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Summer Solstice 2013 
 

Welcome Summer Solstice! 

 

We have been experiencing 90 degree days 

and 70 degree nights here in Florida. The frogs 

have made their presence known. This little guy 

found his way inside. 

 

We have two sad stories concerning mothers. A pair of Sandhill Cranes was calling for their 

missing chick one. You could tell by the sound 

they were very upset. They were there for about 

an hour before walking down the street. 

  

The mockingbirds made a nest near the lanai 

screen door protected from predators. Sadly, 

this was not the case. I watched the first baby 

hatched. Two days later the baby bird was 

missing along with two eggs. The following day, 

the last egg was missing too. One of the snakes 

must have found them. Sometimes it is hard to 

watch the circle of life. 

 

 

There is another story about mothers. The turkeys have visited us and showed us their new 

babies. The three mothers walk their ten babies around the neighborhood. They always make 

me smile. 

 

  

Blessings of the Solstice, 

Dawn 
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Amaterasu – A Goddess for the Summer Solstice by Dawn "Belladonna" 

Thomas 
 

This summer solstice, I am honoring Amaterasu. She is the Japanese goddess of the sun. I 

have been drawn to her for over a year now and am honored to work with her for this 

summer solstice. This is a little information about her. 

  

Of all the religions currently practiced by significant numbers of people, the only one whose 

chief divinity is female is Japanese Shinto. This is based on the worship of the sun goddess 

Amaterasu, “great shining heaven.” Her shrines are simple and are recognized for their 

architectural purity and central mirror that represents the goddess, Amaterasu is honored as 

the ruler of all deities. She is the guardian of Japan’s people and the symbol of Japanese 

cultural unity. Her emblem, the rising sun, still flies on Japan’s flag. Even the inroads of 

patriarchal Buddhism have not destroyed the worship of the bejeweled ancestor of all 

humanity. 

  

Simple Ritual 

  

Preparation: 

 Red colored altar cloth and yellow candle placed in the center of the cloth.  

 A piece of yellow material cut in a circle  

 A piece of yellow string, twine or yarn  

 Tiny sun medallion  

 Tiny mirror  

 Some herbs  

  

The ritual will be held at noon. 

  

Greeting: 

Amaterasu, I ask you to join me in honoring the summer solstice. The wheel of the year 

continues to turn and we have reached the longest day of the year. I look around me and see 

the trees have turned deep green. The air is fragrant with magnolia blossoms as a slight 

breeze ruffles the leaves. I hear the mockingbird singing her song as she sits in her nest. 
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As a sit here in your presence, surrounded by the sunlight, I am honored to be with you today. 

You are the shining sun and this is your time of year. We are at the peak of the sun and 

prosperity continues to grow. 

  

The Work: 

Create a pouch for Amaterasu. Lay the yellow circle on your altar. Place the sun, mirror and 

herbs on the circle. Pull up the sides to create a pouch and tie it with the yellow string. Hold 

the pouch in your hands. As you close your eyes, ask Amaterasu to infuse it with her essence. 

  

The Closing: 

Thank you for honoring me with your presence. This pouch will remind me that you continue 

to walk beside me as the days begin to be shorter. Blessed Be. 

Artwork: Birthing Goddess by Majak Bredell 

 

BIRTHING GODDESS 

Majak Bredell was born in South Africa. In her mid-thirties she immigrated to New York where 

she lived and worked until Mother Africa called her back home after 23 years. She now lives in 

Limpopo Province against the Drakensberg where she continues to honor the sacred female 

in her artworks. She comments, “I have often wondered how our interior landscape would 

have been different if the prevailing religious icon was a woman giving birth rather than a 

young man tortured on a cross? Would misogyny have been able to take hold, and would 

reverence for the sacred mother have taught little girls and little boys that the body and the 

earth are our most treasured gifts? In these images I honor every woman’s body that has ever 

given birth by aligning her with Goddess” 
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Goddess birthing the universal egg 

 

 

Goddess birthing the earth 
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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 Happiness 

  

Dear Mama Donna, 

  

If someone put a curse on me for me to never be happy. How can I change that and make 

him forget me? 

 

Unhappy in Utah 

  

Dear Wanting to Be Happy, 

  

You can change that by being happy! I know that sounds simplistic, but it is true. You and only 

you are responsible for your own happiness. If you are not contented in your soul, no one else 

can make you happy. Conversely, if you are happy in your heart of hearts no one and no 

situation can rob you of that inner joy. 

  

We can’t control so much in our lives. We are enormously affected by the weather, the 

economy, the political climate, the vagaries of global relations, and the actions of others. The 

impact is enormous, but none of it is personal. It is not about us. 

  

The one thing that we can control is our own attitude and our own perceptions. You see, you 

can decide to be happy. No matter what. 
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This is your choice. You can choose to maintain your balance, your spirit, your soul center, 

intact no matter what circumstance you may face. 

