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Eleanor Ray Bone (Artemis) (1910-2001) "Matriarch of British Witchcraft" 
was one of Gerald Gardner's High Priestesses, and played an important part in the revival of contemporary 
Wicca/Witchcraft. She claimed to have been initiated into a hereditary coven in Cumbria, and later formed 
her own coven in South London. During the early 1960's and 70's she was responsible for initiating some of 
the early prominent leaders of the craft, including: Prudence Jones, Vivianne and Chris Crowley, Madge and 
Arthur Worthington and authors John and Kathy (Caitlen) Matthews.  
 

 
 

Eleanor was the daughter of a Girls School Headmistress (name unknown, but died in 1942), and was born 
in London in 1911. From her mother she naturally received a good and varied education, but an experience in 

early childhood caused her to question her faith, Eleanor explained why in a later interview:  
 

"I've held unorthodox views on religion since 8 when my cat died. I was very upset and cried when I asked 
the Vicar whether the creature had gone to heaven; he replied that animals did not go there. This comment 

did not sit well with me and I began to read the Golden Bough and became interested in folklore".  
 

Nothing more about her early life is known at this time, until at the start of World War II in 1939, she 
went to work in Cumbria in the North of England and came under the care of an elderly couple. One evening 

after work, conversation fell to reincarnation and Eleanor mentioned her belief in it, at which the couple 
revealed themselves to be hereditary witches. Later in August 1941 the couple initiated Eleanor into their 
coven of Traditional Witchcraft. Over the next four years Eleanor practised and learned from them before 

returning to London at the end of the war in 1945.  
 

After the war Eleanor married her husband Bill and settled into a house called the Towers in Streatham, 
South London. During the day Eleanor worked as a matron running a home for the elderly, while at night 

she ran a witches coven, as she explained in a later interview:  
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"My flat is a four-penny bus ride from the old folk's home in Streatham, in a house called The Towers. The 

cauldron inside my front door is no door-stop, it's part of my other life. I'm not only a witch, but one of 
Britain's three High Priestesses. By day I dress for my job as matron in a tweed suit, thick lisle stockings 

and brogues. By night I dance naked with only a garter on my left thigh. I've often wondered what my 
neighbours at the Towers think of the bumps in the night. I tell them it's me moving the furniture about.  

 
My coven meets in the living room. I take everything out of the room, clear off the magic circle on the 
carpet, and setting up an altar is no easy task. I use a huge old chest on which I lay my ritual knives. 

Sacrifice? Never. People confuse witches like me with Black Magic. They say the red wine and small cakes 
I administer to my kneeling coven are a travesty of the Holy Communion. Piffle! They are symbolic of the 

harvest and we are simply giving thanks to the gods for the grapes and the grain.  
 

It is true that we are always naked at our rituals, but the reason is our search for purity. We don't wear 
clothes because they bring foreign particles into our magic circle. Our magic circle is purified with salt 

water. It is a big ring drawn at the beginning of each ceremony. It is drawn symbolically with the witches' 
sword - but I've painted mine on the carpet to save time. Once the circle is made, the High Priestess - 

that's me - sprinkles salt water all over it. You might call it our equivalent of Holy Water. When the circle 
has been purified in this way no member of the coven can enter it unless they are naked, for a speck of 

dust from our everyday clothes might spoil our magic.  
 

Please don't run away with the idea that we have a sexual orgy. My coven is made up of middle-aged men 
and women - the kind of people you see in any bus queue. There is nothing sexy about us with our clothes 

off. We take it all very seriously and a prospective member to the "craft" is watched closely for three 
months before his or her nomination is put to the vote. That's how choosy we are.  

 
As high-priestess of the coven I've had my share of crank letters, but I've a stock answer for those kind of 

crackpots - I write and tell them it's a psychiatrist they need, not a witch".  
 

