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We started
Because of that, Leigh and I started hosting an
publishing a one to two page newsletter with a
annual gathering on Chicken Street in Starks, a
little information about the season, a calendar
small town near Farmington. The “Chicken
and a list of folks who were willing to be
Street Lammas Club” became an annual event
contacts around the state.
that ran for 17 years. We also started hosting
by Fred Griffith

Our biggest step forward was when we
applied for, and were accepted to have a booth
in the Social-Political Action area at Common
The first few years, the only other folks
Ground Fair. MOFGA, who sponsors the fair,
who attended the “Chicken Street Lammas
Club” were people we had met at Pagan events welcomed us with open arms. We made the
in New York and Massachusetts. Gradually, we papers! Fundamentalist Christians were
outraged that MOFGA would allow a Pagan
started to connect with a small number of
group to have a booth at the fair, but not a good
Maine Pagans who gathered from as far away
as York on the south end, Lincoln on the north upstanding Christian church!
end, and Machias on the east end.
“Beltane on the Beach,” an annual event that
has now run for 27 years!

During such a gathering in November of
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A Southerner’s Perspective on Living in Maine:
The Wheel of the Year: Samhain to Imbolc
By Mary MoonStar
I have lived the vast majority of my life on the coast of the
Gulf of Mexico. My memories of Christmas do not involve
snowmen or cold weather but rather riding my bicycle up and
down the street, or taking my newest book and climbing into
my favorite tree to read. Indeed, during the years we lived in
New Orleans, my husband, daughter and I generally ate our
holiday meal on the deck outside the kitchen and often spent
New Year’s Day on our sailboat. I did not see snow until I was
20, and could not conceptualize weather in which the sun was
shining and it was freezing outside. In Florida, where I grew up,
if the sun was shining, it was always at least 70 degrees.
As a child, living in this climate always made me feel out
of sync with the rest of the country. Christmas cards and
holiday specials on television always featured snow-filled
landscapes and it was challenging to embrace the concept of a
Christmas that would never be white. However, warm winter
holidays were all I knew and I did my best, as an adult, to
develop customs appropriate to the place where we lived.
When I became a Pagan, this became even more
challenging. I explored and studied the spiritual implications of
the Wheel of the Year but could find no way to make them
mesh with the reality of where I lived. In Florida, harvest
occurs in the winter and early spring, and one rarely plants
anything in the summer lest it die in the fierce heat. Flowers
bloom all year round and if a tree dropped all its leaves within a
few weeks, we would know it was dead.
In 2005, my husband passed away and I began to
contemplate what the rest of my life might look like. It had
been a long time since I had really enjoyed the heat and
humidity of Gulf coast summers and I determined to explore
the possibility of moving north—to some place where the
Wheel of the Year actually made sense.
When my relationship with a long-term friend and fellow
witch, Taliesin, began to change, I decided to explore the
possibility of making the drastic move to the state of Maine.
My explorations included lengthy visits to Maine in the late
autumn and winter—to figure out if I could handle the reality—
as opposed to the fantasy, of snow, and the accompanying
challenges of severe cold and short days.
One of the first things I discovered, much to my delight, is
that, if one is trapped inside the house because it is 95 degrees
outside, with 80% humidity, it is much the same as being
trapped inside the house because it is 10 degrees outside with a
wind chill below zero. You’re still trapped in the house or car
and unable to enjoy the outside. This was a huge piece of
understanding for me. Of course, I know that there are people
who do not consider either of these weather situations as
extreme. And I say—more power to them. I am speaking of my
experience here. It has been a long time since I have truly

enjoyed Gulf coast summers, and I don’t really see myself
becoming adept at outdoor winter sports.
Moving from the deep South to the far North has been a
learning curve of monumental proportions. Every day I
discover something new about living here, as opposed to living
there. Here are my reflections on this experience, as it relates to
my growth as a practicing Pagan.
My first visit to Maine was made in late October—well
past the peak of foliage colors. At first I was disappointed. I
clearly remembered autumn from my years in New York and
was looking forward to the stunning brilliance of reds and
yellows. But after a few days, I discovered something new.
What came into play after the reds and golds had faded were the
myriad shades of brown and orange. I had never fully
appreciated just how many different ways brown can be
expressed. I gaze at a landscape in which I count six different
browns, none of which I can name but all of which are
different. I am equally stunned by the oranges. In Florida, there
is one shade of orange, and it is readily available at most
supermarkets. But here, it is like the Goddess is a painter
limited to a two-toned palette and determined to draw forth
(Continued on page 13)
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Beltane Tote-Bags and EPN Shirts—STILL ON SALE!
You saw them at Beltane, but maybe you didn’t
have enough money with you… Not to worry!
We still have some of our incredible “Beltane on
the Beach” organic cotton canvas tote bags
celebrating 25 years of “Pole Dancing.” Better
still, NOW they are ON SALE!
The bag is larger than a paper grocery bag,
measuring 18"wide x 17.5"high x 7"deep with
13" handles. These are available for sale for only
$10.00.
Also, we still have a few of our beautiful EPN TShirts available for sale. These are also ON
SALE now for only $10.00 (existing sizes and
colors only).
Don’t want to wait until Beltane? Not to worry!
We can ship a bag or shirt to you for only $6.00.
If you want more than one item, just add $3.00
more shipping for each ordered more than one. (i.e. 1 costs $10.00 plus $6.00 shipping. Two would be $20.00 plus only $9.00
shipping. Three would be $30.00 plus $12.00 shipping. Get the picture?)
Send your orders now to: EPN, P.O. Box 161, E. Winthrop, ME 04343.e

About the EarthTides Pagan Network
The Maine Pagan community is diverse, independent and
obtained by sending a $1.50 donation and a self-addressed,
geographically distant. We worship in groups or alone, but
stamped envelope to: EPN, P.O. Box 161, E. Winthrop, ME
sometimes need contact and a shared forum to express our ideas 04343. E-mail: epn@maine.rr.com.e
and concerns for this community.
The EarthTides Pagan Network was established in 1989 as
a support resource for Maine Pagans. All solitaries and groups
are welcome to join.
A subscription to this newsletter is available for a
suggested donation of $11.00 per year. Single copies may be

Submission deadline for the Spring
edition is 3/1/10

About the EarthTides Pagan Network News
This newsletter comes out four times a year, around the
beginning of the seasons. Literary, poetic and artistic
contributions are welcome, as are opinion pieces. Please keep
submissions to no more than two pages, double-spaced. Please
submit on disk or e-mail to blacklion@felinedreamers.net.

necessarily reflect those of the EarthTides Pagan Network, its
officers, volunteers, or members. All signed articles and
artwork are the property of their creators, and ads are the
property of our advertisers; these may not be used elsewhere
without permission.

Subscribers' names, addresses and other personal
information are kept confidential except to other network
members. EPN will aid in establishing contact between
individuals, but accepts no legal responsibility for the results.

All other content is copyright © 2009 EarthTides Pagan
Network, all rights reserved. The EarthTides Pagan Network
News and the EarthTides name and "Moon-over-Maine" logo
are copyright © 2009 EarthTides Pagan Network, and may not
be used without written permission of the EPN Council.e

The opinions expressed by our contributors do not
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BlackLion’s Den: Why Are We Here?
by BlackLion
We have manifested because the Divine had a thought
about who we could become, an idea of our ideal life that we
can attain if we so choose. That ideal way is unique to each of
us and is so fulfilling and satisfying that we would wish to
attain even more when we get there.
There is no end or beginning. We continue to create and
recreate ourselves all the time. We are essentially infinite
Divine beings ourselves. We are creators of worlds, in our
dreams and thoughts and outrages. Yet our creations, like us,
have free will. We
have the ability and
grace to choose to be
whatever we want,
even to the point of
blinding ourselves to
our own
gloriousness.
So the age-old
question “why are
we here?” is an easy
thing to answer:
because we want to
be! We each chose to
come to this place to
grow, to expand, to
create, and to learn.
We are also great
teachers to those who
have not yet come to this physical world. We are able to show
them all the possibilities we are capable of and all the great
mysteries yet to explore. All possible ways of being are
explored here, including our animal, plant, fungus, and rock
friends.

you do not yet wish to face?
We are all here to be ourselves, to learn from and teach
each other and to expand All That Is into frontiers never before
seen in the universe. There will never be another moment like
this one. Now is the moment that we create in and when we can
do the most. There is no past and future, only memories and
thoughts of what might be. The past and future can easily be
changed by using the power of your now to guide them.
Every possibility is available to you right now, and every
possibility will happen; we will experience it or our
counterparts on
adjacent lifelines will.
This is why you have
so much power! You
can guide your lifeline
to be whatever you
want simply by
attracting these things
that you most desire!
A simple technique is
to visualize yourself
doing or being or
experiencing a certain
thing. Since all
possibilities are going
to manifest, you can be
or do or have anything
that is possible. Start
by simply manifesting
your favorite beverage, a small amount of unexpected cash, or a
call from a friend you haven’t spoken with for a while. As you
practice and manifest these simple things, your confidence will
increase and you will allow yourself to imagine and believe in
manifesting even “larger” and “bigger” things. There are no
limits except the ones you place on yourself. So be calm, stay
true to yourself, and enjoy!

