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Welcome to the Samhuinn issue of SerpentStar

"The circle of our horizon, of our lives and lands, of time and of the

year, of seasons and of goodness, of birth and of growing, of dying

and of rebirth…"

At the beginning of March, the Southern Hemisphere bid farewell to

one of our beloved Elders, Wyverne Ogma Vyvyan. Wy was a

presence of deep communion with the land, a true bard and a vital

part of SerpentStar's history. Seventeen of the past 23+ years of this

publication have seen Wy serve as editor or contributor (or both), and

it truly would not be what it is today without her.

Although we communicated via Facebook and email, I was only able

to meet Wy in person once - at the 2018 Assembly in South Australia.

It's a memory I treasure, and I will remember her with joy as she goes

to join the Ancestors.

This issue is a tribute to her life and contribution to Serpenstar, and

to her OBOD community. In the course of compiling the issue, I

went back through the history of SerpentStar, and had a giggle when

I cropped the watermark for this issue (below) out of her editor

column and labelled it "wyswords" - wise words indeed!

Included in this issue are tributes from Philip Carr-Gomm, Susan

Jones, Cherry Carroll, Janine Cobb, Elkie White and Kacey Stephenson.

Towards the end you will find a few timely updates on local events, and

also the soon-to-be-released World Druidry Survey book (four years in the making), but the rest is given over to a

huge collection of of her SerpentStar contributions sourced over many years. This is by no means a complete

collection, as much of her work appears to have gone uncredited by her - there are so many pieces in the issues she

edited with no name on them, and the task of confirming whether or not they were hers was sadly beyond my

capacity. The quality is also variable, as many are from scans of original hard copies, and in some places the text is

quite small so you may need to zoom in on your PSF reader. Where I have included an editorial column, I'd

encourage you to check out the full issues on the SerpentStar website for more.

Unless otherwise credited, all photographs have been supplied by Maria Sol, who wrote "My fondest memories of

Wy are her absolute peaceful presence, her immense wisdom and serenity, her ability to walk between worlds, her deep

connection with mother Earth, her humbleness, her cheekiness, her profound intelligence, so many things! I love her

and miss her so much!"

So do we all.

In peace

Mandy /|\



OBOD in the Southern Hemisphere

Groves & Seed Groups
The following are groups currently listed on OBOD's official Groves & Seed Groups List for 2018 and have consented to

have their information included in this list. Other groups run by OBOD members are listed in the Advertising section.

The Blue Mountains Seed Group
The Blue Mountains Seed Group holds regular public gatherings in Katoomba at the Blue Mountains Organic Community Gardens

for the eight seasonal festivals of the wheel of the year. See our Facebook group for more information. This is open to anyone to

come along, not just OBOD members. There are also private OBOD members only gatherings, but please come to the public

gatherings to get to know the group first.

Email: thebluemountainsseedgroup@gmail.com, Facebook: Friends of the Blue Mountains Seed Group

www.facebook.com/groups/friendsofthebluemountainsseedgroup/

Brisa del Sur
We are a Seed Group called 'Brisa del Sur' (Southern Breeze) from Rosario, Argentina, and we are writing to introduce our group

and share with you and the Order the fulfilling experience and wonderful learning we have had as a result of our journey along the

Druid Path. You can contact us at southernbreezesfellowship@gmail.com and you can see our profile on Facebook

www.facebook.com/Southernbreezesfellowship

The Cradle Seed Group
The Cradle Seed Group is based in Johannesburg, South Africa. The Group currently has only one Druid and two
new Bards and one relatively new Bard. One area of focus is exploring other spiritual philosophies and
understanding the synergies. Other areas of focus are to 'convert' traditional Ogham into the indigenous South
African trees and also to understand and use indigenous medicinal plants and trees. All the eight yearly festivals are
celebrated, and we will be holding out first group Alban. Full moon meditations are conducted for peace and
harmony. Email Debby at triskel@mweb.co.za for details.

Druid Pilgrim Grove
We are a grove of wayfaring and friendly OBODies who are happy to support those seeking to engage with pilgrimage as part of

their druid practice. We have members around Australia and NZ. A number of us are happy to meet up with pilgrims as they travel

close to us. Contact danuta@adruid.com. FB: Druid Pilgrim is a Facebook group that engages with people interested in exploring

pilgrimage and druidry. It also acts as a 'Friends of' space for those interested in connecting with Druid Pilgrim Grove.

The Golden Wattle Seed Group
The Golden Wattle Seed Group are an OBOD Seed Group in Adelaide, SA. We hold ceremonies for the Wheel of the Year, nature

walks, meditations and other rituals for peace and for the land. If you would like to get in contact with us, email us at

golden.wattle.seed.group@gmail.com or connect with our Facebook 'Friends of' page: search Friends of the Golden Wattle Seed

Group (OBOD).

