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She to her Lord of th e Seasons

/ok>11Y BIcom

You have never guessed what beauty you are
live heard you t e l l the world your price
And yet you ' ve come no nearer t han t he skin
Though l ove l y ski n i t be , and doubly dea r t o me.

In among the trees you move, swi f t greenery 's r eturn,
And I am he re, and I am here - -

You have been with me before I knew I W'"dS

And you were very l ovely, and you were ve ry new.
You have been wi th me as wint er t hawed
And t he maple flowered and sweat ed blood
ijpon the snow, t apped many years ago .

OJt upon the banks you wander, t all of horn ,
and lit he

And I am her e , and I am here - -

You have been with me when first I changed - -
Then you we re as a YOWlg oak and you were as the hart.
You have been with me at plowing t ime
And I t he f ield beneath your plow --
To your bur i ed seed , t he seasons ' need.

Br ea t hi ng winds bot h t all and bright , you come:
And I am here, and I am here --
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You have been with me through my Becoming
(Oh so proud in your gleami ng f lesh)
You have been wi t h me a t summer ' s ripening
When the corn ' s green he i ght was plumed in gol d
And we drank the S lUl , t hough ha lf his race was done .

Now you be scyt he and ar r ow, changing moods ,
And I am he re. and I am her e --

You have faced your sel f i n death and life
(Then heavy-breasted have I c r ied)
So the corn was reaped when the l and l ay dry ;
And I mourned your dea t h as I c l ung to your a nns ;
St r ong anns they were and very sur e.

Bes i de the frosted l ake you pause t o ca l l
And I am here , and I am he r e --

You have been with me as the fros ts began
Then you were ve ry d is t ant and you were very tall
As harves t - t ime ended ,
As I turned t o your call ing in the sca r l e t wood
~here the oak s tood gold against the cold.

Brown wann width, you t read the early snow .
And I am here , and I am he r e --

You have s tood by me and lit t he fires
And the fi res were good wit hin my blood.
You have been by me as I paled and thinned
But I drew new l i fe from your vital fl e sh
For I bore t he seed f rom a dua I need.

Amids t blackthorn t hi cket , bright you s t and
And I am here, and I am here - +

4



when apple drank your potent brew
You first arose from out the w~nb;

My womb , quick -ea sed by so la r birth,
Felt s t i r within your unborn Self
Though proud you s t ood in t he hawthorn wood .

Untied, unbound, reach-ca l li ng Sel f as Self
And I am here, and I am here -

While t he f i res untied , you I have been
\Ilith me in t he dark , in the bitter wind
I loved your voiceless ca l l ing me
As t he caves dripped winter' s bl ood
You my desi re, as we moved from icc t o r i rc .

What beaut y you are you never knew ;
What payment but life cou ld be your pr ice?
And he who changes ski n can look with in
There findi ng me loving
There finding lIer needing,
There f i nding the One and the cycle that has no cnd.
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The Dance

~b l ly Bloom

But the Dance
is very beaut i fu l

Terri ble as it may be wi t h s to rm
and cnlm

and hunger
The Dance is very beaut i fu l .
In April , the wi l l ow buds and Eart h nwa kc .
\\11en winter ' s fruga l fare i s plumped by herbs
~e\oJ-s rrou t cJ from wet cu r th
,\ 11 mar reca ll Her awfu l kni fe
Of icc
Held t o our hungry bell y ' s c ry
The Dance is p leasan t es t
when Harves t fill s a win t e r larder full.
Bu t lovel y i s the labor of a ~la y - pI O\..,(.-.J f ie ld
And hungry as our win t er is our sp ring
For a different t h ing.
For the Dance i s ve ry beaut i fu l .
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Brlghet

Andraste

"Cotd w.i.n.d . icy wind
Faint . hadow 06 a 6eebte .un
SheUeJl 06 a .mgt e txee.
On the t op 06 a /Ugh IUU . . . "

Night unto ni ght showet h knowledge:
Sun returns : the Cauldr on f lares
Torch-bearer s dance the burning wheel .
Whi rl ing without motion.
~ising sap, Running Water ,
Beat the orchard t rees .
Admonish them to bear wel1~

The ir berries feed the living and the dead .
We have carried Death f rom the vi l lage
And brought Life back .
Spri ng , we bid you welcome
Green grass , we we lcome you .
I am a flood on the plain
The f irs t emergence , quickening of the Tree of Life .
Tools are made, Names are given
I am a fi re in t he head.
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Breaking Ground

Karla Clarke Gipe

This I know, 0 my ~Dthe r the Ear th :
This l and does not belong t o me .

r belong t o t he l and.
Only pr ide causes me t o ca l l it mi ne .

How can r buy the changin g sky,
the beauty of t he f lowers ?

How can I own t he freshness of t he air ,
the hum of the insects?

I ask your permission to borrow this place for a
time.

r ask your forgiveness i f r dig for my dwelling.
I ask your bless ing to make my home here .
I wi ll try t o live in harmony with thi s place :

t o l earn t he l essons of my brothers the stones ;
to heed the advice of my sisters t he trees.

This I know , 0 my ~bther the Ear t h:
I do not weave t he web of li fe.

I am merely a strand in it .
Long after my house is dust aga in .

You wil l endure .
Long after my chi ld rens' children have forgotten me .

You will endure .
Al l t hings are connected by t he beat of your Great

Hear t.
Forgive me .

and bless me .
o my ~bther the Earth.
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Poem Written by M oonlight

Kar la Clarke Gipe

I like the tloon now
after so many yea rs of i gnoring lIer

and worshipping t he sun (son?)
Yo~ just can' t communicate with the sun:

he ' s so bright you can ' t
loo k him s t ra ight in the eye .

you' re forc ed to bow down and
humbl y worship with l owered eyes .

But the ~k>on , now She is somet hing wondrous :
I ca n s tudy Her for hour s, eyes open wide .
She dies , but is always reborn - -

new/old every mont h like me.
We are two artist fr iends , communi ng s i lent ly

about our marvel ous creativity.
The sun? well , he could ca re less about us

so far away , . .
only one of innumerab l e cous ins .

But we are t he ~bon 's Only Chi ld .
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It is the New Moon

Juliane K. Tate

it i s the new moon.
I walk th~ ni ght path
with sma l l s teps .
counting.
the li t t le animals run
ahead, restless .
it i s their daylight
t hi s midnight.
the hours deepen
at the crossroad
yet I c ircle ,
seeing all
and hearing the
heralding hounds.
dawn
and I walk down t he
l i ght pat h.
t he littl e animal s are
s leeping .
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Three Golden Apples

Ol i via Robertson

O~{n 6tood upon t he 6 ho~~ 06 Loch Lena , and a
woman ccme to hUn aCJl0.66 the. u.u.tVl , !tiding upon a
white 6.teed . She held a 6~VeA bMneh ~h .tlvtee
gotden app{u 6aUing 6kom ~, .tha.t made melodiou6
mtMic 06 the &phVlU. She 6wnmoned hi.m to T.-Ut na.
nag, th e. magical land be yond the WU:l:Vtn Ocean .
wheJte once AUanti..6 Jt.a.-<...6 ed It6 mountain pea/u. . Sh e
wah Niamh 06 .the Si dhe .

"Vei<gh.t6u.t ~ .the fund beifond ail Meam6 , " 6he
6ang to him, "Fa.i.JteJt tha.n aught thine eues have evea
.s eeu . .. pain nOlL .6 i cknU6 know6 the dweUeJt theAe.
Veath and decay come n~ him neV~OJLe . • . the
go{d and j eww 06 the: land 06 You.th ou.t6hine ail
6pt endo't. e Ve!L dseamed 06 man."

ThM Niamh 066eAed 06~in . heAO 06 .the Gaw .
.the 9{ Okif 06 manif-co{ok ed Hif Bka6~.

The rise of a new expression in relig ion i s grown
from t he eart h of pas t exper iences remembered as
myth; pr esent need unders t ood as fa cts ; and a fo re
knowi ng of t he fu t ure that i s ca l l ed prophpcy.

\~en mythology and prophecy combine with everyday
fac t , the three spheres combine and creat ion mani 
fes ts. The phys ical , t he psychic , t he spi r i t ua l
combi ne and a new era i s with us . Long have occul 
t ists , the religious believers , t he soc i a l and phi l
osophical idealists , awai ted a finer era, but it is
never gi ven t o humanity t o know ei t her the form of
t he new rel igion or i t s time.
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:'-JOh' it is upon us and we are supr ised. Some ex
IX'Ct pJ a repetition of t he Christian and Buddhist
exper ience and awa i t ed the birth of a holy boy.
Ot hers were will ing t o accept a sp iri tua l rather
than a physi ca l manifestat ion . Most people exper
ie nced a feeling of dullness , the death of t he su
pernatura l under the a rc lights of t echnological
science and the non-existence of the ir own souls .

The mos t mater ia l is ts cou ld hope for was the
s Iow emergence of a "super ra ce ," and a descrip
tion of an i ntellectuall y and phys ically super ior
spec ies was present ed t o us by many writers inclu
ding Well s and Shaw. To read of the excellence of
t hose whom we would never mee t - and indeed were
hard ly at tracted to - was al l tha t h~S to be the
reh~rd of the idealists. The promised land of t he
eugenic scientists of tomorrow was denied t o those
alive now , who wer-e usua lly advised to get t hem
se lves cremated t o ass i s t planetary hygi ene , and
to l eave any of their organs which might be useful
t o sc ient is ts and doctors.

One ra t her sympat hises with tho se opt imists who,
under same religious fervou r , awa ited the Second
Coming on some hilltop at a prophec ied date - t hough
sympathis ing wi t h them when not hing happened, and
they had t o come home t o breakfas t and a job - or
worse , no break fast and no j ob if t hey had aban
doned all wor ldl y goods . , .

Looking back over th e last t hirty yea rs f rom the
s t andpoint of 1979, we can begi n t o discern t hat
the Coming is here, t he change is taking place and
so we may discern the future , One might have la 
bel l ed the Kells ian sc ient i f ic cent ra l ised Utopia .
and S~'W I S dreary Korld of t he Ancients in Back t o
.\le.,tt1U6 a1a.h as "whi ther we were t ending" - and the
f i Im "Cl ose Encounters of the Thi rd Ki nd" as where
we wcnr :



We have grown so used to the incursi on o f the Su
pernatural into our lives through Uni dcn t i f i cd Fl y
i ng Objec ts , that we mis s the humour of the si t ua 
tion . Patheticall y, "Ufologis t s, " a s t hey ca l l
themselves, t ry t o appear a s rat iona l sc ient ists
who have a good case for the mater i a l ex istence o f
UFOs . Bravely but hopeles s l y t hey are t rying to
explain Athena ' s Owl t o t he Soc iety of Orn i t ho lo
gi s ts ; t he wings of Er os t o t he Soc iety of Surgeons;
(t hey shou ld be amputated) or Deme t e r' s f ie ry cha 
r i ot drawn by gr i ff i ns as an accept able moJe l t o
be copi ed by t he Roll s Royce or Cadi llac companies .