At this time in your life, what things, beings, and actions
are you choosing to create and surround yourself with? What
BlackLion’s blog can be found at
great lessons are you teaching yourself? Do you feel wonderful,
ready to take on the world? Or do you still have challenges that blacklionsden.blogspot.com e

Interfaith House Achieves Energy-Efficiency Goals
Cynthia Collins, our Interfaith Outreach Coordinator,
passed along this news about the Interfaith build with Habitat
For Humanity of Greater Portland. Many Pagans in the
community have contributed to this project.

Energy Rating System number (44) – without increasing the
cost to build. The most direct or immediate benefit to the
Munye family is a reduction of 50% of utility costs. The
Munyes can expect to spend annualized $200/month on heat
and electricity for their 5 bed/2 bath home (under certain
“As we look forward to the dedication of the Munye
conditions, of course, the number will vary depending on how
Habitat (Interfaith) home in December I wanted to share with
they
actually use it). The Interfaith building provides our new
you some exciting information. As you know, Habitat sought to
model
for construction moving forward. YOU made this
make this home as energy efficient and ‘green’ as possible. In
happen! Congratulations!” from Jennifer Gregg, volunteer for
fact, Habitat succeeded in building a top-level certified
Habitat for Humanity of Greater Portland.e
sustainable building - NGBS Silver with an excellent Home

Winter, 2009

The Old Gods - Tales That Never End
by Snowhawke
Last night I finished reading an exquisitely beautiful book,
Thomas the Rhymer, by Ellen Kushner. As I read the book (for
the third time), it struck me just how much the theme parallels
my own life. In my mind, it is in these myths that replay
themselves out in the lives of people, generation after
generation, that the "Old Gods" live on.
I think of the Old Gods as deities whose powers are tied up
in story. And that story repeats itself in the lives of humans,
shifting and changing with each retelling as a good story does,
but retaining its core essence. Because I use the word "story," it
isn't to say the Old Gods aren't real. They are very real. They
have been and always will be.
The most tangible Gods to me are the forces of Nature: the
wind, sun, moon, Earth, ocean, winter storms, and the rush of
Spring growth. The Old Gods are not so different. They are
forces of Nature that run through the human collective. Though
we may give them different names, they are energies that play
out in the lives of people around the globe. Although our tribes
are scattered, similar life themes are found in all of them. For
example, the journey of Persephone to the Underworld can be
found in similar myths from many cultures. It is through
experiencing the ancient energies that influence and give theme
to our personal journey, the power of the Old Gods are felt, the
story renewed.
There is a definite power in these tales, in the myths of old,
the stories of our ancestors and the Gods. It is the gift and
power of the Bard to retell the tales of old so that each one of
us, in that moment, hears and feels and identifies with it. The
story doesn’t just mirror our story. It is our story!
By delving into the old myths, we learn to understand
ourselves better, we gain insight into our ancestors, our
heritage, and our own humanity. We attune to and feel more
deeply the currents of energy that shape our lives. Learning the
ways of Nature, we gain wisdom and insight. Most importantly
though, we must live powerfully, embracing the tale that has
become our own, awakening to the energies at play. In the
living of the tale, we touch the Gods. The power of the Old
Gods flows through our own life story. We experience the
power of deity and in that moment, we are filled with awen. We
drink once again from the chalice that is at once Cerridwen’s
cauldron, the Holy Grail and the Sacred Well. We eat the fruit
of the Tree of Life – the Old Gods gracing our journey, together
we find the divine inspiration that flows when soul touches soul
in truth.
So in honor of the Old Gods that have touched me, shared
their wisdom and gifted me with inspiration, I say, "Hail to the
Gods of our people, to the Gods of old. Hail to the Queen of
Fey, dark mistress of magic. Hail to the forest God, Jack O' the
Green. May we always find you. May your songs be sung. May
your stories live on!"e
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Starcat’s Corner: A Simpler Way
by Starcat
Many of us lead complex modern lifestyles. Even if we’ve
incorporated some back-to-the-land ideas, we still have to cope
with the fast pace of our culture. The mental list of things we
“need” to accomplish each day can seem endless. In the depths
of winter, perhaps we can take some time to deliberately
simplify our lives. This will help us create more space, more
quiet in which to listen
to the voices of the
deities, the Universe, or
our own inner selves.
When our days are
constantly cluttered
with noise and bustling
activity, it’s hard to
remain centered. Even
when we set aside time
for meditation or
contemplation, it can
take a while to release
the layers of chatter
and buzz. If you’re
feeling drawn to a
simpler way of being,
here are some steps
you can take in order to
slow down and enjoy
the moment:
Consolidate your
computer time.
Between e-mail,
Facebook, blogs, and
other forms of online
communication, you
can spend much of
your day reacting to
what’s happening on the screen. Set aside 30 to 60 minutes
each day to stay current with your personal communication.
Then step away from the computer and turn your attention to
your other priorities.

something basic yet delicious. Sure, you might get hungry more
often, but grazing on healthy snacks is good for you.
Spend time with a very young child. Toddlers have a
marvelously uncomplicated world. They play with what’s in
front of them, and don’t worry about what’s coming next unless
they’re ready for a change. Borrow a child from a friend or
relative for an hour or two. Sit down on the floor with him and
build block towers.
You’ll soon be
grounded in the
moment, and the
child’s parents will
thank you for a bit of
time to themselves. If
you don’t know any
little ones, find an
energetic dog to play
with. She’ll adore you
for throwing the ball 72
times in a row. Be
present.
Do one thing at a
time. With so much on
the “to do” list, it’s
tempting to multi-task.
Instead, give each task
your undivided
attention until it’s
done, or until you come
to a natural stopping
point. Start or finish
projects you’ve been
procrastinating about.
It’ll feel so great to
cross it off the list,
knowing you’ve done
your best. And then you can move on to more pleasant
activities – or take a break and do nothing at all.

Sleep in. Even on the weekends, many people force
themselves out of bed before they’re fully rested. Sleep until
you’re truly done. Then stretch leisurely, snuggle your partner,
Turn off the TV and the radio. The news can be
interesting, and music is pleasant, but what’s it like hearing the or do some deep breathing. Avoid scheduling morning
appointments. Rest is important. You’re not being lazy – you’re
natural sounds around you and letting your own thoughts be
your soundtrack? Taking a few days each week to shut off these recharging.
Do a simple ritual. Cast a circle, and then open yourself to
electronic noises won’t leave you out of the loop. The news
the energies of the cosmos. Just sit quietly and listen, without
cycle is like a soap opera – it’s easy to catch up with the plot
reaching for a wand, athame, cauldron or other tool. Let your
after you’ve missed a few episodes.
working unfold spontaneously. To raise energy, perhaps create
Eat simple meals. For breakfast, how about a banana and
and repeat a simple chant. Enjoy being alone in your private
some freshly-squeezed orange juice? Yep, that’s it. If you’re
hungry an hour or two later, eat a handful of almonds. We can sacred space.
get carried away with elaborate or over-processed foods, when
our bodies would be just as happy (and perhaps happier) with

(Continued on page 12)
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Fraudulent "War" on Christmas
texting in action once again) is on display as a statement of the
I’m having a problem with the placing of the symbolism of official position of that Court, why should I expect that I will be
treated honorably, fairly, or equally in that place?
a one-faith system only on public property. At this annual
by Ananta Androscoggin

celebration, the local Christian or Christianist groups flaunt
their long-cherished and unconstitutional special rights of
exclusive access to, and influence over, the halls of
government. The bias held in the carrying out of the official
duties of the public officials is paid for by the taxes of all
citizens, not just those Christians.
When the government agencies (at whatever level) will not
permit the symbols of holy days of any other religions on the
same public property with a Christian nativity crèche, even
when the officials do not come right out saying it in so many
words, they are making a very public declaration that all local
non-Christians are officially second-class citizens. They imply
that they are not welcome in the community, and that they
should not expect to be treated either fairly or equally under any
laws which are administered by that particular government. It is
a clear declaration of bias in favor of one segment of the local
population and against all the other religious communities
resident there.
Far too many of the members of our local Christian
communities, who are not overly concerned about the issue, see
the news that the Jews or the Pagans or whoever else have been
denied permission to put up a display alongside a crèche, and
without bothering to think about what that denial means to the
whole community, feel vindicated in the message they've been
indoctrinated with all their lives: that only the Christians have a
religion. It's the kind of idiocy I have heard out of the mouths of
unthinking people more and more often in recent years. Such
things have become, for these people, a basic assumption of
how the world really is.
Just because the other religious groups living in our
country are no longer as fearful as once they were about being
noticed publicly, and wish to take part in their community's
public forums of the season, does not make it a "war on
Christmas." What we really are fighting for is to retain "E
Pluribus Unum" (out of many, one people), which is the oncecentral American public concept of pluralism these types of
"Christians" are waging war against.

