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Autumn Equinox 2011 

Welcome Autumn Equinox! 

This is a time of balance between light and dark. 

We are now traveling into the dark but we must not 

be afraid. We have been preparing for this time. 

Summer came early for so many of us and was hard 

for many. Those in Texas suffered a heat wave of 

major proportions. Here in Florida it is still hot 

during the day and we are lucky if the temperature 

at night gets into the low 70s. I hope we all get a 

reprieve from the hot weather and can experience 

typical autumn weather. 

The other day I noticed the Bald Cypress trees were 

beginning to turn yellow. They are the one of the 

only evergreen tree that drops their needles for the 

winter. My Gingko trees have not started to turn 

gold yet. That is something I look forward to. It reminds me of a book I read a long time 

ago. It is Gingko and the Moon by Lisa Mertins. It is about a Gingko tree that is in love 

with the moon. He does everything he can think of to get the moon’s attention but the 

moon is too busy chasing the sun to notice. He finally figures a way for the moon to see 

him and when she glances in his direction the sun is jealous and causes a strong wind to 

blow the leaves off the tree. That makes the moon angry and after that she slowed to 

chase the sun. And to thank the Gingko, she gives him golden leaves in autumn. 

The artwork: Changing Guards is from 2007 by artist Orna Ben-Shoshan 

Enjoy this harvest season! 

Blessings! 

Dawn 
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(Dis)Comforters by Elizabeth Barrette 

 

Thunder rumbles 

somewhere 

beyond the horizon: 

I can hear Gaia 

snoring. 

A blanket of CO2 

lies heavy and wet 

over the earth, 

uncomfortably hot 

in the summer night. 

           (uncomfortably warm 

            even in winter now) 

The ozone layer erodes 

like fine linen giving way 

under the lips of larvae, 

the innocent offspring 

of ghost-winged moths. 

Comforters thick with 

greenhouse gases 

turn up the heat, 

smother close in layers 

of methane and lace. 

           (entangling fragments 

            of technology) 

Gaia tosses and turns 

in her sleep, 

her great body shifting 

with each breath, 

sweaty and restless. 

I find myself wondering 

how she will contrive 

to kick the covers off. 
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Elizabeth Barrette has been involved with the Pagan community for more than 23 years. 

Her book Composing Magic: How to Create Magical Spells, Rituals, Blessings, Chants, and 

Prayers explains how to combine writing and spirituality. She lives in central Illinois where 

she has done much networking with Pagans in her area, such as coffeehouse meetings 

and open sabbats; see the Greenhaven website (http://greenhaventradition.weebly.com ). 

Her other writing fields include speculative fiction, gender studies, social and 

environmental issues. Visit her blog The Wordsmith’s 

Forge(http://ysabetwordsmith.livejournal.com/). 

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. 

http://greenhaventradition.weebly.com/
http://ysabetwordsmith.livejournal.com/
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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 

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: Trusting the Path by Orna Ben-Shoshan 

 

Trusting the Path: 

Trust your inner wisdom to guide you 

along your way. 

Life is a framework of constant change. 

In fact, the steadiest factor is the 

everlasting shifts which happen on all 

levels all the time, from the subtle 

movements inside the structure of a 

solid rock, to the sudden and powerful 

http://www.ben-shoshan.com/
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geological shifts during an earthquake. 

The most successful people are the ones who acquire a healthy power of adaptivity. 

They go through life calm and confident that however their circumstances may develop, 

they will be able to cope and see every change as an opportunity to grow. Showing 

flexibility and resourcefulness even at times when the future looks vague and you are 

heading towards the unknown. Laying the steps of your pathway as you progress with 

joy through life. 

The painting “Builders” comes to remind us what it looks like. 

Digital art printed on canvas 

Date completed 2004 

http://www.ben-shoshan.com/index.php 

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 Burn Out 

Dear Mama Donna, 

This is a prayer. This is a cry for help. The suffering in the air from the onslaught of world 

disasters has left my heart empty, and at the same time, full of something that I can't 

leave behind. It’s true that none of us are the same as we were before, but just when 

everything seems to be getting back to normal, I am finding that I am going deeper into 

the abyss that was left in my spirit. 