Jrumour lie s in incongru i ty . It is not wild -eycJ
hippi es with minds bl own on halluci nogeni c drugs ,
not dreaming a rt is ts and poe ts , not reli gi ous fa na
tics, who witness the Comi ng . It i s the housewi fe
hangi ng up her washing , the postmen , the poli ce,
t he ai r pi l ot , the truck dri ve r, who have, accor
ding t o " exper t s ," become visionaries. "The young
gi r ls sha ll d ream dreams , the young men see visions , "
is prophec ied i n the Bible . But t his wor ldwide
eruption of euphoria , thi s wave of vis iona ry enthu
s i a sm, strike s those who are return i ng f rom a bi ngo
sess i on, footba ll match fa ns , an old peop le 's c l ub ,
a coachload of t our ists, road workers , school tea
chers. The incongrui t y is bet~een t he vision exper
ienced and the visionaries .

For t hese good people are t o l d by the experts
that fo r some psychological vaguary they a rc mis
interpre t i ng Skyhook ba lloons, thi st l e f rom coni
fers' the planet Venus, car head l ight s, b irds -
a s angel c h1r iots , space ships or boa t loads of Gi
ants, Dwarf s and assor ted monsters .

We are faced with a planet ru led by experts who
work on bacteriological war fare , gamma rays of un 
speakable c ruelty , atomic bombs for defense , ru lers

1 3



who do e v i l for t he sake of good , wh o a rc perm i tted
to do so by la zy or ignorant [0110\....e t-s ca l led t he
l'ub l ic - and t hi s same pub l ic a ppea rs t o be s ubjec t
to mass ha l lucina ti ons o f a quas i e r e l i g ious k i nd .

But s uppos i ng there i s a nothe r a nswer . Pos sibl y
thc madness and i gnora nce of t he ruler s who arc d i 
rcc t ing t he a rms esca l a t ions , who penni t t he po l l u 
t ion of t he env ironment , have some re lation t o t he
appearance of "UFOs ". In thi s case t he Public
~h ich sees t hese Objects , and ~h i ch expe riences vi
sual a nd auditory phenomena connected wn t h t hem is
not ha lf so ~,d as t he experts . For ~h i ch is a fool .
which one is certifiable - the one who ma kes bac
t e ria cultures tha t cou ld wi pe ou t l i fe on t he p la
net i who c rca t s r a ys tha t can des t roy whole popu l a 
t ions , incl uding fl o r a a nd fauna ; who poi s ons h i s
OIm cnv i r onme nt - o r t he one who ex pe r iences com-
municu t ion - even conmun ion - wi th be ings who come
f r om outside our sphere , and often give wise tea
c h ings war n i ng us of our peril? OJr peri l is so
ohvi ous , that it becomes overlooked. For we are in
mo r e danger of destroying life on our earth than
the fabled At lanteans ; and nearly in as much dan-
ge r as the legendary inhabi tants of t- L.'l ldek , who ,
legend te lls us , des t royed a p lanet t hat once ro
t a t ed betwee n Hars a nd J up i ter - whos e nuc l eus be 
came ou r }loon a nd whos e deb r is now forms t he a s 
t e roid be l t . Legend , yes . Or i s t he l ege nd a pr o 
phecy and a wa rn i ng .

There is no need to d i spa id , For though Dei ty is
inmanen t wi th i n ourselves it is a lso transcendent:
ou t s ide us . ~o p lanet is an is land . Even a go lden
sun has neighbors . Xot on ly is th i s so on a phys i 
ca l Icvc l whe r e each pl anet affec ts i t s neighboring
planc t s and e ven , in a mi nute deg r ee , the or b i t of
i ts sun ; ever y e sote r ic s pher e! a ffects the ot he r .

, 4



lluman i ty has recent l y dec i dcd t o restr ict it se lf
to the phys i cal sp he re by id en ti fy in g wi t h the phy 
s i ca l body . The mind i s dec l u red t o he on ly t he
resu l t of t he physica l bra i n . So the ma t e r ia l i s t
c l oses t he shutters o f hi s windows that g ive sigh t
o f othe r rea lms of being, shuts ami bo l r s h i s doo r
to psychic t ravel, c l oses his sky l ig ht that admi ts
the g lory o f the sp i ri t ua l wor Id , and on l y OL"C<l

s i ona lly ginge r ly descends t o hi s ba s ement t o know
what is go i ng on i n hi s s ubconscious . Then , se
cur e l y bol t ed and shuttered int o h is conc re t e hOllse ,
light ed by h i s fluorescent tube s and co nso l cd by
his va r ious gadgets , he dcc Iu rcs t ha t t here i s no
outs ide . Who is the madder - t h is ma n or the one
who puts h i s eye t o the keyhol e and t o the s l it in
t he s hutter - and da res say he can sec some t h ing
outs ide?

wit h t he ma ss of ps ych ic and scmi vps ychi c ma te r ia l
a t hand the student o f 1 i fc needs to a sses s wha t is
actua lly happening. I t may be found cl a ri fy ing t o
coord i n~ t e my t ho logy with present vis io na ry expe r
iences and sec how the rel a t e t o the phys ic al world
of fac t .

I n t he 17t h cent u ry t he Abbe de Vi l la r s wrot e Le
co«re de Gabatih . lIe r e i s t he famous count te l ling
us of an aerial annada s ight ed i n Franc e in the t ime
o f King Pi pin :

"Sages spea k in va in , fool s a re mo re rea d il y be
lieved t ha n t hey . I n va in does a Phi l osophe r br ing
to light the fa ls i ty o f t he ch imeras pe op l e have
fa br icat ed . No matter wha t h is expe r ience , nor how
so und hi s a rgumen t and reasons, l e t but a man with
a doc tor ' s hood come along and wr ite t hem down as
fa lse - experience and demons t ra t ion covnt for
naught . . . Peop l e wou ld ra t her be l ieve i n a doc 
t or 's hood than in the ir 0 ....71 eyes . The re has been
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In your native Prance a memorabl e proo : of this pop
ul ar mania . The famous Cabal i s t Zedecchias . . . t ook
it into hi s head t o convince the world that the Ele
ments are inhab ited . . The expediant of which he be
thought himself was to advise the Sylphs to show
themse l ves in the Ai r t o everybody ; t hey did so
sumptuous ly . These beings were seen in the air in
human form . .. somet imes i n wonderfully constructed
aer ial ships , whose f lying squadrons roved at the
will of t he Zephyrs . \~at happened? Do you sup
pose that i gnorant age would so much as reason as
t o t he nature of the marvellous spec table? The
people s t ra ightway believed that sorcerers had t a 
ken possession of t he Ai r fo r the purpose of raising
t empests and bringing hai l upon the ir crops . The
l earned theolo gians and jur ists were soon of t he
same opi ni on as the masses . lne Emperors bel i eved
it as wel l; and this rid iculous chimera went so far
that the wise Charlemagne, and after him Louis t he
Dcbonnaire. imposed gr ievous penalties upon a l l
t hese supposed Tyrants of the Air ."

Though the aer i.al vis i t ors were immune from such
penalties , their friends of ea r t h were not so fo r 
tunate.

"The Syphs . see i ng the populace, the pedants, and
even the crowned heads thus alarmed against t hem,
determined to diss ipate the bad opinion peopl e had
of their i nnocent f leet by carry i ng off men from
every locality and showing them t heir beautiful wo
men , their Republic and their maMer of government,
and t hen se t t i ng them down aga i n on ear t h in divers
part s of the world . They carried out their plan.
The peopl e who saw t hese men as they were descend i ng
came running from every direction, convinced before
hand t hat they were sorcerers who had separat ed from
t heir companions in order t o come and scat t er poisons
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on the f ru i t and in t he spr ing. Carried away by
the frenzy with which these fancies inspi red t hem ,
they hurried these i rmocen t s off to the torture .
The great nwnber of them who were put t o death by
fi re and water throughout t he kingdom is incred
ib l e ."

Three men and woman were seen descending f rom
these aerial ships in Lyons . Accused of being male
volent magicians, in vain the four innocents sought
t o vi ndicate themselves, t hat "they had been ca r 
r ied away a shor t t ime s ince by miraculous men who
had shown them unheard -of marve l s . The frenzied
popul ace paid t o heed t o t hei r defense , and were
on the poin t of cast i ng them into t he fire ~hen t he
wor t hy Agobard , Bishop of Lyons ... set at l iber t y
the four Ambassadors of the Sylphs ." Ilis d id th is
on the grounds tha t he thought that t he ir story was
untrue:

So , i roni ca ll y, it may appea r trult t he vis ion
ar ies and "contactees" of such space beings or
Syl phs may be safe because t heir s to r ies are not
accepted . Thi s account of the three men and t he
woman would make a good fi lm of a sc ience fic t ion
sort . I t al so acts as a wa rn i ng t o t hose who wi sh
t o make al l known to Government and to the public .
The former might wi sh t o segregate those who pos
sessed t echniques use ful for t he i r incessant war-s ;
the other i s subject to panic fea rs .

Is this so? I t i s not iceable that the space peo
ple , under t he benign in fl uence of Adamski , Fry ,
Bet hurus , Ange lucci t o name some , were accepted as
beings more advanced than ourselves , and of an an
ge j tcnature . This at\ least was a safeguard for
those who cl a imed cont ac t. But now t he fa shion has
gone the other way: there are those wi th t error of
what they t erm evi l ent it i tes e i t her com ing up from
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t nc ground or I rom space. For what ....·e see outside
i s a reflection of wha t we ourselves arc within .
I,C' get the angels - and the devils - we deserve.