The Grove of the Summer Stars
The Grove of the Summer Stars (Pukerua Bay, Wellington, New Zealand) celebrates the eight great Seasonal Festivals throughout

the wheel of the year. Each of these Druid festivals is held as a community festival and meeting point for diverse creeds and cultures

to honour the turning of the year, and give thanks for its abundance. The Equinox and Solstice festivals are open to all while the

four Quarter Festivals are for Grove members only. We meet at The Woolshed/Grove of the Summer Stars at 11am on the nearest

Sunday to the particular festival, except for Beltane and Samhain which are held at night. Lughnasadh is held on the Sunday during

Druid Camp even though it is a little early, ie the third week of January (Wellington Anniversary weekend). On the day (or night)

people can bring stories, poems, songs, dances, readings and insights etc to contribute to the theme. The ceremonies are followed by

potluck feasting to which everyone contributes. Contact: pamela@thewoolshed.com

Macadamia Grove
Welcomes and is inclusive of South-East Queensland and Northern New South Wales OBOD members who wish to join in with

any activities. We celebrate the eight festivals of the year, and organise other events depending on members' interests. As Brisbane is

a central meeting point most of our events are held close to the city, often in the bushland of Mt Coot-tha. Non-members with an

interest in Druidry are able to attend some rituals by prior arrangement. Contact Sandra: macademiagrove@hotmail.com

The Melbourne Grove
Welcomes all OBOD members (local, interstate and overseas) to its seasonal celebrations. Family and friends may also attend with a

member. We now have a public facebook page: Friends of The Melbourne Grove.

FFI contact: Trudy - 0409 186 316, moondancer@outlook.com.au



Middle Earth Fellowship Seed Group
Tauranga, NZ. Also Medieval village, Medieval craft camps, Medieval dance and Border Morris dance. Contact Yvonne

yjames@balnacoil.xtra.co.nz

Silvereyes Seed Group
Perth Hills & members throughout the South West. Email: ghriancu@iinet.net.au

Song of the Eastern Sea Seed Group

Situated on the Central Coast of NSW, we invite OBOD members and guests to join us as we celebrate the eight festivals of the

Wheel of the Year and explore nature and Druidry together. We have a number of projects in the planning, including a Sacred

Grove planting, working on environmental issues as a group, and supporting our local community. Contact Chris at

chris@druidryaustralia.org

The Windharp Seed Group
Based in the Adelaide Hills in South Australia and named after the She-oak or Casuarina, also known as a
Windharp. She-oaks are known as windharps because of the mystical sound they make when the wind breathes
through the knotted leaves - a soft music like that of the Aeolian Harp. We are a learning group who gather to
celebrate the eight seasonal rituals of the wheel of the year and study together. We also hold various shared
events and ceremonies that non-members are able to attend. Contact Tamzin Woodcock or Adrienne Piggott

windharpseedgroup@gmail.com

Wollemi Seed Group
Nestled between the mountains and the sea, Wollemi Seed Group covers Newcastle, Lake Macquarie and the Greater Hunter

Region. Rich with flowing rivers, fields and natural beauty, we meet fortnightly to explore the depths of the Bardic and Ovate paths.

We meet for each of the festivals, and invite all interested in Druidry and the love earth to join us. For information, contact Rollick

on 0423 626 290 or bonsaidruid@yahoo.com.au

Useful websites for SH OBODies:
www.druidryaustralia.org - a central online resource for druidry in Australia - includes info/booking for the annual Southern

Hemisphere OBOD Assembly.
Southern Hemisphere Order of Bards Ovates & Druids Online (SHOBODO) Community - Facebook group - a private group for Order

members living in the Southern Hemisphere.
Druids DownUnder - Facebook group - a group open to druids of any path in the Southern Hemisphere, Australia/New Zealand in

particular.

Don't see your group or website listed here?
Send a listing to serpentstar.obod@gmail.com and spread the word!

Pagan Transitions was created over 12 years ago to help

pagans create meaningful and beautiful funeral rites which

reflect the spirituality of the person who has passed

through the Gateway, and offer support to the bereaved.

As well as templates that can be adapted to suit individual

funeral requirements, and a selection of reading material

and poems, there is also a list of Pagan Funeral Celebrants

who can create and lead the funeral rite for you and

arrange everything with the Funeral Director. Pagan

Transitions is a volunteer-run free service.

If you are a Pagan Funeral Celebrant and would like to be

listed please visit www.pagan-transitions.org.uk and
complete the application form. Any suggestions
on how the service can be improved are welcome.

Pagan Transitions

OBODWorldwide

www.druidry.org - Official site of the Order of Bards Ovates and Druids

www.druidcast.libsyn.com - Direct download and shownotes for

DruidCast (or subscribe via iTunes)

Facebook Groups

OBOD Friends (open to members and non-members, discussing

general topics)

Order of Bards Ovates and Druids (closed group for members of the

Order)

Publications
Touchstone (HQ) Sent free to all members taking the course, and

once you have finished receiving course material you can subscribe

separately. Touchstone is only available to members of the Order.

