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Welcome to the Season of Samhain! 
 

Here we are 

celebrating the 

last harvest of 

the year. The 

days are getting 

shorter and 

nights longer. 

As we travel in 

the dark, 

sometimes we 

go within. It is a 

wonderful time 

for divination 

and meditation. 

We were lucky 

enough to get a few good photos of the October full moon. It truly was eerie yet 

beautiful. 

 

It has been an interesting few months. Our seventh grandchild was born on September 

27th. He is a beautiful healthy boy. I crocheted him 

a blanket to celebrate his arrival. It is so soft and I 

started making a blanket for each of the 

grandchildren. The color of this blanket is called 

ocean shades. 

 

Earlier this month, we had an incident with bees. 

My husband thought a large horsefly had gotten 

into the house. When he got a stool to stand on 

and looked, he realized it wasn’t a horsefly but was instead a honeybee. As he was 

getting down off the stool, he heard another one and another one. Before he knew it, 

there were seven bees flying around inside the window. Things got tricky really quick as 

I have bad reactions to bee stings. 

 

He put on his “MacGyver” hat and had an ingenious way to get the bees out of the 

house. We used a Dyson vacuum. He removed the stick from the motor and sucked up 

the bees one at a time. My job was to get them outside as quick as possible. As soon as 

we got all seven out of the house, another one got inside. My husband went outside to 

see how they were getting in the house. He saw a small hole in near the fireplace where 
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the honeybees were swarming. I called a wildlife 

removal company and they arrived within an 

hour. The technician explained the bees were 

probably misplaced during Hurricane Matthew 

and were looking for a new place for the hive. 

He put on his bee suit and confirmed the entry 

point. He sprayed a foam deterrent, which does 

not hurt the bees. It has a scent to it the bees do 

not like and they leave. The tech came back two 

more times since one day was overcast and the 

bees are only active when the sun is out. 

 

Last week, we went to Maryland to meet our 

new grandson and spent a week visiting with old friends. We had a room overlooking a 

marina. I forgot how I miss being on the water. The weather was warmer than normal 

when we arrived but after two days returned to its normal temperatures. I spent many 

hours sitting on the balcony watching the birds fly and the water lapping against the 

boats. We saw Canada geese overhead honking as they flew by. It made me realize what 

I miss living in Florida. I miss the changing of the seasons. 

 

May you have a blessed Samhain, 

Dawn 
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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 Keeping Balanced in Rough Seas 

 

 

Dear Mama Donna, 

 

I came out of work at 9PM tonight and found my Honda Accord where I had left it in a 

gigantic parking structure surrounded by cars. It was minus all four wheels — rims and 

tires. Vandals, probably four of them, did a quick job. I freaked and started shaking. 2 

1/2 hours later, I'm home with no car. AAA had a huge job towing my car to my shop in 

Del Mar. I have a $500 deductible. That equals one week’s pay. AAA says it happens all 

the time and I'm lucky to have my car. I got a ride home with Del Mar police. You are 

always writing about balance. So what does balance say about this???????????????? The 

hell with balance. I’m getting into bed, going into the fetal position, hiding under the 

blankets, and turning the air conditioner up to 9.       

 

Disgusted and Catatonic in California 

 

My poor dear Catatonic, 

 

How can I break this to you? It’s not all about you, honey. Balance did not forget you. You forgot 

balance. It is a huge universe, and it is completely counterproductive to take hard times 

personally. Our personal problems, our dizzying ups and downs aside, the forces of the cosmos 

continue to operate in perfect balance around us. Clearly you had a lousy time of it, but take a 

deep breath and look around you. I think that, if you are honest with yourself, you will find that a 

broken car, no matter how inconvenient, seems fairly inconsequential given all that is going on 

in the world these days. 

  

Though you didn’t recognize it at the time, your miserable evening had everything to do with 

balance. It was an important aptitude test on keeping your balance during rough, rocky times. 
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Life is nothing if not a balancing act. Not that it is easy to be balanced all of the time. We are 

human beings, after all, being human. We get pissed when things don’t go our way.  

 

We are constantly bounced around by forces beyond our control. Each bump is like a subpoena 

for the soul. Every time that fate deals us a blow, we find ourselves on trial to determine how we 

handle ourselves in disruptive circumstances. Do we fall off the tight rope and crash and burn at 

the slightest inconvenience? Or do we gather our resources, fine tune our sense of perspective, 

and go with the flow with good humor and grace? 

 

Blessed are the flexible for they shall not break. 

 

The AAA was right. In balance, you were lucky not to lose the car, or your life for that matter, 

had you happened upon the thugs mid-theft. You had a home to go home to, a computer, and 

an electric blanket. Get a grip, girl friend. This is not the end of the world. Count your blessings 

and be grateful. Be very, very grateful. 

 

Yours for keeping in balance, 

 

xxMama Donna 

 

If I were asked to give what I consider the single most useful bit of advice 

for all humanity it would be this: Expect trouble as an inevitable part of life 

and when it comes, hold your head high, look squarely in the eye and say, "I 

will be bigger than you. You cannot defeat me.”   

Ann Landers 

 

*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, 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 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 

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

 

Read her on the Huffington Post: 

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

 

Read her on Beliefnet: 

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

 

  

http://blog.beliefnet.com/thequeenofmyself/
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Bala Lake at Night by Lynne Sedgmore 
The black rippling lap  

of the Bala Lake 

draws a soul's rhythm  

home to its purest state. 

 

Profound peace and grace 

in her gentle croon 

Cerridwyn's fierce face  

soft'ning in full moon. 
 
 

Bala Lake - Cauldron of the Crone by Lynne Sedgmore 
Goddess of the dark days 

you call me to your old ways.  

I honour all you bring 

through your whirling wind 

stirring your cauldron lake 

of inspiration. You shake  

everything I have ever known – 

taking me as your own. 

 

As I walk into Bala Lake  

you prophesy, remake 

my life. I drink your brew 

plunge deep, transform, renew. 

Anointed with your mark, 

boiled in the watery dark 

of your wise underworld 

I feel your power unfurled. 