  

Or you can give it away and let someone else steal your happiness. It is not a matter of 

getting him to forget you. It is a matter of your forgetting him and taking back your power to 

create your own happiness. 

  

Vicktor Frankl, a survivor of the German death camps, wrote about the seeming impossibility 

and necessity of keeping your inner equilibrium, no matter what. He said that the Nazis — 

that anyone — could take your possessions, take your liberty, even take your life. But no one 

can take your spirit or steal your humanity. It was this attitude that helped him to withstand 

the unthinkable. 

  

I never would have made it if I could not have laughed. It lifted me momentarily out of this 

horrible situation, just enough to make it livable. — Viktor Frankl 

  

So take heart, my dear. Allow yourself to feel pleasure and joy and humor and lightness of 

being. Make your inner joy a sacrament to share with everyone you meet. The happiness you 

share will be returned many fold. 

  

Make up your mind to be happy and I guarantee you that you will be. 

  

 xxMama Donna 

  

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

more. *Send your questions about seasons, cycles, celebrations, ceremonies and spirit to 

Mama Donna at: CityShaman@aol.com 

  

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

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

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

have introduced ancient traditional rituals and contemporary ceremonies to millions of people 

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

and writes for The Huffington Post, Beliefnet and UPI Religion and Spirituality Forum. Mama 

Donna, as she is affectionately called, maintains a ceremonial center, spirit shop, ritual practice 

mailto:CityShaman@aol.com
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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 

  

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/ 

  

Desire: Reaching for the Rose by Shauna Aura Knight 

 

 Inclusivity is part of my feminist values, but hosting truly inclusive rituals can be challenging. I 

inherited this value from my teachers at Diana’s Grove. Inclusive language, compassionate 

communication, accessibility….It’s one thing to say, I offer inclusive ritual. It’s another thing 

entirely to craft rituals that accomplish this, from structure and theme through language and 

the ultimate impact on the participants. 

  

Recently I hosted a Beltane ritual that exemplifies the energy of rising life force, creativity, and 

passion that is part of the rising solar energy of Beltane and Summer Solstice. The ritual was 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Queen_of_My_Self
http://blog.beliefnet.com/thequeenofmyself/
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designed to help us reach for desire, that deeper desire that is the longing for divine 

communion, the deep reaching for our dreams and callings. This ritual, and our approach, 

exemplified many ways to inspire a community while also being inclusive and accessible. 

  

Sabbats and Sexuality 

 

Just about every time I host a Beltane, someone snickers a sex joke. There are dirty laughs all 

around. Then I ask, “So, is anyone here trying to get pregnant and want energy for that?” 

Everyone goes absolutely quiet. Then I ask, “Is anyone here want energy for food you are 

growing?” I live in Chicago so the answer is usually no, though lately there are more urban 

gardeners.   

  

But usually I determine that nobody’s looking for an old-fashioned Beltane Great Rite, 

nobody’s looking to get pregnant, and nobody’s trying to bring fertility to their crops. “So, it’s 

not really about sex, is it?” 

  

People look a little confused. 

  

Usually this conversation happens when I’m doing my pre-ritual talk to go through logistics 

and teach the chant. I use the opportunity to talk about ritual, accessibility, and inclusivity, 

addressing things from physical mobility to GLBTQ inclusion. 

  

In the majority of Pagan rituals, which generally descend from some form of Wicca/Witchcraft, 

the norm has been to worship the heterosexual union of Goddess and God. While that makes 

a lot of sense for our ancestors who prayed for fertility, it hasn’t left as much of a place for our 

LGBTQ community members to have a seat at the table of the sacred. Those who don’t 

conform to the gender binary often feel themselves completely out of the equation when 

working with duotheistic ritual, i.e., rituals that celebrate the God and the Goddess as the two 

gender binary halves of the divine. 

  

We Love Good Story 

It’s not to say that the union of Goddess and God doesn’t have a place; obviously, sexual 

reproduction involves two genders. It makes sense that we generally conceive of the divine 

through the lens of gender, but gender assumptions and cultural roles can make our rituals 

inherently exclusive to some. It is worth pointing out that most of the organisms on our planet 
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actually reproduce asexually. And, though we call the Earth our mother and assign a female 

gender to the planet, the Earth actually has no gender, no sex organs. The Earth is our mother 

in the sense of being a parent, a progenitor, a life-giver, but we have no potent word for 

progenitor that is not gendered. 

  

In ritual and storytelling, we use evocative language. Mother is a more evocative word than 

parent. The story of the God and Goddess is engaging because it’s a tale we can connect with, 

it uses mythic and symbolic language. I think that this is in part why it’s such a powerful story 

that has compelled so many modern Pagans over the years. 

  

I’ve already worked over the years to craft rituals that include people with various physical 

challenges like allergies, mobility challenges, and more. But how do I find myths that honor 

the cycles of the season, but that are accessible to a broad spectrum of genders and 

sexualities? 

