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Welcome to the Feast of the First Fruits! 
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*Ask Your Mama™                           

 

Are you cyclically confused? In a ceremonial quandary? Completely clueless? Wonder no 

more. 

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

Ask™ 

by 

©Mama Donna Henes, Urban Shaman 

 

A Question of Rain  

 

Dear Mama Donna,  

Rain dance. Rain dance. There is no such thing as drought. Our lack of consciousness 

and our scarcity thinking bring it about. The Rain Dancers pray with abundance for what 

is our god given right — rain. I witnessed a deluge of rain on the Hopi reservation like I 

have never seen before — five days of pure water. We can claim our divine inheritance 

now, Water Goddess is always with us and in us. We can restore our connection to the 

thunder beings and lightning beings. 

Aho Mitukye Oyasin,  

- Dancing for Rain in Arizona 

 

Dear Dancer for Rain and Life,  

Thank you for your beautiful testimonial.   

Rain is the vital, vivifying fluid, which flows down from the heavens to recycle and 

replenish the world's water stores. To refresh and revitalize the lands and all those 

species who live upon it. Celestial substance of necessity, rain is absolutely elemental 

and essential. But quite quirky. You never know with rain. Too much, too little, too late, 

too soon, too hard, too long. You can't really depend on it. And yet you have to.  

 

I agree totally about our limiting ourselves by questioning divine abundance. However, I 

also believe that each one of us has a responsibility to protect and not waste or abuse 

our rich natural legacy. We are ethically bound not to take the precious gifts of Mother 

Nature for granted. Native peoples across the globe have always seen themselves as 
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caretakers of Earth, Sky, Fire, and Water. They believe not only in god/dess given rights, 

but also in god/dess-centered responsibility. They have always participated in 

partnership with the planet to preserve, conserve, and create in reverence and due 

respect.  

 

While water is a renewable resource, it is not inexhaustible. We all need to be conscious 

about conserving water. Flush fewer times, take shorter showers, shut the faucet when 

brushing teeth or shaving, watering plants with bath water, use low flow toilets and 

shower heads, etc. There are many creative ways. We all need to do our part and not 

simply depend on divine largesse.    

 

I wish us all abundant rain and sun and wind and dew.  

xxMama Donna  

 

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

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

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, Beliefnet  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 she offers intuitive tarot readings and spiritual counseling and 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  

mailto:CityShaman@aol.com
http://www.donnahenes.net/
http://www.thequeenofmyself.com/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Donna_Henes
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Queen_of_My_Self
http://www.youtube.com/user/MamaDonnaHenes
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Follow her on Twitter: 

http://twitter.com/queenmamadonna  

Connect with her on Facebook: 

http://www.facebook.com/MamaDonnaHenes  

Read her on the Huffington Post: 

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

Read her on Beliefnet: 

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

 

 

Blackberries: A Berry to 

Celebrate the First Fruits 

Harvest  

By Dawn “Belladonna” 

Thomas 

It is hard to believe it has been 

more than a few years since I was 

honored to host the ordination of 

a Sister in the Apple Branch. 

During that weekend we also celebrated Muin, the Celtic tree for vine. As a part of the 

ritual we were to share blackberries. I thought it would be wonderful to have a 

blackberry bush as a part of the ritual and found a nice plant at a local gardening center.  

A branch somehow got covered over with mulch and rooted itself so now I have two 

plants, although the second is half the size of the original. 

 

Since then the bush has produced a few more berries each year. A problem though was 

the birds were getting the ripe berries before we could pick them. I would watch a berry 

turn from green to red and then it would disappear. This year we put bird netting over 

the bush to keep the birds off the bush. This seemed to confuse the bees that would get 

inside the netting and couldn’t find their way back out, although the holes in the netting 

are quite large. One evening while walking around the yard, I noticed a rabbit sitting 

http://twitter.com/queenmamadonna
http://www.facebook.com/MamaDonnaHenes
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/donna-henes/
http://blog.beliefnet.com/thequeenofmyself/
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inside the blackberry cage. I told the rabbit the cage was to keep them out, not in. After 

about a minute, she hopped out but watched me the entire time. 

 

This year the berry bush is pushing out large plump berries that are so sweet and juicy. 

Since only the main plant is producing berries there aren’t enough to make a pie or jelly 

but I hope to cultivate a few more plants. In Patricia Telesco’s book, A Floral Grimoire, 

she writes blackberry pie is among the traditional Pagan food served at Lammas, the 

first harvest.  