 

As I reflect your blackened face, 

my soul absorbs your ancient space 

to live my final years as Crone 

maiden and mother both outgrown.  

By the power of your fullest moons 

I drink your potion, my old age blooms. 

I fly and swirl and fully expand 

into my magnificence in your Welsh land 
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Book Review: Samhain: Rituals, Recipes & Lore for Halloween by Diana 
Rajchel 
Review by Dawn Thomas 

 

264 Pages 

Publisher: Llewellyn Worldwide, Ltd. 

Religion & Spirituality, Comparative Religion, Wicca & Witchcraft,  

 

This is the next installment of Llewellyn’s Sabbat 

Essentials series. It is an excellent book on the 

Samhain season. The Ms. Rajchel does a thorough 

job researching and presenting information about 

the Sabbat. 

 

The first section covers the old ways. Samhain, 

pronounced SOW-in, is the last spoke in the 

wheel of the year. To most this signals the end of 

summer. Ancient Celts considered Samhain a fire 

festival. Fire festivals are also known as cross-

quarter festivals. She describes the Christian 

influence, how Halloween traveled to the new 

world, and the reassertion of Samhain with the 

rise of Paganism. 

 

The second section discusses the new ways the 

holiday is celebrated. This includes modern themes and elements associated with 

Samhain. Several Halloween stories are debunked including razor blades in apples. The 

author covers the different traditions within Paganism. The list includes Wicca, Celtic 

Reconstruction, Druidry, Stregheria, Heathen, Hellenic, Feri, and Reclaiming traditions. 

She then explains other festivals celebrated around Samhain. These include All Soul’s 

Day, All Saints’ Day, Dia de los Muertos, and several more. The chapter closes with trick 

or treating and suggested activities. 

 

The third section contains spells and divination. There are spells for both the living and 

the dead. There are also protection spells and love spells. Threshold magick and faery 

magick is also included. Kale is used in a divination to dream of a future spouse. Chapter 

four has recipes and crafts with a Samhain theme. Kale, apples, and pumpkin are the 

stars in this chapter. The author also includes the directions to make sugar skulls. In the 

craft sections there are different ways to decorate a pumpkin. I liked the idea of 

decoupage. Included are recommendations for costumes and masks. 
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The fourth section has prayers and invocations. There are several prayers to different 

goddesses and gods. There are beautiful prayers and invocations to the dead, especially 

an invocation for young ones lost. I made note of the prayer for pets that have passed 

on. The chapter ends with a meditation to greet the dark.  

 

The last section gives examples of different rituals to celebrate Samhain. There are 

correspondences for Samhain at the end of the book. If you like to find ideas for 

different ways to honor the Sabbat, you will probably enjoy this book. 
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Book Review: The Other Side of the River by Eila Carrico 
Reviewed by Molly Remer 

brigidsgrove.com 

 

“Braids, tapestries, and currents in the river show us the way again and again–it 

cannot be one clear way or another, it has got to be both ways and together.” 

–Eila Carrico, The Other Side of the River 

 

It has taken me many months to review this book and as I sit down to write about it, I 

find myself at a loss for words. Go. Read it. It is a powerful book. 

 

The Other Side of the River is a lyrical personal narrative that 

runs in multiple streams and ripples of thought to one 

rushing river: Women’s lives matter. Women’s stories 

matter. Women’s bodies matter. Women’s voices matter. 

Women’s lives and the health of the planet are inextricably 

intertwined. It is gorgeous and also stunning in its 

complexity. As I read it, I kept thinking, “How did she do 

this?” How did she weave so many experiences, and 

thoughts, and insights into this one text that flows so 

powerfully together? In The Other Side of the River, author 

Eila Carrico’s personal experiences and stories of her life are 

interwoven with descriptions, thoughts, and experiences 

from the world’s waters and her travels to many different 

bodies of water. Eila has listened to the river, learned from 

the waters, and these many ripples blend together into a 

juicy, creative, thought-provoking, complex web of 

questions, thoughts, and lessons. As we journey with her from the Florida marshlands to 

New Orleans, to San Francisco, to Africa, to India, to London, and even some time in the 

Mojave Desert, we also meet many water goddesses from world culture and are treated 

to an evocative exploration of the Goddess, the sacred feminine, at work in women’s 

lives and in the world as a whole. We learn from Tara and Aphrodite and Ganga and 

Oshun and Cailleach and Kali, all swirling together in a labyrinthine journey of depth and 

profundity. 

 

Published by Womancraft Publishing, The Other Side of the River is not only a personal 

memoir, but a treatise on ecofeminism, ecology, and environmentalism. I discovered 

ecofeminism during my doctoral studies and have often returned to a phrase womb 

ecology reflects world ecology, world ecology reflects womb ecology. In this book we 

come to see how the damming of the rivers, the polluting of the oceans, the re-routing 

http://www.eilacarrico.com/
http://www.womancraftpublishing.com/the-other-side-of-the-river.html
https://www.amazon.com/Other-Side-River-Stories-Women/dp/1910559105
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of the streams, reflects the stifling of women’s voices, the control of women’s bodies, 

and the oppression of women’s lives. 

 

“I imagine that women look outside for answers because they cannot feel the wisdom of 

their own bodies anymore. Years of creating an icy barrier to keep out the stares, the calls, 

the threat of rape and worse. Women take care of their friends and families, but they do 

not take care of themselves. Women have lost what sustains them, forgotten what brings 

them to live, pushed down their rage and denied their need for rest. 

 

…I think of the time during and after the witch burnings in Europe as a time when once 

fluid women chose to turn themselves into ice for self-preservation. They decidedly slowed 

and suppressed their wisdom of ways sensitive to the natural landscape and began to lives 

much further beneath the surface of their skin. They learned to conceal, conserve and 

control themselves to survive.” 

–Eila Carrico 

 

I am reminded of a quote from Clarissa Pinkola-Estes: Be wild! That is how to clear the 

river. 

 

It is hard for me to write as compellingly as I would like to about such a compelling 

book. Please read it and let its magic stream through you, too. 

