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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™                           

The What, When, Where, Why, How, and Who of  

Ceremony & Spirituality  

by 

©Mama Donna Henes, Urban Shaman 

 

A Question of Mental, Physical, Emotional and Spiritual Sex  

  

Dear Mama Donna, 

I am a woman in my middle years and the excitement and sizzle of sex seems to have 

been turned off at the spigot. I am always comparing myself with the hot younger me 

who I seem to have lost. Is this the end of passion for me? Help! I want it back! 

Frustrated in Phoenix 

  

Dear Frustrated, 

Oh, honey, this is absolutely not the end of your sex life. Don’t despair. And whatever 

you do, don’t stop. Regular sex, according to medical research, has the same benefits as 

regular exercise. It increases the flow of certain chemicals that naturally boost and 

strengthen the immune system, improves cholesterol levels, stimulates circulation, 

invigorates the heart, diminishes the intensity of pain especially in migraines and chronic 

arthritis, reduces PMS symptoms, and releases endorphins which simply make you feel 

good. 

 

Here are some suggestions for getting the sizzle back: 

  

Mental Sex 

Mind your memories, good and bad. Do not dwell in the past. Do not look back in time 

in order to yearn for more youthful days or compare yourself today with who you used 

to be. And do not let past pain, rejection, repression, or abuse deprive you of your 

present pleasures. Deal with what you want to change so that you can Be Here Now. 
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Mind your manners. Be nice. Be kind. Be patient. Be encouraging, but be sure to ask for 

what you want. Be willing to communicate with an open ear as well as with an open 

mouth. Be clear and specific. Be gentle, but firm. Speak your truth and expect to be 

heard. Share your desires and fantasies and play them out. Show and tell.     

  

Mind your P’s and Q’s. P stands for permission. Allow yourself to follow your instincts 

and your desires and give yourself the unconditional permission to do what comes 

naturally, whatever that might mean to you. Q is for the Queen in you who knows what 

She knows She likes. And She likes to get it. 

  

Emotional Sex 

Explore the full range of your sexual emotions. What feelings does sex engender in you? 

What needs do you want it to fill? Does it? Is sex an outlet for the release of stress, of 

anger, frustration, or boredom? Is it an avenue to tenderness, affection, closeness, 

intimacy, honesty, safety, openness, trust, and love?  

Express your true emotional Self in all its myriad moods. Allow your funny, silly, lazy, sad, 

colorful, soulful, sinful parts out to play. Be adventurous. Be bold. Be brazen. Be wild. Be 

inventive. Be silent. Be solo. Be celibate. Be whatever you damn well please. 

  

Exorcise your demons. Relax your resistance. Release your inhibitions. Let go of your 

mind altogether. Forget your emotions and all of your mental ramblings for a while, and 

just let yourself be. There are times when it is important to reflect upon and connect 

with your thoughts and feelings, and there are times when it's just as beneficial to 

disengage. Sex would be one. 

  

Physical Sex  

Make friends with your body. The more accepting you are of your physical being — your 

best features as well as your flaws — the more comfortable you will be sharing it. 

Develop your sense of touch. Cover the surface of your body with paint, with clay, with 

cream, with silk. Caress the textures. Feel the tactile sensations on your skin. Treat 

yourself to a massage, a manicure, or a facial. Pat, stroke, rub, knead your skin and hair. 

Offer to massage someone. Ask someone to do it for you.  

  

Treat your body well. Feed it wisely, air it often, water and exercise it with intention and 

care. Pay attention to its proper maintenance and upkeep. Keep it oiled and greased 
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and limber, and don’t let it get rusty. Nurture its need to be nurtured. Tend to its 

requirements and pamper all of its parts. Prepare your body for sex. Soak in a warm tub 

full of fragrant water to melt into the mood. Rub luscious lotion all over yourself, 

caressing each mound and crevice and curve with love and anticipation. 

  

Spiritual Sex.  

Create a sexual sanctuary, a safe and sacred space, a Temple of Love in which to indulge 

in your pleasures. Remove all distracting items that relate to the other parts of your life: 

notebooks, briefcases, pagers, bills, calendars. Turn the phones off, including the cell at 

the bottom of your purse. Cover the clocks. Close the bathroom door. Smudge your 

space with the smoke of myrrh or copal to cleanse the atmosphere and with the smoke 

of sweetgrass to invite in the sweet spirits. 

  

Create a mood conducive to enchantment, enticement, and enjoyment. This is the royal 

boudoir, after all. A Garden of 1001 Delights. Decorate it in such a way as to appeal to 

all of the senses. Sheets and covers in soft fabrics, chenille, flannel, satin, to lie upon. 

Candles, soft lights, colored walls, flowers, and objets of art to please the gaze. Evocative 

perfumes, oils, and incense to smell. Lovely treats to taste. 

  

Create a ritual before you make love. Think of sex as a way to connect, alone or in 

company, with the vibrating Kundalini energy that courses through you and the entire 

universe. Sanctify and ignite your intention by lighting a candle, saying a prayer, or by 

singing, chanting, drumming, dancing, anointing. Reach out to engage your Self, 

another, and All That Is, in an ecstatic embrace of spirit, passion, and love. 

