spiritual renewal. Zuni women throw out their live 
embers then sprinkle their entire homes with corn meal in a rite called House Cleansing in order to 
ensure good fortune in child birth in the coming year. During the Iranian New Year celebration of 
Narooz, wild rue is burned in households because it is believed to drive away all evil and usher in a 
happy and propitious new year. 
 
Santería, which combines elements of the West African Yoruban religion with those of the Catholic 
Church and the traditions of the indigenous tribes of the Caribbean, has many methods of spiritual 
house cleaning. Ordinarily one cleans one's own home, altar, and aura with a wide variety of special 
washes, herbs, and candles. But in serious cases of impurity, a padrina/padrino will make a house call to 
perform a special purification ceremony. S/he most often will spit rum in a fine spray around the room, 
or roll a burning coconut along the floor while praying, to rid the place of bad energy.  
 
So, darling, get out the brooms and the buckets, roll up your sleeves and get to work. Scrub the grime 
out of your environment and your mentality. The act of cleaning will help you to feel like you are back in 
control of your life, and an orderly, cheerful house will definitely improve your mood. Light some 
incense and some candles and invite in some fresh, new energy. 
 
Happy New Year to you. 
 
xxMama Donna 
 
  "If the doors of perception were cleansed 
               everything would appear as it is, infinite." 

- William Blake 
 
*Are you cyclically confused? In a ceremonial quandary? Completely clueless? Wonder no more. Send your 
questions about seasons, cycles, and celebrations to Mama Donna at cityshaman@aol,com. 
************************************************************** 
Donna Henes is an internationally renowned urban shaman, ritual expert, award-winning author, 
popular speaker and workshop leader whose joyful celebrations of celestial events have introduced 
ancient traditional rituals and contemporary ceremonies to millions of people in more than 100 cities 
since 1972. She has published four books, a CD, an acclaimed Ezine and writes for The Huffington Post 
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and UPI Religion and Spirituality Forum. Mama Donna, as she is affectionately called, maintains a 
ceremonial center, spirit shop, ritual practice and consultancy in Exotic Brooklyn, NY where she where 
she where she offers intuitive tarot readings and spiritual counseling and works with individuals, groups, 
institutions, municipalities and corporations to create meaningful ceremonies for every imaginable 
occasion. 
www.DonnaHenes.net 
www.TheQueenOfMySelf.com 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Donna_Henes 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Queen_of_My_Self 
 
Watch her videos: 
http://www.youtube.com/user/MamaDonnaHenes 
Follow her on Twitter: 
http://twitter.com/queenmamadonna 
Connect with her on Facebook: 
http://www.facebook.com/MamaDonnaHenes 
Read her on the Huffington Post: 
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/donna-henes/ 
Read her on Beliefnet: 
http://blog.beliefnet.com/thequeenofmyself/ 

Book Review: Dark Prayer by Natasha 
Review by Dawn Thomas 
Publisher: Portable Magic, Ltd. 
Mystery & Thrillers 
ISBN: 9781909965201 
 
This is the second book that I have read by Natasha Mostert 
and I enjoy her writing style. From this story I learned about 
free running and parkour culture. This is also another story 
relating to memories. 
The story opens with a prologue of a little girl stumbling on the 
death of her mother. The story then shifts to Jack. He is an 
American the son of a rich English business man. His father is 
disgusted with Jack’s latest antics. He sends him to London to 
help out a friend, Daniel Barone, search for his missing ward, 
Jennilee. 
 
When they were young Daniel Barone, along with Jack’s father, 
were in a group that worked in honor of Mnemosyne, the 
goddess of memory. They each had their own way of 
addressing memories and how the brain accesses them. 
 
Daniel explains that Jennilee is in a fugue state had a break with reality and walked away from her live. It 
is different than amnesia and was caused by a traumatic experience. She became Eloise Blake who is the 
opposite of Jennilee. Jack uses his love of free running to meet and get close to Eloise.  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Queen_of_My_Self
http://blog.beliefnet.com/thequeenofmyself/
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I thoroughly loved this book and look forward to reading much more of her writing. I highly recommend 
this book to anyone that likes mysteries and thrillers. 

Book Review: The Little Book of Odes & Invocations by Auntie Matter 
Review by Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 
Poetry 
 
This is a small book filled with flowing poetry. The first poem, Winter 
Solstice—We Remember, is truly beautiful. There are 13 poems in 
the book. There is an invocation to raise power and also poems for 
Samhain, the equinox, the universe, the moon, sky and the stars. I 
thought the poem, The Angels Ride In—Shooting Stars/Meteor 
Showers, arrived right in time for the Geminids meteor shower. 
 
The book ends with a lovely poem for the Summer Solstice. Each one 
of the poems is written from the heart and touches the soul. The 
book is available for purchase for Yuletide Gifts by contacting 

Sondra directly at axismundi@jps.net or visit 
http://www.witchvox.com/books/dt_bk.html?id=2342  
 

Book Review: The Red Magician by Lisa 

Goldstein 
Review by Dawn Thomas 
Publisher: Open Road Integrated Media 
Sci-Fi & Fantasy 
ISBN: 9781497673595 

mailto:axismundi@jps.net
http://www.witchvox.com/books/dt_bk.html?id=2342
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I was intrigued to read this book. The story begins just 
before the Holocaust in a Hungarian Jewish community. We 
meet Kicsi the youngest daughter of a printer. She dreams of 
traveling the world and cannot wait to be able to leave the 
village. One day she meets a red haired man named Vörös. 
He tells her he is a magician’s assistant. He talks about the 
world outside of the village. Since he is visitor to the village, 
her family asked him to stay with them. 
 
When Vörös talks about future events at the rabbi’s 
daughter’s wedding, the rabbi believes he is cursing the 
village and everyone living there. The rabbi banishes Vörös 
from the village. 
 