 

I did some research on the blackberry and found it has been used all over the world in 

healing. The roots can be boiled and used to treat intestinal issues associated with 

diarrhea. For burns and wounds, the leaves of the bush are used. Scott Cunningham 

wrote in his book, Cunningham’s Encyclopedia of Magical Herbs, nine leaves dipped in 

spring water than laid gently on the wound could heal burns and wounds on the skin.  

 

He included this chant to say three times for each leaf as you place them on the skin: 

 

Three ladies came from the east, 

One with fire and two with frost. 

Out with the fire, in with the frost. 

 

This is an old invocation to Brigit, the ancient Celtic Goddess of poetry, healing and 

smithcraft. 

(Cunningham, page 59) 

 

I found it unusual that they are associated with the goddess Brigit since she is honored 

at Imbolc when the berry bushes are still in their winter sleep. In magical uses, the leaves 

and berries are used to attract wealth or healing. The blackberry is ruled by the planet 

Venus. Patricia Telesco gives two magical uses for the blackberry. For protection, use a 

dead blackberry branch and soak it overnight so it will bend. Once the branch is pliable 

it should be wrapped around an object representing what needs protection. The branch 

can be removed from the object once the protection is no longer needed. She also 

provides a spell that can be used to attract wealth by wrapping a large blackberry leaf 

around a silver coin. Wrap the leaf with green or gold string or yarn while chanting for 

prosperity blessings. This is her chant. 
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“Where gold and green are joined, blessed herewith by a silver coin, wealth 

and prosperity, to me… to me.” (Telesco, page 138) 

 

Resources: 

Cunningham, Scott. Cunningham’s Encyclopedia of Magical Herbs. 

Llewellyn Publications. St. Paul. MN (2000) 

Dunwich, Gerina. The Wicca Garden. Citadel Press. Kensington Publishing Corp., New 

York, NY. (1996) 

Hopman, Ellen Evert. A Druid’s Herbal. Destiny Books, Rochester, VT. (1995) 

Telesco, Patricia. A Floral Grimoire. Citadel Press. Kensington Publishing Corp., New York, 

NY. (2001) 

 

Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas is a High Priestess and Elder of The Apple Branch, a Dianic 

Tradition. She is the editor and book reviewer for the Oracle and was the Treasurer for The 

Global Goddess, a non-profit organization. She attends the University of Florida fulfilling a 

lifelong goal of completing her college education. She has been published in several 

magazines for her paper crafting designs. She is the owner of Belladonna’s Garden and 

makes homemade soaps. She is an avid gardener and lives in Florida with husband. 

 

 

 

Dog Days, Holly, Spears and Swords  

By Deanne Quarrie 

We are little more than midway in what are called the “dog days” of summer. Imagine 

that the ancients thought that Sirius (one of the dog constellations) was the cause of the 

extra hot and sultry days of summer  because that star rose with the sun each day 

during this time and they actually thought we received heat from it.  But no, there is no 

heat from Sirius, only the tilt of the earth, giving us more heat.  

We have come to equate these dog days of summer with high running emotions – 

especially frustration and anger.  Let’s face it, when we are hot and uncomfortable, our 

patience does run a bit thin! There are many aspects of our lives that warrant extra care 

during the dog days. When traveling with a pet, extra precautions need to be taken to 
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keep your pet safe.  During all the fun and frolic of outdoor barbeques and picnics, steps 

need to be taken to assure that food is kept cold, as it will spoil much quicker in the 

heat. 

In my spiritual tradition we celebrate the Holly tree, the starling, as well as swords and 

spears at this time.  The leaves of the holly are barbed and sharp which, mythologically, 

makes it have protective qualities.  The starling is offered to us to study because the 

starling is a bird that bands together with their own kind, having lookout scouts and 

coming together in defensive action.  The sword and spear are clearly weapons and two 

of the four treasures fought for and won at this time of year.  Even our goddesses are 

warrior goddesses.  

For goddess women, this moon can be uncomfortable with all the aspects of aggression.  

This holly moon was preceded by the oak moon and these two trees are seen as twins.  

It is thought that the holly was originally the holly 

oak.  They sit side-by- side in the year and at a 

time when the seasons change from light to dark. 

The oak first teaches us to be well grounded if we 

are to seek the lightning bolt. 

When something like these symbols make me 

uncomfortable, i.e. warlike aggression, I try to see 

a meaning for them in today’s time and as I 

would like for them to be – peaceful, at least not blood-letting! 

When I first came to this path, I was given a vision. It came spontaneously and so I knew 

it carried a very important message for me.  In this vision I was presented with a sword.  

