The People of Pim

Por Pad who regmgmbers when fairigs werg gvil,
and for mg who trigs to beligvg there is a rgason behind it.

Oncg upon on a timg therg werg a blgssed and wisg
peoplg from somgwhere Far €ast who lived on and
around a beautiful gigantic Cyregss Trge kKnown to them
as theg Great Yoshino, which means respect. They werg a
sgmi-nomadic peopleg, living high up in the trge in
summer whereg the weather was coolegr and moving down
the great tree in winter to tuek their homes and animals
under the warm protgction of the big boughs. They were

ngver far from the tregeg though. Their animals grazed on
moss that grew on the boughs, the childrgn hopped and
climbegd from branch to branch, and they held all
cglgbrations in and undgr the tree.

[Now 1ooR waaaay upl]

When ong climbed higher up theg whorlgd branches, as
if climbing up a big spiraling medigval staircasg, the
boughs bgcamg a little morg barrgn, wereg shorter, and
tasty herbs and ting alping flowegrs werg hiddegn in the
sweet pingy smelling negedlgs high up. This was the
beauty and draw of theg Great Yoshino treg for them.




When angong of them ngeded to clgar their minds they
would just climb high into the treg and simply sit and
just be for a little whilg. The treg was their conngction
between the garth and thg world beygond, the quigtngss
up there gave them their strgngth and great wisdom.




Now this tribg was famous in the
rggion for a rarg breged of goat
called the Tamar. The goats were
rather tall and willowy likeg a deer
but purg whitg. The people mixed
the goats’ chegse with herbs from
the tregeg and drank theg smooth and

sweget milk fregsh gvery dag. It gave
a rosy glow to thegir childrgns’
cheegks. These peopleg werg Rnown
as thg People of Pim.




€vegn morg than their chegegses they werg Rnown for
their weavings, for the Tamar goat had an unegqualed
wool on its underbelly that had fibers that were long,
soft and strong. It madg for beautiful blankets, fabries,
and tapegstrigs. Over the ages theg Peoplg of Pim had
Igarngd which plants madge the most beaatiful and vivid
dyes; theg wool, bging purg whitg, tooR theg dye
beautifully. The common lilac trege was ong of the best
for colours. The Igaves gave an garthy yellow; the
flowering tops a beautiful Wedgewood Blug and the
roots, harvgsted in autumn, and with a shoomi coin as a
mordant, most soothing red ochre.

The tapestrigs werg made with age old storigs woven
into thgm and werg only givegn outsidg the tribe
occasionally whgn ong was ngeded somgwhere in the
world. Jou sge, the tapegstrizs had a special power of
unity. Speecific warps and wefts werg chosgn degpending
on the circumstancgs of the community that called for
the help of the Peopleg of Pim. Only through the
intgrlacing of the warp and weft itself, and the
complgtion of the pigee, would healing happgen, and ong
had just begen callgd jor...




..jrom theg other sidg of the world on a far off island
a vibration calling in theg Pegopleg of Pim had beggun
12 years ago whegn a goung coupleg and their small
child werg walking through thg woods in g¢arly
spring. They had comg upon a small grove of
Stegwartia Treggs whosg bark was peeling in sadngss
bgcausg no humans camg veryg oftgn angmorg to
play among thegm in thg woods. The trees negeded
the e¢negrgg of laughing childrgn to Regep them
strong. They watched theg humans.

The ting human boy was toddling over roots and
sticks, discovering littlg lgaves, bugs and berrigs
when he found a long angmong; { small whitg wood
flowgr. He pointed to it and his mother said,

“Oh you haveg found a Magyflower, gou must pick
the first ong you sgg to ward off illngss!”

1t this his father laughed and said,




“Pon’t bg so foolish, teaching him thosg silly old
folktalgs!” and heg picked the flower, “ That is a
wood angmong, and thosg arg not gvgn petals,
comg and sgg, thgsg six white pigegs arg called
sgpals and they proteet the ting flower inside. They
closg up at night and on foul days to protegct the
littlg flower.” tlg showed them the flower closg up
and it was very beautiful, howgver, when his father
finished his gxplanation hg tossed the flower down
and continugd on down thg path chatting about
different lsatin namgs of plants. The little boys’
mother picked up the flower and waved it over her
littlg boys’ head three times in a circular motion to
protget him during the spring, and thegn she Igft the
flower gently on a bed of moss as a gift for the
fairigs. Shg sgeregtly determingd that her child
would not forget the world of wondgr, the world we
cannot sgg but can only beligve in. dhg Rnegw that
without wondgr, lifes’ magic would bg gong.