A new take-charge attitude can be just the catalyst needed to refuel the lethargic 

passion of our long-term marriage or partnership, or it could send us out in other, 

sometimes completely unexpected, directions. We could decide to take a lover, or a 

different lover, or an additional lover. If we have long been single, we might decide to 

begin dating and establishing relationships. We might, as is becoming more and more 

common, liberate our previously hidden, unfulfilled yearnings and “come out” as a 

lesbian in midlife. Or, if we have always been sexually active, involved and/or coupled, 

we could choose a period of celibacy, Self-exploration, Self-indulgence, and Self-love. 

The world is your oyster. Pick and choose according to your own persuasion and then 

partake! 
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Enjoy! 

xxMama Donna 

  

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

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

spirit to Mama Donna at: CityShaman@aol.com 

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

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

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

events have introduced ancient traditional rituals and contemporary ceremonies to 

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

CD, an acclaimed Ezine and writes for The Huffington Post and UPI Religion and 

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

center, spirit shop, ritual practice and consultancy in Exotic Brooklyn, NY where she 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/ 

mailto:CityShaman@aol.com
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Queen_of_My_Self
http://blog.beliefnet.com/thequeenofmyself/
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Book Review by Dawn Thomas : Season 

of the Witch by Natasha Mostert 

 

Print Length: 403 pages 

Publisher: Portable Magic Ltd (December 16, 

2013) 

Sold by: Amazon Digital Services, Inc.  

All I can say is wow, wow, wow!!! This book blew 

me away. The story opens with a prologue of a 

man floating in a pool and paralyzed. We meet 

Gabriel Blackstone a thief and remote viewer. He 

is hired to find out what happened to the young 

man. Gabriel can use his remote viewing skills to 

see the last few minute of the man’s life. What he 

sees doesn’t make sense to him until he meets the 

sisters.  

 

The Monk sisters are distant relatives to John Dee, a renowned mathematician, 

astronomer, astrologer and occultist. Morrighan is daring and an activist while 

Minnaloushe is an expert in memory. Both sisters are beautiful and seductive and soon 

Gabriel falls under their spell.  The author spins a web that catches the readers and 

quickly draws them in.  

The story is full of alchemy and magic. We travel with Gabriel as he “slams a ride” a term 

the author created to describe the experience of remote viewing. When I started this 

book I did not know it would keep me up until I finished.  There were unexpected twists 

that keep me wondering what would happen next. I recommend this book to anyone 

that enjoys thrillers, alchemy or magic.  
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Book Review by Dawn Thomas : The Tree 

Mothers, Living Wisdom of the Ogham Trees 

By Mut Danu 

Cover design by Alexis Umowski 

 

Print Length: 212 pages 

When I heard there would be a second edition of this 

book I rushed to get my copy. The details of each tree 

show the depth of Mut Danu’s knowledge. Her 

writing style is easy to follow and provides insight 

into the Ogham and the trees they represent. Each 

chapter is dedicated to a tree represented by the 

Ogham with the B-L-N version of the Ogham 

alphabet. Each chapter provides a background on the 

Ogham along with a story.  She also includes 

references to the world of Faery and provides visualizations and meditations for the 

reader. Each chapter has several elements – prepare the circle, going underground, 

returning to the world above, journaling, and share your unique findings with others. 

I will use Duir as an example of what the reader will experience with each chapter. The 

chapter begins with a description of the Ogham letter and the number of moons relative 

to a Solstice. In the case of Duir the summer solstice occurs during this Ogham cycle. 

Mut Danu includes the background of the word door and how it relates back to Duir in 

several languages. She also shows the connection of the oak tree and hardness with 

doors. She then tells us about the woodpecker and wren and their association with the 

oak. She then discusses the goddesses honored during this tree cycle. I must admit I 

giggled when I read her experience with acorns. She shares an experience she had with 

web weaving. Her writing is so detailed the image became clear in my mind and I could 

see the event happening.  

 

She finishes the book with some thoughts on Faery and provides the reader with some 

insight into connecting with them. Through this book, she has inspired me to begin 

writing myself. I highly recommend this book to anyone interested in learning more 

about the Ogham and incorporating it into your own beliefs.  

 

About the Author: 
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Mut Danu is an ecofeminist and workshop leader on many topics pertaining to Goddess 

Spirituality and preserving the natural world. She is a High Priestess and Elder of The 

Apple Branch, a Dianic Tradition. As the founder of La Branche du Pommier, she lives with 

her family in France, near an ancient forest where all of the sacred Ogham Trees can be 

found. 

Book Review by Dawn Thomas : Witch’s Brew The Spellspinners of Melas 

County #1 By Heidi R. King 

  

Print Length: 308 pages 

Publisher: Coliloquy, LLC 

Teens & Young Adult 

  

When I received this book I was so excited to 

begin reading it. I was immediately drawn to the 

cover image of a beautiful woman with white 

blonde hair peeking out between lilies. This is my 

first “choice” book. After I read the book the first 

time with one set of choices, I read it again with 

different choices. Both ways were similar and took 

me to the same place but the details were 

different. I am sure most people probably read the 

book using one choice and consider it finished. I 

am glad I decided to read all the choices.  

