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Summer Solstice 2011 

Welcome Summer! 

Here in Florida we have been experiencing summer for more than a month. Everything is 

green and lush. The temperatures have been hovering at the 90 degree mark. With the 

first of June comes the beginning of hurricane season (also known as the rainy season). 

So far we haven’t had the afternoon rains. When it rains, it is pouring. There have been 

several days when we have had more than ten inches in a single day. 

We are now at the halfway point of the year. This is also the Celtic month of Duir (the 

Oak). We honor the Goddess Cardea, the goddess of doors and hinges. As we open the 

door to the rest of the year, thank the goddess for all that you are and all that you have. 

Blessings of the Solstice Season, 

Dawn 
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Ask Your Mama by Mama Donna Henes 

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

Wonder no more. 

*Ask Your Mama™ 

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

to Ask™ 

by 

©Mama Donna Henes, Urban Shaman 

A Question of Ritual as Service 

Dear Mama Donna. 

I work with a group here in Cleveland who cook and feed close to 200 men at a 

homeless shelter every Thursday. It is a big commitment. The shelter is run by the 

Salvation Army, and the people who run the shelter are open to programming. As we 

have come to know these men, they are opening to us, and I feel it's an opportunity to 

do some spiritual work. It occurred to me that I might start a drumming circle. I wanted 

to ask if you have ever worked with this particular population. They are really down and 

out, and I need some ideas about how to approach them and how to structure a circle. 

Reaching Out in Ohio 

Dear Reaching Out, 

Wow! A spirit circle in Cleveland, my hometown. Who'd have thunk? 

I actually do have a great deal of experience with populations of disenfranchised, dis-

spirited folk. As an urban shaman, I move in all sorts of society and my constituency 

includes everyone. We are all equals in the eye of spirit. 

Over the years I have done drumming circles with drugged and deranged women in a 

shelter, with very young single homeless mothers and their babies at a half-way house, 

with HIV-ill women at a treatment center, with inmates at several women's jails and 

adolescent detention facilities, with the criminally insane at a state forensic psychiatric 

center, and dozens of other snake-pit venues for the down and out. 
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It is my experience that people are pretty much just people. In these special groups 

there is the same mix of helpful, open, clear, disruptive, hostile, sad, closed, and needy 

souls as I see in my open-to-anyone circles and celebrations. If you approach the 

situation as normal, you'll be pleasantly surprised at just how normal it will be. Sanity, 

stability, centeredness is the continuum that we all travel on our journey toward our best 

selves. 

Once I did a May Day/Beltane tree planting ceremony in Loring Lake Park in 

Minneapolis with a group of students from the College of Art and Design there. As it 

turned out, this park was a hangout place for intoxicated Native Americans. During our 

ritual, a bunch of fairly far-gone guys wove over to join us. They were drunk, but not 

rowdy. They instinctively understood the sanctity of what we were doing and were 

mightily drawn to be part of our circle. 

At one point in the ceremony, one of the men stepped forward. He identified himself as 

Sioux, then announced, "I have no right to do this" and proceeded to offer a chant. 

While he was all-too-aware that he was ceremonially unclean and spiritually unprepared 

for such a righteous task, he also knew enough to realize that somebody had to sing this 

tree into the ground, and he happened to know the words. It was powerful magic that 

day: for him as he was transformed in grace, for me as an awed witness to true 

reverence, and for the tree, which I am sure is still thriving. 

Another time, I did a big public celebration for the Fall Equinox at Pershing Square in 

Los Angeles. During the event, the Commissioner of Cultural Affairs came by the park to 

check on me because he was worried for my safety in this “dangerous” junkie/wino 

infested plaza. 

Of course, it was these very men, drunk and high though they might have been, who 

actually got involved. They climbed ladders, helped me to hang my peace chants 

banners, and brought me coffee. And when the police came to arrest me later that day 

(despite my official status) for Inciting Littering (of all things) it was these same outcast 

men who tried to protect me. 

After hundreds of similar situations, I have come to understand that if you enter a ritual 

situation with an open heart, people will recognize your sincerity and share themselves 

in return. Don't worry. Your drum circles will be great. And you are dear for doing them. 

Great good luck to you. This is a grand project. 
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xxMama Donna 

Dear Mama Donna, 

Thanks so much for your response. I want to work with these people in a spiritual way, 

and hope to start a small circle in the upcoming months. I think your point of treating 

the men in this shelter as normal is a good one. I have no fear, and believe some soul-

level support and treatment is greatly needed. For about six years, I worked at Rosary 

Hall, a treatment center here. I learned that there is a yearning for something more in all 

of us, and I saw that the spiritual program was the strongest part of recovery. I'll keep 

you posted, and again thanks for your feedback. 