Thi s brings us t o t he final test , the present .
For mythology and our future in the s t a r ry space
ma y blend - but wha t of ourselves? There is a be 
l i e f tha t ext remely gifted c hi l dr en a re more a
bunda nt , tha t the next s tep in our evoluti onary
progcss i s coming about now. T should say that
the yea r 1945 and the nex t yea r g ive a rought ap
prox imat ion of when the new race began t o show i t 
self. The signs arc many : i ncreased psychic a 
wareness , sensi tivi ty t o Na t ure , a development of
t he Arts , and a sh i f t from t he mascu line to the
femin ine conception of Dei ty.

The Xew Era wa s foreshown to t he Western world in
a blend of re ligion and space revelation i n Portu
ga l . a t Fatima. when about 80 ,000 wi t nesses saw a
UFO, which came so ncar them t ha t i ts rad iat i on
even dr ied their c lo t hes , we t with r ain. With thi s
there appeared a vis i on of a young woma n veiled i n
white to three c hi ld ren . and some others. As she
appeared ove r an o l i ve tree . those shaken with fear
a t the Unknown may take heart . The UFO wi t h he r
showed the brilli ant co l ours of the rainbow. Niamh
returns to us f rom t he Hany Colored Land .
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Gathering Invocation

Th e Neo -Animi st Ch u rch

when I pra y
I COTU1ec t myse1f
to the wpb of a l l li ving beinRs
and c rea te a focus for their power.
I open my soul .
I let the word s fl ow out .
and fee l the fl ux of s trengt h fl ow in .

To the Lord of Life
and to the Khal i fah ,
I pra y,
Goddess ,
I . who am your t hane.
ask these boons of you :
That thi s evening proceed with p<'ac(' and ha noony;
That those who Gat her here bring joy in thei r ~Ik(' ;

That all be uni t ed in the se rv ice of Li fe;
and that some whom I meet here ton ight
be led into your Brotherhood!

Guide and bless us all~

Your will be done :
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Tuatha de Danann

Katharine Cla rk

Do you remember , my sisters ,
before the ir coming,
before we knew dark
sidhe or huil t cascading
ruhies in the cool
mud .
Do you r emember , we

.ra i sed our hai r , r ed
in honey , honied in
spi l led yews .
Grasses moved In
the swarming
ear t h cone .
Do yOIl r emember ,
the ru shed ra i n
hoops twir ling
~bnannan legged ,
t he be ing, the sea ,
t he s i lver handed
gran' of us.
Remembpr , in
YOllr s leep.
h'f' ce r -e f ree ,
and bi r t hed
goddesses in gent ry
Emera ld .
I\'e lie unsr i 11 in
Er in hi l l s ,
her s i l ken roots
cas ing upward .
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(The Tuatha De Danann were the ancient gods and
goddesses of Ireland. The name means "Children
of the Goddess Danu". They now live under the
buria l hills, or sidhes , of Er i n and are secn
frequently as elves or t he taller, s~ining

"gentry" ) •
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Spring Moon

Noel -Anne Brennan

I feel t he moon
Hang silent i n my soul ,
Thin and soft as snow,
A cold f lake shining
In t he darkness of my brain .
~~ thoughts s igh
Li ke a forest wind
IVhile t he t hin moon ,
Mis tress of wilderness.
Ra ises t he t i des
Wi t hin my bl ood.

Design

R. Nicholas Taylor

A s i ngle seed
contains al l thought .. .

.. .and on Lhe dolmen stone 's des ign:
outwi nding points t he sign that guides ,

shel l and bone and i vy vi ne ,
along t he c i rcle curve of time . . .
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Haiku nos. 1 and 2

Patric ia :\nn Treat

The Rain

The goddess ' an-
c ient s ilver tears penetra te
her children 's lives, cnsur ing
thei r cont i nued be ing.

The Sea

lIer strengt h repel s wea k
ness as she fo rces her J es 
t iny towards the shore l ine :
her rage is ca r r ied
t o its conc lus ion.
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Packe d Hou se

St ewar t Fa rrar

The s tage i s set ; t he prelates come and go
Minutely checking detai ls , making sure
No inharmonious er rors mar the show.
hhich must proceed exact ly as before.

The curtain r ises on the widowed God,
The Anc ient of the patriarchal Days;
No lIeh disturbs his hierarchic YOO ,
No ~~on hi s l ime l i t Apol lonic rays.

liermaphrodangel s mout h the harmony,
~~ticulous ly fo l lowi ng the score ;
Downs tage , pale saints devoutly bend the knee ,
Parade the i r suffe r ings , and pray for more .

Out f ront , alert for s igns of heresy,
The black- robed ushers guard the exit-doors;
But no - t he house i s all it ought t o be
~~ttered responses se rv ing for applause.

Al l as it should be. All , tha t i s, but two;
Lovers, enwrapped . unnoticed in t he dark -
No "He" exi s ts for t hem . but " I" and "you ,"
sai l ing a lone their ~bon-drenched private Ark.
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For them, t he s tage i s empty and t he Throne ,
The choi rs , the kneeling sa ints , are meani ngless;
Their eyes are for each other ' s eyes a lone;
Only beth'cen themselves the ~'cr to bless .

Unseen among the Throneward-ga zi ng crowd,
Secre t caresses se t thei r l imbs agl ow...

And in the wings the Goddess laughs a loud ,
Reverberant , and ru lnin g the show.

All Points Bulletin

Pat talee G. Ford

ATfENT ION:

All /lind Uni t s :
Be al ert for an escaped t hought.

Disguised
As an ord inary idea ,
This thought i s armed
Wi t h a be lief
In se l f ,

And should be cons idered
Dangerous .
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Ph oenix Ritual

Karen Alexander

Al l shal l be c lo t hed in go~ns of crUmson , gold ,
blue or purpl e . I f you practice skyclad, you may
dec ide t o ~ear a ruby, amet hyst or sapphire set in
go ld .

The setting is an open glen , hi lltop , or c i rc l e
of trees . Tool s used arc : the cauldron , and chalice .

Each person sha l l have an egg tha t has been emp 
t led of i ts cont ents and cracked carefully in the
midd le so that the halv es are equal with no pieces
mi5s ing.

The c i rc le shal l be case as usual , cens ing with
fr3 nki ncense. The cauldron i s set in the cent er
fu ll of oak twigs and sma ll branches , ready t o be
f i red . It is a good idea t o douse t he oak with red
wine of hi gh a lcohol cont ent beforehand so it will
li ght more eas ily . Don 't drench i t .

In t he cha l ice should be a myr rh ~dter ~1de the
ni ght before by s immering about a quart of spr ing
wa t el' with a ~ cup of myrrh gum . It i s set in
f ront of the cauldron and ringed with t he eggs . On
the right of the eggs are crUmson candles and l engths
of gold ribbon.

The cauld ron is lit and all dance wi t hin t he
c i rc le .

Al l face toward the caul dron holding hands and
s tep s t a r ing lef t foot , t hree s teps t oward t he fire
shout ing out . Thi s can be with words previously de
t ermined or s impl y a sound.
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At the th inJ s tep a l so thrust u rms lip in the a i r .
Wi th nrms s t i II in the air s t ep bnc k three and go
t o the lef t seven s t eps , lowc ri ng a rms .

Repea t three ti mes wi th ;1 Fina l one s tep fo rwa rd
and shout .

The lende r s teps in front of the cau ldron and snys :

Down th i t her prone in f l ight
lie speeds , ami th rough the vas t c t hcrcu l s ky
Sa i ls be tween wor ld s and wor tds , I..lith s teady wlng ,
To en shrine hi s rei ic s i n the sun 's
Br ight temp le , to Egyptian Thebes he f l i cs .

The leader turns and t os ses an i license 0 r sa It pet or ,
cinnamon ami my r rh on t he cau ld ron , say ing :

As the Phoenix , so regard thyscl f".
From t he I i r e , s ha l I ye ri se renewed
Fa ther and ~~ther t o thysel f .

The leader then t ak es an egg , canJ le anJ r ibhon
from the gr ound and fil l s one ha lf o f the C'gg wi t h
t he sa ltpete r , c innamon and myrrh mi xturc , li uht s
the cand le and s i ts dO\',TI in the c i rc le o f people .

The next pe rson t a ke s a dr in k f rom the c ha l icc ,
pa sses it and fo 11O\..is su i t. Th is i s done un ti l a ll
have their eggs etc . Take ca re t o l eav e samC' myrrh
wa t e r in the cha l ice .

When a ll a rc sea t ed in t he ci rcle eve r yone s i ts
s i l ent l y meditating on hi s / he r egg search ing ~ith i n

fo r the ingred i ant s of rebirth , and placing each
thought, idea l and g~~l ~ith in the egg .

hnen a l l i s within t he egg the top is p lacctl on
i t and the cand le wax d r ipped on the c rac k t o ~('a l

it. The go l d ribbon is t ied a round it and ovcr
i t t hus : \j)
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ThC' leader then t a kes a drink from t he cha l ice
»nd hands it to t he fi r s t person of his/her c hoice
who wai t s.

The l eade r places more incen se in the cau ldron
and eac h egg is passed through the smoke . The myrr h
h~lter is pour ed over the fire and t he c i rc l e is
c losed .

Nine and ca kes.

My Poems Are Small

Prairie Jackson

my poems are small
animals runni ng

be fo re t he s torm
t hey a re wild angels

in t he wind.
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The Trees of Annwfn

Gwyd ion Pendderwen

Now s t r ike the harp and b I O\~' the bc l lows ,
Tap th e tabor , raise a song;
Si ng i t l oud, my gent le fellows
All bedecked in greens and yc l l ow~ ,

Si ng t he tree -songs al l ni ght long.

Smoky torches I ight t he ha l Iways
Hallowed by our ancient hymns
Sung tonight as we ' ve sung a lways
From t he summer t hrough th e fa 11 days ,
Voices of our l ea fy l imbs.

F~om a 6eed Ok 6~om a 6 t~{ppi(~g ,

F~om a noor oJr g'l a6te.d bud.
White t he wate~6 go a-Jrippf{ng
Ru e up nJrom t he Sent-ae mild ,
Ru e up 6Jtom t he nl?ktae mild .

First th e sage wi t h autwnn dances,
Laurel blooms in wi nt er ' s chi l l ;
Heather ear l y spr i ng ent rances ,
Next the buckeye ' s dead ly lances
Rise above the verdant hill .
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[':1% t he seasons with the app les ;
~bn ::mi t a and madron ;
Toyon rocky ridge s grapples .
~1:lp lC' . many-co l o red dapples
Broken bru nches <111 alone .

F'l'm a ~{' ('d c,~ a'tOm a ~t,'rippU.n9 .