It feels like I am collapsing. All the internal structures that support me are melting and 

stretched to the point of destruction. I have nothing left to give. I'm trying to expand my 

http://www.ben-shoshan.com/index.php
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heart to find more, but I can't. I've done too much, been too selfless, and now it’s at my 

own expense. Please respond with your thoughts on this, if you can. 

Beaten Down in Boston 

Dear Down But Not Out, 

Funny you should ask. I have also been dealing with issues of over-work, over-extension, 

over-exertion, over-exhaustion, over-load, after years of service to others. Years 

ministering to the needs of my community, working to ease the devastation wrought 

upon the psyche of the people of the world who are suffering so. 

I, too, recently suffered a sort of short circuit burnout, although my fall from center was 

manifested in the physical rather than the emotional realm. The fact of the matter, 

honey, is that you are tired and need to rest and resurrect your energy and good cheer. 

This is a syndrome with which I am quite familiar. 

This spring, I had a consultation with a woman who was working extremely hard, nursing 

her husband who was ill with cancer. I counseled her to be careful, no matter how much 

she loved him, no matter how dedicated and driven she felt, not to give all of her 

attention and energy away. That she needed to take good, loving care of herself in order 

to be able to continue to manage her harrowing schedule of job and care-taking duties. 

As I was speaking, my best inner self jumped in and chastised me severely. “How dare 

you give this advice, good advice though it is, when taking care of yourself is your own 

greatest downfall?” Well, I decided, if I am going to dispense this admonition, I damn 

well better practice it myself. After all, I am a person, too, also in desperate need and 

deserving of my own most tender ministrations. Healer, heal thyself. 

Love and compassion are necessities, 

not luxuries. Without them, humanity 

cannot survive. 

Tenzin Gyatso, the 14th Dalai Lama 

 

The holy books of every faith admonish one to “Love they neighbor as thy self.” This 

presupposes a foundation of self-love and respect as the basis for good fellowship with 

others. The bible never said to love your neighbor more than yourself. 
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Rabbi Arthur Waskow wrote, "The planet is in fact one interwoven web of life. I MUST 

love my neighbor as I do myself, because my neighbor and myself are interwoven. If I 

hate my neighbor, the hatred will recoil upon me. If I treat my neighbor's pain and grief 

as foreign, I will end up suffering when my neighbor's pain and grief curdle into rage. 

But if I realize that in simple fact the walls between us are full of holes, I can reach 

through them in compassion and connection." 

These fine thoughts are equally meaningful the other way around: The planet is in fact 

one interwoven web of life. I MUST love myself as I do my neighbor, because my 

neighbor and I are interwoven. If I hate myself, the hatred will recoil upon me as well as 

my neighbor. If I treat my pain and grief as foreign, my neighbor and I will both end up 

suffering when my pain and grief curdle into rage. But if I realize that in simple fact the 

walls between us are full of holes, I can reach through them in compassion and 

connection. 

So take a break, dear heart. Allow yourself to grieve and collapse. Honor your needs. 

Rest. Sleep. Dream. Sleep is a great healer. And dreaming is the perfect place to process 

all that you have been feeling. Be good to yourself and treat yourself in the same 

devoted manner as you treat those around you. This is such excellent advice that I am 

following it, myself. 

Sleep that knits up the ravel'd sleeve of care, 

The death of each day's life, sore labor's bath, 

Balm of hurt minds, great nature's second course, 

Chief nourisher in life's feast. 

