THE PAGAN MUSIC BOOK

Burning Times
In the cool of the evening, they used to gather
'Neath stars in the meadow, circled near an old oak tree
At the times appointed by the seasons of the Earth
And the phases of the moon
In the centre often stood a woman
Equal with the others and respected for her worth
One of the many we call the witches
The healers and the teachers of the wisdom of the Earth
The people grew through the knowledge she gave them
Herbs to heal their bodies
Spells to make their spirits whole
Can't you hear them chanting healing incantations
Calling forth the Wise Ones
Celebrating dance and song

Isis, Astarte, Diana, Hecate, Demeter, Kali, Inanna (x3)
 

There were those who came to power through domination
And they bonded in the worship of a dead man on a cross
They sought control of the common people
By demanding allegiance to the church of Rome
And the Pope declared an Inquisition
It was a war against the women whose power they feared
In this Holocaust in this age of evil, against the nature people
Nine million European women they died
And the tales is told of those who, by the hundreds
Holding together, chose their death in the sea
While chanting the praises of the Mother Goddess
A refusal of betrayal
Women were dying to be free

Isis, Astarte, Diana, Hecate, Demeter, Kali, Inanna(x3)
Now the Earth is a witch
And the men still burn her! 
Stripping her down with mining and the poisons of their war
While to us the Earth is a healer
A teacher, a mother
A weaver of a web of life that keeps us all alive
She gives us the vision to see through the chaos
She gives us the courage
It is our will to survive!

All Souls Night

By  Lorenna McKennitt

Bonfires dot the rolling hillsides
Figures dance around and around
To drums that pulse out echoes of darkness
Moving to the Pagan sound.

Somewhere in a hidden memory
Images float before my eyes
Of fragrant nights of straw and of bonfires
Dancing 'till the next sunrise.

(chorus:)
I can see the lights in the distance 
Trembling in the dark cloak of night
Candles and lanterns are dancing, dancing,
A waltz on all soul's night.


Figures of cornstalks bend in the shadows
Held up tall as the flames leap high
The Green Knight holds the holly bush
To mark where the old year passes by.

(chorus:)

Bonfires dot the rolling hillsides
Figures dance around and around
To drums that pulse out echoes of darkness
Moving to the Pagan sound.

Standing on the bridge that crosses
The river that goes out to the sea
The wind is full of a thousand voices
They pass by the bridge and me.

(Chorus:)
(to end)

Everything She Touches:

She changes everything she touches
And everything she touches changes.

Her name cannot be spoken, Her face was not forgotten;
Her power is to open, Her promise can never be broken.

All seeds She deeply buries, She weaves the thread of seasons
Her secret, darkness carries, She loves beyond all reason.

All sleeping seeds She wakens, The rainbow is Her token;
Now winter's power is taken, In love all chains are broken.

Everything lost is found again, in a new form, in a new way;
Everything hurt is healed again, In a new time, in a new day.

Bright as a flower and strong as a tree
With our love and with our rage,
Breaking our chains so we can be free
With our love and with our rage.

We are changers, everything we touch can change.
We are changers, everything we touch can change.

Change is, touch is, touch is, change is.
Change us, touch us, touch us, change us. 

A Pagan Love Song

Do I know you?
Haven't you been with me always?
Do I know you?
Weren't you there from the beginning?
We share the same love of life
We share the same gentle spirit
A mirror now to my soul, in my heartbeat you'll hear it. 

Do I know you?
Isn't it time that we listened?
Do I know you?
Lifted the veils from our eyes.
I've dreamed of you, I know I have
Your face is so familiar
I've seen the stars, the verdant hills
I've seen the place where we were.

Do I know you?
Deep in you eyes I can see it
Do I know you?
The music I hear is your soul.
Another time, another life, I'm sure I must have known you
It's comfortable, it feels right, I think we might continue

Do I know you?
Fragments I almost remember
Do I know you?
Is this what they call deja vu?
Let's take it slow, Let's let it grow
Let's keep it simple and easy
Until the day we both can say quite honestly and freely

Do I know you?
I think I do.

Grandma Got Run Over By A Broomstick 

Grandma got ran over by a broomstick
Walking home from our house Halloween.
Now you can say there's no such thing as witches.
But as for me and grandpa, we believe.

She'd consumed too many spirits.
And we begged her not to go.
But she'd forgot her Belladonna,
So she satiated out the door, we didn't know.

When they found her the next morning
At the scene of the attack.
She had bristles on her forehead,
And incriminating brush marks on her back.

Grandma got ran over by a broomstick.
Walking home from our house Halloween.
You can say there's no such thing as witches,
But as for me and grandpa, we believe.

Now we're all so proud of grandpa.
He's been taking it so well.
See him in there watching wrestling,
Drinking wine and dancing sky clad with cousin Nell.

It's not Samhain without grandma.
She's the one with the big hat.
And we just can't help but wonder,
Should we divvy up her candy, or send it back.

Grandma got ran over by a broomstick,
Walking home from our house Halloween.
You can say there's no such thing as witches.
But as for me and grandpa, we believe.

Now the punch is on the table,
And the pumpkin, it's so big.
And the black and silver candles
That would just have matched the hair in grandma's wig.

I've warned all my friends and neighbours,
Better watch out for yourselves.
They should never give a license,
To a gal who flies a broomstick deosil.

Grandma got ran over by a broomstick,
Walking home from our house Halloween.
You can say there's no such thing as witches,
But as for me and grandpa, we believe