At a family dinner there is a knock on the door. It is a 
German soldier and he tells them they are all to report to 
them in three days. They pack a few belongings and leave 
their home. They are boarded onto trains and sent to 
concentration camps where they are separated. Kicsi lives 
day-to-day and finally believes she will die there. She looks 
across the fenced yard and sees Vörös outside. She isn’t sure 
if he is really there or if she is hallucinating. Shortly after 
seeing him, an announcement is made that the soldiers have 
left the camps. Kicsi is very ill and has given up the will to live. She believes she has lost everyone and 
everything she held dear. Vörös comes to her and nurses her back to health. Now she must start over in 
a new world. She travels with Vörös and they return to her village but it has changed so much since she 
left. They meet the rabbi who had become obsessed with killing Vörös because of the death of his 
daughter at the concentration camp. The magic that sparks from their confrontation is unexpected and 
the rabbi must face reality. 
 
While reading this book I began to look into my Hungarian family. This book touches the heart in many 
ways. I found myself grieving with Kicsi and then hoping she finds the will to live and pick up the pieces 
of her life. I highly recommend this book if you are interested in fantasy or history. 

Book Review: The Thirteenth Tower by Sara C. Snider 
Review by Dawn Thomas 
Publisher: Double Beast Publishing 
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Sci-Fi & Fantasy 
ISBN: 9789187657016 
 
The story begins with Emelyn, a housemaid getting ready for 
a large party. She goes about her day, when she hears music. 
She wants to see where the music is coming from and finds 
most of village following a creature. She tries to get Mrs. 
Cook, the head cook, to return to the house but the hold the 
music has over the cook is too strong. Things begin to spiral 
out of control when the dancing begins. At that point a man 
comes to Emelyn’s aid and together they leave the village. 

 
On their way from the village they meet two Magi. These 
men are magical and offer to tell Emelyn about her 
parents. Emelyn is intrigued since she was orphaned and 
raised by Mrs. Cook and the big house. The Magi travel 
through the forest and when Emelyn tries to rescue a 
Hawk she meets one of the tiny forest folk. She makes a 
bargain that will change the atmosphere of the group. 
 
On their way from the village they meet two Magi. These men 
are magical and offer to tell Emelyn about her parents. 
Emelyn is intrigued since she was orphaned and raised by Mrs. Cook and the big house. The Magi travel 
through the forest and when Emelyn tries to rescue a Hawk she meets one of the tiny forest folk. She 
makes a bargain that will change the atmosphere of the group. As they continue their journey Emelyn 
begins to connect with the forest. She continues to see a young girl laughing but when the girl shows her 
how to do magic, things change even more. The story is full of magic and unexpected twists and turns. I 
really enjoyed the book and recommend it to anyone that enjoys reading fantasy.  

Book Review: We Walk Beside You Always by Bridget Benson 
Review by Dawn Thomas 
Publisher: Llewellyn Worldwide, Ltd 
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Health, Mind & Body, Self-Help 
 
This book was not what I expected. This is a personal account by Bridget 
Benson, an Irish clairvoyant. She goes into detail on visits she receives 
from loved ones that have passed on. She also tells stories of people she 
met and how the encounter changed both of their lives.  
 
Bridget is a speaker and attends gatherings, some as large as theatres to 
pass on information. She said sometimes it is difficult to pass on the 
information because she knows it will cause them pain. Messages she 
receives usually involve the health of a family member and to seek medical 
assistance. I found one story of a man to be very sad. He was distraught of 
the passing of his mother. He sought information about his mother who 
had passed on. He later took his own life to be with her. 
 
The message of this book that Bridget wants to share is our loved ones are 

always with us even if we cannot hear them or see them. 

Death Comes to Us All 
By Katy Ravensong 
 

 
Death 

comes to us all. 
 

There are those 
who view his imminent arrival 

as the coming of 
a dreaded nightmare, 

with trembling and fear. 
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There are those 

who greet him joyously, 
as the long awaited arrival 

of an expected friend, 
with a smile upon their face. 

 
Whether he comes 

as a mystery-shrouded specter 
of the midnight hour, 

or as the longed-for guide 
to the gates of paradise, 

 
Death 

comes to us all. 
© Katy Ravensong 

Forgotten Goddesses by Katy Ravensong and Yzabel Cronin 
(This goddess' report, Tlachtga, is by Yzabel) 
 

Tlachtga - Thunderbolt Wisdom Woman 
 
Let me introduce you to a sweet Lady, a fearsome Lady, a wise Lady. Let me introduce you to 
The Lady who is my Holy Mother Spirit, leading me along my eclectic path. Let us allow Her and 
Soul to guide my typing as I shed some light on just Who Tlachtga is, how important She is, and 
just how to pronounce that name anyway. There is great mystery, confusion, and controversy 
which could be debated for an eternity. Everyone has their own opinion; all I can do is 
introduce you to Her as She introduced Herself to me. Mother Tlachtga must never be 
forgotten. 
 
Tlachtga, Thunderbolt Wisdom Woman is a Celtic goddess who introduced Herself to mankind 
early on. She presides over wisdom, solar eclipses, thunderstorms, and the land. She is a 
powerful deity, much feared and despised by Christianity which has tried its mightiest to 
annihilate any memory of Her (Matthews, C. & J., 1994). The early recorders of Christianity 
demoted her to a Druid living in the shadow of Her half-blind father and raped by three sons of 
Christianity’s first heretic. They had her dying, giving birth to triplets, each sired by one of Her 
tormentors. Perhaps they were perpetuating the genetic memory of the role of her rituals in 
funerary games much the same way Macha is remembered (Matthews, C. & J., 1994).    
Tlachtga is the Keeper of the broken roath ramach (flying wheels) which blind all who see them, 
deafen all who hear their screams, and kill all who touch them (MacKillop, 1998). Her name in 
Her native tongue professes Her connection to thunderstorms. Tlacht (earth) combines with 
gae (spear) to form earth-spear (or thunderbolt) (Matthews, C. & J., 1994). As Patroness of 
Druids and learners, She gathered all magical knowledge in the world to Her Bosom. In my 
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volatile puberty, demanding a strong female and maternal influence, Tlachtga introduced me to 
herself with Her connections to the solar eclipse. She let me dream of Her holy hill a few miles 
from Tara which bore Her name for centuries and hosted the funerary games that had upheld 
the memories of the ancestors for millennia (Matthews, C. & J., 1994). 
 