William Shakespeare 

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

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

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/ 

 

Book Review by Deanne Quarrie: Energetic Boundaries, How to Stay Protected and 

Connected in Work, Love, and Life by Cyndi Dale 

Energetic Boundaries, How to Stay Protected and Connected in Work, Love, and Life 

By Cyndi Dale, Sounds True, Louisville, CO, 2011 

 

I am a relatively new fan of the work of Cyndi Dale. I was at a friend’s home having 

dinner and I glanced over at her side table and saw her book, Subtle Body, resting 

there. I asked my friend about it and she told me it was a must for anyone interested in 

energy healing systems. I took her advice and quickly acquired a copy and have been a 

fan ever since. Since then I have acquired several of Cyndi’s books and two audio 

recordings and was so excited to find out about Energetic Boundaries, How to Stay 

Protected and Connected in Work, Love, and Life. I couldn’t wait to get my hands on a 

copy to read. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Queen_of_My_Self
http://blog.beliefnet.com/thequeenofmyself/
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I know of no individual who could not benefit in some way from the information in this 

book.Whether our boundaries are too tight, too relaxed or non-existent, how we deal 

with incoming energy determines how we deal with every aspect of life. 

Our physical bodies are protected by a layer of skin. Our spiritual and emotional bodies 

use “energetic boundaries" to keep harmful energies from invading our space. These 

boundaries do more than that, however. They serve as communicators and determine 

how we experience life itself. 

Because of traumatic life events, quite often these boundaries have either been removed 

or are set improperly which in turn affects the quality of the life we experience. We can 

be far too shielded, inflexible, or not protected at all. The most obvious and the one we 

all probably have met is the person who cannot say “no.” This 

person “takes on and takes on” and then, ends up unable to 

complete anything or lets others down because she/he simply 

cannot get to what was promised. They end up covered up, 

feeling exhausted, defeated and unworthy with far too many 

commitments and no time for “self.” 

Cyndi offers a definitive guide for maintaining these essential 

aspects of our health and personal integrity, including: 

· Our four energetic boundaries-how they function, and 

techniques for strengthening each one 

· Self-diagnosis instructions for determining where your boundaries are weakest 

· How to signal the world that you are ready for success and prosperity 

· Special guidance for healers, sensitives, and people whose work regularly exposes 

them to strong emotional forces 

· Balancing intimacy and separation in relationships and parenting 

I was particularly interested in reading Energetic Boundaries because I am a “sensitive” 

also called an “empath” and am always looking for healthy ways to take in the energy 

that bombards me each day. Cyndi teaches that our energetic boundaries need to be 

both strong and flexible. Energetic Boundaries is a great read, clearly written, and filled 
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with insights, practical guidance, and easy-to-learn techniques, Energetic Boundaries is a 

“must have” tool for staying protected and connected in every aspect of life. 

Book Review by Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas: Secret Lives by Barbara Ardinger, PhD. 

Secret Lives by Barbara Ardinger, PhD 

The book begins with a story of a Shaman in Neolithic Old Europe. By the end of the 

book the reader will understand the importance of this Shaman. The poem, Gimme Back 

My, lists all the things we wish we had back from our youth. 

This story takes place in the 1980s in Long Beach, California. It follows the lives of a 

Circle of Crones that live in and around a retirement facility named Center Towers. These 

women had decided to retire their magic until they see the changes happening in the 

neighborhood. They start meeting and holding rituals with their daughters and friends 

to turn the area around. And I cannot leave out the animated cat. 

This book is broken down into 26 short stories. Each story focuses on a different woman 

of the Circle. This allowed the character to grow and develop as we learned about her 

life. A few of the women only play small roles in the stories but left an indelible mark on 

the other women. The stories honor all aspects of a woman’s life from menarche 

through death. 

By the time I reached the end of the book I felt as if I knew all of them. To me, they were 

real women facing health issues along with growing older. With each story I would say 

to myself, “This is my favorite” and they I would read the next and feel the same way. I 

enjoyed this book so much I have already reread it and I still cannot pick just one as my 

favorite. 

I was sad when I got to the end of the book realizing I wouldn’t be following their lives 

anymore. The women had become like family to me and I miss them and their antics. I 

hope when I am their age I will be as active and can work with a wonderful group of 

Crones. This is a book for all women. It reminds us life doesn’t end when we become 

Crones. It just gets better! 
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Gaia in the Garden by Mary Caelsto 

As we watch the seasons turn to fall, the garden begins to give up its last fruits. I still 

have green tomatoes, and more chilies than I can cook with at the moment. But the 

turnips and green beans are long gone. I have carrot tops, but am not yet ready to 

harvest them. My garden is my time with Gaia. It’s my chance to get dirt under my nails, 

to care for and nurture the earth, and perhaps to give back a little bit of what she gives 

to me. 

