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The Unicorn Vol V #6
Box 8814 Minneapolis, Minnesota 55408 871-7287
A Publication of the Rowan Tree Midsummer [1982]

Beloved Friends...

Well, this certainly was a joyous and exuberant Beltane. My horn was tender for a few days
from all the frolicking, and well, you know...

This year on Midsummer’s Eve, we are holding our second annual gathering at Lady- Thicket-
on-the-Wold. Last year Lady Ellhorn brought our gathering to hushed reverence as She stepped
out of the Elder, and we are again asking Her to invoke the goddess.

This is the night of the faeries, and we are hanging lanterns among the flowers and trees, and
will spend the night talking with them, playing with them, and keeping our wits about us for they
love to tease the unattentive. Unicorns of all persuasions will be bringing ribbons, special tiny
cakes,and small candle-lanterns to set about to encourage the faerie-folk. You humans have
made them very timid, with all your pollution and fighting, and this year we ask you to send out
peace and joy, and include the faerie-folk in your rituals.

Some news of the Rowan Tree... There are two fair-haired faces new upon the Board of
Directors... Fair- Mahr and Blond Mitch. They're nice, but | hope they’ll soon get their own
Unicorns. It's bad enough that | give Paul rides all the time. Now we've gotten more
bureaucratic, and have a Director of Publications. Howdy to Alex, who worked on the Unicorn
last summer, and I'm very happy that he’s returning to share with Judyth the work as editor. And
guess what, there’s the nicest young lady (and you know how | love young ladies) named Nell
who will be the third. Three can work together so nicely.

Mitch is the new Herbmaster, and at last, the catalogue will be finished by August 1, only a year
late, but the Unicorn comes out on time and they told me | couldn’t have everything. But the
varieties the Rowan Tree sells have grown so fast that they couldn’t keep up with it.

Our child mistress. Laureli (remember the child’s wish book?) will be looking for more input for
children's material in the Unicorn. And |, wonderful Unicorn that | am, will give a dream-ride to
any kid that sends material to the Unicorn. And the gardens, on my, where last year there was
one, now there are three, and the herbs and the wild flowers and such are so beautiful. The
gardens of Lothlorien even have Jack-in-the-pulpits, and lots of little people living in them.
There are a couple new members in the Mystery School, and to them we send lots of welcome
and love. And to all of you, the same, and I'd best get going. | promised Paul a ride this
morning, and swore to Judy/Nell/Alex that | wouldn't ramble on...

Love and Blessed Be

Andrius

Edro te ore govannen
Undomé na retare twa emyn
Tinuré resitate a ammon

Y ore staren Elanath

(Open your hearts my friend and lover
Evening has left the outlands



Morning returns form the hills
And my heart yearns for the stars)

-Elven poem in Quendi

The Continuation of “A Story” By Sil

Mona, her sister, looked down from the starry sky and spoke to comfort her sister.

“Fair Sister,” said Mona, “despair not for still there are children of yours hidden away in the
fastnesses of night where only my rays can reach them. Someday this new god will weaken and
his reign come to a bitter end. Then you shall be free, and your children may rejoice.

Until that time, | shall stand unto them as a symbol of hope. And under my watchful eyes shall
they gather together to worship and sing and dance.

So take hope, for the days of the pale gallilean shall be as dust upon the wind, for you, great
sister, live forever.”

At that, the lady took hope and lifted up her eyes to her sister and thanked her. “Teach my
children,” said she, “to always love one another and to seek comfort and wisdom in me and my
creatures. Tell them that whenever they have need of anything that they should gather together
in the fullness of your light in some secret place and and invoke me and adore my spirit | who
am Queen of all wisdoms. Tell them to be free from all slaveries and as a sign they're truely
free, they should be naked in my sight. Tell them my law is love unto all beings...

The boy listened in rapt attention as the willow finished the talk.

“So you see,” surmised the willow, “even the Earth is alive and can talk if only you will listen.”
“We all have a story to tell,” chirped a dandelion close by.

“Yeah,” growled a thistle a few yards away.

