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  Preface ~ Trevor Greenfield




  



  In 2017 a number of Moon Books authors decided to publish, iPagan, a collection of essays in the form of a low cost ebook complete with links to further resources allowing the reader to explore the topic further if they wanted to. Retailing at only $£0.99 it proved to be extremely popular and has sold well over the last three years, fulfilling its mission by introducing authors to new readers and offering readers genuine value for money.




  Inevitably, the question raised by a number of people was, will there be a follow-up title? Happily, the answer is yes... so, welcome to mePagan, a new collection of essays from your favourite Moon Books authors.










  



  Activism, Magic and The Quartered Spiral ~ Dorothy Abrams




  



  Ideas evolve as do people. Teaching the sacred circle and the four directions as I did in Identity and the Quartered Circle is a two-dimensional expression of a multi-dimensional experience. A circle has circumference and diameter. The spiral adds depth. When we create sacred space within an inscribed circle, people think it is a flat thing laying on the ground marked off in quarters. Those who can see it, perceive either a sphere or a spiral reaching up to infinity. The spiral works magic.




  Creating sacred space with the quartered spiral for ritual is a profound experience in growth. Consciousness leaps up the spiral to the rings above or down to the rings below depending on our readiness to go further. Headway on the spiral doesn’t go in a linear progression. That is a limiting human image. A breakthrough in consciousness comes when it will. We leap up the spiral when we are inspired. We jump down to our comfort level when we need a respite. At the apex of the spiral, we reach into the universal consciousness and rejoin our origins. This is the model for the cone of power. When we work ritual power let’s realize the circle spirals out beyond our limitations.




  When I teach magic, I intend to make abstract ideas concrete so we can understand them. Otherwise students gloss over them with a cursory nod as if change were easy. Experiencing the ebb and flow of life is deeply challenging. We hang on to how things are in an attempt to keep them stable. Growth is not stable; it is dynamic. How uncomfortable! We can feel as if we are standing on a floating log. Sometimes we have to run to keep our balance. Sometimes we fall in the water. Sometimes we think we will drown.




  I aspire to embrace deep changes with joy. I often respond with anger or grief. Moving around the spiral ripens grumpiness into joy. I laugh at myself for being dense. Tests of our freedom or beliefs are not easily embraced. A story might make that clearer.




  Twenty + years ago Merlin and I started a teaching circle as a spiritual community. We called it the Web PATH Center to honor the universal web of consciousness and our connection to Grandmother Spider. Some of us worked together to make teaching materials to fit the words of the mage: To Know, To Will, To Dare, To Keep Silent. When we had explored those words around the circle dozens of times, I was ready to retire. The Web had teachers for the first two levels. They offered them several times while Merlin and I traveled and I started writing books. This was a new level on the spiral.




  However, the Web moved from its store front into a healing center sharing space with one of the women alumni. The teaching and community diminished. The Web remains on line at least in Facebook, but has found it difficult to maintain its former services.




  That left me wondering what happened. Did someone get the number of that truck that flattened my dream? I was depressed. I felt like I had failed even though we served the pagan community for over 20 years and taught hundreds of people. We had shamanic circles, drum circles, psychic readings, and together wrote Sacred Sex and Magick, a Moon Books publication. None of us could sustain the program. It felt like somebody died.




  Eventually I understood the dream moved to other positions on the spiral. It was still living. I needed to grow with it. I kept the Web PATH Center on line because there are hundreds of people connected to us through that portal. I started a sister group called Webweaver’s Path. Webweaver. That’s me and was before we spun the Web center. It still is me. The question is, what am I weaving?




  Asking that question gave me hope. Losing the Web Center is not the end of connections. I trudge along the spiral path, almost ready to dance again. That’s how this spiral thing works. The energy ebbs and rises again. The readiness to embrace the change is all. Here’s what I know so far:




  My first pagan book was Identity and the Quartered Circle. It’s a big book filled with projects and instruction on how to move around the circle and find out who you are. When I teach, I pose four questions: Who are you? Why are you here? Where did you come from? Where are you going?