Contact Penny touchstone@druidry.org

Druidenstein (German) www.druidry.info/das-magazin-druidenstein

Dryade (Dutch) www.obod.dds.nl

Il Calderone (Italian) issuu.com/ilcalderone

Menhir (French) issuu.com/obod-menhir/docs

Ophiusa (Portuguese) www.obod.com.pt/ophiusa.htm
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Letters from Wyverne to Elkie 2001-2003
Shared by Elkie White

It was sometime after the Assembly at Wyeuro, and the Naming Ceremony we

conducted for her there, that Wyverne told me that she was born on October 23,

1951, at around noon, in Waikerie, South Australia. Her original name was

Vivienne Manouge, and yes, she is distantly related to those two more famous

song-birds, Kylie and Dannii Minogue. I first met Wyverne at the 3rd Assembly,

at Cooringal, Port Lincoln, in 1999. Later, we shared the Assemblies in

Albany, WA, and Yulara in the Red Centre. Only a handful of folks attended

the latter and I have fond memories of Tiki and I walking through Kata Juta.

Wyverne declined the walk because she was suffering from vertigo but didn’t waste

time in the carpark. She started up a conversation with a couple of tourists from

Israel and invited them to our Winter Solstice Celebration that evening. They were thrilled that people like us were praying for peace in

places like their homeland. What follows are extracts from the correspondence we shared; selected because they shed light on our

fascinating Druid sister.

Oct 27, 2001: “My book’s already out. It’s already for sale in America. I’ll send you a copy. It’s under the old name for a good

reason I think. I had to write the book and then shed the personality that wrote it like an old skin, so that my new one, which

has definitely been emerging, could grow into its new forms and expressions. But it was the old one that wrote the book, so

it’s published under her name.”

Nov 11, 2001: “I constantly think of myself in terms of landscape, with my mind a kind of map with many branching

pathways, some through rich, verdant lands, and some through rather barren or neglected places, some polluted with trivia or

unwanted rubbish but most of it, healthy enough. My moods and emotions are like climate. Perhaps I’m an eagle flying above

it. But usually for me animal, focused always on some Other, the great No-Me, all full of providence and threat, danger and

promise, comfort, and treachery, and with it all, my friend, my mother, the womb I’m in. Maybe you could call that wily. My

mother used to call me ‘vixen’ when she was cross with me. She may have been right! Just intuiting my totems. After all, in

Aborigine society it is the woman’s task to discern the totem of her child.

…I’ve made a wand out of a small, slender mallee branch and ‘decorated’ it with a length of kangaroo gut from a female

kangaroo I found killed on the road. Her murrup stayed with me while I skinned it and cut it up to dry for the dog and she

gave me the gut. It represents a dreaming path with parallels in the landscape, in the stars, and in the mental world of the

planet, and has spiritual value I have not yet grasped…”

Dec 10, 2001: “Wyeuro is the name of our acreage and means Kangaroo Spirit (sort of).

I’ve been to the big, horrible city down there and changed my name officially to Vyvyan Ogma Wyverne…It’s certainly made

a difference to me, giving me more direct access to my own inner truth, and allowing me greater integrity than before. I would

never have believed it could reduce pain to such an extent.

…Bright blessings from the heart of the harlequin mistletoe on the sandalwood of Wyeuro”

Jan 3, 2002: “Thank-you for reading my book and for your comments on it. Kennan has read it…but so far, no one else

except my mother has said anything, and she was thrilled just because it was mine, I think. She made no comment on the

subject matter. She knew in advance what it was about and had known for years that I had ‘the family madness’ of seeing ‘little

people’.

I’m making the most of my free time between now and the start of the academic year. I’m still wavering between doing two

subjects or four this year. And I’m working on half a dozen other books, one of them a kind of etymo-archaelogical dig into

the ancient history of the Celts before Roman Conquest, three of them novels, two of which are finished except for revision

and the third about half written, and another on herbs, of which I write only the odd paragraph now and then as the spirit

seizes me, and some children’s fiction in various stages of revision…They’re such fun to write. Between shearing the goats

and getting the fruit on the drying racks, into the jams and marmalades, and made into wine, and of course, eaten (!) we’re

kept pretty busy at this time of year.



But I’m still finding time to stretch out and read for pleasure now and then! I’m into The Tennant of Wildfell Hall which I’ve

never read before – good 19th Century hard-core radical feminism. Now I know why Anne Bronte never achieved the acclaim

of her less thistle-in-the-cushions sisters. All three had to publish under masculine pseudonyms. I’d probably have missed the

point if I’d read it when I was younger, and thought her a timid, predictable sort of feminist, not seeing how lucid she really is.

