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Beltane 2011 
 

The weather here has really turned into summer. The 

temperature has been hovering near 90 during the 

day and stays in the 60s at night. At times it is 

difficult to see the turn of the wheel here but this 

year I see subtle changes. I have blackberries 

blooming! All the trees have new leaves except for 

the one maple that seems to always be a few weeks behind all the others. 

Following the Celtic tree calendar, this is the month of Huath, the Hawthorn. This is a 

time for cleansing the temples and statues. Remember that your body is also a temple. 

Take time to cleanse yourself and feel renewed. 

 

As we celebrate Beltane, we are embracing our sexuality and passion. We should 

acknowledge this on a regular basis but sometimes real life gets in the way. I am 

working with Freya, the Goddess of Beauty and Sexuality. Just knowing she is near helps 

me feel more sensual. Try to add something into your day to remind you of the passion 

that lies just beneath the surface. 

Artwork : Field of Fertility by Orna Ben-Shoshan 

Blessings of Beltane 

Dawn 
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Artwork About the Artist: Orna 

Ben-Shoshan 

 

Alternative Realities lie parallel to the 

world we are familiar with.  

 

Orna Ben-Shoshan's artwork gives the 

viewer a rare and insightful visit to 

places beyond consciousness. Her 

paintings release the imagination and 

extend the limits of ordinary 

perception. In her colorful scenes, 

which take place in a distant world, 

creatures and objects interact in 

unpredictable ways and are uninfluenced by the laws of physics.  

 

Artist Orna Ben-shoshan receives the images she paints through channeling. Unlike 

most artists, all of her paintings are completed in her mind before she transfers them 

onto the canvas. Orna's works infuse deep spiritual experience with subtle humor.  

 

Critics remark that each of her pieces is a world unto itself. The images are executed 

with intricate detail and seasoned by a multitude of colors and decorative patterns that 

are influenced by her work as a designer. During her career as a fine artist for the past 

twenty years, Orna has created a large body of work and is presently focusing on oil 

paintings. In addition to oil paintings, she creates computer art. These images are 

transformed into hand-decorated prints on canvas. Currently she also works as a 

freelance illustrator and textile designer. 

 

Orna Ben-Shoshan was born in Kibbutz Yifaat, Israel, in 1956. She received her training 

as a graphic designer in Tel-Aviv. In 1982 she moved to the U.S. where she lived for 

fifteen years. 

 

Since her first one person show in 1983 (Lancaster, PA) Orna has exhibited her work in 

museums and galleries throughout the U.S. and abroad, including "ART EXPO N.Y." in 

1996. She has recieved several awards, such as the "Grumbacher Award" from the 
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Copley Society of Boston. Her work was published in "Yoga Journal" and by "Recycled 

Paper Products". She is also featured in the 10th edition of "The Encyclopedia of Living 

Artists". 

 

Orna returned to Israel in 1996 where she is continuing to work from her studio in 

Ra'anana. Her first one person show in Israel took place at "Tzavta", Tel-Aviv, in 1998 

and won remarkable reviews. Since then, she has been exhibiting her art at numerous 

one-person and group shows in Israel and Europe.  

 

View her artwork and become enchanted by an astounding world, where anything is 

possible. Snatch this opportunity to enrich your imagination, expand your horizons and 

become familiar with a rapidly rising and talented artist. You will be captivated, exited, 

enthralled and inspired... 

 

Please visit Orna Ben-Shoshan’s website at: http://www.ben-shoshan.com to see more 

beautiful pieces. 

Artwork: The Birth of Menus by Artist Orna Ben-Shoshan 

  

About a decade ago, I visited the Uffizi Gallery in Firenze, Italy, a large and most 

impressive art museum. A special hall was dedicated to Botticelli’s creations and 

contained some of the greatest masterpieces ever created. As I stopped in front of “The 

Birth of Venus”, my eyes expanded with awe and I was amazed by its rare beauty. At that 

moment I decided that 

someday, I will be able 

to paint this way. 

“The Birth of Venus” 

was created around 

1482 and has been 

restored in the 1990’s. 