  

What’s Not Inclusive? 

I have to first look at ritual techniques that aren’t so effective. I’ve seen ritualists try to be 

inclusive; they’ll tell the God/Goddess story and then say, “But if you’re not looking for sexual 

fertility, just channel that into creativity and abundance.” It’s usually offered as an 

afterthought. 

  

It’s potentially worse with rituals focusing on the story of the Maiden, Mother, and Crone. The 

priestess says, “Oh, there’s nothing wrong with you that you’re not a mother, I’m sure you 

have lots of creative projects that are just like children.” 

  

Ouch. 

  

Painful words for women struggling with fertility, who miscarried, who have had an abortion. 

More often it’s just the sting of the “consolation prize,” but there’s the covert judgment—

you’re not a “real” woman if you haven’t been a mother. 

  

Inclusivity is not always easy. 

  

On the one hand, as a Pagan community leader, I’ve learned that you can’t please everyone. 

However, if inclusion is my value, then I have to work harder. 
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For a ritual focusing on helping people connect to their desire, I have to work to find a way to 

help people get to communion using the evocative power of myth and story without being 

exclusive. 

  

Focus on Intention 

I first look at the energy I’m going for, the emotional impact I want to have on a group. For 

Beltane or Summer Solstice, I’m working toward energy of creativity, desire, abundance. We’re 

raising up the fires of life force. 

  

The energy beneath heterosexual sex is that life force…the heat of the sun warming the earth, 

the seeds pushing their way up out of the ground. Lust, desire, love, unity, harmony. In the 

poetry of Rumi, the divine is referred to as the Beloved, and the poetry makes the intimate 

connection of the divine as a lover. 

  

I had a unique challenge planning a public ritual for the Chicago Pagan community, as I was 

facilitating a weekend class on how to lead rituals, and the ritual was the practicum. 

  

I stumbled onto the theme while I was preparing to teach a workshop at PantheaCon with my 

co-facilitator River Higginbotham. River and I discussed some of the challenges of teaching 

ritual facilitation. 

  

I realized that I can teach the techniques—public speaking, body language, ritual process, 

leading a chant that works. What I can’t actually teach is the Desire. I can’t teach anyone to 

want to be a ritualist, to yearn so bad for it that they’re willing to step past all their comfort 

zones, all their shyness, to learn the skills they need to be a good ritual facilitator. They have 

to want a good ritual for their group so bad, that they’re willing to get out there and risk 

looking goofy in front of the group. I can’t teach anyone that Desire, they either have it or 

they don’t. 

  

However, through ritual, I could help them to find it if it was there. 

  

Charisma, the ability to engage a group, comes from our personal authenticity, from our 

connection to something deeper. That authenticity allows us to facilitate rituals that truly 

move people emotionally. Without that Desire, we’re just watching a ritualist go through the 
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motions. They are calling the Air, but there’s no power to it. The chant dies out because 

there’s no life force coming through. 

  

Ritual Theme 

Desire. Reaching. Yearning. Lust. Not just physical lust, or the desire we have for a new 

television. Divine yearning. The yearning we feel to unite with the all-that-is, whether you call 

that Goddess, God, Divine, Holy Guardian Angel, your deepest self, or something else entirely. 

  

I designed a ritual around opening to that desire, to love, and began looking at deities of love 

to work with. So many of the love goddesses were goddesses of love, sex, lust, war, and death. 

Venus, Aphrodite, and other goddesses of love have often been associated with the planet 

Venus, which traces a five-pointed star in the sky every eight years. Roses, symbols of love, 

have five petals. Yet in the Tarot, the Lovers is represented by the six pointed star—two 

overlapping triangles, fire and water, the completely balanced union of opposites. In the 

Kabbalistic Tree of Life, Tiphareth is at the center of the tree, representing that six pointed 

star, the golden rose of love, the brilliance of the sun, harmony and connection. 

  

I envisioned roses reaching for the sun, the sun that is the rose of Tiphareth. But how to get 

people to really open to that desire? 

  

Someone once told me that many shamanic ritual patterns involve what is essentially pouring 

out the cup of our hearts in order to fill again. If I want to fill with joy and connection, I need 

to release the wounds and barriers that hold me back. It’s the same process in alchemical lore; 

to transform, first something has to be burned down to its essence through Calcination. In the 

Tarot, before we can open to the waters of the Star, first the Tower must burn away all the 

contracts and shackles that bind us. 

  

What holds us back? What keeps us from opening to love? What keeps us from risking and 

reaching and desiring? 

  

Well…what holds you back? What holds me back? 

  

I have my baggage like anyone else. The times my heart has been broken, the times when I’ve 

had to toughen up my skin just a little bit more in order to get through an abusive situation. 

My heart, like many people, is scarred over by unkind words and harsh experiences.  What has 
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kept me from reaching and risking is fear. Fear of failure, fear of looking stupid. Fear of people 

making fun of me. And when I’m afraid, I hide. I avoid things by procrastinating. 