It was in the hands of another placed horizontally into my hands.  Balanced quite 

carefully on the edge of this sharp sword was a pearl, a beautiful and lustrous pearl.  I 

am not sure how I knew but I knew that the sword 

was my voice and the 

pearl was “balanced 

wisdom.”  I am a very 

direct and out-spoken 

woman.  My 

directness quite often 

gets me in trouble 
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because sometimes the truth is not always welcomed.  It serves 

as a mirror at times for others to see themselves.  This can be 

very uncomfortable and is not always received well. 

I grew up under circumstances that were at times very 

educational but at the same time emotionally challenging.  I 

was an army brat.  I moved constantly, never living in any one 

place long enough to establish roots.  This generated a great 

deal of self-reliance on my part but also put me in a place of 

always being the new kid in town and subject to the 

accompanying bullying, especially once I started high school.  

Boys are always very interested in a pretty new face and the 

girls, jealous.  This was very hard for an introverted teenager.  Thank goodness I was also 

blessed with that self-reliance and parents who always encouraged me to use my voice.  

Because of this background, I seem to have become the voice who defends the bullied, 

the voice who stands up to unfair treatment, the voice who serves as an advocate for 

those who cannot otherwise speak for themselves. 

I have come to see the sword and spear of this season, the holly moon and the “dog 

days” of summer to represent words of action, speaking one’s truth and the exercise of 

one’s voice. 

I wrote this about myself one year… 

Holly trees are rarely allowed to grow to their full height of sixty-five feet and are 

instead trimmed down as hedges or ornamental bushes.  

I am a Holly Tree. Many of us are Holly Trees. As strong women, women whose voices 

want to shout out to the world, women who have a really hard time being silent in the 

face of injustice, women who rebel at being the fairer sex and those who rebel at being 

trimmed down or at being ornamental bushes! 

Early in life the process of being “trimmed down” begins. We are silenced, shushed and 

trained to be “good little girls” and not assertive, bold or daring! 

I am a Holly Tree who has not been trimmed – a Holly Tree who has grown to her full 

height – a Holly Tree with full spiky leaves – sharp barbs – rich color – full and robust 
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berries – a battle waging spear – who will not – cannot – be silent in the face of injustice. 

A Holly Tree – strong and tall in service to Goddess! 

Deanne Quarrie. D. Min. is a Priestess of The Goddess, and author of five books.   She is 

the founder of the Apple Branch and Beyond the Ninth Wave where she teaches courses in 

Druidism, Celtic Shamanism, and Goddess Spirituality and mentors those who wish to 

serve others in their communities. She is also an Adjunct Professor at Ocean Seminary 

College and is the founder of Global Goddess, a worldwide organization open to all 

women who honor some form of the divine feminine.  

 

First Harvest Solitary Ritual 

By Dawn "Belladonna" Thomas 

 

The Feast of the First Fruits 

Ripening 

 

Items Needed for Ritual: 

Green, yellow, and orange candles (representing the changing seasons) 

Small loaf of bread 

Cauldron 

Wicker basket with fruits and grains 

Chalice with grape juice, wine or mead 

Salt and water to cleanse and cast the circle 

Relaxing music 

 

Preparations for the Ritual: 

Prepare to answer the following seasonal questions for yourself during the ritual. 

What can be, or needs to be, sacrificed for my harvest? 

How do I share my abundance with others? 

How do I manifest my power? 

How do I support myself and others in attaining or manifesting our life goals? 

 

Altar: 

http://applebranch.org/
http://beyondtheninthwave.org/
http://globalgoddess.org/
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The altar is decorated with fruits and grains. There is a cauldron with a candle at the 

center of the circle. At the edge of the cauldron is a loaf of bread. Candles representing 

the changing seasons will be placed in a triangle shape. 

 

Cleanse the area with salt water and incense as you cast the circle. 

 

Calling the Goddess 

Hail to Demeter, the Earth Mother and Goddess of the Harvest. You have provided for 

us with your abundant harvests. Please join me today. 

 

Calling the Elements 

Hail to the Element of the East, Ancient Spirit of Air. The warm breeze cools and cleanses 

me in the summer heat. Please join me today. 

 

Hail to the Element of the South, Ancient Spirit of Fire. The sun warms the earth during 

the long summer afternoons. Please join me today. 

 

Hail to the Element of the West, Ancient Spirit of Water. Your warm rains provide 

nourishment to the harvest. Please join me today. 

 

Hail to the Element of the North, Ancient Spirit of Earth. The earth is full of golden fields 

full of ripe fruit and grain. Please join me today. 

 

Reflection and Affirmation 

The harvest season is here and with it come the first fruits. This is a time to be thankful 

for the labor and struggles needed for the harvest. This is the height of the year. May 

the bounty of this season keep me strong in body, mind, and soul. 