It glows with dazzling 

colors as it celebrates 

the birth of the 

Goddess Venus, 

http://www.ben-shoshan.com/
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emerging from the sea and glorifying the feminine powers of the universe. 

As all of us – men and women alike, possess masculine and feminine qualities within our 

personalities, I have chosen to present the new modern man as my own interpretation 

for Botticelli’s masterpiece: The self-conscious man who recognizes his own feminine 

aspects and enjoys the rewards of well-balanced life. 

 

The scene of a birth (or revelation) symbolizes the tremendous social changes that 

Western civilization had gone through over the past few decades. The differences in 

gender roles became blurred, and allowed individuals to express their personality 

without fearing to appear more 'feminine' or more 'masculine' or bound to certain 

gender behavior, dictated by conservative 'dark' society. 

 

Note: The Birth Of Menus 

Digital art printed on canvas 

Date completed 2009 

Ask Your Mama by Mama Donna Henes 

 

Are you cyclically confused? In a ceremonial quandary? Completely clueless? 

Wonder no more. 

*Ask Your Mama™ 

Everything You Always Wanted to Know About Spirituality and Didn’t Know Who 

to Ask™ 

by 

©Mama Donna Henes, Urban Shaman 

A Question of Self Nurturing 

Dear Mama Donna, 

I have been caring for other people for so long that I don’t think I know how to take 

care of myself. Whenever I think of some self-care rituals, I fly off to some nebulous airy 

mental space and lose my resolve. I need to be able to root myself in the physical plane 

and know that I can keep my feet on the ground. This seems to be really scary for me. 

How can I learn to nurture me in a real way that is healing? 

In need of mothering in San Diego 

 

Dear Mom, 



6 
 

The physical plane connects us with the here and now — it is the world as we perceive it 

through our five senses, the life that we embody. Real Life. The most effective way to 

nurture ourselves, body and soul, is to treat the minutiae of our dailiness, the mundane 

and the profane parts of our life, in a consciously celebratory manner. When we practice 

the art of approaching all facets of life with the same dedicated devotion that one would 

apply to an important ritual occasion, and the craft of making every detail matter and 

every minute really count, we are validating our own worth and importance. It is this 

constant presence in the present that ultimately nourishes, energizes, and heals us.  

 

I have a simple philosophy. 

Fill what’s empty. Empty 

what’s full. And scratch 

where it itches. 

-Alice Roosevelt Longworth 

1884-1980 

 

Time spent in the bath, with a good book, exercising, and even doing domestic routines, 

can feel like holy rites of devotion if we perform them with the focused intention of Self-

care and concern. Our concentration = consecration. Meals, for instance can certainly be 

more than the mere rushed intake of calories, nutrients, television news, and bickering. 

A normal supper can be one of life’s most agreeable ceremonies if we establish a 

comfortable, leisurely, aesthetic, emotionally safe environment in which to enjoy food 

and convivial company even — especially — if it is “only” that of our own.  

 

I suggest that you concentrate on feeding yourself as the first step in your efforts to 

mother yourself in concrete ways. Nothing is so real as food. It represents love at its 

most primal, basic level. 

 

When is the last time someone cooked a special meal for you? More to the point, when 

is the last time you cooked a special meal especially for you? 

What are you waiting for? 

 

If you are never alone at dinnertime, do lunch. Or brunch, or breakfast, or high tea, or 

midnight snack. 
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Create an out-of-the-ordinary menu that might include your favorite culinary treats, or 

foods that you have always wanted to/meant to try. Or you may want to create a fantasy 

feast or recreate a memorable meal from your childhood or travels or reading. 

 

Cook with the intention to nourish and please yourself, purposefully infusing the food 

with love, just as you would in anticipation of any honored guest. 

 

Set your table with all of the special things that you love, but never use. Use your 

grandmother’s plate or vase, cloth napkins, and your good stemware.  

 

Create a centerpiece that honors and celebrates you. Place fresh flowers or foliage or 

your favorite houseplant in the center of the table. Set out some of your amulets or holy 

items that represent your intention to treat your Self well. Light candles to ignite your 

intention. 

 

Pour a libation of wine or ice tea and offer a toast to you — your health, your happiness, 

your life. 