“This, dear sweet child,” explained the willow, “is the Land of Nod where all dreams come true
and every little boy is king. I, and all my willow sisters and brothers live here in perfect love and
trust. Our drooping branches remind all who live in or pass through our land of the tears our
Lady sheds for her children. And we also remember her dreams, where all creation lives in
perfect harmony, from chaos to cosmos.”

Willow sighed, “And what is your special dream?”

The boy thought pensively for a moment. “ M...m...my special d...d...dream is...” then he fell
silent and looked to the ground.

You see it takes great courage for a boy from the Land of Sin to speak out what his most special
innermost dream is. That was not allowed in Sin.

“Don't be afraid to dream” coaxed Willow, “Come from the shell where you hide. There is a
starry night outside. Let go the hands that you hold for they’ll just imprison you till you are old.
And you have just one moment more before the night takes you. Don’t be afraid. There’s
nowhere you can fall, but the power of the Earth will hold you.™

Power from some deep well of life, some cauldron of love, poured into the boy, ... And he
transcended his mundane existence.

“My dream is,” he shouted, “to...” And his words were drowned in a flood of joyous laughter and
song and shouting.



The world began to spin around him, faster and faster as the devas of all the plants in the Land
of Nod danced and whirled around him. Faster and faster they spun round him till their images
turned into a glowing golden blur, that rose cone-like to a point high above his head.

-to be cont.

*@Sally Oldfield, The Water Bearer

Song to Olwen

I heard her cries resounding down the walls of the ravine,

A whirlwind of a river rushing passion gold and green

As she leapt over the boulders in her child like winsome play
Her laughter was like starlight- | prayed that she would stay
Herself in her swift onrush, and bless me with her lays.

Red she stood before me on the ledge of pale limestone,
Her hair of sunlight streaming as the wind began to moan
Roughly through the forest, and the leaves about her whirled
In a dance of adoration, and the bluebells there uncurled

To find the Goddess standing there, enlivening the World.

Everywhere upon her flashed the most dazzling of jewels

And in Her eyes | saw the depths of life-renewing pools.

| spoke to her - she laughed in love and firmly gripped my hand,
Astounded by the joy in that, we could no longer stand

But leapt into each other's arms, and wrestled on the land.

Petal Goddess! Squeeze me now until | burst with bliss,
Thrash my body wildly in the whirlpool of your kiss!
Pound me in our ecstasy, blaming Olwen of the cliffs,
Lead me to the fragrance of your dew-bespeckled rifts
And ravish me for ages with your honeysuckle lips!

Blesséd Flame! Blessed woman! Goddess Olwen rising high
Enfold me in your radiance, and open up my eyes.

-Gawaine Cowan Ross
In honor of
Susan Ariel Rainbow Kennedy

My life closed twice before its close-
It yet remains to see

If immortality unvell

A third event to me

So huge, so hopeless to conceive



As these that twice befell.
Parting is all we know of heaven,
And all we need of hell.

-Emily Dickinson

The Unicorn began Yule 1977, and is a newsletter dedicated to sharing the good news of our
Craft and Pagan friends It is a Rowan Tree publication, with 8 giant issues to coincide with the
Sabbats.

Judyth Bartlett, Editor
Andrius - Resident Unicorn

Name
Mailing Address
All work copyright the Rowan Tree. Ms Jackson copyright her work

Enclosed is my hard-earned money for the following:

$8.00 - a one-year subscription to the Unicorn (3 issues)

$10.00 - not only The Unicorn, but also the Extra Pages for gays and lesbians
$7.00 - The Holy books of the Devas (Vol. 1) an herbal for the Aquarian Age
$5.00 - Andrius Colouring Book of Numbers - numerology and mythology

$5.00 - A Child’s Wish Book - a book of delight for little people

Enclosed is a S.A.S.E. Please send a copy of your catalogue

Total enclosed is ... make checks and money orders payable to The Rowan Tree

| wish to maintain secrecy

| am interested in making contact with others

You may mention my name in The Unicorn

You may give my address, also

I love Unicorns’ and Nice Pagans

$12.00 US Currency outside of U.S. and Canada

Please mail to: The Rowan Tree. Box 8814, Minneapolis, Minnesota 55408