I count myself lucky that I have the space for a garden plot. It’s not a big one. One huge 

catnip plant, six tomato plants and a volunteer something (thinking it’s either a zucchini 

or a melon left over from last year) take up the space. I rounded out a corner of the yard 

next to the plot to have room for the carrots and turnips (my lizard loves the turnip 

greens). And I keep green beans in repurposed kitty litter buckets on the back stairs. My 

peppers are on the deck, again in reused kitty litter buckets. I even container grew some 

turnips this year earlier in the spring. 

Whether it’s the buckets on my deck or down on my knees in the lawn tending to my 

garden and small herb bed, I can connect with Gaia. I sense her life rhythms as plants 

grow, bear fruit, and then wither away to be vines to be pulled. Even the Topsy Turvy 

tomato planter hanging from a hook on the deck, a semi-funny gift I gave my partner 

last year allows us to get in sync with the rhythms of Gaia. Sure, the plant might be 

growing down, and then out, instead of up, but it still bears fruit, and I do enjoy the 

cherry tomatoes I put into the dishes I cook. 

For me, connecting with Gaia in the garden is more than getting into the natural world. 

It’s a part of who I am, of finding my center amidst the hectic day. It’s also a part of my 

health care program. I have fibromyalgia, and sadly, it’s made worse by stress. When I’m 

in the garden, even if I’m working on a self-imposed deadline and trying to get things 

done, my stress melts away. It’s me and the plants. If I’m weeding, I can see measurable 

progress, and I see the visible results of my work. 

Getting my hands dirty, grounds me in a very literal and spiritual way. It reminds me that 

I am part of something bigger and have a connection to the earth. It brings me back to 

myself, this moment, and my time with Gaia. And my garden appreciates the devotions, 

too. 
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Gaia's Gifts by Elizabeth Barrette 

Gaia gave you hair, that you may go outside without the sun cooking your brain You can 

cut it off or let it grow or dye it green or whatever. 

Gaia doesn't really care what you do with it. It's your hair. 

Gaia gave you two eyes, that you may see to admire the stars and avoid stepping in dog 

shit. If you ignore the stars and step in dog shit anyway, that is not Gaia's fault. 

Gaia gave you a nose, that you may enjoy roses and tell when something stinks. Stop to 

smell the roses -- but if something stinks, get rid of it. 

Gaia gave you a brain, that you may think and learn and figure things out. 

Use it. 

Gaia gave you a mind, that you may imagine and dream and invent. 

It works best when open. 

Gaia gave you two ears, that you may hear when She drops you a hint. 

If you ignore the hints, don't complain when Gaia pulls out the bullhorn. 

Gaia gave you a mouth, that you may eat and speak. Whatever else 

you may do with it is your business. 

Gaia gave you hands, that you may create things of worth and beauty. 

If you create ugly things instead, it is not for want of proper tools or good examples. 

Gaia gave you a heart, that you may feel the thin invisible bands connecting you to All 

That Is.  

Don't lose it. 

Gaia gave you instincts, that you may survive situations where you don't have time to 

think or where your brain is not the best tool for the job. 

If you dismiss them, don't blame Gaia when your cute date absconds with your $400 

camera. 
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Gaia gave you common sense, that you may assess challenges not covered 

by your instincts. If you decide to juggle lit firecrackers anyway, 

don't be surprised when you blow your hands off. (And if that happens, you will not be 

issued any replacements. Gaia expects you 

to take good care of the things She gives you.) 

Gaia gave you a butt, that you may sit and rest after your work is done. 

That does not mean She meant for you to sit on it all the time. Besides, She needed a 

place to deliver an occasional well-deserved kick. 

Gaia gave you an anus, that you may get rid of shit you don't need. 

It will not work properly if you keep it clenched tight all the time, 

and it is not intended as a repository for your head. 

Gaia gave you genitals, that you may reproduce responsibly and also 

have a whole lot of fun. Overuse will not make you go blind, but may make it harder to 

use your brain properly. 