  As Webweaver of the Web PATH Center, I could answer those questions. As Webweaver on her own path, I discovered new answers. Gaia shoved me out of my comfortable rut. Time to try something new. Time to write book two about contact with the divine as we move around the spiral. Together to make deep magic for justice and sustainability. Magic is a risk-taking adventure. Gaia pushes me up the spiral ahead of my fear because She asked for magic to stop the pending extinction. I agreed. That is how the spiral works. It pulls us past fear into what? What is out there for us beyond our fears? What exists beyond our regrets which have us stuck in the past? How is our consciousness shaping our future? How can we use all this to save the world?




  When I graduated college, I wanted to change the world. With women’s advocacy organizations, consciousness raising, webweaving, and working as a civil rights investigator I made a difference in individual lives. Perhaps that magically extended outward to create change by contagion. Now I have a new challenge. Laurels are not for resting. They are springboards to the next adventure. The world needs us witches now. Look at the needs!




  Politics – Our ancestors fought fascism. We follow them with magic, intention, truth telling, and the ballot box. In democracy by democracy the fascist right is challenging the principles of equality, voting rights, and compassion. Controversy boils around health care, pensions, education, immigration, and civil rights. This challenge is not only for the United States but for the United Kingdom, France, the countries of eastern Europe, Israel, Brazil, even Canada. Our magic must shine a spotlight on international greed and corruption; on disdain for the destruction of the ecosystems. We need to go out on this limb together. Whether or not the elder British witches met on Lammas in 1940 in Operation Cone of Power to defeat Hitler, the psychological effect of the legend gave the Axis powers pause. We can act to defeat their copycats. We know how to send suggestions. We know how to use the earth energy to press against egoism and shortsighted protocols. We know how to use influence by magic.




  Environment – Our parents fought the extinction of birds from DDT. We dismantle the oligarchy’s greed to create a sustainable future. A carefully thought out spell catches polluters in a web of integrity and disembowels machines trashing forests and factories fouling waters. We demand the economy revere air, earth and water. Stop killing bees with pesticide. Stop burning the rain forests. Stop crossing key ecosystem with pipelines. If we fail to stem global warning, our place on the spiral will be catapulted into a new reality we can scarcely imagine surviving. Children show us the way. Articulate and informed kids like Greta Thunberg, Levi Darheim, Caitlyn Larsen, Birke Baehr, Olivia Bouler and Cole Rasenberger put us to shame. Why are we still using fossil fuels? Why have attempts to turn back environmental regulations succeeded? Why are we wasting water? Why are there oil spills? Why is our food over processed and toxic? What are we doing to stop that? Have we studied the possibilities? Have we pushed for electric cars and wind turbines? Are we stuck in the muck from opposers who say it can’t be done? We can empower these kids and their straightforward assessments with our meditations on winning a sustainable future. We owe it to them. We owe it to ourselves.




  We have wind farms that work. Low velocity wind turbines exist for units servicing single homes. One version is built near my home town. We have electric cars, solar panel roof shingles, sustainable farms and gardens grown on roof tops. We know better and can do better. Where is the investment in sustainable energy? Why don’t we have interconnected systems that switch from wind to solar to geothermal to tidal as the weather changes? How dare we not?




  Peace – In challenging violence in US schools, leadership from students Jaclyn Corin, Emma González, David Hogg, Cameron Kasky, and Alex Wind confronted the evils of assault weapons used in the Parkland Florida high school and demand reform. Gun control is not a peace issue in other lands. Weaponizing backpacks, pressure cookers, cars and trucks is. Violence continues to simmer in terrorist threats, attacks on concert venues, public rage against refugees who flee destitution, wars, and ethnic cleansing.




  Across borders nonviolence is the business of witches. Our spiraling consciousness transcends the little lines men draw on maps. It ascends into soul connections among people who many not agree on all the issues but who understand the unity and love of the greater universe. We have a calling. We have a responsibility. We have the power and ability to step into the consciousness that creates peace. Magical children like Sophie Cruz, Malala Yousafzai or Bana Alabed lead the way. Who among us would walk up to the Pope and ask for intervention to prevent the parents’ deportation? Who would heal from a shooting and then publicly advocate for the education of girls, facing down more guns and hatred? Who writes “I hate war” on Twitter and speaks for Aleppo? These girls have.




  I am an elder who declared herself allied with the earth and justice at age 12. My allegiance is with these children. I call their names so we can research their examples. Power resides in justice and compassion. I rise now from the circle that I inhabited and ascend the spiral before me, ring by ring. Knowledge, Will, Daring, Silence. These are words of power. I’m going there. You come too.




