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Welcome to the Samhuinn issue of SerpentStar

"The circle of our hotizon, 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
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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 "]V[)/ fondeﬂ‘ menories 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 Sut' (Southern Breeze) from Rosario, Argentina, and we are writing to introduce our group
and share with you and the Ozrder 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 out 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 synetgies. Other ateas of focus ate 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 Pilgtim is a Facebook group that engages with people interested in exploring
pilgtimage 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 eatly, ie the third week of January (Wellington Anniversary weekend). On the day (ot 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 evetryone 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 tituals by ptior 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
Windhatp. 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.druidryanstralia.org - a central online resource for druidry in Australia - includes info/booking for the annual Southern
Hemisphere OBOD Assembly.

Sonthern 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!

OBOD Worldwide

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

www.druideast. libsyn.com - Direct download and shownotes for
DruidCast (or subscribe via iTunes) Pagan Transitions

Pagan Transitions was created over 12 years ago to help
Facebook Groups . . . .
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.

OBOD Friends (open to members and non-members, discussing
general topics)
Order of Bards Ovates and Druids (closed group for members of the

Otder)
As well as templates that can be adapted to suit individual

Publications funeral requlremer.lts, and g selection of reading material
and poems, there is also a list of Pagan Funeral Celebrants

Touchstone (HQ) Sent free to all members taking the course, and )
who can create and lead the funeral rite for you and

once you have finished receiving course material you can subscribe

separately. Touchstone is only available to members of the Order. arrange everything with the Funeral Ditector. Pagan
Contact Penny touchstone@druidry.org Transitions is a volunteer-run free service.

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

Dryade (Dutch) wwm.obod.dds.ni If you are a Pagan Funeral Celebrant and would like to be

listed please visit www.pagan-transitions.org.nk and

I1 Calderone (Italian) issuu.com/ ilcalderone
complete the application form. Any suggestions

Menhir (French) zssun.com/ obod-menbir/ docs t ;
Ophiusa (Portuguese) nmwm.obod.com.pt/ aphinsa.him on how the service can be improved are welcome.



Taking the Plunge

When were you editor of
ScrpentStar?

I took over the editorship of
SerpeniSuar in Beltane 2007 from
Swmwolf and 1 was aditor for three
vears, handing over o Lady A
(Kimmy Austn, now Kimmy
Morley) ar Belrane in 2010. Kimmy
handed it back 1o me ar Imbolc 2012
1o keep it acnve while we waired for
T'odd Deanng to come along and
take over, which he did with panache
at Bekanen 2013,

What inspired you w become pan
of SerpentStar?

Living on a remoie farmler with
limated access w ransport and
animak 1o care for was making ¥
hard for me 10 anend OBOD events,
so aditing the newslenier was a grear
opportuniy for me to parncpate,
stay mformed and mamram connaa
with felkow OBODies. Iralso gave

me a chance 10 improve my
publishing skills and learn a lot abour
the mremet.

What was your favouritwe part of
being cditor?

1 loved seeing Dnadry mking hold
and growing, with more and more
people beginning o smke up the
courage 1 send n ther
contnburnions — poems, armcles,
stones and thoughts - that revealed
along with ther amazing ralents and
wisdom the sicadily evolving spint of
Druidry in the southern hemisphere.
I've also enjoved warching
SerpeniSuar going from strength o
strength under the masterdy
editorshp of three splendid
OBODies, firstly Todd Deanng, then
Maran Samson, and then Amanda
Parry (aka Mandy Gibson) who has
really brought 1 nght up 1 standard
as a newsletter 1o be proud of

by vyvyan ogma wyveme

To my grear dsappointment | had w miss the farst Drnd
assembly, bur I looked forward all year 1o the second one n
1998 and w my delight everything conspired 1 make thar
possible for me. Absorbed 1n building my life on a lnde
famkt m a remote backwarer of Murray Mallee, 1 had begun
senously w lose wuch with the oursade world. OBOD was
prowviding me with 2 way back i through the reachings, magic
and enchaniment of the druid path. It's true I was capuvared
and very much wanted w0 meet other peopk similarly
enthusiastic abour magic, mmual, healing and creawity for the
good of all beings. | had complered all three grades and wasa
mror of Bards and Ovares ar the ome.

Especially excinng was the fact thar the evenr was being
hosted by my Ovae rutor, Rafayard, (Leslic) and Dean
Gennhn, ar Coonngal Grove i Port Lincoln, just two easy
bus mips away. | took my old guinr, after considening leaving
it home because & was o banered. Bur old guitars tend o0
cling and when vou're planning a inp w where there are likely
0 be campfires around which songs myght be sung, some
guitars are just plain cussed and will not be left ar home.
Dean picked me up from the bus, and wok me ourto
Coonngal Grove where exciement was mounnng as the show
began. There weren't many of us in those carly days and small
groups creare a special magic thar never really fades away. 1
made bonds of grear affection dunng thar weekend tharwall
never fade.

Coonngal Grove is a seniously beauniful phce, arefully ended
for opumal magical kving, set in magnificent gmuonds nch in
namral fauna and flora, with geology thar is pure pocry m
stone, crystal and morphology. The grear Southern Ocean s
not far away. In ramy seasons, surface run-off watker flows ma
deep creck past the house and gandens, where the stll-havnted
nanve scrub shades into the exotia planied 10 meet the needs
of the family. Rocky slopes dense wirth sheoak one sue of the

bndge, broad green camping grounds on the other, shaded by
big fragrant rrees with bards of all kinds thronging their
branches. The flower garden 1s full of fainies, the herbs, the
veg and the crysuls, stones akars and shnanes phced wirh
gentle inspiranon here and there. And through x all you hear
the pipes of Pan.._and the mrermuent fiy-over of roanng
planes headed for the airficld hard by — because they had
happened 10 tme their big jamboree 1 coincde with ours.
Undeterred we resigned curselves good-naruradly w them and
goton with the assembly with 2 nghr good will.

Rafayard i an inspining music eacher and Dean is a keen
muso, and their kids are 3l proficient and enthusnsic
musicians wao, so music carmed us thmough. Bur Dean and Raf
are ako narural bom hosts, and very much involved m their
community, so with grear food lad on, we partied with the
locaks! It worked very well, generated much joyand goodwll
and we made thar valley ning! Thar was truly good madicine
for me.

For me the most invigoranng, life-focusing things were:

* my first experiences of formal ceremony wirth fully mirared
fellow Bards, Ovates and Druids, which thnlled me then for the
first nme as 1 stll doces all these wears larer.

* the expenience of singing in a kind of loose bardic cirde, which
ignited my deliphr in singing w small audiences, my banened
guitar notwrhsianding, and I've since become addicted 1
bardic crcles and campfire sing-alongs.

= my firstsallyintoany kind of human soactyafier years ofliving
intensely in 1solanon almost done with natere as a ecluse. It
was an unqualified sucaess for me Ir kick-stanted 2 majpor
healing process, sera lor ef things nphrin my life and bfied me
nghrowof the rur thar Jwas m danger of stagnanng in. Though
1 wasnot immedntely able to pur my finger on it, as nme went
by it became clear w0 me thar | had found my mibe - and they
had accepied me.

20th Anniversary Serpentstar - Alban Hefin 2017




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 Waikerze, 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 3 Assembly,
at Cooringal, Port Lincoln, in 1999. Later, we shared the Assenblies in
Albany, WA, and Yulara in the Red Centre. Only a handful of folks attended
the latter and 1 have fond memories of Tiki and 1 walking through Kata [uta. R:Kerri,Raelene,
Wyverne declined the walk because she was suffering from vertigo but didn’t waste WeL) VAVASIS
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 becanse 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 hatlequin 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 (I) we’re
kept pretty busy at this time of yeat.



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 19™ 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 Caesat’s The History of the Gallic Wars, and I've just
finished Conan’s Revenge (magnificent stuffl) 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...”

Abnd in November 2003, pitch-in is exactly what we did - and it was incredible! Elkie



1999-2002

Superb setting, near perfect weather,
wonderful, wholesome food, great music, some
organized, some spontancous, all bound together with Lesley
and Dean'’s relaxed hospitality: the ingredients for a great
assembly — which it was!

erything seemed to flow smoothly and unhurriedly bespoke
ming ~ yet there was no rigidity or feelings of cold efficiency
ing was done quictly and calmly in their proper times.

The kids were well behaved and delightful, participating
in events with dignity and inspiration — real little Druids in
the making.

One of thé best features was the way Dean and Lesley had
involved the local community — not so much that they took
over, but just enough to keep things from becoming intense
among us OBODs. OBOD:s only ceremonies were very
intense, with the trees, the rocks, the birds, lizards and
kangaroos, responding most magically - all heady at times.

I shall never forget the Alban Eiler ceremony in Lesley and
Deans magnificent herb garden, among the huge rocks,
overgrown with herbs of fragrance, medicinal and magical
power, and beauty. The paths were filled with people:

Lesley and Deans friends and family, their children, the
Choir, other members of the local community, and of course,
us OBODs resplendent in our robes and tabards, not to
mention a crowd of at least as many non-material beings too,
who also made their presence felt. It was beautiful.

For me at least, the weekend was an unqualified success.
Congratulations, Dean and Lesley! Many magic moments
will stay with me for the rest of my life.

The recording session was exciting: | look forward eagerly
to hearing the results of our labours.

Vivienne

Wrens’ nests

In the most encircling )
~ worlds' words g~
ae000 | it /
: 1 flee. : :
There are three thrilling things about worlds: ?\\\ 5

wrens' nests containing eggs, wren's eggs and wrens.

When you say or think or write or type ‘wrens’ nests',
grasses are plucked and lightly and easily

twisted into wry wiry dry wrens’ nests,

and your teeth are afraid you might break the eggs,

. or a snake might come hissing with its tongue between

Gates

| sing a journey, and it is an open gate

between za and re. Between
clairseach and lute, between

bare soles and well-buttered boots,
more gates stand open. Scarlet
are the dancers veils. They wrap
me in a shawl of singing, dance
my blood through the veins

of my being.

Each one visits my heart
bringing roses.

by Vivienne.

=o=0=0=0=0 b I've felt this with the fingers of my ribs
Iiko'motwigso'athanbmh.
might as easily hold
awrens' nest as a heart.
Vyvyan
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OH MERLIN, IN YOUR CLOAK OF
STARS

Eagle Manifestation

L/ (RN

I was seeded in the womb
Of vision, in the dream of sleep
I woke. | am the light.

I am the mothering cagle,
The cagling mother, the gyre
Of seeking, the seeking gyre

Of finding, the winding gyre,
The gyring wind, the lift of a wing,

There is love

Vhe Binth of Lough — Lambada

I saw my god’s hand lift an earth— swathe
Fold of a valley of her dress. She stepped

A laughing, impatient step, and I saw

Every atom dance, every cloud swing, every
Stone stand up, every star swirl | space. | saw
Spring forth from stones, springs uncountable.

LULTICL

Every atom laughed, each aeval locus was
Effusive with the laughter! Sweet was the sound.
He came forth fro every smiling stone!

So dancing the air! So singing the water!

The sculpting earth! The easy and urgent
Blossoming drama of fire.

Oh where you stand, bright Lough, though |
Know only your name, and the sky of your eyes,
And the steps | take, laughing, towards you,
Dancing stone that | am, red - eyed elf of a
Planet of war that | am, our won sad sister

That | am, where you stand, Lough, my love, my
Shining truth, there is logos, there is locus

Vivienne

Oh Power! O Merlin in your cloak of stars!
Your palms are zodiacs

In your cyes lic snakes. In your cars
Eternal winds. Your nose

Filters the sconts of heaven out of chaos
Your tonguc tells the wisdom of the worlds.
Sicved through the zodiac webs of your
palms

Like fishes through nets.

How can | take them down to my wounded
and cross-hatched palms, those stans? How
can | step down my Satan's how! 10 a chining
dream of hope or crown with a loving
gariand of healing herdbs my well trained
dragon,

schooled in the ache of wisdom and
a:“ﬂ?\hmdc-hnbwu‘smn

lpothousmlllumd.\\‘mnm
circle here.

I am my cracls

Look how the grinning west and the near,
tcars cast and the menacing north

Breath fire, sigh air, splash water in,
Anddicﬂmllcnmhunuhom
me,

Who pins my wings 1o the zodiac points of
The wizards paim

Vivienne




Carcie was talkm s from on
anothe the < pe
VN ow only thr

You suddenly find out g o

Helen and 1 celebrate the cight fire festivals in this circle. We
also celcbrate a peace tation cvery first Sunday t
we inv Spir
medtale and CcC

Eiler, |

Ceouidwen Woman of Eaunth
Vivienne Manouge
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Druidic celebrations seem 10 go 50 much betser with 3: I've made it without boiling the water, with variable

a glass or two of home-brewed mead. Here is the success. The best of these unboiled brewings produced
recipe Helen and | use to make our mead. It is based the most magical drink I've ever had - utterly beautifial,
on a recipe | found in Kisma Stepanich’s book wild, fey and whimsical. The worst was rather flat and
“Facric Wicca Book 17, for what she calls “lrish tasteless. You might find it worth the risk as |

mead’. occavionally do!

It's the simplest and probably the most authentic 4. | fermented one ot in close association with an active
recipe 1've soen ~ no added chemicals, no vat of Kombu Cha — the result: several bottles of the
sophisticated apparatus required - and reliably (for finished mead had plugs of healthy Kombu Cha culture
us, anyway) tums out a very good brew that tastes in their necks and the flavour was horrible. They were
just like the commercial meads, but with all the our only failures.

benefits that go with lovingly home brewing your 5. Any good brewers yeast will do, but at a pinch I've
own. wiod haker” and wine yeast and both brews were

acceptable - in fact, the bakers” yoast gave good flavour

| sachet dried yeast or one tablespoon fresh, and the best head in the glass. Regarding which, see not

| gallon water (about 4 lit) 6 below

3172 pounds of raw homey (about 1.5 kilo) 6. Crown scals may be used, but be wamed, they

2 dozen shelled hazel nuts. sometimes explode, especially within the fint week of
Ister during hot weather. The mead in the surviving

1 Bring the water to the boil, stir in the honey, bottics tonds 10 be superion 1o my taste, with 3 satisfying

simmer for 45 minutes. head on it. Fermentation must be almost completely
finished before the mead is bottled if you are using

2 Remove nuts, sprinkie yeast over surface, cover, crown scals.

Jet ferment at room temperature 4-10 days, until Using corks is safer and the flavour just as good, but the

fermentation has all but ceased. end product tends 1o be less cffervescent, and even guite

still. Seill 2 good mead though.
3 Bottle and scal. Wait 3 months before tasting -

by 4 months it"s at its best. Helen is currently cxperimenting with variations, adding
herbal infusions to the water before adding the honey,

Notes yeast and nuts. We'll ket you know the results in a later

1: Don't use a metal vessel or utensils, except Scrpentstar.

stainless steel if you must. Stoneware seems 1o Blessings on your brewings.

imbuc it with a special pleasantness. Vivienne

2: Rainwater or spring water are probably

preferable, but I've used our (additive free, but not , - Q\ ///
by any means pure) Murray River water with good

In Druid tradition, bees come from the paradisal world of the Sun and of the Spirit. Finely attuned 1o the position of
the sun in the sky, it is the bee who brings the sacred solar drink of mead as a gift 10 humanity.

Beach (bee) invites us 10 celebrate. You may have a special reason for celebration or you may simply nced 10 celebrate the
wonder and mystery of being alive. You may like 10 enjoy a glass or two of mead, which - if it has been brewed in Scothand -
will carry the scent of heather, and will bring you closer 10 the highlands. (Or if in Australia, closer 1o the spirit of the place it
has been collected and brewed) (1)
In the Druid tradition there are occasions 10 cclebrate every six weoeks or 50. As buman beings we need 10 have times when we
can come together 10 enjoy cach other’s company. The bee tells us that we can live together in harmony, however impossible
Mmmm

By being at one with the natural world, by paying homage to the sun, by centering our lives around Spirit or the Goddess, we
can work together in community.
Mead is one of the most ancient alcoholic beverages in the world. Made from hoocy, water, malt and yoast, it has almost
certainly been brewed for at least six thousand years. It was and still is ofien drunk at the celcbration of the cight Druid festival
times, with the mead circling the participants until the last drop is consumed.
At the royal court of Tara, the assembly hall was know as Tech Midchuarta, the House of Mead Circling.
The sun in the Druid tradition can, from one viewpoint, be soe as a manifestation of the Goddess, since in Celtic languages the
work for sun was originally feminine - in Irish and Scottish it still is (Grian or Griene. ) the goddess Brighid is a goddess of the
sun and of fire, as well as of wells and water. The fircwater mead is therefore & most fitting drink 1o honor her,

“The Druid Animal Oracle. Philip and Stephanic Carr-Gomm™ (1) addition M.Dordblower
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wsa % Bringing It H Ned
me‘ nging It Home ety

Druidry is a flexible system but it has its ¢ and hetypes and
mythic heroes, sacred places and deeply venerated historical events are all more or less
essential to Druidry.

Bringing It Home part Two) by
by Vyvyan "\

Less obviously, those places, activities and instituti within our own cultures that

mw%mt&huﬂnmmuﬂqhmhnddmnmm

Universities, hospitals and banks all b d in pired or sadly
dysfunctional architecture are the sacred haunts of spirits of learning, healing and

M&mmfnnhummu&nd.w
Irish, Scottish, Welsh, Comnish and Bn Celtic it have
their roots in a thousand or more years of worldwide Celtic venturing before the rise of
Omlndkmandmun:m(mutheywmlﬁmmnumnlmhanm
with i peoples on every

In those days the Celtic tradition was not so much the cherishing of a particular canon
of ‘Celtic’ tales about ‘Celtic’ heroes and gods as about the selective acquiring of new
tales and the subjecting of them to characteristically Celtic treatments in order to
sanctify them, so that they might mediate their magic into the culture via the resultant
mythos. They selected according to specifically Celtic criteria, and from them, through
their mythic of them, elicited the forms and qualities of enchantment and
magic that still draw people like us to Druidry.

C are shaped "wmmwmmmmm
other identities whom individ are plate from early childhood
to old age. Mﬁmnummmmw religious attitudes, modes of
rumh;.p.nmofﬂnugh!.mmm concepts of normality, attitudes to
birth and death, dels for love, beauty and truth and much
muchmmdawadﬁmandmhumedhrplywmcmoﬂhemmm
history and fiction carried in the minds of its individuals.

Now in the case of legends and myth, as distinct from fables and fiction, there is
usually some historical truth evident or obscured within it. There was a Fionn
MacCumhaill - omtwmwohuyawhobmnmmbn;mmmmn,bmhe
represents real people who lived and fought, feasted and brawled, loved, worshipped,
marﬁeduddlednyhckmm:-nctmmandwho.tmnphm

by & down through the ages, are the material inheritances of
mﬁhnsofutkdaccndmu'homnhwonhnhmdly There was a Rhiannon, a
Merlin, a Guinevere; and if we asked them to, no doubt they could show us the reality
of their gods and their dragons.

They belong to Europe, and if you go to their ancient haunts you can connect
powerfully with them, I'm told, in a way that just cant be done from this

through pictures in books. The same is true of Celtic sacred places such as lona and
the megalithic sites. But, as Bard, Ovates and Druids, we respond to their
enchantment, and we need to use their specifically Celtic way of eliciting, transforming
and sacralizing the magical power of place, of our own antipodean culture heroes, and
of some of our more potent cultural memories.

'm-mdwdnutmdmmnw
with & henges and other arrangements and alignments of standing stones, read
Mmmnummm

Thcmuotwrbmuryurh&m but it begins to flourish here exuberantly as we
jously utilise the soil of our own cultures, We
mmmmmmwwny-wumwmm
myumeonmuanybemmwdbymededadourmhavunmdwmn.me
and still our
cunumummehndandthemwntm(mnuolourmwcm
comings into being as multicultural nations.

The indigenous peoples and the pre-Historic Asian and Europ lonists who app

to have preceded the modern Europeans here have ded to this imperative as it
.pplk.wlhemh(hthmny;mviﬁkummmn\juﬂm
in'mumnhp-no(lheomiﬁcuuﬂmmmanncolbdm
wherever they may be found,

me’wmﬁmmM" ring its native animals and
trees are finding it ible to wel its ,,—lheﬁo.qiﬂtpeophu:dcullun
kmhwwmmﬂkpnmwmnmlmnndnwiﬂ(m-.
into our homes and our daily lives.

Naturally, our ‘Celticism’ is being influenced by this, this, acquiring Oz, Kiwi and other
Pacific accents and flavours, just as the pre-Roman Gauls of Galilee, the Helvetian
Gauls and the Gauls of ancient Britain all brought their own distinctive accents and
flavours to their nevertheless genuinely Celtic paths.

Wemmmmmmwmmwwwmmwmwmm
with those of other exotic cultures as we choose them or they choose us, but it's
natural and empowering for us to be looking for our own countries’ well-springs of
mythic power as well.

It's no accident that when | try to think of Australians who have a place in my personal
uwummmummaummmnuummw
kamMnMurﬂdWJukMMJ&kMum
Captain Starlight with his grief-stricken Aileen. There's the malevolent Captain Logan
of Moreton Bay, Bourke and Wills and Captain John MacDouall Stuart, Sr Mary
McKillop, Johnny OXeefe, Chiallhkny Mpotmtmylhwhnveﬂlﬂeny'incef.
Buckley who had no ch having phy's Law to gr with, we live
the life of Riley. mnmuwnhmw:um Celdcmytholoc
produces Celtic heroes.

But there are also people like Benelong, Ludwig Leichhardt, Albert N fira, Thistle
Thornton, BobbySykn.OemnimOt«r Wylie, Dawn Fraser, u\deotmeOooloo‘ong
- not necessarily Celtic, orno(obvbudyno.buuﬂlrmhlhehn(cmkm

abmummm“nmmwmmmm&amm
swagmen, camp cooks, jillaroos and drovers in abundance, and any number of
identities and tales that offer themselves as magical ingredients in our personal
Druidries. These are all Australians, but New Zealanders and others will be conscious
of their own.

To be continued next issue.
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prosperity, of Ogma, of the women of Avalon, the Dagda. Politics and government also
are the manifestation of divine spirits, and it is the essence of Celtic wisdom to
reverence those spiritualities.

In this world they're presided over by the h manife » of the Wi ded King,
nndmnlltctedbytm 1 discordancy that bles our whole planet. It isn't that
we Id idealize them rily, but it does make good magical sense to bring a

solid, well-grounded, hard-headed Druidical realism to our attitudes to them.

They are the glands, the veins, the brain, the muscles and organs of our planet. It does
unmh.mmmnem«mm.mudmmmmmm as
Gaia’s best efforts to manifest her organs of t, org

sclf-defence under difficult conditions. Though we may see her as thwarted and
crippled by her own discases of greed

spirits in our p
urd:.orvh.lncricchrgm. mwm-wmuumwmmm
possible to debate with them in a controlled, healthy way whatever differences of

‘baddies’, can be worked out in the grove context, while interfacing
sacred representation of them under the supervision and guidance of the Sacred Grove.

Of course, this turn of the spiral we now have a gr global than ever
before, so we may regard ourselves as citizens of the world and festoon our pantheons
with the spirit beings of all cultures, past, present, and for those of us who can crack
it, the future too.