F'll 'nJ a H 'O t 0 ,'1 g'l.a6ted bud ,
{('frife t il " It\1te,!l ~ go a- ''l..tpp.f.ing
Ri.\l' up 6 ,~om t he: fse uile mud,
Ri .\ l' up ~'l(lm t tie ~e't.ti.le mud.

Ta n oak tall compe t es with redwood,
' Pos som grape the alder "t wi ne s ,
Oog""O<.X.1 d igs her roots in deadwood,
Poi$on SurrklC i $ the dread ",uoct
Of t co nfused with swee t e r v i nes .

Ehler . rose or ash abound ing
Ki nds the sun l ig ht like the rest .
'vrcs r ing food from i t s sur round i ng
So i l , wherever roots a re sound i ng
Si l ty sod that ' s water-blest

CH('RUS :

F, cm a ~('ed 0 '1 ~'lom a 6L'!. ,(ppUng ,
F'em a 'loo t 0'1 g'laHed bud.
:l'llit'e t fl C? Il\1 te 'l 6 go a- 'lippUng
RiH' up I~ ~ (lm ttte f..e.,u<1e mttd ,
R<' ~(' up .~ 't o m ttt e 6e-'Lti.1e mtld .
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In our anci ent ha ll s of timber
Oak and fir t he yea r recall;
I~i l low asks that we r emember
All the joys of s~cet Septemhc r
As we l eave beh i nd the fa l l .

Wi nte r comes , our boughs arc s l eep i ng :
Dowse t he t orch of pi t chy pine :
Soon the sap will come a -creep ing
From our roo t s wher-e we arc keeping
Dreams o f spr ing a nd surancr -t imc.

CHORUS '

f l om a 6eed ot 6tom a ~ttippt("9 ,

h om a t oot c r g'la6ted bud ,
White th e. (mte·'L.~ 90 a-'l i ppting
R.i~ e up ~ tom t ile ~e 'ttae mud ,
R,we up t\ 't.om the t\c 'lu le mud.

Gala

Hall i e Igl ehart

We wi t ches
Are in a l ove a f fa i r
I\'ith the ea r t h .
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To My Androsph lnx

Daniela Gioseffi

I dream of huge cocks of whales
and minusc ule organs of i nsec t s
f i ring guns everywhere .
Our mi nds are clogged wit h Black Widow Spiders
and t he flea i s a pat r iarch whose e laborate genita l
st ings hi s ma t e with le t hal copu lat ion .
"~en you come into me , when I come onto you ,
t here must be only bli ss .

I hear your green voice crying in the deser t
that hl ows sands over my bel ly .
I hear your blue ears , feathers of my p i l low,
th inking i n th~ night .

I wil l be t he fema le sea horse ,
in jungl es of t rop ical oce ans,
thrusting her eggs into her l over ' s s tomach
with her long bright or ange penis ,
unt i l t he fri ction of her or gan mov ing in him
ma kes hi s sperm pour for t h.
I may ride on top of your body ,
nipples wagging , prehens i l e t a i l s
fa nni ng your face with pur pl e erections .
Ne might place our heads t oge t her ,
thp most human of lover s.
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A fema le ma l la rd i s fa i t hfu l to one ma t c ,
sooner drowned than y iel d ing t o a s t r ang e r 's
lus t . Cour tship is a promin("nt pa r t
of the l ivcs of hi rds , h i ts of g lass and co lored
flowers , l eaves , and s h i n i ng gems
ga t hered in the nest.

l le rmaph rod i t i c s na ils fi re Ion " da rts a t each o t he r
and sometimes k il l t o come t oge t her , sperm unto sperm
and ova unto ova , s igh i ng with dea t h a t t he
orgas t ic moment. Bu t , my da r li ng Androsph inx ,
s hou l d I f ind you , we wi ll be and rog ynous \\'011 115

who nev e r a rgue , l i ned up head t o tail ,
segment t o segment , learni ng t o 1ik e ea r t h enough
t o l ove i t.

The Cave and the Moon

John Damon

The re i s a cave
it s da r kne ss i s a woman
in whom i wa s horn
but the moon a l so draws me
and i am t o rn
here in t he twili ght
wa iting
i drink the s t r eam
that f l ows [ r mn he r mou t h
i n which s he i s ref lected
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Invocation to the Moon Goddess

Cerridwen Fal l ingstar

A' we lffiiked t he £on9 lUke baek to t he eM , th e
child sai« , "Look! She. i s 6ol l owi l1 g M ~ The mOOI1
i~ ~ t i ll 6oUo((.1.{ l1g U~ ~ "

It is true , Mother . You fo l low me everywhere .
Li ke a ghost ly bal loon
You bob af ter my wanderings.
~ncn I hide in my house
Your s i lver seeps through my shades .
~nen I hide in my s leep
Your face haunts all my dreams .
In the heat of the day
Your peppenmint presence
Lingers sti l l on my tongue .

How could I hide
From the depths of your eyes?
IIDWcould I escaoe
From your terribl e beauty?

If I hid in the heat of the deserts
St i ll you would find me.
If I hid in the depths of the ~ea

St i 11 you would find me .
If I lay down in the wor ld of the dead
Or rose l i ke a gul l past the throne of the r~s

St i l l you would find me
St i l l you would be there to care for me .
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How long ca n a child
Hide Fr-om its mother?

If I should run and hide
On the dark s ide of the moon
Your eyes still would perceive me .
At t he center of the sun
Your voice would s t i l l reach me.

You gave bi r t h to t he darkness
You gave birt h t o the l i ght
Not hing is s t range t o you
Not hi ng is hidden from you
Dar kness and Light
They are t he same t o you.

The Light Bearer

Edwin Crusoe

You were so high,
bri ll iant i n shini ng respl endenci es
t hat shone far
t o the outer limit s
of wh ich there were none .

You were the morn ing s ta r ,
Perfec t i on,
Wi sdom and Beaut y,
bedazzl ing in your br il liances ,
Son of ~Iorning ,

you shining one f rom t he skies .
Your fal l was l ike a meteor
scre aming through the ski es
i llwninat ing
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Her Sols tice

Ka t hnrinc Cla rk

TIll' ni ght is r-aw wi til
d:IIIL' i ng
ancl " UI111S . the worms
or so f t ba lnnccd roots
~ I O\~' at 0 111' ncccll c I i t
feet .
They t hrum wi t h
bees on n ight c.uuing wlngs

and s he comes ;
she' is sp ir i t t hick wi nd.
l\e' s ki n c i rc le's in
her luccncc .
h'e' sweep on clear li ght

;1S she weaves
sl~lggy da rkncss
into whi t e mot hs .

ThC" J ip o f clay in
t he' t OC's Kecd s ,
our fee t chant their
faces , as we
1'('(' 1 magic mot hs
upon the pa l i ng Jay .

Count less unt i l dawn,
s he dances us 
bound l ess .
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S iuslaw; Migrations

Phi ll ip Foss , Jr .

\~at I eat in t he air
hands being drawn as by salt

i s t he used wind of a wing
mad Dungess f lami ng eyes
with the s tagnant we i ght

and in my stomach
Sea and sea

t he seal of sky and water
blind el l ipse of earth

chaot ic in pupi l s
a tide

in t he swell of whal es
barking out the dea f

from cave wall s
r~ hands go blank

and I f ish in t he sky
for t urnings

huge squeals from beaks
of fish heads

Tree-cl ouds s lipping i n ash
ships vanishing

and light
of cedar

bi t e

39

t he mouth of sa l t
by the sand
heron and egre t
burn in g apart t ides
of fi sh i n t he nose
ton gue and eye ce l ls
abso lute emptine ss :
mee t
sprawl .ing into vac uum
and hear t ;
of absence unending
and sea I ions
and dead
and s lick tongues of ~lves

go to footpr int s in tides
fo r mi grat ions
direct ions
droppi ng dreams
clams and mud
I grasp and t hey g?
in t he curves of time
Licking red ly t he smoke
chewi ng my l i ps for the sal t
and bi te



IVhat i s here i s dead and dying
bl ue canoes in fog of t ide dead men
unintel lig ible in my mout h poor t ool s

rotten in t he bay l aughs sai l ed for good
into space into the violent sunse t

of ot her gods than can now speak
power yet I hear

like chi l dren their voices
muttering and muttering

The dea t h of ange l s The broken arms of flame
§ y&e
He comes l i ke a shost A little blood i ndeed
Cannot hur t A lItt l e killing
Tt ~ ffikl kes the women wet There some
~d the sea throw out brothers There in t he river
~d ea ting And ki l ling a little
~&st~ar~sfu~W~ti~ ~n
And the women And the chi ldren

: a dozen handfuls of black mud thrown
into the out - t ide fu l l of worms

gone and the voices ar c t oo fa
apar t in space t o hear eac h other

cryi ng into t he dar kness
~hat I choose t o see kiss with my eyes

is movement smoke fa l l ing
bl ue bodies from chimneys

log dr i f t s erect tails in Bracken
ye l low-eyed half-gods hal f -dogs

s teal i ng killed rabbits f rom the road
sign l anguage from t he fingers of mist

explos ions of waves on l ava
soul-catchers i n squawking beaks

rain baptism of the eart h
of the men aga in t oday

again today forever
fo r the s ins t oday aga i n
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And what I choose to believe
with t he bl essed spi t

i s t hat bay cl ams are life
have returned

in despa i r
that I have rai sed t hem

t hat I have worshipped them
and somet ime

when I was raw crooked
and right
the r iver

who breast-feeds men
on cra b and alder

bucked -up cedar l ogs
dead st arfish

coyotes and wings

I choose t o believe
in breed ing gods
and inmor -ta I i.t y

appari tions of paw prints
through the cedar

fearin g them
i n eat i ng dirt
from the road

in the sun
in voi ces

i n f i re
i n glo ry
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to spew
of my fa ith
t hat the gods
t o being animal s
in neglect
tha t I have feared them
before at somepl ace
when I was other
burnt dirty
I choose
t o be a woman
on wate r
on smoke and mist
and sa l t
the f i ns of whales
gar bage and dead rabbi t s,
10 dyi ng gods
in fur
in chas ing
tongues flopping spi t
and sc reaming t hem
worshi pping t hem to life
in s t ea l i ng rabbi t s
in women
in handful s of black mud
l ost i n the t angl e of s tars
and power
in glo ry



The Feminine Gardener

Dan iela Gioseffi

She drifts into the lonely corners of the room
and her soft round s ilence
seems as precious as her pregnant bel ly .
The plants she tends and waters grow from her ,
chi ldre n of her f ingers .
They ca lm the room with their s ta t io nery presence
and pass through me into greenness .
There is no thing so peaceful as a leaf
with its superhuman s ilence .