 

 
 
  

http://brigidsgrove.etsy.com/
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Feeding the Dead by Deanne Quarrie 
 

Most people love this time of year and I share much of that. Living in South Central 

Texas we only have two seasons, with a perhaps two to three weeks in between what we 

laughingly call spring and fall. Because the winters are not harsh here, the step into 

spring feels different from those whose winters are frozen for months on end. We do 

experience some relief when our temperatures finally drop a bit in October. Even then 

those drops are only teasers. When we do finally get a briskness in the air in the wee, 

early morning hours of dawn but when the sun rises overhead, any memory of that 

coolness is forgotten. This morning at 5:30 am, when I woke, it was 54 degrees. I 

stepped outside to smell and feel the air, so clean and cool. And yet, now it is 85 

degrees and rising, it once more feels like summer. We don’t have the sudden frosts that 

turn our trees to vibrant reds, yellows and 

browns. Yes, the leaves eventually turn and fall 

to the ground, but we have no heavy freeze 

and so our colors are pale compared to those 

in the North and colder climates. 

 

Many Texans think the emotional feel for our 

two seasons is backwards, believing that 

summer, with its blazing sun, is the time to 

withdraw. Then in winter, when the weather is 

mostly mild, that’s the time to come out to 

play. This is a reversal of Pagan thinking about 

the seasons in North America. 

 

For me, it isn’t about the heat but more about 

the light. I used to suffer seasonal effective 

disorder. I know I am sensitive to how much light I require to maintain healthy 

emotional health. When I began to embrace, and understand seasonal change and the 

naturalness of going within during the darker half of the year, anything associated with 

that disorder vanished. Finally understanding, I gave myself permission to retreat. It was 

such a simple cure. 

 

The ancient Celtic tribes celebrated all life as beginning in the dark. The festival they 

honored, Samhain (summer’s end), most now celebrate as Halloween. It has ancient 

origins in the tribal aspects of honoring the ancestors at this time of year. They believed 

that this liminal time, this period between light and dark, is a time when the Veil 

Between the Worlds thins and that our ancestors can visit us. The ancestors were their 

Honored Dead and they needed their help and support to maintain prosperous and 
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healthy lives. And so, it was that they honored their ancestors by having a celebration, 

much like we would throw a party. They prepared great feasts of food. They prepared 

places at the table for them and offered entertainment for their enjoyment. 

 

And so, I too, take time during this change from light to dark, to honor my beloved 

ancestors. In fact, I honor all beloved ancestors, not just mine. I remember one year 

being particularly memorable for me. A friend of mine and I decided we would take our 

heaping plates of food for the ancestors, to the local cemetery as an offering. When we 

arrived at the cemetery, we found locked gates. Determined to finish this deed, we slid 

under those big wide gates on our bellies! We quietly slipped into the dark with our 

food until we found a location we thought appropriate to leave our offerings. As we left 

them, we offered words of gratitude and love for the gifts they offered their loved ones, 

even in death. 

 

And with that we returned to the locked 

gates to once more slide under and go home. 

What to our total mortification, there stood 

two local police officers called to the scene to 

apprehend reported intruders. Yes, that was 

us. We were lucky. We suffered no more than 

embarrassment. We explained ourselves, 

apologized profusely and they let us leave 

with nothing but a kind lecture! That was one 

Feast of the Dead I will always remember. 

 

This is also the time of year that I mourn the passing of my closest family. My mother 

and only brother both left this world at the end of October. My father, whose will to live 

without my mother, left soon after. So, my honoring of ancestors takes on its own 

personal message. Here is a little poem, I wrote for my ancestors called the Litany of the 

Bones … 

 

Herein lay the bones of my ancestors 

Even as this body grows old and changes with 

time. 

Herein lay the bones of my ancestors 

Their bones are my structure, my support and 

keep me going 

Herein lay the bones of my ancestors 

While these bones may restrict me, I choose to 

be flexible 
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Herein lay the bones of my ancestors 

Their bones strengthen me and their strength becomes my own 

Herein lay the bones of my ancestors 

Their bones are with me still and I bless the gift. 

 

I find it important to take time during this season to honor my ancestors, but also to 

honor and remember those who worked and challenged the systems of corruption, the 

systems of patriarchy and oppression. They eased my work in these areas. I am not 

challenged with the same struggles my ancestors lived under. However, the work is not 

done. We have new challenges. We have an added complacency and I see many 

attempts to take those same freedoms away from us, fought for so valiantly by those 

who came before us. With extreme right wing action and forced religious views invading 

government, abortion and birth control being challenged, we cannot, we must not ever 

forget the work done before us. I know that I must continue to stand firm in my 

convictions, in my work to fight that complacency and attacks on what is right and just. 

In this season of death, I honor the lives of those feminists, those champions of justice 

and fairness, and ask that they gift 

us with the courage and 

conviction they showed in their 

own struggles. We need the 

energy they carried more than 

ever in our work, not for just 

women’s rights, but for the rights 

of all to live without oppression 

from others no matter their 

gender, sexual identity, race, age, 

or ready access to wealth and 

health. Let us “feed” them with our 

gratitude and grateful hearts. 

 

Deanne Quarrie. D. Min. is a Priestess of the Goddess. She is the author of five books. She 

is the founder of the Apple Branch where she teaches courses in Feminist Dianic Witchcraft 

and Dianic Faerie Craft. She 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. 

 



15 
 

Forest Heritage by Molly Remer 
www.brigidsgrove.com 

 

“…What were those songs our mothers 

sang, fitting rhythms to the 

whole vast span of life? 

What was it again they sang harvesting 

maize, threshing millet, 

storing the grain… 

 

Why don’t we know about the 

Grandmother’s ways? 

Why was it hidden so long! 

This is the time we were waiting for… 

Grandmother, here we are, hear us, 

help us, lead us again in the dance!” 

–Iris J. Steward in Sacred Woman, Sacred Dance (p. 30) 

 

When we decided to buy some land on which to build our home, one of the deciding 

factors was the wonderful big rocks on the hillside behind where we imagined building 

our house. Over the years, we would go out and walk through the woods and stand on 

the rocks, and I often said that I wanted to create a sacred space down there to visit 

regularly. As I realized later, there was no need to “create” the sacred space, it was 

already there. 