Even certain fictional characters, such as The Sentimental Bloke, The Gumnut Babies,
or Ginger Meggs may represent inspiring archetypes worthy of a shrine, or at least an
occasional mead or flower sacrifice - and 1 per lly have had 1k

from respectful meditation on The Magic Puddin’, upnthonrkhlyhrmvbd\lkﬂl
was raised as a child.

n\ncumuyconnmwhlhemmhgmmmuwcmdvely

Mhmlmmmmn irable ‘p

in the Wyeuro orchard lately, g the d ife ” ollUll&:-mponbmol
aral ek ey

Ll

The Silver Brumby is another fictional character that captures magnificently the spirit
of a great Australian archetype, one that ‘speaks’ to you from the spirit of the horse.
The only thing that matters is that they capture the imagination and that we address
wmmmmmwmmummwm
they come as inspirations, d that carry unmistakable
references to them.

Sacred times and sacred space can be seen in similar ways. Druids hold the eight
festivals as sacred times, and there are the four hly lunar Sabbaths, the two half
moons, the full moon, and the dark moon, and most of us have at least some
investment in some of the official holy’ days - even if it’s only the Melbourne Cup. But
our countrics are situated under skies not often seen by the ancient Celts, and by
reference to the stars we can, in our distinctively Celtic way, as the indigenous cultures
do in their way, obauvcthemdwnﬁummnanﬂthemofﬂnphm
in our Southern skies in Druidic ways, and celebrate them too.

Asnmmnwemmnl-mmmlbdsumsh:wasa‘ﬂbemuuuam-nhmches
are sacred. It's easy enough to respond to the sacred of Aboriginal sacred places,
but I myself am only just waking up to the reasonableness of sacralizing for myself the
cities that contain most of our people, the farmlands that support us, and the roads
that carry us from place to place. I‘mmton)ynkﬂmgmtbemmmlsam
monuments, but also to streets, parks,

attitudes determine the precise nature of that spirituality. Wise attitudes and respect
heal it, and fear, hatred and disrespect harm it

Druidic magic can concentrate healing energy into an earthly system and in doing so
can help it to heal itself This is true even of institutions like the wood-chipping
industry, Montsanto, the World Bank, or whatever. Druids may feel a responsibility not
to direct hatred, even if not augmented magically, into any organisation, but to deal
with anger as one's own problem. Without hate we deal more effectively with
dysfunction.

Druidry offers an animistic view of the world. Evavamnsadxmtbemg,acwmol
creation. Every moment in time is replete with the The realisation of this is

the sacralization of the It starts with the love of all As Earthlings

our magic, conscious or sublime, deliberate or casual, to the structuring of a healthy
ity of Earthly beings.

destiny for this




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 antobiography - 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. 1 believe her life depends on this - on her honesty - because to deceive herself or us would plunge
ber 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 1V ivienne asked herself the question perbaps
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 adpice: "People who are seeing them [fairies] niust 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
thent 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
$0 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 s.

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 ilf. In fact, we are every bit as magical as they are, if only we conld 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 splendonr, 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 beanty 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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Druid Timescapes

Vyvyan

‘'Oh hear the voice of the bard

Stories of time travel, prophecy and time warping
experiences abound in Celtic legend and myth. In
other cultures too, timescapes alien to our current
daily experience of time have been described and
aspired to. Within our linear conception of time as a
fixed factor of our reality, we normally interpret all
our sensory data according to a notion of past first,
then present and then futwe  But philosophers
dealing with problems of time have always found
positions, and explored whole systems of experience
in the midst of which our time line is but a thin
stream of limited experience something like a
narrow road or channe through a rich and various
timescape through which any number of pathways
can be traced. Transcendental meditation, carried to
heights of perfection in extant Yoga traditions, was
also practised in various forms by druids, and is
practised by shamans of all cultures, sometimes
using chant, dance, rhythmic drumming or flute-
playing, sometimes alone, sometimes in groups and
often in ritual within magic circles or other sacred
spaces. Transcendental attitudes are at the basis of
Australian Aboriginal ‘Dreamtime’ (Alcheringa, or
Tjupurka) theocosmology, which ecasily and
regularly transcends our linear conception of time.

Holographic conceptions of the universe are based
on the realisation that our sensoria interpret data

according to logistics which are, while not exactly
arbitrary, determined by our particular, species-
specific physiology, which is determined by our
genes, which in turn, derive their logistics and the
qualities and experiential modes arising from them
from their atoms, whose infinitely complex,
multidimensional inner  structures are slowly
yiclding to scientific enquiry at this time in our
planet’s history. (Perhaps atoms are aware of this
and are responding with enquiries of their own!)
The logistics through which the sensoria of a dog or
cat interpret reality, ie, the time/space continuum
with all its effects, are no doubt as different from
those of humans as their basic bodily features are
Those of birds and fishes would be different again,
and ecven more so, those of trees, flowers,
mushrooms, amocba, atoms, stomes, crystals,
landforms and whole landscapes, plancts, stars,
starscapes etc. Shape-shifting from one animal form
to another, where animal means any being in
possession of an anima, ie, an experiencing ‘soul’,
would be another way to access non-human
temporal modalities.

Insight into what time is comes from studying our
R

logistics of experience to data selectively
processed through our sensoria so as to give rise
to the time/space continuum, which constitutes
the reality in which our universe is manifest.
Paradoxes abound in such studies. What are we
percaving that gives rise to the data from which
our sensoria select to form our awareness of
reality, of the page or screem you are now
reading from, of the words you are reading and
thar meanings? Could they exist without time?
Are they not rather processes than objects, a
flow of energy, of data, of. what? Could time
exist without objects, even i we decide that
objects are sustaned processes.  Is time only
soquence”  Sequence of what? Meditation on
these questions may provide the druid with the
key to transcendental time experiences

All objects have memory. All atoms are ancient.
All objects are composed of evolving complexes
of memory, as ancient as the universe itself [t's
a truism that they are all made of ‘god’ and that
‘god’ is all-pervading, allcreating, all-sustaining
mind. But atoms are not humans and each type
configures the logistics of its own experiential
system. For any given non-human experiencer
this does not have to include a fincar conception
of time, or anyway, not the same lincarity as the
one humans normally sclect. Some substances
have greater affinities with humans and are
casier to commune with, to experience through
than others. Examples are those traditionally
used, and cultivated as magical companions by
generations of magicians in the past, present and
future: amber, crystals, gold, silver, gemstones
such as jade, omyx, jasper, and humbler
substances such as clay, glass, and plastics.
Some of these are wseful ads i time-
transcending activities in magical practice, and
we pagans are building a real science here.

Some processes or patterns, though not exactly
objects, are nevertheless sufficiently sustained to
engage a deva, and so function as living bangs
in the way holy icons do. These include tartans
and other weaving patterns with names like
monk’s path, friar’s girdle, etc; knitting patterns
such as the magical stitches used in Aran and
Hebridean, Fainsle and Scandinavian kmitting,
and the traditional stitches of embrosdery, in
sacred and everyday sewing worldwide, and the
designs of folk art, carpet weaving and other
traditions. Carpets in particular have a mythos
bristling with magical energy and are raring to
go. Mandalas, knotwork, runes, sigils and other

THE POWER OF AWEN
Vyvyan

1
In the mystic blooming of my soul
are brooded, hatched and fed my fledgling dreams.
1 watch their petal wings like skies unfold
to take swift flight through rapturous cosmic streams. ..
2
In vision-cradling caverns of my mind
wild dragons fleshed of thought and reason dwell.
Explosive power in every revelation -
they guard a wisdom too profound to tell.
3

And in the soaring magic of my spirit
breaths are words, words names, names powers great.
Fleet the image, sure the manifestation,
quick and light as thought, yet fixed as fate.

4

In the scintillations of my body,
crafting the fine molecular weave of flesh,
mountains are my ribs, my blood is stars —

light is the weft and radiant life the mesh
5

I am the soar of spirit, the magic of mind,

I am the starry flesh, the shimmer of soul,

I am the breath, the fire, the flow the form,

I am the fleeting gleam, the eternal whole.
6

Somehow it means something, some vital thing,
somehow to enhance, to heal, recharge, renew,
by the touch of a hand, a gesture, a word of love?
Power of AWEN in everything we do!

magical patterns have also traditionally assisted time
travel, time-transcending remote viewing, and

prophecy

And talking of mandalas, in our magic circles, as we
affirm them by frequent use in ritual and ceremony,
we have & veritable time machine all set up and
champing at the bit. The major quarters, East,
North, West and South, are respectively gateways to
the beginning times, to the heydays, to the declining
times and to the times of incubation and dormancy
of all things, if we only know how to gain admission
There are guardians at these gates, and we can learn
as we open our minds to psychic communion with
the Sacred Grove guardians, to receive tuition from
them into their mysteries, as the old Druids did, thus
eventually gaining passage through the gates into

srious  spaco-timo-transcending  expeniences.
Situated between these gates are four others: in
the northwest, that of our descendents; in the
northeast, that of the ancestors; in the southwest,
that of the past, including times before the advent
of humanity or even life itself and in the
southeast, that of the future. Work with these in
ritual and ceremony will win through eventually
to casy communion with the past and future
There are people in the future trying to reach us,
on ‘roam’ as it were, for circles of our time
reaching out to thars. Truly, we build a Tardis
when we consccrate @ magic circle as Bards,
Ovates and Druids!
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Credible Druidry $

A druid is someone who at least intends to iearn to be a druid, whatever he or she might think that
means. That intention seems to be hardwired into the mindscape in which druids leamn and
assimilate the wealth of healing and magic that surrounds us. Not everyone who does a course in
druidry wants to be a druid. It's legitimate to add-in knowledge about druidry to another magical
system, or to synthesise one of your own from selections from many systems of magic. But for
those for whom being a druid is a driving, central donné, there are major issues which need to be
dealt with standing between us and credibility and things would flow better if we acknowledge
them.

Blind faith (itself proof of the power of enchantment if we hadn already been convinced by things
like TV advertising, the wiles of kittens and the socio-psychology of human courtship) sustains
some of us sometimes, but before we can begin truly to manifest genuinely druidical magic in the
apparent world, we need a credible basis for our beliefs; not just to arm us against challenges from
the mainstream, but also for the sake of our own self esteem and for the healing power of standing
on firm ground, all of which are needed before the nwyfre will flow in the channels ordained for it by
the wizard's spells,

We have very little hard knowledge of what druids were, but a fairly well developed sense of them
pervades magical fantasy and fiction, which gets its themes and images from a perhaps planetary
consciousness that remembers clearly what we of the apparent world have forgotten. We
instinctively approve of Tolkien's Gandalf, of Getafix the Druid from Asterix the Gaul, of Harry
Potter and his companions, and of T. E. White's Merlin in The Once and Future King. Conan's
landscape rings true, and the good /wise and evil/ power-crazed wizards of genre fantasy thrill and
chill us because they are true to life in some way - or our instincts tell us so, even if we're in denial
about it. There is so much consistency in these images that it is fairly casy for any individual to
conjure up an image of a druid, or of a range of types of druids, and to incorporate a selection of its
features into his or her own being. But these attributes only have credibility, the power to heal and
set a disordered world to rights, and the ability to weave the creative forces into new substances,
fictions and realities if they are themselves real within the context of the apparent world.

In this series of articles | want to examine some of the powers commonly attributed to druids, to
ask what they are, how real or unreal each one is, and if real how can we as druids access and
apply them as manifest magic in the apparent world. | twill be heipful to critique fairly carefully the
philosophy that is emerging as ‘druidic’ in the New Age, feeling honestly for its weaknesses, its
instances of what Sartre called mauvais fof and those tender areas around which we tend to
pussyfoot because of embarrassment about the apparent gaps between the fantasy and any
possible reality that It might engage with - and for fear of the allegedly terrifying power of the druid
should it engage! We have 1o be tamed ourselves before we can tame the dragon energy!

Our OBOD or other training is a sced. Its genome is a fabric of myths and ideas and fragments of
folklore, scholarship and archacological traces and the pervading image of the druid in literature
that we start out with. The soil is the knowledge of the real world around us. Once sprouted, the
seed utilises the seed material in forming a root, which enters the soil and finds nourishment there
instead. My aim is 1o mobilise the powers latent within these seed myths and fragments by
unpacking them, deconstructing them a little and seeing how their power and logic can be
creatively employed for magical effects in the 21* century druld.

Here are some of the attributes | will be looking at

Druids are animistic.

Druids talk with animals, birds, trees, rocks, and the stars with mutual understanding.
Druids shapeshift,

Druids time-travel.

Druids prophesy.

Druids cast enchantments, charms and spells.

Druids control natural phenomena such as weather, fertility and tectonic forces.
Druids have close friendly relations with space peopie in UFOs.

Druids can speak 1o the dead through skulls, stones or other foci. (-
Druids can commune with beings, human and unhuman, on many dimensions.

Druids can magically affect the health and vitality of all manner of systems, from individual
people to whole planets for good or evil.

Druids walk and talk with the gods.

Druids have bilocational experiences in which they visit other worlds, other dimensions, and
transcendent realitics.

e Druids use enchanted objects such as cauldrons and cups for healing and conjuring.

e Druids brew magic potions.

e Druids preach the transmigration of souls.

Il be looking at some of the factual sources of belief in druid magic in literature, saga and song and
in histories old and new. Il also look at the mythos, most of which arises from the factual accounts
through errors of interpretation and the tendency to fabricate sections of verse that cannot be
recalled and all the ather means by which the truth hecomes cryptic in oral traditions. And Il also
he Inoking at thase hranches of mysticism that deal with metaphysics and the worlds hevond the
apnarent world the namneyrhology of shamanism and ather asnects of nagan helief and the
materalistic soenees of the west Reranse | helieve it really is passihle 1o take the historical image of
the dmid_and throngh 5 grnisl relationshin with all these svstems of magic and knowledge make of
vwm&mnawmﬂh‘ neanhetic niterances. magic tricks and all!

vyvyan /1\




The Australian Druid Assembly 2003 by Moonfox
This is one story, there are many others.

The 6th Australian Druid Assembly was held at Wyeuro Grove, near Swan Reach 130kms from
Adelaide in South Australia. Wyeuro is aboriginal, translating loosely as "kangaroo spirit place”.
Our hosts Vyvyan and Helen have been its keepers and guardians for the past 24 years. Without the
conveniences of electricity, mains water and sewerage that we take for granted they live in the druid
retreat all year round that most of us struggle to manage for one week a year. They produce most of
their own food; they keep chickens and goats, S cats and a dog and grow a range of fruit, vegetables
and herbs.

Fourteen OBOD members made the journcy from as far aficld as Western Australia (2600kms) and
Queensland (1500kms) though the award for extraordinary commitment in travelling goes 1o tutor
coordinator Susan Jones and her husband lan who made the tnip of over 16,000 kms from the UK. As
an indicator of the solitude of Wyeuro grove this gathering was the first visitors in well over three
months!

A number of hardy souls crected tents whilst others opted for the comfort of cabins at nearby
Punyerloo caravan park on the banks of the Murray river. Most of the Wyeuro land is on an ancient
sea bed and the limestone rock is very close to the surface not allowing the placement of tent pegs;
finding a spot to pitch a tent was a job for an Ovates dowsing skills. Vyvyan directed us to a place
which was once an ocean blow hole and where the soil was deeper. Despite some worry, and much
joking, no tents were blown away through the night.

For the first time ever all the Australian tutors were gathered in one place and they had their own
mini -convention sitting on straw bales in the shade of the orchard. Whilst the tutors were meeting a
Bardic grove was held, we shared the talking stick, spoke of everything from our druid journey to
past lives, death and reincamation. Then we joined hands in the centre of the Wyeuro grove and
chanted the Awen and sang chants 10 the Goddess and 10 the land.

Lunch was a gourmet affair cooked in the home built cob oven, Helen has amazing culinary skills
and her banana cake is the best in the world. Afier lunch there was a raffle of three wonderfully hand
crafied bears by Queensland member Cherry, the bears were named Gandalf the Grey, Sedda the
Qanuk & The Dream Weaver and came complete with poems of their mythology. The bears were
donated by Cherry to raise moncy for the RSPCA the lucky winners were Jenny, Aysha and Vyvyan.

mwmwumamm-m«mmmm
Southern The anthology was launched with a reading of the introduction written by
Philip Carr-Gomm and readings from Ngaire, Vyvyan and Murray and high commendations from
Susan who had read it on her flight over

The afternoon was spent in the Bardic grove. We called and welcomed the spirits of place, the
spirits of the dreaming. The spirits and powers of the quarters in Wyeuro format, Eagle, Kangaroo,
Murray-Cod and Wombat. Four new bards were welcomed to the Order including the youngest bard
initiated into OBOD, Aysha Gentilin, who is nine. There were few dry eyes by the time the
ceremony was complete, and | am glad to report that the future of Druidry is alive and well and

In the evening we gathered around the fire. Lesley was the Bardic anchor of the ceileidh with a
repertoire of songs 10 touch and inspire us all. Vyvyan showed herself to be a capable
singer/songwriter and musician and her ducts with Helen were a favourite, their years without

television had obviously been put to good use. Every-one joined in with spontaneous percussion and
singing, assisted no doubt by the application of some Wyeuro brewed Elderberry wine.

We rose early Sunday moming, the wind was still blowing strongly though we were grateful for
the cloud cover- quite a few of us were looking a sun burned from the day before. The Bardic grade
members gathered once more around the campfire for a discussion group whilst an Ovate grove was
UdWhﬂﬂﬂutmnOmMnaﬁasmwmkhmmybmu
jon 10 its energies, 10 deeper with the land of
Wyum-\dlosadhulm‘whuenmm Wyeuro has had compassionate guardians and it
responded in kind to the Ovate grove; the wind swept sun hardened circle is a powerful place to
vision seek and to work healing magic.

Aﬂummgudu[hdmmw&rmmw a Druid i i
and a I mwwdemmdyhmwbmfudlm
mwemmeymmwﬂﬂarmm-ﬂmmmm It was
our honour and privilege to wel *s dedicated editor, 1o the Druidic grove.
llwuhuMmenhdemOnWmndharba
commitment to the land and to the tradition in her naming rite.

Helen and Lesley again worked wonders around the fire producing a lunch of i grown on
mmawfﬂﬁnmm&nhhmmﬂnmﬁllmhmu
around 10mm/year. After lunch was a free time filled with spontancous discussion groups, and
lazing in the shade. A few of us made the trek the half a mile to see the Wyeuro office, a small hand
built limestone building about the size of three telephone booths and big enough to hold the
telephone, a chair and a bench for the laptop where Vyvyan and Helen come to make contact with the
rest of the world.

We closed around the hearth fire which had been our centre for so much of the weekend. Thanks
and blessings were offered and a few tears shed in honour of the new friendships formed. We had
come together across vast distances and for many of us this will be our only physical contact with
uhanntkulﬂlhenmmuNy Chvybsoﬁudbhmhunmmﬂyahamm
Queensland, | am sure she will ap iate every-ones support in b g that to fruition!

Our thanks go to every-body who ded bringing their dship and wisdk
wmuumr«u—;umﬁuuuﬁm-w»am
Australia, Susan your quict eloguence, your grace and your enthusiasm contributed to every-one and
has made a lasting difference to Druidry in Australia.  Lastly, and most importantly, our warmest
thanks 1o the Assemblies hosts Vyvyan and Helen and the Wyeuro grove, your generosity of spirit,
dedication to the carth and commitment 1o the path is an inspiration and a blessing to all of us.

o

Thanks

Bard's Page

And did | bleed? Was being born a wounding? Yes, | bled my evolution

down the long, repeating white crest and dark trough of circle-spinning time.
1am a reed of circled time yiclding to the lips of life. | am a ringed reed,
nibbled by fish. | am a stone thrown into the water. My rings spread out forever.

| am water, spinning circles, widening rings | spin. They are spun

out of shocks, the shocks that shakes out the circles of time, of some ancient
impact, the shock of my own source, the glimmer of my glimpse, the circle
of my awareness, the shock of my own, perhaps violent birth.

And | am time, stepping lightly like flowing from onc newly created cosmos
10 the next. | spin out threads of sclf. | weave forever. And is any step lost?
any thread crased? any cosmos ever gone forever? No. The past vitally receives
the light | throw back, and even now my future’s light throws shadows over me.

Is cach atom then a many-cosmosed sphere, woven of shockwaves that are spun
like mine, like plancts’, like suns’ like stars’ continuously outward,

and drinking continuously inwards the nwyfre of time sprung of shocks

spun circling, spinning out from its own shock-generated and shock-violent birth?

The Earth's alive! Gratitude at last | feel. | can lic down quictly on the mould
and | can look up calmly through the branches of the trees. | can ift up
through my tmelong veins the milk of my mother the carth. The sky is mindful
of me. | can drink down through my nerves the shine of my father the sky.

1 can be the new child, the mabon, the new-cyed, the new-tongued.
1 can sing the magical songs of my ancient childhoods. | can be
lhcmumdty-qnlmmmlhlhcnn*d ~sunshinc hair.
I can be the h with the fircbrand in his hand.

| can carry my cagle mother in my sky the whole long way of my journey. | can

craft my path, sow mountains, plains and rivers, sced my sky with stars. | can

wear my rivers like veins, my roads like nerves, my many-oghamed

forests like a robe, weaving of my thread the caglet in the egg, the | of me.
vyvyan

the
Assembly!

Thanks to everyone who attended the Sixth Annual
OBOD Assembly at Wyewro last month. Everyone
contributed so much to make the event the success
it was. In the afiermath, Helen and I were truly
impressed by the respectfulness everyone had
shown for our place - not a stone out of place, not
a glass broken, not a single piece of litter left
behind - and it took us only a couple of leisurely
howrs to get the place back to normal afier
everyone had gone.

Special thanks to Kiera and Aysha for the love and
healing they gave to Dora, the litle newborn
birth-imjured kid. They might be pleased to know
that by Monday afternoon, she was standing and
walking normally, and by Wednesday she was
both front hooves, perfectly straight.

