





Wp: Frosty

Ok, so things got a little
busy and I didn’'t get the
summer issue quite out. So, now
I'm publishing a JUMBO issue
of Pagan’s Wake to cover the
material for both issues! Brew a
tea, grab your
it in a cozy

blowing issue i
euphoria... =

This surné%'g_er 1
rather head-over-h
with a certain Celti¢:Harper
the name of Marian. {How was
to know this was; going
happen? [ was just @;ﬁving a I
of fun, doing the fh
lusty young Pagan
all of a sudden I
You know... g

Is in 1

keen. .. WO i
stag get 1 esticH
end™ip Kitchen, in an

apron reading “Kiss the chef,”
wearing my stag horns, doing
the dishes... I can just see it
now! Ack! Well, maybe being a
domestic-modern-neo-Pagan-
yuppie-carnivore-wonder-chef-
to-the-extreme type person
won't be all that bad...
*chuckle*

Currently Marian is
overseas on a trip across
England/Ireland learning about
the culture and Celtic Harping.
I surprised Marian by showing
up at the airport to see her off
on her trip. While checking in
her harp-case at the Royal
Airlines desk we were careful to
explain in breath-taking detail

how fragile the harp was and its
importance. The lady at the
desk smiled blankly and then
shuffled under her desk only to
report that she couldn’t find
any ‘Fragile’ tags. So, once
again we explained in breath-
taking detail what a fragile and
expensive thing a handcrafted
harp is to the lady. The clerk
smiled blan t us again,

)
ripped offif
ame from

with tags securely attached to
the harp case we handed the

' precious cargo over to the

vacant-eyed clerk. Upon
grasping the harp case from
Marian'’s hands, the lady
immediately dropped it on the
floor behind the counter with a
loud CRACK! *shudder* Now, I
really don't like to call anyone a
stupid-absentminded-cursed-
by-the-gods complete waste-of-
bio-matter, but I must admit
this airline clerk does fill the
bill... Anyways, Marian and
myself had a last chance to chat
and share a bit of food before
she had to go. An email from
her upon her arrival confirmed

that the harp had indeed been
damaged and would require
temporary repairs overseas and
then permanent repairs upon
her arrival back in Canada.
Needless to say that Royal
Airlines won’'t be seeing a lot of
business from either of us in
the future...

Zen (one of my cats) was
down with a nasty bug and a
high fever for a number of days
in early August. Things were
looking rather grim for awhile.
After a trip to the vet and some
antibiotics however, 1 was glad
to see him gradually return to

good health.
This month saw the
addition of a Hewlett Packard
int ~the

i So,the
ke's ‘to-print’
substantially
(i just have to find a
d affordable

ember

16th saw
éar pass for me. Now
ts of mischief and
n London at a
I gave a lesson on

before
brewing
started a batch of raspberry-
mead. This year that same batch
of wine was broughi out to bring
the process to full-circle and
let folks share in the complete
experience. The raspberry
mead turned out wonderful and
is a rather dry wine. Having
shared these arcane secrets with
my new disciples I bid them
farewell with the blessing, “Go!
Go my lubricating minions out
into the world! And lubricate
in my name!!!”

L obe,
: Afrostp!
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And so to be May King...
I have bathed the feet of
the maiden, the May Queen, and
She laid her
feet in cool water, radiant as the

been sustained.

spring, and smiled at my gentle
touch. Her feet were dark with
traces of the mud she danced in,
and the grass on which she had
walked. I cleared away the gifts
of her mother, these kindly
stains of an hour well lived, and
was content. For young as she
was, she was the woman, whom
all men had sought so long...

In my youth, I had no
The

unbridled power of her raw,

fear of the feminine.

blinding sexuality was a

comfort to my soul. 1 yearned
for the favor of this woman,
whose untrammeled power and
unsated appetite were
magnificent in their divine
beauty. How am I to compare the
zephyr to the hurricane? The
I had no

heart for the weak and timid

puddle to the ocean?

A worman whose
heart could not
be L:OL-W\CI, who

would settle for

l"\O'['l--\il’\E] less 1l

all ) had to give_
and possibly

mowve...

creature faint-hearted men
would make my sister-bride
become.

Woman...

Instead, I would know a

But where was she to be
found? I

wilderness, where all women

lived in the

were tamed to the yoke of the
flower and the slender heel.
Where might I see a woman
Dance to express the vibrant
fires of her hopes, lusts, and
hungers for her own sake? Not
as a lure to draw in the lover
solely, but as a song shared for
all to hear. An offering to the
Goddess who gave her this fire,
and the joy in sharing it. Where
could a man see a woman walk
with feet bare to the soil, head
held high and rightly proud,
daring any man brave enough to
join her in the dance to take her
hand?
everywhere I looked, the woman

Nowhere. For

was tamed...