Serve your Self! 

To your health, 

xxMama Donna 

 

*Are you cyclically confused? In a ceremonial quandary? Completely clueless? Wonder 

no more. *Send your questions about seasons, cycles, celebrations, ceremonies and 

spirit to Mama Donna at: CityShaman@aol.com 

************************************************************* 

Donna Henes is an internationally renowned urban shaman, ritual expert, award-winning 

author, popular speaker and workshop leader whose joyful celebrations of celestial events 

have introduced ancient traditional rituals and contemporary ceremonies to millions of 

people in more than 100 cities since 1972. She has published four books, a CD, an 

acclaimed Ezine and writes for The Huffington Post and UPI Religion and Spirituality 

Forum. Mama Donna, as she is affectionately called, maintains a ceremonial center, spirit 

shop, ritual practice and consultancy in Exotic Brooklyn, NY where she works with 

individuals, groups, institutions, municipalities and corporations to create meaningful 

ceremonies for every imaginable occasion. 

www.DonnaHenes.net 

mailto:CityShaman@aol.com
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www.TheQueenOfMySelf.com 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Donna_Henes 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Queen_of_My_Self 

Watch her videos: 

http://www.youtube.com/user/MamaDonnaHenes 

Follow her on Twitter: 

http://twitter.com/queenmamadonna 

Connect with her on Facebook: 

http://www.facebook.com/#/donnahenes?ref=profile 

Read her on the Huffington Post: 

http://www.huffingtonpost.com/donna-henes/ 

Read her on Beliefnet: 

http://blog.beliefnet.com/thequeenofmyself/ 

Beltane Ritual for Aphrodite 

Posted April 28th, 2011 by Anonymous  

 

Beltane Ritual for Aphrodite by Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

 

For Beltane I chose the Greek goddess Aphrodite. She was not originally Greek. She was 

the ancient mother goddess of the eastern Mediterranean who established herself first 

on the islands off Greece. Her journey began with the sea traders who brought her 

across the waters to Greek. Her symbolic rising from the water comes from crossing. She 

is a goddess of sexuality. 

 

Ritual for Beltane: 

Preparation: Red altar cloth, a red candle 

Light the red candle and say: 

 

Great Goddess, Aphrodite, thank you for joining me today. You bring sexuality into my life. 

As I light this candle I thank you for your passion and love of life. The bright sun is 

warming up the land as we celebrate this day of sexuality and sensuality. May I bring this 

passion to all areas in my life. Blessings to you Great Mother. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Queen_of_My_Self
http://blog.beliefnet.com/thequeenofmyself/
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After the ritual, think about your passions. To honor your sexuality as a woman, plan 

something romantic with your partner. Enjoy the feel of each other while you explore 

and fan the flames of passion. 

Beltane: Goddess Maia and Simple Ritual by Dawn "Belladonna" Thomas  

 

At Beltane the first flowers have bloomed. This is the time of Maia also known as the 

May Mother of First Blooms. It is a time of attraction when we are drawn to others. 

We honor her by giving her name to the most beautiful springtime month. Maia is an 

ancient goddess. She is worshipped by Greeks and Romans by the same name. At 

Beltane the first flowers have bloomed. This is the time of Maia also known as the May 

Mother of First Blooms. It is a time of attraction when we are drawn to others.  

 

In Greece, she was known as “grandmother,” “midwife,” or “wise one.” She was originally 

known as the goddess of the night sky and the oldest of the Pleiades, No one really 

knows of her myths except for the mention of her as mother of the phallic god Hermes.  

In Rome she was known as a fire goddess. With Flora and Feronia, they ruled the forces 

of growth and warmth. These are symbols of heat including sexual passion that are 

associated with the sun. Her festival was held on the first day of her month. This rite has 

continued in the Christian religion as the dedication of May to Mary, queen of flowers. 

 

Preparation and Ritual: 

Prepare an area outside where you can sit undisturbed. Decorate your altar with a spring 

color cloth and blooming flowers. Consider having a symbol of a bee since they are 

important in the creation of the flowers. Sit with your eyes closed and take in the aroma 

of the blooms. 