And not less now than when I was Vivienne, I’m still reading half a dozen books at once, too: two on Arthur, The Celtic

Encyclopaedia, the Three Musketeers, Virginia Woolf’s ‘The Years’, and Caesar’s The History of the Gallic Wars, and I’ve just

finished Conan’s Revenge (magnificent stuff!) and the second Harry Potter book. This confession is an exercise in liking

myself. I’m usually ashamed of my lack of focus and lack of apparent purpose and direction, but I gave my bookshelf to

Osiris a few years ago, and the books call me when they want to be read, like flowers in a garden that call the bees when it

suits them and have nothing to offer them when it doesn’t. And I find myself buying the most extravagant array of books for

it. I used to deny myself books precisely because I love them, as if they were too many lollies or something. Now I’m trying to

see it as a wholesome and varied diet for my mind.

…I’m not really into the calendar year, which is why I’m so vague about things like the New Year. It’s wonderful here, when

you only have to get the mail down on time three times a week and can live by the sundial for the rest of the week…I’m

making my own that has 13 months because it makes no earthly – or even lunatic – sense to have only twelve when the moon

counts out 13 so nearly exactly.

January 10, 2002: “I’m doing Women’s Studies and Anthropology this year, and possibly also Myth and Ideology…My spirit

mother Mala spirit of the mallee tree, which is the woman tree of the world is making me do women’s studies…and my

aborigine spirit teacher Yerrnnglru told me that I must take all the learning available to me in my own culture respectfully and

ardently before I would be let to go on with my aborigine learning. To learn the respect first is the point; and then the

teachings will come to you, because there are mental dreaming paths…and these flow naturally into the minds of the

respectful.

…I suppose I feel my own soul sad and afflicted in the fetters and chains of the world, though brave and determined to be

joyous, and I need to be strong enough in my grimness sometimes to carry my soul through the rough patches…

…I’ve yacked on again and now the goats are bleating for their morning hay”.

February 4, 2002: “Lughnasadh certainly galloped up on us this year. I’m wasting time gloriously here, starting projects and

cancelling them, organising things one way and then discovering I should have been doing it the other way…Ironically,

getting the calendar done is what I’m continually stopping and starting at, but I’m sure I’ll pin it down!”

March 29, 2002: “I’ve been off-line for a few days, with no electricity. The goat kids got into my solar power system and

wrought havoc, and I made it worse by trying to rewire it back to front, which did in my wiring and damaged my inverter, but

the new one has arrived and all’s well now.

…Your equinox celebration sounds spectacular…Ours was a quiet one again – quiet in one sense, though spiritually noisy. All

sorts of energies and beings seem to enter our circles at these times, and we tend to let them be there. Sometimes our two-

person ceremonies feel like a very chatty crowd! Of course the animals are always wandering in and out too.”

August 2, 2002: “I feel it’s a sad thing that there isn’t an OBOD assembly each year, but it’s hard to arrange with everyone so

scattered. Helen and I envisage being able to hold one in a couple of years’ time when we’ve overcome some obstacles here

and can build a round-house, but even then we couldn’t offer accommodation…. We have no hot water on tap, no mains

pressure or flush toilet, and no refrigeration except our Coolgardie safe, so there’d be logistical problems, but not necessarily

unsolvable ones. There’s no one local who could cater but we could all pitch in as we did at Uluru…”

And in November 2003, pitch-in is exactly what we did - and it was incredible! Elkie
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When Stephanie and I heard about Vyvyan’s death, we were at first surprised and then very sad, but then - as we

reminisced about the times we had spent with her - we could feel a growing sense of peace and acceptance. She seemed

so wedded to the land, to nature all around her, we could almost feel the Earth and the nature spirits she lived so close

to, welcoming her transformed amongst them.

We looked again at her book ‘Entering Faerie’, which is a marvellous read. I hope it might be published again in her

honour. Vyvyan asked me to write the preface all those years ago, when she spelled her name more conventionally as

Vivienne, and I’d like to share a bit of this with you now:

Here is a deceptively brief book - an autobiography - an account of a spiritual odyssey - that has an enticing directness. It deals with one of

the most romantic areas of life here on earth - an area that lures many of us, that tantalises children, that inspires artists and poets. And yet

despite the romance of its theme - the existence of faeries - this book shows the author determined to be straight with us, determined to recount

what has happened to her without distortion. I believe her life depends on this - on her honesty - because to deceive herself or us would plunge

her into a world of insanity she has so very nearly entered in the extraordinary adventure she has undertaken.

This adventure has been nothing less than exploring the nature and identity of faeries. As a child Vivienne asked herself the question perhaps

every sensitive child asks: "Who and what are 'faeries' exactly?" But whereas most of us give up asking this question, she didn't - or the faeries

didn't let her. And as you shall discover as you turn the pages of this book, the consequences of her holding this question in her heart for so

long has cost Vivienne her health, and I sense has nearly cost her her life and her sanity.