In the Peace of the Grove
Vyvyan /I




LABYRINTH

by Vyvyan

Tussock
Rock

hollow

Earth

During the Assembly last year, Moonf| d that building a labyninth. | was surprised. | had
wanted 10 build one ever since reading ah-ua them n luu:h\hm a few months earlier. 1'd kept coming
across references to labyninths without even looking for them and my appetite was truly whetted. 1'd
looked about for suitable sites and had narrowed it down 0 two, and had a fairly clear idea of what its
size, shape and appearance would be. Someday 11l rescarch labyrinths and see if | can design one, |
promised myself, but I'd never got around 10 it. So Moonfox s idea hit all the nght buttons. | had
intended 10 propose the idea to the assembled OBODies but it was late in the weekend and there were
other things going on, and nearly everyone had left before | had a chance

But Moonfox, who was staying an extra day, returned to the idea after everyone had gone, and having
done all the necessary research, confidently took charge. | knew for sure it had all the nght magic driving
it when without any prompting he went straight 1o one of my two possible sites and suggested it would
be ideal. It was flat, roundish, and strewn with whate stones with few bushes or tussocks. | had almost
rejected it bocause there was a small hole not quite in the middie of it with a mound of dint beside 1t
remaining from an attempt | had made years before 10 plant a tree, but 1'd had 10 abandon it because I'd
hit bedrock only six inches below the surface, and 1°d never returned 10 it 1o fill it in. Now dry,
shrivelled, black moss lined the hole wasting for winter rans 10 tum its fronds vivid green again, and
spear grass matted the little mound beside it | suggested filling it in, but Moonfox scemed delighted
with it. In fact he was a-buzz with enthusiasm and totally possessed by the spint of the thing, so 1 let him
work his own magic, and away he went

Nater
| know now, | istening deep,
water's note. | feel it cold

like 3 bell
like 3 spirit aeons old

| see it sleep

Then the bell’s yelp of speaking,
waking air up into lapping
leaps of water breaking

into ripples is like clapping

eel it gl listen
) water

mea ,..,g down. | ¢
and hear s'm.-\\urcd

sense, truth, and | listen
| am the child, the wedding’s daughter

and my mother is 3 se3
Like an ocean she holds me.

vyvyan
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mlhm them a small sparal mlo \\hll had naturally and logically now become the “centre’ - the hole | had

. NOW a p ly off-centre focal pomnt of the maze. A large weathered belichened old
llmch mcL lmmedmd\ lnund s way - | honestly can’t remember how! - 1o the top of the small
mound of earth beside the hole, making an ideal residence for the spint of the labyrinth, and the spiral led
with a smoothly flowing sweep night mto the little mossy hollow as naturally as a snake 1o her hole or the
rabbit 10 his burrow. It was already beautiful

Next we worked out an entry pont, in the south, and then marked out the rings and spiral with small
stones. Moonfox and | both felt a powerful Feng Shun current running into the circle from the west north
west 10 the south west, about a metre and a half wade with a strong drag to it. Moonfox placed a complex
double tum in the outer circuit at the place where it entered, and at once it seemed to staunch the flow,
redirecting its powerful energies into the labyninth itself, where it became part of the labyrinth's own
energy system, it's life force. Without any foreknowledge on the part of either of its builders, the
labyninth had located itself nght on a vital and inexhaustible supply of nounishment and power, which in
its raw undirected form had been wreaking energetic havoc in one comer of the Wyeuro gardens, where
the trees were embattied and nothing would grow among them. It had found and captured its own
dragon'

Other turns were dictated by tussocks of grass growing in the pathways - these we respected, building
them in. We added others 1o balance the whole, and we began 10 fill in the outhne with larger stones,
about as big as an orange on average, some smaller, some larger

By then the labynnth was alive and ranng to go. We performed an impromptu ritual 1o invoke the deva
of labyrinths, the goddess, and the powers of carth, and 1o give thanks for the great gift of the labyrinth
and all its blessings, and then we each 100k a tum 1o walk it Already it was powerful expenience. At
cach tum there was a new feching, whole new attitudes, new ways of thinking. turn agan and there's a
new way of feeling time flow; turn again, and foel the shapes of thoughts in a whole new way. Peace in
one section, laughter in her, rapid thought further i, vitality and healing all the way. In places your
mind is filled with amimal thoughts, elsewhere, you are hyper-aware of the subtle scents of the carth and
grasses and the flow of animal bodics along thewr habitual tracks

When you spiral into the centre it all speeds up and you go almost spinning into the mossy hollow to
confront the rock n which the spint dwells. It's an cly personal ©

Moonfox had 1o leave, so | kept filling the lines with buckets and wheelbarrows full of stones. When
Stormwolf amved after Lughnasadh 1'd completed only three of the outer nngs. Over the next couple of
days we filled i another three. Stormwolfl was the third person to walk the labyninth. Now that it was
gaining coherence with successive walkings and the filling out of the nngs, we were both noticing
significant psychical effects. Stormwolf saw me in the maze as a small child, and | saw shackles being
removed from her feet and swallowed up by the hollow in which she stood facing the spint rock

I's quietly alive. Kangaroos with their joeys are drawn 10 1t. One of my cats goes straight to the centre
and sits there, communing with the rock. ['m often drawn there at sunset, 1o walk the maze in the most
meditative time of the day

It 1s a gift, not just to Wyeuro, but to all beings. | am thankful 1o be a part of t
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How to See Fairies by Vyuyan Ogma Wyverne

When sifer mooe lodks cut ond the drw has fled
Ahﬂt‘iuiaa‘#v&
o iy B

— D S . - ——

1. Get basic. 1t is a sensory peroeption, mvolving sensoria whose optimal functioning depends on the same sound health
principles as any of our other sensoria. Get yourself in peak physical condition, for maximum performance from all your sense

organs, including those specialised for the scoing and hearing of facnics.

2. Get less humanocentric. We are their “facries” as much as they arc ours.  This corrects unbalanced views of our world as a
primacy one with peripheral worlds that are somchow less real or less compicte than ours cxisting i an infenior relation to ours.
1 am a guide 1o many facrics wishing 1o access our world, just as you are. or will be when you open your life to them. There are
facries who will guide you to their worlds, But in poncral facries are not our heldpers. They have rich full busy lives of their own
and ncod our worlds 10 interface cffectively with theirs for reasons of their own that we have yet 10 leam.

3. Get confident. There min’t no such thing as 2 ‘muggies”. You are magical. You are comstantly sensing and interacting with
funa\wmbwmmd“m-‘.nm-cn-dd( If you're not aware of it you may be losing

critical power-struggies betwoen you and bengs of other realm, resulting in subtic desadvantages that could detract from your
full enjoyment of life. Conversely. you may be uncomsciouly using your subconscious magic 1o repel, harm or manipulate
innocent facries, of 10 foil your own sttompts 10 sec them

Where 1o start” Meditate. Practice austerities (but not so that it's no loager fun). Dance ~ ballct, for example, requires you to
manage your encries clegantly for the benefit of the flying fairies of the air, jigging helps you loosen up and lighten up for the
Celtic-style facne, clog-dancing clears the way for comversation with pixies and carth facrics, the dwellers in hills and
mountains. Sing or play a flute o fife. This combanes controlied breath-work with the sensitizing of your own life-ficld 10 the
acrial facnies” presence. Acrial facnies include mamy nature spirits. elves, human beings evolving on the acrial planc and many
others. Corroboree brings in the Aborigine Tuckonies. Yoga, trance, ta chi: your own soul will know which methods are best
for you

“Facries” is 2 torm covering a wide range of boings who are not normally visible to most people.  Their diversity appears even
in their own right. Some of these are quite idiosyncranic, ranging from canoon-like charactors 1o visions of great beauty and
sainthiness, with myriads of vancties m between.  So the perception of thom must be highly sclective ~ you decide which faerics
you want 10 sec and crafl your lifestyle 10 incorporate your quest for them - or you can optimise the functioning of all your
dormant sensoria to enable you 10 sce @ many different Linds a3 possible. They “re not all fond of us, so this way is srictly for
the foolhardy

An casy and safc way s through atonoment with nature and ssmultancously with facrics, using the stcreotypic facrie glen of
children's licrature as a focus. | call this the Dingly Dell method. and recommend it for its fun and safety. That's the method
"Il be describing here.

The first thing 10 do is find a place or makc onc o lcast 2 square metre or 50 n arca and tell the facrics it is theirs. Imagine a
Tinkerbell-like facric ~ she's not 3 bad icon for the type she represonts, and will 1cll the others.  Then work with this space while
focussing on facrics.

If it’s a presty outdoor place with moss and wildflowers, water, sumshune and bushes full of birds surrounding it, or in a garden,
that is wonderful. Expect 10 see them there, or foel them or hear them, and you'll be surprised at how guickly you begin 1o do
50. Look for a peculiar sparklng quality in the sunlight or the air, an uplifting ambicnce full of happiness and pleasure.

Don’t get 100 close 100 soon ~ It it be wild, and thon the shyer types will fee! safe there. This place will attract Tinkerbell-like
facries, clves of two or three kinds (all diminutive), piuics, gnomes, brownics, and many other kinds, including tiny human
beings and many degroes of hybndism between them and the stranger types of facnes.

If it is inside you may feel inspired 1o decorate . Be whimsical ~ they are. | made three 107~ 187 high papicr maché
mushrooms for three litthe men, idontifyving as a brownic. 3 leprechaun and onc 1 know caly from German folklore 25 das

M “annlcin wer sseht im Walde par: still wad stwmm (the atle man who stood in the forest quite still and silent, who
corresponds 10 “the little cifin man” in the song quoted at the head of this anticle) who insisted on coming inside although 1I'd
given them their own shrines outside, and it's one of the most active magical arcas on Wycuro. They are demanding. hilanious,
gruff, grim and wowally, profoundly good.

1 started by yiclding to whimsical impalses 1o give them coffee cvery moming when | make mine. | made a cauldron out of clay
and fired it in my hearth. They showed their gratitude with an sudible and visible display, one mormning as | filled it for them.

“No, I 1ell you,™ declared the brownic aficr the first fow times. “Iit just dors happen. You waich.™ The others stared at the




cmpty cauldron intently. | glimpsed them just as | touched the cauldron, and heard them all gasp and exclaim as [ lifted it out
of their sight. They shouted excitedly when | put it down, freshly fillod, among them, and then foll silent and awestruck,
looking at it. Then they dipped in thewr cups and drank happely.

They take it for granted now, but the browmic is demanding his fresh clcan linen shirt, which he says he's entitled 1o cach year
at Alban Athena, and | suppose | will have to make him one. He's cammt it

1 often sce them playing chess (or hear them fighting nowsily over it), and das ma “micin helps me with my comparative
philology . speaking a quaint listhe anciont pators which 15 totally adsosyncratic and somctimes utterly hilanous.

With these, if you want fun, they Tl give you that. crafied 1o sust you persomally  1f you want W understand them in a screntific
way they Tl help you with that They bocome major boncfactors m a shamanesm that includes them They are enlightencd
beings wise enough 10 be that versatile. Not all facrics are. Perhaps most importantly, they "Il act as your guide and protectors
in your exploration of the other realms of our planct. In raditional lore they are the wise counsellors. Refer to them if ever
you foel out of your depth or afraid.

To sce plant spints you have 1o hang loose, be able 10 lose yourself m your gardening. study of botany. or enjoyment of
nature. and engage as totally and innocently as a child with mdrvidaal plants. leaves, flowers, sand grains, focussing on plants
you love, especially any are special 1o you from your carbiest childbhood. Wild-plant facries are wild and sometimes hostile,
but rarcly dangerous. They may accuse all hurmans ogqually of possoning our shared worlds and can be persuaded 10 listen
while you teach them that some humans are loving and respectful and want to reverence their herb - thistle, bramble, thom,
whatever it might be. Gifis of small crystals, timy plastic toys, sifver tokoms or comms, ctc, buried or placed beside their plant,
usually help 10 appease them, as they signal our willingness 1o care shout them

Plant spanits range i seze from vast 1o try  Landscape sparits may shapeshuft or progect an archetypal animation representing a
gigantic human, animal or dragon form. Forest, grassland, or dune sperits may appear as giants, antlered, hooved, or winged,

of shapeshifting among many forms, as the Australian Aborigine spents of place do. Troes as single spocicos or as individuals,

may project a vanety of forms — blossom fanes, clf-like knoe high dimenutive. high-strangeness wood sparits and dryads hike

those often depicied in 19 Contury ant. or beautiful masdons and youths. modrons and men, crones and hoary old men full of
laughter, or grim, loving or stand-offish accordang 10 the spertuality of ther troc.

Laughing old hags coming out of bushes 1o clutch your arm and hug you arc loss scary than they sound. You come 10 love
them as you get 10 know thom.  You come 10 semse the shyness of the leafy youths, the distrust of the pixies, and the fear of
the tree woman, who holds herselfl visable for you with the utmont. herose courage and leaves you awed and reverent with

gratitude. And you get betier at recognising their love, joy and gratitude, 0o,

Then there arc the tiny ones, spersts of horbs. flowers and woods. Fat-hen enchants you with a kandly fratermity and then
suddenly reveals hus tmy inncr warmor, in shunsng armour, cngaged o the deadly brochemical and speritual warfare with other
plants that takes place under and above ground in a gardon. Comfrey schomes malevolently agamst couch grass. and lavender
envenoms the soil around her roots 1o drive out mvading noighbours. Nasty they are, but thrilling, because they are utterly,
uncomgwonusingly real, and expressod i formms takon directly from smages of human warfare, until you can no longer deny
the conncction and the importance of our undortanding it It's also Gala's way of cnsuring there is an interface across which
wdcational exchanges will be mutually intclligible.  They 're harmioss 10 s because thew nastiness is contaned within thew
own contexts and their warrion are only illastrations or symbokc mtorpretations of thew biochemical characters.

MW“M-‘..-‘)MQM«M“MMM They begin 1o
break through 1o us when we recall that despete thow conflacts with human acods. woods are worthy of respect. They reach us
maore frocly when we allow af least some woods and gardon plants their fullncss, not lopping of ! “dead” flowers 1o prevent
thom sceding, or hoicking them out when they go 1o sood. They ke woody untidy gardons and fill them with flowers, food,
and beauty for those who like wildness.

For those who doa't, clipped hodges, manicurcd lawms and dsciplined weodion bods of gay annuals are just as full of facries
of other Kinds.  Elegant wingod facries help 1o perfoct spocemen blooms, having their own interests in thewr perfection, queenly
nymphs ghde among well tended shrubbernies and latle cosmac chves love stnct mathematics and fussaly tended knots and
arbours, and even help 10 make the worst garden chomicals safer and more effective. Concrete and gravel spaces draw their
own kinds of facrics, witches and gnoenes as well,

Gnomes need help to focus themschves in your gardon, and will ke up residence m any stomy structure that resembles or
suggests 10 you the shape and character of 2 gnome. Profoundly wise cosmic beings, they are casily trapped in coercive
relationships with people and so arc shy . Treat them with great respect and kindness, and they will suss you out over a few
years before slowly, sensitively heginning 10 become more active for you. Two or three are happicr than one.

So, install your facric shrine, dodicate it 10 facrics generally, and scrvice it regularly | preferably every cvening of the full
moon. Spill clear water over a stone, place flowers or crystals m 2 dish of water placed so as 10 catch the moonbeams, or lcave
a hearty feast of cakes and coffec. mead and bread and butter, or cheese and bickics, distance yoursell from it a bit. and watch

what happens!




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 gitl, 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 fora magmﬁcent cockerel who was
confined to a pen in the orchard. “I keep him only for his i T NG y T A
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.

Viywyan (right), with Keith MacNider, Susan Jones, Elkie White and Rafayard, in
Viyvyan'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 ber hats. She will be able to clain them back now.
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In this issue we give an ovation o our refiring editor,
Stormwolf. who took over the job from Carole
Neilson all those years ago. Carole established the
original SerpentStar during the 1990s and Stormwolf
has kept it vital and alive. Itsa mighty act to follow.
and I'll need all the help I can get from you, the
readers - and that means contributions! Weve
already got nearly a hundred eager readers, ravenous
for your insights, so get ém down and keep ‘em
coming! Articles, poems, ritudls, nPews. artwork.
reviews of books or films, recipes, photography -
anything of interest to Bards, Ovates and Druids,
of all ages. If you've got an idea for a seres of
articles or a regular column or similar, email me af
wyeuro®bigpond com or snoilmail to PMB2 Angaston
SA 5353 Australia. Also of interest are the urls of
good pagan websites with details about them
This issve bristles with goodies. Tiki sends us
a story from the future, Corole begins a brove new
column, and there are poems and articles for us oll.
The serpent energy is rising, and SerpentStar wants
to spread out wide i1s starry wings and fly!
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welcome, pretty dancer

with vour flit and flutter of feather

and fanning of tail -
fantastical fantasy bird!!!!

did ever a sixties twister
cut and shuffle more sightly?
did ever a shimmy-shiny flapper
charleston as crisply as you?

charming vour courteous curtsey
dainty the curl of your claw
flirty and flighty, and flouting
the staid laws of clerks -

what larks!

welcome and welcome again
vou fine-feathered flibbertigibbet,
wild dancer of aerial
joy-spinning sky dances,
spirit of gaiety

chirruping dance-charms
into the ear of the sky

who could resist you
and not long to dance
and long to be joy ful like you?

spirited, sprightly and spry -
welcome wild wagtail, i ery!

wyverne

sometimes we suffer...

ometimes that ache that bowls
throngh the long cold echoing
.Mmfun of spane,

Like the roar of the yawning birth
of owr starry, sIreaming,
stremsons Dreaming,
apens our months to be born,
pushes like a feisty fist info onr lires
in order fo become,

it ruges in sitwad and rivythm and rt
corrupls onr best efforts
defarms onr fond phantoms of dignity and truth
cnipples onr bodies and thwarts our desires
anlil everyone shares
atomy and galaxy, beast, soul and spirit =
in the pain of the bringing fo birth of the pain
of the bringing to birth of the pain

of the bringing to birth. .

and i the out-of-our control, Im «'vm,'whmmv.r'r.
rammed.-jammed-packed full immrensily
of even the empliest spacel
comes yelling down the tunnels of time
aof its own enpendering
all the ringing triumph of the pladness
of the mother in travai!

therefore we caryy Onr i red pain
like a child of a mother,
and in onr participalion,
when v are in pain,
we are both mother and child
eren when whimpering, craven and surrendered,
Wy dre most RNMIRONS,
polent, mrysierions and strong

wyverne




wyverng's words

south and flooding rains in the North of
Australia, it's been an interesting start 1o the
yu'-plmfyofm*forwbnﬁdfroda. In the
olden days, Druids were expected to be able 1o
moderate the weather, optimising conditions for
crops, and ensuring that all went well in the land,
so if youre actively working magically in your
circles for the healing of the climate, in groups
or alone - keep up the good work!

SerpentStar is growing, servicing the whole
of the Southern Hemisphere now, not just
Australia and the Pacific, so we're looking
forward to hearing more from the rest of this
half of the planet.

Wehyoraumcmpofmmwfm this
time, with articles, poems, and news from all
over. Cavla'smlamisalamk-wﬂamvy
invites us on an exciting Shaman quesT, and Elkie
givesus a fhaghfﬁdmdofabook that might
m"mofmw Poems,
mddadpcnmadmﬂmyfarﬂn
Junior bards, ovates and druids as well.

Thanks to everybody who took the time to write
up their ﬂmghrsfodutm'rhwdl-adkeqr
those contributions coming in/

cold, dark, mm.f..-':.n,..&

Animism

by vyvyan ogma wyverne

There are two kinds of animism: one
that might be called “ntuitive’ animism, which
intuits the in-dwelling spirit or anima and of every
material and hence its awareness, without
mv‘toom«h.boutmumumu;m
one that might be called “scientific’ animism, which
looks for ways in which awareness may be coded
into the very structures of matter itself. Intuitive
animism deals with dryads, devas, and the like,
while scientific animism looks for sentient
awareness in the fabric of the material universe
itself lhsmnmmtﬁcwdammmlha! 'm
going to consider in this essay. Established belief is
changing as atomic research advances. Within
nmnlndanmcloocmdcwumemw
for both lfe and inteflect By considering the
implications of finding them there, | intend to
Mmaoxhon«thammlomd
awareness, however different from human
awareness that might be

Most current scientific debate about
awareness, assumes that it belongs exclusively to
biologically living beings, 3 product of metabolism,
Mmmznwﬂvlmt,w-mmm»d
mind; we can’t map our own ‘ego boundaries’, and
we can only deduce awareness in others from
behaviour we can understand because 1t resembles
our own. Anmmtﬂmw.wumuﬂbe
aware. Plants react biochemically, just as we do,
so they must be aware; but stones, buildings,
computers, statues, pots and pans? We can't

¢ their respor but are they aware?
wlmm.mlucthnnncdaﬂdhou
does it register?

The answer might be found in the infinitely
small, in the way matter is formed from atoms.
Sub-atomic science shows that the atom is 2
complex, highly evolved being. The particles
comprising the nucleus are themselves formed of
richly detailed components. 1t is no longer possible
to believe that complexity diminishes with
smaliness. The infinitely smail is almost certainly
infinitely complex

WahMMndumM(nw 8
condition new impressions in highly logical ways
Le., atoms too interpret their perceptions through
the structures and Qqualities of their material
organisation. These are intellectual processes, the
very foundation of intelligence. Each particle of an
atom is unique, and 0 are its memories. It is
radiant and charged, and cannot associate with any
other particle that hasn't 3 compatible radiance and

particles form. This ensures that within an atom,
organisation is logically determined, and it also
ensures that whole atoms cluster together of repel
each other in logical patterns. Their surroundings
respond to them logically The same strenuous logic
twists and wrestles molecules into shape, and
mmewmmondaﬂmcwmlovmd
matter from dust-motes to glant stars, of galaxies
or even whole cosmoses - and everything In
Al are © d of tiny ever ving
intelligences pooling their resources in organised,
‘smart’ ways. It is unreasonable to assume that they
aren't alive, sentient and intelligent

Medical science is currently focusing on new

»

livers respond  inteligently to
disturbances and the emotionality of our gut
contributes to our pleasure in eating a hearty meal
More telling sull, organ transplant  recipients
sometimes report that personality traits may be
transferred along with the organ, including artistic
or musical talent, of an interest in sport of politics.

Some species of fish and birds exhibit a

shared g in migr flying in

and In resp 1o new d and learning

new patterns of behaviour In this kind of
the ughts occur outside

the many widely separated bodies of the thinker ~
or in all of them simultaneously. The brain of planet
earth's higher animals seems to be not so much
“the’ organ of intelligence 35 3 unique spec h

kinds of intelligence, not less; and other species,
without highly developed brains, have different
kinds of awareness, not accessible to us, but just as
vital to the planet whose organs they are

7

commitigd 10 bringing women 1ogether, anited in the

Furthermore, atoms are immensely ancient
beings whose evolution began in the very early
stages of creation, steeped in a dense fabric of
radiances rich in information about the myriad
events that generated them Over the aeons they
have accumulated a vast array of impressions that
are inherently ‘meaningful’, in the sense that they
have logic and sequence The repercussions of
radiance of an event, say, 3 collision among
neighbouring atoms, leave impressions that have
an inner logic, encoding the cause-and-effect,
action-and-reaction consequences of the event. In §
a sense, all radiance is an information-rich account
of its own genesis.

Matter is dense, highly structured,
infinitely detailed, stabilised energy. Perhaps it is
the ever-increasing intensity of this acons-long
accumulation of impressions of cosmic events that
creates density and then shapes the material
energy of subatomic particles into such complex
forms, with new events continually adding detail
But there's no reason o doubt that each atom
contains in an organised way its memories of 3
whole universe’s lifetime of cosmic and local
events

Psychologists acknowledge
especially memories, are energised,  with
memories of high impact events more highly
charged that those of minor or commonplace
events. As events vary in intensity and complexity
so do the energy levels of the impressions they
leave. S0 subatomic memories would behave like
variously charged particies. In 8 complex memory
made up of unequally charged details in logical
array, there is something very like an electronic

difference, with logic channelling the flow. The
energy of the most
anclent events is perhaps still restiess within the
atoms of our time, and restiess energy ks the very
foundation of life

The way the deep inner components of
atoms are organised gives rise to the qualities of
the material they form en masse = qualities our
human senses interpret as colour, smell, taste, and
texture, and the whole array of more subtie
sensations, and which we measure as weight,
density and radiance

So there are good scientific reasons for
believing in the g & hor
unlike our own, of every object, substance o place.
Every quark or galaxy of matter is densely packed
with sequentially structured, intricately organised
memory impregnated energy, d by logically
channelied energies which are the foundations of
intellect and Me. Unique though we are, we can
begin to believe in 3 ubiquitous mind which we
share with the trees and the moon, the stones and
the oceans and this magical planet we are part of
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vyvyan ogma wyverne

A red wattle bird came and perched on a tree
In the garden so gay on a morning in spring

Oving
Spirrs

peace to
‘.".“'M

Though the weather was fine and the air fresh and free

Oh his song was as sad as a bird’s song could be!

For he gave a great cry and his body was wracked
By the harsh, hacking sobs that came out of his beak!
Oh it gripped him, this grief, oh it wrung and it
hacked

Til his whole soul was in it! | then heard him speak:
“Oh I see by your size and the set of your head

And your legs long and straight and your arms
swinging free

That you are not a bird, you're a human,” he said.
“It’s a very good thing that you're listening to me

For | want you to know, ye who sorrow and grieve,

They're the tears of the world, of the lonely and sad,
And the sorrows of lovers betrayed and forlorn,
And the pity and grief for the sick and the mad
And the tied and tormented, the tortured and torn.