 

Following two miscarriages, I would often go to the woods to sit on a chair-shaped rock 

and connect with nature and my body. During my subsequent pregnancy with my 

daughter, I would return to this place to sit and connect with my baby and prepare for 

her birth. After she was born, I brought her to these rocks and these woods to 

“introduce” her to the planet. At some point at the end of 2010, I suddenly “heard” the 

words priestess rocks when I was standing out on these large flat stones that look out 

over the horizon. It felt like their name, I suddenly knew it. So, in July of 2012 when I 

became ordained as a priestess, the priestess rocks felt like the absolutely perfect place 

to bear witness to my ceremony of ordination. They called me. They named me priestess 

first. 

 

In late December of 2012, I decided to begin a year-long spiritual practice of “checking 

in” every day at the priestess rocks in the woods. I committed to spending at least a few 

minutes there every day, rain or sleet or shine, with children or without, and whether day 

or night throughout 2013. My idea was to really, really get to know the space deeply. To 
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notice that which changed and evolved on a daily basis, to see what shared the space 

with me, to watch and listen and learn from and interact with the same patch of ground 

every day and see what I could learn about it and about myself. 

 

I wanted to really come into a deeper relationship with the land I live on, rather than 

remain caught up in my head and my ideas and also the sometimes-frantic feeling hum 

of everyday life as a parent and teacher. When I went down to the woods to “listen” to 

my idea for this year-long experiment, I spoke a poem that included the word 

“woodspriestess,” and I thought…maybe this is what I’m doing…maybe this is who I am. 

When I enter the woods, I often experience what I have termed “theapoetics,” 

spontaneous, spoken aloud poetry that brings me into direct connection with that which 

I call the Goddess. 

 

As planned, I maintained my Woodspriestess practice throughout 2013, eventually 

spending approximately 330 days in the same place in the woods and learning a great 

deal in the process. As I described in a prior post, six generations of my family on my 

paternal side have been born, lived, and died within a 35 mile radius of the very hillside 

that I find so meaningful now. When 

asked where I’m from, I know in my 

bones that I’m from right here even 

though my parents moved to 

Missouri from California in the 1970’s 

(I was born in MO several years after 

they moved).   

 

While sharing family records with me 

and drawing a circle over the four 

county area upon which generations 

of my ancestors have lived my father 

explained to me, no wonder you feel 

like this is your cultural heritage and 

where you belong. Your lineage is 

right here, right where you like to be. 

My ancestors traveled to the hills and 

woods of Missouri primarily from 

Tennessee and Kentucky, a blended 

lineage that includes women from 

First Nations tribes and white settlers 

descended from early colonists of the 

US (hailing from Germany, France, and Ireland). 

http://goddesspriestess.com/2013/02/23/woodspriestess/
https://feminismandreligion.com/2012/08/27/theapoetics-by-molly-remer/
https://feminismandreligion.com/2014/02/12/echoes-of-mesopotamia-by-molly-meade/
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One April morning in 2013 my dad showed up at my door unexpectedly and said he had 

an early birthday present for me. My grandmother was deep in the dying process at this 

time and he said he thought I might need this present. It was a string of what he called 

“woodspriestess beads” that he had carved for me. On the string is one bead for each of 

the seventeen species of trees that grow naturally in this part of Missouri as well as a 

series of beads made from trees that hold some kind of family connection for me. 

 

There is a bead from part of the wood in the tiny house in which I was born and one 

from the house I grew up in (a restored log cabin built in the 1800’s). Beads are included 

from the tree I used to swing in with my sister when we were girls, from an apple tree 

we planted together when I was twelve, and from a peach tree that grew magically from 

the compost pile. A bead from a memorial tree we planted for my great-grandmother 

joins one from a maple tree my grandpa mailed to us decades ago from California. 

There’s a bead from my own homesite, one from the tree under which my third baby is 

buried, and one from the cedar tree that was the “topper” for the frame of our house. 

 

There is ash, Carolina buckthorn, cedar, cherry, dogwood, elm, hackberry, hickory, honey 

locust, mulberry, red oak, white oak, Osage orange, persimmon, pine, plum, poplar, 

redbud, sassafras, and walnut. They’re a beautiful palette of meaning and a gift of love. 

A portable altar of the forest. 

 

Blood Ties 

The blood of many species 

swirls around me 

The blood of many mothers 

runs through me 

The blood of many generations 

comes from me 

 

The blood of earth 

feeds me 

The blood of the Goddess 

holds me 

 

We dance together 

in an ancient ecstasy 

blood deep 

bone rich 

holy, potent, and pure. 

https://feminismandreligion.com/2013/10/09/birth-song-life-song-death-song-by-molly-meade/
https://feminismandreligion.files.wordpress.com/2015/04/april-2013-049.jpg
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The blood of creation 

The blood of inspiration 

The blood of sacrifice 

and renewal… 

 

Molly has been “gathering the women” to circle, sing, celebrate, and share since 2008. She 

plans and facilitates women’s circles, seasonal retreats and rituals, mother-daughter 

circles, family ceremonies, and red tent circles in rural Missouri. She is a priestess who 

holds MSW, M.Div, and D.Min degrees and finished her dissertation about contemporary 

priestessing in the U.S. Molly’s roots are in birth work and in domestic violence activism. 

She has worked with groups of women since 1996 and teaches college courses in group 

dynamics as well as her own courses: Red Tent Initiation and Practical Priestessing. Molly 

is the author of Womanrunes, Earthprayer, and The Red Tent Resource Kit. Molly and her 

husband Mark co-create original goddess sculptures, ceremony kits, and pendants at 

Brigid’s Grove.And she writes about thealogy, nature, practical priestessing, and the 

goddess at the Brigid’s Grove blog. 