Gaia gave you legs, that you may leave when matters become intolerable. Consult your 

instincts regarding recommended speed. 

Gaia gave you feet, that you may always remain in touch with Her. 

Platform shoes were not Gaia's idea. 

Gaia gave you free will, that you may make good decisions and bad ones, miracles and 

mistakes. She would really rather you make 

more of the former than the latter, but it is still up to you. 

Finally, Gaia has also provided a huge and beautiful planet 

on which you can practice using your eyes and ears and heart and mind and everything 

else.  
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It is packed with all kinds of exciting and challenging things for you to explore. If you 

somehow contrive to be bored,  

that is entirely your own fault. Please try not to break the planet; 

we're going to need it later. 

Elizabeth Barrette has been involved with the Pagan community for more than 23 years. 

Her book Composing Magic: How to Create Magical Spells, Rituals, Blessings, Chants, and 

Prayers explains how to combine writing and spirituality. She lives in central Illinois where 

she has done much networking with Pagans in her area, such as coffeehouse meetings 

and open sabbats; see the Greenhaven website (http://greenhaventradition.weebly.com ). 

Her other writing fields include speculative fiction, gender studies, social and 

environmental issues. Visit her blog The Wordsmith’s 

Forge(http://ysabetwordsmith.livejournal.com/). 

Gefjon the Giver by Deanne Quarrie 

 

The story goes that King Gylfi gave a woman (she was described as vagrant), as reward 

for entertainment, “one plough-land in his kingdom, as much as four oxen could plow 

up in a day and night." 

This woman was Gefjon, one of the race of the Aesir. She took four oxen, who were her 

sons (their father never names). Her plow "cut so hard and deep that it uprooted the 

land, and the oxen drew 

the land out into the sea 

to the west and halted in 

a certain sound." Gefjon 

placed that land out in 

the sea and called it 

Zealand. Where that land 

was taken, there is now a 

lake. Lake Malar is in 

Sweden and the inlets of 

http://greenhaventradition.weebly.com/
http://ysabetwordsmith.livejournal.com/
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this lake parallel the headlands of Zealand. 

As a reference, the prose account presents a stanza from a work attributed to the 9th 

century skald Bragi Boddason: 

Gefjon dragged from Gylfi, 

gladly the land beyond value. 

Denmark's increase, 

steam rising from the swift-footed bulls. 

The oxen bore eight 

moons of the forehead and four heads, 

hauling as they went in front of 

the grassy isle's wide fissure. 

 

In Norse mythology, she is a goddess associated with plowing and virginity. On one 

website about her, I found this poem, 

In gruesome grave no knowledge grows; 

Yet the king shall ken what things must come. 

High up to Heaven I raise my hymn, 

And louder and louder I let it sound. 

My wistful eyes watch Valkyries 

Wafting the warriors by weirdly kiss, 

From blood-stained field to blessed rest, 

Where night and death are never known. 

And I see here in the lofty hall 

The hosts of heroes who with their lord 

Shall wander to Valhall, the battle won, 

And meet the maidens’ melodious hail. 

They soar in silence on winged steeds, 

Alighting on grave-grounds, green with pines, 

And singing lays of the light and love 

That e’er abide in Odin’s Home. 

Here she calls herself, “Gefjon, the Giver.” I loved this description of her story, 
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Gylfi was amazed that the Gefjon did not ask for more, and so quickly granted her 

request. She left and came back with four bulls, so large and huge that no one had ever 

seen anything like them. They gave the appearance of “moving mountains and their 

white foreheads shone with the luster of the full moon.” They were harnessed to a 

plough and because of their gigantic size they dug down to the lowest depths of the 

earth, and took the soil right from the foundation of the earth. 