She sprouts eyes from the s t ems of her f ingers
and touches her belly with knowledge
beyond words or reason.
Her voice fo r now is content t o s t ay within her
compar ing itself t o fingers. Her throat
fee ls rather t han sings the present aga ins t eternity ,
and in t he inmens i ty of her s ilence
t here is a rap ture
t hat contains a ll melody .

Prayer

:-Janey B. Natson

Lady of the Summer Pastures -
Do not neglect me .
Who loves y Oll more t han most .
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The Origins of the Witch'. Calendar

Cypr i an

The Witch's . or Wiccan, calendar consists of eight
Sabbat s distributed at approximately equal intervals
of about 45 days t hroughout the year.

Four of these Sabbats - Yule , Eost re . Midsurrrner
and Harvestide - correspond respectively with the
wint er solstice, the spring equinox , the summer sol
s t ice and the autumnal equinox. Each marks t he
change from one season t o the next. Each a lso was
important enough t o be carried ove r from Pagan t imes
into the Chr ist i an cal endar .

Yul e became Chr istmas, the name Eostre was given
to the movable Christian feas t of Easter . while t he
spr i ng or vernal equinox i t self became Lady Day or
the Annunciat.Ion. Midsummer was changed to St. .John t s
Day and t he au tumnal equinox marking Harvestide be
came Michaelmas .

The fac t that t hese Pagan festival s. or Sabbats ,
were Chris t i anized and car ried over into the Chris 
t i an calendar and ThU of them, Yule and Easter J re
main of sane importaoce even though t heir original
meaning is large ly for gotten or glossed over , i s
tes t imony t o the i r ro le in the l ife of the people ,
even in this material i stic age .

The general out l ine of t he four Sabbats marking
the four solar pos i t ions or four corner s of the year
is fairly well known. The swaner and winter sol
s t i ces and the vernal and autumnal equinoxes are ab
sol ut el y essent ial ca lendar marke rs within the ag
r icul tural year. These are date the fa rmer ITlt.M t
know i f he i s t o be abl e t o follow the annual rhy-
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t hym of t he solar/crop cyc le . It ' s worth noting,
t oo, that farmers ' a lmanacs are just as essent ia l
and just as popular as ever :

As it happens , t he solstices and equi noxes c losely
n~ tch the agricul tura l seasons in Bri tain , the home 
land of our Wiccan ca lendar , and well determine when
the fa rmer mus t plough and plant , cul t iva t e nad har 
vest. Even i nto this cent ury , fa rmers in Britain
obse rved Plough Monday, thi s occur r ing in January
after the traditional Twelve Days of Chr istmas.

On this day, t he good fanner walked his fi eld s
and laid hi s pl ans for the comi ng crop yea r . Plan
t ing, of course, would coincide with the verna l e
quinox , cul t ivat ion through Midsumner and the har
ves t completed by Michaelmas , t he autumna l equinox.

The anc ient Neolit hic farmers of Br i ta in made
this cruc ial di scovery of the cor respondence be
tween the crop cyc le and the so lar cyc le 3nd they
sea led it , in endur ing s tone. We know t hese monu
ments t oday as Sto nehenge , Ca l lani sh , and a hos t
of other ring- and s tanding-stone monuments ar t-
ful l y cons t ruct ed to keep c l ose track of the sun I s
position and determine when the solst ices and e
quinoxes occur red . They were for St one Age man and
remain t o this day an abs olutely amazing achieve
ment in cons t ruc tion engineering, geomet ry and as 
t ronomy .

So , in observing these four Sabbats we are hon
oring the ancient ~eol i thic fa rmer s who first dis 
cove red the relat ionship between the so l ar year and
the agr icul t ura l cyc l e , thus making farming possi
bl e and forever changing the way man lived . Our en
tire ci vi l izat ion is based upon their essent ia l dis
covery , a di scovery they seal ed in everlas t ing s tone
and i t i s only f i t t ing we remember th~n and cel e
brate their Sabbats.
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We are st i l l left with four other Sabbats , the
quar t er days of Candlemas (lmbol c) , Hay Eve (Bel 
t ane) , Lamas (Lughnasadh) and Hallowe' en (Samhain)
which do not fit into t he Neolit hic farming ca l en
dar. Yet , these four days, each located approxi
matel y midway between a solst ice and an equinox ,
lIJJst have been of very real impor tance to the peo
ple because they were inserted into the Christian
calendar and Chri stianized along with our other four
Sabbat s . What was the or ig inal importance of t hese
four dates that warranted their inclusi on wi t h the
agr icul t ura l marker dates?

I have always been unhappy wit h the teachings we
have gi ven our neophytes , concerning these four quar
ter-day Sabbats . The explanat ions of fered simply
Jo not j ibe with the importance nor, usually , with
the fac ts at t endi ng them . For example, it's per
fect ly easy to understand the significance of the
~inter sol s t i ce when the old sun dies and t he new
i W1 i s born and the farmer is t hus assured of a new
iol ar year and a new crop cycl e to sus tain l i fe .

But what was so important about February 2, Can
llemas or Imbolc, that it shoul d be put into the
::h.ri st ian calendar and that we should reta in i t al 
;0 as a Sabbat ?

The usual teaching t hat Candlemas heralds t he
~rowing sun and urges it on to dispel l the gl oom of
. int er hardly justifies its position as a Sabbat
lor i ts later inclusion in the Chr ist ian calendar
Ii th only a name change fran Imbloc to Candlemas .
~ quot e an ol d Sout hern express ion , '1nhat dog won't
u.mt." Boy, he sure won't ~
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ERRA'lUli

r-'LNE APPLES, p . 45, add at end

I go t ray f'i r e t clue, al t hough
I d1dnl ~ r ealize it at t he t i me, to
an enewer- fo r this probl em of the
quar t er days during the summer of
1971 . I had completed my inves
t i gations at Si l bury Hil l in
Engl and' s lovely ••• •
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lovely Wiltshire and turned my attention to nearby
Nindmill lIill. Unlike manmade Silbury , Nindmill is
a completely natural hill and was occupied by ~eo·

l i thic man for some purpose at l eas t as ear ly as
3700 B.C. , about a t housand years before t he f i rst
phase of construction a t Stonehe nge.
~~ observations from Windmill Hi ll showed it could

have been used to determine the Candlemas and Lanmas
quar t er-day sunsets , t hus fixing t he da t es for these
two quar t er days. But for what purpose? They don 't
f i t into t he agricultural as do Stonehenge and Si l
bury Hill and a host of other monuments throughout
Bri ta in and SCot land.

The clues were al l there but I did not reali ze
what r had until a few months l at er when I read
Ra lph hbit loc k's delightfUl book, The Foikio.e 06
WdahiAe.

hh i tlock explained there were two natura l ancient
calendars in Britain . One was agricul tu ra l and fol 
l owed the so lst ices and equi noxes as we have out 
lined. Noth ing unfamil iar about that at a l l , and
archaeolog ical evidence certa in ly susta ins i t. The
obse rva tions of Dr. Gerald fbwkins a t Stonehenge ,
the work of Dr . Euan ~bcKie at severa l s i tes , my own
modest achievements at Torhouse Ci rc l e and Si lbury
Ifill and the outstandi ng work of Professor Alexan
der Thorn tha t made al l t his possible bear ful l and
ample phys ical evidence of Neolithic man's deter
minat ion to observe and f ix his so lar fanni ng ca l-
endar . '

Then ~~itlock says there was a second , older pas
toral calendar with quarter days at Imbolc, Bel tane ,
Lughnasadh and Samhain. This ca lendar , he says ,
wa s used when man pr imarily was a herder of ani
ma ls and before much fanning wa s done. lie expla i ns
t hat Imbolc , which later hecame Candlemas, marked



t he begi nning of the lamb ing season and Bel tunc
probabl y was the day t he new lambs and rn l vcs we-r-e
turned out to graze .

Lughnasadh , o r Lamrnas , he says , llIay have had a
pastora l s igni f icancc whi ch has s ince been los t .
~Iy esr tmate , based on the archaeol ogical evidence
a t I\'indmillili ll , i s this \,~ I S the date the now vc l l 
gra zed livestoc k \\'3 S sold at s toc k fair s and these
fairs wor-e hel d upon hi ll t op s ites suc h a s I\'ind 
mi ll.

Whit lock a lso po int s out t hat hil ltop s toc k Inirs
were held on a t least three Wilt sh ire hilltop si tes
up until the First World War ; avery, ve ry l ong time
indeed t o obse rve so anc i en t a cus tom.

At Samha in , lIa l l owe t en , the herds were rounded up
and the surp lus anima l s sl aughtered ( t hus the co n
nec tion wi t h dea th) t o provide meat for the com ing
winter and sheep were ma t ed fo r the next yca r' s
lamb crop. Thus , the pastoral cycle , I ike the ag
ricultural cycl e , repeats yea r a f t c t- yea r" assur ing
ma n of I ire and sus t enance .

The t raditional observance of t hese qnart o r -dn y
Sabba t s seem t o hea r out t hei r pastoral si gn i fi 
cance . The l i ght i ng of cand les and torches at Ca n
d lemas m...y recal l the Xcol i t h ic he rd smen l ight i ng
torches and going among their herds on thi s ni ght
to search fo r the f irst new-born ani mals. The ap 
pearance of t he first new-born would be an occa sion
of grea t re j o ic i ng because it would hera It! the re 
newal of l ife and the pa s t o ra l cycl c even amid the
"dea th" of wint er.

S im i la r ly the custom of young pcop l c go i ng int o
the gr-eer»..ood on Ha y Eve , Bcl tanc , pr-obab ly i s a
memory of that distant t ime \·..hen the new la mbs and
ca lves were t aken out to pn s turc .

The o r ig i na l celebra t ion of l.anma s seems t o have
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been merged wi t h t he agr icultural celebrat ion of
fi r s t f ru i t s . The associ at ion of Samha in , Hallow
e 'en , wi t h death already has been not ed and it i s
worth point i ng out t hat of a l l the old pas to ra l
Sabbats t his is t he one that has remained with a ll
of us most s t rongly . The reason Hallowe 'en i s so
ent renched is that s laught er of animals at Samha i n
must have been a bl ood orgy almost beyond our com
prehens ion.