Or as one guy put it, the only real difference between the
KKK and other right-wing Protestant denominations is that the
KKK isn't bashful about being out-front with what their
common aims happen to be.
That is what I am objecting to.
Churches (or zealot families) can put up crèches on their
own property all they wish to and I won't be bothered. I also
have no desire to disturb such scenery (though I may protest
blatantly bigoted tableau, and not just ones which may
denigrate things Pagan), and I do not expect others to vandalize
any decorations I may chose to put up on my own place.
I have no problem with people wishing me "merry
Christmas," or "happy Chanukah," or "happy Saturnalia," or
whatever the midwinter holiday they personally celebrate. It’s
fine as long as they're actually wishing me well, and it isn't
being said as a litmus test to determine whether they'll need to
smile back at me, or to begin a public stoning of the infidels.
So don't you go objecting when I cheerfully shoot back a
"happy Yule" to you. Just because I don't celebrate your holy
day doesn't mean I hate it, it just means that I celebrate my own
holy day, which has its own messages of goodwill and hopes
for the future. Equal rights means for all citizens, of all
religions, not just for all flavors of Christianity.
Otherwise, these Christian-only displays on public
property, whether merely governmentally-allowed, or
government-allowed-and-publicly-funded, are examples of a
very anti-American exercise in exclusivity and bigotry.
As to those Pagans who are so fearful that they wish to
play in traffic while wearing a blindfold, don't expect me to join
you in such a fantasy world. Proof-texting reality in order to
avoid knowing about the things which are endangering
everybody (not just Pagans), is pretty much a "fluffy-bunny"
exercise, and serves only those who are out to use humanity’s
cultural differences as a means to their own gaining of power.

Just because I do not begrudge others the celebration of
their own holy days, does not mean that I am going to sit
If you read the rhetoric of many of the Christianist groups quietly while they revise public policy to define my own holy
farthest to the right, they clearly state that their objectives are to days as being nonexistent, and thereby also making my very
eliminate all non-Christians from the territories of the United
religion nonexistent in their eyes.
States of America. Many groups not so vocal, or quite so far to
That’s just another tool in the arsenal of those who wish to
the right, are also in favor of such religious cleansing of
America. Thus the "Christian Exodus" movement to turn South dehumanize those they intend to eliminate.e
Carolina into what sounds like a Protestant Police Theocracy (I
hear the Libertarians have something similar going on with
Vermont, but…).

If I'm a Pagan in a courtroom in which one of the Christian
versions of the "Ten Commandments" (I thought there were
613 commandments in their bible to be obeyed — well, proof-
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Faerie Tidings: Preparing for the Dancing Flame Faeries
by BlackLion and Starcat
Dressed up, top to toes, in our warmest clothes, we head
out to retrieve our shovels from the barn. We wear our warm
tooks, earmuffs, scarves, layers of sweaters, wool cloaks,
knitted mittens, snow pants, wooly socks, and our old clompy
boots. It’s time to dig a path to the fire pit!
We shuffle our way back and forth from the barn, putting
an extra blanket over Maude, the donkey, while we’re at it. We
can see our poofy white breath as we begin our digging
escapade. Before
long, big
mounds of snow
are heaped up on
either side of the
path and we’re
so hot that the
cloaks fly off.
The Snow
Faeries begin to
dance around
our heads,
stacking
themselves on
our shoulders in
piles.

them in the snow along the path, where, at dusk, they will
brighten our way with dazzling rainbow hues.
When we return to the cottage, already bedecked with our
festive décor, we are trailed by three snow-whiskered cats. The
orange one walks in without hesitation and finds a place by the
hearth with the two black cats, who seem unconcerned. We add
a third bowl to their place setting and pour milk into each one, a
treat for after the cats all rest and warm up.
We serve ourselves some warm pumpkin nog and join the
felines by the
hearth. After a
few sips, we
hear a harmony
of voices raised
in song, making
its way towards
our door. The
Tidingdale
Carolers! We
leap up, pour
more cups of
nog, and answer
the door. A plate
of cookies
appears on our
table and we are
serenaded with
seasonal songs
and merry
tidings. We join
in joyously, and
when they are
ready to move
on, we invite them to return tonight for the festivities. They
happily accept and go their merry way to Farmer Dilly’s
steading.

Reaching
the circle, we
start clearing
around the edge.
Tonight is our
Yule gathering.
It’s the longest
night and even at noontide there’s not much light in the grove.
As we continue to make our way around the circle, we hear a
curious shushing-scritching sound and can see tiny poofs of
snow flying up from the ground not far from us. A cute little
We head off to the kitchen to finish preparing the feast.
orange cat has decided to help us! We exchange puzzled
glances – we’ve never seen this feline friend before. With much Beans simmer in a big cast iron pot, to which we’ll add a
variety of vegetables and spices for the chili. We mix up a big
concentration, the orange one continues to dig in the snow.
bowl of cornbread and prepare it for the oven. In the other
A sudden flash of black, then orange, then black, and all
cauldron, we replenish our supply of pumpkin nog, trying not
the cats are tumbling around in the snow. They zoom by us
back towards the barn and we can hear Maude bray a surprised to disturb the cats as we step around them. The new orange cat
opens one eye, stretches, and begins to purr loudly, so we stoop
greeting. We shrug and smile, returning to our shoveling after
to stroke his soft fur. He follows us to the kitchen, helping us by
this humorous interlude. After a short while, we’ve cleared the
rubbing against our legs and batting at our apron strings as we
area and we’re ready to lay the kindling and logs for tonight’s
prepare the apple frittatas. Apparently our Yule gift has arrived
fire. We brush off the hewed benches and arrange them nearby.
a bit early! Mischievously, we tie a soft red ribbon around the
Thankfully, the Snow Faeries are taking a rest and the flakes
orange one’s neck before he returns to the hearth to finish
have stopped falling, for now.
napping. As we wait for our guests to arrive, the ribbon soon
Next, we bring out a wooden box of our special Faerie
comes off, becoming imaginary prey to be pounced upon. We
lights. They look somewhat like votive candles in small glass
smile, enjoying our kittenish friends at play.e
holders, but when lit, with the help of the Dancing Flame
Faeries, they will sparkle in an array of many colors. We place
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View from the Aerie: Rites of Passage
I’ve attended two blood or moon rituals for young women
who
have begun menstruating. One was a formal, planned ritual
I have witnessed many changes recently in the lives of
that was open to the entire community. One was more “free
friends, family members, and my own life. Some may not seem
form” and the honoree chose strong women from her
on the surface to be positive changes, but have paved the way to
community to join her in a private celebration. Each young
positive events. Sometimes as we shift from one phase of our
woman felt fulfilled by the ritual and ready to move into the
lives to another, the purpose is clear and understood.
next phase of her life even though the rites were celebrated in
Sometimes we need a little nudge to find the reasons.
very different ways.
Many traditions include specific rites of passage that help
I’ve led a number of rites of passage for people who were
individuals or communities make the
getting married, moving in with another
transition from one phase of life to another.
person
(be it a roommate, adult child, or
These rites may include infant blessings, a
significant
other), getting divorced, or going
coming of age ritual for a young person, or
through other major changes. I haven’t really
a croning for a woman entering menopause.
designed these rituals so much as facilitated
There are many other events in our lives
them. Each one of us has an innate
that can and should be celebrated, either in
understanding of our own needs. Even if you
a private ritual or with community support.
have trouble expressing them in words, an
These rites of passage are a recognition
experienced person can ask the right
that we are leaving behind one or more
questions to help you articulate what you
aspects of our lives and moving into
envision for a ritual. Sometimes, “Let’s just
another. They allow us to look fondly on
wing it” is the right path.
that which is left behind, thank it for its
I have never had a formal rite of passage for
contribution to our lives, and bid it
myself as I have moved between the various
farewell. These rites also encourage us to
phases of my life. I have quietly affirmed
look closely at what is present in our lives
these transitions but never openly celebrated
and toward the future and the path laid
them. Lately, however, I’ve been thinking it
before us.
may be time for me to more formally
We’re all aware of rituals celebrating
celebrate several transitions that I will
births, marriages, and deaths, but a rite of
experience all together. In the next two
passage can be celebrated for any transition
months I will finally complete my bachelor’s
we experience. I’ve seen rites for children starting school, girls degree and begin my master’s program, leave behind the freeentering womanhood, boys entering manhood, and adults
wheeling self-employment lifestyle for a regular job, and turn
starting new jobs or ending relationships. If it’s an important
forty.
event in your life, celebrate it!
Each transition has its own set of rewards and challenges.
Celebrating these events and milestones can help us to
My current college is familiar and comfortable but requires inunderstand the reasons for a transition, can allay fears
person attendance which can be a strain on the schedule. My
associated with the change, and can highlight the positive
new college will be mostly online but is a more challenging and
aspects in the case of a change that initially feels negative. The self-directed program. The new job will have a more structured
ritual can be as simple as a personal meditation or be a more
schedule and will require me to leave my feline support staff at
elaborate rite involving community members. Your tradition
home but will give me much greater financial stability taking
may have a specific ritual for you to draw from, or you can just stress out of a number of areas of my life. I’m actually looking
design your own ritual. The actual structure of the ritual is not
forward to being 40, so there’s not much of a challenge there,
the important part. What is important is the recognition of the
but it is a big milestone.
transition and giving yourself what you need to move forward
Rites of passage help us to mentally and spiritually prepare
with a joyful outlook.
for the next steps on our respective paths. They help us to find
In recent months, I have watched several friends move to
confidence in our decisions and peace in transition. Whether
new homes. Some have held formal house blessing rituals,
you choose to celebrate these events privately or with your
while others have made the unpacking and decorating process a community, it’s important to recognize when you need that
ritual blessing. As each item is packed in the old home, you can nudge, confidence boost, or just a pat on the back. As Thoreau
give quiet thanks for what has been and say goodbye. In the
said, “If one advances confidently in the direction of his
new home, as you unpack items and place them in their new
dreams, and endeavors to live the life which he has imagined,
spots, you can affirm this transition silently, with spoken words, he will meet with success unexpected in common hours.”e
or with a chant.
by Cynthia “Raven” Grimm
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Sun and Moon Shine Upon Us
Chapter 1 - The Tittering Trees
by Laurence Averill
Grimble and Brirrur were walking through the late winter
forest, attempting to find some small tidbit of food to fend off
their growing hunger. The season had been long and frigid,
leaving what meager supplies of vim, vigor, and victuals they'd
squirreled away in the waning warmth of the previous autumn
all but spent, except for the fire in their bellies.
In her unusually low voice, Grimble said, "My, but I'm
hungry!"

sight and a lack of nourishment or shelter, the normally
optimistic pair began to struggle with doubt and fear.
"I miss our home, friend, though at least my heart is
gladdened to be at your side."
"I feel the same, Grimble. Let us gather together in warmth
as we seek whatever destiny Moon and Sun wish to share with
us." The two reached out in a one-armed embrace and resumed
their taciturn trot.