As the book begins we are introduced to Lily, a 

sixteen year old spellspinner selected to be the 

next leader of the coven. Lily and her friend Iris are concerned because their magic is 

becoming erratic. Simple spells are going wrong or backfiring and they do not know 

why. They are getting concerned because they are supposed to be training for the 

Gleaning, which is a fight to the death against the warlocks. The spellspinners are all 

very beautiful and the warlocks age quickly. They believe these are the results of 

previous fights at the Gleaning. Each coven believes the other is stealing their magic and 

the only way to get it back is to fight.  
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Lily is out in the eucalyptus grove near warlock territory when she is falls under a spell 

and falls asleep. When she wakes she sees a boy, Logan. At this point in the story, the 

reader must select a story line. Does the boy run away or does he stay and talk with Lily. 

Lily disobeys the coven’s rule of having contact with a warlock outside of the Gleaning 

but she cannot help it. It seems she and Logan fates are intertwined and they share 

similar talents. Could he be the one of two bloods that could stop the fighting and 

return peace to the two covens? The book has a cliffhanger ending that leads into the 

second book in the series, The Gleaning. I chose to include the review in this issue of the 

The Oracle since The Gleaning occurs at the Summer Solstice. 

Carol for Cardea by Heather Geileis Kohser 

 

All hails to Cardea, the Roman Goddess of Thresholds!  I wrote this invocation in song to 

honor Her, Guardian of the Limen, ever watchful of our passages between the worlds. 

On the brink of the Summer Solstice,  let us join our voices in song, as harbingers of the 

Divine Feminine, transcending all space and time. Then listen closely, for Her call - upon 

the wind!  http://youtu.be/C7BqchKV1r0 

  

Carol for Cardea 

Cardea, Mother of the Four Winds 

Guard the thresholds of my life 

and teach me when to open. 

  

With sacred bough of Hawthorn 

You purify the heart and home. 

Protect us as we come and go 

Through season change and sorrows. 

  

Remembering Your call 

From spaces in between - 

You gift me with direction 

and show me how to see. 

  

Cardea, Hinge of every Doorway. 

I whistle thrice, hear Your advice 

http://youtu.be/C7BqchKV1r0
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Upon the winds of May. 

  

Cardea, Keeper of the North Wind. 

Guide my songs between the worlds 

and show me how to listen. 

  

Remembering Your call 

from spaces in between - 

You gift me with direction 

and show me how to be. 

  

By~ Heather Geileis Kohser 2014 

Linden – Taste the Sweetness of Summer by Deanne Quarrie 

 

We are in the season of the summer and have just celebrated the 

Solstice.  I work with Ogham in my spiritual practice because it 

brings nature into my life so effectively.  It helps me listen to the 

many messages available to me from my kindred in nature.  In Celtic 

tradition, the tree for the Summer Solstice is Heather, something we 

can all associate with Scotland and Ireland, but the alternate tree for 

this season is the Linden, actually much more prevalent all over Europe. 

 

Let’s take a look at the linden tree, its botanical profile as well as the messages it shares 

with us. 

 

Called lime trees in the British Isles, (not closely related to the lime fruit) and linden, lime, 

or basswood in North America.  Lindens are hermaphroditic and have perfect flowers 

with both male and female parts.  

 

The wood of linden trees is soft and easily worked. Throughout history it has been used 

for sculpture, model building, shields, altar pieces, marionettes and puppets. Having a 

fine light grain and being comparatively light in weight it has been used for carving, 

even though more modern alternatives are available.  
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Both the European and American Lindens flower in early summer, and the flowers have 

a wonderful heady sweet scent.  

 

The tea made from the linden flower is pleasing to the taste. The flowers, leaves, wood, 

and charcoal (obtained from the wood) are used for medicinal purposes as flavonoids, 

antioxidants, and it has astringent properties. The flowers are used for colds, cough, 

fever, infections, inflammation, high blood pressure, headache, as a diuretic, 

antispasmodic, and as a sedative. The double-flowered species are used to make 

perfumes. The leaf buds and young leaves are also edible raw. 

 

 

Originally, communities not only assembled to celebrate and dance under a linden tree, 

but they also held their judicial meetings in order to restore justice and peace. It was 

believed that the Linden tree preserved the truth.  

 

In mythology, the linden tree is a symbol of peace, truth 

and justice. This connection comes from Germanic 

mythology and the linden tree’s association with Freyja, 

the motherly goddess of truth and love.  

 

Freyja is the most important goddess in the Norse 

pantheon. She and Odinn are the two most loved and respected. She is the daughter of 

a giantess and was suckled at the breasts of the nine giantesses (primordial mothers).  It 

is thought she was born parthogenically and later fostered to the Vanir.  The Giants 

reflect primordial power within the Norse cosmology. They exist outside of time and 

prior to all creations. We are told that Freyja is the ancestor of femaleness, known as 

dsir. That she comes from the primordial and creative power of the giants, tells us that 

Freyja is, herself, primordial and outside of time. She is the sacred daughter of the 

"mothers" and is self-resurrecting. Freyja is not only a shapeshifter, but also an immortal 

figure, someone who not only was alive at the beginning of time, but who will remain 

alive after the end days and life on earth, as we know it.  

 

Freyja, known as “Ancestor Spirit”, is viewed as the timeless, self-renewing energy in the 

universe.  She witnesses and shapes the direction of creation and undoing. She is not 
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the originating, creating Goddess, but rather a conduit for energy and life.  Women who 

learn seiðr become like her, living conduits. 