This was not hecause our Neolithic ances t or s were
gr i pped by some perverted blood-lus t ; far from it ,
t he mass s laughter was di ct ated by pure necess i ty .

There were two reasons: f irst , Neol ithic man could
preserve only t he grain he had grown that swnmer
and he had to have a large supply of mea t on hand
to t i de hi m over t he winter (he also needed t he
hides to protec t him from t he cold) and second , he
had onl y t he most l imi t ed supply of fodder, mostly
elm l eaves, t o ca rry his animals t hrough t he win
ter . Most of the lives t ock woul d have died of
s t a rvation an~~ay had he not slaughtered them. "hat
he did have t o do was husband hi s breedi ng stock
t hrough t he wint er as careful ly as he did himsel f
and hi s fami ly.

Our witch' s ca l endar , then , of eight Sabbats real ly
i s two ca lendars super imposed one upon the other ;
one agricul tural and based upon t he four pr ime solar
pos i t ions and t he ot her older and pastoral , se t by
the quarter days , and dat ing f rom t hat ea r lier time
when man was primaril y a herder of sheep and cat t le .

So , we observe four sol ar Sabbats t o commemorat e
our ancestors and t hei r li fe-sus t a ini ng agricul tura l
year and four more quar t er -day Sabbat s to cel ebrat e
our even older ances tors and t heir l i fe -sus taining
pastora l year . I-Iow proper i t is t o pay t hem homage ~
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Apple Poem

Chas S . Clifton

Blast it , the wind:
An equinoc ta l front
makes a long gl issade
off the east face of Pikes Peak .

Apples bomba rd t he roof :
l ike being in Al es ia under sc ige
while some j o l ly Roman mas t cr se rgeant
lobs i n seve red heads by ca t apult .

The same appl es , t hese ea rly wind fa ll s ,
turn t o driveway c i de r under our ti res .
I cl imb up wi t h a bucket : p l uc k one
and two more fa ll and smash .

I\hy i s She so prodigal thi s yea r?
I\'ill we l i ve thr ough fa ll on app lesauce
unt i l our pores breath c innamon
and nutmeg. a l lspice , mace ,

like living pomanders ,
watching the equ inocta l winds
flowing around s t r ipped branches?
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Great Hunter

Ed Engl e

oh i am a great hunt er
i neck my arrow
and stal k
t he greates t of the deer
creatures 01 power
and beaut y
but when they see me
they l augh and do not
even run or hide
my ar row falls l imp as
after making l ove
t ear s have come to my
eyes many t imes

i shoul d s t ay wit h t he
women and t i ckl e the
babies whil e men hunt
i al so carve beautiful
pipes and hippi e t rinkets
much money green f rogbacks

toget her with women i
should go t o hi llt ops
col l ect ing wood and
wat ching sunsets

oh i am a great hunter
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Two Poems

Ed Engle

these people ca l l
themse lves magicians
wi t h t heir inside jokes

a l l read t he same book
know nothing about
t he pl ant s
and anima ls

put their heads up the chimne y
when t hey ' re s t oking the f i re

•••

today i hunt
rabbi t and dove
on ra ",nee grass

ra in and mud
t he prair ie sur rounds
shotg lUl blast
there i s blood

the song i s fo r
rabbi t and dove
the ca lmness
wi t h whi ch t hey
bre ak t he hymen of death
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Properties Shared by the "Black Hole" of Modern
Astronomy and the Magic Circle of Tradition

Fr eder ick Hacl.aurin Adams

1. ATTRACTIVITY . Li ght rays a re swal l owed up by ,
and debris i s attracted t o the Black Hole. Hence
i t i s invisible or appears bl ack. The Magic Circle
i s charged t o at t ract spi ri t ual entities , etc .

2. SEALING-IN. Once anything , even light. passes
the Event Hori zon Sphere , the Black Hol e prevents
i t from ever esca ping back into our universe.
Gera l d Gardner has explained that the Magic Ci rc l e
is sealed to raise the Cone of Power .

3 . RING BElWEEN WORLDS . If one r eache s t he Singu
l ar i t y a t the center of the Black Hole , and t ravels
along the Einstein-Rosen Br i dge, according to t he
SCharzchi l d Sol ut ion, theoretical l y one enters ot her
universes. The Magic Ci rc l e i s supposed t o a f ford
access to other pl anes of existence or Spi r i t ual
World Frames coi ncident with our customary , every 
day mode of r eali t y, by vir t ue of what we may call
Topolog ical Folds , as in the Klein Bot t le or the
Projective Plane.

4. RADIATION OF INFWENCE . The mysterious Quasar
may be a "b i t e Hole , which is gushing forth new,
"undisciplined" , hi ghl y energetic atoms into our
universe from poss ib le other universes . Frequently
the ~bgic Ci rc le i s charged to radiate blessings
from ot her spi r itual realms for the benefit of
Bei ngs in our world .
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5. TI lE OOUBLE PERIIIETER. A rotat ing Black Iioic
has two Event Hori zons , or an Ergospherc lIori zon
outs ide the Event Hor i zon. The zone of th e Ergo
sphere cont a ins energies that may be ta pped by our 
se l ves t o be employed i n thi s uni ve r se . Host f re
quentl y, t he class i cal Ci rc le of High Hag ic i s
cons t ruc ted wit h t wo concent r ic rings . t he s}mbo l ism
of which varies accord ing t o Trad i t ion.

These ana logs exhibit t he amazing psychoid . or
physical -ps ychica l nature o f archetypa l processe s.
Has t he model of t he Hagi c Ci rc le been de rived
ps ionica lly f rom the morpho logy of Blac k lloIe s , o r
are we projecting t he tbgic Circ le , th e Archetypal
113OOa 13 onto the unive r se? Or do the as t ronomlca I
and cultura l cons t ruc t s s tem f rom a primord ia l sub
s t ra te of Pla t onic Fonns? I t hink we can sa fely
set aside the notion that nut s and bol t s ast ronauts ,
at some remote t ime in antiqui t y , t r ied t o t each our
primit ive ancesto rs about Col lapsed Sta rs , whi ch in 
fonnat ion t hey garbl ed int o ineffec tua l pract ices
of sorcer-y. In any event , t he se r io....s Hag ician of
the Aquarian Age may impl ement her knOWl edge of
Black tlol es t o increase the potency of her t heurgy
in serv ice t o t he Queendom of the r~ laxy _ Can a
"worm Hole for Timel ess Transi t " be crea ted by
~bgical Wil l in conformi ty wit h the Wi l l of ~uit ,

Our Lady of St ars?
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Eve of All Hallows

R. Nichol as Taylor

Eve of All Hollows .
The eart h , a patchwork of l eaves .
The rose, in quiet s lumber.

For three nights and days ,
wi t h oak logs sput tering and crackling
in the c h i ll ra in,
to the horned l ord ' s domain
we at tended .

That fina l morni ng
The sky clear wi t h winter blue,
The wind , sharp and biting.
Cold and numb our hands
he ld tight.
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Metem psycho sis

Gwyd ion Pendderwen

I doubt all
save the survival
of some unquenchable fire wi thin me;
I see k no immortality ,
for it comes without search .
r live with the joy of my senses ,
knowing t hat t his pa rt wil l su re ly per ish,
leaving on ly t hat which came be fo re .
To live here and now
withou t tha t certainty,
wit hout acceptance of Dea t h a s the unvc i l ing
of the One,
is to forget ,
fo rever ,
t he sec r e t name that is whispered at birth
beyond the hidden gates.
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Has Anybody Seen My Cat?

Ell en Cannon

A love spe l l? Sure~ Glad to oblige.
I 'll s ta r t it right away .
Soon as I f i nd my potion book.
Let' ~ see , the ot her day --

hnat was I doing? A money spell?
That 's-right : I' m sure! I think
That 's when J had it -- here it is!
"fiy i s it i n the s ink?

Page 42 . lhmm , let me see
Exact ly what I'll need.
A pinc h of this , a cup of t hat
Khat' s sn ir t leber ry weed?

You see my cauldro n anywhere?
That bl ack t hing - - bring it here.
It ' s full of what? It coul dn 't be
Not even I - -""""OJldear~ !

I wo ndered whe re t hat wa s. Oh , well.
~ow we can rea l ly s tar t .
Have fa i t h , i n very littl e time
You ' l l have your lover ' s heart.

Of course you get t he rest of him!
That isn ' t what I meant.
My \00'300 is here somewhere , I know.
~ow how did i t get bent?
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Jus t l et me pour thi s on the herbs ,
This i s the final t ouch.
Oh , yes , i t always smokes like that.
Well , maybe not t hat much.

We're almost f inished , near l y done.
Ah hah: And t here you are .
Let ' s ca t ch it quick before i t runs
Away - - bring me t hat jar.

Success ~ Jus t add thi s t o hi s food
And he' l l be yours forevermore ,
Or be a l i zard . . . I ' m confused.
Do you think you can f i nd the door ?
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To a Statue Dest royed by Vandals

John Damon

Beside the path
heIf hidden
in a tangle of plants
under the shadow of boughs
statue of Artemis
weather eaten
white
the upraised ann
broken off
crumb l ing deer beside her
withered wreath
crowning her head
at her feet
offerings of ca l la l i l l i es

* * *

Searching the high cliffs
above the sea channel
through a maze
of windbent t hicket s
for t he statue of Artemis
Goddess of t he Ways
purp le holl yhock s
bes ide t he pat h
each petal
dus ted
faintl y white
i s tumble
on broken statuary
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pi llars on a hi l l
di sappear
int o the tree t angl e

•

cl imbi ng the l as t ridge
hear t soar ing
offer ings of f l owers
in my arms
i find
an empty co lumn
where the Goddess had s tood

•
bare br ick s tructure
askew f r om the ground
and f rom it
cur l
t endr il s
of pale smoke

•
in the hollow crown
hollyhocks
and wi ld nasturt i ums
brown mimosa pods
cracked open
the ha rd black seed s
spil ling out
a s ingl e ca l lali lly
incense recent l y l i t
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Bla ck S ky Waiting

Prair ie Jackson

black
sky waiting
a t t he edge

of memory whi sper ing
secrets and t ell i ng

t he wind
what you have

a l ways known
you remember

t he bell and l i ght t ha t
f l icker and cal l
t o t he cros sr oads
those who stand on ridges

t hose who walk narrow ledge s
t hose who turn i n dreams
toss ing in the fi eld of s l eep
and yea rn t o fly again

your t rue voice returns
a s you out run the s ilence

llnposed by cent uries
as you pas s by s i nging

into t he ot her s ide
of the light

fa r f r om the
shadows
of t his world
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Autumn Equinox

~~riel Riggs

Ec l ipse came - vs t range . I could feel
It a ll d-ry . Pear in s ide - -deep. Primitive . Alterat ion
r f lifE: ls cons t ant . No t hing vi sib le- -no wane
uf hot sun light . Sti l l , in my gut-- t he darkeni ng.
Dragon bi te . Hol e in sun. Chewed out pi ece .
Bit e , broken coi n.