She was able to preserve her sanity and her life in the end by applying her own advice: "People who are seeing them [fairies] must give as honest

and complete an account of what they see as they can, to anyone who seems likely to give it intelligent and open-minded attention. Not only

does this pave the way for a further thinning of the veil, but it will also turn some people’s attention to their own psychic perceptions, and help

them to focus on the faeries in their own lives so that they may improve their rapport until the communion becomes conscious for them, too."

By recounting what she saw and felt and was told, she has been able to give to others the gifts of faery-knowledge she obtained at such cost over

so many years…

The answers she found to the questions she asked are not perhaps the ones you might expect. She found herself conversing with a very specific

kind of Being - and learned how they come into existence, where they come from and what their function is.

Vivienne writes: 'We humans tend to think of ourselves as great lumps of materiality, slow-witted, dull-sensed, unmagical, and powerless,

at least compared with faeries and elementals and their ilk. In fact, we are every bit as magical as they are, if only we could wake up to it.'

I think Vyvyan was one of those lucky people who have woken up to their magical nature. She led a life that was

authentic, unafraid to be seen as ‘different’, and fully committed to her ideals. She was a treasure for us all in her

incarnation as Vyvyan, and it wouldn’t surprise me at all if she is seen by many in the future – leaning against a tree,

bathing in a brook or dancing in the moonlight with her faerie friends.

We have heard how difficult it was for her towards the end of her life, but also how her friends in the Order were

able to support her in her last days. How moving and heart-warming to know that she was not alone and that she

was cared for in this way – in the way she cared for the life around her.

Dear Vyvyan,

May your journey to the Isles of the Blessed, to the fields of Bliss, to the land of freedom and splendour, be swift and sure.

May the Light be your guide on the journey.

May the blessings of the Spirits of the Tribe and of the Ancestors, of Time and of Place and of the Journey be with you.

May the blessing of the Spirits of North and South, East and West be with you.

May the blessing of the Lord and Lady of the Animals and the Woods,

the mountains and the streams be with you.

May the blessing of the Uncreated One, whose child is the Created Word, and of the Spirit that is the Inspirer, be always with you.

By the beauty of the fields, the woods and the sea, by the splendour that is set upon all that is, we send you our love and blessings.

Philip & Stephanie Carr-Gomm xxx
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Vyvyan
by Susan Jones

It was impossible to tell how old Vyvyan was, and perhaps it didn’t matter. We were certain she was wise and ancient,

and yet also a young girl, singing with a clear high voice and writing with a delicate rounded school-perfect script. To us,

she was timeless and ageless. Perhaps she recognised this herself, but she also marked the milestones of her personal

journey and in 2004 she wrote “The end of my forty-ninth year was like a death, and to celebrate my subsequent rebirth,

I have taken my new name to allow myself to manifest my new spirituality, which has been profoundly changed by

Druidry.”

I knew her from when I became Mentor Co-ordinator in 2000 when, as Vivienne Manouge, she was already an OBOD

Mentor. She soon extended her hand of friendship through her letters, always in that curly handwriting, often written on

the reverse side of the paper from which she had used to make a handmade envelope, sometimes with a photograph of

life on the mallee, perhaps of a tree, with its name.

Another certainty was that she was of the land she lived on and with. She was born and raised in Australia, a Druid, and

also a Karadji, having taken initiations with Arundta Dreaming Spirits. She was of the Goanna moiety, and her main

dreaming was the Western Grey Kangaroo. She enjoyed the company of the gods.

In 2003, I was to make my first (and only) visit to Australis, to attend the memorial in South Australia of one of my

husband Ian’s oldest colleagues and friends. Vyvyan was due to host the OBOD Australian Assembly that year, and very

kindly changed the dates so that we could attend both. We had been told that it was worth going all the way from the

UK JUST to meet Vyvyan, who was one of an already strong community of OBODies in Australia, many of whom I

had got to know through mentoring. We were so keen to meet them all. We were also told that Vyvyan had a beard, just

in case we were surprised. My husband has a long beard, and this proved relevant. Arriving at the address for the

Assembly, five miles 'off the tarmac', then a bumpy ride down a deeply rutted rocky track, we found a small caravan with

a broken window, a tin shed a little larger than a telephone box, another tin shed which was the size of a telephone box

because that is what it was, it housed the solar-powered internet, and one chair. Not a person to be seen. Doubtful we

were in the right place but where else could there be in the miles of empty mallee? From around the larger shed

appeared a person with long hair, few teeth and yes, a beard. She smiled, walked up to us, said hello and immediately

patted Ian fondly on the chin, saying 'I like your beard'.

The tin shed was the library where she pursued a life of independent scholarship. She had an avid interest in myths and

the oral traditions generally. She was doing an off campus BA, with majors in Literary Studies and Religious Philosophy.