Peace and love, 

Reaching Out 

Dear Reaching, 

May you drum up a beat of connection, a rhythm of pleasure and joy, a sacred circle of 

support. 

xxMama Donna 

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

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

at CityShaman@aol.com 

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

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

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

have introduced ancient traditional rituals and contemporary ceremonies to millions of 

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

acclaimed Ezine and writes for The Huffington Post and UPI Religion and Spirituality 

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

shop, ritual practice and consultancy in Exotic Brooklyn, NY where she works with 

individuals, groups, institutions, municipalities and corporations to create meaningful 

ceremonies for every imaginable occasion. 

www.DonnaHenes.net 
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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 

Read her on the Huffington Post: 

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

Read her on Beliefnet: 

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

Follow her on Twitter: 

http://twitter.com/queenmamadonna 

Connect with her on Facebook: 

http://www.facebook.com/#/donnahenes?ref=profile 

 

Book Review by Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas - Home for Dinner Cookbook by Vila 

SpiderHawk 

I received this book from Vila and was so excited. I really enjoyed the recipes from the 

Forest Song Cookbook and knew these would be just as good. All the recipes in this 

book are vegan and dairy-free should be a delight for vegans and vegetarians. 

The cookbook is divided into the following categories: 

Breads 

Casseroles 

Desserts 

Dips, Dressings, Sauces, and Uncheese 

Salads 

Soups and Stews 

Stove Top Dishes 

 

In the breads category I liked the Cranberry Cinnamon Bread and Quinoa Biscuits. A 

casserole that was a hit was the Sweet Potato, Squash, and Apples. In the desserts 

section the Drunken Pears was to die for! It was hard to choose a favorite in the dips, 

dressings, and sauce section. 

http://www.thequeenofmyself.com/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Queen_of_My_Self
http://blog.beliefnet.com/thequeenofmyself/
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The Cranberry, Walnut and Spinach Salad has become a staple here. The combination of 

mint and strawberries makes this a great warm weather meal. The Potato Soup was thick 

and hearty. One recipe that I thought was delicious in the stove top dishes was the 

Apricot Chicken Tangine. I recently received the tangine as a gift and was looking 

forward to breaking it in. 

At the end of the book is a glossary. This really comes in handy when you are not really 

sure what an ingredient is. I thought this was a great addition and wished that more 

cookbooks had one. This book has earned a special place in my kitchen! 

Goddess Sul and Ritual for Summer Solstice by Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

Goddess Sul:  

I chose Sul for this Sabbat. She is a goddess of healing waters and had a shrine at the 

spa of Bath. She also has a connection to Brigid. 

Sul – The ancient British goddess of healing waters had her special shrine at the spa we 

called Bath, where her power was strongest. Some scholars say that she was a solar 

divinity, deriving her name from the word that means “sun” and “eye.” This 

interpretation may account for the perpetual fires at her shrines; the fact that her springs 

were hot, rather than cold is additional evidence in favor of considering her a sun 

goddess. 

She was honored into historic times; the Roman occupiers called her Minerva Medica 

(“healing Minerva”); occasionally she is called Sulivia. In statuary and bas-reliefs, she was 

shown as a matronly woman in heavy garments with a hat made of a bear’s head and 

her foot resting on a fat little owl. In Bath and on the continent, she also appears in 

multiple forms, as the tripartite Suliviae. The latter name is also used of the pan-Celtic 

divinity Brigid, suggesting a connection between these figures. 

Preparation: Pale blue altar cloth, Light blue candles, bowl of water, goblet of water. 

This ritual will take place during the day. 

Prayer and Ritual: 

Sit in front of your altar. Center and ground yourself and call the Goddess. 
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Great Goddess, please join me today. Sul, the goddess of healing waters, please bless 

me. This is midsummer the longest day of the year. Your healing waters are needed for 

the fertility of the earth and all life. Without water we could not exist. The rain that falls 

on the land is providing the healing water from your womb. I honor you today as the 

solar goddess that you are. Thank you for being with me today. Blessed Be. 

After the ritual, spend some time contemplating this solar day. Carry the bowl or goblet of 

water outside and pour it onto the earth. 