Work . Winter comes . I fee l it - -deep i n. ~~ bones
And jo ints . Ache and limp . Sky grey , bu i Id ing cool. 'co ,
Cold . Urge for sol i t ude, t he hc rm i t agc . Contcmp Ia tc
I~ ing Wi t h- -t o give up thi s gi ft
Of t ime- -somehow wrong- - for me. I rea li zed
Iy known lives have a ll been

Al one. Always the eye
Of the s t orm . The t ouch I ' vc had
Recedes t o swi r l
Aga in. Never the binaf)'. Always the one .
Like She who is Three , yet one.
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Th e Witch es

Katharine Clark

I can feel t he flame.
They have l ea rned to
chant our death
with songs of hot wood.
Smoke ....rhi s t Ies .
Ke pop in the flames .

Red -- t he goddess color
\\,'C wea r a 11 red
of bright light cro....ns
in our hair
charne l . Ke oil ourselves
in red. Slicked
faces and red on tying rope .
red on body . red
on ground .
The flames feed on it.

Night
and we blaze .
They have l ea rned to chant
and leave us to ember.
Alone.
Sma l l spi rits come
and light eternal
cand les from us.
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Sudden gap
where the fowl wi nd
roars up canyon,
t hrough rock crotch.
No wh ite ea rs
can trans l at e .
but whi t e heart
s tands s t il l.

Cry

Nancy B. Watson

Is it not s t range
that I . who traff ic in the s t ars and sky,
cannot see t he Tides?
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Go ing Downriver

Chas S. Cli fton

We hunt sleep with sharp spears
as t he hawk of of Horus harrows day.

Even t he smel l of t hat river is enough,
t his body i s now something I coul d do without .

I\hat could be the real face
behind the grey cloak on the riverbank?

~hat f l ies l i ke a hawk in daylight?
~ho i s like the owl on the moonl i t br anch .

•
.. ...
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Last Glimpse of the S now Queen

Chas S. Clifton

The snow drifts lei surel y,
scal loped in sunl ight .
Phone serv ice is re stored , grandfa t hers emerge
with blinks and compa r isons .

The world ' s new c rus t
breaks with a squeak, opens blue chasms
as de licate as col umbine .

Across two f ields, beyond the edge of t own
I tramped in a c loud of breathing ,
wool swea t , and crys ta ls of sunl ight ,
found you already at her house ,
the well -fitted door ajar

and in t he nort h-li t bedroom
a dull bl ue sheen
from the nyl on of her s l eep ing bag
spread on t he bed , snow
on the si l ls and floor ,
the pi llows cool and indented .

Far off , i n a whi t e car
on a white road in a white land she goes ,
her re t inue behind : her birds ,
her stags , her wolves .

7 1



Stonehenge

Katharine Clark

The black moon fel l from her
and she could see .

A glaze of silver coated
the sand in the grasses
a pure, moving fluid .

It rang.
It formed ice fingers
and fisted into the
hills of burial bones ,
and cool fluid winds
and an eye-less avenue
of ancient holes .

The stones had only shadows ,
and long, arm-linked
torsos that night.
They danced disjointed In
thick, black air,
they tossed their lintel
heads and howled
in the lightning,
the thunder ,
into the dead hear t
of their broken mandala.

then they starred , silent.
She starred.
She walked , arms upward ,
furrowing t he rain.

The stones moved to meet her.
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Vou Have Called Me Devil

~legeara

You have ca l l ed me dev i l
You have doomed me t o ex t i nc t ion
I, t he Great Lord of Fire
I, the Mighty Dragon
Benea t h the earth I keep c lose watch
Upon trea~ures of t he l os t race
They did not fear me
To them I was a good and gen tle goo
hnen the last of them died
I mourned
I would not know their goodness aga i n
Their greates t treasures were bequeathed t o me ,
Gol d , gems ,
Crowns that sat upon t he heads
Of wise and honorable kings
Soon , the s t ranger s carne
St ea l ing th e treasures from me
I foug ht fo r what was mora lly mine
It was my duty t o f ight
But now I am dying
~ty t r easur es gone
~o/ lair desecra ted
Broken . . . . .... •
They ca ll me devil
I am doomed to extinct ion
I , the Grea t Lord of Fire
I, the ~lighty Dragon
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Genesis Restated

Ba rry Mart i n

~ohody rea l ly knows how it a l l began ,
or who c rea ted the end less void out of which a ll

th ings came .
And who c rea ted the Crea t o r?
\\110 ind eed can t e ll .
Rut furt her back than any human mind ca n reach ,
co lourful patterns we r e woven , in an ingenious way,
and they were t hrust fort h into the limitless

pccu l iar i ty
wh ic h we now ca l l space .
Then ga lax ies were Fo rmed with ma ny p lane t s,
and the Almighty i nte l 1i.gence who had formed al l

th i s
gave life as we unders tand i t .
Here upon t his small planet which we call Ear t h ,

the fi rs t
humans s tepped fo r t h , and heaved a heavy s ig h,
a s t hey rea l i sed t he work t hat was orda i ned for them.

The dance of l i f e had been set in motion , and t he
mighty

rhy thm wa s t he bea t of t he heart of man.
Our a ncestors he l d high t he i r a rms in awe ,
when t hey saw the Sun f i r st r i se , and they ma rve lled
at it s li fe g iv ing forces .
Li kewise they worshipped hi s s i lver s is te r ,
t he ~Ioon .

Soon t hey di scovered that t here wa s t ime and age
and death .
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But just as the seed of a frui t wi ll grow,
so t he human soul i s born again , ITk1ny t imes
and in many pl aces.
In the same way t hat t he Deit y had creat ed t hem,
they in turn created names fo r the d ivine maker ,
and qui te r ightly t hey ca lled Deity the Great No t her .
Places of worsh ip were const ruct ed in her name ,
temples of pure white marble and i vory, adorned with

gold.
A pri esthood was elected to perfonn her t asks , and they
were t he throne bea re rs .
Sac r ed hymns were carefully wri tten on parchment
and were stored away within vaults .
The pyramids were bui lt l of t y and per fect ,
no man could unders t and t he genius that des igned
thei r remarkabl e shape and s ize .
Many times withi n t he pa laces of kings , the sages
wisely conversed, as they fonned t he Ar t we now ca l l
Magic •
But its sec rets were fie rce ly gua rded .
The Lotus f lower then blossomed forth ,
and we sa t cross - legged on t he banks of a
sacred river , and s ta red into nothingness , yet saw

everyt hing.
We chant ed the names of Gods , and a ll th ings
were puzzles but eas i ly explained by t he Hol y men
who came and spoke , but l it tle yet sa id i t a l l.

The l ands of t he nort h were misty and green ,
and washed by t he seas whi ch c ras hed in from all

d i rections .
They worked hard const ruct ing their c i rc l es of

s tone,
to worship the f'.lother of the eart h whom t hey ca l led

Br ighid ,
The Great One .
Large Baal f ires were lit, and worship was given to
t he SlUl.
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Stil l the ~bon hel d a spec ial mystery for us .
As did t he white f ro th of t he tide
which had swallowed up Cont inents , Kings , and Queens.
But we're s t i l l at a l oss t o know how it a l l began;
what does it matter? We realise tha t there was
a Source , which sent i t s thought waves in our
ways .
l'Ye know t he Goddesses and Gods by names now ,
l et us cont i nue t o worship them ,
as our ancestors did of old.

Discovered Rot at my Bon e

Susan Zwinger

I f l ung her over the t erribl e bal cony
s t i ll smil ing , like in t he movi es . Her l ast
s t icky mout h covered with cream . One

l as t frai l t hought l anced her bra i n.
Unbra ided her hai r , hi s overlapped kisses
s l ipt down to a pool near her ear .

There
i s no sacr i f ic ial r i t e ; no run wi t h moon
on my tit . no Dianic hunt in the ni ght , no
l ong primit ive sc rat ch in t he naked earth
implanted with dream.

No . It was clean murder
as pur e as whit e cal endar kittens
in a Chris tian farm ki tchen , numb egg,
sexua l as fresh snow, blood emblem on t he f loor
below. Her sweet s pour out
from a crack in her l eg.
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In Celebration of Kabiros

Thomas M. Ott

o chi ld , within t he dread shadows
of darkness, begi n t he veiled night .
Know he who i s t he Mystery of mys teries.
As serpent rises up in to rc hl i t smoke
f rom t imeless nocturnal mists ,
He :
The darkened Sun,
t he awesome Lord of Life and Deat h .
Divine Kabiros~

on wooden hill s t he blackned Earth gave up
t hat the race of mor t als might exis t .
Divi ne Kabi ros !
Thou nocturnal smi t h,
volcanic fire personi f ied .
t hrice -realmed Lord of t he Quarters,
Reborn ,
from dark ash wombed Ear t h.
Divine Kabiros ~

Fat her Sky,
Fat her Sea .
Phal l os of Heaven - Fruit of Ear t h.
For I man-child of Ear t h and lIeaven,
yet of St ar ry Heaven ' s Race , of Kabi ros a lone.
Divin e Kabi ros,
Dread Lord and Mystery of Noct urna l St i ll ness ;
o Black NetherworId Sun.
God of fe r t il i t y and growt h ,
Orig in of Soul and Ghosts,
SOIlI'C<.' a nd give r of l ife Inde s t ruc tab le ,
ra the r , Son , Seed, and Shoot
o Sacred Ances to r ,
Lord o f t he Pr ima l lIenn,
Give us Resurrec t ion and Rebi r t h !
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Speakers in the Wilderness

David a:Queen

Jus t the other ni ght ,
y was ~i t t i ng on thi s log
i n t he middle of nowhere ;
whi le cont~np l a t ing t his s t ar ,
guess who wandered by?
You bet -- that naked old man
who se rved the elements .

"David ,"
he said .

"bhar have you been doing
with yoursel f lat e ly?