 

What do I ask of the harvest? What did I begin earlier in the year that has grown and is 

ready to come fully into my life? What can be or needs to be sacrificed for my harvest? 

How do I share the abundance of my harvest with others? How do I manifest my power? 

How do I support myself and others in attaining or manifesting our life goals? 

 

I sacrifice to the Goddess the behaviors and attitudes that will hinder the completion of 

my own personal harvest. I will weed out anything not essential that might impede it 
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coming to fruition. I will change my priorities so that they are what I want or need and I 

will make any changes necessary to achieve my goals. I give thanks for the gifts around 

me and for the good fortune in my life. 

 

Meditation and Crafts 

Meditate on my personal harvest: growing prosperity and accomplishing the needs or 

goals for the good of all. 

 

While making a corn doll or making a braid with onion and garlic bulbs, say the Song of 

the Corn Maiden (by Carol Christ). 

 

There's plenty to eat, plenty to drink, 

Plenty to keep us toasty warm 

Plenty to clean, plenty to heal, 

Plenty to keep us from harm; 

The power is ours to work and share 

Our mother's plenty is everywhere! 

 

There's plenty to say, plenty to sing, 

Plenty to dance, and dare to do; 

Plenty to weave, plenty to unwind, 

Plenty for me and you! 

 

There's plenty of work, plenty of play, 

Plenty of rest when day is done; 

Plenty of corn in the Maiden's hands. 

 

Enjoying the Feast of the First Fruits 

Wine is from the fruit of the season. It is 

a symbol of the earth's abundance, and 

represents all the elements of summer 

and fall, the elements that mature the 

grapes and grain. This is a time of turning 

inward toward the darkness, of inner and 

individual work, a time of maturing and 
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aging, of experience, growing wisdom, fulfillments past and to come. 

 

The First Harvest is a time for change. The transformation of grapes into wine, or grain 

into baked bread, of summer into winter, the Mother into Crone, of life into death and 

back again. 

 

"She changes everything she touches, and everything she touches changes." 

 

Great Goddess of Mother Earth, Goddess of the Harvest, accept my thanks for my 

growth, insights, accomplishments, and the food you have given me. 

 

Drink from the chalice. Offer a toast to the coming harvest and give thanks to the 

Goddess. Bless the food and enjoy the feast. Set a portion of food is set aside for the 

Goddess and leave the rest of the food and drink out for the wildlife. 

 

Closing the Circle 

Element of the North, Ancient Spirit of Earth, your harvest will sustain me. Thank you for 

joining me today. Hail and farewell. 

 

Element of the West, Ancient Spirit of Water, your rains are gentle on the harvest. Thank 

you for joining me today. Hail and farewell. 

 

Element of South, Ancient Spirit of Fire, the warmth of the sun has helped in the 

prosperous harvest. Thank you for joining me today. Hail and farewell. 

 

Element of the East, Ancient Spirit of Air, your warm breeze has helped cool the heat of 

the summer sun. Thank you for joining me today. Hail and farewell. 

 

O Great Goddess, the bounty of your harvest has provided for me. Thank you for joining 

me today. Hail and farewell. 

 

The Circle is opened but never unbroken. 

 

Blessed Be. 
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Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas is a High Priestess and Elder of The Apple Branch, a Dianic 

Tradition. She is the editor and book reviewer for the Oracle and was the Treasurer for The 

Global Goddess, a non-profit organization. She attends the University of Florida fulfilling a 

lifelong goal of completing her college education. She has been published in several 

magazines for her paper crafting designs. She is the owner of Belladonna’s Garden and 

makes homemade soaps. She is an avid gardener and lives in Florida with husband. 

 

 

Found Goddess Eucalypta Evergreening Goddess of Herbalists  

By Barbara Ardinger, PhD 

 

Eucalypta Evergreening is the only Goddess whose name is a verb. That is only right and 

proper, of course, for Her plants are evergrowing and Her priestesses evermixing. We 

can recognize Eucalypta Evergreening by Her green hair, the grass stains on Her 

clothing, and the mud between Her toes. 

 

Eucalypta Evergreening dwells in the Temple of Matricaria, where She strolls every 

morning through the Gardens of Herba Santa and the surrounding meadows sweet and 

green. Her land is called Zingiber, Paradise, and She rules with a firm (if always grubby) 

hand. She knows and watches over every flower fairy and nymph, every deva and dryad, 

every elf and hero of the greenwood and the glen. 

