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by

Nicole Beechsquirrel

Everyone celobrates Winter Solstice (thoush for most folk its meaning is

mixed up with that of 'Christmas’). We all feel the need to walcome the
promise of renewsd life and warmth. In this colouring book you can share

in our modern Pagan tradition of celebrating the Solstice festival.

lather than cutting down a trea, we simply trim a little sreemery for
docoration. The fast-growing oypress cen ulwsys bear a trim and ivy is
usually plentiful. Other eversreens such as Holly, Misiletoe, Yaw {take
care us Vew is very poisonous) and Silver Fir are gathered if available

On Solstica Eve during the daytime, sll the family and wny visting
friends look for a special stome, in which to confide their experiences
of the yaar past, the sad onos as wall as the happy ones. The stones
play en important part in the later Solstice Eve meditation {overlaaf),
which is 'enacted’ in part as well as just imagined

Children too youns to join in the meditation place their stomes in =
stocking. We feal it is important for the children to 'give away’ before
receiving gifts. On Solstice morning, the stones have gone and thers are
of course material presants as well as spiritual blessings.

The Solstice Shwwan is the taker of the stones and the bringer of mifts
Wo don’t pretend thal she / be is any sort of 'imsginary being’. and
they understand that ome of the adults has undertoken this
responsibility

On Solstice Duy, wo great the swirise with a welcoming fire. Our feast
is vegan, with chestnut rosst and pickled vegetables from the garden.
After the Solstice Feast, the new year's planting is bogun with a bed of
gorlic - wonderful for keeping winter colds and bugs eway s well as for
enlivening dinners

Midwinter festivities conlimue on a lower key for thirteen days, on the
last of which we make & wassail., visiting each of our fruit trees,
saying a blessing and pouring a libation of winé or ale

{C} Wicela Boechsquirrel 1989

Published by Micola Beechsquirrol. Blaenberem, Mynyddcerrig, Limnelli.
Dyled, Cymru (Wales)
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To besin, extinguish all the lights and sit yourself coufortably upon
the floor. Lie down if you profer. Closs your cyes.

Insgine then that the world about you has shifted, and that now you arc
sitting in the meeting lodge of your village. It is the night of ihe
winter solstice and all the poorle of the coununity are gathered horo
together. 1t is very dark, except for the last embers of a fire at the
centre of the lodge. Children are asleep. All is auiel.

Slowly the shamen is moving amongst the people in the lodge. You
rvemember how, during the short daytime, you searched for & stone to
bring to the lodge. Soma searched the hillsides, some lhe strosm, somo
looked woong the stone heaps clesred from the fields, some went down to
the scoashore, locking for the stone that would call them. After you had
found the stone. quistly you told it of all that the pest year had
brought you, the hungers and fulfillments, the sadnesses and the joys
The stone you chose is in your hands now. Parents hold thosa of the
slesping children.

The fire grows colder and the darkness decpens. The sheman knools in
front of you and lakes the stone from your open hands. She places your
stone into the sack she carrics. You can barely see hor in the darkness,
but she sesms old and tired, bent almost double with the weight of the
sack, for she cavries the weight of the year pnst for all har people

The last embers of the the fire go dark. You can see nothing at all
within the lodge, but you sense that the shaman has gone. None knows
whero, but some have said she rides the last of the smohe up through the
smoha-hole, out to the place of the Old Ones, carrying the vears of her
people

There is less emoke now. Your eyes rise to look out through the smoke-
hole, and you can sec the pinpoints of starlight. Parhaps your spiril
rises Jike the shaman's, until you can see the whole Earth below you,
blus end areen and while against the starfields, spinning onwards,
elreling the unauenched fires of the Sun.

Your spirit returns to the lodge. Though it is still completely dark,
you sense that the shamen has returned. moving again amongst her people.
She carries no burden now. This time che presses something against tho
ceutre of your forehead. It feels like = tiny orystal, very cold. You
foel it pass through the skin into your body. No words arc said but you
know that this is tho gift of tho Old Omes, taking the offoring of your
past yoar, the sednesses as well as the joys, giving back wisdom for the
year to come.

Suddenly, ot the centre of the lodgs, fire flares brightly. You can see
people’s faces again. The sheman, stending by the fire, straight now and
amiling. tells how the Old Ones have given once more their promise that
the Sun's warmth will come again. and life be renewed. It is time for
the midwinler {east to begin.

Tor us. we must lske our leave of the lodge and return to our own place.
Bocoms aware once more of your own floor bemeath you. Streteh your
limbs. open your eyes, groot your friends. It is time for the midwinter
feast to begin !
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