Don ' t answer I know ; it ' s a fine and nobl e
occupat ion t o vers i fy t hese paste boards ,

and you wil l be happy t o know . the gods are
wel l pleased. and your t utor i s raving

hi gh and low over you; I , t oo, am proud
to be a member of your poeti cal Tarot.

Yet. every time we meet , I ' m on myoi d legs ;
you' re on your young ass . Isn ' t it t ime

for you t o inher it my staff , and me , your log?"

"O ld man!"
I sa id .

"I have learned a l ot while wa i t ing on this log ,
heard that s ingUlar voice , you mimick so well .
debat ed with the rattlesnake , and out riddled
t he coyot e . I wai t for t he sign: t he eagle
t o cat the ra ven; t he advent of Enoch , t he Ini tiator. "
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"David,
you would have been entertain ing

a t Tiberius 's court, but don ' t pra tt le to 11K' , now,
t his is America where entrail s a rc us ed [or S: IlIS.

and not [or advertising doom.
Poetica l language i s a hand y thing t o h.rvc ,

but Enoch wil l be wearing winged tip s hoes .
Isn 't it time to have a l ook a ro und

and see where man has gotten t o?"

lie did not wait for my rep ly
instead motioned me t o watch hi s act ,
that naked old man

changed into
a naked young l auy ,

then back agn m .
"what did you see , David?"

he asked.

I explained.
He laughed, laughed ,

and laughed:

"For all your proselyti z ing:
t he birds , the bees, t hose omens,

lengthy conve rsa t ions over sherry
wi th the s na kes -- ador in g

the bushes t hat burst i nto fla mes ,
F.. I I i llg s t a rs , and the like ,
you don 't know death .

FOOli s hl y nwai ti ng this advent o f Enoc h ,
and yOll don ' t even know how t o die ,

a s o l" yet;
"God . . . ." t ick l cd p ink, he burst ou t laughing.

There was nothing e lse t o do.
I took his s t a r r .
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A Woman's Buttocks - - for Virginia Woolf

Daniela Gioseff i

She had some wild not ion of following the bi rds
to t he r im of t he world ,
f linging her sel f on t he spongy turf there
and drinking forgetfulness
until roots twined around her knees
and ~urmed their way deep inside her .
Her mind spi ll ed
l ike hot cof fee over the saucer of her li fe
and drowned in i ts own dark ecstasy.

Lul l ing her pai n with the asp i r in of death
taken in sma l l doses ni ghtly,
I sit beside t he fire of my lover 's soul ,
glowing fle sh in t he l i ght ,
never quite awake.

A matc h struck behind an eyel id
f lares against retinas .
A shadow dance of puppets begins ;
mother , fat her , chi ld . l over
whirl in a Chinese lantern show
until the frenzy that would burn me quic kly
in a puf f of ecstasy
ree l s away.

Spun out in a s low red river of sound
from t he mouth of longing.
I measure my time in monthly cycles
forgi ng a link , a secret
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transaction of typewTi t ers ,
voi ce answering voice .
I talk t o mysel f as i f t o "him,"
s tammer i ng an ans~er .

trying labor iously t o bea r wheat .
voice t o voi:e . breath to brea t h, tongue to
t ongue.

She ended as a fea t her fl oat s from the sky.
vaults the dark pool of mi nd .
refl ecting the moon
like a wOITk~nl s but t ocks
turned up again to heaven.

Winter Solstice

Prairie Jackson

we are al l as leep
i n the cave of the heart

the sac red beat ing
in our wri sts

and i n our mind
i s the pul se

of grea ter vis ion
i ts gent le turnings

are poems
t o be born

in the comi ng season
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The Fourth True Tale

~Ia rah

Once upon a time there was a great Queen ca lled
Ca rdca who rul led all the land from the ~lountains

of t he Hoon to the Cup of the Sun, and from the
Sword of Ophion to the thicket of staves t hat ob
scured the edge of the world in t he South.

This Queen was mighty, and she ruled wi t hout
mercy (although she U,.U.6 just, which was rarely ap
prec iu ted) . The sons of men tried to oppose her by
force of arms, but she broke t hem ; and by guile
and love , which she ignored .

Cardea had a son named Jannicot , whom she had
gotten with the help of Ophion (which i s why the
north was Favored by her), and she l oved J annicot
above all things . Because he was morta l , Jannicot
pitied men and was inc l ined to give them t he bene
f it of the doubt , for whic h reason he was greatly
loved .

When he was grown, he said t o his mother , " I wi ll
walk up and doW'Il in the world and see what i s t o be
seen."

And because she loved him and could refuse him
nothing she let him go.

Three t imes three plus one and t hree moons
birthed themselves in the sk i and sti ll J annicot
diu not re tu rn . The Queen was left to her daily
round of refusing her hand to sui tors in the mor
ning and putting doW'Il insurrect ions in t he after
noon, and although she occas ionally sent a [ load
or a plague or a famine (for variety) she was un
happy .
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Then one morning . as the Queen was sv...eeping yet
another batch of suitors off her doorstep and pre
par i ng fo r t he afternoon batt le , she esp ied a cha 
r io t ad vanc ing ac ross the meadow to\vard her . It
was d rawn by n ine mil k-white mares and Io l lowcd by
nine milk-white hounds and ci rcl ing above i t we re
ni ne white fa lcons . The char iot itse lf was made
of gold and ivory and 27 kinds of precious stone.
and i t gl it tered like a ll the stars in heaven and
sang l i ke a ll t he birds in the sky and all the
fishes in the sea as it rolled across the meadmi.

And beh ind it i n its track grew up rose and pop
py and honeysuc kl e. and pomegranate and app le dropped
r ipe fruit the taste of whic h cou ld ra ise up a ITk~n

nine weeks dead t o new life . Rut more wonder fu l
t han a ll these wonders was t he dri ver of t he c ha
r i ot . a young man wi t h skin like c lea r honey and ha ir
like a field of poppies a ll in bloom. lIi s eyes
were t he color of midheaven at sunset and hi s teeth
were like perfec t dehu rops gathered under the tbon 's
s ilver light .

He wore no anns and a rmor , on ly a pure white tu
nic g i r d l ed with a living snake . and sanda ls of pure
go ld appointed with dove' s wings, and bill owing out
behind him i n the wind was a cape the co lo r of t he
sea i n a storm, t hat was so cupac ious it could ho ld
everything eve r put in it . lie W.l S the mast beaut i 
Ful man t ha t there eve r wa s i n t he wor ld and Cardea
grea t ly de sired to know him.

He pull ed hi s c har iot t o a stop at t he ga te whe re
the Queen s tood (wi t h the morning 's sui tors wr apped
in a net under her ann) and said t o her, " I am Ja
nus the Twi ce-begotten. ~o fat he r engendered me , no
mortal woman bore me . I have har rowed hell and
spor t ed with dragons; I have turned wate r in wine
and stones int o bread ; r know the True Names of the
Four \'linds and every beas t in the sea , every b i rd
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of the a i r and a l l the animals of the earth. I can
not die sa ve at t he hand of t he one who l oves me
bes t, and I am here for to mar ry with the Lady Car
dea and rul e over the Two Lands."

Nor Cardca t hought this was all silly boasting ,
because of al l the creatures on earth only her son
Jannicot might attempt these things and he wasn't
here , and besides , she was miffed at the way he ad
dressed her (because no Queen l i kes being demot ed)
so she turned her sel f into a mare white than t he
~k:>on in t he sky , saying , " I f you can ca tch me I
will wed you, but no mortal man ever w.i l L! "

But much to her surp r ise , Janus l eapt from his
c~,r iot and became a great grey s tal l ion wi t h a
mane and tail t he colo r of sea-foam and gal lop ed
after her .

Cardea gal loped t he l engt h and breadth of her
dominion , but Janus was always a step behind.
Then she became a lion with fur t hat shone like the
Sun, and he beca me a panther t hat burned like f i re .
She became a fire-breathing serpent and s l i t hered
into the eart h , but he became a badger and pul led
her out by t he ta i l .

She became a hawk and soared into heaven, and
he became a s tone and s t ruc k her down . She became
an oak and he a woodpecker , she a flame and he a
s torm , and at l ast she became a great wind and he
caught her in hi s c loak. Then at l ast must Cardea
agree t o wed this s t ranger.

They returned t o her palace , and preparations
for the feas t were made , but the Queen swore not
to wed unti l she knew where her son Jannicot might
be. At t his Janus threw off his c loak and cried:

''Then you may t ar ry no more, my Lady , for I am
he who was your son , who went into the world and
learned many things , and I am here to bring mercy
to t he ra ce of morta l men ."

Then were t hey t wo wed, and J anus di sposed hapl y
of Cardea 's kingdom as long as t here were men in i t.
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The Fault Line

Sonya Grenchenko

the weeks pass by
and suddenly
there is nothing t o s t and on;
the pla ces in you shi f t
the times merge in hal f
at different s t ra tum .
the meaning s tares back at you
like a s t ranger
you' ve met before a t a distance
of s t reet corne rs
and waited for

Durga

IbUy Bloom

I have forgotten I am you.
Under my bl ade your thousands shatter
Within my f lames your sc reaming brea k
Beneat h my fee t your unknown souls

lie dazed
And I cannot r id t he cosmic i t ch
Of your deat h
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OiaMater

~blly Bloom

How many days have you mothered me
(Dreami ng and drinking the brew of your breasts)
The second that I s
Or the ages that were
And I am fed up to my skul l.
Cur ren t to synapse , ne rve t o cell ,
Tra i ned with milk and ga l l
Ea rth and t~on risen and set -
How patterned , ~fo ther, how patterned and se t .
How gl or i ous l y bi t t er
How cunni ngl y sweet . . .
How l ong and how much have I la in at your breasts?
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Karla Clarke Gipe

moon-days and sun-nights rass.
the river flows on.

in this mountain meado.... i take root ..
blooming . velvet and vulnerable .

the hummingbird haunts me . pierces me . -
shall i protect myself?

the bee invades me . drains me
shall i remain empty?
yet the butterfly touc hes me . 1 i t he and gent lc ,

ra inbow sca les dus t ing down ,
down t o my ce nter .

my very heart is stirre~d :

i am refreshed and
my energy flows free once more.

moon-days and sun-nights pass .
the river flows on.

my l eaves drift wit h the others :
the hummingbird and bee s t i ll their weapons .
t he butterfly fo l lows a distant ca l l.
at last the snow shrouds us a l l .
yet our souls fl y freo ,

formless and changi ng.
f lowing wit h t he r iver.

perhaps next seedtime. i 'll be t he butterfl)
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