  

One of my other co-facilitators of the ritual class, Steve Smith, offered his perspective on how 

Hades approaches Desire. “Hades hears nothing but the laments of all the things people did 

not do. He knows how many breaths, how many heartbeats, each of those people wasted. 

They wasted some of those precious heartbeats of life force with time wasted trying to live up 

to someone else’s expectations, or being afraid of what someone would say. In the land of the 

unhappy dead, there is no more reaching, no more desire, no more quickening to become 

more than you are, to bring your dreams into being. Your breaths are gone.” 

  

What I wanted in this ritual was to help people recognize that our lives are too short to waste 

the time we have doing things we don’t really want to do, and to reach for the things that 

they really did want. 

  

The Ritual 

We used the our usual pattern—a pre-ritual talk, an energetic gathering and sound 

purification, grounding meditation, circle casting to connect the group, elemental and other 

ally invocations. Students of the ritual class took roles to practice their skills, some bringing 

me to tears with the honesty, authenticity, and emotion they brought. 

  

Instead of inviting in Aphrodite or Freyja or Inanna or other specific deities of love, we invited 

in any deities or spirits that represented love and desire to us. We sung their names together 

as a group. We invited the Gatekeeper known by many names. Hades, Legba, Ganesha, 

Hecate, the Horned One. 

  

Our trance journey took people first into the magic of the season, the plants blooming. Then 

the journey took us to the places we find ourselves wandering, lost, seeking something but 

distracted. We crossed the desert of the sands of wasted time, we found ourselves in the 

wasteland. Multiple voices of our trance team asked the questions, what distracts you?  What 

are the things you focus on instead of what you really want? What takes your time? What are 

you afraid of? 

  

Steve, speaking in the voice of the Gatekeeper, spoke. “You have so many breaths of your life 

and how many of them did you waste when you could have been doing the work that calls to 
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your soul?” While Steve was working with Hades, it was less important to the group to work 

with Hades as a deity, than to work with the gender-neutral archetype of the Gatekeeper. 

  

Participants were invited to take a handful of sand and pour it into a central cauldron and 

acknowledge where they waste their time. We asked, what is left of your time, your energy? Is 

that enough energy to commit to your higher calling? The answer, of course, was no. We 

asked people to name their fears, their distractions, all that held them back, and to release 

them. To reclaim the energy and time that those things sucked away. “I’m too ugly,” “I’m too 

fat,” “I’m afraid,” “I’m too shy.” 

  

Once they’d released these old fears, we began to sing a chant: 

Cracking open, reaching down, 

Break my heart, let the light in, 

  

We invited participants to visit six altars. We had decorated large altars, three for fire, three for 

water, each reflecting a different aspect of Desire. For Fire: 

 Radiance, Brilliance, Visibility  

 Power and Strength,  

 Desire, Passion, Vision  

  

For Water: 

 Beauty, Grace, Enchantment, Engagement,  

 Service, Devotion, Dedication  

 Love, Harmony, Namaste  

  

At each altar stood one or two anchors who aspected that piece of desire, and spoke a 

challenge to every participant. While I specifically worked with Freyja for the altar I anchored, 

that wasn’t as important to the participants as it was to offer them a challenge based on that 

facet. “Will you step into radiance, into visibility; will you acknowledge your brilliance? If you 

do this, you cannot become invisible again.” And if they said yes, we offered them the 

blessings of the divine in bringing this out into the world and a token in the form of a 

shimmering ribbon. 

  

As the participants returned to the center, we gathered in two lines facing across from one 

other person. Here was the crux of the ritual, what all the previous work had built us towards. 
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One by one, starting on one end, each person passed through the gauntlet. The people on 

either side of them looked into their eyes and spoke words of support. “I love you. I believe in 

you. I believe in your dreams.” 

  

This would have had far less emotional impact without the work of releasing our fears, without 

claiming our power, our desire, our magic, first. Many were in tears to hear genuinely spoken 

words of love and hope spoken to them. We returned to the center to sing a chant to raise 

energy for our work, to fill up with life force. 

  

I took the chant, “Ancient Mother,” by Robert Gass and exchanged “Ancient Mother” for “Oh 

Beloved.” 

 

Oh Beloved, I hear you calling, 

Oh Beloved, I hear your song, 

Oh Beloved, I hear your laughter, 

Oh Beloved, I taste your tears. 

  

We drummed, clapped, and sang a slow build of energy to a peak. We opened to desire; we 

risked reaching for that something larger. 

  

We asked, what enchants you, what does your soul yearn for? What do you dream of, what 

calls to you? Which had nothing to do with gender, and everything to do with divine 

communion? 