  

http://brigidsgrove.com/red-tent-initiation-program
http://brigidsgrove.com/practicalpriestessing
http://www.brigidsgrove.com/womanrunes/
https://www.etsy.com/listing/249240526/earthprayer-birthprayer-lifeprayer?ref=shop_home_active_1
https://www.etsy.com/listing/232948095/red-tent-resource-kit-book-only?ref=shop_home_active_5
http://brigidsgrove.etsy.com/
http://brigidsgrove.com/blog
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From Belladonna’s Garden: Oak by Dawn Thomas 
 

Oak 

(Quercus) 

 

Planet: Sun and Jupiter 

Element: Fire 

Powers: Protection, Health, Money, Healing, Potency, Fertility, Luck 

 

Parts Used: Bark, leaf, acorn 

 

Botanical 

Here in Florida, we have several varieties of oaks. Like the northern states, we have white 

oaks and red oaks. The live oaks are more prevalent 

than other oak trees. We have a couple of southern 

red oaks that have very defined leaves. The live oak 

leaves are small and oval. Acorns vary depending 

on the type of oak tree. The southern red oaks have 

round acorns whereas the live oaks have elongated 

acorns. 

 

 

The oak is an open-branched tree that grows to about ninety feet. In Wye Mills, a town 

on Maryland’s Eastern Shore, the Wye Oak was the largest white oak in the United 

States and in 1941 became the 

Maryland State Tree. It was 96 feet tall, 

31 feet 8 inches in circumference, had 

a branch spread of 119 feet and 

covered almost a third of an acre. It 

was over 460 years old before being 

knocked down on June 6, 2002 during 

a thunderstorm. It was a very sad day 

for those of us that lived near the tree. 

In 2009, an eight-foot section of the 

Wye Oak trunk was placed on a brick 

pedestal near the spot where the giant 

tree stood. 

 

The tree’s trunk supports a large crown which can grow to very tall heights. When the 

tree is young, the bark is smooth with a light gray color. As the tree ages, the bark 
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begins to crack. In colder climates, the leaves turn a deep red color the fall. Here in 

Florida, they turn brown and drop from the tree. Most researchers state an oak tree 

needs to be 70-80 years old before it produces acorns. That does not seem to be the 

case with our live oaks. In 2005, we planted four live oak trees. The regulations said they 

had to be a minimum of two inches in diameter and that was how big they were. These 

trees are giants now. The photo below is one of the trees planted in 2005. One tree I 

named the mother because of the many acorns she produced every year. This year, 

another tree has surpassed the mother. There must be a million acorns on it. 

 

The wood of the oak 

is hard yet pliable 

and is used as 

building material. In 

the United Kingdom, 

oak forests were 

decimated to provide 

timber for navy ships. 

The trees were also 

cut down to provide 

charcoal for smiths’ 

forges. Luckily, 

legislation was 

passed providing 

protection for the 

oak tree. The state of California has legislation protecting the removal of oak trees. They 

are considered heritage trees and are protected if they are larger than four inches in 

diameter or four and a half feet above ground. 

 

The fruit from the tree, the acorn, is an important food source to both wild and domestic 

animals. Acorns are egg-shaped and have a cap that connects them to the branch. 

 

The bark contains tannin, which is a naturally occurring polyphenol also found in grape 

seeds and skins. Tannins were used extensively in the leather industry for tanning raw 

hides. The hides were placed in tannin baths which tanned the hide and killed any 

bacteria. 

 

Homeopathic Uses 

The leaves, bark, and acorns of the oak are used medicinally since they have astringent, 

antiseptic, and anti-inflammatory properties. The bark is the main medicinal part of the 

tree. 
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Bark tannin is an astringent, which tightens pores and draws out liquids when it comes 

into contact with skin. When tannins are in the mouth, they cause cheeks to pucker. 

They are also used to draw out irritants like venom from bee stings or poison ivy. Also, 

they can be applied to burns to aid in healing and to cuts to reduce bleeding. A gargle  

can be made from the inner bark to relieve sore throats. 

 

In herbal medicine, the bark is used in decoctions to treat gastroenteritis and severe 

diarrhea. A decoction made from the bark can also be used externally in compresses 

and in bath preparations to treat frostbite, burns, hemorrhoids, and skin diseases, 

including fungal infections. It will also dry 

sweaty feet. The leaves, if soaked in boiling 

water and allowed to cool, can be very 

soothing for tired or inflamed eyes. 

 

The acorns make an astringent tonic due 

to their high tannin content. They were 

used in old remedies for diarrhea. Dried 

and stripped of their shell, acorns can be 

roasted and ground to make a bitter 

coffee substitute. 

 

History and Folklore 

The oak is a very important tree and is most associated with druids. In a folklore story, 

you can make a charm using two equal lengths of twig or of a small branch and binding 

them together in a cross. This represents keeping yourself in balance with the four 

elements. Because the oak is associated with Vesta and fire festivals, it is connected with 

elemental fire. It is always the wood used as fuel for the Midsummer fires in celebration 

of the oak king’s sacrifice. After his symbolic death, the oak king spends the dark half of 

the year in the constellation of the Corona Borealis, presided over by the goddess, 

Arianrhod, until his return after the Winter Solstice. 

 

The goddess Diana had an oak cult at Dodona, which was the oldest most hallowed 

sanctuary in Greece. The oracle was seized by followers of Zeus and then it was his voice 

that was heard whispering in the oak grove. 

 

According to Mrs. Grieve’s, A Modern Herbal, King Arthur’s Round Table was made of a 

single slice of a massive oak. Similar to Arthur, the oak was seen as a magical protector 

of England. Merlin worked his magic in oak groves and he is said to have used the 

topmost branch of an oak for his wand. 
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Magical Uses 

The oak has long been a symbol of fertility. If you have a garden beneath an oak, you 

can attest to the fertility of all those acorns. Acorns can be strung as beads, set about a 

temple for decoration. Long used in magical practices to promote conception, acorns 

are best used today to promote creativity, sharing in the celebrations of life’s continuity 

which survives death at winter and sprouts anew at spring. 

 

Acorns may be adapted into amulets and tokens. Acorns and oak leaves are very 

appropriate for the Samhain celebration. 