In this wilderness the
wild woman, the woman of
honesty and insatiable hunger
could not be found. Sometimes I
glimpsed her in totemic dances,
dressed in tribal regalia and
eager for the feast. For when
they failed to drive her from the
world they taught her to bell
herself, so the timid might hear
her coming and flee into the
night. Like the leper or the
village idiot, she wore a costume
tailored only for her. Rich dark
leather, high heels, boots or
perhaps a whip. These were the
colours of milady, the
untrammeled woman. When she
wore those clothes, or one the
many variations left hidden in
the darkness of a thousand
cupboards, I felt my heart
quicken. Here was the woman I

had sought so long. A woman

whose heart could not be bound,

who would settle for nothing
less than all I had to give and
possibly more...

ah, but
tragedy of it all.

that was the
Milady was
enslaved, as were all my sisters.
She was trapped in high heels to
cripple her, dresses to bind her
legs, even fine paints as a bit
and bridle.
in the grass with a second skin

How could she run

of fragile nylon on her legs?
How could she reach up and
grasp the horns of the great stag
himself with her nails painted,
her face hidden behind a wall of
palest powder?

Yet when she
herself from that bondage, and
awoke the powerful, radiant

freed

queen who once reigned over all
my heart, she was trapped again.
She became the slaver, and
bound my heart to her whip.
She was dressed not to express
the joyous song within her, the
lust for life and the joys of
living; only to excite the hearts
of men who are blinded, not
illuminated, by the light of her

untrammeled joy.



Yek May
I have been to a place

I am the
King.
where the power of woman,
the real power of woman, is
She is
a world of

not feared or hated.
enthroned here,
love and adoration awaiting
at her feet. Here I have
scen the unbridled power of
her humour and her anger,
her love and her lust, dance
around a fire in the watches
of the She
danced for her own joy, and

night. has
invited me to join her in the
dance. This is the woman I
sought, a woman unbound.
When were we free?
Once she had been chained
in a high tower, far above
the wild woods which were
her rightful Then
we were both chained on a

home.
teeter totter. First one was
high in the air, towering
over the mysterious lover so
far below and out of reach.
Then, suddenly, she came
crashing down to the
No longer
the

To dance

ground again.
the powerful, now
overpowered.
eternally the same dance of
power is not freedom. It is
poverty of imagination.
Rather I
free to dance the spiral with
Milady.
world I might have found
beyond the Silver Wheel, if
only I could have found it

As a youth I would

would be

How much richer a

sooner.
go off into the woods, drawn
by the hand of milady
Crone. Excited, yet terrified,

of her power and wisdom.
She would lead me to her
place of power, where she
would lay with me and teach
me the wisdom only she can
give. Assertive, insatiable,
demanding, understanding,
show me the
unbridled

Her hunger would

she would
poetry of her
passion.
consume me, yet would I not
rise up again?

: Later I might return
as I am now, the May King.
Fresh from the fight and
To find
milady the Maiden and to

eager for the feast.

lay with her awhile. Is it
not my place to place this
seed where I have been? To
defend
rivals, and shower her with

her against all

gifts that none but I can
For in the end,
And
when I lay with her, I shall

provide?
provision is my art.

share such love as is worth

of a ballad’s memory. And

she will be with child...
Finally I

return to the

would
Circle,
silvered with wisdom. Now I
might be the Oak Lord,

She would lead
me to her place
of power, where
she would lay with
me and teach me
the wisdom only

she can give.

and
This
woman, the Mother, I would

seasoned

knowledgeable.

claim again for my own. I
have danced the spiral now;
been youth and known
wisdom ; been the man and
known the grace of youth;
been wise and taken my
ladywife in the fullness of
Now my time
challenger
shall come to over throw
the Oak Lord.

he has lain with the Crone;

her vigour.

has come; a

Like myself

she has given him her
favor. And so I would yield
my place to him,

surrendering to the scythe
in miladies hand. For it is
the

implacable fierce lover who

Crone, my gentle
comes to cut me down in
this the
years. To

twilight of my

once more
consume me, devouring me
as she did in my youth.

But what matter, for I

shall rise again...

’ ®



True Ways

“By: iMary Catherine

Deep within the forest Mystery of Manhood
Oak Lord among us Cernunnos the God who
Pave the way for True Roads at Your =~ Runs in firm command is
feet Our strength, divinity
Winter’s ice reflects You Horned One of old days
Wild ways protect You Show to us the True Ways
Guard us as we follow Father, Son, and Lover!
Your step till winter’s cease Daylight’s glorious ray.
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Note: These excerpts were selected as an overview and general guide. This manual continues
the ancient tradition of Chivalry of The Sacred Order of the Sock, and its renowned

code of Sockly Behavior.

