Repolytheization:

A New Pagan Manifesto


Alain de Benoist observes in his book On Being a Pagan that the new paganism cannot simply be the old paganism revivified (13). The truth of this observation is sadly apparent in the state of the contemporary pagan revival, which may broadly be characterized as a paradigm of pretense, a Society for Creative Spiritual Anachronism whose efforts, while on occasion aesthetically pleasing, only rarely achieve authenticity. 


My contention is that all such attempts to resurrect the historic pantheons, any of them, are ultimately doomed to inconsequence. They are dead languages, which we can study but no longer speak. We live in a post-Ragnarok era. The younger gods have failed us; it is to the elder gods, eclipsed but not forgotten, that we must now return.


The younger pantheons failed, I would argue, because they departed from what must always be the touchstone for the best and truest human spirituality: the interaction of the human mind with the natural world. Gods cannot be said to have real, ontological existence except insofar as they correlate with the natural world. As human beings, we must always be wary of deifying the products of our own minds. Abstractions, fictional characters, and personifications of functions cannot, by definition, be gods.


No: post-modern humanity must instead return to its primal pantheon, the great archaic powers that truly exist and always have: Earth, Sky, Sun, Moon, Sea; Storm, Wind, Plant, Animal, Fire. Neither allegories nor symbols, they are real beings, with whom we have real relationships. They are as near eternity as we may hope to touch, ontologically permanent, oldest and most young.


We should expect them to show us multiple faces, for they have always been shifters of shape. We must become once again the people of the Many, our goal nothing less than the repolytheization of the West. 

Above all, we of the pagan diasporas must learn to know and to honor the Many as they manifest in our own time and place. While the ways of the ancestors must always inform our thought and action, we are truest to our heritage when we think and act as natives of here and now.


The old names were beautiful, and we mourn their passing. But clinging to them will only prevent us from recognizing the new names when we hear them.


And we will assuredly hear them. The gods are speaking today just as clearly as they ever have. Our work, for now, must be to behold the epiphany in every thunderstorm, to hear the songs the stars sing as they form new constellations.
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