 

Freya is famous for her great beauty, and called "The Fair One."  She represents fertility 

and is known for both lust and love.  I see Her sexuality as representing her magical 

powers of creation.  Sexual orgasm is a fundamental, primary and potent force in magic 

and manifestation. 

  

 Summer Solstice is the time when the Goddess sacrifices her consort in orgasmic 

union.  The bees emulate this dance with the drone’s attraction to the Queen, dying a 

climactic dance of death. 

 

According to legend, the Linden tree was considered sacred because the bees desired 

their taste which resulted in a wonderful honey. It was 

often called the bee tree. 

 

In German folklore, the linden tree is the 

"tree of lovers."  

 

While softly rings 

While softly rings 

The evening's cool wind 

Above me the holy Tilia 

In a Greek myth, the gods turned Baucis and Philemon, a devoted old couple, into an 

oak and a linden tree when they died. The trees grew close together. 

 

Philemon (linden tree) and Baucis (oak tree) were an elderly couple where they lived 

who welcomed the disguised gods into their humble dwelling. Because of their 

hospitality they were saved from the destruction and were led to a mountain. Their 

home became a temple and they, the caretakers of the temple. They were standing by 

the temple steps discussing their coming deaths when each saw the other sprouting 

leaves; one turned to oak (Baucis) and the other to linden (Philemon).  
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It is believed that the linden tree’s presence protects against ill luck and against the 

lightning strike.  It also repels spirits that bring harm to the home. Interesting because it 

is honoring within the same time period as the oak, the tree that courts the lightning 

bolt!  

 

This ancient fragrant flowering tree has often been planted along streets leading 

majestically from one place to another.  The flower essence of Linden suggests to us 

that ushering us through thresholds is a gift of Linden.  Linden offers us timeless 

wisdom about vibrational adaptation.  As we continue to adapt to match the rising 

planetary vibration, Linden can help us to evolve in ways that we can integrate this 

vibration while also staying grounded.  Linden can help us move through this time with 

greater ease and grace.  

 

The summer Solstice occurs in the month of June which holds the lunar cycle of Oak.  It 

is the seventh moon of the lunar year and there for a threshold cycle.  The word for Oak 

is Duir, meaning door. Linden flower essence is then, most appropriate as a threshold 

aid.  

 

The Linden tree tells us much about the season of summer.  It is a time to relish the 

abundance of the Earth’s gifts to us.  It is a time for fun and frolic and a time of love 

making.  The Linden tells us to play, to dance, to smell the sweet perfume of life, to 

make passionate love and to enjoy this season of abundant color! Taste of the 

sweetness of the linden flower – taste of the honey and know the Ecstasy of life.  

 

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

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

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

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

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

honor some form of the divine feminine.  

  

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

 

Moon Schedule Summer Solstice to Lammas 

 

By Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

(Times are Eastern Time) 

  

New Moon – June 27th: 4:08 a.m.  

2nd Quarter – July 5th: 7:59 a.m.  

Full “Blessing” Moon – June 12th: 7:25 a.m.  

4th Quarter – July 18th: 10:08 a.m.  

New Moon – July 26th: 6:42 p.m.  
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Moon Void of Course Schedule 

  

Date Starts Ends 

June 23rd 9:49 p.m. June 24th 7:05 a.m. 

June 26th 7:56 a.m. 5:05 p.m. 

June 28th 9:02 p.m. June 29th 9:02 p.m. 

July 1st 6:00 a.m. 5:24 p.m. 

July 4th 12:21 a.m. 5:43 a.m. 

July 6th 11:31 a.m. 3:33 p.m. 

July 8th 6:32 p.m. 9:24 p.m. 

July 10th 8:19 p.m. 11:24 p.m. 

July 12th 9:56 p.m. 11:07 p.m. 

July 14th 3:23 p.m. 10:40 p.m. 

July 16th 8:57 p.m. July 17th 12:07 a.m. 

July 18th 10:18 p.m. July 19th 4:43 a.m. 

July 21st 10:12 a.m. 12:36 p.m. 

July 23rd 8:53 p.m. 10:59 p.m. 

July 25th 9:53 a.m. 10:25 p.m. 

July 27th 8:37 p.m. July 28th 11:37 p.m. 

July 31st 10:47 a.m. 12:09 p.m. 

  

Planting Days 

June: 14th, 15th, 18th, 19th, 22nd, 23rd, 28th 

July: 7th, 8th, 12th, 15th, 16th, 19th, 20th, 21st, 24th, 25th 

  

Harvesting Days 

June: 16th, 17th, 20th, 21st, 24th, 25th, 26th 

July: 13th, 14th, 17th, 18th, 22nd, 23rd, 26th 
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Morning Devotion by Katy Ravensong 

  

I greet the East – the sun does rise 

the power of air and clear blue (cloudy) skies. 

I greet the South – in good times and lean 

the power of fire that makes me clean. 

I greet the West – where the ancestors dwell 

 the power of water – lake, sea, and well. 

I greet the North – as I rise from sleep 

 the power of earth – where my roots go deep. 

I greet the Lady & Lord – as I meet my new day 

and I greet my companions who walk this way. 

  

© Katy Ravensong 

Pagan Every Day Mary Magdalen by Barbara Ardinger, PhD 

July 22nd 

  

As a friend inelegantly remarked the other day, “Mary’s the major babe of the Bible.” 