She wrote essays and articles on oghams, poetry (occasionally published) and, of course, Faeries of the Wild Wild Moon,

published the following year. Everything she wrote about the faerie realm in that book I have found to be true.

Vyvyan took Ian for a walk into the mallee, where she introduced him to eucalyptus and sandalwood trees, and other

shrubs, with their medicinal and spiritual properties. She had a conversation with each one. She had a great knowledge of

traditional medicine. Ian remembers the walk as if it was yesterday.

Her form of minimal consumerism combined with a ‘love of all existences’. She kept a herd of mohair and dairy goats,

and described the connection with each one as a love relationship. Gardens were not planted but tended from the plants

which had found their way there. Animals were free to come and go. Except for a magnificent cockerel who was

confined to a pen in the orchard. “I keep him only for his

beauty,” Vyvyan explained. She didn’t mind that she often had

to rebuild her tall mudbrick bread oven because ‘Big Ed’, a

kangaroo, regularly mistook it for a challenger for his territory.

The way Vyvyan lived was not so much a lifestyle choice as an

adaptation to being the spiritual being she was. She continues

to inspire me and many others as we navigate our own ways of

living and being on this earth.

Vyvyan (right), with Keith MacNider, Susan Jones, Elkie White and Rafayard, in

Vyvyan’s orchard at the 2003 Australian OBOD Assembly. In the picture Vyvyan is

without one of her handmade wool pointy hats. One of her last Facebook posts was about how

the fairies kept stealing her hats. She will be able to claim them back now.



2007-2010















The 

Magic of Wyr 

 

 

The Magic of Wyeuro 

By Cherry Carroll 

 

I guess we all have stories to tell about how we came to know Wy. This is mine. 

In 2003 and having been an OBOD Bard for only about eighteen months I ventured to S.A. 

for the annual Assembly which Wy and Nellie were hosting at Wyeuro. This was my first 

Assembly, my first experience of group ritual and my first meeting with other Druids. So 

many “firsts”.  

I was greeted by Wyverne, then known as Vyvyan, with a hug that almost knocked me off 

my feet. She held as much power as the land she lived on. A slight, wiry figure, but as 

strong as the mallee she loved. I admit that I was not expecting the beard and pixie hat but 

they just seemed “right” and perfect.   

I was to celebrate my group Bardic initiation during the Assembly and it was during this 

ritual that I fell between the worlds and awakened to life fully. I wrote in my journal “I felt 

an urge to place my palms flat to the earth and melted into it. A great feeling of love 

encompassed me and I nestled safely in the bosom of the Mother. A song welled up from 

the depths of the earth and sounded through me.” The wild country and the Earth Clan 

had claimed me.  That Assembly will always be the closest to my heart. 

Early the following morning Vyvyan took me for a walk to visit some special trees. 

Sandalwoods, mallee and a big old pepper tree – all bearing naturally formed images – 

faces, figures, animals, dragons, spirits, horses and gods – all staring from the trunks and 

boughs of those magical Brothers and Sisters. We halted by one mallee and Vyvyan 

pointed to a spot beneath it, smiled knowingly, bowed her head slightly and spoke one 

word “faeries”. I glanced sideways and caught a shimmering glimpse of a shape, taller 

than I had imagined. It appeared to be sitting astride a sprawling root, but as I looked it 

faded to just two eyes watching me guardedly, before it withdrew from my sight. 

 Vyvyan grinned and strode on. We reached a wide, open area where she told me to walk 

out into the centre while she remained at the edge. When I did so I lost my balance and 

struggled to remain upright. I felt that I was being buffeted by long rolling waves. Vyvyan 

called out for me to move further back and when I did so I immediately regained my 

footing and felt a huge surge of energy, which, as I breathed deeply became like a 

whirlpool of water swirling around me. Vyvyan told me afterwards that she had seen 

huge waves crashing over me at this point. The ocean had once reached to this place and 

its power has not diminished.  

I felt accepted by the magical land of Wyeuro and although I have never returned I can 

still feel its touch when I close my eyes. It played a significant role at a crucial time in my 

spiritual journey and Wyverne and I formed a bond over that wonderful weekend which 

never broke.  
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Mallee Treader by Janine Cobb

Wy. Pathfinder, Mallee Treader, Star Skimmer. Your friendship was a gentle as the zephyrs that stirred the leaves on the Mulga trees.

As powerful as the dust storms, that scooped the red dust from the Mallee and carried it hundreds of kilometres to Melbourne.

Such a beautiful unexpected gift.

I will miss you my friend.
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Samhain, that time has come again and I am reminded of the transience of life, how we all
become ancestors one day. I remember back to 2017, sitting around the campfire at
Wyvernes place, with the mallee sunset’s orange and red colors turning, our attention to
the stars above.