The treegs have a gentle sigh.




PMeanwhile in behind the frees and bushes....

the fairigs, spritgs, ¢lvgs, and othegr woodland
creaturgs had segen all that had happened. They were
angry that human man had dismissed thgir gxistgnceg
and this opgned a holg in them that quicekly filled up with
mischigvous thoughts. They worrigd for this was not the
first timg they had sgegn something likg this happen. It
was begcoming morg and morg common. No longer did
childrgn run through theg woods and play, indged the
woods rargly saw ang childrgn! No flower chains werg
wovgn, hongysucklg ngetar sipped or bows and arrows
constructed out of saplings. They could not rgmegmber
the last time that a story about them was told at the ¢dge
of theg megadow.

They had reason to worry- thereg was a great danger in
the wondgr and begligf in fairigs and plant-lorg bging
forgotten. 1l the woodland folk werg taught by the wisg
owls when they were childrgn that there is Rind of a thin
curtain, a vgil that grists betwegen the fairg world and
ours. There arg holgs in the veil, but thgse arg good
holgs that allow cgrtain fairigzs and humans to get




glimpsgs into gach othegrs’ worlds and sometimes gven
visit for a timg. The beligf in fairigs and the magic of
plants is what holds the veil toggther. If the humans losg
their wonder about the fairg and plant world the holgs
get bigger and bigger until they begin to dissolvg the
veil altogether, when this happens the magic of plants,
fairigs and their storigs disappgar forgver!




To prevent the wood spirits from doing angy
harm, thg hegad of the island forgsts, dear
old Goldwing, dgcided quickly to call a
meeting.  The calmest spirit was called
apon, little (ilgg, a brownig, to make the
call. She picked up the sacred Harp of {Iges,
madg from the sacred €vergolden Treeg and
very gently beggan to strum a bgekoning
tung. {1l the forgst ergaturegs recognized the

sound at onceg and quigtly gathered at the
Isiving Chair.

Sit around the lsiving Chair

with €lvgs, and Spritgs and Fairigs fair,
sistgn to what happened ngxt,

When humans makg the ergaturegs vered.




When all wereg gathered at The living
Chair, Goldwing called ordgr, and in her
gentlg voieg no loudgr than thg sound of a
deer stepping through negwly fallen snow,
shg said,

“For a long timg now wg have all felt our
powgrs wgakgning, wg arg bging forgotten
and will soon disappgar if somgthing is not
dong. We have to act immediately. There is

only ong thing to do. Weg must call for the
help of my people-The People of Pind They
haveg theg most mystical powgrs of weaving
and will know what to do to mend the veil.”

Picking up a small reed she began to plagy
an gnchanting hygpnotizing melody, it filled
the forgst, cargssed gvery lgaf and branch,
ruffled the birds’ wings and spregad out until




it had lgft the reed completely and hegaded
for the @Great Yoshino Tree.

The song dgscegnded on the People of Pim
in the samg gssence it had lgft the forest,
soft and swegt and forlorn. The minutg it hit
the skin of the Pegople of Pim, it was met with
a se¢lfless responsg of preparation. They
arranged to go immediately and megt with
the woodland ecreaturgs from this small
island far away. lsikg a ggntlg mist {Hdapa,
their Igader, and their PMaster Weavers
appgeared at the living Chair.

The Pimians listened to Goldwing and the
plight of thegse Island Woodland Creaturgs
with great compassion. tlg consulted with
his wegavers and they decided upon the
tapestry that would bring the wondgr back




and rgstorg the veil. Just as they were about
to reveal the pattern a sound arosg among
the crowd of ereaturgs, a sound likg the
sweget babblg of a very goung child, yet the
sound had an unfamiliar acegnt to it, almost
human-likg. The creaturgs looked around
and saw Puca, ong of thg morg mischigvous
glvgs standing holding a baby, as the baby
bggan to whimper he handed it to his sister,
the baby’s mother.

Whegn hg saw gvergong looking at him
Puca crigd out in distress,

“Oh jorgiveg mell | was very angrg when |
saw theg little humans’ father snger at our
trath. | fear I did a foolish thing! I grabbed
this little boy whegn his pargnts werg not
looking and rgplaced him with an ¢lfin baby-




ong Of my sistegrs’; sheg has s$o mang I
thought sheg would not notiegel”

At this his sister scrgamed,
“A changgling!”