Goddess Walo and Prayer for Summer Solstice by Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

Goddess: Walo – Australian 

Walo is a sun goddess of the aboriginals in Australia. She lived with her daughter Bara 

and her sister-in-law, Madalait (the world mother).Every day she traveled across the sky 

with her daughter. One day she noticed the earth was so dry and realized it was because 

of their combined heat. She sent her daughter back to the east and the earth became 

fertile. 

Prayer 

Great Goddess Walo, you are shining bright. The heat you are producing has warmed 

the earth and allowed the small seeds to emerge strong. The warm air feels so good 

against our skin. The water is also warming, making it enjoyable to swim in your waters. 

You also stir the heat of passion and inspiration. I will carry these feelings with me 

always. Blessed Be. 

 

Goddess Wurusemu – Arinna by Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

Wurusemu 

(also known as Arinna and Arinnitti) 

Attributes: Righteous Judgment, Mercy, and Royal Authority 

She was the principal deity of the Hittite empire and monarchy. She was known as a sun 

goddess but also as an Earth goddess. She was better known as the goddess of Arinna 

after a city that may have been the location of a solar shrine. She was called Estan (later 
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a god’s name), or Wurusemu, (which is an untranslated name). She is identified in one 

text as identical with the Hurrian goddess Hepat. 

Her consort was the weather god, Taru. He was second to Arinnitti in importance, 

indicating that she probably originated in matriarchal times. Arinnitti’s precursor seems 

to have been a mother-goddess of Anatolia, symbolic of earth and fertility. Arinnitti’s 

attributes were righteous judgment, mercy, and royal authority. The powerful Hittite 

queen Puduhepa adopted Arinnitti as her protectress; the queen’s seal showed her in 

the goddess’ embrace. 

Her shrines were carved on rock outcroppings; upright stones were engraved with sun 

signs in her honor. At Yazililkaya, a shrine shows a parade of divinities headed by 

Wurusemu astride a lioness and crowned with solar rays. Following her are two identical 

smaller female figures follow her, perhaps her daughter Mezulla and granddaughter 

Zuntehis. Metal statues show the goddess in a gracious open posture, a winged sun as 

headdress. 

As a goddess of fate, she allotted each person what he or she deserved. The gods 

received their power from her, in return for which they opened and closed the door of 

heaven as she passed. Her servants were fortunetellers who divined the length of a 

king’s reign or a worker’s hard life by their magic mirror and spindles. 

She was queen of the dead and funeral services were offered to her. They were 

conducted by old women, the funeral started with sacrifices of ox and goats. The 

offerings continued through the night. The following morning at first light the women 

put out the fires and drank to the soul of the dead. Fruits formed into a human being 

were placed on the pyre and filled with food and drink. The priestess then balanced gold 

and silver with mud before calling to Wurusemu, offering salvation to the deceased. 

Her rituals were performed by a high priestess, who also ruled the country as queen. The 

sun goddess was ruler of the heavens. Reflecting her status, the early Hittite queens 

were substantial rulers. 

Intentional insights – Q&A From Within By S. Kelley Harrell 

Osama Bin Laden - In the Light of the Shadow 

"Unfortunately there can be no doubt that man is, on the whole, less good than he 

imagines himself or wants to be. Everyone carries a shadow, and the less it is embodied in 
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the individual's conscious life, the blacker and denser it is. If an inferiority is conscious, one 

always has a chance to correct it. Furthermore, it is constantly in contact with other 

interests, so that it is continually subjected to modifications. But if it is repressed and 

isolated from consciousness, it never gets corrected." ~Jung[1] 

 So, he's dead. After a near-decade of terror-on-the-run, Osama Bin Laden is dead. I 

remember watching the second tower when it was struck. I remember watching the ego 

and hopes of a nation reduced to rubble in seconds. We will never forget it; we can 

never forget it. I also remember feeling distinctly attuned to Doing The Right Thing, in 

how we responded--that our reactions honor those who died in the cultural shadow 

that is the Twin Towers. I remember not wanting the days of war that spawned shortly 

after, or how those days have now turned into years. 

I don't celebrate death--anyone's--not even that of a sociopathic criminal intent on the 

subjugation of anyone who didn't support his ideologies. Yet I clearly feel no guilt over 

the loss of him, and no grief for the loved ones who survive him. I don't even feel guilty 

for that lack, and this perhaps, should bother me most. Only in that uncomfortable 

realization do I find compassion and remember that I am as human as he, even if I 

struggle to believe that. 

Amidst the many paths we take to reach spiritual enlightenment, the reality is we live 

here, in the formed realm. In the Earth plane there has to be regime change, and it's not 

polite handshakes, changing of guards, or moving in of new furniture. It would be nice if 

we had that peaceful negotiation and promise of bliss, and if everyone got a long. The 

thing is, if taking this guy out puts us a step closer to having that, so be it. 