 

While sitting in front of your altar, think of the projects or actions in your life that are 

coming into bloom. Make sure that you fertilize these so they can reach fruition. Think 

of ways to honor your womanhood. If you want, write down a few ideas that could help 

enhance your sensuality or sexuality. Light a red candle that represents the fire and 

passion within you. 
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Cakes or cookies with honey and mead would be appropriate for this rite. When you are 

ready, thank the bees for being the busy workers that pollinate the flowers we can 

enjoy. Thank the Goddess for the passion in your life. Extinguish your candle. Blessed Be! 

 

Book Review by Dawn "Belladonna" Thomas - White as Bone, Red as 

Blood: The Storm God by Cerridwen Fallingstar 

Publisher: Cauldron Publications (January 13, 2011)  

ISBN-10: 0578073552  

ISBN-13: 978-0578073552 

The timing of the release for this book after the devastating earthquakes seems relevant. 

This is the second installment of the Japanese historical 

novel featuring Seiko Fujiwara, known as the Fox 

Sorceress. 

 

The story begins with where The Fox Sorceress ended. The 

Storm God is coming and preparations are made to stop 

his destructive path. There is unrest between the two clans 

– the Heike and the Genji. The Emperor Takakura resigns 

and his infant son, Antoku, becomes the reigning 

Emperor. Make no mistake though; this is Seiko’s story to 

tell. 

 

In the first book we learned that Seiko had two daughters. 

Her oldest daughter is being raised by her paternal grandmother. Seiko is distraught 

that she is only able to see her a few times. Her second daughter is from her relationship 

with Sessho. He is raising her with his wife and their other children in a peaceful and 

loving environment. It is unfortunate her duty to the Empress prohibits Seiko from 

raising her daughters. 

 

Where the first story was full of love and relationships between women, this story takes 

a darker turn. There are numerous battles occurring in different regions of the country. 

This causes the Empress and her Court to flee the capitol in Kyoto. Many succumb to 

injuries caused in battle or disease. Although there are tender moments throughout her 

life, Seiko continues to face challenges and burdens. It made me wonder how much one 
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being could handle. Even with all the loss she experienced in her life, Seiko never gives 

up. She is a strong and determined woman. 

 

Cerridwen Fallingstar has a way of describing the scenery in so much detail; you can 

almost see the surroundings and smell the flowers. The readers will feel as they are 

walking in the shadows and watching the story unfold. I was immersed in the story until 

the last page. It was difficult to close the book at the end. 

 

After reading this story, I was inspired to research this era in the history of Japan. I was 

pleasantly surprised to read actual events corresponded with this novel. It made me feel 

as if I knew these people and the struggles they went through. 

Mama Donna's Spirit Shop 
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Moon Schedule Beltane to Summer Solstice by Dawn “Belladonna” 

Thomas 

(Times are Eastern Time) 

 

New Moon – May 3rd 2:51 a.m. 

2nd Quarter – May 10th 4:33 p.m. 

Full “Flower” Moon – May 17th 7:09 a.m. 

4th Quarter – May 24th 2:52 p.m. 

New Moon – June 1st 5:03 p.m. 

2nd Quarter – June 8th 10:11 p.m. 

Full “Strong Sun” Moon – June 15th 4:14 p.m. 

 

Moon Void of Course Schedule 

Date Starts Ends 

May 1st 11:20 a.m. May 2nd 1:58 a.m. 

May 3rd 2:51 a.m. May 4th 1:09 p.m. 

May 6th 4:12 p.m. 10:32 p.m. 

May 9th 2:52 a.m. 5:35 a.m. 

May 11th 12:52 a.m. 9:59 a.m. 

May 12th 10:52 p.m. May 13th 11:56 a.m. 

May 15th 12:01 p.m. 12:31 p.m. 

May 17th 7:09 a.m. 1:22 p.m. 

May 19th 10:17 a.m. 4:16 p.m. 

May 21st 5:04 p.m. 10:32 p.m. 

May 24th 3:40 a.m. 8:24 a.m. 

May 25th 2:15 p.m. May 26th 8:36 p.m. 

May 29th 6:28 a.m. 9:02 a.m. 