She’s the First Lady of the New Testament. The true mystery of Christianity is not the 

birth of its god, but his resurrection. Who was present during the crucifixion when the 

male disciples were hiding? The Maries. Who was there when Jesus came out of that 

tomb? Mary Magdalen. Their reunion was not, however, happy. “Don’t touch me,” he 

said. “Don’t hug me because I’m half-way between life and death.” Mary’s the one who 

informed the boys that their rabbi had risen. But, Reader, think about this: Was the 

resurrection real? Or was it a vision Mary had? 

  

Mary Magdalen has had major press during the last twenty-five years, including 

appearances in novels and news magazines. All but the most conservative churchmen 

have finally figured out that she wasn’t a prostitute, but perhaps the sister of Martha 

and Lazarus. Noncanonical gospels understood his parables. Margaret Starbird and 

others say that Mary and Jesus were married (the wedding at Cana was theirs), and 

many believe that Leonardo da Vinci’s Last Supper shows Mary, not the disciple John, 

sitting to Jesus’ right hand. Some believe Mary went to France and gave birth to a 
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daughter, and that it’s Magdalen who really is the holy mother to whom all the Notre 

Dame cathedrals were dedicated. 

  

Susan Haskins, whose Mary Magdalen: Myth and Metaphor may be the most complete 

study of history and art devoted to Mary, says that her story is interpreted according to 

the biases of the authors who write about her. Elizabeth Cunningham’s novel, The 

Passion of Mary Magdalen, is the best Goddess-oriented retelling of the Synoptic 

Gospels. 

  

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 The Feast Day of St. Olga by Barbara Ardinger, PhD 

July 11th 

  

Elizabeth I. Eleanor of Aquitaine. Catherine de Medici. Isabelle of Castile. Catherine the 

Great. Tz’u His of China. Mbande Nzinga of Angola. We know these great historical 

queens. But do we know Olga, princess of Kiev? 

  

Upon the assassination of her husband, Igor I, in 954, Olga, who was said to be of Viking 

stock, became regent for her son, Svyatoslav. She promptly executed her husband’s 

murderers and ruled for twenty years, bringing peace and prosperity to the wild lands of 

the Rus. In 957, she visited Constantinople, where she received baptism as a Christian. A 

famous story tells how Olga’s grandson, Vladimir, interviewed representatives of the 

Islamic, Jewish, Roman, and Orthodox churches and chose the latter because its rituals 

were the most beautiful and its temple, Hagia Sophia in Byzantium, the most 

magnificent. Whatever the truth is about how Orthodox Christianity came to Russia, the 

mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net


18 
 

people adored Olga, who died in 969. Although her son was still a pagan, he gave her a 

Christian burial. She was soon elevated to sainthood. 

  

After the revolution of 1917, religion was banished from Russia. Stalin and his successors 

behaved like proletarian czars, however, and accepted worship of themselves and of the 

states. When the Soviet empire dissolved, churches were permitted to be reborn, and 

churches and cathedrals that the Soviets had turned into stables or museums are not 

again houses of worship. 

  

Reader, midsummer is a good time to sit in the shade and read a good book like 

Antonia Frazer’s The Warrior Queens. Some people believe that if we could roust all the 

men of their supreme offices and let women rule instead, the world would be a better 

place. Maybe. What about female rulers who act like men? How can we bring ethics, 

honesty, and morality back into our governments? 

  

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 Poetry for the Seasons & Festival, e-book review by Katy 

Ravensong 

  

Pagan Poetry for the Seasons and Festivals is an e-book of pagan poetry. It was edited 

by Edain Duguay and published by Wyrdwood Publications. For each copy of the 'green 

e-book' that is sold, a tree is planted in a deforested area of the world. 

  

It is a collection of 24 poems by 12 authors from around the globe. It is ideal for use in 

personal or group celebrations and rituals. It is available in several formats: pdf; ePub 

(for Nook, Sony, and Apple iPad/iBooks; and Mobi for Kindle, Kindle apps, and Kobo. 

mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
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Each of the Sabbats is lovingly covered in this collection of verse and is a look at the 

changing seasons through pagan eyes. 

  

An excerpt from Seasons by Katy Ravensong: 

  

        The saffron of the buttercup, the azure of the sky, 

        The crystal of the babbling brook. These bid my spirit fly. 

        The leaf careening lazily to join those below 

        To wait for the winter, to be covered with snow. 

        The pastel summer rainbow, the warm earth tones of fall, 

        The newness of spring greenery, I love them one and all. 

        The stark contrasts of winter, the blossoms when it's gone, 

        The cycles keep repeating. The seasons still move on. 

  

Wyrdwood Publications has this and other e-books for sale and available for immediate 

download. You can find this particular e-book at: 

  

http://www.wyrdwoodpublications.com/pp.htm 

  

Once you're there, just click the home button to view their other offerings. 

Solitary Ritual for the Summer Solstice by Dawn "Belladonna" Thomas 

  

Preparation and Altar Needs: 

Cut flowers to create a circle 

A red candle to represent the Mother 

Chalice with beverage of your choice 

(Prior to the ritual decide on the type of creative work that you want to do during the 

ritual. Have the necessary items for the work you choose.) 

  

Casting the Circle: 

Hail to the Element of the East, Ancient Spirit of Air. Warm me with your warm summer 

breezes. I ask you to please join me tonight. 