Through the early to mid 1950's when Gerald Gardner was becoming prominent in the press, and 
Gardnerian covens began forming around the country, Eleanor was introduced to him and the two became 

good friends. Later she was initiated into one of his London covens, and in 1960 raised and appointed High 
Priestess of her own Gardnerian coven in Tooting Bec, London. Eleanor's craft name was Artemis, and 

among her early initiates were: Vivianne and Chris Crowley, John and Kathy (Caitlen) Matthews, Prudence 
Jones and Madge and Arthur Worthington. Madge and Arthur in decent from Eleanor founded the 

Whitecroft coven in south London, which ultimately was responsible for large numbers of initiations and 
ensuring the survival of the Gardnerian Tradition in the UK. 
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Eleanor Ray Bone, the ―Matriarch of British 
Witchcraft‖ played an important part in the revival of 
contemporary Wicca/Witchcraft in Britain and Europe.  
She claimed to have been initiated by hereditary 
witches in Cumbria during WWII, and later became one 
of Gerald B. Gardner‘s High Priestesses forming her 
own covens in London and Brighton.  During the early 
1960‘s and 70‘s she was responsible for initiating 
many people onto the path, and some of the most 
prominent leaders of the Craft in Britain today, and 
many European covens can trace their lineage back to 
her. 
  

Eleanor was born Eleanor Margaret Tilley on the 15th of December 1911 at 1 Spruce Villas, Fleet 
Road, Fleet, Hampshire.  At the time of her birth her father Charlie Tilley was the secretary of a 
local Golf Club, while her mother Emma Tilley (nee Roper) was the Headmistress of a Girls 
School.  Eleanor naturally received a good education from her parents, but an early experience in 
childhood caused her to question her religious beliefs, as she explained in a later interview: ―I've 
held unorthodox views on religion since 8 when my cat died.  I was very upset and cried when I 
asked the Vicar whether the creature had gone to heaven; he replied that animals did not go 
there.  This comment did not sit well with me and I began to read the Golden Bough and became 
interested in folklore.‖ 

  
Nothing more about her early life, except at sometime after leaving school she is thought to have joined a 
theatre company and there began an affair with the musical conductor Jacob Posner.  Estranged from his 
then wife, Posner and Eleanor moved-in and lived together producing two children, a son called John (born 
17th Nov 1933) and a daughter called Francesca (date unknown).  Later Posner began affair with another 
woman, circa 1941, and so he and Eleanor parted company. 
  
By this time in order to escape the Nazis blitz that was constantly threatening London, and to aid the war 
effort, Eleanor went to work on a farm in Cumbria, a rural area in the North of England caring for the 
elderly owners.  One evening their conversations centered on reincarnation and Eleanor stated that she 
believed in it, at which point the old couple revealed themselves to be hereditary Witches.  Later in August 
1941 they initiated Eleanor into their coven of traditional witchcraft, and from them she learned all she 
could before returning to London in 1945. 
  
Eleanor next resurfaces on the 5th of July 1958 when she married Arthur William (‗Bill‘) Bone, an 
engineering instrument maker.  It is interesting to note that on their marriage certificate, Eleanor‘s father 
who was clearly still alive and well at that time is listed as a retired Army Colonel, however, no army 
records of a Colonel (only privates) by his name can be found and nothing more about him is known?  By 
this time Eleanor was working as a registered nurse at ―The Brackenburn Rest Home‖, located at 4 
Birchwood Road, in Tooting Bec, London.  After her marriage to Bill, they moved into a flat in a house 

http://www.controverscial.com/Gerald%20Brosseau%20Gardner.htm
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called ―The Towers‖ at 120 Trinity Road, also in Tooting Bec, which was just a short bus ride away from 
where she worked. 
 