It's not so much that he's dead. It's that in the absence of his commanding fanaticism, a 

few more people will live. 

[1] "Psychology and Religion" (1938). In CW 11: Psychology and Religion: West and East. 

P.131 

~*~*~*~ 

The Tribe of the Modern Mystic - Setting Spiritual Boundaries with Challenging 

Energies In a recent discussion around disruptive energetic activity in someone's house a 

question arose that often comes up in such dynamics: What do you do when a visiting 

energy doesn't honor boundaries? 
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Many people at some point encounter energetic or spiritual activity in their home or 

workspace that they find disruptive, disturbing, or flat out frightening. Most often, how 

that energy is dealt with determines how well the dynamic finds balance. I'm careful to 

distinguish “energetic” from “spiritual.” Sometimes the activity in a space is due to odd 

fluctuations in the etheric field and has nothing to do with spirits. In this case, balancing 

the elements of the space can bring relief. Likewise, there can be a spiritual presence 

that readily exhibits a personality or humanoid traits, such as a female form or voice. 

Ultimately such disturbances indicate a different kind of energy out of balance and don't 

carry a "good" or "bad" judgement. They just indicate that something needs 

attention. For most people it is the element of surprise that is bothersome. This is true 

whether the disturbance is another person coming up behind them or an insect 

popping out. Once they get their bearings on the situation they manage it by asserting 

a more suitable way to approach, or by determining if that particular bug can roam 

freely in the house. With the boundary set, things calm. It's no different with spiritual 

energies. In the case of a spiritual interruption, we set boundaries, such as, "It's OK if 

you're here, though I allow no physical contact," or "It's OK that you're here, though 

please no surprise visits." What happens when the energy doesn't hold up its end of the 

peace? 

In order to understand why an energy doesn't honor a boundary, let's examine what 

that energy may be and its reason for making itself known to start with. There are many 

scenarios under which spiritual activity happens, and I can only touch on a few here. 

Figuring out what sort of visitor is present is key to resolving any unrest it causes. Some 

visitors warn about dangerous situations. Once the danger is removed, the energy 

moves on and disruption stops. Others are enticed into a peaceful environment and 

simply want to enjoy it. Some don't know they're deceased and don't realize they need 

to move on. Others perished traumatically and are locked in a PTSD dynamic, acting out 

their demise until someone understands that's what's happening and helps them move 

on. In some cases a paranormal disturbance can indicate trouble in the home. The 

phenomenon referred to as "poltergeist" activity isn't necessarily a spirit visitor at all, but 

an unconscious projection of a person in the household (usually a child) who has been 

traumatized and doesn't have the communication skills to express their 

distress.  Another frequently occurring phenomenon is the visitation of spirit guides (or 

as some call them, guardian angels), who shake up the environment, particularly in the 

case of children, budding intuitives, or empaths who refuse to acknowledge their Other 
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sight. Even in the case of a visiting guide--beings we often assume to be gentle angelic 

creatures--we question their need to sometimes be forceful or frighten us. Sometimes 

we have received gradual small signals that we may have ignored or just didn’t process 

as spirit communication, so a bigger display of need finally gets our attention. Another 

way to look at it is by considering that spirits are beings from a foreign country and they 

don't speak the language, or don't know the customs. They don't know that 

disembodied voices in the night scare us, or that dropping onto the mattress while 

we're sleeping is a bit rude. Again, that element of surprise prevents us from perceiving 

friendly interactions, or at least misconstrued actions with good intentions. Hence, this is 

the reason the accepted historic accounts with angels always begin with, "Fear 

not!" Moving past that initial shock is what determines whether we get the memo. 

All of that said, when we have such experiences an opening for them has to be created 

somewhere. Sure, we can feel so terrified by spirit interaction that we run screaming 

from it and never look back, and no such contact happens again. The cultural myth of 