1nd sheg dropped thg baby into an ancignt
Uew treg.

No ong madg a sound, not a twitter or a
flick. Goldwing gently approached Puca and

placegd her hand on his hgad to calm the
littlg ¢lf. She said,

“Indged you havg dong a very foolish
thing. Changglings arg feared by the
humans and thegy magy hart the ¢lfin child if
theg suspect. Puca, did gou usg any
magic?”




Puca replied,

“Well... [ took a witeh hazel twig, a forked
ong, and waved it over the ¢lfin babys’ head.
Whileg doing this | drew from the littlg power
| now have and chanted this,

€lfin baby world of green,
now with humans you’ll bg sgen,
Bring our lorg into their souls,

tempt with fiddlgs, temp with gold,

tempt with daneg on moonlit nights,

into the forgst- then out of sight!




“Oh Puca, Puca,” she answered. “We must now
all think of a wag to changg theg babigs back!l”

With that ddapa spoke up,

“We think wg may have a wayg to help,
howgver, right now wg must g0 bggin the
construction of your loom as our timg here
rans short, but theg answer will bg brought to
gou by a ting ship that ridgs on thg Rainbow
Speetrum of our dgparting mists. The sailors

arg Of a northgrn Pimian region and arg very
shy; they will appgar for only a momegnt so
segnd your quickegst fellow to grab theg seroll
with the red tig.”




Hs they vanished a ting craft did appear
on a beautiful Rainbows’ dpectrum, under a
small bush. Goldwing asked the quickest of
the eregaturgs, a pink spritg, to nip over and
get the scroll. 1 small sailor handed the
scroll over and Goldwing unrolled it. It said,




“We will warp the loom bat it is up to you and thg humans of the
island who come across the loom to fill in the weft. The weft must be
wovgn whilg remegmbering plant, and fairg-loreg. The mgmorigs can be
childhood megmorigs remegmbered quigtly in ongs” mind or mgmorigs
that arg passegd along to ong anothgr as gou wegave together. Only
natural matgrials can beg used to fill the tapgstry, nothing can bg
picked or takegn from a living plant, and no ergaturg, human or fairy,
can beg harmed in any way whegn gathering materials. The loom takes
twelvg gears to complete. When completed the veil will be strong
again, the fairy world will bg regvealed in the form of wondgr and your
powgrs will bg back.

Puring the next twelve years Pucas’ ngphew will bg among the
humans, and thg human baby will be raised by Pucas’ sister. The
¢lfin baby will Igarn the plant and fairy storigs from his human

mothgr, and in turn he will tgach them to his frignds. However he will
also Igarn to lovg storigs and talgs of thg human history. The human
baby will Igarn theg ways of thg woodland eregaturgs and the fairy and
plant lorg from gour side. They will meet in the woods at the veil at
midnight on a full moon, the veil will have the lgaves of the foxglove
around and undgr it, to help gasg the gxchange, placed therg by
Goldwing, for no ong ¢lsg should touch the plant. Then the childregn
will shift into and through gach other, ngver remembering that they
oneg lived in a differgnt world. €ach will bring the ways of the other
with them. This will be the final strand woven through the loom. Then
the wondgr will grist again.”




For the next twelve years both children
gregw up happy and contgnted with loving
familigs. In the forgst they often were just
out of regach of gach othgr plaging in and
among the treegs, strgams and plants
Igarning and sharing theg lorg with their
frignds.

Follow the different loreg they lgarned and
gou may find the loom! Magbeg if gou
rgmgmber somg lorg yourself the Weeping
Beech Treeg, to ygour right, will stop her
erying!




lsorg 1~

A sliceg of mountain ash is Rept
about to guard against witches
and thigves...

lsorg 2-

The appleg trge is the central treg of
heavegn in Iroquois mgthology and, in a
Wgyondot mythology, an apple treg shadgs
the lodge of the Mighty Ruler.