That there's sorrow enough in this poor, suff ring earth

And there’s sufferers enough, if you'll only believe,
To shed all the tears that that sorrow is worth.

Do you see on each cheek these long wattles so red,
Running down from each eye for all people to see?

They are tears— tears of blood - that I constantly shed

For the woes of this world as | flit tree to tree.

So now you may rest— leave the sorrow to me,

With my constant red tears and my great racking sob,
I'm far better at it than you'll ever be

And what's more, | emjoy it—1 should; it's my job!

Then he spread out his wings and he fluttered and flew
And he plundered the honey from blossom and bicom,
Then he sobbed and he cried and he bade me adieu,

And he stole - without asking — my misery and gloom!

So list to his song, O ye people of earth,

To his harsh, sobbing cries that so often are heard,
Our job's to be happy —all pleasure and mirth.
Leave sorrow and gloom to the Red Wattle Bird!
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&'day, Southern Hemisphere OBODies!
Welcome to the Imbolk 2009 issue of SerpentStar.

Spring has sprung, the grass has riz - that's
certainly true here at Wyeuro! Weve had a satisfying
amount of rain at last and now the wild flowers are
begiming to bloom. You can almost see the energy rising
in the land, and feel the pulse of life quickening after the
coldness of winter.

SerpentStar is starting to realise an important
role it has begun to play in Southern Hemisphere druidry,
in keeping us all aware of each other and where at least
some of our collective and individual foci are. Its an
exciting time for druidry as worldwide we seem to be
actively seeking our identity, celebrating our diversity
while nevertheless finding and confirming our unity, the
coming into harmony of our many contributing parts. Being
in the Southern Hemisphere does set us apart. Being
druids unites us with druids worldwide. Being antipodean
distinguishes us. In honouring both the distinctiveness
and the continuity of our Druidries we can be aware of
ourselves co-creating our collective identity as it comes
into being When we know who we are, well understand
better what to do,

The one thing that makes SerpentStar such a
help in understanding our identity is the reader input. In
poems, our souls speak to each other, in articles we share
what's on our minds, photo-essays and reports let us
share visions and events, through links to interesting urls
we share our wider interests. Let’s hear more from you -
email a paragraph, poem or idea to me anytime - just
mention SerpentStar in the subject.

In this issue as usual we have poems and articles
images and ideas to inpsire and delight you and enrich
your experience of life as druids, bards and ovates. Thank
you everyone who was brave enough and generous enough
with your time and energy to share your own personal
magic with us all.

wwvarne/I\

The Old Border Ballads

VIVMAR SOMD WY ne

Druidry in the southern hemisphere does two
things - through ritual magic it connects us with the new
lands we have come to and their spirituality, strange and
yet familiar as that might be to us and it connects us with
our own tribal roots

The Aborigine rock group Yothu Yindi toid
Australians in no uncertain terms that ‘you gotta listen to
your tribal voice” and although they were talking mainly
to Aborigine people, these are words that apply equally
well to non-indige nous people - perhaps to everyone in
the world. In Druidry we hear our trihal voices speaking,
often enough in Gaelic, or in the lilting dialects of
Scotland the north of England, such as we hearin the
border ballads

For some of us, these are our race memories,
coded in our genes, inherited from ancestors who were
bards or knights or witches. Far some they are soul
memonies, reconnecting us to past-
lives that left us yeaming for the old
ways. For others their charm isin their
value as memories, cherished for the
enduring inspiration of their beauty, or
as poetry or art, which indeed they are
to anyone enthralled by the imagery
and artistry of the tales they tell.

Here's one of my favourites
Hear the melody at:

The Witch of the Westmoreland.
Pale was the wounded knight,
that bore the rowan shiekd,
loud and shrill the ravens’ cries
as they foasted on the field,

Suying, ‘Back water cold and clear

will never staunch your flood,

There s none but the maid of the winding
mere

ocan syve your dear heart's blood.

He saud, Course weel, my Irindied hound.
and fetch me the mountain hare,

wha's coot is like the west-water

or as white as alily fuir

It sadd, ‘Green moss and heather bands

will never staunch your wound,

there'’s none but the witch of the westmareland
can make ye halke and sound.

So fiy free your good grey hawk

o gather the goldenrod,

and turn your steed in toe the clouds
above you gay green wood

And dark was the pding moon
when the shadow passed him by -
high overlead the grey hawk flew
when he heard the howlet cry,

Saying ‘Why do your ride this way,

and wherefore come ye here”

1 seck for the witch of the westmare land
that Bves in the winding mere.”

Then turn, turn your stallion’s head
ullits red mane flies in the wind
and ride befare the moon goes by
or the dark chouds fall behind.

Then wear ye by Alkwater,

by the bitter brake thorn way.
Below the ceft o' the kirkstane path
the winding water kay

He said, "Lie down, my brindied hound,
and rest, my good grey hawk

and you, my steed, may graze thy ill
Jor | must dismownt and walk,

anly come whett you hear my horx,

and answer swift the call

forl fear ere the sun goes down this
day

that yell serve me best of all

Andthen down to the water’s brim
he bore the rowan shicki

and the golden rod he has throws in
to see what the lake might peld

And withal she rose from the Jake
and fast to him did steer,

ane halfthe form of a maiden far
with a jet black mare’s body.

Then long, loud and shedl he blew
and the hound was by hisside,
high overhead the grey hawk flew
and swiftly he did ride,

Saying Course weel, my brindied
hound

and fetch me the jet black mare !

Stocp and strike, my good grey hawk!

Bring me the maiden fakr?!

She said, ‘Pray sheath yoursile vy sword,
lay down your rowan shiekd,

Jor [ see by the briny Hoad that flows
that you're wounded it the field.’

And she appeared i agown of the velvet green
bound round with a silverchain,

and she has kissed him ainst and twice

and three Umes round again

Then she bound Ms wounds with the goldenrod
as fast in her arms he lay,

and he has woken hake and sound

with the sun kigh i the day.

She sakd, ‘Rde with your brinded hound at your heels,
and your good hawk on your hand,

Jor there's nane can harm a knight wha's kain

wi’ the Wikch o the Westmordand'

SLTPENntSiar
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Early wildflowers at Wyeuro

wyverng's words

| 6'day, Southern Hemisphere OBODies!
| Welcome to the Bealtane 2009 issue of SerpentStar.

Spring has sprung, the gross has riz - that's cer-
tainly true here at Wyeuro! Weve had a satisfying
amount of rain at last and now the tiny but exquisite wild
flowers are blooming. You can see the energy rising in the
land, and feel the pulse of life revelling in the warmth.

As for our Druidry, it's a time for networking:
suddenly Druids of all kinds are reaching out to find each
other, make contact, compare notes and get together on
projects and activities as they never have before. ‘Get
involved' is the watch-cryl Even if you can't physically
attend, look for each other on-line. To help you, there's a
new feature: a regular perusal of links and venues on-line.
—see p3 (opp.).

SerpentStar is evolving. So is its editor. At the
advice of our printer, the Librarian at the Swan Reach
Area School, SerpentStar is now being prepared in Micro-
soft Publisher instead of Word. There's a big megabyte
difference, and the ed is on a steep learning curve, but
it’s a much easier to work in and more flexi-
ble. SerpentStar's rather proud of this issve. We'd love
your feedback.

Headlines this issue: whew, where 1o start?2?

Damh the Bard visits Adelide. And guess what?
I myself, yes, me, this lizard soul of mine, is appearing on
the same programme with Damh, Wendly Rule and other
big Pagan names. See p.7.

Australian OBOD member Billie Dean has made a
wonderful DVD, featuring our chosen Chief, there's a
timely warning from the Mayans, regular columnist Julie
Mills invites us to share our rituals with the ancestors
and we have our finger on the international Pagan pulse
with a lively report on the immensely successful first In-
ternational Celtic Gathering in Canada .

And much much more. Read and enjoyl!!

Have a BLESSED Beltane

wyverne/|\




Hope for a Miracle

Often a hunter in mountainous wilds,

trained from his boyhood to feel like a man

alone in the woods with his rifie still hot

and a carcase before him still shuddering out

its life with the blood welling out of its wounds,

has gared on a morning of beauty sublime

when the sun a5 it rose made the deep valley glow
back-lighting in splendour a single wild beast
broad-antiered, wise-muzzied and proud in his stance
who deeply communed with him there as he stood
and held in his sights the most vuinerable spot

in the flat of his skull right between his two eyes

all ready to fire, his trigger-touch taut,

but then paused, took a breath, and lowered his gun
not firing, but standing admiring instead

And was it the sunshine, or was &t the beast,

or was it some spirit, some devil or faun,

made him feel in his heart a miraculous change?

til he swore on his rifie that never again

would he hunt the wild creatures to kill them for sport
and he knew as he vowed he was more of a man
than any destroyer of wild dignity

and thenceforth became a protector of life

in nature’s wild places, and all her wise beings

Australia’s great forests have no noble stags,

their wildife too small for the game-hunter’s sights

The birds fly away, they don’t try to commune

when the great roaring trucks with their chansaws
come through

devastating for profit, not kudos or sport,

vast tracts of wild habitat. Trees have no mouths

Loggers see kvelihood, work to be done,

where tall forest giants whose bodies are wood

whose blood is sweet sap, whose brains are bright
leaves

whose guts are deep roots, whose fingers strive deep,

are in their broad sights, fore-doomed to be pulped

they hear nothing plead, they hear nothing scream

except their own chainsaws, their howling machines

The rare Tassie devils flee, now dispossessed,

not valued and loved in their wild scenery

but poisoned and sick in this vast devastation

The spirits of wilderness, fairies and fauns,

Aborigine ghosts, and dryads and elves

mere tricks of the light to those unseeing blades,

for the people who plan this are too far away

in their high office bulldings or soaring jet planes

polluting the air as they fly overseas

to make their cruel deals to supply more wood pulp

for paper and products that just make more waste
for out-of-touch cities to choke themselves on
polluting their land and their waters and air
Theycan’t see the dying they cant hear the trees
fall roaring like giants cut down in their prime,

the cracking of imbs and the tearing of guts

that spells the sad death of these wilderness gods

Yet miracles happen: the man on the mountain

has lowered his rifle, respecting the stag

The day might come, and & might come soon,

that ‘Gunns’ of another sort cease todestroy

and learn to respect with a lifegiving awe

this noble intelligence, sacred and wise,

that touches them, wakens them, makes them real
men,

wholl lay aside chainsaws and screeching machines

forever, respecting, protecting the homes

of the uncounted myriad creatures and plants

from tall forest giants to small dasurids

from yet unknown fungl to deviks and birds

and all the rainforests and wild places green

will be for all time safe, protected and free

by vywyan ogma wyverne

by wyverne
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6'day, Southern Hemisphere OBODies!
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Weicome to the 2010 Lugnasodh Issve of

SerpentStar in this second decade of the
millennium

Alban Hervin come and went, and if it
was cold in the northeren hemisphere, it was
nice and hot here in the southern! We hod one
heat wave after another in South Australia,

and from what I've heard, we were not alone!

Time flew for me after Albon Hervin
this year—no sooner had i recovered from the
fun and magic of Midsummernight, and the an-
tics of Puck than Lugnasodh loomed large on
the horizon, sending this little lizard scamper-
ing into the shade to paste up, edit and fil

pages for SerpentStor.

We've got a beautiful feature orticle
about the Great God Pan in this issue, an excel-
lent preporation for everyone who will be at-
tending the big gathering of OBOB bards,
ovates and druids in the Dandenongs near Mel-
bourne his year. More information on poge 11
and page 18 A Druid’s Diary taking us deeper-
into the seasonol aspects of our chosen path.
And we have o couple of new regular fea-
tures—links and events to help us all to orient
ourselves in Southern Hemisphere Druidry and

in Druidry worldwide, on the net and locally.

And much much more. Read and enjoy™

Have o BLESSED Lugnesoch

wyverne/|\
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G'day, Southern Hemisphere OBODjes!
Welcome to the 2010 Samhuin Issue of
SerpentStar.

The wheel of the year is turning,
and the light of the summer is dimming
in lands far from the equator. Is it still
significant to people up north? What
does Samhuin really mean to us as
unique, 21st century people?

If SerpentStar is a little late and a

little thin this time, it's because during
the past couple of weeks everyone was
busy preparing for, enjoying and recover-
ing from the weekend of magic and cere-
mony, friendship and connection with
the land of the Druid Assembly at

Cockatoo. This by all accounts was a

magnificent success. I was deeply disap-

pointed that I wasn't able to be there and

meet up with you all, having to cancel
my flight at the last minute for personal
reasons. Fortunately, all went brilliantly
well without me and you can read about
it inside, and we'd love to have more
about for next issue please!
Have a BLESSED Samhuin,

wyverne/|\
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G’day, Southern Hemisphere OBODies!
Welcome to the Imbolc 2010 issue of Ser-
pentStar! Spring is definitely in the air
where I am. Green grass is growing, the
wildflowers beginning, and the proud
kangaroo mums showing off their pouch-
fuls. Important things are happening in
OBOD with the appointment of the very
popular Damh the Bard as our new Pen-
dragon. As many have said, it couldn’t
happen to a nicer person. Damh is mak-
ing his second visit to Oz for the Druids
Dreaming event at Handorf in the Ade-
laide Hills this spring. Details page 7.
IMPORTANT NOTE: I've enjoyed my
stint as editor of SerpentStar and now
I'm ready to hand over to the next volun-
teer. Any offers? Page 3 for details. Re-
member, this is a great time to start
something new!
Inside we have pictures and poems, arti-
cles and stories to bring us up to date and
give us something to think about. As
usual, thanks everyone who took the time
and trouble to contribute.
Have a BLESSED IMBOLC,
wyverne/|\




W) THE ACT

No one has a monopoly on definitions of magic, yet most of us agree
‘tbree ‘tbinss in the main with the ‘mind over matter’ idea.Whether you agree with
this definition or not, what matters is knowing what you mean by it.
- Vyvyan Ogma Wyverne Again, brainstorming can help.

The magical work we do as druids and shamans is most successful when we truly

: Even experienced spell-casters can benefit from closely
understand what we’re doing.

examining their way of working in order to really know what

War, sickness, crime, corruption, pollution and energy-greed are serious problems for humanity, and ad- they think they are doing and what assumptions they are
dressing them is our business as human beings, whether druids or not. making about it.

Traditionally, druids occupied top political positions and were expected to exercise some control over these
things, along with dimate, game, nature and the afterlife as well. We don't follow in their footsteps exactly,
but we're usually druids at all because we feel we recognise in ourselves qualities that identify us as such,

For example, if a wand channels my energy, how doesit do it? If it modifies mine, adding its own nwyfre,

orelse with 1o cuftivate them in curselies beciise we value them. how does it do this, and why? Obviously it is going to be a more effective relationship if | know my wand
We trust and believe that our circle magic and shamanism can have far-reaching effects for the healingof ~ Well: where it gets its power, the effects of any runes, crystals or other add-ons - even the glues and var-
our planet and thence our own species and our domesticated crops and animals. nishes used, since they too contribute nwyfre. If | cast a circle, understanding my circle will greatly enhance

the enchantment within. Whether indoors or out, | should know the environment well - its ambience,
When we practice magic, three things are involved: the actor, the act, and theacted upon.  magic, spirituality, fairies, feng shui, soul, ghosts, fairies, its recent history, its current condition and its past.

This is why magicians always take a few moments to orient themselves to a place before they begin work.
The best magic happens when all three are well prepared for the rite, when all three are dearly under-

stood by the actor(s), whether one person or a group.

L) THE ACTED UPON

The magic works best when the thing or person acted upon is
clearly understood. If you wish to heal something,

the more you know and understand its condition,

the better your nwyfre will be conditioned for it.

i) THE ACTOR

For the magician, the obvious primary requirement

is a good knowledge of him/herself,

as a material, spiritual, emotional, aesthetic, physical,
metaphysical, magical, moral, mental and psychical being
- plus any other aspects that might seem relevant.

Whether the object of your rite is a person or animal, a landscape,
a city, an institution, a political situation, it helps to have a realistic
It's a good idea to ‘brainstorm’ your concept of a person, writing down all the words that cometomind as  sense of its place in the scheme of things.

you explore yourself inside and out. No-one can be right or wrong about this, and everyone is different, so

the old ‘body+soul+spirit’ division might not necessarily work for the modem druid. The important thing is My starting point is with Gaia. If | am moved to send healing to a population of traumatised people, | first
to know your way round yourself, the map of your being, the logic or narrative, or interplay of meaningthat get 5 sense of where they are within Gaia, whom | see as a living being, suffering from a stressed and trau-

slves your inner experience contimsity, o, detines or. charadierises you matised humanity, which | see as comparable to, say, an inflamed tissue in a person.

Most of the energy of the magic to be done comes from the person or persons involved. If the idea isto . " " : .

send healing energy, you will know how to draw on the magical resources — nwyfre — that you will have Only then do | home cautiously in on the area, and always seeking permission at every step, enter into the
been conc ing and conditioning in your preliminary meditation on the spell to be cast, brewing them communion with the situation that will permit the flow of nwyfre. If | probe in ignorance, | could cause
into the perfect elixir. pain. If | home in on corruption or crime, | address the souls of the people involved, who may be helplessly

trapped in their crimes.

Of course, you need to be healthy enough to spare the energy, and internally balanced and dear enough
to produce a pure elixir. Your spiritual, emotional, aesthetic, physical, metaphysical, magical, moral, men-
tal and psychical health, purity and sanctity are prerequisites for good magic. This doesn’t mean you can’t The more | learn about any situation, the more effective my magic will be.
do useful magic while sick or emotionally disturbed — you can sing with a sore throat, and walk with tight

shoes on —but the magic will be better if you are ina state of ritual purity. A magidan needs a good working relationship with Gaia. The better we know our world, the better our

world magic will be!
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v SerpentStar changey editory thiy issue

Ay we welcome Kimv (LadyA), owr new editor, ity tume for me to-take a fond
farewell of the delightful task of bringing SerpentStar to-yow each quarter.
tditing SerpentStar has beesw an enjoy job;, avwonderful way of getting
know yow all; and o stinmulating and creative part of my life for thwee yeary.

I'd like to-thank all those who- contributed and the many who-gave me
ersonally kind encour: and wseful feedback and assistance and so-
ed to- make ouwr new. the succesy it i Ay yow all supported Stormwolf
and Sooty Owl before I took it ony I know yow will continue to-give
support, encowragement and; above all, contributions to-Kim ay she takey
the helnu

Have a blessed Beltaned
VYVYGn Ogana Wyverne




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.




2011-2014
Brownies

Feople who want to make shamanic connections with the fairy peoples usually start by leaming as much as they can from books, other seers and folklore. You learn quickly
that there are many different kinds of fairies, and that they vary from culture to culture Then as you become adept at seeing. your notion of what a fairy is usually undergoes
awid transformation. You begin to encounter the many varieties of fairies, elves, nature spirits etc, kttle and lamge, pretty and ugly. wise and silly, kindly and malevolent. sick
and healthy, weak and powerful friendly and hostile that the fairy sight reveals to you

At this stage you may feel a need to focus on direct communion with just one kind of fairy at a time, usually using meditation and attunement techniques you may have
learned as a part of a pagan, esoteric or new age teaching programme or similar. You set the scene with beautful music, crystals enchanted for the purpose, and incense or
aromatic olls, herbs and floners. You centre yourse¥. you clear your mind perhaps you might play a drum or a flute, and you open your eyes to the fairies around you. The fair-
ies will be aware of your preparations and they 'l crowd around to get a glimpse of you, and 1o let you see them. You get used to the fact that these are indeed people, abeit
high strangeness people, indeed very high strangeness people and that some of them are intensely anare of you and are manipulating you with their powerful will to bring you
nto their view, sometimes competing with each other for access to you. This can be frightening. but don't panic. When it happens, you can always expect a Brownie to be there
for you. 1o be your trustworthy guide and protector if you soask.

Brownies are among the easiest of fairies for humans to commune with. They are saintly little people about eighteen inches to two feet high, sometimes appearing in hooded

garments of soft brown, grey and mossy colours. They are usually surrounded by a kind of courtly retinue which indudes the astralbodies of little girls in their brownie uni-

forms, and other earth kin. Probably the word Brownie was originally Brehonie, and referred 1o a pious and much-loved legal fraternity that was quashed in Britain in medaeval

times so completely that history seems to be repressing the memory of them. The Irish Brehons are stil revered though progress in translating their law texts has been
siow. But folkdore recalls the Brownie as an outlawed exiie in wild places, sometimes protected by remote households for whom they very

generously did useful work in exchange for nothing but food and clothing - taking offence permanently if offered payment.

In the old balad Brown Adam he was banished into the woods where he Iived by hunting birds with a bow and arrow.

Children’s lore, often wiser and better informed than foklore, because children connect more deeply with the deepest myths,

situates them deep in the wildest and remotest parts of the mossiest. most mysterious graen woods, where they have be

come invisible to humans, dminished in size to about a foot high. As Brehons once were lawyers among the peoples of od

Britain, Brownies are the wise law-givers, counsdlors and peace-makers among all the wild woodland

animals, birds and fishes, plant spirits, aertaland water beings, fire spirits and earth spirits of their new environment.

Brownies are accessile to us through contemplation of this highly developed, consistently recurring image. ¥ you ask them to

they are wiling towork closely with you as guides and negotiators on your behalf They arerit the only wise, human-friendly

airies you'll encounter in the early stages. but they are the ones who will help you to reorient yourself appropriatdy in

‘. our newly expanded reality. And they do appreciate their annual gt of a new lkinen shirt and a good bannock bun - and firewood:
pnly tokens now but once so meaningfulParadigms shift again when you realise that to the faires, you are just one more kind

of fairy. We are certainly glants to them, and if we think we're not magical there's many a fairy. and many aquite justly

aggrieved fairy, wiling to prove to us that we're just as magically dangerous to them as ever they could be to us. Without some

training in stiliness and receptivity, our fear paralyses them, our distrust binds them, our mis-visions distort and deform them, our

disbelef disables them The brownies are not just our guides, but our ‘handlers as well to prevent us from harming the other
beings with our unruly, lawless magic.

beng
have evolved since uenrbznehman fmm human culture. Thq tel me umrswty as folows.