It is uncertain as to how and when Eleanor became acquainted with Gerald B. Gardner, but it is thought to 
have been around the end of the 1950‘s after reading his book ―The Meaning of Witchcraft‖ published in 
1959.  Eleanor may have written to him asking for more details about witchcraft and the two became good 
friends.  Gardner later introduced her to the members of his ―Bricket Wood‖ coven in St Albans, 
Hertfordshire.  However, Eleanor as an already experienced Witch, and a Matronly lady in her 40‘s, was 
not really compatible with the trendy younger generation that made up the majority of the Bricket Wood 
coven members. 

  
Jack Bracelin the then High Priest of the Bricket Wood coven later 
arranged for her private initiation to the first degree by another High 
Priest, thought to have been during the Spring of 1961, and then referred 
her back to Gerald Gardner for further training.  Gardner then invited her 
to the Isle of Man for a month of intensive training and in 1962 raised 
her through the second and third degrees to High Priestess.  Taking the 
craft name Artemis, Eleanor then ―hived-off‖ to found her own coven in 
Tooting Bec, London. 
  
Over the next two decades Eleanor trained, initiated and helped many 
other people to find their paths, and they in turn ―hived off‖ to set up 
their own covens.  Two of her best-known initiates included Madge 
Worthington and Arthur Eaglen who went on to found the prolific 

Whitecroft Way coven in South London.  In this way Eleanor was ultimately responsible for a large number 
of down-line initiatory descendants that ensured the survival of the Gardnerian Tradition both in the 
UK and across Europe. 
  
During the day Eleanor was a registered nurse Matron in charge of running an old folk‘s home, while at 
night she was a High Priestess in charge of a coven of Witches as she explained in a later interview: 
  

―My flat is a four-penny bus ride from the old folk‘s home in Streatham, in a house called The 
Towers.  The cauldron inside my front door is no door-stop, it‘s part of my other life. I‘m not only a 
witch, but one of Britain‘s three High Priestesses.  By day I dress for my job as matron in a tweed 
suit, thick lisle stockings and brogues.  By night I dance naked with only a garter on my left 
thigh.  I‘ve often wondered what my neighbours at the Towers think of the bumps in the night.  I tell 
them it‘s me moving the furniture about. 
  
My coven meets in the living room.  I take everything out of the room, clearing off the magic circle 
on the carpet, and setting up an altar is no easy task.  I use a huge old chest on which I lay my ritual 
knives.  Sacrifice?  Never.  People confuse witches like me with Black Magic.  They say the red 
wine and small cakes I administer to my kneeling coven are a travesty of the Holy 

http://www.controverscial.com/Gerald%20Brosseau%20Gardner.htm
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Communion.  Piffle!  They are symbolic of the harvest and we are simply giving thanks to the gods 
for the grapes and the grain. 
  
It is true that we are always naked at our rituals, but the reason is our search for purity.  We don‘t 
wear clothes because they bring foreign particles into our magic circle.  Our magic circle is purified 
with salt water.  It is a big ring drawn at the beginning of each ceremony.  It is drawn symbolically 
with the witches‘ sword – but I‘ve painted mine on the carpet to save time.  Once the circle is made, 
the High Priestess – that‘s me – sprinkles salt water all over it.  You might call it our equivalent of 
Holy Water.  When the circle has been purified in this way no member of the coven can enter it 
unless they are naked, for a speck of dust from our everyday clothes might spoil our magic. 
  
Please don‘t run away with the idea that we have a sexual orgy.  My coven is made up of middle-
aged men and women – the kind of people you see in any bus queue.  There is nothing sexy about us 
with our clothes off.  We take it all very seriously and a prospective member to the ―craft‖ is 
watched closely for three months before his or her nomination is put to the vote.  That‘s how choosy 
we are. As high-priestess of the coven I‘ve had my share of crank letters, but I‘ve a stock answer 
for those kind of crackpots – I write and tell them it‘s a psychiatrist they need, not a witch‖. 
 