In Her heyday, Tlachtga was a very important deity. Her name was an onomastic device, used to 
explain the name of Her sacred hill. The festivities that occurred therein called Druids from all 
over Ireland to gather for Her holy day (Matthews, C. & J., 1994). It is there from which the 
staunched hearth fires in the land were rekindled. It is there where the Druids considered the 
spot where the veil between the worlds was the thinnest and where only extremely important 
citizens were buried in an ancient cemetery (Matthews, C. & J., 1994). As one of the most 
ancient stories of Ireland, you can read about Tlachtga in two places: the banshenchus (The 
Lore of the Women) and the dindsenches (The Lore of Places). 
 
The pronunciation of Her complicated name has been debated for ages. I cannot prove my 
stance any more effectively than the next gal, too many versions of Her have been offered up. 
She introduced Herself to me, however, as THAY-ell-aw-xa. She said it was an old name, from 
the time before spelling reformations began and we both agreed how gorgeous and poetical it 
sounds. No matter how we choose to call on Her (THAY-ell-aw-xa, T-lock-ta, Tla-hit-ga, Clack-da, 
Clo-da), Tlachtga welcomes us to enjoy our learning with and through Her (Google, n.d.). She is 
a powerful One to conjure with, a deity with whom to remember and contact our ancestors. 
 
What is written here barely scrapes the surface of the iceberg when it comes to my Holy 
Mother, Tlachtga.  I only intend this to act as an introduction with which to introduce you to 
Her. Please, go out, do your own research to find out Who She is, how important She is, and the 
best way to pronounce Her name. 
 
References 
Google Search Engine. (n.d.). Pronunciation of Tlachtga. Retrieved December 1, 2014 from: 

https://www.google.com/webhp?sourceid=chrome-instant&ion=1&espv=2&ie=UTF-
8#q=pronunciation+of+Tlachtga+ 

MacKillop, J. (1998). Dictionary of Celtic Mythology. London: Oxford. ISBN 0-19-860967-1. 
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Sourcebook. Dorset: Element. ISBN # 1852305614, 9781852305611. 
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Mama Donna's Spirit Shop 

 

Moon Schedule Winter Solstice to Imbolc 
By Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 
(Times are Eastern Time) 

 
New Moon – December 21st: 8:36 p.m. 

 
2nd Quarter – December 28th: 1:31 p.m. 

 
Full “Cold” Moon – January 4th: 11:53 p.m. 

 
4th Quarter – January 13th: 4:46 a.m. 

 
New Moon – January 20th: 8:14 a.m. 

 
2nd Quarter – January 26th: 11:48 p.m. 

 
Moon Void of Course Schedule 

 

Date Starts Ends 

December 22nd 10:17 p.m. December 23rd 9:52 p.m. 

December 25th 10:11 a.m. 11:07 p.m. 
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December 27th 10:44 a.m. December 28th 1:35 p.m. 

December 29th 7:46 p.m. December 30th 5:56 a.m. 

January 1st 7:19 a.m. 12:09 p.m. 

January 3rd 6:55 a.m. 8:08 p.m. 

January 4th 11:53 p.m. January 6th 6:03 a.m. 

January 8th 12:05 p.m. 5:58 p.m. 

January 10th 10:46 a.m. January 11th 6:57 a.m. 

January 13th 4:46 a.m. 6:44 p.m. 

January 15th 6:52 p.m. January 16th 3:01 a.m. 

January 17th 2:25 p.m. January 18th 7:04 a.m. 

January 19th 5:51 a.m. January 20th 7:59 a.m. 

January 21st 8:45 p.m. January 22nd 7:48a.m. 

January 23rd 6:13 a.m. January 24th 8:31 a.m. 

January 26th 9:23 a.m. 11:37 a.m. 

January 27th 9:18p.m. January 28th 5:36 p.m. 

January 30th 4:24 a.m. January 31st 2:09 a.m. 

February 1st  8:37 a.m. February 2nd 12:41 p.m. 

 
Planting Days 

December: 26th, 27th, 30th, 31st  
January: 1st, 4th, 5th, 14th, 15th, 18th, 19th, 22nd, 23rd, 26th, 27th, 28th, 31st   

 
Harvesting Days 

December: 20th, 21st 
January: 6th, 7th, 16th, 17th  
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One Drop of Light by Dawn Thomas 
 
As I sit here  
preparing for ritual  
my eye is drawn 
to my candle 
 
a small droplet of fire  
hangs from the wick 
I am entranced 
 
I begin to stare  
the droplet grows  
bigger and brighter 
 
I am filled  
with anticipation  
of its falling 
 
but the droplet remains  
hanging  
and begins to dim 
soon it is gone 
 
the fire droplet  
will remain within me  
forever 
 
I know I witnessed  
and was blessed  
by something magical 
 
(Photo by Dawn Thomas) 
Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas is a High Priestess and Elder of The Apple Branch, a Dianic 
Tradition. She is the editor and book reviewer for the Oracle and was the Treasurer for The 
Global Goddess, a non-profit organization. She recently graduated from the University of Florida 
fulfilling a lifelong goal of completing her college education. She has been published in several 
magazines for her paper crafting designs. She is the owner of Belladonna’s Garden and makes 
homemade soaps. She is an avid gardener and lives in Florida with husband. 
Her Blog: http://becomingbelladonna.blogspot.com/ 

  

http://becomingbelladonna.blogspot.com/
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Pagan Every Day Perchta by Barbara Ardinger, PhD 
December 30th 
 
Perchta is a Slavonic Bride of the Sun and a mother goddess in Germany, Switzerland, and Austria. Her 
favorite time of the year is the “twelve days of Christmas,” which end on her day. On Perchta’s Day, 
everyone eats pancakes and drinks milk. Smart people leave bits of pancake and milk for the goddess, 
who comes at night to enjoy her own private feast. If you spy on her, though, she’ll blind you. The rest of 
the year, she floats on a soft mist across the fields to make them fertile. 
 
We’ve come nearly to the end of the year, to its midnight, its eldest days. Everything seems old, old, old. 
This is the season of the crone, the hag; Hag comes from hagia and means “holy.” The hag is the Holy 
One. In Northern Europe, hags, called Volvas, were sibyls; an important Icelandic text is the Voluspa, 
“Sibyl’s Vision.” In the Netherlands, Dutch wise women were called the Hagadissae, and they gave their 
name to the capital of the country, Den Haag (today The Hague). Fancy that—a capital city named for 
old women! 
 