"fire in the head" exists for a reason, though I think it's somewhat misunderstood. We've 

all read legends of the old man who heard voices and went crazy, or the young girl who 

was visited by spirits that wouldn't leave her alone. The message handed down has been 

that if we don't accept the task of becoming a seer or conduit of the spiritual world in 

some way that bad things will happen. I think it's more benevolent than that. In my 

experience we don't have to take on the whole arena of what a spiritual encounter may 

mean, even ones that are very personal. We don't have to quit our jobs and move to an 

ashram in India or suddenly become vegetarian and take herbalism classes. It may mean 

that kind of sweeping life change for some people. What it demands without question is 

that we honor that we had an experience outside of our understanding, that we allow 

that one little interaction to open our understanding of All Things. That's all. In that light 

when we have a challenging spiritual experience and we refuse to acknowledge it, 

chances are the environment will become more restless, not because we are cursed or 

are refusing the leadership of a spirit guide, but because we are refusing some wisdom 

to light within ourselves. This is the reason that instead of dismissing energetic adversity 

we open a dialogue with it. This is why instead of shutting down that part of ourselves 

we set boundaries for how we can accept it. We do so not because we need to control 

the unseen, but because we have had a spiritual opening, an opportunity to learn 

something about ourselves. 
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Still, what if we go through all of these things and our visitor is still being obnoxious? I 

tell clients to keep two things in mind. The first is that All Things are connected, so when 

we speak from our truth, All Things actively participating in that connection recognize 

that fact and honor our needs. Create the habit of observing and regrouping when 

caught offguard--seen or unseen--and set a boundary not out of shocked fear, but from 

personal truth. It works. The second thing I tell people when a visitor isn't honoring their 

boundary is, because All Things are connected, consider what All Things is trying to 

communicate something important. It may be about us, about the energy, or about the 

environment. There is a reason it is persisting, the least of which is to be merely 

bothersome. A final consideration is if the experience has traumatized the individual it’s 

very hard to find a place of balance from which to set boundaries. Activity will likely 

persist until the PTSD of the individual can be released. 

In our western culture we don't have the community Crone sitting by the campfire scrying 

out the best way to do this year's crop planting or helping us make sense of experiences 

that don't fit our norm. For this reason I actively teach people how to soften their 

experience of Other and to learn to integrate it into their lives. Western culture is the 

only thriving population on the planet that regards paranormal activity as astounding, 

riveting, or disturbing. All other cultures have integrated it into their experience of 

everyday. As a result of our separation from our spiritual perception, we panic when it 

seeks to reunite with us. I first met my spirit guide when I was about twelve or thirteen. I 

woke over years finding him standing at the foot of my bed, or at the end of the hall 

when I got up for water in the night. All he did was stand there, but that was all it took 

to terrify me. I didn't learn who he was for another fifteen years. For that reason 

through private sessions, classes, and Distance Mystery School, I've committed to create 

a new tribe of support for children and adults whose lives are blessed with such 

experiences and an uncontainable inner knowing. I've committed to create The Tribe of 

the Modern Mystic. 

As you feel led, I'll be waiting by the fire. 

Intentional Insights is a Q&A column inviting you to look inside yourself. 

Submit questions regarding a brief Soul Reading, spiritual healing, paranormal 

experiences, or shamanism, to Kelley at soulintentarts dot com, or to schedule a full-length 

Soul Reading. 

http://www.soulintentarts.com/node/22
http://www.soulintentarts.com/node/28
http://www.soulintentarts.com/node/47
http://www.soulintentarts.com/readings


13 
 

Intentional Insights is a production of Soul Intent Arts, LLC, © 2011 All Rights Reserved. 

Read more of 

Kelley's writing at KelleyHarrell.com and on The Huffington Post.. Order a signed copy 

of Gift of the Dreamtime - Awakening to the Divinity of Trauma.  

Mama Donna's Spirit Shop 

 

 

  

http://www.soulintentarts.com/
http://kelleyharrell.com/
http://www.huffingtonpost.com/kelley-harrell
http://www.soulintentarts.com/GOTD_Purchase.html
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Moon Schedule Summer Solstice to Lammas by Dawn “Belladonna” Thomas 

(Times are Eastern Time) 

 

4th Quarter – June 23rd 7:48 a.m. 

New Moon – July 1st 4:54 a.m. 

2nd Quarter – July 8th 2:29 a.m. 

Full “Blessing” Moon – July 15th 2:40 p.m. 

4th Quarter – July 23rd 1:02 a.m. 

New Moon – July 30th 2:40 p.m. 

 

Moon Void of Course Schedule 

Date Starts Ends 

June 24th 6:07 p.m. June 25th 4:53 p.m. 

June 27th 12:24 p.m. June 28th 3:56 a.m. 

June 30th 3:33 a.m. 12:13 p.m. 

July 1st 7:37 a.m. July 2nd 5:43 p.m. 

July 3rd 12:25 p.m. July 4th 9:15 p.m.. 

July 5th 8:19 p.m. July 6th 11:54 p.m. 