  

Pouring Out and Pouring In 

Years ago, I had to make a choice, to be held back by my fears, or to become more than I was, 

to become a public speaker who could lead workshops or rituals. I overcame my fear of being 

around dozens of people I didn’t know. I overcame my fear of being a leader, of being 

charismatic. I was sure that if I stepped into that power that I would be judged. People would 

assume that I was there to show off. Or just as gripping, my fear of forgetting my words, of 

failing, of them laughing at me and rejecting me. 

  

All of these fears were worth overcoming in order to become the person I am today, but I had 

to desire, to reach for a possible dream, to risk it. 
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In the ritual, we connected to desire together, we connected to the essence of the season of 

rising life force, in a way that included people of all genders and sexualities. Because, that too 

was worth the risk for me, risking changing how I did rituals in order to live my values. 

  

What do you want to bring out into the world?  What’s worth the risk? 

  

If you want to bring ritual that is potent and inclusive, are you willing to let go of your 

preconceptions of what a ritual must be? Are you willing to shift some of your language, or 

the myths and stories you work with? Will you modify a ritual to accommodate someone who 

has a hard time walking, or who is allergic to incense? What are the ways our rituals are 

inclusive? How are they exclusive? 

  

How can we work to make our rituals accessible, inclusive, and stirring? Do you have the 

desire to be inspired, and to be inspiring? What do you love? 

  

Bio: 

Shauna Aura Knight is a ritualist living and teaching in the Chicagoland area. She’s 

always happy to talk about tools for personal transformation work, or talk shop on 

ritual facilitation skills. Shaunaaura@gmail.com 

  

Fire, Her Bright Spirit by Deanne Quarrie 

 

  

In Celtic Tradition our world is composed of Three 

Realms, those of Land, Sea and Sky. In the midst of 

these Realms we find the Sacred Grove, the place of 

flowing together. There the Sacred Fire burns, by the 

Well of Wisdom, beneath the World Tree. Sacred 

Fire is that which weaves itself throughout the Three 

Realms. It connects us and all of life to the Realms 

as well as to our gods and goddesses. Fire is Sacred 

Spirit, Sacred Inspiration, without which life would 

have no meaning. 
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Fire is the spark, the flame, the heat of passion. It is what ignites our creativity, fuels our 

passion and fires our hearts to love. It is the Dance of Life, the joy found in movement, sexual 

energy and the warmth that germinates new life in seeds. It is the warmth of sunlight on our 

skin and the ecstatic pleasure of orgasm. 

 

Fire is that which transforms fuel to light and heat as it can transform anything we feed it to 

pure energy. We associate Fire with the Sun which provides all living beings on Earth with 

warmth and light. Without it, life as we know it would be impossible. The Sun burns above 

us...and its energy supports life. 

 

In magical traditions, we associate Fire with noon, when the sun is at its peak in the sky. We 

also associate it with summer, that time when the Sun is with us for longest days in the year. It 

is associated with the active phase of our adult lives, the time we expend the most energy. It is 

the time of creating families and careers. Clearly, sex and passion are all about Fire. 

  

Fire also heals by stirring things up and getting them moving. It overcomes the stagnation of 

apathy, the heaviness of depression, or the distant coldness of always living in one’s head. Fire 

corresponds to our will. It is our power to choose, to make and keep goals and to take care of 

any obstacles that prevent forward movement. We use fire to remove anything in our way. 

Fire is what gives us courage. Fire is our independent spirit. We can use the magic of fire to 

face fears and overcome them. 

  

We must also look at the destructive side of Fire. The consuming hunger of fire is what strikes 

fear in our hearts. Magically, then, fire is about transformation. Changing what no longer 

serves us and fueling what does. And as with any burning fire, we must carefully contain and 

direct it lest it burn out of control. We see Fire within us, when it is out of control, as 

destructive tendencies, aggressiveness, jealousy, hatred, resentment and vindictiveness. 

  

Fire is at Center of the World. If asked the question, "where is the center of the world," I have 

three answers. When speaking for myself, my answer is “where I stand." To someone else in 

my family, it would be wherever we gather at the center of the home. In ancient cultures, that 

would have been the hearth or the center pole. Today, it may be at the kitchen table. And if 

you were to ask a Druid of her clan, it would be the sacred Bíle or sacred tree of the Gods. As 

one who practices, Celtic based spirituality; the Goddess Brighid connects all of these 

“centers” for She is the Goddess of Fire. She is Fire in the head and the heart, the Fire in the 
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home and hearth and the Fire of smiths and poets. She is the magic that connects the Three 

Realms of Land, Sea and Sky. She is the Fire that transforms. She is the Fire that opens the way 

into the Otherworld, into Inspiration.  For, it is Fire that gives inspiration to all creativity. 

 

Author Tom Cowan introduced many to the term, “Fire in the Head” which he described as 

meaning to be called to another world, that which carries one who can travel to realms 

unseen by others and return with special knowledge. 