LAWS OF CHIVAL

+

OR THE SACRED ORDER O

mz:t]_[g SOCZ:»
Manual for a Good Knight

7
.

THE SACRED PAIR

1) Always keep atleast one extra Sacred Pair
with you at all times.

2) Sacred Pairs may be made of several
materials. Each has its own varying properties.
Cotton is a good bet for summer months, but make
sure it is an absorbent cotton. The slippery, shiny
stuff will only win you a Lady’s disdain, and will
leave snail-trail streaks on her delicate skin. Wool
is also a good natural material, thick and thin it
will hold you in good stead, maintaining your
Knightly Honour. Work socks or scrubby woolies
will not likely win you any popularity contests.

(Note: Nylon is not acceptable, nor will it ever be
recognized by The Order. 9t can lead to
excomminication, the retraction of your Honour, rot to
wention...A sticky Lady! r)

SOCKLY BEHAVIOR

3) It is only proper to offer your Lady your
Sacred Sock first. If she is a particularly damp
specimen, you may need to call upon you second
Sacred Sock as back-up. You may even offer to
“Blot” her dampness for her. She may or may not
accept, depending upon the delicacy of your
approach. A gentle approach may win you the
chance to perform the “Sacred Dabbing Ritual.” 2

(Note: Flinging yourself and your Sacred Sock at a Lady
and scrubbing violently is unacceptable behavior for a
Good Knight)

4) Good Chivalrous behavior may bring your
Lady to offer to treat you to “The Lady’s Blot,”
which just might bring forth proceedings in which
a second Sacred Pair could come in very useful. A
far thinking Knight might even carry several extra
Sacred Pairs.

5) If you do not explain the significance of
your Sacred Pair, you may cause your good Lady
to take fright. After fright often comes flight.
This can be disconcerting in many situations.
Should you send her screaming into the night by
neglecting this Sacred Duty, you will probably
lose face, and will be left alone with no company
and only your Sock clutched in your hand to keep
you warm. A careful approach should alleviate
this problem.

6) If your Sock is not accepted gracefully,
you ar NOT required to offer you Sacred Boxers.*
These are sacrosanct to a Knight of the Order. A
Lady who presses this issue may be allowed to
keep her “Wet Spot” as a momento.

7 If your Lady is too chatty, it is still
unadvisable to stuff your Sacred Sock in her
mouth. She may have large, unruly cousins.

8) Sharing your Sacred Socks (unwashed)
amongst several Ladies is considered to be in bad
taste. Ladies can smell a pre-anointed Sock a mile
away.

9) Sacred Sock colour is not an issue. Be
creative. i



SHEATHING YOUR ‘“BLADE’

10)  Placing your Sacred Sock over your Sacred
‘Blade’ prior to any proceedings is probably not a
great plan. Should your Lady grab hold of it
(accidentally) in the dark, she may become
confused. If she is a brave Lady she may think
you are being attacked by something unsavory,
and may attempt to save you by performing the
“Throttling Technique.” This, in itself, might not
cause you discomfort. However, should she
attempt to pull it free and fling it away, you may
not enjoy the results. If she is a more delicate
type, or inexperienced in such matters, she may be
traumatized into a state which will not be
conducive to your plans for the Knight.

11) It is considered, amongst those of this
most Knightly and Chivalrous order, to be the
highest Honour should a Lady offer you her sock.
It is unacceptable to turn this offer down for ANY
reason . . . with only ONE exception. Panty
Hose. Forget it! Should a Lady offer you this
insult, it is perfectly acceptable to BE insulted.
These evil garments are considered to be an
affront to humanity, let alone a Knight of Sacred
Standing. We suggest, at this point, a change of
womanly scenery.

DISPLAYVI oU 0

12)  Wearing your Sacred Sock in your cap, or
on your helmet, will let your Lady know that you
are thinking of her. Even while you are being
attacked by huge men, riding on nasty big horses,
carrying very long and pointy metal objects, who
are trying their very best to disesmbowel you, your
Lady will be pleased.

Wearing your Lady’s Sock on your helmet
will incite jealousy in all the other Knights, and
just may throw them off enough to keep you from
being skewered in a joust. However, if your Lady
has particularly large feet, and a penchant for
wearing manly Socks, the purpose may be
defeated. If this is the case, stuffing her Sock into
your Sacred Boxers will keep in the Luck, still

incite jealousy in the other Knights, and will
inspire the Ladies. You may even see a knowing
smile on your own Lady’s face. If she keeps shut
about this, we suggest you hang onto her for a
while. If she gives you away . . .? We suggest
crusading for several years until the matter blows
over, and is forgotten.