May 31st 11:37 a.m. 7:56 p.m. 

June 3rd 4:08 a.m. 4:36 a.m. 



13 
 

June 5th 1:33 a.m. 11:03 a.m. 

June 7th 11:27 a.m. 3:33 p.m. 

June 9th 4:13 a.m. 6:31 p.m. 

June 11th 4:04 a.m. 8:33 p.m. 

June 13th 1:43 p.m. 10:38 p.m. 

June 15th 11:31 p.m. June 16th 1:59 a.m. 

June 18th 4:07 a.m. 7:47 a.m. 

June 20th 4:23 p.m. 4:45 p.m. 

Planting Days 

May: 2nd, 4th, 7th, 8th, 16th, 17th, 20th, 21st, 24th, 25th, 26th, 29th, 30th, 31st 

June: 3rd, 4th, 12th, 13th, 16th, 17th, 21st 

Harvesting Days 

May: May 1st, 18th, 19th, 22nd, 23rd, 27th, 28th 

June: 1st, 18th, 19th, 20th 

Nifty Nettle by Jessica North-O’Connell 

 

Tall and elegant in her woodland settings, her serrated leaves and tiny flowers dancing 

in the winds, Nettle (Urtica dioica, Urtica urens), also called Stinging Nettle, is a perennial 

plant which grows in many places around the world. According to author Nelson Coon, 

she is native to Eurasia. She was first introduced to North America by English settlers 

who brought her along with their cattle. By 1672, she was already commonplace on this 

continent.  

 

She is often found in areas of devastation, along roadsides as well as in gardens and 

beside fences and walls. Her square, bristle-covered stalks grow from two to seven feet 

in height and her leaves are serrated and pointed with a hairy underside (it is these 

bristles and hairs which earn her the “stinging” title, as most people develop small 

slightly raised and tender welts on coming into contact with them, skin to plant). Where 

I live, she begins to flower as early as mid-to-late May. The flowers are small, greenish 

and rather unremarkable but a harvester must know when to leave the plant alone. 
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Once she begins to flower, let her be. She will reward you the following spring with a 

hearty new growth. 

 

I first discovered Nettle years ago when I came across a reference to her hair-

strengthening ability in an herb book I was reading, though its title is now lost in the 

annals of my memory. I’ve since learned of a variety of other uses for this fabulous plant. 

The young leaves of the Nettle are tender and succulent, steamed and served with a 

little butter or lemon juice, Celtic sea salt and fresh-ground black pepper. All traces of 

the stinging quality disappear upon cooking. This is one plant you can’t really eat raw! 

Nettle has many uses other than as one of our most remarkable tonics - the Scots and 

some of the European mainlanders used Nettle in much the same way as flax was used, 

making a cloth from her fibers which is similar to linen. During World War 1, Germans 

used her stalks for weaving, in place of cotton. Her fiber has also been used in the 

manufacture of fishing line. Her use as a “textile plant,” (and it is believed that this is the 

meaning of her name) dates back to the Bronze Age. 

 

However, it is as a tonic that many of us have come to ally with Nettle. She is astringent, 

diuretic (although I haven’t noticed this effect), hemostatic and a galactagogue, 

according to John Lust. Susun Weed states that Nettle is a uterine tonic with the ability 

to strengthen and rebuild the kidneys and adrenals and I agree with her, from personal 

experience. Nettle has a high mineral content, including boron, calcium, chromium, iron, 

magnesium, manganese, molybdenum, phosphorus, potassium and zinc. She is also rich 

in vitamins: thiamine, riboflavin, folic acid, niacin, carotenes, and Vitamins C, E and. K. 

She is rich in chlorophyll which, along with the above-mentioned minerals, is beneficial 

to the hormonal system and is an excellent deodorant. 

 

Menopausal women benefit from Nettle’s ability to prevent and re-hydrate vaginal 

tissues, maintain strong bones, stabilize the blood sugar, reduce fatigue, prevent or 

eliminate headaches and nourish a variety of body systems, including the digestive, 

immune, nervous and cardiovascular systems. She is beneficial to the endocrine system 

as well, which is the producer of the hormones that regulate body functions. As a 

menopausal ally, and as a fertility promoter, it is advised that one drink one or more 

cups of Nettle infusion daily. 
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When wildcrafting Nettle, be certain to stay away from polluted areas. Harvest away 

from roadsides or areas in which chemical fertilizers have been used. 