 

Words, written a certain way, in their finest expression can set us fire. The Celtic expression 

“Fire in the Head” also makes reference to the passionate inspiration that leads us to our 

finest work, our most beautiful creations, our poetry, songs and written words. 

 

Amergin, a great Druid whose name means “Birth of Song” said as he stepped ashore in 

Ireland, “I am a god who sets the head afire with smoke.” It was this “Fire in the Head” that 

fueled Amergin’s ability to “be” all he claimed to be and thus use that power to claim the land 

for his people, the Gaels. 

 

We are at the time of Midsummer – the height of the Season of the Sun; the longest day of 

the year.  Fire is an important aspect to Midsummer celebrations with bonfires on hilltops, at 

crossroads, or any place where folks could gather. The Midsummer Fire is traditionally kindled 

from the friction of two sacred woods, fir and oak. Nine different types of herbs are thrown 

upon the Midsummer fire. These consist of mistletoe, vervain, St. John's Wort, heartsease, 

lavender, and a choice of four others chosen from herbs typical of this season such as yarrow.  

 

In Celtic traditions, it was nine sacred woods, thought to be the first nine trees of the Celtic 

Tree Calendar. Folks would feast, dance and jump the fire for luck and fertility. The herds were 

driven through the smoke to purge disease and illness from them. In the Isle of Man, fires 

were lit so that the smoke could pass over the corn fields. In Germany, Fire wheels hurtled 

down the hills representing the Sun’s movement. If the wheel flamed, all the way down the 

hill, farmers expected a plentiful harvest. If not, lean times lay ahead.  

 

This is the time when the fullness of the Mother is evident in the lushness of growth around 

us.  It is when the crops are ripening in the sun; the time the honey bee gathers in sweetness. 

We celebrate this season with dance, bonfires, and yes, sexual pleasure. This is the revelry of  

Midsummer and the Dance of Fire… 
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midsummer brings a craziness of spirit, 

a wild urging to break loose and soar. 

the drones impregnate the queen 

and fall to death's door. 

  

my longing and lustful heart 

seeks this ecstatic trance. 

is it the horned Sun King 

drawing me into the dance? 

  

seeking the company of wild youth 

to dance at revel fires, 

drumming out nature's rhythms 

triggers my inner desire. 

  

heat caught from the Solstice fire 

and the sun on its longest day 

arose this sleeping woman 

now ready for sacred play. 

  

I dance bare breasted in the sun 

seeking the fire and the flame 

my heart opens to all that is 

my spirit wild and untamed. 

  

Blessings in the Summer Solstice Season 

  

Deanne Quarrie is a Priestess of The Goddess, and author of five books. She is an Adjunct 

Professor at Ocean Seminary College, teaching classes on the Ogham, Ritual Creation, Ethics for 

Neopagan Clergy, Exploring Sensory Awareness, Energetic Boundaries, and many other classes 

on the use of magic. She is the founder of Global Goddess, a worldwide organization open to all 

women who honor some form of the divine feminine, as well as The Apple Branch - A Dianic 

Tradition where she mentors women who wish to serve as priestesses. 

http://applebranch.org/
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Mama Donna's Spirit Shop 

 

 

Moon Schedule Summer Solstice to Lammas 

 

By Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

(Times are Eastern Time) 

  

Full “Strong Sun” Moon – June 23rd: 7:32 a.m. 

4th Quarter – June 30th: 12:54 a.m.  

New Moon – July 8th: 3:14 a.m.  

2nd Quarter – July 15th: 11:18 p.m.  

Full “Blessing” Moon – July 22nd: 2:16 p.m.  

4th Quarter – July 29th: 1:43 p.m. 
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Moon Void of Course Schedule 

  

Date Starts Ends 

June 23rd 3:08 a.m. 4:08 a.m. 

June 24th 10:24 p.m. June 25th 3:27 a.m. 

June 26th 9:08 a.m. June 27th 4:32 a.m. 

June 28th 8:16 p.m. June 29th 9:07 a.m. 

July 1st 2:48 a.m. 5:43 p.m. 

July 3rd 11:51 a.m. July 4th 5:21 a.m. 

July 6th 8:30 a.m. 6:14 p.m. 

July 8th 7:44a.m. July 9th 6:48 a.m. 

July 11th 3:54 p.m. 6:12 p.m. 

July 13th 11:26 a.m. July 14th 3:41 a.m. 

July 15th 11:18 p.m. July 16th 10:24 a.m. 

July 18th 7:12 a.m. 1:54 p.m. 

July 20th 11:00 a.m. 2:39 p.m. 

July 21st 11:53 a.m. July 22nd 2:07 p.m. 

July 23rd 10:01 a.m. July 24th 2:22 p.m. 

July 25th 2:43 p.m. July 26th 5:29 p.m. 

July 27th 10:19 p.m. July 29th 12:43 a.m. 

July 30th 11:58a.m. July 31st 11:42 a.m. 