 

There are various meanings for the oak 

symbolism used in journeywork and 

rituals. Journeywork while in an oak 

grove can be very powerful. It is 

important to keep yourself securely 

anchored in this world, and do not drift 

into the world of the fae. 

 

Two twigs of oak, bound with red thread 

so that they form an equal-armed cross, 

makes a potent safeguard against evil. It should be hung near a doorway or window in 

the house. 

 

Acorns placed in windows guard against the entrance of lightning, and a piece of oak 

wood, carried protects its bearer from all harm. In the Ogham, the oak is known as the 

tree that courts the lightning bolt. 

 

If you can catch a falling oak leaf you shall have no colds all winter. When a sick person 

is in the house, make a fire of oak wood and warm the house with it to “draw off” illness. 

 

Carry an acorn against illnesses and pains, for immortality or longevity, and to preserve 

youthfulness. It also increases fertility and strengthens sexual potency 

 

Planting an acorn in the dark of the Moon ensures that you shall receive money in the 

near future. 

 

Gather and dry bark from an oak that holds meaning to you. Once the bark is dried, 

ground it and use as an incense to invoke or honor any of the deities associated with 

the oak. Carrying any piece of the oak draws good luck. 
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Bio: 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. In 2014, she graduated from the 

University of Florida fulfilling a lifelong goal of completing her college education. She has 

been published in several magazines for her papercrafting designs. She is the owner and 

certified soapmaker of Belladonna’s Garden (www.belladonnasgarden.com). She is an avid 

gardener and lives in Florida with her husband. Other book reviews can be found on her 

blog: http://becomingbelladonna.blogspot.com/ 

 
  

file:///C:/Users/admin/Downloads/www.belladonnasgarden.com
http://becomingbelladonna.blogspot.com/


24 
 

Lullabies for Pagan Babies by Jeri Studebaker 
 

 As a Goddess-loving parent or grandparent, what lullabies do you sing to your babies? 

When I asked my friend Joann to recite “Hush-a-bye Baby,” she cranked it out with no hesitation 

whatsoever (even though she hasn’t heard it for decades). Amazed at herself, she sat on my 

couch for several seconds with her jaw dropped. I wasn’t surprised.  Why?  Because “Hush-a-bye 

Baby” is the best known lullaby in both England and America, crooned in hundreds of thousands 

of homes at bedtime:  

 

Hush-a-bye baby 

On the tree top, 

When the wind blows 

The cradle will rock. 

When the bough breaks, 

The cradle will fall, 

Down tumbles baby 

Cradle and all. 

 

 But what about the violence in this lullaby? A cradle hangs from a tree, and cradle, tree 

limb and baby, all crash to the ground? It’s hard to see how baby wouldn’t be hurt, crippled, or 

even killed. So, is this a rhyme we should be singing to infants? At first blush, no. But as we’ll see 

later, the violence here is a magic symbol for great love. 

 

Be that as it may, Rock-a-by Baby seems especially violent when set alongside gentle 

lullabies like “Bye Baby Bunting”: 

 

Bye, Baby Bunting,  

Father’s gone a hunting,  

Mother’s gone a milking,  

Sister’s gone a silking, 

And Brother’s gone to buy a skin,   

To wrap the Baby Bunting in. 

 

 In “Baby Bunting,” the entire family goes out hunting, milking, silking, and buying–all for 

baby. There’s loving human interaction here, a coordinated family meeting family needs. In 

contrast to the baby in Hush-a-by, this one is cradled in love. 

 

 Baby Bunting is a very old lullaby, probably sung by Pagan (or at least partially-Pagan) 

peasants. It uses a lot of alliteration–a major characteristic of Old English poetry. Every line but 

one alliterates: Mother milks, Sister silks, Brother buys, and baby is “Baby Bunting”. “Bunting” is 

an old term of endearment. It means “short and thick … as a plump child.” Other signs of the 

lullaby’s age: the family still gets its meat from hunting and wraps its infants in animal skins. You 

might get caught by “sister gone a silking” and think we’re talking silk cloth here, but no, a 

silking machine removes the silk from corn, so my guess is that “silking” in this lullaby is about 
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corn silk: the cushiony fibers that grow between ears of corn and their husks. Could this “silk” 

have been used to make pillows or some other pleasure for babies? 

 

 Getting back to Rock-a-by Baby–why is it so violent? Mythographer Marina Warner says 

it’s to prevent the violence from actually happening, a “blessing in the form of a curse”–kind of 

like the way actors, before they go on stage, tell each other to “break a leg”: 

 

Many lullabies, like the most famous English example of all, “Hush-a-bye Baby,” 

tell a tale that is … set in the future… The end … can be benign … or much more 

commonly, fatal, the “Down will come baby, cradle and all.” Such nightmare 

possibilities are uttered to prevent them happening, …  a manoeuvre akin to a 

blessing in the form of a curse, the “break a leg” variety. 

 

From Italy here’s another break-a-leg kind of lullaby: 

 

Fai la nanna, che tu crepi,  

Che ti vengano a piglia’ I preti! 

Ninna, oh! nanna, oh!  

Questa bimba a chi la do? ...  

La daro all’  

Omo nero che la tenga un giorno intero.  

 

(Go to sleep, may you die in your sleep, 

So that the priest comes to take you to keep. 

Ninna, oh!  nanna, oh! 

To whom shall I give this little girl? ... 

To the bogeyman I’ll give her. 

And he’ll keep her a whole day long.) 

 

 According to historian Joanna Hubbs, Russian peasant lullabies were magic spells to 

make children strong and healthy, and the word for “to sing a lullaby” was the same as “to cast a 

spell”: “As the child grew, the mother cast her spells upon it with lullabies: the word “baiat” (to 

sing these songs) also means “to charm.” And baby rattles? The original purpose of such rattles 

was not to entertain babies or develop their hearing, but to frighten away evil spirits lurking 

around their cradles.  

 

 

[This is a modified excerpt from Breaking the Mother Goose Code: How a Fairy Tale Character 

Fooled the World for 300 Years, 2015, Alresford, Hants, UK: Moon Books.]   