 

Eucalypta Evergreening’s herbalists are busier than ants and bees and short-order cooks 

all put together. They gather for their seedy sabbats at their community gardens, which 

are called pharmacpopiae, where they tend to collect a whole lot of stuff. Pruning shears 

and golden sickles and silver scythes. Mortars and pestles and bains-marie and drying 

racks. Baskets and pots and more little jars with corks than anyone has ever had room 

for. To show their devotion to their grainy Goddess, they work constantly, preparing 

their tinctures and essential oils, their ointments and creams, their decoctions and 

infusions, their poultices, compresses, and liniments, (plus the occasional whopping 

good spaghetti sauce and salad dressing.) Arousing themselves into every possible 

humour, they pollinate and cross-fertilize and practice both homeopathic succession 

and aromatic massage. 
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Eucalypta, Goddess Evergreening, 

To herbalist all, Thou art queening. 

Offshoot, spring and spray, all are flourishing 

Under Thy viridial care, most fully nourishing. 

Goddess vegetal, foliate, efflorescent. 

To plant life all dost Thou bring meaning. 

Eucalypta, Goddess Evergreening. 

 

Every Day: Finding the Extraordinary in Our Ordinary Lives (RedWheel/Weiser, 2006), a 

unique daybook of daily meditations, stories, and activities. Her new book, Secret Lives is 

a novel of magical realism about elderly women, younger women, good men, and 

mythological characters including the Green Man and the Norns gone mad in a modern 

world. 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 

 

 

Goddess of the Season: Nemesis 

By Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

 

The Celtic tree month Coll, the hazel tree, shares with Quert, the apple tree. During this 

time, we honor Nemesis. There are times in our lives when 

we have been treated unfairly and seek justice. She is the 

one we must call upon. 

 

Nemesis, daughter of primordial Mother Night, was most 

widely known as the Goddess of Retribution. The poet 

Hesiod made reference to the dreadful power of some other 

daughters of Nyx, including the Fates and the Ceres. Taken 

together, these daughters of Night were often feared 

mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
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because of their ability to punish the transgressions of mortals. She wore a silver crown 

adorned with staghorns, carried a wheel of fortune in one hand and an apple bough in 

the other, with a scourge hanging at her girdle. The apple bough shows her relationship 

to her sisters the Hesperides, who guarded the golden apples of immortality. 

 

Nemesis existed as one of the first forces to ensure that humanity respected the natural 

laws that maintained the order of the universe. When we pay honor to this goddess and 

live in harmony with these laws, then Nemesis resides within us as a wise kindly 

influence, ever-guiding us toward right action. She was a personification of the 

reverence for law, and she sought to restore balance when order was upset. Her 

endeavors to preserve equilibrium in people’s attitude towards one another were 

recognized as springing from a deep-seated love. 

 

Prayer: Great Goddess, you are the ultimate equalizer. You are the righter of wrongs to 

preserve peace. I ask you to be with me as I live in harmony with others. May I have 

balance in my life. Blessed Be. 

 

 

Mama Donna’s Spirit Shop 
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Moon Schedule First Harvest to Fall Equinox 

By Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

(Times are Eastern Time) 

 

2nd Quarter – August 3rd: 8:50 p.m. 

 

Full “Corn” Moon – August 10th: 2:09 p.m. 

 

4th Quarter – August 17th: 8:26 a.m. 

 

New Moon – August 25th: 10:13 a.m. 

 

2nd Quarter – September 2nd: 7:11 a.m. 

 

Full “Harvest” Moon – September 8th: 9:38 p.m. 
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4th Quarter – September 15th: 10:05 p.m. 

 

Moon Void of Course Schedule 

 

Date Starts Ends 

August 1st 10:58 p.m. August 2nd 10:57 p.m. 

August 4th 1:43 p.m. August 5th 6:19 a.m. 

August 6th 10:52 a.m. August 7th 9:38 a.m. 

August 9th 4:09 a.m. 9:52 a.m. 

August 10th 6:12 p.m. August 11th 8:55 a.m. 

August 12th 12:01 p.m. August 13th 9:00 a.m. 

August 15th 11:50 a.m. 11:58 a.m. 

August 17th 8:26 a.m. 6:41 p.m. 

August 19th 10:54 p.m. August 20th 4:45 a.m. 

August 21st 3:34 p.m. August 22nd 4:49 p.m. 

August 24th 4:26 a.m. August 25th 5:33 a.m. 

August 26th 10:29 p.m. August 27th 5:54 p.m. 

August 29th 12:00 p.m. August 30th 4:53 a.m. 

September 1st 11:40 a.m. 1:17 p.m. 

September 3rd 2:06 p.m. 6:15 p.m. 

September 5th 11:08 a.m. 7:59 p.m. 