  

Planting Days 

June: June 23rd, 24th, 27th, 28th 

July: 2nd, 3rd, 7th, 16th, 17th, 18th, 25th, 26th, 29th, 30th 

  

Harvesting Days 
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June: 25th, 26th, 29th, 30th 

July: 1st, 4th, 5th, 6th, 23rd, 24th, 27th, 28th, 31st 

Pagan Every Day: Festival of Amaterasu by Barbara Ardinger, PhD 

 

July 17th 

  

Amaterasu Omikami—Great August Spirit Shining in Heaven—is the supreme deity of the 

Shinto religion, queen of all the kami, the forces of nature. Nothing grows without her shining 

power. She is the ancestor of the Japanese royal family, but, as her stories show, her true roots 

like in Siberian shamanism. 

  

When the Chinese arrived in Japan in the second century C.E., they found so many female 

shaman-rulers there that they called the country the Land of Queens. The most powerful 

shaman-queen was Himiko, Sun’s Daughter, who died in 247. Unmarried, chaste, and 

reclusive, Himiko performed magical ceremonies while the work of the government was done 

by her brother. 

  

Confucianism, which arrived in Japan about 400, decreed that women were inherently unfit to 

rule. The shaman-queens were overthrown. A century and a half later, when Buddhism arrived, 

the status of women fell still lower. Among other things, it was said that a woman must be 

reborn as a man to be liberated from the wheel of life. As the Great Sun Buddha gained 

popularity in Japan, even the great sun goddess underwent a sex change. The people were 

told that Amaterasu was really a male god named Roshana. 

  

But the native Shinto beliefs did not die, and it was an empress, Gemmyo, who in 712 first 

published the old Shinto myths of Amaterasu in the Kojiki, or “record of Ancient Matters.” One 

folktale tells how, like a shaman, Amaterasu climbs up a pillar to the heavens, creating the first 

sunrise. In the most famous story, she is insulted by her brother and hides in a cave until 

another shaman-goddess, Uzume, hangs a mirror in a tree, dances, and reveals her yoni. 

Amaterasu peers out, sees her glorious beauty in the mirror, laughs at Uzume’s performance, 

and emerges from the cave. 
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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: Meditation for a Dog Day Afternoon by Barbara Ardinger, 

PhD 

 

July 15th 

  

Now there tended to be only a few very important [gods]—local gods of thunder and love, for 

example, tended to run together like pools of mercury as the small primitive tribes joined up 

and became huge, powerful primitive tribes with more sophisticated weapons. But any god 

could join. Any god could start small. Any god could grow in statue as its believers increased. 

And dwindle as they decreased. It was like a great big game of ladders and snakes. Gods liked 

games, provided they were winning. 

—Terry Practchett, Small Gods 

  

Adonis is Aphrodite’s favorite. Tammuz is Inanna’s Attis is Cybele’s. They’re good boys. They 

get sacrificed. Over and over again. Zeus rapes Europa, Io Danae, Leda, Antiope, Calyce, Lamia, 

Alcmene… well, it would take two days to list all the girls who received his unwanted 

attentions. 

  

Tithonis is beloved of Eos. She asks Zeus to make him immortal. She neglects to ask for 

eternal youth to go with the immortality, so Tithonis swindles into a cicada. 

  

Instead of asking Actaeon to just go away, Diana turns him into a stag, whereupon he is torn 

to pieces by his own hounds. 

  

mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
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When Arachne weaves a more beautiful pattern than Athena, the goddess turns the girl into a 

spider. This is the same goddess who votes to acquit Orestes, who murdered his mother. 

  

The gods are so disinterested in human affairs that they wander off among the rosy clouds of 

Olympus, ignoring us… We must tempt them [and] sing songs to them… and still they care 

little if we live or die. Our petty fears strike them as absurd. And who can blame them? They 

are immortal. We are not. We pass before their all-seeing eyes like mayflies. 

The—Erica Jong, Sappho’s Leap 

  

And these are the divine ones we’re worshipping? 

  

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

Soul Mother by Valley Reed © 2013 

 

I am dreaming inside the earth, deep inside her darkened womb. I see colors emerge of a rich 

dark red, swirling amidst the deep darkness of earth. An inward spiral flowing back out again. 

The swirling energy of life appears now as a red cloak covering a beautiful goddess. Her long 

hair is draped down around her looking like a Renaissance painting. I am drawn in by her 

beauty and she is wrapped inside the sacred color of life and blood. She gives birth to new 

souls emerging from her womb. The souls appear as a dark shadow at first, and then drifting 

up through the surface of the earth, they transform like alchemy into children of golden light. 

Her work as Soul Mother flows on continually bringing forth soul, after soul, into this realm. 