Banished during the Conquest from their honoured place in British society, the few survivors fied singly to remote wild places, hiding in the deep forest 1o evade the hounds that
were used to hunt them. In remote wild lands they survived, but were soon forgotten, except in folk-lore. Others, driven deeper into the forest, found food in abundance there. but
were intensaly alienated. often utterly devoid of all human company, and dependent on prayer. fairy magic and the guidance of Gala (who knew just what she was doing) for their
Ssanity
Akind of sensory deprivation along with the effects of breathing the fungal spore laden air and of eating the occasional dodgy mushroom made these fugitives, credited anyway
with magic powers, psychically hypersensitive. They soon bagan to hear the whispers of the forest, tounderstand the speech of animals and birds. Sleeping in the moss, feeding on
the mushrooms, bark, herbs, nuts and bernes of the forest's bounty, drinking the dew and the heavy nectar of flowers, they soon fell under the spdis of the forest fairies. Experienc
Ing themselves more and more as being of their reality and less and less of this, they grew old and ded, or they died through iliness or the poison of a mushroom and so became part
of the woodland spirit community.
Over the centuries, their mentality was greatly altered by their new environment. and they brought their kegal expertise to bear upon the many protiems that diverse and often
competing beings encounter in their efforts to create aviable and harmonious community of spirits. Our world was becoming less and less rdevant tothem, butGmﬂud plans for
them and us, and in accord with these there emenged the Brownie movement, the organisation for kittie girls that focused the potently magical
attention of generations of eight-to-ten-year-old girls on just the kind of fairied forest environment in which these highly-evolved souls now have
their spiritual. centres. Alded by | know not what guiding angels and fairies, during the twentieth century the brownies and these littie girls effec
across-dimensional hand-shake of great importance to our planet, and it was a handshake of such goodwill and delightfulness that brownies ﬁ g
remain among the best-loved and most trusted of fairy characters in kterature and lore. They are good kttle people. full of kindly charity and love, .
sweetness and joy. which they spread with the greatest ease wherever they go.
And nowadays they go about quite freely in all sorts of places, appearing in suburban gardens, lapanese parklands. city talkconies and the
Australian bush, and will appear in a well designated comer of almost any sincerdly friendly. safe room f invited. They make charming use of those
commercially avalabie little toy doors that you affix to tree trunks, skirting boards and other ikay places

My Brownie guide ‘haunts or inhabits a 14 inch high paper-maché toadstool with a nine nch diameter top. He explains that he magically bond
with the paper toadstoolin such a way as 1o become sensitive 1o the thoughts and emotions going on around It. Thus it acts like a remote
sensory organ, to which he can bring his whole mind's attention at will manifesting visibly beside it for me if he chooses. It's like having a mobile phone. His sense of humour is delight-
ful but he seems full of knowledge to impart as our relationship deepens. | service this shrine and others outside with gifts of food and drink and pleces of shiny metal which they
use for money in one of their new toyland-like realms. | suspect theyd find a use for anything if you offered it as a token of goodwil

Toylands? Yes, because expert as they are at bringing peace and sanity into communities of diverse beings, Brownies have learned that a being is a being, whether a toy
whose soul has been bestowed via the inarticulate bove and magical fantasy of achild or an angel spirit bom triumphantly from the spent corpse of a dying human being, they are
all sentient spirits, all worthy of their rights and responsible for their own karma. Between small chidren at play and all manner of fairies, new worlds of solid reality are being woven
all the time from the fantastical logistics and creative imagery of play. and because these new worlds have need of good wise, fair laws to integrate theminto the greater reality,
Brownies are invited to participate in the building of them principally as law-givers.
Rapport with Brownies is based upon a mood-sharing which manifests quite strangely to an adult, because It is much more in the emotional idiom of chidren, or of medieval Brehons
It's hard to put into words, except words 0 simple they might even sound facile, yet they possess all the more power for being so comprehensible. They teach that happinessisa
medicine, something radiant and good that we infuse our surroundings with when we feel happy within. We have a duty to be happy. to emanate beams of radiant happiness for the
healing and comforting of our sad and damaged worlds. They know it isn't always possible. but they urge us to make real inner happiness a goal to care about making oursehves truly
happy ininnocent ways that harmno one. They urge us to cultivate an optimistic disposition, to cammy us through the sad times, and 1o gravitate (should | say. levitate) back to
happiness as soon as things improve. It doesn't have to be noisy happiness; you don't have to smile all the time. Just consciously begin to iberate all the natural joy within you. That
will not only improve your health and well-being. your luck and your whole quality of experience, it wil also make you a wel-spring of healing for everyone in your environment

17 =« Viyvyan Ogma Wyvern)




Animal intelligence. vyvyen oguia wyverne

The main objection that rationalists make to the idea of
communicating with animals more meaningfully than most
people usually do with their dogs, cats and horses is that the
animals are not intelligent enough. Science has always claimed
to know that animals’ brains are simply not specialised for
complex thought and they have no brain centres specifically
designed for the use of language. This objection rests on two
assumptions: that intelligence depends on a brain, and is
proportional to the size and complexity of the brain, and that the
communication of complex ideas is only possible between beings
with human-like cerebral intelligence.

But both these assumptions have been challenged in recent
research into animal intelligence, surprisingly, in research
relating to animals with very simple brains or no brains at all.
Echidnas have exhibited extraordinary intelligence in tests
devised by animal behaviourists, although their brains are very
simple. Many stories are told about octopus intelligence for which
no scientific explanation can be given.

Kangaroos also show intelligence - reasoning and rapid learning
ability - about the same as a dog, but they too have small, simple
brains for their body weight and so are not given credit for it -
except by people who live with them in close contact.

People who work and live in close
association with animals such as
cats, dogs, horses, sheep, cows,
elephants, seals and goats do not
doubt that the intelligence of their
animals is much higher than present
day science can account for. Whales
and dolphins with their brains
rivalling human brains in terms of
size in proportion to their body weight
¥ and degree of convolutedness are
admitted to be highly intelligent, but
it is clear to anyone observing them
that they use their brains in quite

different, non-human ways until called upon by natural or
artificial circumstances to become intelligible to human beings.

Understanding this is the key to understanding what limits
human ability to see into and appreciate the intelligence of other
animals. What we must understand is that human intelligence
tends to be fairly narrowly focused on human affairs, is species-
specific and conditioned by nature and experience to block most
of the vast spectra of event and effect that constitute the fabric of
reality. Human intelligence makes intelligible to humans that
selection of sensation and inspiration that combine to make our
very specific kinds of awareness. It is vast and rich to us but tiny
in comparison with the infinitudes of data in our environment,
mediated as it must be through the brain, with its limited array
of logistical acrobatics that make up human intellect.

be assumed to have
makes meaningful
totally different but
selection of
inspiration and the
logistical acrobatics

A death-adder must
intelligence  which
to a death-adder the
not narrower
sensation and
limited array of

that make up death-adder
intelligence. The " human body is
designed to support an intelligence

system that is tightly and complexly logical in very specific ways,
and that necessitates a large much convoluted brain. The death-
adder’s body is designed to support an intelligence system that
operates in ways ours does not, but there is no reason to suppose
that it is more limited than ours.

We are evolving specialised organs of thought which are located
in our brains, and we're enchanted by what's going on there.
Unencumbered by such a noisy apparatus, do death adders
make all their sensations dramatically more intelligible to
themselves through their whole bodies, or through organs we
haven't yet understood, than we do our sensations, blotted out as
most of them are by the higher-impact activities of our brains?
Cerebral intelligence in humans, intelligence beyond our ken in
death adders?

Many psychics experience direct knowing through their life-fields
things which their brains routinely filter out - force fields, auras,
telepathy, and much besides.

Furthermore, studies of migratory birds and fish show that they
share consciousness far more than large-brained animals do,
communicating over long distances, and spreading newly devised
solutions to problems very rapidly throughout whole species. This
also bespeaks non-cerebral, i.e., non-human intelligence.

Any animal, human or not, can be seen as an individual, as a
member of a culture or society - herd, tribe, localised population
etc, and many societies make up a species. A multitude of
diverse species make up our planet’s biota, plant and animal.
Event-sensitive beings (and even atoms are event-sensitive) are
the experiential and intellectual faculties of our planet, and are
therefore as diversely specialised for as wide and yet specific a
variety of sensorial selecting as is necessary to constitute a
planetary intelligence far greater than that of any one of its
components and no doubt greater in toto even than the sum of its
components.

Ant nests are examples of animals in
which radically specialised individuals
are inter-dependent in such a way
that the colony behaves like a single
animal made up of several hundred or
more semi-individuals whose actions
are concerted by the queen who is
entirely dependent on them. Humans
too can be seen in this way, although our socialisation may seem
to be much more complex and flexible. The experience we
mediate for the planet as individuals is mediated to her also by
our cultures as a whole although it isn't easy for us to discern

unfathomable). So does the blue. They may or may not be equal.
The point is, we don't know. The green represents the area of
overlap - of shared experience within which we can
communicate.

human intelligence

Even if the overlap is small, we must question the arrogance that
says that the other animal’s intelligence always only extends as
far as the green zone above and ignores the inevitability of there
being a blue zone probably at least equal to our yellow one - and
also the arrogance that says that only the other animal’s
intelligence has been extended by communing with ours. Ours is
just as much extended by what we learn from them.

When we transcend this ‘speciesism’, we can begin to look for the
animal’s intentions to communicate with us, no longer imagining
that all the intention is ours, the animal being passively receptive
and responsive or not to our teaching. In their terms, we become
a lot more intelligent!

this as we are inside it. Our planet thinks, feels, dreams and
experiences as much and as effectively through her jungles and
buffalo herds as she does through her cities - but in vastly
different ways.

We can communicate effectively with animals only to the extent
that our experience overlaps with theirs. Look at the diagram.
The yellow represents an unknown ‘quantity’ (some say




&omug coming of age in the lot centuny.
- vyvyan ogma wyveme

Old age is not a slow death unless your body is sick. We're so accustomed to negative
images of ‘crones’ in folk-lore and fantasy, where post-child-bearing, independent females
are portrayed as a crooked, arthritic, ugly old scolds, that some people are surprised at
the idea of a ‘croning’. Why would anyone want to be called a ‘crone’? Shouldn't we seek
positive images and archetypes and leave the old negative ones behind? We need ideals,
but do we find them in archetypes generated in the past? Is that how we should honour
our ancestors?

The archetypes preserved in folklore are interactive - do we need their power in our lives?
They represent real people who lived in or before the middle ages, or during the renais-
sance or thereabouts. Our genetic inheritance comes from a population which not only
included them, but fore-grounded them in story and song. The genes that determine our
natures were hammered on the forges of their zeitgeist, just as we now find ourselves
fine-tuning them in our 21st century interpersonal dramas. The crone of the middle ages
incubated the spirituality of the crone of today, just as we are now shaping the nature of
crones to come. It helps gaia if we maintain the

continuity of such evolutions - it's a way of helping to repair the web of race memory,
making subtle psychic connections between our times, allowing healing as in the repairing
of damaged nerves.

Our ancestors had their own rightful place in the nasty past and are now fading from
memory, while we live in the here and now, albeit consciously working towards an ideal
future. Shouldn't we be imagining new
role-models based on current experience?
In the late 20th century, feminist scholars
deeply explored the range of stereotypes
generated by our culture, in the mass
media, pop culture and in the popular
imagination - many of these made use of
carl jung's work on archetypes and the
collective unconscious. They found
themselves awed at the power of the
archetype as the shapers of society, of
society's response to individuals and their
expectations of people who fall under
their spell.

Some archetypes are distorted, like
caricatures. They seem to exert a
distortive power over the personality
they misrepresent and over social
situations involving them. Persistent
images of independent old women have
come down to us from a time when few
people enjoyed long lives, and those who
did were skinny, bent and rickety, with
voices as croaky as that of the pet raven G S

on their shoulder. 4 3 p N
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it’s a cold hand of fear

on the heart of my dreaming

this fear-held breath of the mind-wind

at the quaking of our shell-shocked planet

oh look! a most speaking moonrise

much heralded, bewitching, high-riding,

at moonset she snows a crisp glitter of frost
| watch it melt in the sunbeams shine
releasing the moonspeak to me

there is time. to every minute its wholeness
all its wealth and its full duration.

no moment is wasted: good work is riches
yes, even in rest there is re-creation.

if the gift be good it will be praised

in giving the giveris given to richly

and thus enriched we become the gift.
through giving we are given our godhead -
we are gaia’s gift to the stars...

and the moon goes rolling over

the dark cold edge of the sky.

now day brightens, and I'm alone here
holding the memory.

Their faces are sometimes depicted as resembling death’s heads, the skull all but visible be-
neath the skin - and indeed, they seem close to death. It is this image of the crone that peo-
ple fear.

The focus is not always on her decrepitude. In many folk tales the crone presents the sym-
bolic gifts at rites of passage, and there's usually nothing said of her other than that she is
an old woman with high standing in the palace - at a time when a palace might be anything
from a small populous city with a king and queen in residence to a lonely roadside cottage in
the woods with a skeleton staff of one. This one is the dominant image in folk memory, and
she still fascinates us. We continually create her anew, complete with rickets, toothlessness,
croaky voice, distaff in hand and pet raven, but active pagans are more likely to up-grade her
in the light of many generations of further evolution to a healthy, motivated, energised elder,
rich in experience, a veteran of a lifetime of good living and ready for decades more of useful,
dedicated work and enthusiastic participation in life.

Actors justly fear ‘type-casting’. It exerts metaphysical, magical power that can lock them
into expected patterns of limited and inappropriate character-acting, stifling their creativity
and limiting their opportunities for advance. So powerful are stereo-types, often unrecognised
though held in the popular imagination by most people, that the second wave feminists of the
1970s called upon the image-makers of our culture, the educators, mass media, and the gen-
eral population, to revise our fixed notions about old women, to take a reality check, to close
the sizable gap between what old women, for example, really are and what most people think
we are, how we are represented in the media and how this affects us. This radical rethink re-
sulted in broad changes to our culture which now offers enhanced life experience for all older
people.

As the mass media is now aware, if the general populace regards old women as typically sick,

requiring full-time nursing care, headed for alzheimer’s and kept alive by up to 20

different kinds of designer drugs, they can magically swing it that way. Advertising exploits

this power for profit. We can wield it for the good of all. If we foreground the increasing san-

ity surrounding aging in current medical research, and focus on the many fit healthy role-mod-

els we see all around us, we can adjust our image towards the reality and thus connect

more effectivel
N

with (he beauty and blessing of old age, the value of the contribution of the
B aged to our culture and the special gifts and talents and
sweet rewards that come with the wisdom of years. Then we
can begin to shift them towards our own consciously crafted
ideals. Thus we get magical control of our own evolution.
Learning to use this awesome evolutionary force, this ‘force
that through the green fuse drives the flower’ consciously,
we avoid being distorted into the dysfunctional social
situations that plague life today.

We can learn from the archetypes, recognising their flaws
in us and filtering them out, selectively inheriting their
goodness, tweaking their spiritual ‘software’ creatively,
participating in the crafting of the archetypes themselves.

B The extent to which we resemble the archetype in question
determines how much our spirit resonates with hers - or his

in the case of a male. We can consciously avoid resembling an
undesirable norm, the wicked witch who explodes in a jealous
rage for example, while adopting features of the desired
types, such as the chivalrous youth who marries the princess.
Through the evolving crone archetype women maintain con
tinuum between ourselves and the old women of the past,

{ receiving from them the power of their enchantment, and

N giving to them the blessing of their descendants. But be

warned: when we conjure the crone from within our own beings, we might find ourselves with
a friendly raven on our shoulder after all!

3. Sanderous
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Tuckonies are Aborigine fairy-(ike beings, extra-dimensional diminutives who take an
interest in our world and play important roles in regulating affairs in the plant and
animals realms of the ‘dreamtime’ worlds we share. At this time they are also helping
to integrate rﬁc_ r'xcwﬁl!'ry races, which came \yir_ﬁ the white ‘scrt(crs l:}"d:t"’f sril'l"_ )
arriving from foreign lands to become part of the rich rainbow-snake diversity of this
ancient mysterious land.

The ’Aﬁorigiues knew them as little ;7:0}7[’:, a bit (ike Mary Norton'’s ﬁm‘mml'
borrowers or Jonathon Sw:’fr‘s Lil’l—l‘;-mrimls, in that rlia; have the pfl-\/sn ue
proportions of ordinary earthly people, but they're only six to eight fnc}ws tall. They
resemble Aborigines, with ritual scarring on their chests, and sometimes ceremonial’
body paint and they often carry hunting spears and woomeras. They are benevolent
people, with wisdom beyond ours, and the freedom to travel further and do more, and
‘they can be called upon in times of need to help our peoples with our problems.

Traditionally, they are thought of as activel promoting the health of the environ-
ment, in particular, liaw’ng_rfg‘ - power through their dancing and song (corroboree) to
greatly increase the rate of plant growth, and Aboriginal folk tales include accounts
of their miraculous power to turn tiny saplings into great trees in minutes with their

magic.

Now, when anyone seriously intends to work with fairies in their (ives, fairies know of
that intention, and they help to bring on the fairy sight. Tuckonies are no exception
to this rule, and because their reality is so closely interwoven with ours, they are fairly
easy to see. 1 first saw them after years of dl'\'eﬁv}ﬁn my }1svcﬁic ability in communion
with (especially) the Aborigine spirits and ghosts Lf the land and the European fairies
and spirit people.

My focus at the time was on the flower fairies of Jacobean England as they are now in
our times, and 1 had been experiencing success communing with them and even see-
ing them. So the work 1 had done in that direction meant that 1 was primed to see the
Tuckonies. What tipped the scales was the fact that 1 was experimenting with Abo-
riginal ‘bush tucker’, di ing up and eating the roots and bulbs they ate, cating the
ﬂfwcrs and seeds, sanlpﬂzr’ the herbs and chewi ng the medicinal bark of bushes and

ilirul%s. This put me on their wavelength. )
Also, 1 was spending long hours out in the scrub, studying the fauna and flora close up
and communing with nature in the company of nature spirits who wanted to help me
to see them. Under these conditions, accustomed as 1 was to communing with ghosts,
1 found Tuckonies very easy to see. 1 still find them easier to connect with than many
European fairies. They lju]\"e‘?rear charm and charisma, arising from their natural”
dignity, uprightness and wisdom. :

Some authorities refer to them as nature spirits, but they're not really confined to the
world of nature. Once you know them, they'll visit you inside your house, and draw
your attention to them with great pleasure and courtesy, and they become very
communicative. However, it is easier to establish first contact with them out in the wilds.

They haunt certain bushes and‘sﬁeftered'}vl‘aces in characteristic ways. The signs are
subtle, but remember, they know you are looking for them and are helping you to home
in on them. Look for the sort of feeling that you find in old churches, or cathedrals - a
clear crystalline quality of the air, a feeling of sacredness or spiritual power, quiet, [ike a
dome, holding everything within it safe and protected. 1t is similar to that which sur-
rounds a birds’ nest but instead of hiding from you, it calls you, and invites you to see
it. Within that, or nearby, as you soft-gaze from a distance, not staring too sharply at
anything, that’s where the Tuckonies live. If you've been actively looking for fairies for
a few years, they may build their pavilions in your garden. C ’

Also, 1 was spending long hours out in the scrub, studying the fauna and flora close up
and communing with nature in the company of nature spirits who wanted to help me
to see them. Under these conditions, accustomed as 1 was to communing with ghosts,

1 found Tuckonies very easy to see. 1 still find them easier to connect with than many
European fairies. They l_ia('e}rear charm and charisma, arising from their natural”
d’l‘gniry, uprightness and wisdom.

Some authorities refer to them as nature spirits, but they're not really confined to the
world of nature. Once you know them, they ([l visit you inside your house, and draw
your attention to them with great pleasure and courtesy, and they become very
communicative. However, it is easier to establish first contact with them out in the wilds.

They haunt certain bushes and sheltered places in characteristic ways. The signs are
subtle, but remember, they know you are looking for them and are helping you to home
in on them. Look for the sort of feeling that you find in old churches, or cathedrals - a
clear crystalline quality of the air, a %‘eﬂ’ng'qf sacredness or spiritual power, quiet, like a
dome, holding everything within it safe and protected. 1t is similar to that which sur-
rounds a birds’ nest but instead of hiding from you, it calls you, and invites you to see
it. Within that, or nearby, as you soft-gaze from a distance, not staring too sharply at
anything, that's where the Tuckonies live. f you've been actively looking for fairies for
a few years, they may build their pavilions in your garden. o i

As 1 turned back to rﬁzyarﬁ, 1 saw ﬂim, an old man this time in ever\;d'm; d}css,
a bit dusty, smilir mld/ﬁiemﬂ'\/, Smud]’ng beside his wurl'e\; at the base :)fun
erect bluebush. 1 have learnt over the years not to EX}?‘:){{E with emotion when these
rﬁings fm}v en, but 1 still needed a fa;' moments to calm m\/sel'fafrer this excep-
tionally clear vision. He remained visible, o
and when 1 was rmdl;, he m)ycd'm one
side and showed me his v;fe sitting inside
the wurl'ey, Snll'ﬁ'ng broa. l:y

They seemed a [ittle different from the

first ones, which were taller and more
“charismatic and seemed to occupy a slightly
dﬁ'reylr dimensionality. This old man and
his wife were nevertheless inexpressibly moving -
and beautiful, their faces weathered and »
worn like those qf nla'}mjp[e on our dimension.

b 4!

To be continued next issue.

This image was mocked up in Paint ided of what a Tilckony lool
Unf it show up easily

Tuckonies - Part 2
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Tuckonies move very freely across the time-space continuum in more directions than are cur-
rently known to science. They go in and out of Koorie households, taking on subliminal levels
with the Kids as they grow up, sharing their headspace to watch TV, attend school or university,
go dancing or surf the web, and they rather often incarnate. Their timescape allows them to
incarnate for a long, busy lifetime whik: their Tuckony body is standing still in a sort of trance or
revenie, observing the passage of their human incarnation’s time as if it were just a few minutes.
When the incarnation is over, the experience gathered there becomes a resource for the Tuckony .,
which they explain is like taking spoonsful of something flavoursome and richly meaningful from
a feasting bowl, or grail. Of course, they also value lifetimes of experience as animals, and no
doubt as plants as well because they have an affinity with them. Like the Koork star people. the
Tuckonies are not confined to Earth - they have extraterrestrial and extradimensional access as
well.

When I was just getting to know them, I often saw them walking along the narrow bit of book-
shelf the projected beyond the backs of the books. They were only a littk shorter than the aver-
age paperback. More than once they drew my attention to one book or another, which they made
to glow. Well not quite glow. but there was a definite radiance. not visibke, but certainly discernible
by some subtle sense very like vision. Then quite casually one would ‘open’ the spine of the book,
as if it were adoor,as if it had adoorknob and he'd turned it and opened it. Then both, there
were usually only two, would enter the book. closing the spine behind them.

Once I saw them coming back out of a book that they had entered in this way. The ‘door” ap-
peared open still as I saw them emerge. Instead of pages of print, I saw that they had been walk-
ing among the things described in the book. I saw the landscapes the characters walked in, the
houses and streets described in the book and the whole array of ideas and images, all set out like a
veritable landscape unlike those of carth, but just as traversabke. There were misty swathes where
data was sparse as itis in our imagination when we read a book. The author can provide only so
much detail, the reader then supplies the rest, and the book as a deva, or spiritual entity, comes
to life. As a Dreaming it is enriched by what every reader brings to it. O ver centuries, a book like
Jane Austen’s Pride and Prejudice builds and maintains a rich, deep patina of layers of our love,
our magic and our philosophy. all brought to it by generation upon generation of readers. With-
out reading the words, but reading what Druids might call the ‘nwyfre’, the Tuckonies connect
with the subtle nformation available to them in this way to reconstruct the events and vistas de-
scribed in the book, and they do this so well that they can enter the scene and find/ construe the
characters and commune with them - and they bring back souvenirs of candles, books, ribbons
and other small tokens of their visit.

So they speak modern English and are in touch with human current affairs, especially as
accessed by modern Koories. One easy way to connect with them is to read the Koorie newspa-
pers and magazines and listen to their radio and TV. This not only promotes goodwill and un-
derstanding between our cultures but also makes us easy to peruse when their extradimensionals
want to enter our lives. When I open the Koorie mail each week, Tuckonies are with me.

Their knowledge of human affairs is so great that they actually participate in our politics and in
the development of our lands and resources.

One of the most unforgettable sights I have ever seen was at Adehide’s government house
lawns, where I saw, during a time of heavy campaigning for Koorie rights, thousands of tiny
Tuckonies camped in protest against human rights abuses against Koories, feys and
extradimensionals, an occupying force to equal the Canberra embassy. I was told that even when
things were calmer there was always a force there, negotiating on subliminal levels with our
politicians for culture-fair government that respects the vision of the fey. I was remote-viewing
from my bed at home, with Tuckonies on my bedside table when I lay down and again when I
opened my eyes.