  

http://www.wyrdwoodpublications.com/pp.htm
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Hail to the Element of the South, Ancient Spirit of Fire. The warmth of the summer sun is 

creating an abundance of new life to grow. I ask you to please join me tonight. 

  

Hail to the Element of the West, Ancient Spirit of Water. Wash me clean with your gentle 

rains and dew filled mornings. I ask you to please join me tonight. 

  

Hail to the Element of the North, Ancient Spirit of Earth. The fragrant flowers are 

blooming around me with a wonderful essence. I ask you to please join me tonight. 

  

Mother Goddess, your great love and nurturing sustains my life. I honor you and ask you 

to join me tonight. 

  

The Work: 

During this time of year, we are honoring the mother goddesses and the season of growth. 

We also reflect on what is manifesting in our lives. Spend a few moments thinking about 

this. What are you manifesting? How are you manifesting this? Are there things that you 

feel strongly about that would help you fuel this creative fire? 

  

Light the red candle as a symbol of the creative fire inside of you. Gaze into the flame and 

see these thoughts manifesting. 

  

This is a time to be creative – To release creative forces. Make, build or create something 

in honor of the Mother Goddess. This can be something you make with your hands or 

something you write. It can also be something using your voice or a movement or dance. 

  

Once you are finished, offer a blessing to the Mother Goddess and drink from your 

chalice. You may also choose to include blessings for women in your life or in your 

community. 

 

Closing the Circle 

Mother Goddess, I feel your loving arms around me. I honor you and thank you for 

joining me tonight. Hail and Farewell. 

  

Element of the North, Spirit of Earth, the scent of your fragrant flowers will remain with 

me. Thank you for joining me tonight. Hail and Farewell. 
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Element of the West, Spirit of Water, I feel cleansed from your waters. Thank you for 

joining me tonight. Hail and Farewell. 

  

Element of the South, Spirit of Fire, from your creative fire I have begun to manifest 

things in my life. Thank you for joining me tonight. Hail and Farewell. 

  

Element of the East, Spirit of Air, the gentle breeze has warmed me. Thank you for 

joining me tonight. Hail and Farewell. 

  

The Circle is open but unbroken. 

  

Blessed Be! 

Sowilo - A Rune for Duir and the Summer 

Solstice by Dawn Thomas 

 

Pronunciation: “So-WEE-lo” 

Meaning: Sun 

  

The shape of this rune is very similar to the letter “S” 

we use today. To me, the shape of this rune looks 

like a lightning bolt. I believe it is the perfect rune 

for Duir, which is the Ogham letter representing the oak tree. The oak tree is known to 

“court the lightning” and I cannot think of a better rune to represent this time of year. 

This is the Sowilo rune that I made on the full moon of the Duir cycle.  

 

This rune means sun or sun light. Another variation could be the wheels on the sun 

chariot. In Norse mythology, the sun is considered feminine. A few goddesses 

associated with the sun are Saule, Sunna, and Amaterasu. A couple of years ago my local 

women’s group performed a ritual to honor Amaterasu and the returning sun. Freya is 

also associated with the sun. In the Rune Mysteries book and deck of cards, Silver 

Ravenwolf and Nigel Jackson have Freya on this rune card. She is shown wearing only 

her Brisinger necklace and girdle. She has a bough of mistletoe in one hand and a 

crystal in the other. There is a story about mistletoe being born in a tree when the tree is 
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struck by lightning. The tradition of kissing under the mistletoe is related to Freya. It is 

also known that mistletoe can be found in the tops of oak trees.  

 

Sowilo is associated with illumination and movement. The movement could be the sun 

traveling across the sky. It could represent the sun’s progress through the year. The 

illumination may be intellectual or spiritual or even a beacon of hope. It also means will 

and intent as well as self-worth and sense of self. Another possible interpretation could 

be the spinning chakras.  

 

This rune is associated with opposites. The sun can be seen as warm and nurturing to 

new growth. It can also be sweltering and causing drought. The summer solstice is the 

opposite of the winter solstice just like Sowilo is the polar opposite of Isa the rune of 

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

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

The Arrival of Joy by Katy Ravensong 

 

Joy comes on 

jeweled wings, 

takes residence in 

my soul and sings.              

  

 

           It wipes out 

            with gentle care 

            all the worry 

            lodging there.  

 

  

 In the dark of the hours before dawn, I listened to the 

voice in my soul and took heed, learning a lesson that I 

have repeated more than once. 

  

I had let my self-esteem take a beating. There was one 

whom I thought had been sending the message that my 

good was not good enough. I felt that nothing I could do 

was good enough. I unconsciously allowed myself to 

fall into depression. Joy was a distant memory. 
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Then he came 

in silent flight 

telling me 

I'd be all right.   

 

  

No one can belittle me or make me feel small unless 

I allow them to. I am as strong as I need to be. I am 

who I am. I, and only I, can change that. My  

self-esteem is under “my” control. No one else has 

the authority to make it more or less. 

 

                Joy came 

                and joy stayed. 

                My decision is 

                firmly made. 

 

I will be  

no more confined. 

He brought joy. 

It is mine. 