She is the life giver who brings us life and to her, we will always return. She is the Alchemist, 

changing the dark matter of the earth and the soul, into gold ready to merge with the light of 

the sun and spirit. 

mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
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The Great Mother creatrix gives birth to the prima materia, soul matter. This continual birth of 

soul matter from the heart of the earth is perhaps the innumerable creative soul works that 

are always flowing into our realm from the depths of the womb of the Earth Mother. Hers is a 

constant love to birth forth more soul into our world. Hers is a remembering of the sacred 

power of the mother, who through her love and body continually brings forth soul creations 

to nurture life. I honor her and the ability to bring forth and nurture soul work through the 

depths of my being and into the light of day. I honor my creative abilities to birth something 

new into the world. 

www.chrysalishealingarts.org 

Womenergy by Molly 

 

Womenergy (Womanergy) 

The day before my grandma died, my dad came over and said he’d coined a new word and 

that I could have it: Womenergy. He said he’d googled it and didn’t come up with anything. I 

googled it later though and there are a couple of people who have used it before, so I think 

my dad actually said Womanergy instead, which is still available. So, Womanergy has been 

coined now too! I dozed off during my toddler’s nap the following weekend and when I woke 

up the word was in my head. I channeled a bit of my inner Alice Walker and wrote: 

Womenergy (Womanergy): 

 

Often felt when giving birth. Also felt at blessingways and circling with women in ceremony 

and rituals. Involved in the fabric of creation and breath of 

life. Drawn upon when nursing babies and toting toddlers. 

Known also as womanpower, closely related to womanspirit 

and the hearing of one’s “sacred roar.” That which is wild, 

fierce. Embedded and embodied, it may also be that which 

has been denied and suppressed and yet waits below her 

surface, its hot, holy breath igniting her. Experienced as the 

“invisible nets of love” that surround us, womanergy makes 

meals for postpartum women, hugs you when you cry, smiles 

in solidarity at melting down toddlers. It is the force that 

rises in the night to take care of sick children, that which 

holds hands with the dying, and stretches out arms to the 

grieving. It sits with laboring women, nurses the sick, heals 

http://www.chrysalishealingarts.org/
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the wounded, and nurtures the young. It dances in the moonlight. Womenergy is that which 

holds the space, that which bears witness, that which hears and sees one another into speech, 

into being, into personal power. Called upon when digging deep, trying again, and rising up. 

That which cannot be silenced. The heart and soul of connection. The small voice within that 

says, “maybe I can, I think I can, I know I can. I AM doing it. Look what I did!” Creates art, 

weaves words, births babies, and gathers people. Thinks in circles, webs, and patterns rather 

than in lines and angles. Felt as action, resistance, creation, struggle, power, and inherent 

wisdom. 

 

Womenergy moved humanity across continents, birthed civilization, invented agriculture, 

conceived of art and writing, pottery, sculpture, and drumming, painted cave walls, raised 

sacred stones and built Goddess temples. It rises anew during ritual, sacred song, and 

drumming together. It says She Is Here. I Am Here. You Are Here and We Can Do This. It speaks 

through women’s hands, bodies, and heartsongs. Felt in hope, in tears, in blood, and in 

triumph. 

 

Womenergy is the chain of the generations, the “red thread” that binds us womb to womb 

across time and space to the women who have come before and those who will come after. 

Spinning stories, memories, and bodies, it is that force which unfolds the body of humanity 

from single cells, to spiraled souls, and pushes them forth into the waiting world. 

 

Used in a sentence: 

“I’m headed to the women’s circle tonight. I could really use the womenergy.” 

“I felt like I couldn’t keep going, but then my womanergy rose up and I did it anyway.” 

“Feel the womenergy in this room!” 

“She said she didn’t think she could give birth after all, but then 

she tapped into her womanergy and kept going.” 

“I hope my friends have a blessingway for me, I need to be 

reminded of the womenergy that surrounds me as I get ready to 

have this baby.”  

  

Feel it… 

Listen to it… 

Know it… 

In the air, in her touch, in your soul. 
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Rising 

Potent 

Embodied 

Yours… 

“For months I just looked at you 

I wondered about all the mothers before me 

if they looked at their babies the way I looked at you. 

In an instant I knew what moved humankind 

from continent to continent 

Against all odds.”  

–Michelle Singer (in We’Moon 2011 

datebook) 

 

“I believe that these circles of women 

around us weave invisible nets of love 

that carry us when we’re weak and 

sing with us when we’re strong.” –

SARK, Succulent Wild Woman 

 

“There is a wild tiger in every woman’s 

heart. Its hot and holy breath quietly, 

relentlessly feeding her.” – Chameli 

Ardagh 

 

  

Molly is an ordained priestess who 

lives with her husband and children in central Missouri. She blogs about nature, 

thealogy, and the Goddess at http://goddesspriestess.com. This article is modified from one 

originally published here: http://talkbirth.me/2013/04/27/womenergy-womanergy/  

 

http://talkbirth.files.wordpress.com/2012/12/circles.jpg
http://goddesspriestess.com/
http://talkbirth.me/2013/04/27/womenergy-womanergy/