Each lost in their own thoughts, the travelers failed to
notice a gradual change in the forest around them until they
were startled by the trees' many forms creaking and leaning
toward them. With a breathy susurrus, the forest spoke as one,
"Well, we can't very well turn back now, can we?" Grimble "We are truly sorry that we have no succor left to offer you; the
winter has left our branches bare. We wish we could help… We
scowled for a moment and then composed a reluctant smile,
know little of the world beyond our borders, but perhaps if you
remembering that her Dreams were the impetus for their
keep following this path, it might lead you to some of your own
uncertain trek. "But forgive my peevishness, good friend
Brirrur. It is of course this growling belly speaking and not my kind?"
Grimble and Brirrur replied in unison as the forest had,
heart."
their voices tinged with trepidation and no small respect for
"Indeed. My belly also seeks to bring sharp words to the
these elder beings who had deigned to speak with them. "We
tongue, and like yours, out of no malice. The poor thing merely
thank you for your concern, empty though our stomachs be, and
expresses its concern over our current state of paucity. We must
bereft of fire our hearts. Verily, this journey has drained our
of course trust that our journey will take us where we need to
go, and there we will find food and shelter. Have your Dreams capacities more than we were prepared for, but we must
continue. Mayhap you are correct in your speculations as to this
brought any new light to the purpose of our trip?"
path's destination. If so, and we reach it safely and are able to
"Alas, no. The Messengers have been silent these last few return this way, we shall do our utmost to bring some gift of
days. Even Sun and Moon have had no words of guidance or
thanks for your kindness."
comfort. I fear our lack of warmth and nourishment,
The trees gave a whispery reply, accompanying it with the
commingled with the drain of so much daily ambulation, have
gentle, rhythmic rustle of many swaying branches, "Though we
left me bereft of Dreams. My sleep is as a sojourn in the Void."
lack sustenance for such as yourselves, perhaps we could aid
Brirrur nodded with a sigh, "I surmised as much... Well
you in another manner." Some of the trees bent their branches
then, I guess we shall just have to trust that Sun and Moon will in such a way as to open a winding path into the forest. "Follow
shine upon us when needs must."
this path, and you shall find enough dry deadwood to build a
The pair walked on in silence, mutually reflecting on their fire." Grimble and Brirrur looked at one another for a moment,
current travail. Just prior to one moon ago, they had been living torn between trusting their arboreal hosts and believing the
happily in Respite, an idyllic village nestled at the western edge often frightening legends attributed to the Great Stands. Perhaps
motivated by the promise of warmth, they soon chose trust.
of the Great Stands Forest. Brirrur was employed there as a
gifted healer, while Grimble served as their wise and insightful
Following the temporary trail and gathering wood along
seer. It was a life they both loved dearly. But one morning,
the way, they noticed it closing behind them as the trees
Grimble awoke from a particularly unsettling Dream visitation. resumed their normal stances. Though occasional snowdrifts
Though she could remember no specific guidance from the
slowed their progress, the pair made good time and soon found
Messengers, nor any images at all, she was left with the
their arms filled with enough fuel to warm them for at least a
emphatic feeling that she and Brirrur must leave their beloved
few hours. Then the trail then led them back to the larger main
Respite to travel through and beyond the mysterious Great
path, where they laid the wood down and caught their breath for
Stands to the east.
a moment. While they did so, they saw the trees relax their
branches
and the trail disappeared.
And so, one moon ago, they embarked on their journey
guided by naught but feeling and faith. Until the last few days,
Grimble spoke, "We humbly thank you, Great Stands, for
their travels had been relatively uneventful, if diminished in the this blessing. We especially thank those Standing Folk who
comforts of village life. But then, just as their food ran out, the
(Continued on page 11)
usually mild winter turned cold. With no clear destination in
To which Brirrur replied with a shiver, "And I'm cold! If
only we hadn't chosen to leave our cozy village for this
journey..."
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Sun and Moon Shine Upon Us (cont’d)
(Continued from page 10)

have passed away or lost branches so that this fire might be
possible." She then turned and joined Brirrur in preparing the
campfire.

present, and again we thank you wholeheartedly for it." Then
Grimble asked, "Do you see many travelers in these lands?"

"'Tis a rare occasion indeed. Other than the creatures of
the wood, you're the first travelers we've seen in years. Once, in
eons past, many folk traversed this path, sharing word of the
"Can you marshal enough strength for the Blaze,
Grimble?" Brirrur looked at her with concern, knowing that she outside world with us and partaking of the fruits and other
was just as hungry and tired as he was. Without answering, she blessings we offered to them. But then something happened, for
the people began to shun us, their numbers slowly dwindling to
kneeled down toward the wood pile, put a small piece of
the merest of trickles. We never learned why this was, but we
kindling in her right palm, and began rubbing her hands
together rapidly, occasionally pulling them apart to blow on the sensed something truly untoward must have transpired for all
tinder. After a few minutes of futile effort, she stopped to catch those wonderful folk to turn their backs on us. We call that time
the Great Tergiversation.
her breath, her attempt to call
Now, we only see travelers
up the Blaze draining her
every few years at best, and
already meager reserves of
sometimes a decade passes
energy. Brirrur stepped
before anyone sets foot within
toward her and said, "Let me
our realm. Often they come
help."
from
the east, groups of
She looked at him, her
explorers seeking their
face pale from the strain of
fortunes or the satisfaction of
conjuration, and shook her
curiosity. Of these groups, not
head in negation. "There's no
all are friendly, and there have
sense in both of us exhausting
been times when we were
ourselves."
forced to drive them out before
Brirrur replied, "I
they could cause us major
disagree, good friend, for if
harm. We allowed the more
we succeed in igniting this
benevolent sorts to pass, and
fire, we shall both be able to
interacted with them when
draw energy from it. I know if
they seemed receptive. These
I share some of my vigor with
folk would often travel all the
you, the Blaze will come. Sun
way to our western border and
and Moon, shine upon us!"
beyond. Perhaps your people
have met some of them?"
"Yes, Sun and Moon,
shine upon us," a reluctant
"I've never heard of anyone
Grimble murmured.
emerging from the Great
Stands,
and
I'm
well
versed
in
Respite's
lore going back
While she prepared to attempt another conjuration, Brirrur
generations," Grimble offered, and turned a questioning look
stood behind her with his hands cupped over the crown of her
toward Brirrur. He shrugged and shook his head in reply.
head, eyes closed, feet firmly on the ground. He began to hum
and sway, and as he did so, a pure white light passed from his
The trees paused in surprise for a moment and then said,
hands to Grimble's head. This soon gave her enough energy to "That is truly strange, for we have seen wayfarers pass beyond
resume her efforts, and within a few moments smoke rose from the western border for centuries. In light of such a revelation,
her hands. She opened them and blew on the tinder with all the what we already know about them becomes even stranger: not
wind she could muster, sending a burst of flame into the
one of the groups leaving the Stands that way has ever
woodpile, which immediately ignited. Tired from their
returned."
exertions, the pair sat shoulder-to-shoulder in front of the fire
Brirrur interrupted, "You'd think that our people would
and rested. All was silent for quite some time, but for the
have met some of them over the years, wouldn't you? Odd,
crackling of flame and rustle of wind in the branches.
indeed. What of travelers from the west, whence we came? Are
Eventually, the trees spoke. "It warms us to the core to see we the first you've seen since the Great Tergiversation?"
you basking by the blaze thusly. Would that we could have
"No, there have been others before you. And stranger still,
offered you sustenance as well."
these travelers have, without exception, always been a man and
Grimble and Brirrur smiled and replied in perfect unison,
(Continued on page 15)
"This fire is the greatest bounty we could've hoped for at
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20 Years On (cont’d)
(Continued from page 1)

Of course, the Pagan message was one of openness,
offering many ways for people to approach and understand
“God.” We acknowledged the Feminine Divine. We embraced
the idea that the Earth itself was a holy thing and should be
treated as such. The church which applied for a booth at the
same fair wanted to preach their hellfire and damnation
message. No wonder MOFGA went with us!
The first few years that the EarthTides Pagan Network had
a booth at Common Ground Fair, MOFGA had more people ask
for directions to our booth than for any other booth or event at
the fair! Maine Pagans began to flow to our booth in droves!
Dozens of people per day would come to the booth saying that
they did not realize that there was anyone else in the state who
was Pagan! Others who revered the Earth, but didn't worship
any form of Deity found that there were spiritual ways to
rejoice in and celebrate the seasons and cycles of nature.

