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The Unicorn Vol V #5
Box 8814 Minneapolis, Minnesota 55408 871-7287
A Publication of the Rowan Tree Beltane [1982]

Dearest Uni-kin,

Here comes one of my favorites... Beltane. This Beltane | will be gathering with my fellow
unicorns, and we will sip a special nectar (angelica, anise, peppermint, elder, and of course,
unicorn root!') and then dance and prance around a maypole. Unicorns of all persuasions will be
attending our ritual, horns bedecked with flowers and baubles, for we feel that the horn of the
unicorn is the true origin of your maypole. Then, when done raising the most delightful of
magicks, we will go out and deliver special wicker baskets of goodies to our kindred.

Among our human friends, thoughts turn to lusty romance, and oh, how wonderful will be the
new-born for next candlemas...

| should like to share with you this special poem, which appeared in the unicorn two years ago.
It is by one of my most favorite ladies, one who moves me to tears with her songs... Rose
Wildermuth:

Plant your seed in me in springtime

In the last deep drifting show.

As the Sun warms up the Earth

The lady’s love will surely grow.

The making of the seasons

Makes the warmth that melts the snow

Both the Lord and the Lady

Makes the early violets grow.

Shine on me - you make me feel it!
Shine on me - you make me glow!
Inside us all the Lord and Lady grow.

As the green buds on the willows
Glow 'round us soft and bright
The deep dark still of night time
Meets the morning's vernal light.
And, as one, they dance inside us
If we're blessed enough to know
It takes both sides of nature

To let the blossoms grow

Ring out clear the bells of May Day!
Ring out winter, quiet rest.

As we sow the seed for summer
Working soil the gods have blessed.
Dance ‘round the garland maypole



Dance ‘round the silver moon
As we gather fragrant flowers
Bursting to love’s tune.

Thank you Rose, and thank you all of you who will contribute your joys and love to the earth this
season. May you all dream of unicorns...

Love,

Andrius

The Continuation of A Story .. - - by Sil

“Did you call out to me?”

The willow lifted her branches to expose a most radiantly beautiful visage. She sighed, “Yes, it
was | who called you.”

The tree talks! How wonderful, thought the boy, yet how mysterious. Trees aren't supposed to
talk.

“How d'ya do ma’am,” said the boy as he tipped his tiny hat faintly his knees trembled.

“What are you staring at?” asked the willow of the boy.

“Pardon me,” said the boy, “but I've hever met a talking willow tree before.” He toed the earth. I
didn't know you could talk.”

“Of course we can talk!” she giggled as the wind blew her branches around him caressing the
boy’s cheeks. “We all talk.” At that, laughter twirled around him. He gasped.

“Oh don't be afraid,” calmed the willow. “I called to you to tell you something. Sit at my feet.”
The boy sat down on a rock in front of the willow. “What may i do for you, ma’am?”

“My dear child, how youthful you are. Your heart is not yet throttled with the untruths your
people tell you. How important you are to us and yourself. Listen as i tell you a story.

Long ago there lived a great beautiful Lady who was the Queen of the Heavens. With her eyes
of deepest Azure and her hair of darkest ebony, she was the most radiant of Goddesses. She
cloaked herself in velverty greens and pleasant rusts and browns. Beloved was she of Gods
and men.

Her lover was the most brilliant Lord Sol. Handsome was he, fair to look upon, and strong as the
day is long. With mantle of gold and eyes like fire he strode proudly across the heavens turning
heads wherever he went.

Together they danced the Spiral Dance, from season to season, year to year, age upon age.
Thout, thout-a-thout, thout, throughout and about. And blessed were their children.

Then one day a new god arose from the Land of Winds. A god of great brilliance who
demanded submission and sacrifice from his followers. This god strode out in bloody violence
against the lady and her children. His priests traced down her babes wherever they lived and
exterminated them. The whole world quaked in fear of this new god whose priests struck fear
into the hearts of men.

And the Lady cried.

(continued next issue...)

Buddha waits behind a waterfall.
Faint moving glimmer of moon



Running pale down the stones;
Sharp spears of dazzle

Bright sun-slashed water

Flashing over nothing.

So dark, the cavern of black space;
Soot of my fears

Smouldered for a million years

To obscure a star.

Buddha waits behind the darkness-wall,
Lit in silence from within.

Emotion

Always seem to be in motion
Never still enough to see

Through the glisten veils of light.
Buddha sits behind a waterfall,
Past the desert, through the night,
Beyond dark

Beyond light.

©Tui 1982

It has been a busy spring. Between dealing with my saturn return, learning tarot, singing
concerts and praising the Lord and Lady for the end of winter, I've had little time to think. Spring
is a time of feeling, the reawakening of our senses to the joys of sun and wind! This spring is
especially an awakening for me, as | become the crocuses, the geese, the Southern wing, all
part of the mother turned maiden, to wander freely in search of Love and revel in the freedom of
maidenhood!

Judyth

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 herball 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