Eleanor‘s connection with other witches through the 1960‘s included ―Dafo‖ the mysterious witch of the 
New Forest coven in Hampshire responsible for initiating Gerald B. Gardner into the Craft during 
1939, about whom she talked about in an interview: 
  

―Dafo most certainly did exist and I had the pleasure of visiting her with Gerald Gardner and my 
husband on many occasions.  We were good friends.  Dafo talked about the New Forest traditions 
and seemed to think that the coven had originated from around the time of Rufus— the Norman 
King who died in the forest.  She was a schoolteacher and was also known to my mother who knew 
her through the Hampshire education circuit.  I never met any other members of the New Forest 
coven and did not practise Wicca with Dafo. She and I were good friends.  She confided in me that 
both she and the New Forest coven gave a sigh of relief when Gerald Gardner moved away to the 
Isle of Man.  They felt he was a publicity seeker and I know for a fact he had never been trusted 
with any teachings in writing.  Dafo and I called Gerald 'The Old Boy'— he was a lovely old man and 
generous to a fault, people often took advantage of him.  I know he had never been initiated beyond 
the first degree in Wicca‖. 

  
Into the early 1960‘s a number of publicity scandals threatened to check the progress of the newly 
evolving Gardnerian Tradition as other people began forming their own covens and traditions.  The most 
famous of these was of course Alex Sanders, who having taken the title ―King of the Witches‖ like Gerald 
Gardner he actively courted media attention.  After the death of Gerald Gardner on the 12th February 1964, 
it was then left to his three main High Priestesses:  Monique Wilson, Patricia Crowther and Eleanor Bone 
to carry on his legacy and represent the public face of the Gardnerian Tradition in Britain. 
  
Monique Wilson who had founded two covens in Scotland had already become one of his main 
spokespersons and was dubbed by the press ―the Queen of the Witches‖, a title that brought on her the 

http://www.controverscial.com/Alex%20Sanders.htm
http://www.controverscial.com/Monique%20Wilson.htm
http://www.controverscial.com/Patricia%20Crowther.htm
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disdain of other craft leaders, and in particular Eleanor Bone, who had no time for hypocrisy.  Just before 
Gardner‘s death however, Monique initiated Raymond Buckland into the Craft, who went on to found the 
first Gardnerian coven in the United States. 
 
Patricia Crowther in the North of England had founded covens in Yorkshire and Lancashire.  As a minor show-
biz celebrity connected with the entertainment world, Patricia became a frequent guest on 
radio talk shows, appeared regularly on local television, and traveled up and down the 
country giving lectures at Universities and other institutions in her efforts to dispel the 
many myths and misconceptions surrounding the Craft and the Old Religion. 

Patricia Crowther 
  

In London, Eleanor was accomplishing much the same in her own way, she was always 
willing to pose for photographers or give interviews to authors, journalists and 
researchers.  She was motivated not out of personal gain or recognition, but simply trying 
to represent Wicca and Witchcraft in a positive light.  Her sincere hope was that modern 
society would eventually accept Wicca as a legitimate religion, equal alongside others such like Christianity and 
Buddhism etc. 
  

In June 1964 Eleanor invited a newspaper photographer to photograph parts of a secret initiation ceremony 
held in the remote witches cottage deep in Bricket Wood, Hertfordshire.  Initiations at the cottage were 
always conducted skyclad (naked)… 
  

           
Cottage in Locket Wood, Hertfordshire 
 

… And in May 1965 to witness and photograph a fire ritual held at the famous Rollright Stones circle in Wiltshire: 
 

   
Rollright Stones circle in Wiltshire 

http://www.controverscial.com/Raymond%20Buckland.htm
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In 1966 Eleanor and Patricia Crowther came together to denounce Alex Sanders as the ―King of the 
Witches‖, a title they thought he had no right to claim, they also refuted his claim to a hereditary witch 
linage and the manner in which he claimed to have been initiated as a witch.  Their battle to discredit 
Sanders had little effect however, except to emphasize the Gardnerians mis-trust of others outside of 
their own tradition, for Sanders succeeded in forming an equally strong and influential tradition, the 
Alexandrian Tradition.  Eleanor however did gain some ground that year when she was chosen to replace 
Harold Wilson, the Prime Minister, as an honorary member of the Oxford University Liberal Club. 
 