Wyverne and Nellie chuckling away by the camp fire, the beautiful music of Wy’s guitar, singing in Cornish as we all

stared into the warm fire with billie coffee bubbling away and discussions about all things Druidry and magic.

They are times I will cherish forever, sharing precious moments with our elders, listening and learning, and the

exchange of ideas, of learning together.

We celebrated Samhain that year in Wy’s stone circle with the Cailleach’s presence everywhere, ancestors and

ghosts roaming the mallee, the fairies playing tricks on us at night. It was a time of somber reflection and crazed

hilarity too and tears and laughter, everything mixed into one.

This Samhain, when I go there and light the fire, those memories feel like yesterday, how quickly our lives move

and change. As I stare into the flames and look up at the Milkyway, I feel Wyverne there in star and stone, in the

mallee trees and sandlewoods, in the kangaroos and wombats and wedge tailed eagles. I imagine her, sitting with

Nellie once again, chuckling by this fire and singing tunes together. I see Wyverne traversing the land, rounding up

the goats with Atticus and Trusty following behind, memories are like the wind, they are never gone and they have

a life of their own, they live forever.

The past few months have taught me a lot, about myself and about others too; what really matters in life, honestly,

to always remember to be there for one another, to always cherish the small moments and the big, the wise thing

that someone said that changed you forever, the small gesture of love or good will, moments of magic with others,

moments spent gazing under the stars and sharing in that awe struck moment, remembering that we are born from

the universe and that one day all of our constituent elements return again and that we are never really alone, we are

part of everything. Wy said to me not long before she passed that death is just part of the continuum, and I feel

that, so strongly.. we are never really gone, we just change, we live on in infinity and the otherworld is part of that

infinity within us and without. To remember to be mindful, present with one another, present with life and our

personal and collective needs.

The fairies are a vital part of the inhabitants of Wyeuro, the name Wy gave to the land there and you really do

experience them, particularly if you are there long enough. Wyverne use to leave out offerings for them all the time

and I’ve continued this tradition for her at her place, butter and cream with honey for the house hold brownie, beer

sometimes as well and libations and other offerings in the stone circle for the genius loci, the spirits of place and

other fairies. The land really responds in a deep way too, it is truly a fairy kingdom that land.



The Mallee trees sing Wyverne's name every time I am there and when the wind whispers with the mallee gum

leaves and the creaking of their boughs and limbs, I feel her whispering within those trees and in the surrounding

breeze. Wyverne was a multifaceted genius and reflected the balance of bard, ovate and druid through her work, the

way she lived: her music, poetry, writing and storytelling through her bardic work, learning nearly every language

under the sun and being well versed in Kernowek (Cornish).

In her hut, she had match box upon match box stacked one on the other with little cue cards in them, phrases of

other languages; ancient Greek, Latin, Cornish, Irish and so on, and she would use them as memory devices.

She was an incredibly adept seer through her ovate work, the otherworld and the world of the fairy was just as real

as I am here, typing this out right now, her vision was deep and far reaching. She had a deep and personal

knowledge of the plants spirits, their healing and magical potencies as well as a great working knowledge of

European herbs and others. She had a very close bond with the spirits of the land and was always happy to teach

people about them and explain where they lived.

In her Druid work, she was part of the Mensa society in Australia and had some profound and very insightful

scholarly arguments about recorded history and she theorised extensively about different time periods.

She was a druidic philosopher too, often theorising about the metaphysics of the otherworld, of spirit and the

nature of magic. She always had a very inquisitive and open mind and was very environmentally conscious and

concerned about the state of the world and the human spirit. She was always pioneering to invite people to see

things in a different way, to consider the world from a mystical, magical, animistic and spiritually dynamic

perspective that was also intellectual and scholarly.

When I sit upon the mallee soil, the loamy sand kissing my feet and the stillness and peace of that place, I know

that you are all around, I feel you as a vital part of the land, Mallee Mother, great ancestor, wise elder to us all.
We love you Wy, forever in our hearts and each time we walk the sacred land of Wyeuro, we remember you and we

carry your wisdom and knowledge in our hearts and our lives.

Love, Kacey. /|\ XXX



During her time as Editor, Wyverne created pages of tidbits, facts and ideas to celebrate each of

the seasons. This seasonal Samhuinn selection is from 2010.







THE 2021 SOUTHERN HEMISPHERE ASSEMBLY IS

MOVING ONLINE!

The organisation team for the 2021 Southern Hemisphere OBOD

Assembly (which was planned for 10-14 September at Bribie

Island, Qld Australia) has discussed the current situation and

recent developments in the ongoing Covid-19 pandemic in our

region, and has made the difficult decision to move this year’s

event online. Although we are in a much better place than we were

last year, it is clear that there are still too many variables to be able

to confidently proceed with planning the type of event that we can

stand by as a full face-to-face OBOD gathering.