September 7th 1:19 p.m. 7:47 p.m. 

September 9th 3:10 p.m. 7:30 p.m. 

September 10th 8:58 p.m. September 11th 9:17 p.m. 

September 13th 9:31 a.m. September 14th 2:26 a.m. 

September 15th 10:05 p.m. September 16th 11:24 a.m. 
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September 18th 2:48 p.m. 11:10 p.m. 

September 21st 12:33 a.m. 11:54 a.m. 

 

Planting Days 

August: 3rd, 4th, 11th, 12th, 15th, 16th, 17th, 20th, 22nd, 30th, 31st  

September: 1st, 8th, 9th, 12th, 13th, 

 

Harvesting Days 

August: 13th, 14th, 18th, 19th, 23, 24th, 

September: 10th, 11th, 14th, 15th, 19th, 20th  

 

 

Nine Ways of Calling on the Moon 

By Shauna Aura Knight 

 

At night when the trees whisper 

And stars adorn Her jet cloak 

The Moon, full, hovers watchfully 

 

She is in all the Earth and Sky 

She is Maiden, Mother, Crone 

She is Guardian of the Cycles 

 

I sink to my knees in prayer, 

Endless kneeling on the ground which is Her body 

By the water of her blood 

 

A silver Chalice is filled with her blood 

And the white silver rim of the cup 

Is her round face 

 

Her curves the shape of the Grail 
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Moonpale thighs and breasts 

Her round fullness the swell of pregnancy, 

 

She hangs in the sky, watching, 

Her delicate light limning the Earth 

Silvers and blues like mirrored pools lay bare the dark half 

 

She is Maiden, new and marked with the crescent 

Of burgeoning youth blooming 

Not yet blooded to experience 

 

She is Mother, the Chalice of all life 

All passes inside her womb to be born or reborn, 

The crone, the fourth face the dark of the moon 

 

Her cycles command our tides and draw our blood 

Anointed, consecrated,  

The magic of day turning to night, ever renewing 

 

 

 

Pagan Every Day A Walk on a Sunny Day  

By Barbara Ardinger, PhD 

August 18 

 

Yesterday we took an imaginary vertical journey. Today, let’s travel horizontally in the 

real world. It’s time to take a late-summer walk. 

 

Reader, do you walk in the sun? If you do, I hope you use sunblock. Let’s remember that 

too much of a good thing ceases to be good. When Phaeton, the son of Helios and 

Clymene, decided to go joy-riding in this father’s sun-chariot, he couldn’t control the 

sun horses, which scorched the earth and turned northern Africa into desert. Zeus had 

to kill the boy to stop fire from spreading across the world. (The tears of Phaeton’s 
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sisters turned into amber.) When golden Hathor turned into Sekhmet the lioness, her 

anger likewise burned the earth. 

 

Don’t walk when the summer sun is high. One of the sun’s least welcome gifts is 

melanoma. Instead, go out close to dawn or dusk and follow your customary route 

through your neighborhood. 

 

It’s half-past August. Can you discern any changes in the light? How is sunlight today 

different than it was February or May? One of the gifts of light is shadow. As you walk, 

look at the shadows around you. What do they reveal? Look at the shadow you cast 

yourself. Do you cast a long shadow, either literally or metaphorically? 

 

Look at the trees and plants along your route. What are deciduous trees doing in late 

summer? Are the fruit trees rich with summer decorations? How about the flowers? 

Which have wilted and died back and which are sun worshipers? As I walk, I see a 

number of plants I thought were strong, but now they’re dry and gray, and their flowers 

are long gone. Is there a lesson for us humans in the fact that some of Gaia’s green 

children thrive better in full sun whereas others prefer the shade? 

 

Every Day: Finding the Extraordinary in Our Ordinary Lives (RedWheel/Weiser, 2006), a 

unique daybook of daily meditations, stories, and activities. Her new book, Secret Lives is 

a novel of magical realism about elderly women, younger women, good men, and 

mythological characters including the Green Man and the Norns gone mad in a modern 

world. 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 Tree-Month of Hazel  

By Barbara Ardinger, PhD  

August 5 

mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
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The Celtic tree calendar was made famous by Robert Graves in The White Goddess, 

where he says it predates Julius Caesar’s calendar by at least three thousand years. 

Graves drew not only from his own vast scholarship but also from other sources to show 

that in the Celtic languages, trees correspond to letters. The calendar comes from 

various sources. One is a thirteenth-century “riddling poem,” Cad Goddeu, or The Battle 

of the Trees, which is part of the Welsh Romance of Taliesin. The tree alphabet and 

calendar are also found in the Song of Amergin, which tells the journey of the sun god 

through the thirteen stages of his life. 