Also in 1966 Eleanor purchased a cottage in the village of Blindcrake, near Cockermouth, Cumbria, the 
county in northern England she had grown to love while working through the war years.  This she had 
renovated for use as her home in the country where she could take a break from the pace and pressures 
of life living in London.  She also started a new coven there, which soon caught the attention of the local 
news media: 
  
New Brooms For Old                (Newspaper Article in Prediction – Monthly Miscellany November 1, 1966) 

  
Mrs. Eleanor Bone, one of our leading modern witches, is planning to form a coven in 
Cumberland.  At present Mrs. Bone, with her husband, runs an old people‘s home in London. But she 
has taken a cottage at Blindcrake, near Cockermouth, and is now busy modernizing it before moving 
in. 
She says that even before they thought of moving to Cumberland, she had a number of letters from 
people in the area expressing interest in the craft. 
 
―I think people in the country‖ she added, ―are fare more sympathetic to the craft than city 
people.‖ 
  
In the Glasgow Herald however, Alastair Phillips thinks Mrs. Bone will not find things easy in 
Cumberland, which, he says, is already full of witches and warlocks. ―She will doubtless find her 
cantrips severely tested by the rivalry of many experienced, if less well-known, witches and 
adherents, who will be less easily overcome or convinced than the idle and decadent dilettantes of 
the London suburbs‖. 
One might, I think, reassure walkers who climb the Great Gable or stride along Striding Edge, that 
they need not fear meeting any air-borne witches or warlocks. Modern witches do not fly, not even 
on vacuum cleaners! 
  

As time moved on through the 1960‘s Eleanor found herself being called upon to speak more and more 
about the Craft.  She was also considered an authority on curses and spells, and during a trip to the United 
States was asked to participate in a US television chat show with another curse authority, the 
eccentric Sybil Leek.  Both being strong willed and outspoken women, after an exchange of dry witty 
insults, Eleanor was asked to turn Sybil into a toad, at which she replied:  ―Why should I improve on 
nature.‖ 
  

http://www.controverscial.com/Sybil%20Leek.htm
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In 1968 Eleanor went on a pilgrimage to Tunis where she visited the grave of Gerald B. Gardner.  While 
there she learned from the Chaplin that the Tunisian Government would shortly be turning the cemetery 
into a public park.  He explained that if she wished to disinter his remains and move them to another 
location, that this could be arranged.  Through donations made by members of the Craft, Gardner‘s remains 
were later laid to rest in a more fitting place close to the ancient city of Carthage, once a prominent 
religious centre where they worshiped the Moon goddess Tanit and the Sun god Baal, the equivalent of the 
Phoenician goddess Astarte.  Cults associated with the Greek goddesses Demeter and Persephone and the 
Roman goddess Juno were also worshiped there.  While Eleanor arranged all this in his honour, she never 
made mention of it again publicly. 
  
Sadly after almost 40 years, Gardner‘s grave had been left untended, although undisturbed and unmarked, 
through time it had gradually settled and subsided unevenly into the ground and become overgrown with 
weeds and strewn with rubble.  However, in 2007 a meeting took place between Patricia Crowther and 
Larry Jones, a member of the Craft from Washington State, U.S.A.  Larry at the time was working in North 
Africa, and Patricia took the opportunity to charge Larry with finding his grave.  Taking a short break from 
his work to visit Tunis, he managed to track down the location of the grave and in the short time available 
to him, arranged for the ground to be cleared and the gravestone re-erected.  A new plaque was then 
added on top of the gravestone. 
 