July 8th 2:29 a.m. July 9th 2:31 a.m. 

July 10th 9:05 a.m. July 11th 5:47 a.m. 

July 12th 8:21 a.m. July 13th 10:14 a.m. 

July 15th 2:40 a.m. 4:30 p.m. 

July 17th 8:23 a.m. July 18th 1:13 a.m. 

July 20th 7:15 a.m. 12:25 p.m. 

July 22nd 5:34 p.m. July 23rd 12:58 a.m. 

July 25th 9:12 a.m. 12:34 p.m. 

July 27th 8:35 p.m. 9:11 p.m. 

July 28th 7:03 p.m. July 30th 2:16 a.m. 
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Planting Days 

June: 21st, 22nd, 26th, 27th 

July: 2nd, 9th, 10th, 15th, 18th, 19th, 20th, 23rd, 24th, 25th, 28th, 29th 

Harvesting Days 

June: 23rd, 24th, 25th, 28th, 29th, 30th 

July: 16th, 17th, 21st, 22nd, 26th, 27th 

 

Pagan Every Day – A Midsummer Night’s Dream by Barbara Ardinger, PhD 

 

It’s midsummer. What better time to enjoy comedy, romance, and satire. What better 

time to meet famous mythological figures, lovers, working men, and fairies. 

A Midsummer Night’s Dream, first performed in 1595-1596, is my all-time favorite play. 

The fairies are as tall as regular people and just as foolish and quarrelsome. Puck is 

mischievous enough to twist the plot when he – like us – can’t tell the two pairs of 

Athenian lovers apart. Bottom’s translation into an ass echoes the translation of Lucius 

in The Golden Ass. And when the “mechanicals” – Elizabethan working guys – try to 

perform their tragedy, we groan and recall every earnest but painful high-school play 

we’ve seen. 

Shakespeare had a classical education and was familiar with Ovid’s Metamorphoses, the 

source of much familiar mythology. This is where he found the story of Theseus, who 

fought the Amazons and married their queen, Hippolyta. Also from the Metamorphoses 

comes the story of Pyramus and Thisbe, which the mechanicals dramatize at the triple 

wedding in Act V. Oberon first appeared in a medieval romance called Huon of 

Bordeaux, and Titania’s name comes from the Greek Titans. 

The play’s themes were important to Elizabethan audiences: order (Athens) versus chaos 

(the forest), the proper place and duties of the new middle class (Hermia’s father’s 

preference for Demetrius over Lysander). Hatred toward the theater (which they 

nevertheless adored), the power of the fairies to bless or curse, the power of dreams. 

Four hundred years later we’re still looking at the same issues. 
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Reader, celebrate this magical solstice by reanding one of the moving versions of this 

play. When you go to bed tonight, see what your own midsummer night’s dream may 

be. 

Barbara Ardinger, Ph.D. (www.barbaraardinger.com), is the author of Pagan Every Day: 

Finding the Extraordinary in Our Ordinary Lives (RedWheel/Weiser, 2006), a unique 

daybook of daily meditations, stories, and activities. Her earlier books are Finding New 

Goddesses, Quicksilver Moon, Goddess Meditations, and Practicing the Presence of the 

Goddess. Her day job is freelance editing for people who don't want to embarrass 

themselves in print. Barbara lives in southern California. To purchase a signed copy of 

Finding New Goddesses, just send Barbara an email at bawriting@earthlink.net 

Pagan Every Day – Summer Solstice by Barbara Ardinger, PhD 

 

Celebrate midsummer by dancing and making a joyful noise unto the Goddess. Make a 

solar rattle. First, get two paper plates, a stapler, a handful of Indian corn or beads, 

magic markers, and yellow and orange crepe paper or ribbon. Now draw a big solar face 

with big round eyes and a big smile in the center of the back of each paper plate. Add 

solar rays all around, fat triangles and wavy lines. The idea is to make the faces jolly and 

friendly. 

Staple the two paper plates together around the edges, leaving an opening big enough 

to slip in the corn or beads, then staple the opening closed. Staple the orange and 

yellow crepe paper or ribbon in streamers around the plate, making the streamers – the 

rays of your sun – as long as you want them. Double—check that when you shake the 

rattle the insides don’t come flying out. If you know how to do wheat-weaving, add a 

wheat charm to dangle under the rattle. You can also add Milagros, charms, ribbons, 

and bells. 

If you do this with a group, you can give prizes to the most colorful, the cheeriest, the 

brightest, and so on, but don’t be majority competitive. Have fun. 