FINAL ADVICE

Always keep your Sacred Pair near to
hand. A wise Knight will pinpoint their position
before the candles burn out. Groping blindly in
the dark for one of the Sacred Pair may
accidentally wind you up with your favorite
woolly Boxers in hand by mistake. It is a grim
experience for any Knight of The Order to
discover his error too late. Some Knights have
even been known to cast themselves upon their
own Blades at the sheer horror of it. Learn from
their experience.

A Sockless Knight is an affront to The
Sacred Order of The Sock. He should be de-
Bladed!

Remember: Ockmea Otnea Hetea Ocksea.

Note: This manual is a handbook only. Further|
mysteries can only be obtained through higher|
initiation into The Order.

Feetnotes:

. Favor unlikely here.

. See volume 7, this manual, for details.

. Details in Volume 3.

. This refers to higher Initiates of the Order
only.

5. See “Ladies’ Defense Techniques” Volume 5,

this manual.

W=

Written by: The Scarlet Bard  «%u.

Be advised that further teachings of the|
MOST Secret and Sacred Order of the You-
IKnow-What shall be revealed in the next issue of

|




Regular readers of the
Wake the
mammoth three-page essay
that dominated the back of
the last
thank
through the whole

may recall

issue. I heartily

anyone who got
thing
without becoming dizzy.
Between the publication of
that

composition, I acquired a

essay and its
complete copy of its subject
matter. To my chagrin I find
that the eleven lines which I
once thought contained the
whole thing, were in fact
not only a small fraction of
the whole thing, but also a
fraction of the actual quoted
which

translated wrong!

section, was
My new,
complete copy gives the
“Truth" for the
word "Fi/rinne" (which is
pronounced FEER-in-yuh")
and then goes on to say that
the Old Irish word for Justice
Now I am

For example:

translation

is also "Fi/rinne".
compelled to give up this
philosophic quest for Truth
like all
philosophers are really just
confused lawyers.

But then I picked up a
copy of Peter Ellis' book "The
Druids." He translated that
same section the same way I

because it looks

saw it before, and I was back

Oh well, It
was a good book, too.

to eleven lines.

At any rate, here is a
new thesis, and a new essay.
that the

Testament was written as a

Affirming
Speculum Principium
(advice to a fu]cr) genre
text, it can be understood as
advice on ruling one's own
liif e,

country.

in addition to one's
So here is another
section, and some thoughts
that come with it. I promise

it won't take so long.

Darkness yields to light.
Sorrow yields to joy.
3 Anoaf yields to a sage.
A fool yields to a wise man.
A serf yields to a free man,
6  Inhospitality yields to
hospitality.
Stinginess yields to generosity
Meanness yields to liberality.
9  Impetuosity yields to
composure.
Turbulence yields to
submission
A usurper yields to a true
lord
12 Conflict yields to peace.
Falsehood yields to truth.

It's interesting that this
section should be thirteen
lines long, as if each line
corresponds to a month in
the Celtic
(notwithstanding that the

tree calendar

Celtic tree calendar was
invented in the 1950's). It's
true that a lot of Celtic

mysticism is about relating
human life to seasonal and

environmental changes. Yet
the text from which this
selection comes is about
ethics, not mysticism. My

first reaction is that the first
twelve lines are summarized
in the last one, "falsehood
yields to Truth".
little bit of classism in lines
5 and 11, but the
overwhelming majority
with

I note a

deals prescribing

interpersonal ethics as
though it is an expression of
some universal force (like,
oh, shall we say, the Sacred
Truth?

The logical format of each

Naw, couldn't be...).

line is a simple, almost

Aristotelian, syllogistic

premise, specifically: if X
This

thien = e passage




dualism of

presents a
opposites that is unusual in
Celtic thought, but not out of
place, as I hope to establish.
That Darkness yields to
Light (line 1) seems to me to
affirm not only the old Celtic
method of timekeeping,
where night comes before
winter before
but the
principle that being arises

day and

summer, also

out of non-being, and

creation is borne of
Light is often
linked with

goodness, inspiration, and

emptiness.

poetically

religious experiences (as in,
"I saw the Light!") so this
first line makes a strong
link with the
drawing our attention to the
stuff in

last line,
between as
important and profound.
Why would impetuosity
yield to composure, or
inhospitality yield to
Just

yourself which of the two

hospitality? ask
kinds of people would you
prefer to be around, and
you'll know. And as most
people would prefer to have
at least a modicum of honour

and respect attributed to

them, then it is natural to

make one's sorrow yield to

joy, and one's meanness
yield to liberality. This is
the method for being

regarded as wise; with the
metaphysical statements, it
is a method for becoming
wise.