Reader, isn’t it splendid that our culture is starting to acknowledge elderly women as wise, beautiful, 
and beneficial? Consider Jessica Tandy, who earned her Oscar at age eighty-one, and Julia Child, who 
was cooking until the end of her life. Thanks, of course, to the aging of the baby-boom generation, 
crones and ages (some of whom are, alas, not wise) are a big market nowadays. 
 
Ten years ago, I took a “croning class” in which there were women in their twenties and thirties. They 
said, “Crone is a state of mind,” That wouldn’t happen today. I have perhaps twenty-five books on 
crones on my shelf. Aging writers are producing books of new and useful wisdom. 
 

Every Day: Finding the Extraordinary in Our Ordinary Lives (RedWheel/Weiser, 2006), a unique 
daybook of daily meditations, stories, and activities. Her new book, Secret Lives is a novel of 
magical realism about elderly women, younger women, good men, and mythological characters 
including the Green Man and the Norns gone mad in a modern world. Her earlier books are 
Finding New Goddesses, Quicksilver Moon, Goddess Meditations, and Practicing the Presence of 
the Goddess. Her day job is freelance editing for people who don't want to embarrass 
themselves in print. Barbara lives in southern California. To purchase a signed copy of Finding 
New Goddesses, just send Barbara an email at bawriting@earthlink.net 

Pagan Every Day Sun in Capricorn by Barbara Ardinger, PhD 
December 22nd 
 
Capricorn, Lilith the astrologer says, likes a sense of order. Web sites I visited say Capricorn is the most 
stable of the zodiacal types. They’re people who are strong willed, serious, good in business. Like 
mountain goats, they climb across rocky terrain to reach the heights of achievement. Capricorn is ruled 
by Saturn, whom astrologers see as a karmic lord of discipline and limitations, a teacher of difficult 
lessons. 
 
This Saturn doesn’t seem to be the same as the god of an agricultural golden age who rules the 
Saturnalia. Not being an astrologer, all I can figure out is that astrologers must see Saturn in his aspect 

mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
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as Cronus, the Greek Titan who swallowed his children. Cronus, “crow,” is not, however, cognate to 
chronos, “time." The “time” words begin with ch (the Greek letter chi). “Crone” isn’t a time word either; 
it comes from the Dutch kronje, “carrion.” “Xmas,” by the way, is not just a way to secularize the word 
Christmas, “Christ’s Mass.” The X is chi, also the first letter in the word Christos, making Xmas an 
abbreviation. The etymology of Capricorn is clearer. Capra is the genus name for goats, and cornus 
means “horn,” as in cornucopia, “horn of plenty.” Some Websites write vaguely about sea-goats and the 
fish tail, saying Capricorn is half dolphin. 
 
Hey, it’s the sixth day of Saturnalia. Let’s not worry about discipline or limits. We can start building a 
new golden age. Let’s send some holiday greetings to friends, former friends, and, if we can find them, 
lost friends. The AEGSA Roman Calendar reminds us that temples provided feasts to the poor. Let’s 
make a symbolic cornucopia and fill it with gifts. Let’s go around committing random acts of kindness. I 
like the idea of playing kindness forward. 
 

Every Day: Finding the Extraordinary in Our Ordinary Lives (RedWheel/Weiser, 2006), a unique 
daybook of daily meditations, stories, and activities. Her new book, Secret Lives is a novel of 
magical realism about elderly women, younger women, good men, and mythological characters 
including the Green Man and the Norns gone mad in a modern world. Her earlier books are 
Finding New Goddesses, Quicksilver Moon, Goddess Meditations, and Practicing the Presence of 
the Goddess. Her day job is freelance editing for people who don't want to embarrass 
themselves in print. Barbara lives in southern California. To purchase a signed copy of Finding 
New Goddesses, just send Barbara an email at bawriting@earthlink.net 

Pregnant with Possibilities: a Solstice Meditation by H. Byron Ballard 
We live with a vaguely Christian cultural overlay that begins to smother the natural quiet of the 
resting season as early as August. By mid-November, every retail establishment has “Christmas” 
music as well as smart packets of colorful, nutritionless candies set within tantalizing reach. 
Mary and Joseph and Santa and Rudolph and the Elf on the Shelf jostle for space in our pocket 
books and in our hearts. 
 
Bah, humbug. 
 
In this Darkening Time, we know we are invited by nature and by deep tradition to turn our 
gaze inward—to healing, to grief, to the ghosts that have taken up residence in our memory. 
But there are families and co-workers with whom we must engage and there are gifts we must 
make or buy. Decorations come out of the attic or basement and our season of delicious rest is 
shredded by the observation of a holiday that is drained of meaning in the colander of our 
consumer-driven and defined culture. 
 
Let’s take a moment now to breathe deeply and turn our thoughts inward, if only for a little 
time. 
 
There is often a pregnant woman at the center of Solstice-time stories—the one best known in 
the US is the Blessed Mother Mary, “great with child.” 

mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
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Let’s imagine ourselves in this regenetrix role but instead of birthing the Sacred Child of 
Renewal, let’s practice some radical self-care. Let us ponder what we want to create in the 
doorway of a new agricultural year. 
 
I invite you to squeeze out some time in the next few days to light a candle, build a fire in the 
fire pit or throw another log on the cozy hearth in your living room. Settle in and ground 
yourself in whatever way works best for you. Let your gaze rest on the flames as they stretch 
and spit and dance. Bring your mind to a place of expectation and allow yourself to come to the 
new and wonderful idea that is even now positioning itself for birth. 
 
You may see yourself in the heart of the flames forging a renewed and more authentic life for 
yourself. Let your mind return to the time in your life when you looked into the future and 
understood what the phrase “looking forward to something” clearly meant. 
 
We are living in a world roiled by change and violence and cataclysm. Find your own deep 
grounded space and make it the forge for your creating, for the birthing of this new world that 
is you. You have traveled down the path of expecting and have come, at last, to the place of 
birth. 
 
May the fruits of your creative womb bring joy and some wisdom into this needy old world. 
 

Seasoning by Byron Ballard 
I peel the myth away, 
smelling the acid in the air, 
feeling the oily leavings of the peel. 
 
It is easy—the work of a moment. 
 