 

The thirteen tree months are Birch, Rowan, Ash, Alder, Willow, Hawthorn, Oak, Holly, 

Hazel, Vine, Ivy, Read and Elder. The month of 

Hazel, which is also Apple (these two trees are 

interchangeable), runs from August 5 or 6 to 

September 1. Its Irish tree names are coll and quirt, 

its birds are the crane and hen, its colors are brown 

and mouse colored, and its jewel is red agate. 

Hazel also belongs to Wednesday. Other 

correspondences for Wednesday are wisdom and 

the creation of heavenly bodies and seasons 

(Genesis 1:14-19). Wotan, Apollo, and Hermes rule 

Wednesday.  

 

The Hebrew substitute for hazel is the almond, 

which was the tree of Aaron’s magic rod. The story of Aaron is told in Exodus, where he 

and his brother, Moses, do magic tricks to make the pharaoh release the Hebrew tribes. 

While the tribes are wandering in the desert, Aaron becomes their chief high priest. 

 

Reader, do you have a wand? A hazel would aid in setting verbal charms and in 

meditation. Dowsers use hazel to find water and things that are hidden or lost. 

 

Every Day: Finding the Extraordinary in Our Ordinary Lives (RedWheel/Weiser, 2006), a 

unique daybook of daily meditations, stories, and activities. Her new book, Secret Lives is 

a novel of magical realism about elderly women, younger women, good men, and 

mythological characters including the Green Man and the Norns gone mad in a modern 

http://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&docid=DJlshgHxWME4LM&tbnid=Y53UEcMfnGrp-M:&ved=0CAUQjRw&url=http://www.mysticfamiliar.com/library/treelore/hazel.html&ei=S2z_U_vcMuPD8QGMvIDYCQ&bvm=bv.74035653,d.eXY&psig=AFQjCNEoLRwRGAJjcq4nHt-VGPVExEUHCg&ust=1409334702001595
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world. 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 

 

 

The Story of Agriculture, Corn and the Corn Goddesses Who Grew with 

Them 

Part 2: From Midwest Maize Goddess to Corn Woman 

By Amy Martin 

 

     In the previous installment, we looked at the birth of New World agriculture in 

Mesoamerican women’s daily work; the development of corn’s predecessor, teosinte 

[teh-oh-seent-teh]; and the first corn goddess, Teteoinnan [tet-ee-oh-eh-nan].    

 

THE MIDWEST MAIZE GODDESS 

 

     In the Mesoamerican migrations of 900 C.E. and before, teosinte-bearing people also 

ventured along the Gulf Coast and up the Mississippi River, coming to rest in the rich 

loess fields of the Midwest. There around the St. Louis area, the Missouri River from the 

west and the Ohio River from the east merge into the Mississippi. The vast floodplain 

that results is called the American Bottom and here maize found the warmth, rain and 

rich soil it needed to flourish. By 1200, maize fields covered thousands of acres, 

becoming the cash crop that enabled the Mississippian empire of moundbuilders.  

     Unlike the prior Hopewell moundbuilders and the Poverty Point culture before them, 

the Mississippian leaders were militaristic and misogynistic. They 

elevated the male and all power focused on the Sun. Instead of 

building mounds that melded with the landscape like those of 

previous cultures, the Mississippians favored huge platforms that 

elevated the elite far above the Earth. They created a network of 

settlements up and down the river and its tributaries. But their 

focus was on a vast city of earthwork platforms now called 

mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Maize-teosinte.jpg
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Cahokia, just across the river from St. Louis in the tip of Illinois. Sadly, the Mississippians 

brought the practice of human sacrifice to the U.S. Many of the victims were women.  

     And yet in the midst of all that a maize-goddess cult flourished. Not in elite Cahokia, 

but in the far rural fields far where the commoners lived and worked. Many figurines 

have been found of beautiful, powerful, strong featured, red-skinned goddesses, 

including a simple goddess kneeling on a pallet of corn, grinding the kernels into meal 

with metate and mano; and a highly ornamented goddess carrying ceremonial objects; 

and several beautiful serene madonnas. The Mississippians had no written language, so 

we don't know what they were called. 

     But the most powerful image of all was the goddess who embodied the raw power of 

Earth. She was large and strong, her arm well muscled and her face intense. The lower 

half of her body was subsumed in the tightly coiled form of a huge serpent with a large 

mouth pulled back to expose an impressive set of teeth. The goddess cultivated the 

snake with a narrow stone hoe, pulling forth from it the magic of maize. Her eyes gazed 

blankly off in the distance as if dreaming of the future she created. Across her back laid 

a cord strung with dry, hollow squash, containers that carried seed into the fields. In this 

goddess is encapsulated a crucial stage of human development, our agricultural abilities 

in partnership with the divine, elevating us to a greater dimension.  