“The bulls walked on dragging the ploughed land with them; they waded into the sea 

with it, and Gefjon, who drove them, grew before the eyes of the astonished king and 

people until she was so tall that the great waves, high as they were, reached only to her 

waist, and seemed to be but sporting with her knees. She went on without stopping day 

and night and then at length the land she had taken away with her rested in a shallow 

place. She fastened it down firmly there, and called it Zealand (sea-land). Having done 

this, she stepped upon it followed by the four bulls, which at once raised themselves up, 

and touched by her magic spells were changed into four strong youths, for they were 

her sons by a giant. The beautiful island soon flourished under her care. Wooded hills, 

green pastures and rich corn-fields provided the numerous population of Zealand not 

only with food, but also with all the pleasures and comforts of life.”  

http://www.vaidilute.com/books/asgard/asgard-05.html 

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

Goddess Gefjon and a Simple Ritual by Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

During my study of runes, I discovered Gefjon. She was a Scandinavian giant. She was 

the mother of four oxen sons. She asked the king if she could have a parcel of land. The 

king told her if she could plow the area within a day she could have the land. She 

agreed to the challenge. What the king didn’t know was that her four sons were oxen. 

They plowed the land and the king had no choice but to give her the land. She 

represents a mother of farming. By using what she had available, she was able to 

achieve her desire of having land. It seems many mother goddesses are described as 

cows or having cow eyes. Gefjon was not described as a cow but had oxen sons. 

Ritual for Mabon: 

Preparation: 

Brown altar cloth 

http://www.vaidilute.com/books/asgard/asgard-05.html
http://www.vaidilute.com/books/asgard/asgard-05.html
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gefion_Fountain
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Red candle 

Brown candle 

Cornucopia 

 

Light the candles and say: 

Great Mother Gefjon, thank you for joining me today. Your oxen sons helped you gain 

your property. You used what you had available to achieve your desire. From the land you 

were able to provide for your family. I honor you as an independent mother. Guide me as I 

use what is available to meet my challenges. Blessings to you Great Mother. 

After the ritual I will spend some time outside honoring the land of our mothers. 

Goddess Lakshimi with Activity and Meditation by Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

She was honored in ancient India and remained when the religion converted to 

Hinduism. There were no temples erected for her. Her worshippers saw her everywhere. 

She is seen in all aspects of wealth: jewels, coins, and shells. She is also a part of all 

children when they are born. She is also associated with cows. This is why cows are 

revered in India. She is seen floating over a lotus flower. This became the sign for 

spiritual enlightenment throughout Asia. She grew to symbolize wealth of the earth and 

of the soul. She is also the symbol of spiritual prosperity. 

I selected to work with Lakshmi on Mabon. She is a symbol of prosperity, both material 

and spiritual and I thought she was appropriate as a harvest goddess. This is the time of 

year when we want to prepare for the dark part of the year. We all could use more 

prosperity in all areas of our lives. This is how I would honor her on this special day. 

Activity: Sit cross-legged on the floor and take several long breaths. Look around at the 

serene park like setting. Visualize Lakshmi in front of you sitting on a Lotus flower. There 

is a golden glow around her. She reaches a hand towards you. There is a blossom in her 

hand and she wants you to take it. It is a symbol of prosperity and good luck. Once you 

take the flower, she smiles at you and slowly disappears. Honor her by lighting candles 

(green and gold). Thank her for her visit and her blessing. 

Meditate: This is the harvest season. It is a time to evaluate your harvest (possessions). 

Plan accordingly so you can get through the darkness. Know that Lakshmi is always with 

you. She has blessed you with good luck. 
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Idunna's Sleeve by H. Byron Ballard 

 

Not all the fruit is golden 

You know. 

Some is red as the blood of dragons. 

Some is the stubborn green of 

thoughtless Spring. 

The orbs of gold I hoard for the Great 

Ones. 

But those little sharp crabs, over there. 

Follow me. I will show you. 

For you I trust. 

You see this small grove of waspish trees? 

These are the apples I love. 

No one desires them for their immortal squeezings. 

No one steals them for rich and fragrant ale. 

They are too small to notice, to harsh to eat 

Out-of-hand. 

These are the apples I love. 

See the perfection of each one? 

The rosy color of dawn and of dusk? 

Here. 

Take this branch. 

Smell the perfume of them. 

Feel their weight. 

All the long winter, 

I carry them tucked up in the sleeve of my gown. 

Always waiting. 