They lie in my open palm, 
 the segments of story and lore 
that guide the culture’s heart 
into this 
darkening season. 
 
I poke the cold segments with my fingernail and see here a Baby move 
 there a Winter Queen 
  yonder the oak and holly fret 
as my Ancestors cut the sycophant mistletoe from 
 the tender apple branches. 
 
In the middle of this mess of legend 
there lies a curled and spiky ball. 
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When it is gently prodded, it 
kicks free of the sickly sweet pieces 
and shows itself to be a star. 
 
The star. 
Not only in the East but certainly now 
returning there. 
 
The star. 
Leading us into ourselves and out again. 
Dancing the carol. 
 
The star of wonder.  The star of renewal. 
Sol Invictus! 
 
The reason, long-known and sometimes forgotten, for the season. 

Sunshine and Shadow by Katy Ravensong  
Light is not complete without the dark. We cannot appreciate good health until we don’t have it 
anymore. We don’t appreciate our family members nearly enough. We take them for granted 
and go on as if things will always be as they are now. There is only one thing that stays the 
same and that is the fact that things change. In a twinkling, your life – your world can be torn 
apart – totally devastated by a phone call or a knock on the door. Your brother, your sister, your 
husband, your wife, your child, or a bosom friend is gone from this life and all you have left are 
the memories. 
 
The “jukebox in your mind” will play these memories. You will deny that it is so. No, he cannot 
be gone! He cannot!! But he is and a gaping hole is left in your heart and it is already riddled 
with scars from the past when other dearly beloved ones left you. Your mind will bring him to 
the forefront of your consciousness. You will mourn. You will grieve. And you will see his 
beloved face and feel his arms enclosing you in a bear hug. Your mind will play the memories of 
when you realized that he loved you so much that he would kill for you if it became necessary  
(though you shudder at the thought– that he would not let anyone abuse you – the wicked 
knife he carried in his pocket was not for show. 
 
After the shock has worn off, you read that his daughter and your old friend are taking his ashes 
on one last Harley ride and that the daughter will scatter those ashes on the wind. You will see 
him in the sunshine as the sun tops the mountain to the east in the early hours of the morning. 
You will feel his touch as the breeze plays tag with the leaves on the tree. You will see him 
soaring above the earth and gliding on the wings of the red-tailed hawk. 
 
And yet – and yet – he will never, ever leave you. The heart-wound that you sustained when 
you heard of his passing – it will mend. It will scar, but it will mend. But he is not gone from 
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your heart. As long as there is breath in your body, and even beyond that, he will always, 
always be with you. He lives! He breathes! He did not die – his body that he wore this time 
around died, yes, but he did not. There will be times still when your tears fall like summer rain. 
There will be times still that you feel the aching will tear you asunder. 
 
Your friends will wrap you in the blanket of their love and caring. They will hold you until you 
can stand on your own again. If you need to hibernate, go for it. If you need to take time to 
spend in a place that is not a place, in a time that is not a time, a place that is between the 
worlds – do not let anyone tell you nay. His spirit will meet you there in that special place, in 
that inner temple, and you can say the goodbyes you were not allowed to say on the morning 
that the Death Goddess took his hand and led him to the Summerland. 
 
Do not despair. You and he have been together in lifetimes before this one and you will be 
together in lifetimes yet to come. He is a part of your soul pod – a part of the family that you 
find in every incarnation. Sometimes your family members are not the biological, of-the-blood 
type of family that you are born into. There are those whom you are meant to find in every 
lifetime and find them you will. Sometimes you may need someone to remind you that we can’t 
choose our relatives but we most certainly can and do choose our family. 
 
Sunshine and shadow – light and dark – ups and downs – laughter and tears – everything has a 
counterpoint. We come into a human incarnation and we are given a box of puzzle pieces. It is 
up to us to put these pieces together to make a beautiful picture, to make a completed, lived-
to-the-full life. The tapestry of our life is woven by a master weaver. Ix Chel, Rainbow Woman 
weaves with mists and rainbows and the rainbow is the bridge between ‘heaven and earth’. She 
is the Womb, the Cave of Life. She took him from you for a time but only for a time. You are 
always connected. He is never any further away from you than a thought. As your heart heals, 
you will find the thread that is your brother woven into every part of your existence. 
 
Give the lady your tears. She will bottle them up and then release them into the mist. Give the 
lady your hurt. She will heal it and she will show you that sunshine and shadow cannot be 
separated. You cannot have one with the other. You cannot really appreciate laughter unless 
you have had tears. “The soul would have no rainbow if the eyes had no tears".* 
* paraphrase of a quote from: John Vance Cheney The Century Vol. 44, Issue 4 -August 1892 
 
Katy Ravensong 
Circle of the Standing Stones 
Grey School of Wizardry, Level One 
December 30, 2012 
(Minor changes have been made for publication - KRS) 
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Treasures of the Cailleach’s Apron by Deanne Quarrie 

 

In the beginning everything was a terrible 
darkness filled with unknown chaos and 
danger. There was nothing to be known or 
perceived. All was unknown. Darkness 
surrounded everything.  
 
In the search for our beginnings, we can 
journey backwards through time and into the 
myths and traditions of tribal memory. We 
can climb down the ladder of the elements of 
creation until we reach the very ancient 
stones of the earth. Even then in our billions 
of years and layers of being we will still be only curiosities in the Oldest Woman’s (the 
Cailleach’s) Apron. Cailleach is the Hag of the Apron and brings us the oldest stones of memory 
and time. Hence, this column being called, “Treasures of the Cailleach’s Apron.” 
 
It is my hope to offer this column for each issue of the Oracle. I will do my best to do that! I love 
rocks, in all their beautiful forms and shapes. I am not a geologist – I just love them! I do need 
to say, “Statements made in this column are in no way to be construed as prescribing by the 
author; and I make no claims whatsoever as to the therapeutic value of the gemstones 
described.” That said, what I hope you will do is pick up a love for our mineral “kin” and 
surround yourself with their beauty. 
 

Working with Rocks and Crystals 
 
In this issue I will offer an introduction 
into how I work with my rocks. In future 
issues I will be discussing individual types 
of rocks, gemstones and crystals and 
their uses. 
 