Maine. We are by no means the only force for this, and there
have been national influences as well. Nonetheless, the network
has done a wonderful job.
None of this could have happened without the hard work
put forth by those who have:

•

worked to share Paganism with others,

•

put out the newsletters,

•

hosted circles and events,

•

taught classes,

•

served as contact people,

•

served as officers of the organization, and

•

worked to get the organization incorporated.

Perhaps one of the most important things that came from
All of you are the ones who have made everything possible.
these events was the educational outreach. Parents, school
If I dare say so myself, I think that each of us who have
officials and law enforcement were given an opportunity to talk been involved in the EarthTides Pagan Network at any point
with ordinary looking people and learn that Pagan and Witch
along the way have a lot to be proud of. Thanks to all of you, I
were different from Satanism.
expect the next 20 years will be even better!e
In the middle to late 1990's, a lot of things happened in the
network. The members voted to formalize the EarthTides Pagan
Network by incorporating. After a lot of hard work, this was
accomplished in 1997. The Maine Pagan Mail List and the EPN
Mail List were started and continue today in Yahoo Groups.
Several new covens and Pagan study groups were formed and
one of them, Immanent Grove in Sidney, was formally
recognized by the State of Maine as a legal church. In 2001,
those in the network who were interested in formal clerical
recognition also formed the Maine Pagan Clergy Association.
Over the years, the EarthTides Pagan Network has been an
integral part of the growth and acceptance of Paganism in

Starcat’s Corner (cont’d)
(Continued from page 6)

Stay home more often. If you don’t already have one,
make a special spot for yourself in your home. It should be
relaxing and comfortable, perhaps situated by a window or your
altar. Experience the peace of just sitting and relaxing. Enjoy a
simple pastime like knitting, doing a crossword puzzle, or
reading a novel. For a whole evening, do something that isn’t at
all “productive.” The to-do list will wait.
Avoid “helium hand.” I have a friend, a single parent
who, whenever a group asks for a volunteer, watches her hand
go up automatically. She soon becomes overwhelmed by the
amount of work on her plate. Volunteering is wonderful – but
do it with an awareness of how much time you actually have

available to give. Not only will this help you keep your life
simpler, but also the volunteer jobs you do choose to focus on
will receive your full attention. Give quality, not necessarily
quantity.
If you reflect on your life and the things you choose to do,
you’ll be able to find other ways to simplify. Make a list. If an
activity feels like a burden, or creates complications you’d be
better of without, find a way to release or change it. Over the
years, we add new interests and pursuits to our lives. Yet we
often forget to make room for them by letting go of other tasks
and hobbies. By looking carefully at your list and noticing how
you feel about each item, you’ll be well on your way to crafting
a simpler, more enjoyable life.e
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A Southerner’s Perspective on Living in Maine (cont’d)
(Continued from page 2)

every nuance of each color She has allowed herself. As I write
this, in mid-November, my garden still features several shades
of brown and orange and is as beautiful as it is in the peak of
spring. And I am reminded that there is as much beauty and
wholeness in nuance as there is in brilliance.
The days after Samhain seem to grow shorter at an
exponential pace. The closing in of darkness is so noticeable
that I begin to understand the fears our ancestors must have had
about the return of the sun. What would happen if the sun did
not come back? If the days just kept growing shorter and
shorter until, finally, we lived in total darkness? How would we
survive? How would we grow any food or accomplish any
work? No wonder the wise women and men watched the
movements of the stars so closely. Each year it was important
to confirm that the observed patterns of the earlier years would
in fact hold true this year. And when that knowledge is
confirmed—how joyous are our celebrations acknowledging
the sun’s return! Weeks of cold and snowy weather still lie
ahead of us—but the days are getting longer, bit by tiny bit. I
now understand the much needed comfort contained in that
knowledge.

busyness. When the weather is almost always warm, one is not
encouraged to reflection and contemplation—one is encouraged
to activity and continual growth. As someone who remembers
what Florida was like over fifty years ago, I can honestly say
that continual growth without reflection is not a positive thing.
Periods of dormancy have value and in Maine it is easier to take
that time for reflection, because it is supported by the outside
world and the Wheel of the Year.

As if in compensation for the shorter days, the night sky
takes on a depth few Southerners have ever experienced. In the
South, there is always moisture in the air and this blocks our
ability to really see the stars. But winter skies in Maine are a
revelation—a myriad of stars etched in the dry, dark sky by the
hand of a master craftsperson. They parade across the sky each
night like actors in a well-rehearsed play—never missing a cue
or line. I am fortunate that Taliesin has made a life-long study
of the night skies and can identify almost every star I can see
and many that I can barely make out. Are there really more
stars in the winter sky? Or is it just that we can see more
because the sky is so clear? I’ve sailed the Gulf of Mexico, and
been miles from light pollution in the middle of the night, and
still never seen the Milky Way. But it is a regular feature of
winter skies here. Some nights it feels as though I could reach
Not only do the days grow visibly shorter, but the sun is
out and touch the stars—and perhaps one night I will. I am
moving farther away and keeping to the low parts of the sky. In
doing my best to learn the stars of each season and am slowly
summer, the sun is so high that my entire yard is bathed in
coming to view them as old friends whose yearly visits tell me
sunlight every day. But now, the sun rises in the southeast and
when it is time to sow, when it is time to reap, and when it is
sets in the southwest and stays low in the sky in the interim.
The north side of the house is always in shadow. In winter, I am time to rest. The Wheel of the night sky has become as
important as marker of the turning of the Wheel of the Year as
thankful for the sunroom, on the southern side of the house,
my calendar.
which collects every available bit of sunlight throughout the
I’ve now spent two winters in Maine—two of the snowiest
short day. This warmth and brightness, however ephemeral,
winters on record, according to the Portland Press Herald. I
helps me to feel connected to the comforting presence of the
think I’m still in a honeymoon period because I love snowGod. Meanwhile, snow accumulates untouched on the north
side of the house—drifts getting deeper with each snowfall and storms. I love watching the flakes drift from the sky—each so
melting at long last well after the rest of the yard is clear. I am singular and fragile and yet each adding its small piece to the
not used to paying so much attention to the sun, but suddenly, I mounds that accumulate in my yard and on the deck and in the
driveway. I love the many different types of snow storms I’ve
understand why our ancestors worshiped it, as well as the
experienced—ranging from gentle loving to raging fury,
moon.
sometimes within the same storm. I marvel at how one word—
Of course, the days do grow shorter in the South, and the
snow—can be used to describe such a range of different
position of the sun does change with each season, but the
things—flakes and drifts and accumulations and storms. How
changes are not as drastic—not as significant as symbols of the
can some snow fall so gently that it seems like someone is
possibility of survival, or not. Winter months in the deep South
are not times of rest and contemplation. Indeed, in both Florida emptying out a giant bag of down feathers that slowly and
softly drift to the ground, while other snow is so bitter and
and New Orleans, winter is a prime tourist season. The streets
bitingly sharp that it is like dodging the blades of an expert
and restaurants are crowded and locals are busy scrambling to
knife thrower? The extremes of weather here have helped me to
make a buck. Living in Maine has helped me understand how
appreciate at a more profound level that we all truly live cradled
important it is to take some time each year to stay home and
in the hand of the Divine, and that the Divine can be a caring
reflect on what has gone before and what is coming next—to
and loving soul mate or a harsh and challenging task-master.
contemplate the changes one has made in one’s life and the
The choice is not ours and the blessings that fall on our heads
changes one might like to make—to appreciate and value the
may appear to our neighbors as curses—just as snow can be
energy that has gone into creating the life you live. Living in
both
beautiful and deadly at the same time.
the South for so long, it seemed as though life was always filled
with busyness without any underlying focus or purpose to that

(Continued on page 14)
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A Southerner’s Perspective on Living in Maine (cont’d)
(Continued from page 13)

Of course we do have birds in the south and the Southern
songbirds have long been part of the tapestry of my life. But the
daily feeding and observation of birds has become one of the
joys of my winter life in Maine. Since moving here, I’ve
learned to identify a dozen new
species, which regularly appear at
our winter feeders. I’ve waded
through knee-deep snow—another
totally new experience—to fill the
feeders, because the birds are hungry
even when it is snowing and I’ve
come to understand that our efforts
are part of what allows them to
successfully survive the cold.
I love watching the interactions
of the birds at the feeders—which
ones will share and which will drive
away other birds until they finish—
which enjoy squabbling like siblings
while they eat—which will fill a
beak and then fly away to eat and
which will eat on site. Last year we
added a flat feeder to the hanging
ones and discovered that a whole
flock of blue jays live in our cedar
trees. The variety of birds continues
to fill me with joy—their colors and
calls, flight patterns and feeding
patterns—are such a gift and a daily
reminder that, even in the coldest of
times, life will out and beauty survives.

different view into the woods—a view that was not imaginable
6 months ago when all one could see was leaves. The emerging
bare branches reveal a totally different aspect of the tree—it’s
essential shape or form. I had never fully appreciated how
beautiful and different the shapes of bare trees can be, outlined
against a winter sky. The sparseness
of that shape is so appropriate for the
season—reminding us on a daily
basis that life can undergo multiple
transformations during a single year
and still maintain its integrity. What
a lesson for those who worry and
obsess about change!
And then there are the evergreen
trees—a whole different story. I’m
familiar with a different category of
evergreens—palms and magnolias.
But they cannot withstand the cold—
unlike the cedars, pines, firs and
spruces that adorn my yard and
provide a much needed antidote to
the winter monotony of brown, white
and grey. They draw the eye like
living works of art—sometimes
loaded with snow, sometimes filled
with birds, sometimes just standing
as sentinels against the occasional
barrenness of the winter landscape.
Part of their job is to serve as
constant reminders that green will
once again bless us with its
presence—if we are patient.