 

© Katy Ravensong, 2014 
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The Story of Agriculture, Corn and the Corn Goddesses Who Grew with 

Them Part 1: by Amy Martin 

 

Part 1: From the Birth of New World Agriculture 

to the First Corn Goddess 

by Amy Martin 

  

The story of corn is a story that grows, from the southern tip of Mexico, along the Gulf 

Coast, up the Mississippi and its tributaries, through the Deep South, Midwest and part 

of the Great Plains. It grows up the mountains as well, from the Sierra Madres to the 

Rockies, then spreads across the Southwest. It's a tale of a small seed plant 6,000 years 

ago turning into the scrappy maize of the Colonial era, before transforming into the lush 

corn plant we know today. Along these travels, every step of the way, was the goddess: 

the B.C.-era fertility figures and Teteoinnan of the original plant, the unnamed earth 

goddess of the Mississippian moundbuilders in the U.S., maize goddess Chicomecoatl of 

the natives conquered by the Spanish, and the Native American Corn Mother or Corn 

Woman.  

  

TEOSINTE and the BIRTH of AGRICULTURE 

  

In the New World, the story of agriculture is the story of corn and the core of agriculture 

is desire — specifically, the desire for more, more food, more free time. Imagine yourself 

a free-roaming human, 4,000 to 8,000 years ago, a hunter-gatherer at home in the high 

valley of Mexico, that southern end where the mountains stretching along the east and 

west coasts of Mexico merged together in a large V. Sierra Madre, the mother 

mountains, peppered with volcanoes unleashing waves of lava that decayed into rich, 

fertile, water-retaining soil. It was a place with warm days and cool nights, hardly ever a 

frost, and lots of sun and rain. 

  

Here women spent hours out in the fields and foothills gathering. We gathered more 

than just food. We gathered medicinal plants, plants for fiber to weave clothes, plants 

for making twine or glue or paint. We gathered rocks, shells and wood to make tools. 

And we often did it all with a baby tied to our back. But what took up most of the time 

was food — in particular seeds. After gathering, we had to process thousands of 

individual seeds, removing the outer husks, sifting the chaff from the grain. Often the 
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seeds had to be cracked or soaked before use. It was lots of time-consuming, boring 

work. 

  

Just as we do now, women back then wanted time to live, to be free of the 9 to 5, except 

then it was sunrise to sunset. Life was more than just surviving by this point. We had 

better things to do with our time, like watching and pondering the stars, creating art 

and music, making better clothes, stronger tools and permanent places to stay. Hunting 

and gathering was hit or miss. We needed a steady, dependable, storable staple food, 

one that was efficient to pick, efficient to process. 

  

The high valley of the eastern Sierra Madres was a vibrant and powerful area, one that 

would later foster an astounding array of sophisticated goddess cultures. Tucked into 

these mountains is the lush Valley of Tehuacán [teh-wuh-cahn]. It was there in the heart 

of Mesoamerica around 4000 B.C.E. that someone, probably a woman, noticed a wild 

seed plant consisting of several pithy stalks about two feet tall. The seed bundles 

extending from the stalks were teeny, only an inch or two long. The bundle was a single 

row of tightly packed, cube-shaped seeds on a cob-like stem. 

  

The gathering women noticed how unusual the plant was. Many seeds have husks that 

protect the contents until time to sprout and catch onto the fur of a passing animal. 

Other seeds fly off the stem at the slightest touch. Both evolutionary measures help the 

seeds disperse. But this husk covered a whole row of seeds rather than each individual 

kernel. The tight bundle was easy to pick, easy to process. And it tasted good. 

  

The ancient Mesoamerican woman and her kind had no written language, so we don't 

know what they called this plant. But the valley’s later inhabitants who did write called it 

teocintli [teh-oh-seent-lee], grain of the gods, teo meaning divine. We now call it 

teosinte [teh-oh-seent-teh]. It was the beginning of North American agriculture. 

  

But women didn't just grab some seeds, plow some fields and sow some crops. Between 

the gathering of wild foods and the cultivating of fields was a whole lot of wildscaping. 

Women out gathering would see that a certain area grew teosinte very well. So they 

pulled up the other plants competing with it so that teosinte could better flourish. Any 

trees shading the area were cut down so that the teosinte could get more sunlight. 
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Rocks and tree limbs were used to create borders that helped the teosinte patch retain 

water and kept out encroaching plants. This was agriculture, 4000 B.C.E. style. 

  

Each fall, seed from the best teosinte plants were scattered and the rest harvested for 

food. In these deliberately scattered teosinte, the bundle got larger with more rows of 

seeds, the kernels better and their shells thinner, making them even easier to process 

and cook. Each year, the cultivated teosinte patch got larger and denser, the plants 

bigger and stronger. By 2000 B.C.E. agriculture became defined, with fields of teosinte 

and other crops like beans and squash, and active techniques like fertilization and 

irrigation.  

  

Over the centuries, women watched for the teosinte plants that started earlier in the 

spring and lasted longer in the fall, unharmed by the rare cold snap. These seeds were 

saved, too, and gradually teosinte edged its way northward, out of the tropics, in the 

belongings of men and women travelers who moved fluidly about the continent, curious 

about what the next valley, the next vista, would be. For thousands of years, migrating 

humans ventured all over North America, swirling people, plants and ideas together like 

the air fronts in the sky, mixing and merging to create weather. 