In 2007, a new plaque was added on top of Gardner‘s 
grave that reads in the words of Patricia Crowther: 
  
Gerald Brosseau Gardner 
13th June 1884 - 12th February 1964 
Author Archaeologist Artist 
Father of Modern Wica 
Beloved of the Great Goddess 
  
 
After years of living within the hustle and bustle of London, in 1972 Eleanor and Bill decided to move back 
to the peace and quite of Cumbria full-time.  This time they bought a small nursing home in Alston, which at 
1000 feet above sea level is one of the highest market village settlements in England.  It is also very 
remote and situated in a landscape designated as an ―Area of Outstanding Natural Beauty.‖  From there 
Eleanor also continued to run her coven at Cockermouth, just a short 50 mile car drive away across the 
scenic North Pennines. 
  
At its peak Alston was once a thriving lead-mining area and home to about a 7,000 people, but today its 
population has dropped to less than 1,200.  Sadly just a few years after moving into their new nursing 
home, they were forced to close it down due to financial mismanagement.  Effectively made bankrupt and 
without other funds they were appointed a council house in the next village Garrigill, situated just a few 
miles away from where the nursing home had been located.  Toward the end of the 1970‘s and unable to 
maintain her regular trips to Cockermouth, her coven also became inactive.  
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Perhaps due to the stress of the sudden move into poorer circumstances, Eleanor and Bill later became 
estranged, but continued to live together in the council house until he passed away on the 24th of August 
1984.  Eleanor had Bill‘s remains cremated and on the 30th of August 1984, privately buried his ashes in 
the public cemetery at Garrigill.  She performed a ritual service herself, but without permission from the 
council, and so no official records exist of where exactly she buried him. 
  
While her coven in Cockermouth had become inactive, Eleanor had not given up her position as a High 
Priestess of the Gardnerian tradition, and instead took on a role as an Elder spokeswoman for the Craft 
speaking out in its defense.  Shortly after the death of her husband in 1984 she was asked to give another 
interview on Witchcraft.  This was later published in a Newcastle newspaper.  After it appeared she 
became so inundated with correspondence from people wishing to know more, she decided to start teaching 
again and formed a new coven from her home in Garrigill.  This lasted for more than a decade before it 
disbanded as more and more people left the area for better work opportunities. 
  
Eleanor‘s final years appear to have been lonely ones, her coven had disbanded and she had lost touch with 
most of the London Wicca community.  Aside from her devoted son John who visited regularly, she had one 
friend who lived a few houses down the road, an elderly lady with whom she did crossword puzzles and 
exchanged crime novels from the library.  Occasionally some of her neighbours would pop in and cook a 
meal for her, and the local council housing inspector dropped by once a week to bring her what little 
essential shopping she could afford. Sadly her son John passed away on the 29th September 1999.  His 
remains were also cremated and Eleanor kept his ashes in urn at her home. 
  
In the summer of 2001 Eleanor gave a final interview for the then annual ―Occulture Festival‖ held in 
Brighton.  In a live telephone link-up from her home in Garrigill, she spoke about the origins of modern 
Witchcraft and discussed some little known facts about the New Forest coven (see Dafo quoted above).  In 
her closing comments she reminded people that when she had first practiced the Craft, it had still been 
illegal, and since then we had come along way in gaining acceptance, she was proud that Wicca was finally 
taking its place beside other world religions.  The interview finished with a standing ovation. 
  
Later that year in August 2001, already frail in health, Eleanor stated she would soon be ―called back to 
the Old Gods‖, and so made arrangements to wrap up her affairs.  Just a month later at the Autumn 
Equinox, her health took a turn for the worse and her dedicated carer who visited each day found she had 

passed away in her sleep on the 21st of September 2001. 
  