 

How to prepare a Nettle infusion: Place 1 oz. (30 gm.) of the dried leaf in a quart-size 

canning jar. Fill the jar with boiling water and immediately close tightly. Steep at room 

temperature for four hours. Transfer the liquid to another jar, squeezing out the plant 

material to obtain all the infusion possible. Store in fridge, and drink liberally. A jar lasts 

me 1-2 days, at slightly more than one cup daily. (I have a "Green Goddess" mug for 

drinking Nettle infusion.) 

 

The benefit of this method, according to Susun Weed, is the “wonder water” effect, 

which prevents the gas molecules present in water and released during boiling from 

being reabsorbed into the water from the air while cooling. (It is thought that the gas 

interferes with the process of extraction of nutrients from the plant matter.)  

 

A hearty Beltane cocktail: Not everyone appreciates the strong “green” flavor of Nettle 

infusion, however, my husband among them! You can use the infusion as a diluter for 

fresh-squeezed vegetable juices, such as carrot/beet/ginger, one of my favorite blends. 

Cut half and half with Nettle infusion, it makes a potent but pleasant health drink. You 

can also add Nettle infusion to plain tomato juice for a flavor reminiscent of V-8. 

Another method is to make ice cubes of your Nettle infusion and add them to 

everything, or to use the infusion as a base for vegetarian soup or stew. 

 

Nettle Hair Rinse Supreme: To a 6-cup size teapot add 6 tsp. of Nettle leaves and fill 

the pot with boiling water. Allow to cool. After washing the hair, pour the tepid tea 

through the hair and over the scalp, catching the tea in a bowl (I kneel in the tub with 

the bowl in front of me). Use a small receptacle (such as a plastic measuring cup) to 

scoop the tea from the bowl and pour over the scalp and hair a few times. Gently 

squeeze excess tea from the hair and towel-dry hair. 

 

For “smelly feet” (from having your feet in those rubber boots while gardening all 

day!): Prepare a pot of Nettle tea as above and add to a footbath. Soak feet for 10 

minutes. Towel dry and allow feet to “air-dry” for a few minutes before putting on fresh 

footwear. 
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Pagan Every Day: May 17th - Language of Flowers Ritual by Barbara 

Ardinger, PhD 

May 17th  

Earlier this month we learned about the language of flowers. We already know that 

flowers and herbs have magical powers, so let’s design a ritual that uses the power and 

the language of flowers and herbs. Let’s use this nonverbal language to tell our circle or 

coven mates of our feelings for them. 

 

Without even getting into whether or not we want to inovke Finhornian devas or cute 

little flower fairies, begin by casting the circle. Instead of invoking the usual elemental 

powers, select an herb to stand in each direction. Start with a book of herbal magic and 

a dependable list of correspondences. Identify an herb or a flower for each elemental 

power. Turn to the language of flowers and decide what messages these herbs and 

flowers project into our circle. If we select sage for air, for example, its message is 

“wisdom.” If we select an olive branch for fire, its message is “peace.” If we select the 

lotus for water, its message is “eloquence, mystery, truth.” If we select a fern for earth, its 

message is “fascination, magic, sincerity,” These are qualities we surely want to manifest 

in our circles. You can also cast the circle by sending an herb or flower around with a 

kiss. We might use an African violet (“such worth is rare”) to cast the circle this way. 