The benefits shown here are considered 
to be those generally recognized by 
many people who have worked with 
stones. The best way to find out how a 
stone will work with you is to hold the 
stone in your left hand and gently seek 
that quiet place inside yourself and allow 
the stone to "talk" with you. Sense how 
you feel when you hold it. Notice what 
thoughts you have. It is my opinion that 
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when working with stones, it is the 
combination of the stones spiritual energies 
and the thoughts and feelings of the person 
doing the work that facilitate the healing and 
magical properties of the stones. 
 
I wish to introduce a very personal method 
for working with crystals and gemstones. It 
will include “getting to know”, clearing and 
enhancing. The emphasis is on personal 
sensing and feeling, rather than what the 
“experts” tell you. It will help the student 

develop a relationship with the “deva” within each stone and will introduce the students to the 
concept of transmutation of energy. 
 
Imagine that the rock you are 
holding in your hand is the home 
of a very small, invisible deva. This 
little deva is very old, as old as the 
Earth Herself. Because this small 
deva is so very old, it is also very 
wise. It is filled with the wisdom of 
the Earth. This small deva is a child 
of the Mother, just as we are 
children of the Mother, and only 
wishes to serve in whatever 
capacity it may, so long as the 
service is also in accordance with 
the Mother’s wishes. 
 
Now you don’t have to believe that the little deva is there. If you don’t believe that it is, then 
for a moment, please just suspend your disbelief, for the purpose of working with the stone and 
pretend that it is. Use your imagination! 
 
As you hold the stone in your hand, send a thought into it, to the small deva, just to say hello 
and then tell it that you wish to share conversation with it for a while.  Be very still.      
Calm yourself down into a very relaxed state, focusing your attention on the stone in your 
hand. Be aware of any feelings you might have, thoughts that come into your mind, anything at 
all that might be perceived as a message from the deva. Notice how the stone feels in your 
hand.  Is it warm, cold, prickly, smooth? Does it make you feel happy, sad, joyful, angry, 
peaceful, excited, fidgety, or anxious? Just notice and feel. 
 
Each little deva within a stone has a very special purpose, just as we do. If the deva is to help us 
with something, we need to have the correct one for the job. We can very often narrow down 
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our choices by choosing the appropriate 
color. These devas are drawn to a color 
that corresponds with their purpose, as 
they resonate with their own color and it 
enhances the work they do. 
 
So the first thing we want to find out from 
the deva in the stone is what its purpose is. 
Ask it. Listen for an answer. Open your 
heart to the deva. Allow it to speak with 
you. 
 
Once you have determined its purpose, our 
next task is to find out how we might help 
the deva better perform its function. How 
might we do that, you ask? 
 
Let’s do some imagining again. Remember when I said that the rock is a home for a very small 
deva? Well, all homes get dirty; yours does, mine does, the deva’s does. If we clean our house, 
we feel better and can do what we need to do inside it better. I never could cook in a dirty 
kitchen. Can you? 
 
So what we have to do is help the deva clean up his house. He didn’t get it dirty, life did. If we 
want to stay very clean, physically and mentally, then from time to time, we need to take a 
bath! We also clean ourselves, mentally and psychically, as we need to. Life just kind of gets in 
us and on us, especially other people’s energies, some of which we really don’t want hanging 
on to us any longer than necessary. 
 
So, the first thing we do is ask the deva to send out all the dirt in his house to us. Ask him to 
release it to you. Ask him to send it out so that it can collect on the palms of your hands. See 
the dirt coming out.  Watch the dirt coming out until you can no longer see it. Now it is all 
collected on your hands. Yuck! 
 
Now for the fun part! 
 
We are going to use the natural energies of the Earth to transmute this dirt on our hands into 
useful energy. We don’t just want to brush it off and let something else pick it up, do we? First, 
allow the dirt to rise up off your palms into a cloud about one foot above them. See all the 
particles arise and form this cloud. See the dark swirling cloud. Pull the energy of the Earth up 
through your feet into your hands and out the palms of your hands into the cloud. See the 
energies of the Earth swirl around with the particles of dirt. 
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Next pull the energy of the sun 
and sky down into the cloud. 
Watch this bright golden light 
enter the cloud, mix with the 
energy of the Earth, getting 
lighter, and lighter, and lighter 
until it is a clear light golden ball of 
energy. When it reaches that point 
gently push it up and out to enter 
the universe as it will. WOW! 
 
Now, back to our little deva. 
Together you and she have 
cleaned her house, but all the 
work that she just naturally does 

might have depleted her energy somewhat, so the next step is to ask the deva how you can 
help to replenish her energy so that he might better be able to serve his purpose. The energy 
needed is always going to include one or more of six things: energy from the four elements, air, 
fire, and water, and earth, of course, Goddess energy from the Great Mother Herself which we 
can pull from the Earth, Sun, Moon, and Sky. 
 
Listen to the deva and determine what you can send into the rock to help the deva. If it is 
difficult to determine exactly, it will always help to send a good balance of all energies. But first 
listen and see if you can tell what it needs. 
 
In addition to the energies mentioned above, other things could be sent in to help. They might 
include colors, music, sounds, thoughts, whatever you determine is necessary. Let your 
imagination play. That’s what it is for! 
 
When you are finished, ask one more time if there is anything else the deva needs. Listen and 
do what you can if there is more. Then ask the deva if it has everything it needs. If the answer is 
yes, you now have a stone ready to go to work. 
 
If you are going to be working with stones in your spiritual practice it is a good idea to have 
your very own set. If you truly love rocks you will eventually have quite a collection. Do the 
above with each stone in your collection so that you are intimately aware of each stone’s 
purpose. It is a good idea to replenish the deva’s home periodically and certainly after each use, 
especially when used in healing. Keep your stones in a special place of honor and smudge them 
occasionally (they love it!). It helps also to give them bath – good old soap and water! Take 
them out and visit with them. They don’t like neglect. If you care for them properly, you will be 
friends forever! 
 
All photographs by Deanne Quarrie 
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Deanne Quarrie. D. Min. is a Priestess of The Goddess and a practicing Witch and Druid. She is 
the author of five books. She is the founder of the Apple Branch and Beyond the Ninth Wave 
where she teaches courses in Druidism, Celtic Shamanism, and Goddess Spirituality and mentors 
those who wish to serve others in their communities. She is also an Adjunct Professor at Ocean 
Seminary College and is the founder of Global Goddess, a worldwide organization open to all 
women who honor some form of the divine feminine.  