Go outside with your friends and shake your solar rattles and dance under the sun. Let 

the sound of your rattle and the movement of its streamers be as radiant sunlight that 

touches and blesses our Mother Earth and all of her children. Add a little loop of ribbon 

at the top and hang your rattle on the wall. Six months from now, when you look at your 

http://www.barbaraardinger.com/
mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
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rattle, you will remember the warmth of a midsummer day, the joyful sounds, the 

dancing, and the ever-shining light of our golden mother sun. 

Barbara Ardinger, Ph.D. (www.barbaraardinger.com), is the author of Pagan Every 

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

unique daybook of daily meditations, stories, and activities. Her earlier books are 

Finding New Goddesses, Quicksilver Moon, Goddess Meditations, and Practicing 

the Presence of the Goddess. Her day job is freelance editing for people who don't 

want to embarrass themselves in print.  Barbara lives in southern California. To 

purchase a signed copy of Finding New Goddesses, just send Barbara an email 

at bawriting@earthlink.net 

Revelry at Midsummer by Deanne Quarrie (Bendis) 

 

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, 

arises 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. 

http://www.barbaraardinger.com/
mailto:bawriting@earthlink.net
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The Balance of Music by Mary Caelsto 

 

As an adult we think we’ve found our balance. As adult women, we have to make the 

balance, even if it means forcing things into place or twisting time with the family to 

play double duty with our jobs as well. The problem is that when you force the balance 

to happen, it won’t. Life would be far easier if we could slam the various parts of it into 

boxes like last year’s fashions, pulling them out when we want to deal with them. So it’s 

up to us to find balance. For me, that comes through music. 

My interest in music started as something at which I could best my step-sister. She 

played the clarinet, so when the time came in fifth grade for me to choose an 

instrument, of the two I’d tested well on, I chose the clarinet. Where she faded from 

band, I went on to be in honor band, getting high marks on solos and even making all-

state a time or two. Like most high school musicians (or athletes) my interest waned. 

And although I kept my instrument, even taking it in about ten years ago for a tune-up, I 

never reacquired the habit. Until now. 

Of all the things that demand my attention, music is just for me. It’s my little secret, 

something I do when I’m alone, practicing music from songbooks over two decades old. 

I’m better than I was, and sometimes I just have to laugh at myself. That’s cathartic in 

and of itself. 

Music helps me find the balance. It allows me to “check out” of the world for a while, to 

close my eyes and be in the moment. It’s just me, my instrument, the music, and the 

metronome marking off time. And really, I don’t care about the time. Minutes could pass 

as quickly as beats in an allegro work, or slow down like a studied waltz. I’m in the 

moment, and there, my life can reorganize itself into this time, this instant, this breath. 

Or, I can go back to a time when life was simpler, when my only worries were getting my 

homework done and passing the next history test. Either way, it’s just for me. And it’s all 

okay. 

Even when the instrument is put away in its case, music helps me to organize my day. 

When things get hectic, I think of the quick fingerings of that spritely piece of music. 

How the notes seem to skip and dance just like the duties crossing my desk, how I feel 

like my fingers are running in place just to keep up. Like the breath marks on a piece of 

music, I pause, take a breath, and then have the strength to continue. 
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We each have our own thing that gets us to find balance. For some it’s gardening or 

reading. Moments spent playing with the kids will ground and reorient our lives. The 

important thing is that in the endless search to find balance, and let’s face it, we 

probably won’t ever have perfect balance in our lives, we have something to help bring 

us home, ground us, and let us continue with new and relaxed vigor. 

Because what happens when we don’t have balance? Negative emotions overwhelm us. 

We feel lost and alone, as if no one understands or no one cares. Depression sets in, 

sometimes chronic, and we can flail about looking for anything to ease the pain. Not 

that all of us will turn to abusing substances, or “stress eating”, but it is a possibility, 

because when your life is out of balance you want something, anything to dull that pain 

or numb it forever. 

Being out of balance can lead to health issues. Depression is often a common side-

effect, or symptom, of being out of balance in our life. When we’re depressed, it’s hard 

to put some perspective on the situation, too. Something small seems insurmountable, 

especially without a good support system. 

But other health issues can arise. The emotional affects the physical, and we may find 

ourselves struggling with chronic pain. These same health problems can push us out of 

balance, so it becomes a continuous circle, like the snake eating its own tail, or being 

out of balance, experiencing pain, which pushes us even further out of balance, so we 

experience even more pain. 