And when the new Year 

Steps across the threshold of my house, 

I will bite them-- 

And feel the fire and ice of them 

The earth and midnight of them. 

The Wheel runs through them 

Quicksilver. 
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The taste of them, the smell of them. 

The joy of these apples that I love. 

Artwork: Novelty Challenge - 2004 

by Orna Ben-Shoshan 

Language and Lineage by Elizabeth Barrette 

 

There are things the ancestors could say 

that we can no longer say 

because we have forgotten how. 

There must have been words for “mammoth” once, 

and the parts of a mammoth’s body and the tools made from them, 

and their habits and other things we do not know 

because we have never met any. 

There are things our descendants will say 

that we cannot say 

because we have not yet discovered how. 

There will be terms for terraforming 

and its particular successes and failures, 

for the ceremony of disembarking on a new planet 

and the precise flavor of homesickness for Earth. 

There are languages in large, close-knit families 

whose relatives cling to each other, or fight, 

or fall into and out of love 

almost like people. 

There are languages who are lost, 

languages who are all alone in the world 

with no living relatives 

and no one to hold their hands as they die, 

drifting apart like icebergs 

on the ocean of eternity. 

It is left to us 

to save what we can 

wrapping our tongues around 
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Basque and Irish and Cree 

while we still can 

so that when our children 

finally reach the stars 

they will have all the words they need. 

 

Elizabeth Barrette has been involved with the Pagan community for more than 23 years. 

Her book Composing Magic: How to Create Magical Spells, Rituals, Blessings, Chants, and 

Prayers explains how to combine writing and spirituality. She lives in central Illinois where 

she has done much networking with Pagans in her area, such as coffeehouse meetings 

and open sabbats; see the Greenhaven website (http://greenhaventradition.weebly.com). 

Her other writing fields include speculative fiction, gender studies, social and 

environmental issues. Visit her blog The Wordsmith’s 

Forge(http://ysabetwordsmith.livejournal.com/). 

 

Mama Donna's Spirit Shop 

 

 

http://greenhaventradition.weebly.com/
http://ysabetwordsmith.livejournal.com/
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Moon Schedule from Autumn Equinox to Samhain by Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

(Times are Eastern Time) 

 

New Moon – September 27th 7:09 a.m. 

2nd Quarter – October 11th 11:15 p.m. 

Full “Blood” Moon – October 11th 10:06 a.m. 

4th Quarter – October 11:30 p.m. 

New Moon – October 26th 3:56 p.m. 

 

Moon Void of Course Schedule 

Date Starts Ends 

September 24th 10:39 p.m. September 25th 12:49 a.m. 

September 25th 3:47 a.m. September 27th 12:51 a.m. 

September 28th 9:51 p.m. September 29th 9:51 p.m. 

September 30th 10:17 p.m. October 1st 12:42 a.m. 

October 3rd 1:37 a.m. 4:16 a.m. 

October 5th 1:58 a.m. 11:18 a.m. 

October 7th 6:08 p.m. 9:13 p.m. 

October 8th 12:51 p.m. October 10th 8:57 a.m. 

October 12th 8:08 p.m. 9:35 p.m. 

October 15th 6:51 a.m. 10:15 a.m. 

October 17th 6:18 p.m. 9:38 p.m. 

October 19th 11:30 p.m. October 20th 6:06 a.m. 

October 22nd 8:34 a.m. 10:40 a.m. 

October 23rd 4:47 p.m. October 24th 11:49 a.m. 

October 26th 8:18 a.m. 11:08 a.m. 

October 28th 7:49 a.m. 10:45 a.m. 

October 31st 9:30 a.m. 12:39 p.m. 
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Planting Days 

September: 29th, 30th 

October: 13th, 14th, 18th, 19th, 27th 

Harvesting Days 

September: 24th 

October: 12th, 15th, 16th, 17th, 20th 

 

Mother Sunset by Elizabeth Barrette 

 

           Long 

           ago, 

           the 

           sun set 

           over the 

           mother 

           of 

           oceans, 

           whose name was 

           Panthalessa, 

           whose skirts were 

           jade and 

           flame; 

           she rocked 

           ancestors 

           to sleep 

           who 

           dreamed of 

           us. 