It is possible to read
lines 5 Fands Lligfas®san
expression of social power
on the part of lords and
nobles, if the word "yield" is
Horbieyit o ST
such was the case, then the
the

passage becomes a political

understood as

method described in

method as well, which may
uphold order and stability,
and even social welfare, but
is ultimately repressive.
Precedent for this reading
does exist, for example, in
the Celtic

landlord-tenant clientship,

institution of

and in the legal procedure of
where a
the
oath of someone of lesser
the
this

“overswearing",

noble could overturn

twentieth
kind of

rank. In
century,

authoritarianism is

not

acceptable. The potential for
contribution to society is not
class or

dependent upon

economic power. Genius and
inspiration crosses social
kinds, be

they gender, class, race, or

divisions of all
religion. Unfortunately,

ignorance and vice also
cross all social divisions.

To meet this challenge, I
offer an examination of line
10:

submission".

"Turbulence leads to
Though the
poetic format of each line is
the need not

same, we

assume that the antecedent
of each line (the Y part of
the syllogism) is valuable, or
even remotely desirable.
The speaker could also be
Thus,

in line 10, one could read the

warning us of danger.

text as a warning against
civil unrest, for it must lead
to dictatorship. Or perhaps it
can be read as a warning
that unstable or repressive
governments will in their
be
suppressed.

and
the

turn cast down
Examine
history of certain rigidly

authoritarian countries to



see if this is true.

Similarly, the speaker
warns against being an oaf,
a fool, a serf, or a usurper;
these could be understood as
the
psyche of an individual, or
that

dispositions within

roles an individual
plays, or the sort of life one
lives. Playing these roles is
dangerous because they do
not carry the power and
honour of sages, wise men,
free men, and lords. Surely
it is desirable to be wise and
free. Thus one's oafish and
subservient dispositions
must yield to wisdom and
freedom, if we would live
True lives.

The translation of "true
lord" in line 11 is from
"fi/frflaith".
the text the True Ruler, or
Fi/rflaith,

both a concept and as the

Elsewhere in
is described as
kind of leader who can build

Much ado is
said about many different

a perfect utopia.

kinds of leaders, and how the

world reacts to them (that is,
how the world reacts to their
truth, "the Truth against the
World"). For if the truth
about a particular leader is
that he's miserly, then the
world gives him no wealth to
prize, for it becomes miserly
like him.
until he is deposed, as in the

This continues

famous case of the greedy
think the

also be
the Celtic
version of the ideal human,

King Bres. I
Fi/rflaith
understood as

can

the ubermensch, or sage.
Read this way, line 11 is not
about the rule of the strong
but the rule of the virtuous,
whose rule is fertilized and
glorified by the force of the
Truth. The
"usurpers" mentioned in
that that
fertility, and so they must
yield.

Similarly, the rule of an

Sacred

line don't have

individual over her own life
is filled by the Sacred Truth,
therefore the speaker
directs us not to live a false
life, but to live a true life.
One think of these

thirteen propositions as a

can

small selection of a huge list
of things that Truth, as a
kind of spiritual force, will
cause to happen. This maxim
is the essential summary of
all the principles already
proposed. What does it mean
to live a true life? I think
the the
Testament expresses that
the

other part of

well, for one who

magnifies Truth in his life
magnifies peace, prosperity,

®

and protection.
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A RUB OF THE RELIC

Back in the late nineteen
fifties, when we were only
toddlers (a pause here - for the
creaking of our rocking chairs!)
old cures and traditions still
thrived in Ireland. All these
ancient practices carried an
obligatory Christian salutation
such as ‘God and His Blessed
Mother preserve us' etc. and
nowhere were the old
ways more in evidence
than in the veritable
cult of relics prevalent
at that time. Indeed we
can both recall the
fascination and magic
of these sacred articles
and how they were
called upon routinely
to cure serious
ailments in both man and
beast. Their powers were
attributed to the saints, but
even these saints were often
christianized pagan deities like
Brigid. Many of the objects
themselves actually comprised
of animal bones etc., further
emphasizing the true
prechristian origin of the
tradition. The relic tradition
was a very serious and
specialized one in those days
with the practice well organized
on a local community basis.
Each local relic had a very
specific function and cured only
certain conditions. Moreover,
each one was held by a different
family and lent out by them as
their special favor to those who
sought it's cure. It must be
stressed, however, that when a
sincere request was made, the
relic was never refused, no

matter what quarrels might
otherwise exist between the two
parties concerned. There were
always local disputes and
rivalries in the countryside but
this rule was so strong that we
never saw it broken - for to deny
a relic in such circumstances
could be tantamount to letting a
neighbour die. There was, of
course, much spirited rivalry
with other communities as to
whether our local relic for a
particular
ailment was
better at curing
than theirs.
Indeed, if our
own local relic
did not appear
to be working,

one from
elsewhere was
often sought.