They do exert will-power to steer us away from disaster, but their sense of justice is of the
merciful sort, and they have a part to play in our future.

But Dream-time is ‘funny stuff ", as I've heard them say, and Tuckonies know where, what and
when to share with people of our, but I also often see them mingling with other types of fairies.
One fairy shrine I tend was established for tiny peopke I found, white people of all ages, only
about five or six inches high, who were lost and parched in the dry heat. They crept into shade
and their skin hurt from the scorching dryness. I had not really intended a shrine, just ‘water in-
terest” when I placed a decorative basin on the lawn where they were and saw them for the first
time when they ran to it to dip their feet and hands in it and to cool themselves. Then they sat
round the rim of the basin with their feet in the water. After a few days, Tuckonies came and, in-
viting me to view, they opened doorways in what looked like thin air and led the people through
to a more comfortabk living space. They followed with great gratitude, and even seemed as if
they had been waiting for the Tuckonies all along they just hadn tknown it.

So who are these white people, only inches high, who get themselves into such predicaments?
Says the Tuckony, if Tuckonies’ souls can incarnate for several decades during a single five min-
ute meditation, why do we imagine that we don tdo pretty much the same.

There are hints enough of it in the Celtic literature. Evidently our souls are much, much more
than we imagine. Tuckonies as spirit guides help
beings, with celestial Dreaming places and
access to timescapes more thrilling than we can
currently imagine.
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&day people! Welcome to the Imbolk 2012
Edition of SerpentStar. Aftera much- needed
rest I'm returning as editor. Grateful thanks are
due to the lovely LadyA of the Shire for keeping
things going in the meantime. We wish her great
Joy of her growing family!
Email subscriptions are free of course, but at a tiny
cost of $10 pa, for 4 issues within Australia, some
of you may prefer apaper subscription instead. Re-
cent research has indicated that on-line newslet-
tfers that drop their paper subscription alternative
tend to be weaker and less likely to be read than
those that maintain them. Must be good magic, and
admittedly, it is nice fo find a newsletter bristling
with good reading in your old-fashioned letterbox
every quarter. So do consider a good old-fashioned
print copy—published of course on ecologically sus-
tainably produced paper.
Druidry is growing in Australia, and this is reflect-
ed in the lively collection of reading we ve got for
you from bards, druids and ovates young and old,
with some refreshing new faces swelling the ranks,
in particular, falented poet Ainvar Ronal reenleaf,
and insight ful philesopher Orin Raven Winter, both
seed group members from Adelaide. We owe thanks
also to Adrienne Piggot for her help to bring us the
photos and story about the English Ale. Other fa-
miliar and not so familiar names grace our pages
this edition. There are stories, articles, poems, pic-
tures and much , much more to enjoy!f

Have a BLESSED IMBOLC
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The Orderof Bards, Ovates and Dreis Imbole 2012
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The fist Gewy mormings of early sping,

I advise against using refined sugar and
|stimulants, but I must admit that some fairies
\are easier to find if you're on a sugar high...

A FAIRY RETREAT

By Wyverne

In our culture, until recently, almost everything has

dictated against the seeing of fairies. Social

des, urban planning, calendars, work
schedules, diet, education, noise, pollution,
electrical fields and the mass media have all
tended to obscure the realities nearest to our own,
and some still do. So if you're serious about
getting closer to our neighbour-realities and
learning to see the fairies and ghosts of our own,
you might like to consider a fairy retreat. It will
take some planning; you will need at least two
weeks and preferably four to begin to make the
perceptual shift towards seeing their worlds, and
you may need to do some radical reorientation
during the previous cycle of the moon before you
begin.

You are multi-dimensional, but you are also
fragmented, so that that part of yourself that
perceives through the material senses is perhaps
only rarely aware of the experience of those pans
of you that perceive the fairies that live all around
us or the ghosts that haunt our cities and towns, or
the gods that guide our evolution.

Most children leam to seleat out fairy perception
at an early age, but the interface remains lifelong,

waiting to be reactivated. If you have a hankering
to see fairies, surely it is because your seer-self
wants you to, wants you to be aware of your
experiences in the fairy realms - which are as vivid
and structured and meaningful as those of our
material world - and is among the many highly
specialised fairy beings who are willing to help
you to succeed.

The retreat takes one complete cycle of the moon,
from one half-moon’s waning till the next. You can
do italone or with a friend or dedicated group,
although it’s a very introverted thing and
companionship should not be o intense. It
begins with a debriefing, followed by a period of
fasting and meditating, then a week of active
engagement with your heightened perception, and
a week-long withdrawal period.

1. DEBRIEFING:

Debriefing is simple, and can be done before you
begin the retreat. Ideally you should start this on
the evening of the half-moon waxing. It consists
of setting aside a little time at dawn and again at
dusk to listen to the birds and sounds of nature
audible through the noises of human activity, and
think about fairies. Imagine seeing them. Perhaps
you have pictures or books or statues of fairies or
elves or plant spirits, angels, gods or whatever you
love best. Use them as icons, talk to them, let them
know how much you want to see them and be pan
of the bridge between our worlds. Remember the
intensity of your childhood engagement with
fairylands and fantasy worlds. If you can scry, use
a mirror or crystal ball, actively invoking your
favourite spirits. Write a calling chant, sing or
croon to them. Or just imagine you are looking
into the eyes of your fairy self and inviting him/her
to connect with you and teach you.

Note any anxiety, any sudden loss of
concentration, or point where the mind wanders, or
mundane thoughts intrude, and focus on them as
they arise. Ask all unnecessary anxieties to abate,
and if any persistent thoughts or objections
intrude, deal with them and then ask them to
recede. Eucalyptus leaves or oil is helpful.

This is not a relaxation exercise, but a vital, active
self-exploration, a seek and satisfy mission to find
and allay all anxieties that stand between you and
your goal - and perhaps discover whether or not
you have the ge to proceed. Consider any
ambivalence you might have about your own self-
image, your credibility among your peers, what
fairies will think of your strategies and fibs -
anything that comes to mind might block your
enhanced perception. You need your own full
consent. Spend a couple of half-hours a day doing
this intensively and also take advantage of odd
times during the day to run the themes that emerge
for you through your mind.

Wearing a crystal or a ring will help to remind you
to retum frequently to the task, and you'll be
surprised how much more clarity you can achieve
by this simple exercise than you might have
expected. It’s a technique that can be adapted for
other purposes too.

Meanwhile, the venue for the retreat is important.
A place where fairies are likely to be is obviously
best, but it doesn’t have to be a breathtakingly
beautiful wildemess. Your own backyard is very
often the best place, even if there’s a constant hum
of traffic and noisy neighbours, as you will have
been gardening there while thinking about fairies
and will no doubt continue to do so afterwards.
But if you have no garden find a quiet place that
you have free access to and can visit often. Your
own bedroom or den may be right for you.

You can enhance your space if permitted with
crystals, pyramids, geodesic towers, shrines, altars,
fountains etc, with music or Schuman resonance,
runes, incense and chanting. Building tiny houses
brings them!

2. ORIENTATION:

After the week’s debriefing, on the dark moon
preparation for the fast begins. Prepare by
reducing your food in-take. Take the whole week
to reduce to small serves of wholemeal bread and
water, honey and milk, salads nuts and fruit, or

other minimalistic whole-foods diet. If you really
can’t give up smoking, chew horehound leaves or
drink a tisane of them as strong as you can enjoy it
every few days. Horehound helps to repair the
damage to the lungs that smoking tobacco might
otherwise cause.

While fasting your body, you should also fast your
mind, so if possible, phase out any newspapers or
magazines, don’t watch TV, don’t um on the
radio, don’t even play recorded music and avoid
any reading that isn’t absolutely necessary at all -
unless it’s to help you to focus on fairies. Stay
away from the computer as much as possible for
the week or whole month if you can. You will
retum to them all with a fresh mind.

Whenever your body yeams for its accustomed
soothing noises, you can sing, hum or play a
musical instrument or drum, but it is more helpful
to invite your body to appreciate the sounds
around it i d. Natural ds such as birdsong,
breezes through the trees, the sound of the sea are
easy enough to enjoy, but if your neighbour’s
having band practice or there’s a pneumatic drill
drowning everything out, make your peace with
the noise, love the technology and remember that
some beings of the other dimensions love these
noises, and work unseen magic for the people
making them. Learn to love them as dity fairies do.

Your activities while fasting should indude
frequent meditation, for example, transcendental
meditation, a light-body exercise or breath-work or
yoga in a magic cirde, pyramid or temple;
sensitivity exercises such as holding a arystal or
pebble, wand, rune-stone or other pleasant
magically enhanced object; some easy gardening
or the creative-visualising of gardens of light,
walking, observing plants, birds, and the life of
your garden or the place you are in. If poetry
comes to you, write it down, but don’t strive for
anything during this time. If you play a flute,
drum, harp or other instrument, take it with you,
but don’t play it unless you feel prompted to.

Take rests as you need to, enjoy the slowness and
especially enjoy the heightened sensory experience




and the clarity of mind. Drink plenty of the purest
water you can find, enhancing it if you wish with
crystals, runes, earth resonances, drumming,
chanting, or music or ‘mooning’ on an altar orin a
pyramid, and if you feel dizzy or light-headed, put
a dab of your favourite pure-run honey (Scots wild
heather honey is perfect for it) on your tongue and
let it slowly dissolve there. Don’t have any more
unless the dizziness retums.

Deepening the enchantment of this time, you
might enjoy a three-week-long sodal fast also.
You may be in the same house with your family or
need to be accessible to dependents or supportive
friends, but try to be alone a much as you can in a
place where the fairies are likely to be. Then
resume your social life as carefully, thoughtfully
and selectively as you can.

Pets sometimes enhance the fairy experience and
can be good companions on your fast. Telepathic
communication often happens between people and
animals under conditions like these. Wild places
may offer you some wonderful encounters with
wild animals that enhance the experience still
more.

3. ACTIVE ENGAGEMENT:

By the time the moon is full you are ready to begin
the phase of active engagement, while fasting and
meditating. Brave souls will benefit from a near
total week-long fast on water alone, but it needn’t
be that radical. You can eat fruit, honey, natural,
unsweetened yoghurt, and drink small quantities of
milk, herbal tisanes, herbal beer or honest mead
and even tea or coffee.

The more you drink just water and dewdrops and
sip just nectar from flowers and magically
enhanced honey the closer you are to flower
fairies. Adding fruits and berries brings you to
elves and brownies like a litle wild game - trout
or hare. Whatever you eat will help you to
different fairies.

The amounts taken should be tiny, and bread and
milk or cheese should be shared with the fairies on

a smaller plate on an altar. You should meditate
while absorbing the food and take their full
metaphysical radiance into your being. Give full
attention to the flavours, even of the water and let
yourself feel your body responding to it. Love
your body. Explain to it what is happening as if it
were a simple-minded, innocent companion.

Hunger pangs tend to vanish after the first twenty
four hours of a fast and after that the delightful
feeling of lightness and calm that comes upon you
tends to make it deliciously easy to stay onit
Don’t take to your bed. You won't be feeble orill.
Light activity as normal will be not only possible
but highly desirable.

Your retreat should include time outside at night,
and at least one lengthy meditation and attunement
toit, espedally the full moon, but as I've said,
frequent meditations on the moon throughout its
phases during the whole retreat are a powerful aid
to seeing fairies. Stare at ituntil you can feel it
staring back. Smile and feel her smile. Orifit'sa
he for you, feel his smile. Ask herhim to help you
see fairies.

Locate Venus and do the same. Venus might make
you want to dance and if you feel uninhibited, do
so. If you have any feelings for any other stars,
seek them and attune to them too. If you can’t see
them, just think about them.

While attuning to the plants around you some will
have attracted you more than others. Focus on
some of these. Remember that you are shifting to
your seer-self’s perceptual modes and be aware of
slight personality changes. You might feel softer,
more serene, smilier, and you might even feel
sentimental. Let yourself. Feel the gentle pull of
the mind of a flower and let it draw out your fairy
nature for you, just as a five year old child might.

Don’t be surprised if you suddenly feel
accustomed to all this ~ your seer-self is! If you
feel a sudden wave of affection as if for an old
friend, between you and a daffodil, recall that
that’s what you are, old friends, because we bond
with flower friends in our earliest childhood, and

paper, or verbally onto cassette or as music or
dance, alone or in the company of selected friends.

4. WITHDRAWAL

When it’s time to come off your fast, ideally at the
time of the half-moon waxing, if you've fasted for
seven days you should take seven days to come off
it and make the transition to your new diet
designed to maintain the enhanced fairy vision.
Meanwhile, other activities bring you out of the
deep enchantment of the fairy worlds and reorient
you to the mundane world around you. Here are
some suggestions for week four.

Day one: Add one teaspoonful of rosehip syrup,
or one tablespoon of apple juice or raspberry or
blackberry juice to each glass of water, and drink
five glasses full over the course of the day. Up to
three tsp of honey. Let your senses fully explore
each flavour as it happens.

Give thanks and say, sing, pipe, drum or chant
your farewells.

Day two: As day one, but add two or three
teaspoons of rosehip syrup building up to about
five, or slowly increase the proportion of juice to
water to half and half. Have one tablespoon of
goat’s milk yoghurt or keffir five times a day.
Unbuild temporary structures, dear altars, uncast
circles.

Day three: During the day drink three glasses of
rosehip syrup in water as strong a you like, or full
strength berry or apple juice. Have two
tablespoons of yoghurt or keffir three times a day.
Eat two or three walnuts or other nuts, such as
hazel, pecans or almonds (not cashews). Drink
tisanes as desired using herbs such as mint, catnip,
hollyhock flowers (especially if feeling jittery)
borage, vervain, lemon balm, sage or thyme (but
be careful of the latter until you are off the fast).
Tidy and restore the site.

Day four: As Day Three but only two glasses of
syrup or juice, and add an apple, pear or other
fruit. Eatslowly with awareness. Wild fruits such
as blackberries are to be preferred. You can also

begin nibbling herbs and salad vegetables in the
garden if you have them. Tisanes or water as
desired. Be aware of the depth of the fairy
enchantment as it fades and you retum to your
material senses. Remind yourself not to delete the
memory of it. Some of it will become more
meaningful in retrospeat.

Day five: Substitute for one serve of yoghurt or
keffir asmall bowl of porridge or meusli or a slice
of wholemeal bread with unsalted butter. You can
add a small amount of dried fruit and some
crushed nuts to the porridge or have them
separately. Have a glass of vegetable juice
(unsalted) or vegetable cooking water with the
midday serve of yoghurt. You could substitute a
boiled egg for the second serve of yoghurt.
Meditate on the enchantment of your everyday life
and how the magic of the fairy retreat might
enhance it or change it

Day six: As day five, but increase the amount of
nuts seeds and dried fruit, substitute a small lightly
dressed herby salad for the vegetable juice,
chewing slowly and appredating every flavour,
and have two eggs and three pieces of fruit.

Day seven: As day six, but add a piece of bread,
and you can have a small piece of meat, poultry or
fish or cheese with your evening meal. Hare, goat,
or rabbit are good meat, but lamb will do. Most
freshwater fish are wonderful.

Thereafter, you’ll find your way into your own
preferred diet, keeping the emphasis on natural
uncooked or simply-cooked fresh foods, plenty of
nuts and herbs, with meat not more than once or
twice a week, and honey, not sugar, for
sweetening, and herbal beers such a hops,
horehound or ginger, flower wines and mead pour
aider la digestion.

By adding or changing items one at a time, you'll
begin to find your own body’s responses to food
and drink and events like music, films and parties
intelligible and be able to use these stimuli not
only to build and maintain health more
successfully, but also to enable you to find the

they never let us go, but love us always. Don’t be
surprised if you catch yourself calling arosebush
‘darling one’, or a daisy ‘beloved’. They expectit
and they respond in kind. These are plant spirits,
and you might glimpse human forms among them,
hovering between you and a plant, just the face, or
a whole person, or using tricks of the light, and
accidents of line and shape to suggest a human
form among their leaves. Smile when you see
them, or say something, because they observe you
and try to delight you. Once you are aware of
those, it won’t be long before the flying fairies,
garden elves and other aerial beings get to know
about you and they’ll begin to try to show
themselves to you too.

On the other hand, especially if your place is noisy
or subject to sudden interruptions you might feel
stimulated and energised instead. Here you may
begin to catch fleeting glimpses of small intense
little beings that take you by surprise. They appear
suddenly and you instantly lose sight of them, or
else you suddenly become aware that one has been
staring very intently at you for a long time, but
again, as soon as you see it, it's gone. These are
insectile, with irridescent wing covers and helmet-
like carapaces on their heads ~ fun and dynamic to
be with.

Watch birds, too, and lizards, as many small fairies
and elves ride on them, or ghost them to transport
themselves, manoeuvering them into conspicuous
positions for viewing ‘humans viewing elves’.
This applies also to many wild animals, including
bats. If any seems particularly tame or foolhardy,
or to behave in some conspicuously unusual way,
watch it carefully through half-closed eyes.
Sometimes the elf or fairy may leave it to appear
near it within a sort of haze that is fairly easy to
see.

If you are in an area that is suffidently woodsy,
even if it's only half a back yard full of trees and
bushes, or a library with plenty of that sort of thing
in it, and you’ve been thinking about fairies a lot,
you might meet a brownie. The kind you would
look for is the one who inspires the brownie lore
behind the Brownie movement for litde girls aged

eight to ten, with Brown Owl, Grey Squirrel, and
the like. These come readily to dedicated shrines,
and help enormously in regulating the access that
other fairies have to you and the courntesy with
which they treat you. Give them honey, milk and
sweet cakes or bread.

If you have large stones in your place, loudly call
the gnomes. They’ll make you talk, out loud if
they can, because they read the ocean of thought
from which we select the things we say, reading
volumes of thought process, experience and
attitude for every word we speak. When we speak,
not only do we stream vast amounts of data though
our minds in the selection process involved in
deciding what to say and which words to use, but
also when we've chosen a word, our reactions set
in motion waves and depths of subtle response of
which we’re scarcely aware but which the gnomes
revel in. If you give them a crystal, a charged stone
or gem, or metal object, they’ll be pleased. They
adore cats’ eye marbles and cheap glass spheres.

Some fairies will try to make you laugh, dance or
sing, whistle or hum a melody, and if possible, this
can be exquisitely enjoyable, even if you're not
accustomed to it. It often brings the fairies very
close and after losing yourself in the performance
you may be taken by surprise to see them
thronging around you, leaning against your knees,
and dimbing into your lap with delight. They
might even pull your beard if you've got one, or
cling to your plaits. They may make you speak or
sing in other languages if you know any.

If you can sleep outside among them, like tramps
of old, that’s ideal, but otherwise, try to make the
transition from being with them to being asleep as
continuous and flowing as possible. If you can, at
the end of the day go straight to the room you will
sleep in and spend some time writing in a leisurely
way about the experiences you’ve had that day. Or
write poems, stories or whatever you feel inspired
to write, bearing in mind that at these times, if
you've made successful fairy connections even if
you weren’t aware of them at the time, you may be
replete with their communications to you, and this
is an optimal time to channel them, either onto

most appropriate fairy wavelengths and stay on
them for as long as you're comfortable there.

1 advise against using refined sugar and stimulants,
but I must admit that some fairies are easier to find
if you're on a sugar high, and black coffee or coca
cola facilitate communion with some kinds of
elves (so does working with technology). But with
proper meditation, for example yoga, and
substituting very sweet, high-pitched music for
sugar, and rock and roll or flamenco for coffee,
you can do without these drugs (and live longer,
too!)
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guides and teachers in the worlds beyond. They Here’s my step by step plan:

NATIVE PLANT SPIRITS those potentialities as living beings. When the too must be honoured and their gifts can be used o
mallee dreaming manifests as a tree, it is a mallee greatly enhance the whole experience of talking to 1. Centre yourself. Be aware of who you are.
tree. When from the same category of latent plants. We are meeting Aborigine fairies for the 1f you like circle magic, cast or imagine a
AWAYIN qualities a human being manifests, that’s a mallee first time and need to take things slowly and drcle around yourself and let yourself be
woman. As an animal, the same spirituality remain sensitive to their response ~ most people drawn to its centre. Otherwise, meditate for
VWvyan Ogma Wyverne manifests as a small marsupial, the marla, or find them delightful to work with once you show a few moments on the inner peace you find

rufous hare wallaby. It’s also a place and a people.
All mediate the earth mother complex. Both draw
experientially from the same well-springs of
cosmic experience.

them due honour.

within you, that you recognise as your
own. Know who you are, love who you
are, and let yourself live vividly in the
moment.

Because native plants have evolved for so long in
the rich, myriad mindscape of this land, we
relatively recent migrants have to leam new ways
to find our way in to the spirit worlds that plants
can reveal to us.

The Aborigines talked of their dreaming places in
the sky, just as European herbalism associates a
celestial array with each plant, so it's a cosmic
spirituality, not just an earthly one.

2. Attune. Attunement is an on-going process.
It begins at birth or upon taking up
residence in the land and continues
throughout life. With or without intending
to, we are continually cultivating an
awareness of where we are, what our
contexts are and what surrounds us, and the
way we fit in. Mental attunement involves
knowing, and improves with everything
you leam. It can involve being aware
politically, socially, ecologically, as an
animal in the landscape, as a fairy among
the fairie and as a dreaming among
dreamings. Emotional and spiritual
attunement are sometimes more subtle, but
whether we are anticulate about it or not it
is happening. Becoming conscious of that
process enables us to give it more energy,
more space, to nurture and cultivate it, to
bring it under our control.

European plant spirit lore is basic to us, and we
also have the wisdom the aborigines are now

sharing, so that we can make ourselves intelligible And Whl'.k ?hAhmgm? mcognsd lh" R

to the plant spirits and their allies. Appropriation e 3¢ din A L
isn’t necessary. It is simply respectful to naunllv manifests as a full range of plants,
understand what it means that the place you are in ‘“"xs m:' ": T:" Th':""s throughout the
is goanna, ant or wallaby country and that some X‘; "l cdw Z:irb "‘; Ty
aspects of its life are under cosmic law which is mgm,‘ ‘gods m:lur Gl A iod
still being administered (more and more P li "Dk "d: bio bai pent
peaceably) by aborigine dream-time spirits. arlasy T e m' e

The Alcheringais a way of categorising elements It is important to be aware that we are strange 1o
Ex 2 .. the spirit people we are going to be interacting

of the cosmic mindscape or matrix, and as such is R o2

in the public domain. Findhom's idea of a deva, vm!|: and that lhe‘lmng places, plnty a."d. other

from Hindu folk wisdom complements the idea of entities we are going to encounter on this joumey

d . R h K hin 3r€ wulnerable. If we are crass or dumsy we might
m';;".‘"‘& %uit s extremely helpll 1o keep batts fn harm some of them, so they fear us. The nearer 1o

the ground the more sensitive the politics, so
always be cournteous and sensitive in approaching a
plant if you want to invoke the plant spirit,
because they may flee out of their plant tll you're
gone if you are oo eager and impatient for results.
It helps to verbally promise humility and respect
with exaggerated gestures, and | know from
poignant experience how much it helps to confirm
your participation in the ‘sorry’ process.