At some point we have to stop, recognize that we’re out of balance and take steps to 

bring ourselves back to center. That’s where the music (or the gardening, or playing with 

the kids) comes in. We refocus our lives on what’s important to us.And really, that’s the 

core of rediscovering balance, focusing on what is important to us, not to anyone else. 

There’s a good chance those will overlap, such as families who spend more time 

together, or being in a healthy frame of mind meaning that those around us are happy 

to see us doing well. 

It’s easy to tie this into spirituality, the deities, and other esoteric subjects. And if you 

feel comfortable in doing so, then that’s perfectly okay. For others, it’s the down-to-

earth fact that we get pulled in too many directions each and every day. So we have to 

find a way to balance our lives so that we’re not pulled off course. Musical compositions 

may have side roads, such as a solo in the middle of an orchestral piece, but they always 
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come back to the refrain, and it’s that refrain that keeps us balanced and moving 

forward. 

About the author: Mary Caelsto finds every day becomes a new search for balance and 

clarity. When not writing, she enjoys reading, gardening and playing music. She is the 

author of several books, including Animal Reiki and two pagan inspirational romances. 

You can learn more about her work at http://www.marycaelsto.com 

The Longest Day a Question of Brief Balance by H. Byron Ballard 

 

In my community, we are preparing for an irreverent public celebration of the Summer 

Solstice. We’ll don hideously-stained barbequing aprons and call the quarters by 

invoking mustard and potato salad. It seems so right to treat this particular holy day 

with the maximum of mirth and watermelon. 

It is the longest stretch of daylight we will enjoy during this particular agricultural cycle. 

We will have sun for growing our crops and replenishing our supplies of Vitamin D, sun 

for sweetening the apples and luring out the honeybees to work until the last rays of 

light. 

For those of us who are sun and heat sensitive, there is a temptation to shout hurrah! as 

the days begin to shorten. We know the dog days of August are still to come and still to 

be endured. Here in the mountains of southern Appalachia, we hope for the old 

seasonal markers of late afternoon thunderstorms to cool everything down for the 

night. That weather pattern is changing now and the heat lightning and rain of summers 

past is not so usual anymore. We are more likely to be carrying gathered rain water to 

our squash and green beans and tomatoes, fighting the insects and the sun for a good 

harvest. 

I’ve been complaining that Samhain seems to have drifted into the Light Half of the Year 

and so I am approaching next week’s holy day with a certain trepidation, unusual for 

me. As we step across the solstice threshold and into the cycle of the Long Dying, I 

wonder what the approach of Samhain will mean to the mood and well-being of my 

neighbors, my community. 

http://www.marycaelsto.com/
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Have you felt it this season—that sense that all is topsy-turvy, that we are riding the 

rapids of white water? The cultures of the world seem ill at ease, too—from the wars 

that plague so many to the ravaged economies to the relentless Earth changes that 

seem to bring omens. It is hard not to feel unsettled, to feel the grief of spirit that comes 

of knowing too much and having too little real influence on the fixing of it. 

Part of my work as priestess is listening, counseling. There are evenings when I feel the 

life force trickling away from us, as we lash out in anger and fear at the latest political 

grandstanding, the latest imperial atrocity. 

As we approach the threshold and experience the balance of light and dark, I am 

comforted by two things. One is the deep nurturing, rest and healing that can only be 

done when the darkness reigns supreme. So many people need so much rest, as we 

strive ever-onward for more wisdom, more justice, more common sense. When the 

gardens have been put to bed at the end of the growing season, I hope we will learn yet 

another lesson from the seasons of Earth and find ways to rest and refresh ourselves. 

The second is this—that divine force that both runs and is the Universe is refreshed and 

replenished when we stop fearing the future and stop shutting down our rich 

senses. Life in Her myriad forms and embellishments is strengthened and served by 

living life. We honor all that we love by remembering the old Charge: all Acts of Love 

and Pleasure are Her Rituals. 

This Midsummer—before you step into the Time of the Long Dying—spend a moment 

to recall the bliss of being. Let the juice of watermelon run down to your elbows as you 

take large bites of succulent life. Embrace the sweat down your back, the chance to wear 

nothing but sunscreen and bug potion, the swift leap into a puddle of mud. 

Here’s my unasked-for advice to you, gentle reader: don’t be lulled into a sense that 

your fear and worry will make things better. They won’t. Your misery only makes you 

miserable. Stop merely enduring your life and take time to live it. Sun-ripened peaches 

and watermelon are a good place to start. 

Blessed Midsummer to those in the Northern Hemisphere, and a blessed Yule to my 

friends in the South. 

 