What is a Crone? By Deanne Quarrie 
First of all a Crone is a woman.  She has lived most of her life already and has accumulated many life 
experiences and therefore, can relate to those younger than her with greater understanding. She has 
acquired the wisdom associated with having had those life experiences. She has reached a place in her 
life when she may be slowing down.  She may have retired from her career. She may want to devote 
more time to herself, serving more as an advisor rather than as the doer. We can read the poem, 
Warning by Jenny Joseph to get an idea… 
 

When I am an old woman I shall wear purple 
With a red hat which doesn't go, and doesn't suit me. 
And I shall spend my pension on brandy and summer gloves 
And satin sandals, and say we've no money for butter. 
I shall sit down on the pavement when I'm tired 
And gobble up samples in shops and press alarm bells 
And run my stick along the public railings 
And make up for the sobriety of my youth. 
I shall go out in my slippers in the rain 
And pick flowers in other people's gardens 
And learn to spit. 
 
You can wear terrible shirts and grow more fat 
And eat three pounds of sausages at a go 
Or only bread and pickle for a week 
And hoard pens and pencils and beermats and things in boxes. 
 
But now we must have clothes that keep us dry 
And pay our rent and not swear in the street 
And set a good example for the children. 
We must have friends to dinner and read the papers. 
 
But maybe I ought to practice a little now? 
So people who know me are not too shocked and surprised 
When suddenly I am old, and start to wear purple. 

 
What this poem says that when a woman reaches a certain age, she is no longer driven by what others 
think. She simply doesn’t care what they think anymore. What matters to them is not her concern – only 
what matters to her. 

http://applebranch.org/
http://beyondtheninthwave.org/
http://beyondtheninthwave.org/
http://globalgoddess.org/
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Every woman has moments and days when the Crone appears in her life, just and the Maiden, the 
Mother and the Queen present themselves. It is basically how much of each show themselves that 
might determine what stage the woman is in at that time. 
 
We all seem to push to be considered Crones, WAY before we really are. Yes, no matter what age, we 
have our wisdom. But it is only when the Crone aspect of ourselves is front and center almost all the 
time that we can truly be considered Crone. There is no rush. Why choose to be “old” when in the prime 
of life? 
 
When Do You Become a Crone? 
 
There are many schools of thought on this. Goddess women who honor their blood mysteries say that 
when a woman stops her monthly menses, she is a Crone. These days however, we have women ceasing 
their flow while still in their thirties. What happens when a woman stops bleeding because she has had a 
hysterectomy? Is she now a Crone? It is my opinion that no longer bleeding is only one aspect of 
becoming a Crone. 
 
Some people decide a woman is a Crone when she reaches a certain age. Some say 50, others say 60 but 
can age alone determine a Crone? 
 
Astrologically, it is said that when the planet Saturn makes its second pass around in our birth chart, we 
are now a Crone. That happens every 29 years, so it would be in a person’s 58th year that it happens. It 
takes a while, several months to actually pass by, so it might not be until she is 59. 
 
I remember the years following my first Saturn Return at age 29. Major things happened in my life after 
that.  Really, my whole life changed because my sense of self had changed along with how I viewed life. 
EVERYTHING was different. 
 
During my second Saturn Return, I fell in love again. It was passionate, life changing and left me reeling. 
It rocked my world. I did not know at the time it was during my second Saturn Return so there was no 
bias or awareness affecting my experience. It was only after that I looked at my chart and realized what 
had occurred. 
 
Since then, Croning has been a slow process. It has been an adjustment to a body that won’t do what it 
used to do. While I am still very active in my life, creating and building, writing and expressing, there is a 
prominent focus on my own self-care and a huge difference in how I see the world. I find myself being 
on one hand, more compassionate with my fellow humans and yet, on the other hand, less tolerant of 
all the “BS” I am exposed to. 
 
Insight and wisdom come to me quicker and with less effort. I have many more experiences of thinking 
“How did I know that?” and “Where did that come from?” 
 
At 72, I am Crone. No doubt about it. I qualify with cessation of bleeding. I qualify by having had my 
second Saturn Return. I qualify from the acquisition of much knowledge. I qualify from having had a 
huge amount of life experience, the loss of friends and family, the knowledge of knowing I can take care 
of myself at all times and the wisdom to understand the beauty of love. 
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There was no sudden moment that I became a Crone. It wasn’t when I had a hysterectomy at 43. It 
wasn’t when I turned 50, when I turned 60 or even when I experienced my second Saturn Return. It was 
a slow moving evolution. 
 
I haven’t retired from life. I am still going full force as a priestess in service to others. I am active in my 
community with my neighbors but there is something different from what was there before; an 
intangible difference that I feel in my bones, in my soul. 
 
All I can say to you is that you will know when it is time to say, I am a Crone. 
 
Deanne Quarrie. D. Min.is a Priestess of The Goddess and a practicing Druid. She is the author of five 
books. She is the founder of the Apple Branch and Beyond the Ninth Wave where she teaches courses in 
Druidism, Celtic Shamanism, and Feminist Dianic Wicca and mentors those who wish to serve others in 
their communities. She is also an Adjunct Professor at Ocean Seminary College and is the founder of 
Global Goddess, a worldwide organization open to all women who honor some form of the divine 
feminine. 

Winter Solstice Meditation by Molly Remer  

 
Winter solstice 
deep, long, dark night. 
Cold cracks 
brittle branches 
icy stone. 
 
Winter’s song 
echoes in skeletal treetops 
and crackling leaves. 
Rest time. 
Hibernation. 
Silent watchfulness. 
Waiting hope. 
 
Sink down. 
Open up. 
Receive and feel. 
Hold peace. 
 
Pause and check within 
for that glowing emberheart 
in your soul. 
What purpose calls your 
name? 
What seed incubates 

http://applebranch.org/
http://beyondtheninthwave.org/
http://globalgoddess.org/
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waiting for the breath of hope 
and the breath of action 
to coax it into life? 
 
Winter Solstice. 
Time for your light to shine 
from within the sheltering dark. 
 