The first time I visited Maine in winter, I stayed from early
January to mid-February. I remember clearly the day I walked
to my car and sensed that something had changed. I wasn’t
exactly sure what, but I was viscerally aware of a change.. The
air felt different, the sun was more present, and the still bare
branches of the trees seemed fuller in some way. I couldn’t put
my finger on it. The snow was still deep, and I knew that many
days of cold still lay ahead, but the difference was palpable and
uplifting. As I thought about it, and tried to put it into words to
Taliesin, I suddenly focused on the date—February 2—realized
that Imbolc had arrived. Suddenly this point on the Wheel of
the Year made sense to me. I understood the necessity of
celebrating this turning of the wheel—of marking the passage
of time and the approaching of warmer days. True, winter has
not left—but the trees are beginning to stir underground, the
nature of the air is changing, and the sun is higher in the sky.
As I continue to learn to live in Maine, these changes seem
We recently converted the space over our garage into ritual imminently worth observing and celebrating.
Mary MoonStar can be reached at:
and studio space and added a window looking towards the
woodlot at the back of our property. I’ve been delighted to
marymoonstar@yahoo.com.e
discover that, with the loss of leaves, we now have a completely
What can I say about the trees? Some of my fondest
memories of childhood center around the time I spent in the
grapefruit trees in my parents’ yard. Part of what drew me to
Maine was the abundance of trees and the variety of species
with which I was unfamiliar. But having always lived in the
south, I was not prepared for the totality of the transformation
deciduous trees experience each year. I knew that many trees
lose their leaves and somehow, I expected that to be a short and
sweet process. Living here, I’ve come to realize that loss of
leaves happens slowly, over a period of months, not weeks.
And I had never really focused on the meaning of the loss of
leaves—that the trees have pulled all of their energy—all of
their life force—into their root systems for the duration of the
cold. Wow! That is so totally amazing that even writing it gives
me a chill! They live through the bitter cold and store their
energy in the underworld—waiting patiently until it is time to
grow again.
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Sun and Moon Shine Upon Us (cont’d)
uncertain, they smiled, and with a slight bounce in their steps,
a woman. A new pair arrives every few years or decades,
grasped each other’s hands and proceeded on their way.
passes through, and leaves us at the eastern border, never to be
After many shivers, steps, and stomach growls, they found
seen again."
themselves nearing the eastern border of the Great Stands.
Throughout their journey they conversed with the trees, who
Grimble said, "The mystery deepens then, for I've never
gave them encouragement to keep moving. Just before the pair
heard of any such pairs departing Respite. Though I suppose
reached the forest's edge, they said goodbye to their arboreal
they could have come from some other place."
hosts. In response, a great baritone hum laced with whispering
"What were they like?" Brirrur asked.
winds arose throughout the forest as the trees improvised a
Many branches swayed and swished, and though Grimble song:
and Brirrur could see no visible sign of it, they sensed that the
"May your Paths be fecund with loving life!
trees were smiling inwardly. "Unlike the travelers from the
Blessings to your feet, that they might join you with the
east, who tend to be aloof or fearful at best, or downright
maleficent at worst, those pairs who come from the west have
Earth!
ever been a joy to engage with. Always a different pair, with
Blessings to your arms, that they might be branches to the
unique qualities and talents, but at heart very much like you.
sky!
Kind and benevolent without exception." To emphasize this
Blessings to your throats, that they might give you voice!
point, the trees took advantage of the wind to play a somewhat
discordant but jaunty tune through their branches.
Blessings to your bones, that they might support your
(Continued from page 11)

By now, Grimble and Brirrur could feel a palpable sense of
happiness and well-being radiating from the forest. This,
combined with the warmth of their fire, served to dispel their
survival concerns for the time being. They soon found
themselves nodding off, the forest whispering them a gentle
lullaby until they fell asleep. Whenever the fire needed fuel, the
nearby trees would feed and stoke it, ensuring it would warm
the pair throughout the night.

trunks!
Blessings to your hearts, that they might light your lives
with love!
Blessings to your bellies, that they might be nourished!
Blessings to your seeds, that they might sprout forth
bounty!

Blessings to your eyes, that they might guide you true!
The next morning, Grimble and Brirrur resumed their
Blessings to your legs, that they might carry you on your
journey. Though they had rested well and in good company,
Paths!
they were weak from hunger and woke in low spirits. The trees
tried to cheer them up, and they did their best to make a show
Blessings to your hands, that they might pluck the fruits of
of optimism, but they just couldn't seem to feel it. Tired limbs
life!
slogging through the snow, expressions devoid of all but the
May you always be who you truly are!
barest glimmer of hope, they trudged onward. But hope or no
Farewell, new friends!"
hope, they knew they had to persevere, as they would never
survive the long journey back home. "We shall find food and
Grimble and Brirrur turned and waved to their lofty hosts,
shelter, or die trying," Grimble whispered to herself,
smiling sadly. Despite their short time in the forest, they felt
unintentionally eliciting a tiny gasp from Brirrur, who she didn't like they had always been friends with these kind and majestic
think would hear.
beings. Such is the way, when love holds sway, Brirrur was
"Don't talk thusly, Grimble. You don't truly think we shall known to say on occasion. "Thank you, forest friends, for such
a kindly passage through your home! We shall return one day
die…do you?"
when our circumstances prove to be less troublesome. Sun and
Knowing her companion was more sensitive than she,
Moon shine upon you!" Grimble pirouetted in the form of the
Grimble put a comforting arm over his shoulder and attempted
Sun and Moon Dance as she spoke, eliciting a timbery titter of
to soothe his fears, "What I meant to say is that we shall
joy from the trees. Brirrur joined in the dance and for a few
certainly find relief, good friend, long before mortality comes amoments their concerns were forgotten as the trees hummed
knocking. This path must lead to what we seek. Fear not, but
along with their performance. But after a short time, still weak
put a jaunt in your step and a smile on your face. Think of the
from hunger, the pair stopped and gazed one last time at their
wonderful feast we shall partake of once we've found fellow
hosts, each sparing a tear to them as they turned and left the
folk to enjoy warmth and nourishment with! What a joy it will
forest.
be!"
Stepping into the open, they were greeted by a snow"Yes, of course you're right! Let us envision our greatest
(Continued on page 16)
wishes and not allow fears to cloud our purpose." Though still
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Sun and Moon Shine Upon Us (cont’d)
(Continued from page 15)

strewn plain bordered by a line of low hills in the distance. The
path continued over them to parts unknown. Though it was
daytime, clouds filled the sky, adding to the feeling of chill in
the air. Brirrur's tremulous voice broke the silence. "Oh, would
you please part, Clouds, so we might partake of the Sun's light
and warmth?" As if in reply, a few scattered flakes of snow
began drifting toward him, one lighting on his nose for a
moment
before
melting.

"Sun and Moon shine upon us!" Grimble called to the sky.
"Thank you Clouds!"
Facing the hilly rise of the earth, aided by the light of their
Sky Grandparents, they began their climb. Though not too
steep, it was enough of a challenge in their current state to
ensure a test of their endurance and perseverance. Fortunately,
the higher they climbed, the better they felt, as if Sun and Moon
were helping
them on their
journey.

"Look, we're
almost to the
top,
Grimble!"
She smiled at
Brirrur's
enthusiasm
for a brief
moment but
made no
response,
"Well, I
focusing all
suppose those
her attention
tufty old
on the goal.
floaters have
With their
other plans at
newfound
the moment."
energy, they
He stuck his
forged ahead
tongue out at
and crested
the sky,
the hill
finishing with,
within a few
"My love to
minutes. Both gasped at the view, for before them lay a grand
you anyway, Clouds."
Grimble pointed east and said, "Shall we make way toward valley through which wended the broadest river they'd ever
seen, beyond which rose a range of distant, snowcapped
those hills? I wager we could reach them by mid afternoon if
mountains. And resting against the river not more than a few
we keep a steady pace. Who knows what lies beyond them?
miles along the path was a settlement, smoke rising from
With this handy little path guiding us, there must be some kind
of settlement, or at least shelter, somewhere along it. What say numerous chimneys.
"See, Brirrur, I told you we'd find food and shelter. I'd
you, Mister Snow Nose?"
wager
we can be there in less than an hour."
"I say we still our voices until such time as we're savoring

"Never
say the Clouds
have no sense
of humor,
Brirrur."
Grimble
winked at him
and he grinned
back.

blessed, glorious food, Miss Talky Tongue!" he joked.
"Well, yes! Sun and Moon shine upon you! And me as
well. A splendid idea! Let us go!" Grimble clasped Brirrur's
hand and began to skip down the path, their renewed optimism
giving them a small burst of energy. They continued thusly for
a time, smiling and filled with visions of the speedy completion
of their hike. But it wasn't long before their energy was flagging
again. They walked on nonetheless, growing ever more
painfully aware of the small beasts gnawing at their bellies.
When they were within minutes of passing into the hills, the
light snowfall abated and the clouds began to part, revealing the
glowing beauty of Sun and Moon.