  

When the Spanish invaded Mesoamerica in the early 1500s, they discovered the grain, 

looking like a shorter version of the plant we know today. They dubbed it with a Spanish 

word, maize, that sounded like what some of the natives called it. When the plant was 

taken back to Europe, it was renamed once more: corn, from the Latin word meaning "a 

round swelling," since its plump yellow kernels looked so unlike the hard, thin grains 

Europeans were used to. 

  

That, in a kernel, is the story of corn. 

  

THE CONTINENTAL VENUS 

  

From teosinte came leisure time and from leisure time came art and spirit. The ancient 

people of Mesoamerica had always held nature in awe. But this sense of being in 

partnership with nature fostered a special devotion. They tried to make tangible the 

spiritual essence that they had such an intimate relationship with, the fertile power that 

created such a thing as teosinte. And the form they gave to it was woman, woman as 
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goddess, the great goddess, the Earth goddess, the mother goddess, the force beyond 

all words. 

  

It was in the very tip of the Valley of Mexico, in the complex system of lakes that filled its 

southern end, that archeologists uncovered the Venus of Zohapilco [zo-ha-peel-coh], 

barely more than an inch of carved stone. Created sometime around 2300 B.C.E. on the 

island of Zohapilco in Lake Chalco, epochs of erosion that rubbed away much of her 

body had left just hints of a face. But her diminutive form, now resting in Mexico City's 

museum of anthropology, is a stunning sight: standing strong with firm round breasts 

and belly, the very genesis of North American spirituality in a one-inch slip of rock. 

  

The Venus of Zohapilco is the oldest piece of representative art on the continent, the 

first time that a human sculpted a creation to represent something else. Reduced to her 

essentials with no hands or feet or hair, naked with prominent sexual organs and broad 

hips, she was a symbol, a symbol of the Earth's fertile divine-feminine essence. By a 

thousand or so years later, she would become larger, more ornate, with real facial 

features, hairstyles, ornaments and clothes. 

  

TETEOINNAN: MOTHER of ALL 

  

 Around 900 C.E., or Common Era (what archeologists use instead of A.D.), the climate 

began to get very hot. Societies became unstable. Along with the Mayan empire, the 

great city of Teotihuacan [tee-oh-teh-wuh-cahn] collapsed. With its gigantic Pyramid of 

the Sun and other spectacular stone temples, Teotihuacan had been the dominant 

culture, very centralized and focused, with most Valley of Mexico inhabitants living there 

or nearby. A great diaspora of ancient Mesoamericans went north, taking the new 

teosinte and its goddess with them. By 1200, the bigger, bolder teosinte had become 

the bedrock of pre-Native American agricultural peoples called the Basketmakers in 

Arizona-New Mexico and the Moundbuilders the South and Midwest. In the Valley of 

Mexico, the Nahua [nah-wah] who arose consisted of many small tribes, each very 

unique, even eccentric, yet sophisticated, the first on the continent to have a written 

language. Their villages were scattered around the Valley of Mexico, tucked away in the 

mountain folds or high on the northern plains, safe from the floods that plagued the 

southern valley floor. 
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In the eastern foothills of the valley, where teosinte first arose, a dazzling array of Nahua 

goddesses came to be. Toci [toh-cee], grandmother of the sweat lodge; Itzpaplotl [eetz-

pahp-ah-low-tuhl], magical obsidian butterfly; Tlazolteotl [tah-la-zoh-tee-oh-tuhl], 

birthing mother and eater of sins; Tonantzin [toe-naht-zeen], essence of the Earth; and 

Xochiquetzal [zoh-she-ket-zahl], goddess of the spring. But before them all was 

Teteoinnan [tet-ee-oh-eh-nan], "teo," meaning divine, and "innan," giving birth, making 

her mother of the gods and goddesses and the mother of teosinte, the divine seed. 

Though Teteoinnan was her Nahua identity, she existed for at least a thousand years 

before her naming. 

  

Teteoinnan was so grand as goddesses go that she was almost beyond comprehension, 

beyond imagining. Reduced to her essence, she was the portal, the gateway, where life 

arose. She was the vulva and she was the dark, the dark humus of the soil, the dark sleep 

of the night, the dark belly of the mother, all darkness where life is nurtured and 

released. Teteoinnan was the goddess of death and rebirth, like the teosinte seed buried 

the dark earth and sprouted, like the human body buried into the dark earth and reborn. 

  

But a few more elaborate imaginings of Teteoinnan have been found, of a goddess 

quite serious and severe, with a shield emblazoned with the Sun. Various sources state 

that her skirt was trimmed in white feathers, flowers or shells, evoking the white shell-

trimmed skirt of the goddess Chalchiutlique [shal-she-ooht-lee-kway] who ruled the 

great fallen city of Teotihuacan before, and the White Shell Woman of the Navaho 

centuries later. The Sun image on her shield would become central to Chicomecoatl 

[chee-koh-meh-kwat-tuhl], the great maize goddess of post-Teotihuacan cultures, and 

also travel north to the Zuni tribe of the Southwest and end up on the New Mexico flag. 

The red circles on the face of Teteoinnan would figure prominently in the Hopi and 

Pueblo images of Spider Woman. She was truly the mother of goddesses.  

  

Next Issue: the second half of the corn story ranging from the great unknown corn-

serpent goddess of the Midwest; to the corn goddess of Mesoamerica who spread to 

the Southwest; to Corn Woman of current Native Americans. 

 