However, when a cure then
ensued, we were Kkeen to
attribute this to the power of
both relics combined, whereas
the other locality would
obviously be eager to claim the
success for theirs alone. And
many a fireside night was spent
in exhaustive debate on these
important issues. Nor did
money ever change hands in
relic healing. To offer such
would have been a great insult
for a great many things were
considered to be of far more
value than money back then.
This tradition of the
sacred artifact handed down
from generation to generation is
an extremely ancient one and it
tells us a great deal about truly
practical magic. Our present
day penchant to collect favorite
objects, to treat them in a
special way and give them a

special place in our homes and
our lives is, no doubt, an echo
of these practices. What a pity
that today we have lost so much
of the sacredness and reverence
of old. We now neglect so many
of the ‘little touches and
ceremonies’ which combine to
make such traditions so potent
and so powerful.

For example, just think
of the ritual that originally
attended a relic, in how it was
handled, wrapped, put away,
taken out and delicately
unveiled and displayed.
Everyone knew it was one of a
kind. It had special powers - its
secrets always shrouded in
mystery - and were it to be
damaged or lost it could not be
replaced. So one could never,
for instance, abandon it to a
side-shelf or toss it in a box
with a clutter of other objects.
And each time it was taken out
and used, the stories of it's
former cures and successes
were retold and remembered
with love and affection. Those
cases which once seemed
completely hopeless but were
now cured, got particular
mention.

Isn't it easy to see how




all this served to reinforce the
power of the object itself while
giving much needed hope to the
patient and their family at the
same time. Then there was the
great decision taken within each
family as to which of their
children would grow up to take
over it's care. Any one of them
might be chosen, for the choice
was completely in their parents
hands. What a privilege and a
pride it must have been then, to
be handed on this priceless
sacred piece of family heritage.
And finally, we might also
remark on the way relics were
naturally used for ailments in
both people and animals alike.
The country folk of those days
lived together with their animals
as true companions and many
were often to be seen, in or
about the house. Each had it's
own name and personality, it's
good days and bad days, just
like the rest of us. And we still
remember a time when the
sickness of a farm animal
brought a genuine concern for
it's welfare - and not just an
economic hiccup! - and how
many a beast was nursed back
to health at great personal cost,
far in excess of it's monetary
value, by genuine people who
had far less monetary wealth
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than their present day
counterparts. Contrast
this with some of our
present farming
methods where raising |
animals as if they were
inanimate objects in
inhwumane
circumstances is, for
us, one of the sickest
aspects of our modern
society.

In traditional
craft, one of the ways of
passing on ‘the power’
is also through tools
and other objects,
handed down in a
family or coven,
together with
procedures to activate
and use them. Talismanic magic
in all it's forms is also based on
this tradition. And we all know
the benefits of charging an
object with the focus of one’s
intent as part of a practical
working. All too often, the use of
abstract techniques on their
own allows room for the image
to change unnoticed, as we
continue to concentrate on it.
But when a physical aid is
employed, and the intent is
strongly locked into it, this
anchors our focus for the rest of
the working so that better
results are often easier to attain
in this way.

Finally, we must also
mention that, ‘in typically Irish
fashion’, there were a few relics
round these parts which started
their lives as complete hoaxes
but went on to gain a wide and
avid following from cures later
testified to them. Old country
people regarded these objects
with great humour and
fondness also, noting what a
strange thing it was that they
should cure, not so much
bothered with the authenticity
or pedigree of such an artifact,
so much as the mystique
surrounding the fact that it
worked. Some of these objects

even came to acquire that
marvellous Irish reward for
service ‘the retrospective
pedigree'. This is where the
bone of Delaney’'s donkey
becomes, in time and story, the
last remaining remnant of the
horse of Finn Mac Coughall.

In the final analysis,
when you need a relic for a
cure, the most important issue
is the testimony of it's previous
success. If others have used it
for a similar complaint and are
now fit and well and jumping
about the place again, then
there was every chance that,
‘God and His Mother preserve
us' it might do the same for you.
And that's all that really counts,

isn't it!! @
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XBC I'™M A PAGAN  D&(C

When | was a very young lad <Chorus>
The priest he said to me-o_
“Will you come to learn of §
| said, “If its not Pan then le
If its not Pan then let me be

> moon is

CHORUS:
Don't you worry about thes
| was born this way-o

| was born a bold Pagan
Until the da
Until the;

And he, he wears
And he, he wears#

<Chorus>

Well maybe you t should do
Is to believe what
But me I'm like the
Il go where | shall g

E-D
&P
goat D
G-&
I'll go where | shall g D

By: Frosty + Marian
July 26, 1997




Making a Map Ring

(Confessions of a May Queen)
Bz: Ariadne

Women circling
Atop a hill
The Cauldron glowing

The moonlight gathering
Men approaching

The hilltop circling
Champions chosen

In those brief moments.