 

Elizabeth Barrette has been involved with the Pagan community for more than 23 years. 

Her book Composing Magic: How to Create Magical Spells, Rituals, Blessings, Chants, and 

Prayers explains how to combine writing and spirituality. She lives in central Illinois where 

she has done much networking with Pagans in her area, such as coffeehouse meetings 
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and open sabbats; see the Greenhaven website (http://greenhaventradition.weebly.com ). 

Her other writing fields include speculative fiction, gender studies, social and 

environmental issues. Visit her blog The Wordsmith’s 

Forge(http://ysabetwordsmith.livejournal.com/). 

Pagan Every Day: October 27th – A Hallows Altar by Barbara Ardinger, PhD 

October 27th  

As we enter the season when the invisible ones are more accessible than at any other 

time of the year, it’s time to honor them and build our Hallows altar. Mine is inspired by 

Samhain, the Day of the Dead, and All Saints’ and All Souls’ Days. 

My dining room table is about four feet in diameter. Because the Mexican ofrenda is 

typically multi-layered, I stack my dictionaries toward the back to make hills and valleys. 

Over the books I lay a white tablecloth my mother crocheted. This is the altar’s base. 

Now I get my box of treasures out of the closet. Commercial Halloween candles. A sugar 

skull from a ritual I attended a decade ago. Glow-in-the-dark plastic skeletons. I gather 

the mementoes of my honored dead. A photo of my grandparents when they were 

twenty years younger than I am now. Old photos of my parents and brother. Photos and 

souvenirs of friends whose deaths left holes in my universe. Paper skulls upon which I’ve 

written the names of my AIDS buddies. My first cat’s collar, the ashes of two beloved 

cats. 

All of these things and more I set on my altar. I’m creating sacred art to honor the dark 

goddesses and my shining beloved dead. I move a candle an inch, set a chocolate coin 

or paper marigold here or there, add another memento mori. 

Reader, I hope you’re inspired to construct your own altar. If you have a tablecloth or 

quilt that is a family heirloom, use it and protect it with plastic wrap under the candles. 

Find beautiful frames for your family photos. If you don’t have photos, write their names 

on paper skulls. Light the candles and sit with your altar an hour every night until 

November 2nd. Then carefully take it down. 

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 

http://greenhaventradition.weebly.com/
http://ysabetwordsmith.livejournal.com/
http://www.barbaraardinger.com/
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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: October 29th – Fireless Altars and Crone Encounters 

October 29th  

Ten or fifteen years ago, I led a group of students through the wheel of the year. At 

Imbolc, we held a divination party. At Beltane, we painted our faces and carried wreaths 

of flowers through the streets to the ocean. At Lammas, we harvested our gardens and 

cooked a feast. 

At Samhain, we met at Alice’s house. Her backyard was a miniature jungle of oaks and 

olive trees with a clearing near the center. It was a windy night, and the fire season that 

year was ferocious. As we were laying herbs and flowers, skulls and bones, and a 

cauldron for scrying on the altar, the wind came up again. That’s when I decided it 

would be both prudent and meaningful to have a fireless altar. No candles. No incense. 

We cast our circle, invoked the dark goddesses, and a dog howled nearby. It was a most 

satisfactory ritual. 

Think of a dark altar as a dark mirror. As you quietly sit in the darkness, look with the 

eyes of your imagination and see what the dark altar shows you. Use the night vision of 

your soul and look for the crone or sage you’re growing up to be. 

“Mirror, mirror on the wall, who’s the fairest one of all?” Regard the fair crone, the fair 

sage. Not fair as in “pretty,” although you may see the fairness of a face lined with the 

lessons of a lifetime. Fair as in “without bias, distinct, pleasant and courteous in speech.” 

Reader, what do you want to know about your life in the coming season or year? Who 

knows more about you than yourself? Who can speak more truly for you? Sit in the 

darkness with the crone or sage you will become and ask your question. Listen to your 

answer. 

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 

mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
http://www.barbaraardinger.com/
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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 

 

 

mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net