"My bet is with you, Grimble! Huzzah!” But even as his
heart sang and his belly growled with renewed hope, one
concern still nagged at Brirrur. “Do you think we might
discover the purpose of our journey among the people of this
village?”
Grimble stopped and looked at him, one eyebrow raised
and a sympathetic grin crossing her face. “Mayhap we will,
good friend… But as the Messengers often speak in their own
time and not as quickly as we might wish, for now let us
proceed with faith and the promise of warmth and a full belly.”
Brirrur nodded in agreement, clasped her hand, and they headed
toward town in happy silence.e
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Networking
The people and groups listed here have volunteered to serve as points of contact for those seeking Pagan community. Any person or group
may be listed here by contacting EPN to arrange such a listing.
EPN has no interest in serving as the "Pagan police," and explicitly supports the autonomy of each person and group in matters of faith,
belief and worship. The Maine Pagan community encompasses a wide variety of people and practices, and seekers are cautioned that any person
or activity that makes you uncomfortable is probably wrong for you.
For more in-depth information on many of the groups and contacts in the network, see the EPN website at earthtides.org.e
BANGOR AREA
Eastern Maine Pagan Pride Day (EMPPD). Monthly meetings and additional
fundraisers, leading up to EMPPD. Bangor. Keri Alley, (207) 947-7290. Keri Alley,
coyotewalkingtree@gmail.com or Teresa Cassinelli, asetmoonglow@gmail.com.
Temple of the Feminine Divine. Legally recognized "church" with ordained clergy
offering public Sabbat rituals, library, meditation space, ordination program, rites of
passage, and religious counseling. Bangor. (207) 941-0261.
TOFDBangor@aol.com.
DOWNEAST
Leslie Linder. Public rituals, classes, and workshops (including online),
handfastings and Wiccanings. Ellsworth. leslielinder@hotmail.com.
www.universalclass.com/i/crn/13095.htm.
KENNEBEC VALLEY
Red Tail Alliance. Twice-monthly open traditional Native American Sacred Circle
meetings and Full Moon Ceremonies (Shoshone). Starks. Carmen Gauthier, (207)
696-8262. redtailali@peoplepc.com. www.redtailalliance.org.
Bill and Johanna Chellis. Pantheists working with the circle, wheel and labyrinth.
Augusta. (207) 685-3860.
LAKES AND MOUNTAINS REGION
Snowhawke/Kevin E. Emmons. An active Druid priest offering public classes, one
-on-one mentoring, prison ministry, press contact, Druid sweat lodges, and free
training material including a year-long course in Druidry. Casco. (207) 655-1211.
snowhawke@gmail.com.
Kerry of Forest Sanctuary. Clergy services include rites of passage, coordination
between hospitals and prisons, formal or informal training, and therapy. Jay.
forestsanctuary@yahoo.com. www.forestsanctuarymaine.org.
Ananta Androscoggin/ Rev. Peter W. Jokinen. Offering use of the Groves of the
Greene Man's Denne facilities for ritual, private or public events, handfastings, and
weddings. Contact person for Pagan Newswire Collective. Greene. (207) 946-7732.
greeneman@fairpoint.net. www.fairpoint.net/~sirpeterj.
Silver Circle. Open Sabbat and Esbat rituals and instruction in eclectic Wicca and
Pagan paths. Lewiston, Livermore, Bath-Brunswick. (207) 897-9673.
angashsash60@yahoo.com or elfmanofnemedd@yahoo.com.
Lorelei Greenwood of Cynwyd (KIN-wood) Circle. Teaching basic Wicca with
Shamanic leanings, offering occasional public rituals and gatherings and rites of
passage. Lewiston/Auburn. (207) 577-5946. firebornspirit@yahoo.com.

PORTLAND AREA
Beans, Leaves & Deities. Monthly coffee talks with open discussion. Portland.
Joie, beansleavesdeities@yahoo.com. www.beansleavesdeities.blogspot.com.
The Red Temple. Monthly gatherings for Pagan women. Westbrook. Kat
Schorr, kat@wiccanlife.com. www.redtemple.ning.com.
SOUTHERN MAINE
Brian J. Schrader. Offering a sympathetic ear, instruction, and a place to relax.
Biddeford/Saco. (207) 283-6494. wizard76@hotmail.com.
Jo Stories. Counseling, teaching, handfasting, coven membership, courses, and
public rituals. South Windham. Jostories@aol.com.
13 Moons Coven. Open full moon magical rituals with a focus on Egyptian deities
and mythos. Kennebunk. temple@13moonscoven.org.
www.myspace.com/13moonscoven or 13moonscoven.org.
Taliesin and Mary MoonStar (Dirigo Reclaiming). Classes in the Reclaiming
tradition, workshops, rituals by invitation, Tarot readings, and a sympathetic ear.
York County. dirigoreclaim@earthlink.net. www.elementsofmagicalliving.com.
Circle of the Silver Cauldron, Atlantic. Eclectic Wiccan coven emphasizing
creativity and self-development; offers open Sabbat rituals. Saco. (207) 282-1491.
oldewtch@maine.rr.com. www.silvercauldroncoven.com
STATEWIDE
Ancient Riders, Maine chapter. The Ancient Riders is a group for motorcycle
enthusiasts who are Pagan; all paths and bikes are welcome.
www.ancientriders.org
Maine Pagan Clergy Association. Support and networking for self-described
Pagan clergy, avenue for licensure, and workshops. info@mainepaganclergy.org.
www.mainepaganclergy.org.
ONLINE RESOURCES
EarthTides Pagan Network (EPN), earthtides.org
EPN Mailing List, (open to newsletter subscribers only), to join go to:
groups.yahoo.com/group/earthtides
Maine Pagan Clergy Association (MPCA), www.mainepaganclergy.org
Maine Pagan Mailing List (MEP), to join go to groups.yahoo.com/group/mepagan
Maine Pagan Social Networking Site, to join go to mainepagans.ning.com

BE A PART OF EPN
Stay connected with the community! Annual subscription is $11.00 for 4 seasonal issues of this newsletter.
ZIP CODE: ___________________________________
NAME: ______________________________________
ADDRESS:____________________________________
CITY:________________________________________
STATE: ______________________________________

E-MAIL ADDRESS:____________________________
This is a (check one):
___ New membership ___ Renewal
Mail to: EPN, P.O. Box 161, E. Winthrop, ME 04343.
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Calendar of Events
NOTE: If you'd like your event included in our calendar of events,
please send us an e-mail, with Calendar Listings as the subject, to
grove@ctel.net before the deadline for the issue in which you'd like it
listed. Each issue of the newsletter lists the next deadline on the front
page.
If you would like an extra copy of this calendar to post on a public
bulletin board, please feel free to photocopy it freely. If you know a
business in your area which would like to post one, please send the
information to the above e-mail address and we'll add it to the mailing
list.
As a service to the Pagan community, we seek to list as many
events as possible that would be of interest to Maine Pagans. You need
not be a member of EPN, or even a subscriber to this newsletter, to list
an event here. All we ask is that events be non-profit -- that is, that any
— December 2009 —
1 Native American Full Moon Ceremony starting at 5:30 PM at the
Golden Eagle Cultural Grounds in Starks. This is a Traditional Western
Shoshone Full Moon Ceremony led by one of the Red Tail Alliance's Elders. It
is held outside and because it is a Ceremony to the Grandmother Moon, there
is no ceremonial fire. Dress warmly! Newcomers are asked to call ahead to
make arrangements for instruction in proper protocol if they wish to participate
in the Ceremony.. FMI call: (207) 696-8262. See redtailalliance.org for more
information.
1 Uranus Direct
2 Full Moon
9 Red Tail Alliance Sacred Circle from 1-2 PM. Meeting for one hour
with an Elder of Red Tail Alliance to learn about the Traditional Native
American spirituality fundamentals. There is no fee and Circle is open to the
public. Donations are accepted. Attendees may bring sage for smudging and
tobacco for offerings but not required. 157 Emery Road in Starks. FMI: (207)
696-8262. See www.redtailalliance.org for more information.