 

SOURCES CITED 

 

Hubbs, Joanna. 1988. Mother Russia: The Feminine Myth in Russian Culture. Bloomington: Indiana 
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Rock-a-Bye Baby 

 

 



27 
 

 
Bye Baby Bunting in its rabbit skin 
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Making and Using a Witch’s Mirror by Hayley Arrington 
 

One of my favorite activities at Hallows is to perform divination for others and myself. The 

liminality (it is the Celtic New Year, after all) and the thin veil between the worlds, make 

Halloween an especially auspicious time for all manner of divinatory work. Scrying with a black 

mirror (popularly called a witches’ mirror) is also very witchy and fun. Scrying is a form of 

divination that involves staring at or into something to induce psychically perceived visual 

images. As far as we know, viewing images in a reflective pool is the oldest form of divination 

there is. 

 

There is also a belief that spirits actually speak through the mirror to the one scrying. This 

hearkens back to fairy tales where the Wicked Queen entreats a spirit in a mirror for knowledge 

about her own beauty and about Snow White. Some say that black mirrors, as opposed to 

regular reflective ones, are best for speaking to spirits who can advise or inform you of things 

you wish to know. Either way, using a black mirror is a great way of focusing your mind and 

being open for visions to come. 

 

Making your black scrying mirror: 

 

Materials: 

~Glass pane. Choose a piece of glass you would like to use. 

I found a really cheap round clock that, while plastic had a 

glass pane covering the face. 

~Black acrylic paint and a brush 

~Black felt 

~Craft glue like Elmer’s Glue-All 

 

1. Thoroughly clean your piece of glass with warm water 

and soap. Let it dry completely. 

 

2. Using your black acrylic paint, make long broad strokes 

across the side of the glass that will be the back of the 

mirror.  

 

3. Once it is completely covered, allow it to dry and reapply the paint until you can no longer see 

through it. 

 

4. Cut the black felt around your mirror so that it is its exact size. You can use the glue to draw 

divinatory and magical symbols on the painted side of your mirror; they will not be visible when 

dry. Place the sized felt onto the glue side. The felt will keep the paint from chipping.  

 

Storing your mirror: 
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Keep your mirror wrapped in soft black cloth somewhere safe. You can also keep it on a small 

wooden or plastic stand as a metal one may damage an edge of your mirror. I prefer to keep 

mine out of sunlight once it has been consecrated. 

 

Consecrating and dedicating your mirror: 

Like other magical tools, you may find it important to consecrate your witch mirror. Here are 

several ways of doing this: 

~ Simply visualize it as cleansed. 

 

~ Cleanse by charging beneath a full or dark moon. 

 

~Clean it with a mugwort infusion. Say, “Blessed be, my tool of divination,” or something similar, 

in order to bless it, as you wipe the infusion onto the glass. 

 

~Consecrate it by the four elements: 

Say, “Blessed be, my tool of divination! I consecrate this witches’ mirror with the power of the 

four elements.” Bless and imbue your mirror with the attributes of each element as you pass it 

through, or above, that element: for instance, incense, candle flame or smoke, water, salt.  

 

~Dedicate it to a Goddess:  

You may want to do any of the above before dedicating it to a Goddess, perhaps one associated 

with divination. Light a candle and/or sit in front of a statue or picture of your chosen Goddess. 

Say something like, “I dedicate this, my witch mirror, to you, Goddess of the Far-Seeing Eye!” (or 

whoever).  

 

Using your black mirror: 

 

~It is best to use your black mirror at twilight or at night, illuminated only by candle or 

moonlight. 

 

~Some people like to gaze into their reflections, 

as this may aid in connecting with their higher 

selves, but this is not necessary for scrying. You 

may not like to see yourself; perhaps you like 

candle flame reflected back, perhaps not. 

Experiment to see what works best for you. 

 

~Mugwort is a great psychic aid. Anoint your 

mirror with mugwort infusion before and after your scrying. Anoint your third eye with the same 

infusion or oil. Place dry or fresh mugwort on your altar, or wherever you will be scrying. Drink 

mugwort tea sweetened with honey to aid in prophecy. Burn mugwort, sandalwood, or 

wormwood incense.  

 

~Talk to your mirror. Ask it to aid you in learning that which you wish to know. 
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“Queen of Faerie, Lady of the Sidhe 

Open my eyes that I may see” (p. 93). 

 

“Golden Lady, silver boughs 

Sparkling crescent at Her brow 

Lady Moon, Mother Sun 

Tell me now what’s to be done” (p. 95). 

 

~Invocations by Yasmine Galenorn from Embracing the Moon: A Witch’s Guide to Ritual Spellcraft 

and Shadow Work 

  

Viewing Past-Lives  

 

“Find a dark place where you only have enough light to make out your own reflection on the 

mirror’s surface. Close your eyes for a moment and allow your mind to relax. Concentrate on the 

past and focus on seeing what and who you were/are.  

 

Close your eyes, and allow your mind to slow and detach itself from your everyday reality. Then 

begin softly chanting about your goal. As you do this, feel yourself slipping backwards through 

time with each rhythmic beat. Try one of the following couplets, or create your own: 

 

Mirror’s face in dark of night, 

open the past bringing dark to light. 

 

Darkened misty hidden past, 

open your secrets to me at last. 

 

Across the veil of time and space 

show me myself in another place. 

 

When you feel sufficiently in the right frame of mind, open your eyes and gaze into the dark 

surface of the mirror. Do not try to force images—wait for them to come to you. Some people 

see only the face of who they once were; a few will see entire dramas from their past playing as 

if on a movie screen. Most experiences fall somewhere between these extremes. As with any 

occult endeavor, the more you practice, the better you become.” 

 

Excerpted from Lady of the Night: A Handbook of Moon Magick & Rituals 

by Edain McCoy 

 

Witch mirrors are an interesting and very effective way of changing consciousness and diving. 

Happy scrying and Happy Halloween! 