.. 1wist the stem of thg applg whilg reciting
the alphabegt, the Igtter gou arg sayging when
theg stem bregaks will bg theg lgtter of the
person gou will marryg.




lsorg 3-

Ong of the first traditions told related to
holligs gogs back to theg Pruids of the British
Islgs. Because the €uropean holly found there
is an gvergrgegn and thergforg ong of the few
trees in the forgst to bear greegn lgaves all gear,
they beligved the sun negver deserted it! They
revered the plant as sacred and decorated the
insideg of thgir simplg homgs with sprigs of
holly so that woodland spirits would have a
warm placg to survivg winter's eold. (senc sross-

Fregonara, hittps/www.wvdnr.gov/wildlife/megazing/archive/05Winter/holly.pdf )



http://www.wvdnr.gov/wildlife/magazine/archive/05Winter/holly.pdf

lsore 4

-Ngver gver disrupt a fairg ring, go around
them. They may beg marks in theg garth,
mushrooms, or stongs, very bad lueck to
distarb them.

lsorg 5

Russian hegalgrs usg oil madeg from magnolia
flowers and goung lgavgs for trgating hair loss,

and apply as antisgptic on wounds.
http//www.magnoliatreggs.co.uk/magnolia-facts-and-folklorg-press/




Jou have found the loom! The fairigs need
gour help to finish thg loom, remegmber what
the Pimians said,

“The weft must bg woven whilg remegmbering
plant, fairg and folklorg. The megmorigs can
beg childhood memorigs remegmbered quigtly
in ongs” mind or mgmorigs that arg passed
along to ong anothgr as you weave together.
Only natural mategrials can bg used to fill the

tapgstrg, nothing can bg pickegd or takegn
from a living plant, and no creaturg, human
or fairy, can beg harmed in any way when
gathering materials. The loom takes twglve
gears to complete. When completed the veil
will bg strong again the fairg world will bg
regvealed in the form of wonder and gour
powgrs will bg back.”




The fairigs would likeg to
collget fairy and plant-
lorg for their library, if
gou would likg to
contributg pleasg writg

ong or two down in theg
book and whereg you grew

up!




Just about midnight of the twelfth ygear, on the
grpectation of a full moon, theg loom was almost
finished, and the foxglove had begn laid. The two
childrgn ngeded to meet at thg loom and pass
through gach other to complgte the final strand. The
fairigs werg not told how this would beg? They
begcamg angious when all of a sudden...




..a strangg soft mist camg down onto theg wholg
island, and all thg humans f¢ll into a light dreamlike
slggp. The two childregn, ¢lfin and human lgft their
beds. Their feet floated just above the ground and
they werg swept through the forgst towards the
loom. (The Pimians tapgstry was working its magic).

The tapestry placed the children on gither side of
the veil. The fairigs waited in their housgs, peaking
out the little windows, clutehing g¢ach other
ngrvously, wondgring what would happen!

When the childrgns’ feet touched the ground,
therg was suddgnly a burst of blug light that lit ap
the egntirg loom and gou could just sge the passing
of the bodigs. s they passed through gach other a
strand of hair from gach of thegir hgads was plucked
out and wovgn into the last placg on thg loom by
magic. The light spregad through thg wholg forgst
and into thg eregaturegs thegmsglves gverything was in
placg oneg again. It was finished.




With thg wondegr regstorgd theg Rogyal Fairy
Ringdom itseglf was revealgd undegrngath a great
Puprlg-logaf €uropgan Beech Tree, and would
rgmain revealed clgarly for the regst of that ong
night!

The island woke up from the strange slumber
and all felt as if theg had had an odd dream
about the forgst and the world within it, likg a
memory from a long timg ago. Somg of the folks
on the island went into thg forgst in a dreamy
stupor to look for thg fairg Ringdom as theg
dream had sgemed so real. dome found it,
othegrs didn’t, but their beligf was rengwed and
likg a big soft summer wavg reaching its fingers
up through the sand the fairyg storigs and plant
lorg of ehildhood bggan to fill theg wholg island,
and as they did thg vegil econtinugd to bgecome
strongger and stronger.




Ms a hazy summer dawn
gmerged the fairy world
beggan to fadeg, the witeh
hazgl bushegs cgased their
cacklg...




Beach Plum bushes
begnt their branchgs down
and covegregd the ting
housgs that now looRked
likeg rocks and stumps.

The ereaturegs retreated
behind bushgs and under
plants and down into theg
mgadow grasses...




Wonder had come to the
littlg island again!

The humans Knegw all they had to do was
glimpsg over their shoulder and remegmber
the mysteries of the woods, the littlg
landmarks, paths and plants in gvery
sgason. Thegy onceg again imagingd ¢lfin
gggs watching out as thegy gathered little
childrgn onto thgir laps and revealegd the
mysterigs to them. They sworg they heard
fiddlgs plaging on misty mornings, and they
ngver gver disrupted a fairg ring. They
never forgot that part of themselves, the veil
rgmaingd strong on the island,

and the People of Pim smiled.