U"’"" o, pn‘cHy moss While we attune to the environment, the
environment attunes us to it and we attune
it tous. Itcan be more or less perfeat
attunement - no need to strive for it,
because when you express a need for it, all
nature responds helpfully. Be aware of
sacred landscape, both Aboriginal and
settlers, Make contact with local spirits
through reading about them, making
shrines and servicing them, and sending
kindly thoughts ahead of you as you walk
in the land. It is not necessary to have
visited Ulury, but it’s helpful. Eat local
plants - bush wcker. Live locally, camping
outif possible, beneath the stars is best. Or

1 fell haphazardly into the meditation that the
following plan is designed 10 help you into in an
orderly fashion. I made all the mistakes, incurred
the wrath of all the fiercest fairies, unwittingly
terrorised beings till | was forced to see them, and
generally speaking, | rushed in where angels fear
to tread. Not all these steps will be necessary every
time. Some can be glossed over sometimes. Others
might need to be dwelt on. It's a matter of honing
your instincts and crafting your own path.

Most of us have highly evolvcd psychic senses,

d perhaps, or ing, or wide awake at
3 least sometimes, which have evolved on other
continents amidst other flora and fauna, under the
richly various ench of a whole diff

A dreaming is a constellation of pou-mduus The amay of fairies and nature spirits. Most of us will
deva is the dn s p to have had since birth a whole range of helpers and

Mallee, woman tree

P

For example, as | enter Adelaide on a bus |
ask the dity to guide and protect me and
help me get around in what is for me
unfamiliar territory. This has changed
going to town from a rather fraught ordeal
to a happy and enriching gala day. Oniits

dreaming, a mythos, a symbol, an
individual and an object of scientific
interest, and | feared | might be crashing
into its inner peace with less than finesse.
But it held me still and stilled my mind
until | received in clear detail its words: * |

if gardening in the suburbs, research the
area to which the plants you wish to know
about are native and try to visit it if
possible.

Shift into ritval mode. A bard or ovate
might take a wand or don a spedal hat or
costume that gives a visual indication to
the spirit beings who watch us. A druid
might pull on a robe. Announce sacred
time and sacred space and orient yourself
to the new enchantment, maintaining an
awareness that the fairy worlds are already
abuzz with the news of you and arriving in
orderly or disorderly armay to watch,
pnnpale and guide and assist the magic.

e in words, p bly spoken out
loud, who you are.

Edit waterbush berries

. Obtain the consent and blessing of the
beings who guide and guard you by name
if known. These would include ancestors,
soul-group members and spirit friends,
spirit guides, guardian angels, watchers and
helpers. If you are this far in, no doubt you
have Aborigine spirit guides at the ready.
Whether you are actively aware of them or
not, acknowledge them, invite them in and
ask for their blessing and consent.

Address the continent. Australia for
example is a separate creation, an entity
with decided ego boundaries, and a unique
soul and spirit all its own. You might see it
as a map, or as viewed from a satellite, or

let images and events from your experience
of travelling through the land or dwelling
in it or studies done on-line or from books
pass through your mind ~ people and
animals, city and country, Australia. Ina
couple of sentences, ask for the inner
dreamtime spirit of the land to help your
magic. In effect, you are offering yourself
as ashaman to unfold the mysteries of her
manifestation and to leam to use her latent
magic for the benefit of the planet and
beyond.

. Honour Uluru and ask a blessing of power

for the quest (she can withhold it if she
fears you). The aborigines insist that she
fell as an egg from the sky, and though
sarnu- has other theories, itis not

ible that the c arrived on
earth one after the other as moons that
drcled long enough to attune and then fell
into the ocean at the time of the massive
extinctions noticed in the fossil record.
Highly controversial of course, but it does
help to let go of scientific dogma, which is
constantly under review anyway, and be
open to the magic of spirit communication.

. Now zero in. Acknowledge the country or

dityscape you are in and in a sentence or
two, tell it who you are and what you are
doing. The area may be as small or large as
you experience it as being. It helps if you
establish a grove, temple or sacred garden,
and give it a name which you can tell to the
spirits who attend magic rites. Ask for
guidance into the magic of the plant or
place or animal etc. Let images of its
people, places, trees and animals, and
memories of feelings and impressions fill
your mind, and address this myriad
collectively, as the spirit of the place, rather
than trying too soon to invoke a
personification. It has its own will, and
after years of ritual and daily rapport it will
show you its own array of personifications,
tailored to your own needs.

own such a rapport can make a real
difference to how you feel about living or
being inan area. From greater to smaller,
shift your awareness to your own locality
within the greater area, to the garden or
spot you are in and then narrow your focus
to the plant or group of plants you are
aiming to commune with.

All this can be wordless. Some people with
busy, chattery brains might want to
photograph, sketch, or sing to the plant, or
play music, or dance with it. Others skilled
in meditation will easily find their way o a
shared silence which can be more articulate
than words themselves, imparting
inspiration that will later unravel in
dreams, fantasies, stream of consciousness
and your personal omenry - anything from
a sense of friendship to a detailed
awareness of the inner chemistry of the
plant. It’s at this stage that you are likely 1o
encounter plant spirits that appear
human-like, but with barky skin and

twiggy limbs, or flower fairies, tree spirits 9

and the land fairies from round about.
Native plants are just learning to form and
interact with these European types. They
can guide us to the Tuckonies, or Aborigine
diminutives, with whom many of them
work hand in hand.

8. Ask the deva to commune with you. This is

often not really necessary, but you don’t
know for sure until you get there. Feeling
nervous and humble, | was originally a bit
scared of my own temerity in addressing
the sandalwood tree like that, even though
I had faithfully followed instructions in the
Ovate gwersi of the OBOD course. Would
it be aware of me? Would it understand? |
was invoking it as a living tree, a

am an awareness... you are called to this
work’. By this I understood that it was not
my temerity that brought me to its feet, but
the need of this land for its shamans. It will
awaken us if we give it half a chance, and
if we are patient and committed to ‘the
good of all beings’ it will make good,
useful shamans of us.

Moonah, or old woman tree

. Finally, hug the tree or bush, or cup loving

hands around the small plant. The deva
will not need explanations, and many
fairies and plant spirits will read your
emotions accurately without help, but the
less human the observer, and the more
distant from human forms and mentality,
the more it becomes important to make big
displays of your emotions. Pixies will want
1o see big grins, and much happiness,
because they fear that they may frighten us,
and make us think we're going insane if
theyre with the wrong person. Reassure
them with gifts and outspoken words of
welcome and delight in their presence if
you become aware of them. Fauns will
need to be reassured that you are not
prejudging some beings such as devils to

—

So happy wild-crafting. A world of magic awaits
you!

be evil and trying to eliminate them. All
species are due respect and kindness, even
the angry or enraged ones that are
sometimes encountered. There are no evil
demons, just some entities with whom we
have not succeeded in making peace. If
you maintain peaceful attitudes to all,
success is sure to follow.

Sandalwood, guardian male




FOLLOW THE GLEAM:
NWYFRE

wyveme

Not all druids identify as animists, but many are,
whether they know it or not. The word comes from
the Latin word for a living being or spirit, mind or
soul. Animism consi the entire uni tobe
alive and conscious, from atoms forged in the
blazing centres of stars through biological
life-forms such as the plants and animals of our
own planet to the great celestial organisms we see
as the stars in the night sky.

Many animists add that this all-pervading
livingness makes itself intelligible to fey people
through humanlike plant and animal spirit people,
fauns, fairies, elves, angels, benign devils and
daemons, elementals, dryads, aerial weather
spirits, gnomes, pixies and the myriad nature
spirits of many other cultures, the local native
cultures in particular, who can help us o attune
ourselves to the wider contexts of the extended
network they help us to weave.

Sdence tells us that the material world is made of
atoms, each one infinitely packed with structure
and flow, like the organs of animals or the
structures within a cell. They are all

ble and to stimuli, and
upable of intricate proactive negotiation with
their neighbour atoms in forming molecules orin
their free states. There’s a constant exchange of
information occurring across the interfaces
b ib ic particles, b atoms,
molecules, cells, plants and animals, and between
the celestial bodies comprising the galaxies and
other gml beings of the cosmos. In effea there is
a rk of ication which inc
the food web and the human communications
networks. What this means to a magician is that
we are in continuum not just with those networks
of the primitive contact telepathy of the social
animals we still are, or the food-web and
ecological systems; or the zodiac magic between
us and the planets and stars; or the elemental
forces of the material world all around us although

all of those are vitally important; but also to the
networks we as a spedes generate: the culture, the
mass media and the world wide web.

The sum total of impressions held in each
aeons-old atom of earth is like a causal ocean, a
“‘Ceridwen’s cauldron’, a rich brew of events and

conscientious druid is able to hamess and direa
the nwyfre, extracting it selectively from
consenting sources or learning to generate it and
use it skilfully, in accord with a finely focused
magical intention. This is what a well-constructed
magic cirde facilitates, extending and fine-tuning
the magician’s focus, power and influence in much
the same way as an astr 's telescope d

and specialises the vision of the star-gazer, or = a

qualities, principles and di i ga
from myriad ‘text-rich’ events and encounters in
deep space and deep within the atmosphere, on
their way to becoming pant of the earth and during
their evolution ever since. Whatever is
communicated across any of the interfaces
forming this universal network is the result of
much process, sorting of data, filtering, censoring,
delmng expendng. filing away, eu: and the
of

of
flow and disturbance is nwyfre |l is mmdully
controlled by the negotiation among all its parts. It
can be the mere nuance of an awareness
glimmering instantaneously in the heart of an atom
as it comes into being in a distant galaxy not yet
bom; or the sights and sounds of the whole of a
Hollywood movie; or the symphony of subtle,
complex, deeply meaningful impressions we
receive when communing in silent or chattery
meditation with a tree or when reading a book. If,
as I’ ve said, this nwyfre forms a vital, mindful
fabric of constantly changing stimulus and
response, cause and effect, stasis and flow, not
unlike the turbulence and flow of human
experience, surely by understanding it we can
leam to read it, manage it wilfully and wse it
magically to op our own p i
and to practice good magic wunhy of the name ol
‘druid’ in our troubled world.

Just as our bodies are made of vast constellations
of aeons old atoms, so our minds are constellations
of knowledge, memory and thought, incorporating
iled i from a lifetime of experience,
including aﬂ the films, books and music that
enrich our lives, to say nothing of the people and
animals and even plants that we include among
our family and friends and wider sodal milieu.
Any human being is a fountain of nwyfre. That's
why ritual touching is pan of life ~ part of the
subliminal knowledge we have of each other. A

detailed map assists a traveller.

With or without a circle, it’s fairly easy to leam to
see a flow of nwyfre-rich energy using a wand or
staff or a crystal with at least one good ‘shooting”
point, or just your fingers, at least to start with.
You may just spontaneously happen to find
yourself ‘energised’, exhilarated or vibrant with
some exciting radiance from dancing or gardening
or meeting with friends, or you may prepare
yourself by casting a drcle and doing a simple or
elaborate light body ritual followed by three awens
for attunement, or using chant, drumming or ritual
dance.

When you feel radiant with power, hold your
magical tool or your bare hands close to your solar
plexus and breathe steadily, willing the nwyfre
from your body to flow into the object and fill it.
You might chant something like ‘healing power in
my hands (wand, crystal, etc), magic power in my
fingers (etc), or just ‘magic fingers, healing hands’
or you might try a dramatic, commanding ‘healing
nwyfre flow!" Speaking words aloud or in our
mind helps us be focused and articulate about our
intentions, which helps the magic.

This flow is easy to see, especially against a dark
backdrop. It is similar to the energy that can be
seen flowing between your fingertips if you hold
them an inch or so apart and bring them slowly
together. In a healthy, energised system this
radiance appears sparkling clear.

You can easily train yourself to see the radiant
electromagnetic field, which is a major ‘smart’
carrier of nwyfre, especially surrounding your
fingertips. Itis at its brightest and most active
when you are in tip top health, happy and
confident and have optimised your relations with

your social, natural and magical environment
enough to have the good will of most of your
neighbours, since like it or not we are all
contributing to a collective mentality and nothing
is more ing than the ¢ consent.

Y

Even a beginner can successfully charge magical
items such as charms and amulets, or cast
exquisite drcles for seasonal rituals, fizzing with
good exciting effective magic with awand, hands,
symbolic items or crystals or whatever charged in
this way. Or it can be discharged beneficially into
the life field of a sick friend or animal, plant,
garden, dty or town, or even the earth itself via
whatever symbols you choose to attune for the
purpose.

It is important to understand that the flow we see
here is not ‘in’ everything, but is like a specific
medium which carries nwyfre, and flows around
the all material objeats, even subatomic partides
and vast galaxies, like the interstitial fluids that
carry the biochemically coded information around
the body of an animal or plant. It’s real and
dowsers can detect it, and it registers on
scientifically designed sensors as real energy
capable of having real physical effects. There are
good reasons to believe it is not inert — not much
in nature is — but interacts with the information it
carries in a way that you might call ‘smart’,
trafficking intelligently organised nwyfre about
from one part of the system to another, from the
atmosphere to the birds, for example, and vice
versa, keeping us all separate butengaged in a
kind of etemal conversation, in the loop, so to
speak, in accord with the wisdom of the higher
collectivities, the spirits, devas and angels, for
example, in negatiation with the inner potential
mediated through our genes and our humanity. Or
from the tip of a well-crafted wand to a collection
of symbolic items selected for inclusion in a
druid’s egg.

The interstitial fluids of a human being convey
chemical information, while the electromagnetic
field is rich in what psychics call psychometric
energy. It's a confusing term, referring to the
psychic impressions that certain gifted people can

gain bringing past scenes to vivid consciousness
upon holding an object such as a ring or watch that
once belonged to someone else. The psychic might
see and hear actual scenes from that person’s life,
or from the past experience of the actual objeat
held. So whether you are reading itornot, it is
high resolution data which different beings can
extract their own species specific experience from.
This is as true of objeds as of people. So the
nwyfre channelled by the ring in the
psychometrist’s hand is the equivalent of a
psychical experience or a dream or a vision in
human awareness. Of course it is possible to argue
that the ring has no consciousness of the
experience flowing through it when a human being
wears it next to the skin, within histher
electromagnetic field, but how could anyone
know? For all our pride in human science with its
most advanced knowledge of the biochemistry of
thought and emotion in human beings, the ‘seat’ of
consciousness remains a beautiful, totally elusive
mystery.

As so often the case in magic, the proof of the
pudding is in the eating. Anyone who takes a few
simple steps in developing a working interface
with a properly enchanted magical wol risking
little or nothing in a few moments of suspended
disbelief now and then will observe without doubt
that the tool responds as a responsible being in its
own right. Wands communicate intelligenty,
crystals bond with you, druid’s eggs call you and
feed from you and need you to incubate them, and
stranger things happen as you go deeperin. It is
therefore customary to address your tools with
great respect and treat them as kindly and
considerately as you would a rcom-mate or
dancing partner. Allow, for example, that they
have minds of their own. They are constantly
streaming experience and communicating
experience-rich energy to everything around them,
just like everything else. Experienced practitioners
will agree that your magical life becomes deeper,
richer, friendlier and more meaningful if you talk
to your wands, show concern for their welfare and
ask with pleases and thank yous, and give them
treats: a song, a poem, incense, a ring.

Everything contributes impressions to the nwyfre
circulating and percolating through the material
world. It’s like white noise, and like the colour
white, can be made to show its inner spectra.
Theoretically it should be possible to do this in an
infinite number of ways, but nature uses a
restricted palette, leaving a major part of the
artistry to us.

Magic is a kind of metaphysical technology. It
uses mind over matter to influence events using
metaphysics, govemning the flow of change, the
shifts of emphasis, the management of morphic
resonance etc., through symbols, ritual, metaphors,
stories, myths, fantasy and folklore and the
sentimental and practical poetic of everyday life.
Almost all of this magic involves the management
of nwyfre, so it is worth dedicating some time and
energy to the study of it. A web search will show
you how others are using the word, and how they
make use of whatever they think it is. Keep
adding to and enriching your sense of what it is by
trying to maintain an awareness of itin everyday
encounters. Meditation upon the word itself is sure
to be rewarded by an enhanced sense of what it is.
Advanced meditators should theoretically be able
to penetrate to the collective sense of the word and
thus intuit a deeper sense of its meaning, but most
of us are not quite so advanced and besides, our
co-operation in arafting new meanings for these
old magical words is all part of the magic.

Naturally the most important magical tool is
yourself, and the nwyfre you carry and
communicate will pervade your magic, so let it be
healthy, vital and smart, and may its radiance be
for the good of all beings.

Notes:

1) Some people use this word differently.




FOLLOW THE GLEAM:
BUILDING BRIDGES

vyvyan ogma wyverne

Being a natural philosopher at heart | like to
have a reasonable basis for my belief. As a
druid in mixed society, when my beliefs are
questioned | appreciate the credibility that
goes with having a sound rationale. | try to
ensure that a scientific description of the
material world supports my belief in nwyfre as
a flow of information-dense effects through
the network of communication that
interconnects all material beings. So | will
begin with a glance into the magic of the rich
and varied worid that is within the range of our
ordinary perception and proceed later to the
so-called ‘invisible' worlds that exist beyond
that range.

If | stand near a tree, its radiance mingles with
mine. They interact and both are changed,
charged with the excitation of this new
stimulus, which we communicate to
everything around us. The same happens if a
rock fetches up under a tree, or in my hand.
As a human being | have special senses - of
sight and sound, smell, taste and touch -
which read the radiances of the material
world, streaming data to my brain where |
construct my perception of reality. This means
| can create much more dynamic interfaces
than | otherwise could, reading much more of
the detail encrypted in just the light, for
instance, simply by looking at things, stones,
trees, yes, but also far-off mountains, the
rising sun, the distant stars and galaxies, and
indeed everything that radiates or reflects the
colours of the spectrum of light. In dividing the
light in this way | am part of the processing of
light — light changes as it changes me. |
respond to it and it responds to me.

These exchanges may be subtle, butas a
human being, | have a brain as well as
senses, a brain that generates a mind that

categorises and stores information selectively
according to nuances more subtle than | can
bring to consciousness. If's a mind that gives
or finds in or for everything a meaning, and it
responds to everything with feeling,
understanding and imagination to categorise,
judge, wish for, repel or condition the nwyfre
in all sorts of ways. All the time | am feeding
back my responses to the whole through the
beings nearest me, and contributing toits
evolution.

Al of this is dynamic and effective and all of it
is magical. The power that the mind exercises
over matter, which medical scientists know
can cause psychosomatic iliness when
random, repressed or abused, can also
enhance life when used consciously and may
be used creatively for all kinds of exciting and
beneficial magical effects beyond healing. We
have before us the task of leaming how to use
it

The universe is logical; our physiology is
logical and we think logically, but within the
infinitely packed reality we inhabit, our
ever-evolving minds are as yet not capable of
comprehending more than a relatively small
range of logical systems of limited extent,
which we work very hard to extend, for
example, through education and intelligently
sought-out experience and the mass media
developed for the purpose. The magic of mind
over matter is also logical, and it is by
understanding the default logic, which doesnt
foreground human needs over those of other
beings, that we learn to advance beyond it
and contribute to the evolution of the more
human-friendly logicistics of the
metaphysicist's reality. Nature doesn't mind if
our planet dies — we do, and we can save it
by taking control of our proper share of the
planetary magic.

Logic maintains and manages the

ionships b 1 systems in the
universe. Some of the logic goveming physics
is so simple that its laws can be written as

mathematical formulae. Other logic, such as
that of children’s play is whimsical, witty and
subtle, often submerged and not obvious, with
so many variables that it takes child
psychologists years of study to begin to
discern it. Our species is timidly and
cautiously learning to reason logically,
experimenting creatively with meaning,
relationship and idea, observing the

gefics and t f power of ideas,
observing the poetic force of thought, feeling
and experience, beginning to understand how
attitude can heal or harm us, learning the
consequences of faulty, simplistic or
misapplied logic along with those of sound
reasoning. And in doing so we are leaming to
believe in the magic.

The more logically we reason, the more
realistically we view the world and the more
appropriately we interact with it. Even people
who seem to be illogical are simply folowing
aninner logic of their own that does not
necessarily mesh seamlessly with that of
others, though at least equally sound. it may
even be less flawed than the common logic,
not more so. We should respect all paths
even at that level, even if they clash with our
own, perhaps even paths less respectful than
our own.

Al this is obvious when we consider the
visible world, and equally true when we begin
to search the edges of our consciousness for
evidence of what exists beyond. So far | have
considered only the material universe, without
addressing the question of aether, the light
body, the astral plane and so on. The reason
for this is that we need to be sure of our
material body's clarity and to affirm what so
many spiritual pathways still often deny — the
validity of the here-and-now life of the
biological body we live in and through.

The surface of any object infinitesimally small
to infinitely vast, including humans, receives
and responds to information about its
environment. A mirror reflects reality. Images

are created in it by virtue of what happens
when light strikes its surface. Many birds and
animals are imitative, and wil, upon receiving
impressions from other animals, mimic them,
or mirror them. In the zodiac reflections of the
great celestial patterns generated in the
intricate spiral dance of galaxies and stars,
and planets and their moons confribute to and
reflect the myriad forces affecting the lives of
small mammals on earth, including our human
selves.

We're used to seeing and responding to,
mimicking and mirroring the actions of our
fellow creatures, of birds, mammals, reptiles,
fish, insects etc. We do it mindfully, and who's
to say trees don't? Being mofile, our gestures
are writ large, purpose-buit for the sensoria
we've evolved. We can see our fellow animals
responding to hunger, love, fear, joy, anger,
pain and the passions of oestrus, social
competition and the hunt. It's different when
we come to appreciating the life experience of
a plant.

The plant seems still, usually needing a
breeze or other disturbance to move its
leaves, the roots fixed firmly in the ground.
We can't see the writhing, twisting, bustiing
activity of its growth — time-lapse photography
had to be invented to show us that, and even
then, its dance has not necessarily evolved as
a means of communication. It tells us about
the growth habits of plants, but except in a
very few anomalous species does not seem

to demonstrate responsivity to fellow
creatures, and tells us nothing about the inner
experience of the plant.

Microbiology does lift the veil a bit. If's a
precise science and is currently making
amazing breakthroughs into the biochemical
responsivity of plants. The gushes of
pheromones and bating of vital processes, the
alterations in tensions and force-fields within
the tissues of plants in response to threats
such as herbivores, bad weather or
pathogens is comparable to that which we
find in animals, where we take it for granted it
is associated with feeling, with awareness,
with inteligence. Plants have a Year'
response, although just as it is chemically
different from our own, it is probably
experientially different to the same degree
and corresponding to the chemical difference.
And plants have attitude: if's basic to their
spirituality and anyone can discern it. People
often joke about the perkiness of petunias or
the bombast of a much-frilled gladiolus, the
feistiness of a young pine tree or the gaiety of
a bed of annuals. Take it seriously. It's a major
key to the fun and magic our favourite garden
flowers have brewing for us.

Plant chemistry centres around the
flamboyant, ight-hearted, extravagant ,
dancing, delightful magnesium, while that of
animals centres around dull, plodding, solid,

pattemn-seeking, hard-working, reliable iron.
Therefore a sensitive study of magnesium
and iron are useful to an ovate seeking to
bridge the communication gap between them.
Basic chemistry can be a useful starting point.
Watching magnesium expend its capacity for
inter-reaction with air in an extravagant flare
with littie energy input while iron absorbs and
consumes more and more energy before
glowing dully, and still more before passing
through the red, orange and yellow part of the
spectrum before flaring much more sedately,
can help us to understand what sort of bridge
across what kind of gradations in what
spectra of nature we have to build. Same sort
of process, but at a different speed and with
comparable but different results.