Everyone should bring a small growing plant. The working of this ritual occurs as each 

person presents a plant to someone else in the circle. We can, for example, give 

someone a potted ivy – “friendship.” After the ritual, the receiver takes the plant home 

and tends it, and the friendship grows. Look up the language of flowers and see what 

kind of conversation you can plant in your own circle, coven, or community. Let it 

bloom. 
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Barbara Ardinger, Ph.D. (www.barbaraardinger.com), is the author of Pagan Every Day: 

Finding the Extraordinary in Our Ordinary Lives (RedWheel/Weiser, 2006), a unique 

daybook of daily meditations, stories, and activities. Her earlier books are Finding New 

Goddesses, Quicksilver Moon, Goddess Meditations, and Practicing the Presence of the 

Goddess. Her day job is freelance editing for people who don't want to embarrass 

themselves in print. Barbara lives in southern California. To purchase a signed copy of 

Finding New Goddesses, just send Barbara an email at bawriting@earthlink.net 

 

Pagan Every Day: May 7th - Language of Flowers by Barbara Ardinger, 

PhD 

May 7th  

 

Here’s flowers for you: 

Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram, 

The marigold, that goes to bed wi’ the sun, 

And with him rises weeping: these are flowers 

Of middle summer… 

 - William Shakespeare, The Winter’s Tale 

 

Shakespeare’s plays are full of flowers, not only as props but also as metaphors. Perdita, 

the king’s lost daughter, speaks the sad words given above. Another flowery 

Shakespearean girl is Ophelia. When Hamlet’s feigned insanity drives her mad, she 

famously wanders across the stage muttering, “There’s rosemary, that’s for 

remembrance…”  

 

The language of flowers reached its greatest popularity during the Victorian era (1837-

1901), when social conventions prevented people from saying aloud what they were 

thinking or feeling. While Victoria was on the English throne, people had “limbs,” poultry 

leg and breast meat came to be called “dark” and “white,” and piano legs were modestly 

covered. 

 

Lovers had to find subtler ways to speak. If a suitor handed a girl a bouquet right side 

up, that meant he had positive thoughts. Every variety of rose or lily had its own 

http://www.barbaraardinger.com/
mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
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meaning, and so did potted plants (the begonia signifies “a fanciful nature”), herbs 

(parsley is “useful knowledge”), and spices (cinnamon means “my fortune is yours”). 

Reader, learn the language of flowers. Instead of sending a billet-doux to your honey, 

send a tussie-mussie, which is a small bouquet wrapped in a lace doily. Do you know a 

sage or a crone having a birthday? Does he already have too many neckties or she too 

many kitchen gadgets? Ivy means “fidelity and friendship.” The cattleya orchid signifies 

“mature charm.” Your friends will be delighted by the flowery language. 

 

Barbara Ardinger, Ph.D. (www.barbaraardinger.com), is the author of Pagan Every Day: 

Finding the Extraordinary in Our Ordinary Lives (RedWheel/Weiser, 2006), a unique 

daybook of daily meditations, stories, and activities. Her earlier books are Finding New 

Goddesses, Quicksilver Moon, Goddess Meditations, and Practicing the Presence of the 

Goddess. Her day job is freelance editing for people who don't want to embarrass 

themselves in print. Barbara lives in southern California. To purchase a signed copy of 

Finding New Goddesses, just send Barbara an email at bawriting@earthlink.net 

Poem: Language of Flowers by ANON 

 

Teach thee their language? Sweet, I know no tongue. 

No mystic art those gentle things declare, 

I ne’er could trace the school man’s trick among 

Created things so delicate and rare. 

Their language? Prithee, why, they are themselves 

But bright thoughts syllabled to shape and hue 

The tongue that erst unspoken by the elves, 

When tenderness as yet within the world was new. 

And oh! Do not their soft and starry eyes –  

Now bent to earth, to heaven now meekly pleading, 

Their incense fainting as it seeks the skies 

Yet sill from earth with freshing hope receding 

Say, do not these to every heart declare, 

With all the silent eloquence of truth, 

The Language that they speak is Nature’s prayer 

To give her back those spotless days of youth? 

Such are the tenets of florigraphists, let us hope that such harmless 

http://www.barbaraardinger.com/
mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
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If not beneficient doctrines are destined for universal 

acceptance and that those 

Bright times, foretold by Shelley, are not far distant, 

when, 

‘Not gold, not blood, the altar doves 

But votive blooms and symbol flowers.’ 

ANON 

Poem: To A Lover of Flowers by ANON 

 

Still, gentle lady, cherish flowers –  

True fairy friends are they, 

Oh whom, of all they cloudless hours, 

Not one is thrown away, 

By them, unlike man’s ruder race, 

No care conferr’d is spurned, 

But all thy fond and fostering grace 

A thousand fold return’d. 