It sure is chilly, for May!
I snuggle deeper into my woolly
robe and cloak. We have come
first, the women, to prepare the
circle of rebirth
shift
in...to wait for the ‘male aspect’

We make quick

of our work, then settle

to join us. They appear, through
the trees. They see us watching
and go into a huddle, preparing
who-knows-what devious
mischief. We wait patiently for
the joke to manifest. It does not.
A Men’s Mystery, most likely.

[t is time to draw
everyone into the circle, and so
we call them. Everyone is
smiling, and as we begin to chant,
everyone sways, joining in the
perfect unity of the loving
family.

When the quarters are
called, I am given to the North. I
make my call and, suddenly, into
my mind comes a Presence.
Startled, I look around, and then I
see Him.
think,
Silently, with a slight nod and a
It’s the

needs.

“Yes, how perfect!” I
beginning to smile.
in.
He
Already He is weaving, unseen,

wink, I invite Him
only invitation
amongst the dancers in the circle,
His laughter wild upon the wind.

Even though it’s cold, it is
still a wonderful night for our

X i
(Aboue) Ariadne and Frosty

Beltaine. The sky is clear, star
filled, the moon nigh on full, and
the sun is glorious as it sets over
the lake. It has been decided that
the May King will be the one
selected this night, and that he
This
must needs lead to some form of

will choose his May Queen.

duel amongst our manly types,
that shall be
chosen. Weapons are provided,

the mightiest

and we immediately sece many
lordly brows furrow with fast and

furious thought, mostly . .. "“All

right. How do I maintain my
dignity whilst dueling
frantically with a ... banana?”

And
anyway?”

. "Who's idea was this
And . s eih S dieaiE!

Someone could lose an eye!”

Our Champions, in pairs,
Did boldly face,

Their weapons bared
And stoutly braced.
Advance, retreat,

The battle joined.

Blades are shattered,
Their shards scattered,
Upon the gory,
Trampled ground.

Only One may stand,

O’, let it be

My chosen Knight

Who wins the right,

To seek the Sacred Crown.

The competition is fierce.
There is

banana bashing happening here.

some very serious
Bits fly everywhere, the cheering
with
We

the

crowd is pelted

dismembered phallic fruit.
are quite fascinated by
goriness of it all, squealing with
delight

Champion goes down, looks of

as Champion after
chagrin on their faces, defeat
heavy upon their feet and fingers.
(Did I mention that these were
pre-peeled weapons? And, I may
add, pecled quite creatively by
several of the Ladies and
Maidens!)

Finally it is down to only
I am thrilled!

one of the challengers!

two, My favorite is
“Yesl” I
Mush

Squash

shout. “Get ‘em, Sir Frosty!
him through the heart!

him in the head!”
with the others’ . “Get
‘em Brendan the Bold! Smoosh
that proud blade!” There
embattled

This alternates

cries of . .

is a

frantic flurry of



Knights until,
| finally, a
il dismembered
banana is seen

to fly aloft,
soaring in a
gentle arc.
All eyes
follow its

flight until it
comes to rest
in the centre
of the battle
circle. A
s

momen:
confusion, and
then o’
Sir Frosty has won the first

Joy!

challenge. He brandishes aloft
his intact weapon, basking in the
of the

cheering crowd.

adoration admiring,

But, he is not allowed to
rest.
already upon him.
quickly aside and given the

The second challenge is
He is taken

Sacred Directions to the hiding
place of the May King’'s garland.
He has strength
agility, now he must use speed
and wile to claim his Crown. He
must find it, keep it, and bring it
back to the cauldron here upon
the hilltop. It
The other men will try

shown and

must not be
damaged.
to prevent that, even while trying
the Crown for

to claim

themselves.

And, as you stand

In quivering stillness,
Poised to run,

In this moment
Something changes.

The moon is climbing,
She is rising

Above the treetops.

The air begins to hum
With something “Other.”

I can see, already forming,
As moonlight touches you,
The antlers, misty,

From your brow rising,
Your eyes begin to darken,
The Mystery to cloak you,
The Stag’s blood

Has begun to sing

Within your veins.

Springing away,

Across the Green,

He lends you speed,

You quickly vanish
Intothe gathering darkness.
While at your heels,
Unseen by all but I,
Who did invite Him,
Coyote runs,

Joining you in flight,
His wild laughter
Singing His own magic
Into your stirring blood.

And here, gathering,

The Wild Pack,

Prepared to Hunt you,

And to tear from your soul
The very Crown of Spring.

As you try to retrieve the
Crown of the May, those who are
The Hunt decide to gather in
their Pack beside the cauldron.
They feel that, this way, you
cannot approach. You will be
caught before you can reach the
Sacred Centre. But, they do not
know, as I do, that the Trickster
has claimed you for His own this
night, and all of His wile awakens
within you.