If you pause in darkness what does your body have to tell you? What do your dreams have to 
tell you? What does the frozen ground have to tell you? What do the spirits of place have to tell 
you? 
 
What song can only be sung by you? 
 
What emberheart can only be ignited by your breath? 
 
What path have your feet found? 
 
What messages are carved in stone and etched on leaf for your eyes and in your name? 
 
What promise are you keeping? 
 
Molly is a priestess, writer, teacher, artist, and activist who lives with her husband and children 
in the Midwest. She is a doctoral student in women’s spirituality at Ocean Seminary College and 
the author of Womanrunes: A guide to their use and interpretation. Molly and her husband co-
create at Brigid’s Grove: http://brigidsgrove.etsy.com and she blogs about theapoetics, 
ecopsychology, and the Goddess at http://goddesspriestess.com. 
 

Gourmet Goddess by Christine Smith 
Hello Goddesses!  Here is the recipe I use for my traditional pudding.  It is an authentic recipe 

from the UK.  Some of the ingredients may seem unfamiliar, but they can be found at a good 

grocery store.  Sultanas are golden raisins.  You can get suet from your butcher. That one 

stumped me the first time!  All of the photos are from my kitchen, and were taken last fall 

when I made my pudding.  It was a huge hit and I will be continuing the tradition.  I hope you 

like it too!  Blessed be, Christine 

No British Christmas is complete without a Christmas Pudding. Everyone needs a great recipe, 

and this is my favourite Recipe. 

 

Despite reports that the traditional Christmas pudding has fallen out of favour for lighter 

https://www.etsy.com/listing/201511649/womanrunes-a-guide-to-their-use-and?ref=shop_home_feat_4
http://brigidsgrove.etsy.com/
http://goddesspriestess.wordpress.com/
http://britishfood.about.com/od/introtobritishfood/ig/British-Recipes/Christmas-Pudding.htm
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desserts, it is as popular as ever. Christmas pudding is best made well in advance to allow it to 

mature which traditionally is made on 'Stir it up Sunday' the Sunday before Advent around the 

end of November. (I do mine Thanksgiving weekend) 

 

Don't be put off by the number of ingredients in this recipe, although it may seem daunting, 

simply assemble all your ingredients in advance, and the rest is easy. All that is left then, is to 

make a wish. 

INGREDIENTS 

 Serves 8 - 10 

 1lb /450g dried mixed fruit (use golden raisins/sultanas* , raisins, currants) 

 1 oz /25 g mixed candied peel, finely chopped 

 1 small cooking apple, peeled, cored and finely chopped 

 Grated zest and juice 

 ½ large orange and 

 ½ lemon 

 4 tbsp brandy, plus a little extra for soaking at the end 

 2 oz /55 g self-raising flour, sifted 

 1 level tsp ground mixed spice 

 1 1/2 tsp ground cinnamon 

 4 oz /110 g shredded suet, beef or vegetarian 

 4oz /110g soft, dark brown sugar 

 4 oz /110 g white fresh bread crumbs 

 1 oz /25 g whole shelled almonds, roughly chopped 

 2 large, fresh eggs 

 PREPARATION  

 Lightly butter a 2½ pint/1.4 litre pudding basin/17cm  

 Place the dried fruits, candied peel, apple, orange and lemon juice into a large mixing bowl. 

Add the brandy and stir well. Cover the bowl with a clean tea towel and leave to marinate for 

a couple of hours, preferably overnight. 

 Stir together the flour, mixed spice and cinnamon in a very large mixing bowl. Add the suet, 

sugar, lemon and orange zest, bread crumbs, nuts and stir again until all the ingredients are 

well mixed. Finally add the marinaded dried fruits and stir again. 

http://britishfood.about.com/od/christmas/a/xmaspud.htm
http://busycooks.about.com/od/scones/r/Golden-Raisin-Scones.htm
http://britishfood.about.com/od/glossary/g/driedfruit.htm
http://britishfood.about.com/od/glossary/g/What-Is-Mixed-Spice.htm
http://britishfood.about.com/od/glossary/g/Suet.htm
http://busycooks.about.com/od/quicktips/qt/workwitheggs.htm
http://britishfood.about.com/od/glossary/g/Suet.htm
http://culinaryarts.about.com/od/culinaryfundamentals/ss/standardbreading_4.htm
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 Beat the eggs lightly in a 

small bowl then stir 

quickly into the dry 

ingredients. The mixture 

should have a fairly soft 

consistency. 

 Now is the time to gather 

the family for Christmas 

Pudding tradition of taking 

turns in stirring, making a 

wish and adding a few 

coins. 

 Spoon the mixture in to the 

greased pudding basin, gently 

pressing the mixture down 

with the back of a spoon. 

Cover with a double layer of 

greaseproof paper or baking 

parchment, then a layer of 

aluminum foil and tie securely 

with string. 

  

 Place the pudding in a steamer set over a saucepan of simmering water and steam the 

pudding for 7 hours. Make sure you check the water level frequently so it never boils dry. The 

pudding should be a deep brown color when cooked. The pudding is not a light cake but 

instead is a dark, sticky and dense sponge. 

  

 Remove the pudding from the steamer, cool completely. Remove the paper, prick the 

pudding with a skewer and pour in a little extra brandy. Cover with fresh greaseproof paper 

and retie with string. Store in a cool dry place until Christmas day. Note: The pudding cannot 

be eaten immediately, it really does need to be stored and rested then reheated on 

Christmas Day. Eating the pudding immediately after cooking will cause it to collapse and the 

flavours will not have had time to mature. 

 On Christmas day reheat the pudding by steaming again for about an hour. Serve with 

anyone of these lovely accompaniments. Brandy or Rum Sauce, Brandy Butter or Custard.  

 

http://britishfood.about.com/od/christmas/a/xmaspud.htm
http://britishfood.about.com/od/christmas/a/xmaspud.htm
http://britishfood.about.com/od/adrecipes/r/brandysauce.htm
http://britishfood.about.com/od/adrecipes/r/brandysauce.htm
http://britishfood.about.com/od/adrecipes/r/custard.htm
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Left over Christmas pudding can be 

reheated by wrapping tightly in 

aluminum foil and heating through in 

a hot oven. 

 

Here we are lighting our pudding last 

year on Solstice!  It was delicious.  

 

 