     The power of the Earth is embodied in the snake, whose body is totally connected to 

the soil, unlike other animals, thus concentrating its power. The snake is lethal and swift, 

able to move in soil, water or even up into trees. As the snake grows it sheds its skin, 

recreating itself over and again, transforming and perhaps even changing its 

consciousness, as we as a people were doing. The snake is the power of the Earth 

goddess bringing maize to the people. On this continent, snake, corn and the goddess 

are inseparable.  

 

 

 

 

 

CHICOMECOATL: MESOAMERICAN MAIZE DIVINE 
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     At the Mississippians’ peak around 1200 C.E., in the high valley of Mexico maize 

agriculture was also in bloom. The prominence of maize in people's lives generated its 

own goddess. Chicomecoatl, the continuance of Teteoinnan, was the maize goddess of 

Mesoamerica, and the goddess of fertility in all growing things. She was Sustenance 

woman. Sometimes the maiden of maize was a seperate deity, and sometimes the male 

aspect was isolated. But mostly it was Chicomecoatl, the manifestation of maize.  

     Chicomecoatl extolled the power of sunlight channeled through growing plants into 

the apex of them all, maize. Always shown adorned with perfect ears of maize, 

Chicomecoatl carried a bold Sun shield and her face was covered in red ochre, just like 

Teteoinnan. Her four-sided headdress was huge, showing her vast importance, and her 

countenance severe. Like Teteoinnan, she was damn serious about what she did. An 

entire culture rested upon her harvest.   

     In the 1400s, the militaristic Mexica [meh-she-kah], 

better known as the Aztecs, rose to dominate most 

Nahua. Unlike other tribes, the Mexica elite held the 

male principle supreme. The mythological origins of the 

Mexica were even attributed to the interactions of two 

gods — some feat! As they conquered tribe after tribe, 

synthesizing the unique Nahua gods and goddesses 

into the Mexica pantheon, they suppressed or 

demonized goddesses who seemed too powerful. The 

old agricultural rituals of Chicomecoatl were replaced 

with blood rituals of human sacrifice and Mexica priests 

wearing the flayed skin of female victims.  

     But Chicomecoatl was extremely popular, too essential, too ancient, to be repressed 

entirely. She even had a small altar in the central Mexica temples where all other deities 

were male. But you'll notice something missing in later Mexica images of her — the true 

power of Chicomecoatl. While the Mexica kept the name, they tried to take away the 

meaning of that name: chico, meaning seven, and coatl, meaning snake. Chicomecoatl is 

the goddess of the seven serpents. Serpents are associated with only the most powerful 

of divinities and Chicomecoatl had seven of them. While her shield kept up the Sun 

connection, very male as Mexicas were concerned, her snake, the divine feminine power 

of the Earth, was suppressed.  

BACK to the CORE: CORN WOMAN  
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     During the climate diaspora around 900 and other prior migrations, Chicomecoatl 

moved, name and all, up to the U.S. Southwest to the Pueblo people. There the Native 

American descendents of the Anazazi who lived in adobe buildings among and on top 

of mesas took Chicomecoatl to heart. Eventually her name changed and most now call 

her simply Corn Woman or Corn Mother. Yet they keep Chicomecoatl’s tradition alive in 

many subtle ways. Coatl, Nahua for snake, is also the Pueblo word for the stick used to 

plant corn. In the great Corn Dances that still happen late summer to early fall in the 

Pueblos, she lives in the female dancers, all of whom boast red circles on their faces. 

     When she became Corn Woman, she went from epic to intimate, just as the 

complicated, mythological forms of ancient Nahua earth goddesses transformed into 

the simple human shape of the Virgin Mary. Instead of wearing fantastical headdresses 

and holding multiple ears of corn, Corn Woman is as likely to be embodied as a woman 

shaped from a single ear, the checkerboard pattern of kernels her most identifying 

feature.  

     There are many other corn goddesses and mothers — as many corn deities as there 

are tribes. Those mentioned here are from the heart of the continent, forming a braid of 

the divine feminine stretching from the tip of Mexico to the upper Great Plains. From 

the Venus of Zohapilco, to Teteoinnan, to the Mississippian Corn Goddess, to 

Chicomecoatl, to Corn Woman, she carries both our history as humans and our heritage 

of the divine feminine, in a golden yellow line.     
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