You are finally caught, too
far from the fire to touch it, and
are lifted on high, upon their
greedy hands, held as though a
But they
They
know you have it, they know it
must not be harmed or the Magic

sacrifice to the moon.
are wary of the Crown.

will vanish. Coyote laughs at
them and, with your voice, He
is hidden
Sacred place. Within
They are fooled,

would strip you naked to the sky,

tells them it in a
your

clothing??

but they seek in the wrong spot.
“As above, so below.” Sacred
words, to be heeded.

Meanwhile,
Else is

Another presence.

something
gathering among us.
This one
heavy, looming, dark and musky,
soft as only flesh can be, folds of
warmth embracing.
behind me, huge and rounded,

She whispers

breasts like moons, belly
pressing against my back. The
Mother calls, the Maiden, the

Woman Barren; The Triple Lady
gathers the fire and carries it to
the King.
been chosen, Her acceptance all

For you have already

there is left to be given.

With one hand you reach
out, touch the flame, and become
in that single breath, Monarch of
the Spring.

['m not completely certain
you will choose me as your

Queen. Afraid to call upon the




Lady within me, afraid to draw
Her in, I am awed when you stop
before me, shaken by the light
within your eyes. For though
You are there, there is another
And He looks at me

with your face, and your smile,

within you.

and I find myself unable to move.
Impatient with me, She steps
forward and envelopes me within
Her body, within Her womb. And
only then can I find the will to
breath once again, as She reaches
out to touch your living hands.
0.K.
that outrageous French accent.
We laugh, we dance.
tell you, as we invoke the Sacred

S0 you woo me with

But T must

Union with blade and chalice, all
[ can think is . . . “Let them all
turn away, hiding us from their
Take me here, and now,
She

is trembling in her eagerness,

vision.
within this Circle of Trust.”

and with Her I tremble at your
VEery nearness.

Yet, still there is more.
Again we are separated, half the
circle Hunters, half Hunted.
Brothers and
disappearing into the Night.

Sisters

Again you are sent from me, and I
wait impatiently the allotted time
before I can pursue you into the

But this time it is

darkness.

different. The Hounds are gone.
And I/She have but one prey upon

Our mind. Can you guess?

The Horned One is hiding,
The Lady steps forth alone
To seek Her Lord.
Impatient, She reaches out,
With all Her Soul,

To find Him in the night.

He thinks to elude Her.
Does He not realize?

His presence shines for Her
As quicksilver

Upon a cloak of Green,

And, of course, I find you.
Could you ever doubt? Coyote
leads me, dancing, eyes joyful, to
where you crouch among the
And still you spring away,
Not because you

trees.
ready to run.
fear, but because you still hear
the Hounds upon the night wind.
I cannot match your swiftness.
And so I ask you . .. “Stay?” You
keep your distance still, until
Coyote whispers, laughing, and I
smile at the gentle wisdom He
offers.

Lifting my gown from my
body, I offer you the only thing I
have to give, myself.

Deep in the Night time,

Encircled in each other’s
arms.

Surrounded by our loved
ones,

Who are sleeping, peaceful,

Coyotegives us one last gift,

Spreading His Smoke

To bring us to the Place

Of Sacred Silence,

That we might

Consummate the May.

And, holding you,

At break of Dawn,

I watch your Horns

Fade to mist.

A smile curves uponyour lips

Ever so slightly in your
Dreaming.

My own smile answering,
I pull you closer,
And join you then in sleep.
Beloved Brother,
Friend . . .
And Lover.

'
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COENITIONS OF A CAFFEINE ADDICT
A LSY<AOI0G<A) SHUNY IN OAFREA SONSUMAHON

Py
Frosrv

When 1 drink coffee,

I am Invincible...

Cike a great tltan=god.

I. am che Irrepressble god of caffelne.
I am Fashioned of Flesh=steel,
Gowering aboue all others.

When 1 drink coffee,

I surpass the speed of light.

I am on my motorcycle,

Gravelling 3438.2 tlmes the speed
limlc,

Ghe dotted line on the road.

Becomes blurred Into one solid line
not even In the same time=Frame
as myself

When | drink coffee,

1 am omnisclent.

I speed=read peoples’ minds.

Cike cheap supermarket paperbachs.
I can see thelr sluggish thoughts,
Mired In che awe of my greatness.
I. am the caffelne=addict glorified,
Wich my tlcanium thermal=mug.
Focal polnt of the unluerse's cosmic
energles.

Potentlated potent potency
personified.

él world of my caffelne=minions and
devotees kneel trembling,

¢ my sacred caffelne=church to
receluve a steaming tlcanium
thermal=mug of my sacrament.

o. . .

1 will cell you when | have had too

much...










