Erce, Erce, Erce, eorpan modor,

geunne pe se alwealda, &ce drihten,

ecera wexendra ond wridendra,
eacniendra ond elniendra,
sceafta hehra scira wastma.

ond p&ra bradan berewastma, ]
ond p&ra hwitan hw&tewastma,
ond ealra eorpan wastma.

Erce, Erce, Erce, eorpan modor,

Geunne him &ce drihten

ond his halige, pe on heofonum sint,
pet his irp s1 gefripod wid ealra feonda gehwaene,
ond h&o s1 geborgen wid ealra bealwa gehwylc,

p&ra lyblaca geond land sawen.

Holy, Holy, Holy, Mother Earth!

May the all-wielder, the eternal lord, grant
Flowering fields in full bloom,

Fertile and flourishing,

Sturdy stems, bright bounty,

And broad barley crops,

And white wheat crops,

And all the earth’s harvest.

Holy, Holy, Holy, Mother Earth!

May he, the eternal lord,

And his holy ones who dwell in heaven,

Fortify this earth to withstand all manner of foes,
And protect it against each and every evil

Poison-spell that may be sown upon the land.



Erce, Erce, Erce, eorpan modor, Holy, Holy, Holy, Mother Earth!

N i¢ bidde pone waldend, se de das woruld gescop, Now I'prayto thelord, who created this world,

That neither the silver-tongued witch nor crafty

pet ne s1nan to pas cwidol wif
warlock

ne to pas craeftig man
b&t awendan ne maege word bUS gecweden. May undo the chanting of these words.

Erce, Erce, Erce, eorpan modor, Holy, Holy, Holy, Mother Earth:

Hal wes bl_l folde fira m(')dor Hail to the Earth, Mother of Mankind!
b
Béo bl_l grc')wende on godes fas]pme May you be bountiful, in God’s embrace;
b
fodre gefylled firum to nytte. filled with fruit and grain to nourish the people.