But all is not lost! We have already begun discussing options for a 3-5 day (exact program TBC) schedule of online ritual, talks, workshops,

bardic gatherings, games, markets and social time. We encourage local groups to organise a mini-retreat in their own region where you can

consider holding initiations, share meals and spend time together, while also dialling into the Zoom event.

The online event will be free to all OBODies to attend, and conducted entirely within Zoom. Links to the Zoom room and full schedules

etc will be posted in the Southern Hemisphere Order of Bards Ovates & Druids Online SHOBODO Community Facebook Group. To

attend the event, you will need to either be a member of that group, OR if you do not use Facebook you can request to join the event info

mailing list by emailing mandy@druidryaustralia.org There will be no ‘public’ live stream of this event, but recordings will be made

available to the Facebook group and email mailing list for those who cannot attend live via Zoom.

ANNOUNCING – "WORLD DRUIDRY" – THE BOOK

What does it mean to be a Druid, circa 2020 c.e.?

• What do modern-day Druids believe?

• What are their religious practices?

• How does Druidry vary with geography?

• How has Druidry evolved over time?

• What defines it as a religious tradition?

In the past, the answers to these questions have, of necessity, taken the

form of educated guesses based on limited data, often biased by ease-

of-contact, or Druidry group affiliation. The World Druidry Survey of

2018-2020 was the first, large-scale global effort to collect, interpret,

and learn from the stories of all the practicing Druids of the world. The

questionnaire included 189 items, organized into 42 sets of questions,

including 18 open-ended essay questions. It probed into details of

modern Druids’ physical, social, and cultural environments; their

ethnicities; their theological beliefs, ritual practices, and celebrated

holidays; and the factors that influenced their development as Druids.

Completed surveys were returned by 725 Druids, in six languages, from

34 nations, representing 147 Druid groups from around the world, in

addition to 131 unaffiliated, solitary practitioners. Their responses

included thousands of pages of rich, narrative data, allowing for the use

of robust, mixed-methods analytic tools to paint a vivid picture of the

contemporary religious tradition that is World Druidry.

After three long years of analysis and writing, the book presenting the full findings of the World Druidry Survey of 2018-2020 is finally

finished. "World Druidry: A Globalizing Path of Nature Spirituality" by Larisa A. White, M.S.Ed., Ph.D., has an official, on-sale/

publication date of 20 June 2021, after which time, it should become available through most standard book distribution channels,

internationally. However, for fellow Druids who might like an earlier start on their reading, the author will personally process and fill book

pre-orders via email, starting at Beltane 2021, and continuing on until the book's information propagates throughout the global book

distribution network. Additional information about the book, as well as pre-publication reviews, can be found on her website: https://

larisa-a-white.com/worlddruidry.html

The 23rd Mount Haemus Lecture, "World Druidry: Seasonal Festivals in a Globalizing Tradition," which presents a subset of the survey

findings, is also due to be published by the Order of Bards, Ovates, and Druids at Beltane.



Samhuinn…was a time of no-time. Celtic society, like all early

societies, was highly structured and organised – everyone knew

their place. But to allow that order to be psychologically

comfortable, the Celts knew that there had to be a time when

order and structure were abolished – when chaos could reign.

And Samhuinn was such a time. Time was abolished for the

three days of this festival, and people did crazy things – men

dressed as women and women as men. Farmers’ gates were

unhinged and left in ditches, peoples’ horses were moved to

different fields, and children would knock on neighbours’ doors

for food and treats in a way that we still find today, in a

watered-down way, in the custom of trick-or-treating on

Hallowe’en.

But behind this apparent lunacy, lay a deeper meaning. The

Druids knew that these three days had a special quality about

them. The veil between this world and the World of the

Ancestors was drawn aside on these nights, and for those who

were prepared, journeys could be made in safety to the ‘other

side’. The Druid rites, therefore, were concerned with making

contact with the spirits of the departed, who were seen as sources

of guidance and inspiration rather than as sources of dread. The

dark moon, the time when no moon can be seen in the sky, was

the phase of the moon which ruled this time, because it represents

a time in which our mortal sight needs to be obscured in order for

us to see into the other worlds.

The dead are honoured and feasted, not as the dead, but as the

living spirits of loved ones and of guardians who hold the root-

wisdom of the tribe. With the coming of Christianity, this festival

[as celebrated in the Northern Hemisphere] was turned into All

Hallows (commonly referred to as Hallowe’en on October 31st),

All Saints (November 1st) and All Souls (November 2nd). Here

we can see most clearly the way in which Christianity built on the

pagan foundations it found rooted in these isles. Not only does

the purpose of the festival match with the earlier one, but even the

unusual length of the festival is the same.

Text sourced from Druidry.org

The deadline for contributing to the Imbolc issue of SerpentStar is 25 July 2021.

The Imbolc issue will be released in the week of 1 August 2021.

The

Wheel

turns...

Artwork by wyverne ogma vyvyan

And finally...