The rose repays thee all they smiles – 

The stainless lily rears 

Dew in the chalice of its wiles, 

As sparkling as they tears. 

The glances of thy gladden’d eyes 

Not thanklessly are pour’d, 

In the blue violet’s tender dyes 

Behold them all restored. 

You bright carnation – once thy cheek 

Bent o’er it in the bud,  

And back it gives thy blushes meek 

In one rejoicing flood! 

That balm has treasured all they sighs, 

That snowdrop touch’d thy brow, 

Thus not a charm of thine shall die, 

They painted people now. 

ANON 
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The Day Aphrodite Stole Barbara's Panties by H. Byron Ballard 

 

As Beltane approaches us here in the northern hemisphere, our thoughts turn to May 

wine and flower crowns, to leaping the balefire and embracing our inner Aphrodite. We 

carry a vision of her from Botticelli—the flowing hair, the curiously bashful pose. The 

foam swirling around the floating clamshell gave the Goddess her name—“aphros” 

means sea-foam.. According to legend—and my crone-friend, Barbara—the Goddess 

first came ashore on the Greek island of Cythera. 

 

In my community we are blessed with a marvelous poet named Barbara. She weaves 

images into phrases and then spins those out to us in her verse and, happily, with her 

life. She is a devotee of Aphrodite--which she pronounces ah-fro-dee-tay--and the two 

of them are in an ancient-modern pairing that is exquisite to behold. Poet and Goddess, 

Love and Creativity, both wild and unknowable. 

 

This is the story of how Aphrodite stole Barbara’s panties. 

Barbara was part of a poetry trio and the three of them had created an evening of 

poetry that was open to the public and set in the rooftop garden room of a lovely old 

hotel. They brought in low platforms from a local theatre company and got a friend to 

sing some retro jazz numbers. Barbara had carefully chosen the work she wanted to 

showcase and had spent some care on what she would wear to showcase her wild poet-

self. She chose a simple black sheath dress--elegant and timeless. She had sandals for 

her feet and beautiful jewelry. And she set aside a pair of black panties to wear under 

the simple dress. Because you never know when a slit up the side of the leg might reveal 

more than is strictly speaking required for poetry. 

 

Light refreshments were organized, invitations sent out and the day of the event came. 

The space was organized and chairs set up and our poet went downstairs to bathe and 

change. 

 

That’s when she realized her undies had gone missing. That’s when she realized that 

Aphrodite had stolen her panties. 

 

She looked everywhere and fretted that she’d misstep on the platforming and down 

she’d go, bare-assed to the world. No luck—those Goddess-claimed panties were 
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nowhere to be found. With time running out, she finally gave it and got another pair. 

The poetry performance was wild and sensual and this stunning writer with her shock of 

white hair stood triumphant between the two handsome much-younger men who are 

her poet-mates. Her words transported the audience to the Greek islands that she loves 

and she stood before us, a true priestess of Aphrodite. 

 

Why do I tell this story now—as we stand in the shadow of the maypole, clutching our 

flower baskets? I tell it because, in our culture, we have lost the notion of older women 

as sexual beings. On the few occasions when we see them—there is a TV show that 

features “Cougars”—they are tightened up and tarted out to look as young as possible 

so that they remain in that tight age-range that is acceptable for such a thing. 

 

Where are our role models for aging into sexy? As the women of the Baby Boomers age 

upward, we are beginning to see some shift in this trend. But I’m not looking to 

untouchable Hollywood types for inspiration. I invite you to join me in finding models 

for maturing into a truly ripe and delicious aging by searching out women you already 

know. Relatives, friends, co-workers, circle-sisters—who do you know that inspires you? 

I’m looking to the women in my community—to Antiga for her yoga-fit body, to Penny 

for her rose-ivory skin. 

And Barbara, the devotee-poet of a panty-stealing Aphrodite.  

 

May the hedonism of Beltane strike fire in your loins--regardless of your age! 

Byron Ballard 

Asheville's Village Witch 

www.citizen-times.com/villagewitch 
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