Sadly Eleanor died penniless and all her belongings were sold to cover her 
basic funeral expenses, but this did not include a grave marker, and so she 
was buried in an unmarked grave at the back of the Garrigill public 
cemetery.  The ashes of her devoted son John were also buried with 
her.  Despite all her efforts over the years to debunk and dispel the many 
myths and disillusionments about witchcraft, the age-old sigma of being a 
Witch still prevailed, for apparently the local council decided they did not 
want a so-called Witch buried in a prominent place in their public cemetery. 
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Throughout her many years as a spokesperson for the Gardnerian Tradition and Wicca in general, Eleanor 
was always unhesitating when answering bigots and outside critics of the Craft, and was particularly 
disdainful of those in the Craft she felt degraded their positions by taking unjustified titles to boost their 
own self egos.  Weather she approved or not is uncertain, but toward the end of her life she was given her 
own title as the ―Matriarch of British Witchcraft‖.  The origin of the title is unknown, but there can be 
little doubt that she enjoyed a special regard within the Pagan community and today her name commands 
the respect of most all Pagans and Witches. 
 
On Saturday the 12th of September 2015, on a cold, wet and windy day, Pagans, Wiccans and Witches gathered 
together at 13.00pm in the Town Hall in nearby Alston to celebrate the legacy left behind by Eleanor Ray 
Bone.  They then relocated to the Garrigill public cemetery a short distance away where Eleanor‘s the new 
gravestone and resting place was appropriately dressed for the occasion. 

 
  

The headstone prepared as an altar for the ritual to consecrate 
the ground and dedicate the memorial to Eleanor. 

  
When all had gathered again at the cemetery, a circle was 
formed around the grave and the ritual service of dedication 
began.  Four representatives from different lines of the 
Gardnerian Wicca tradition then called in the ―Gods and Mighty 
Ones of the four directions‖ and asked them to guard her 
resting place.  Rufus and Melissa Harrington then ritually 
consecrated the grave with incense, salt and water. 
  

      
  

Rufus & Melissa Harrington consecrating the grave with incense, salt and water. 
  
Time was then allowed for messages and devotions.  Unable to attend herself, Ashley Mortimer from the 
Doreen Valiente Foundation then read out a message on behalf of Patricia Crowther to her fellow High 
Priestess and long time friend, which reads: 
  

―Greetings to everyone on this important occasion.  It is good to know that a headstone for Ray‘s grave 
has been purchased by the Pagan community and is being erected today.  As a High Priestess Ray ran a 

http://www.controverscial.com/Patricia%20Crowther.htm
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coven for many years and worked hard in her defence of the ―Craft of The Wise‖, by her interviews on 
radio, television and the ―Fourth Estate‖.  And we must not forget that when the graveyard where 
Gerald‘s body was situated was due to be turned into a park it was Ray who organised the proceedings, 
went to Tunis and had his remains transferred to a cemetery in that city. 
  
Although we kept in touch by the phone, we last met in July 1982, when we were staying in the Lake 
District and Ray came over to see us, accompanied by her dog.  We had a good few hours catching up 
on old times and discussing the then Pagan scene, it was a most enjoyable afternoon for all of us. 
  
It is indeed gratifying to know that modern Pagans are remembering Ray in this way and that both the 
Craft and Paganism are going from strength to strength.  And I am sure that Ray is aware of the 
ceremony for her which is taking place today. 
  
Blessed Be!                            Patricia Crowther.‖ 

  
 
  

Ashley Mortimer reads out a message from Patricia Crowther. 
  
Sophia Boann (founder and chair of the Eleanor Bone Memorial 
Fund) then read out the words that Eleanor herself had used during 
the ritual she performed at Gerald B. Gardner‘s grave in Tunis, and 
which she had repeated for her own husband Bill.  Next Eleanor Bone‘s granddaughter Sheena recited the poem 
―Elegy for a Dead Witch‖ by Doreen Valiente, after which the service was concluded by dismissing and 
thanking the ―Gods and Mighty Ones‖ for attending and closing the circle. 
 

 

http://www.controverscial.com/Doreen%20Valiente.htm