How do plants experience us? Plants have no
visible organ that corresponds to an eye or an
ear. We can see only what our very different
physiology allows us to see. Cenrtain fine
highly active structures in the neurology of the
brain are in form so similar to tree branches
that they are termed ‘dendrites’ after a Greek
word for a tree. If's not difficult to understand
that though they serve different physiological
forms, having similar shapes brings them into
a special relationship through the natural
geometry of forms. Morphic resonance begins
to be a feature. Humanity needs to be doing
much more research into these areas of plant
study, both as scientific studies and as the
magical explorations that are much more
relevant here to ovates in particular.

Now at about this point, we can tum our
attention to the extended reality that becomes
accessible to us as we open our psychic
eyes. We have to acknowledge that there is
another gap to be bridged: the gap between
our scientific, objective understanding and our
own personal subjective experience. We have
in our support the testimony of generations of
fey peoples and fey individuals, accounts of
whose daily experience have contributed to
the lively traditions in many cultures
worldwide of ‘plant spirits’ in human or

human-like form, traditions that persist in the
mainstream imagination as myth even though
seldom still believed in - and always have and
no doubt always will.

We have no scienfific instruments that can
verify the claims of seers who talk to plant
spirits. Absence of evidence is not evidence
of absence, and besides, is the subjective
experience of millions of believers since the
dawn of time not evidence? Obviously, it's
unscientific to go beyond the evidence so far
astosayitisn't

People who practice organic gardening often
become conscious of plant spirits. The
Findhom Foundation (see
hitp:/www.findhorn.org/) revived our current
consciousness of them. Rudolph Steiner (see

.himl) taught us more about them. Cultures
worldwide are currently contributing to our
knowledge of them in Australia and the world
wide web is currently vibrant with the buzz of
their magic.

Anyone who takes the time to approach the
idea of communicating with plants seriously

can usually fairly readily obtain a gimpse, or
other equally clear and unmistakable
impression, of a dryad, provided they start
with a domestic or traditionally befriendable
tree. (Apple tree dryads are willing, patient
and druid-friendly teachers, having been
family members for milennia and are now
Ogham trees as wel, and apple wands are
easy to enchant).

So the bridge we have to build between our
experience and that of plants is apparently
being built with equal willingness and
enthusiasm from both sides. And the gap
between science and subjective or ‘psychic’
experience is not so difficuilt to bridge.

Immersion in nature or gardens and parks is
necessary for successful communication with
plant spirits. If you can't get out and about,
work through pictures in books or on line. I've
seen plant spirits pop up out of seed-packet
pictures. Reading about nature as scientific,
faeried, whatever, can deepen and widen the
experience and be very inspiring. But one
thing is certain: none of it works without an
open mind.




G day people!
P IES been a brisk windy spring here in the southern mallee. The
Rangaroo jocys are leaving their mother's pouches and learming &
forage. wagtails are breeding prolificatly and the reptiles are
Spreading their magic though the land. As the native pasture
grasszs are haying off, the days warming up and the skies clear-
ing, it is time for the Beltane 2013 Edition of SerpentStar.
With gratitude and applause we farewell OBOD Druid Todd Dear-
ing as editor and wish hine every success for the future—see
Within! Under Todd's care SerpentStar has been growing and
evolving along with us all, contributors, subscribers and caswal
| N readers, menmbers and non-wendbers alike. It is reaching out to
neore and wore people, energing into the pagan cireles as a vital,
in ive little newslettzr packed with great inspiration and
plenty of seriously good druid writing. Getting back behind the
Cditor’s desk, | find it is Time for a skin-change, allowing more
B 100 for things to expand to their fullness, and I'm also trying for
P asleeker more stream-lined style. And so nothing could be more
welcome and blessed than the abundance of pictures and articles
and news items of interest that arvived in my inbox for me to work
WEth. 4 glance at the table of contents on the next page will whet
Your appetite for a feast of good reading. And while you've enjol-
ing it think how much contributors benefit from your feedback—a
# quick email to wyverne@gmail.com will get Your encouraging
o comuments on an article, poem, picture or news item into the next
issue for all to share. 19 also appreciate your opinion about all
things connected with SerpentStar.
Condolences and best wishes to members affected
by bushfires in the Bluz Mountains of New
South Wales in October.
May you all have a blessed Beltane!
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Gday people!
) Welcome (o the Lagnasadh issue of SerpentSlar.
It's been a hot summer and some of us will be glad of
N /e cooler weather as the summer heat declinegs into
N aatamn.
We've had a very exciting three months since Bel-
lane, with the South tlustralian Beltane Camp with
Pamh the Bard our illustrious Pendragon, and the
lovely Cerri bee in November followed by the tissem=
blg in January, where many members were fortunale
enough lo meet and mingle with our chosen ehigf,
o Phillip Carr-Gomm and Stephanie. Read all aboatit
i this issue. There's even a full copy of the ceremony
a0/ the Golden Grove, so even if you weren 't there, yod
M ean still attune while reading throush. Not the same 88
SNheing there, but the next best thing.
7 Thanks and praise go 1o those who sent in the
S poems and pictures and articles thal fill these pages.

i finnouncement: Owing lo a lack of interest, the
print copy will be phased out and there Il be no new
Subseriptions from now on. There are only Iwo paper
Subsecribers now, and their subscriptions will be hon=
W oured. Of course you can still subscribe on-line., and
g that's still free.

The wheel of the year turns and the
sequence of the seasons conlindes.
May gou all gnjoy the time o come.

In the peace of the grove.
Wyverne /)\

G dag people!

Imbolc has arisen, the first whispers of the retarn-
ing warmth can be felt in the breeze. Spring flowers
are spreading hopeful petals in sunng springtime
gardens. It’s time to focus on new beginnings, ear-
ly childhood. seedlings full of promise. ¢ggs burst-
ing with new life. plans, plots and projects hatehing
into vital, energized reality. Begyond the garden
wall, the chilly grip of winter that slowed all green

) growth during the rainiest time is being released
and the spring flowering is beginning. find time to
listen fto the birds. it this time of the year. in city
or eountry. they have so much to say to each other
and to us—it’s a symphony rich in meaning that
perhaps some of us once knew. Thanks to all our
wonderful contributors, Serpentdtar again brings
gou a load of lovely reading. full of kindly magic
and good wishes for the season. Serpentdtar is
again looking for a new editor. If you are interested|
in taking on this light and cheerful task. details are
on page 6.

lnder the mallees|

Wyverne|




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 beantiful unexpected gift.

I ill miss you my friend.
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Mallee My Mother: The Goddess Tree
by wyverne

Gata is 2 complex animal. Her continents are something like the
organs of the human body. Each has its own bogos or mindser,
and different ways of going about things. These different modes
ate expressed through the genetics of the plinet which gve riseto
the different animal species. When you compare the Gum and
flota of, say, Africa with that of Awstralia, you find great
differences expressed in biomes of great diversity which
neverthdess contribute seamlesdy to the worldwide continuum
of species. Nowhere is this mose evident than in the trees.

In Europe of the past, trees have been recognised ¢ importamt
otgans within the biome. with roles to play that human can
understand - roles that go far beyond their plice in the
biophysical networks of exchange, the carbon, nitrogen and warer
evdes that all kfeforms panticipate in. Our memory of this
recognition has been obscured by the masdve achievement of the
last several cemuries, the growth of wechnology. sience. fimance A whis seallee pee in the pivme of B

and our great sprawling civilisation of cities, highways and air and

shipping lines, our mass media and our greedily comsuming society. We rely on mere traces of this former knowledge 10 jog our race
memories and guide us back 10 rediscover the instinas we once had, thar embled us 10 know so casily what we now secall with so much
difficulty.

The ovate grade gives us 2 beautifid ritual 1o help us in this work, and many druids are now ‘downkading’ from trees information-rich
nwyfre which we are reading with more and more confidence and accuracy. Better yer, piecing together memories from this lifetime dhae
we begn retrospectively 1o recognise a8 barely consciows communion with trees we have bved, and which we fed have loved ws, untd some
of us feel teady 10 share wihat we have gained from our best momenis of what we fed is 1rue communion with trees. Even casumal work in
the ovate way will prepase us 10 benefit from the communion, but those of us who have spent decades dedicated 10 the practices of druidry
- living consciowusly in natural surroundings, pursuing lucidity and sendtivity in formal ritual and foased qussting, dedicated tree-huggens
all - will be aware of how much more comdows understanding the andent sceminglysilent trees around us have 10 share with us.

My first communicative contact with the mallee tree occurred well before 1 began
druidry. I had been fasting and meditating in 2 pyramid in the wildernes, where
the rainfall is only 1en inches and the mallee stretches for miles in all directions.
Not expecting a tree to speak, | had been caprivated by glimpies of sboriginal
ghosts and loved 1o wander abowt, eating the native berries. shoots, fowers and
roots (induding the harlequin mistletoe so beloved of the old druids) and fed their
help and guidince in orienting myself to the land. This is a limestone landscape
characterised by small dongas - hallow basins which are actually old filked-up
blowholes, made when the atil-fluid limestone was setting hard when it was first
drained of the ancient ocean that once broke upon a rocky shore near where the
River Murtay now flows There & 2 bot of beauiful magic in these dongas, now
almost filled with wind sk from the centre of our continent. My guides often
guided me 10 medtate in them. Parsbolashaped, they seemed 10 enhance my
dairvoyance and indeed all my psychic sendbilities.

Trees ate new 1o the tocky land and their roots find casy pasage in these deep
dongas which are therefore often ringed with mallee trees - small mukti-stemmed
cucalypes of the kind that yidd the famous oil - bearing great updde-down bushes
of mistkeroe, hatbouring populations of bisds and repries and smaller areatures wo
mumerous to name. My aboriginal guides made me sit down under the mallee tree
and feel her consciousness intertwine with mine.

The first feding thar came over me was the awareness of her power. 1 knew from
an Arunta friend that her name and varianus of it all over Australia mean woman.
Not just any woman, but “repected woman' — community-minded, mature,
materml and vinuous. So she represents 2 feminine ideal. According to the ides
The masae Madlee 6 concly relesed 1o Maks, the Avwse wond fir Wowan o} o 1 |t flow "‘"'"‘d' my mind, the misletoe she carries on her
grevish-white-1o-pinkidh fawn arm-like branches & her child Atruned to the human communities atound her, her redationship with the
mistletoe s affected by the ame forces tharaffect human inter-rehuonships and our rehitionship 1o the land as 3 species in the ecology.

When aborignes lived here in pre-colonial times, and popubitions of human beings were smaller in mote resomble proporion 1o the
camrying capacity of the land, the mistletoe and mallee grew together in happy hammony, just as the land supported the humans in




contentment and plaasure. Mother and child, enviching, supporting and loving exch other in due measure. When the population exploded
with Ewropean settkement, the human population became 100 heawy for harmonious be 1o continue, the child bocame a butrdensome
responubility, and the mistktoe became a destractive patasiie instead of 2 symbiotic companion, with some poor trees dying under its sap-
wecking weight. 1 noticed that this phenomenon was worse by moadiides and near towm, where the population density has increased and
where the sueses of modern living have made child-raidng mose stronfid than it has ever been before. On the other hand, where the
mallee scrub is sparse, and the bving more difficult, we often soe fordorn dicktons of dead mutatoe uplings hanging on mallees tha
having killed their burden scem somchow apathetic

Because lirst and foremont, the mallee is 2 mother 1iee
In European uadition the ame piriualiny, derived
from umilar subtle qualition is found in the birch uee,
and they shase 2 similar capacity to generate the
naratives that thape owt lives, embodying the liws of
human evolution, communicating ewential drcaming
10 our species, our instincts being blocked by our
wonde ful but ecologcally contly brains. As biologins
ate noting with growing amazement, the tee is very
lkea brain - not Aesa brain, but & 2 beain, far bigger

that we are sl in the process of evolving

I beard the mallee communicating with me by
wordless idepathy, which she directed into my mind
in mich 2 way a4 10 stimulite me 10 produce the wosds
[ would have chosen had they been my own thoughts

Hellvw trwndy, dewse wod b and lats af loswe vk - malle b hebsat for wyriad i
This form of welepathy is quite common, and sems 10 have been wied by aborigine secken for millennia. The first thing she 10ld mewa
that her roots reach down to the centie of the canth, and her kaves 10 the outcrmost amosphere. Immediatdy hasd reality contradicied
thig, but she explained that her roots bear sensoria that maintain open linas of communication with the inner and outer planct that actually
do comtitute veritable extensions of her roots and reach as far & she said. Not material, but sbsolusely real

The next thing she 10ld me was that she was 3 mother in 2 real sense, and 3 mother of bumanity at that. She gave me images that could
caslly be interpreted & dot paintings. In her bok - the matenial, vidble pan of which is much more than we can see - dhe conditions
wpirual encrgy rephte with information-tich nwylie and drcamtime narrative from the planctaty logos. Taking the wemplate from the
millions of human beings who hawe walked dnce time immemoral among her gestuning arms, she forma the souk of human femalkes (and
certain makes 2 well) and srcams them at appropriate times into the places where aborignal women go when they wamt 2 baby, 1o connear
with the spirits and devan who will belp them to the right one for them. Thus the babies are born. European women are scldom awase of
sich things yet they wo are supplied from dmilar sourcen And she showed me how my conceprion was managed in just such 2 way, s tha
all my life she's boen a kind of second mother - buldding me up from past, present and futwre woud-encrgy, bringing me into alignment with
my dreamings, kangaroo, echidna and emu, and keeping my feet on the path home 10 ber 10 be chimed as a daughter. Never have | ich

wich love

O such grandour of spinit. Her cddastial soull She scems infinite 10 my tny carthbound conx bunas. She encompasses in her range of
perception far more than the moon and stars of our visble reality. Perthaps she can take us 1o the implicate order from which the
holography that constitutes our planet is maintained, and begin 1o show us the awarome compladty of our mother planet - who neads such
a diverse array of sentient baings 10 explicare such myrind modas of expresion and percoption into the vast anray of panalld realities we
know there must be, and long 10 expenience

Druids will natice her connection to the wedge-
il cagle, a powerful farsecing bird.

Ovates will be interested in her medicinal oil
which aids convalescence, wands off infections
£ such as coughs and colds, and cases musaular and

4 denual pain.

Bards will find inspiration in her rough beauty
and grace, and the many bangs she sheliers,

Her ugh.m\. of course, is Beith,

wilme - mags bk of S donids - afin fuds & weknnt v




Entering Wilderness
by vyvyan ogma wyverne

As pagans, by now we know the importance of connecting to the land and most of us have made some conscious
attempt to do so. Out of my decades-long immersion in remote, sparsely-populated mallee wilderness here are some
of my thoughts on how to connect with nature in a magical way.

Whether your reasons are personal, spiritual or animistic; or to do with yourself, the biome or the planet; or
whether you seck mental, emotional or magical contact, it begins with the self - the ego. Nature experiences can be
quite awesome, a feast for the senses: so much to take in, so stimulating to our senses and exciting to our minds. It

makes sense w prepare for the encounter bodily, mentally, emotionally, and spiritually.

Your body will need plenty of fresh water and quick energy from healthy sources. Your mind should resolve all
troublesome quarrels it might be having or put them quictly aside, your soul should be respected and given due
honour and allowed to bring forth its best poetry, be it verbal, sensual or just feelingful, and your spirituality calmed

and harmonised.

It's sometimes worth doing a small ritual incorporating the light-body exercise or similar. At this time you might
find ime to enchant any wand, staff, crystals, runc-stones or other charms; or robes or doaks or hats you might be
planning on wearing;: flutes, drums, or fiddles, harps or harmonicas. This would be a harmonising rite, and would
benefit from having the Schumann resonance played in the background.

Find quiet time to gather your thoughts and feelings about the trip, consider your expectations and any qualms you
might have, and let them all have their place. They will all affect the way you respond to what you experience, and
affect the magic of your own radiance as it prepares to mingle with the radiances of the natural landscape as you
enter it.

Imagine the moment of entry, when birds notice you, when you share space with trees or dip a hand into water.
Pictures and information of all kinds will help this meditation. Knowing what species live there, some history of the
place’s human inhabitants, some geological details can provide further points of contact. All of these become

conduits for the magic.

All places are magical, all beings have their magic and all magic is active and alive. As a pagan you are secking to
discover and understand nature’s wild magic and learning to use it in ritual and spell-craft, o heal the magic in
traumatised wilderness places just as we use it to manage the more mundane magic in our daily lives. So it’s good 1o
understand these conduits, these interconnections made by secing, enjoying, touching, sharing, fecling and moving
about, while knowing you are part of a natural scenc.

It's nothing mysterious. You are making these magical connections between yourself and the world around you all
the time, between yourself and others, between yourself and the materials, plants, animals and objects you
encounter, between yourself and the greater world of politics, culture and society viewed through the mass media.
These connections form interactive interfaces that mediate real exchanges of text-rich energy, both subtle and not so
subtle, charged with nwyfre, replete with tiny memes.




You're spreading happiness, sorrow, fear, ideas, mannerisms, fashion trends and all kinds of information and waking
in your share of what others are sharing - participating in the great waves of change, the magical transformations
that drive the evolution of our planct and all her species. Contact points may be disharmonious — you leam not to
‘poke the bear’, and the ovate will benefit from trusty guides and guardians of the wildemess places they visitor
move 1imo.

These will filter out vandals and they'll manage and protect beginners, and as you leamn respectfulness and
responsibility they will help you to build viable interfaces that will gradually activate your subtle sensitivities, decply
enhancing the way that magic works through you If you ask it, they may even assist you in opening your psychic
eyes. If you go with good intentions you will usually find a welcome.

All this is very subde, and like trails of tenuous gossamer can be casily spoiled. Just as our neurology works best
when our cells are clear and healthy, so we need dear, healthy senses; calm, orderly minds; realistic information;
lively imaginations; optimistic, happy feclings and good, honest intentions. That's when we do our best magic, both

consciously in ritual and sublimely in our everyday lives.

Our body perfumes mingle with the pheromones of plants, the exhaust of wraffic and industry, and the breezy
breaths of deserts and oceans. Leaming to manage those interfaces is what the ovates” most rewarding task would
scem to me to be. You may like to consider the amount of energy and attention you give the place before you get
there — energy replete with your artitudes, feclings and magic impacting remotely in myriad tiny ways on the whole
community of entities - while you are opening your mind to what you can glean of the energy of the information

you h.lvc zbout !hc PLICC.

Depending on how deeply you intend to connect — from a pleasant afternoon walk in a park to 2 months-long
nature retreat in unspoiled wilderness; from a few minutes to a life-time; from a few photos through a café window
to a detailed study of the botany; you can craft your interfaces with nature and her many lively beings with rivual,
spontancous acts of magic and skillful management of the enchantment of the visit.

Myth, mystery, history and fantasy, poctry and song, a listening meditation, a sense of the numinous, sensitivity to
the varying encrgics of the biome, an open mind, a love of mare and a philosophy with a firm basis in reality arc all
valuable ingredients in the mixture. Bring these with you and you can expect to find the way to harmonious, casy,
relaxed communion made smooth for you by the fore-knowledge you will have of cach other, your piece of
wilderness and you.

Of course, you can just grab your hat and go, plunge into the wildermness experience and out again to ruminate upon
at your leisure, and your magic just as effective. That may be right for you. In magic, it’'s a matter of what you feel
drawn to. If it feels good, do it.

This place is full of sennient, imeelligent
beings, all reponding to you!



The Venus Trumpet
by wyverne in the afternoon garden
proudly is trumpeted
a trumpeting flower
soft whiskered
and gilded with
pollen

blows cool jazz
Sfrom dusk to dark

then snores a stream
of meme-bearing ripples
into the ether
all the way to venus
from dusk to dawn

now in the glittering morning
mid myriad shattering collisions
of sharp-shrieking sparkles
of light-smash a-scatter from

silver-steel spangles

of facets of ice crystals

fremetically splintering
radiant rainbows

into sharp shards of

new dawn day dazzle

i see my sylphish self
still as a stone
silent as listen

little as leaf
watching frost forming
idon't see me
seeing me
seeing frost forming
on the not yet purring
sleeping trumpet

i just stand in the sunscream
the mistbead in my band
scattering shattering sparkles of
into the golden
bowl of the morning sky




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.
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Samhuin Blessings! The long summer has brought its abundance
of fruits— Samhuin 1s about saving that abundance to see us
through the winter. The rousing energies of summer are ebbing

at last, and time is coming for rest and appreciation over the long

winter months. The days are slowly shortening and the chilly eve-

nings and long mghts are just right for reading and studying and

|
watching tv, hobbies, dreaming, and planning the way ahead... v
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For a few days the veil between the worlds is thin, It's the
time to make loving contact with our bhlessed dead, our
ancestors and the spirits, ghosts and fairies who are abroad
at this time, to honour them all and to invite them o feast
with us in ritual purity. Our ancestors loved their mead,
sced-cake and boiled wild boar, while our blessed dead

might prefer champagone and caviar! Death isa do
we step through, to other, often better lives. No reason w
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Wealth in store
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Masquerade is fun at Samhuin. You can make traditional
Iy! costumes or get your mspiration from modern sources.
Drress up as witches and wizards, ghouls and ghosts and

scare everyone on the block!
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. Ma<ked Torch Light Procesgff“xt (hm\??of the Hills - Petal & Rufus ¢
* Hobby Horses' "Biﬁﬁfﬂng of the Wicker Man

* Adelaide Empire-Band - Song & Music Session ¢
* Hot for Joe Border Morris'® Dr Dan Burf & Dobbin the Wonder Horse #

* Ruby Moon e Fayre Guisers Mummers Players ¢
.. * Runebilly Rattle » -

,+Spiral Dance- ’

5?“"” day 15th May 2 3\3
Yior Hayy [ & Oval, Strathalbyn Rd,
rom 2pm Onwal‘ds ; -

Wear a:mask if you fancy and join inithe processmn {0 the bonfire
$35 evening concertentry. . COVID P-IHA'T’-'N PLACE
' Pracession/Bonfire and Concert tickefs complsory it A

dueto COVID -BOOK ONLINE via our website Suppoﬂ/c\t:g \ougion e

theengllshale org mfo@sp,rawa,,s:zg:,';'zz




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 cutrent situation and ;
recent developments in the ongoing Covid-19 pandemic in our Cyjpe eullijia Higjie of Nl £ilip

region, and has made the difficult decision to move this yeat’s s\ e anin Groys

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

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

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?
WoORLD DRUIDRY

A Globalizing Path of Nature Spirituality 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-
Larisa A. White, M.S.Ed., Ph.D. 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.

The complete results of the World Druidry Survey of 2018-2020

After three long years of analysis and writing, the book presenting the full findings of the Wotld Druidry Survey of 2018-2020 is finally
finished. "World Druidry: A Globalizing Path of Nature Spitituality” 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 eatlier 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/wotlddruidry.html

The 23rd Mount Haemus Lecture, "Wotld 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.



And finally...
The Song of the Salmon

[ am drop upon drop

of experience. I drink my
long journey down.

I wriggle in the

muscling flow. I flicker
in the flash and shine,

I am the flash and shine,
The muscling flow,

I am my journey.

Of wisdom I am

made. Wisdom I

am. I must swim

every river

with love.

Vivienne

Sambuinn. . .was a time of no-time. Celtic society, like all early
societies, was bighly 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 conld reign.
And Sambuinn was such a time. Time was abolished for the
three days of this festival, and people did cragy things — men
dressed as women and women as men. Farmers’ gates were
unbinged 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 bebind this apparent lunagy, lay a deeper meaning. The
Druids knew that these three days had a special guality about
them. The veil between this world and the World of the
Abncestors was drawn aside on these nights, and for those who
were prepared, journeys conld 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 sonrces 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
s 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 317),
All Saints (November 1) and All Souls (November 2'). 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.

Artwork by wyverne ogma vyvyan

Texct 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.