fees for participating not exceed the reasonable cost of putting on the
event -- and submitted to us by e-mail or post by the publication
deadline. (Those planning for-profit events are welcome to avail
themselves of our very affordable advertising opportunities.)
We make no claim as to the value or safety of any of these events,
and caution our readers to rely on their own best judgment when
assessing any situation, particularly those involving strangers. That
said, we also encourage you to participate in as wide a spectrum of the
Pagan community as you can, both for your own enjoyment and
because our community needs your positive energy and good
fellowship.
For up-to-date calender events, see the EPN website at
earthtides.org e
ask those attending to begin showing up at 5 PM. Ritual will begin around 6
PM. All are welcome to attend so far as our space will provide. Children are
welcome so long as you feel that they will be able to stand still for a 30 minute
ritual... Those under the age of 18 will need to attend with a parent or guardian
or work out arrangements with us beforehand. Please bring an item for the
potluck meal that will follow ritual. If you have any questions or need directions,
please contact us at 13moonscoven@gmail.com. You can also check out our
MySpace page at: www.myspace.com/13moonscoven and we are on
Facebook as well.
20 Mars Retrograde
21 Winter Solstice
21 Public Yule offered by the priest/esses of the Temple of the Feminine
Divine. Respectful folk of ALL genders and religious paths are welcome to
attend. 7 PM, Bangor , UU Church on 12 Park Street . For details, leave a
message with a phone number at 941-0261 or e-mail TOFDBangor@aol.com.
22 Ursid Meteor Showers

26 Mercury Retrograde
12 The Longest Night: A Solstice Celebration from 7-9 PM at the
31 Full Moon
Portland New Church in Portland. Featuring the talents of many local pagans:
31 Partial Lunar Eclipse
Selcouth, Jaiyana, Kait-ma, Sanguine (and many more). We welcome you to
celebrate with friends and welcome the Solstice with poetry, dance, and song.
31 Secular New Year's Eve
All procedes go towards supporting Beans, Leaves & Deities (our local
— January 2010 —
community pagan coffee chat) hosted by Solstice Moon Circle and the 2010
Southern Maine Pagan Pride Day (www.mainepaganprideday.org). Tickets will
2 EarthTides Pagan Network Annual Meeting in Sidney at 1 PM.
be available for advance purchase through Paypal, or bought at the door: $10, Agenda TBA. Bring a snack and your ideas to share. We will discuss the state
$8 for students and seniors. See beansleavesdeities.blogspot.com for more
of the network and vote for Correspondance Secretary. For directions email
information.
grove@ctel.net.
13 Yule at Silver Cauldron Coven in Saco. All Silver Cauldron Coven
3-4 Quadrantids Meteor Shower
open celebrations are held on Sunday afternoon. We meet at 3:45 PM, and
3 13 Moons Coven Ritual to Sekhmet in Kennebunk. We ask those
begin preparation for ritual at 4 PM, and rituals will be outside if at all possible
so please dress accordingly. If you have a need to show early, Please let us attending to begin showing up at 5 PM. Ritual will begin around 6 PM. All are
welcome to attend so far as our space will provide. Children are welcome so
know ahead of time... As much as we would love to have you visit early... we
are unable to be proper hosts due to our time constraints with pre-ritual set-up. long as you feel that they will be able to stand still for a 30 minute ritual...
Those under the age of 18 will need to attend with a parent or guardian or work
RSVP and Details at Directions@silvercauldroncoven.com.
out arrangements with us beforehand. Please bring an item for the potluck
13-14 Geminids Meteor Shower
meal that will follow ritual. If you have any questions or need directions, please
contact us at 13moonscoven@gmail.com. You can also check out our
16 New Moon
MySpace page at: www.myspace.com/13moonscoven and we are on
19 Open Yule Ritual in Auburn. UU Church, 12:30 PM. Followed by
Facebook as well.
potluck, and please bring a non-perishable food item for the Trinity Soup
8 Midwives’ Day
Kitchen. For details, contact firebornspirit@yahoo.com.
20 13 Moons Coven Ritual to Isis Mother of Horus in Kennebunk. We

13 Saturn Retrograde
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Calendar of Events (cont’d)
15 New Moon
15 Mercury Direct
30 Full Moon
31 13 Moons Coven Ritual to Hathor in Kennebunk. We ask those
attending to begin showing up at 5 PM. Ritual will begin around 6 PM. All are
welcome to attend so far as our space will provide. Children are welcome so
long as you feel that they will be able to stand still for a 30 minute ritual...
Those under the age of 18 will need to attend with a parent or guardian or work
out arrangements with us beforehand. Please bring an item for the potluck
meal that will follow ritual. If you have any questions or need directions, please
contact us at 13moonscoven@gmail.com. You can also check out our
MySpace page at: www.myspace.com/13moonscoven and we are on
Facebook as well.

welcome to attend so far as our space will provide. Children are welcome so
long as you feel that they will be able to stand still for a 30 minute ritual...
Those under the age of 18 will need to attend with a parent or guardian or work
out arrangements with us beforehand. Please bring an item for the potluck
meal that will follow ritual. If you have any questions or need directions, please
contact us at 13moonscoven@gmail.com. You can also check out our
MySpace page at: www.myspace.com/13moonscoven and we are on
Facebook as well.
— March —
10 Mars Direct
15 New Moon
20 Ostara
22 Roman Hilaria

— February —
2 Imbolc
7 Maine Pagan Clergy Association Quarterly Meeting in Wells. Advise
and Discuss Session 1:30-2:15 PM (only if needed, please contact a board
member), Board Meeting 2:30-3:15 PM, General Meeting 3:30-4 PM,
Education Session: Snowhawke on “Prison Ministry” 4-5 PM. For details and
directions, email mtngoddess2001@yahoo.com.
13 New Moon
14 Chinese New Year
28 Full Moon

28 13 Moons Coven Ritual to Heqet in Kennebunk. We ask those
attending to begin showing up at 5 PM. Ritual will begin around 6 PM. All are
welcome to attend so far as our space will provide. Children are welcome so
long as you feel that they will be able to stand still for a 30 minute ritual...
Those under the age of 18 will need to attend with a parent or guardian or work
out arrangements with us beforehand. Please bring an item for the potluck
meal that will follow ritual. If you have any questions or need directions, please
contact us at 13moonscoven@gmail.com. You can also check out our
MySpace page at: www.myspace.com/13moonscoven and we are on
Facebook as well.
29 Full Moon

28 13 Moons Coven Ritual to Bes in Kennebunk. We ask those
attending to begin showing up at 5 PM. Ritual will begin around 6 PM. All are

Monthly & Weekly Events
Abrahadabra Oasis Social Hour Every second Tuesday. Come join us
for our monthly social! Abrahadabra Oasis is an official body of the Ordo
Templi Orientis (O.T.O.) located in Portland, Maine. Its mission is to provide
and support the growth of a Thelemic community in northern New England.
276 Woodford Street in Portland, 6:00 PM. See www.abrahadabra-oto.org for
more info.
Acorn Circle: 5:30 – 7:00 PM the fourth Wednesday of each month @
Sam’s Restaurant in Lisbon Falls. Acorn circle is an eclectic American Wiccan
group with degree training & worships at Sabbats and Esbats. All training is
free and done entirely on a voluntary basis. To join the group and/or to get
more info, e-mail vernalnox1@yahoo.com. Adults only.
Beans, Leaves & Deities: Pagan Coffee Chats – 2nd Saturdays, New
Portland Church, Portland. Coffee, tea and meet other Southern Maine
Pagans. All Pagan paths are welcome. Our goal is to provide a safe, fun and
welcoming space for local Pagans to meet, network, share ideas and enjoy a
cuppa. One hour topical discussion followed by social time. FMI: call 6714292, jgrandbois@gwi.net, or www.beansleavesdeities.blogspot.com.
The Groves of the Greene Man's Denne, 31 South River Road,
Greene. Available for group or individual worship. FMI: www.fairpoint.net/
~sirpeterj or greeneman@fairpoint.net.
Healing Circle on the last Tuesday of the month from 7-9pm at 584
Maple Ridge Rd in Winslow. You can find more info by calling (207) 692-4957
or via the web at www.becomeonewithspirit.com or
www.becomeonewithspirit.com/news_letter.htm.

Lewiston Auburn Pagans presents... LAP Meet and Greet. Every
Sunday at Governor's in Lewiston from 7-9pm. We meet to network with other
Pagans and spread education of our paths. See www.witchvox.com/vn/
vn_detail/dt_ev.html?a=usme&id=52018 for more info.
The Magick Closet presents...Free Weekly Seminar: Which Witch is
which? Every Monday night from 7:00 PM to 8:30 PM at The Magick Closet,
995 Forest Avenue, Portland, ME. Must call for admission, (207) 221-6820.
Pagan Home-schoolers. Each Wednesday before the full moon, a
group meets in Standish from 9:00 to Noon. Call 207-642-5045.
SpiralScouts Moonrise Circle #218 Meeting First Sunday of Every
Month in Steep Falls at 2pm. We are looking for other families interested in
sharing this Scouting experience. Children ages 3-18. Registration Required.
Please contact Carolyn_lh@yahoo.com for directions and more information.
USM Pagan Chaplaincy sponsors regular rituals open to USM students,
faculty and staff as well as the wider community. Stress-relieving meditations
are at noon on Wednesdays at the Interfaith Chaplaincy office ("old
farmhouse" on the Portland campus). For more information, e-mail
cynthia.collins@maine.edu.
Wisdom House Shrine Discussion Group/Open Ritual. Sundays at
1:30pm in Presque Isle. For more information see www.witchvox.com/vn/
vn_detail/dt_ev.html?a=usme&id=62236.

Merry Yule and Good Tidings to all!
EPN
P.O. Box 161
E. Winthrop, ME 04343
www.earthtides.org

The EarthTides Pagan Network Annual
Meeting will be held on January 2,
2010 at 1 PM in Sidney.
For directions email: grove@ctel.net