 

Additional references: 
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Scrying the Secrets of the Future by Cassandra Eason 

 

Bio: 

Hayley Arrington earned her M.A. in women’s spirituality from the Institute of Transpersonal 

Psychology, where she wrote her thesis on Celtic sun goddesses. Her interests include mythology 

and folklore as sacred text, writing, and discovering women’s myriad ways of knowing. Initiated 

into the Twilight Wiccan tradition, she is very active in Twilight Spiral Coven. Hayley was born and 

raised in the suburbs of Los Angeles, where she still lives with her husband, David and their son, 

Stephen. 
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Moon Schedule Samhain to Winter Solstice 
By Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

 

(Times are Eastern Time) 

 

2nd Quarter – November 7th 2:51 p.m. 

 

Full “Mourning” Moon – November 14th 8:52 a.m. 

 

4th Quarter – November 21st 3:33 a.m. 

 

New Moon – November 29th 7:18 a.m. 

 

2nd Quarter – December 7th 4:03 a.m. 

 

Full “Long Nights” Moon – December 13th 7:06 p.m. 

 

4th Quarter – December 20th 8:56 p.m. 

 

Moon Void of Course Schedule 

 

October 31st 10:44 p.m. November 1st 10:43 a.m. 

November 3rd 6:35 a.m. 11:05 p.m. 

November 6th 4:56 a.m. 8:55 p.m. 

November 8th 8:54 a.m. 4:45 p.m. 

November 10th 6:16 p.m. 8:45 p.m. 

November 12th 7:45 a.m. 9:24 p.m. 

November 14th 8:52 a.m. 8:23 p.m. 

November 16th 5:58 a.m. 7:57 p.m. 

November 18th 5:02 p.m. 10:14 p.m. 

November 21st 3:33 a.m. 4:34 a.m. 

November 22nd 12:41 p.m. November 23rd 2:42 p.m. 

November 25th 8:52 a.m. November 26th 3:01 a.m. 

November 27th 4:48 p.m. November 28th 3:46 p.m. 

November 30th 11:08 p.m. December 1st 3:52 a.m. 

December 3rd 5:16 a.m. 2:44 p.m. 
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December 5th 6:23 a.m. 11:31 p.m. 

December 7th 9:05 a.m. December 8th 5:15 a.m. 

December 9th 8:06 p.m. December 10th 7:41 a.m. 

December 11th 11:04 p.m. December 12th 7:41 a.m. 

December 14th 12:58 a.m. 7:09 a.m. 

December 15th 4:37 p.m. December 16th 8:15 a.m. 

December 18th 11:55 a.m. 12:52 p.m. 

December 20th 8:56 p.m. 9:40 p.m. 

 

Planting Days 

October: 31st  

November: 9th, 10th, 13th, 14th, 17th, 18th, 26th, 27th, 28th  

December: 6th, 7th, 10th, 11th, 14th, 15th  

 

Harvesting Days 

November: 15th, 16th, 19th, 20th  

December: 16th, 17th, 18th  
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Pagan Every Day First Printed Book in English, 1477 by Barbara Ardinger, 
PhD 
November 18 

 

William Caxton (1422 – 1491) was the first English printer. He was apprenticed to a 

textile merchant, but when his master died he went to the Low Countries, where he 

began translating French romances into English. He probably learned printing in 

Cologne, Germany. When he returned to England in 1476, he found favor with King 

Edward IV, Richard III (who was not the villain Shakespeare’s Tudor propaganda play 

makes him), and Henry VII. In 1477, Caxton established his print shop in Westminster, 

near the center of London. The first book printed in English was his translation of The 

Dictes and Sayings of the Philosophers. 

 

Reader, where would we be without our books? What would we know if everything we 

learned had to be passed from mouth to ear? How many people did Gerald Gardner 

teach in person and how many people have his initiates taught in person? How many 

people have read books on Gardnerian Wicca? Starhawk gets around, but she hasn’t 

come close to meeting all the people who have read the original edition, or the tenth 

and twentieth anniversary editions, of The Spiral Dance. We’ve been to talks, classes, and 

rituals led by big-time Pagans, but can they reach out and personally touch the 

thousands of us who sit home and read their books? 

 

We learn many things from books, both what an author knows … and, alas, doesn’t 

know but writes anyway. Half the publishers I know are jumping on the Goddess 

bandwagon. I wish (she says crankily) that they knew anything about Pagans or the 

Goddess. I’ve edited two books by New Age authors instructing the reader to close the 

circle at the end of a ritual and one that says the witches in The Wizard of Oz were real 

witches. Books are entertaining and useful, but should we believe everything we read? 
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Pagan Every Day Plebeian Games, Feronia, Pietas by Barbara Ardinger, 
PhD 
November 13 

 

The plebeians (the first syllable rhymes with web, it’s not “pleebian”) were Roman 

citizens who were not patricians. Like the merchant class of the Renaissance and the 

wealthy Victorian middle class, the plebs bought themselves patrician entitlements. They 

also invented the nobilis, the man who ennobled his family be becoming consul, which 

gives us our word noble. The Plebeian Games, held in the Circus Maximus, probably 

grew out of Etruscan funerary games. Prominent in the games, or Iudi, were the athletic 

contests we call track and field. 

 

The games began with a solemn procession in which wagons carried images of the 

twelve Olympians, Saturn, Ops, other deities, and Roman heroes. Next were held 

religious rites, then theatrical presentations, both tragic and comic. The purpose of the 

whole event was to honor gods and deceased civic heroes. In the classical world, athletic 

skill was thought to be a gift from the gods equal to intellectual skill. Mens sana in 

corpore sano, as Juvenal wrote: “You should pray for a sound mind in a sound body.” 

 

Feronia, patroness of freed slaves, is an ancient goddess associated with agriculture. She 

received the first fruits of the harvest and had a temple in Terracina, where a feast was 

held every November. Slaves were freed there and given their freedom caps (this is the 

same cap we see on La Liberte). An inscription at the temple says, “Let the deserving sit 

down as slaves and rise as free men.” 

 

Pietas, “Holiness,” is another of the Roman civic deities. She embodies their devotion to 

their gods and goddesses, Rome, and their parents. This is the same sentiment 

expressed in the Fourth Commandment, “Honor they father and they mother.” 

 

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 

 
  

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