  Dorothy Abrams is the author of Identity and the Quartered Circle










  



  Sacred Art: A Hollow Bone for Spirit ~ Imelda Almqvist




  



  The process of writing books and teaching resembles parenting, once a book goes to press, a long-term program ends, or a child leaves home, there is always something that comes to mind: wish I had added this, or addressed that, or handled X-Y-Z differently...




  Therefore, I have decided to embrace writing this essay as an opportunity to add some reflections inspired by reactions received since the publication of this book. The world continues to evolve. Reality itself is always shape-shifting and morphing, as are human beings. Therefore, we literally do not live in the world our ancestors inhabited, even though we walk the same Earth, under the same Sun, Moon and stars. Our night sky shapeshifts over large amounts of time too, because of the Universe expanding and the Precession of the Equinoxes. The mass and energy in our Cosmos curve space. We human beings have mass too, perhaps we curve reality a bit ourselves, when we find our place as co-creators at the Heart of Creation?




  Why did I write Sacred Art?




  A large chunk of my life so far has been dedicated to sacred art in all its manifestations (ranging from my own paintings to teaching groups: http://www.shaman-healer-painter.co.uk/). This book tells the history of sacred art and explains the key principles underpinning sacred art process across cultures, continents and different periods in human history ("from cave art to graffiti").




  I make a passionate plea for rewriting the History of Art (as we know it) to include the art of indigenous peoples, our ancestors and earlier peoples, as well as outsiders such as children, folk artists and the mentally ill, generally excluded from the world of Art altogether. I invite my readers to re-think the distinction between arts and crafts and other perceived hierarchies and divisions.




  How can we heal the split that occurred in the 17th century: between science and religion, between the inner planes and external reality, between chemistry and alchemy, between astronomy and astrology, between Fine Art and art. Ultimately this split led to many divisions within today's Art World and sacred art being misunderstood, or viewed as the poor cousin of Fine Art. When half-understood, sacred art is often dismissed as religious art and therefore not very relevant to the sophisticated modern mind.




  Every era imposes its own filters or lenses of perception. We tend not to question the filters active in the time we ourselves live (no matter how politically correct we try to be!) All religious-spiritual imagery tends to look quite odd and impenetrable to people who are not familiar with the material it depicts. Western people may find African body painting and especially scarification hard to comprehend but we often forget that African tribes would, one assumes, find images of Jesus bleeding on the cross, crowned with thorns, equally disturbing to look at.




  Sacred Art: A Hollow Bone for Spirit offers a tried and tested toolkit to help people regain access to worlds unseen. Every chapter closes with a practical exercise. The readers who commit to completing those will gather a small portfolio of art projects and poems.




  Largely ignored forms of artistic expression are presented along with for gotten gods. Based on years of teaching sacred art internationally, I demonstrate that where art meets shamanism, a mystery school process unfolds and alchemy on the level of soul occurs. Here the need for individual shadow work is explored alongside the shadow side of creativity, the dark nights of the soul, the ordeals and initiations, the great cosmic cycle of life-death-rebirth (resurrection).




  The powers of destruction are in service to Creation. Making sacred art involves learning how to leave the realm of ego-led waking consciousness in order to become a conduit for powers greater than ourselves. It means working from our authentic self, not the everyday self out to please or impress others. Making art which acts as a physical vessel for spirit poses unique challenges and rewards. Medieval artists did not sign their work, as it was made in service to a Higher Power called God, perceived as the male Christian God in medieval cosmology. It was about honouring Creation and mirroring the sacred gift of Creation back to the Creator Being through personal creativity. Today the concept of Divinity in Western culture has widened to include goddesses, non-Western deities, the Buddha Mind. Once we release the confines of our cultural lens of perception, a golden road opens. We do not only “claim our place in the world” (an ego-led concern) but we discover what our unique place is in The Divine Plan, The Web of Life. Creation as an on-going and ever-unfolding cosmic process.




  The greatest piece of art we will ever make is our own life! We are all artists, with unique gifts and forms of creativity. Contemporary life caters for this in very concrete ways: we design our own websites, amateurs take award-winning photographs, amateur astronomers discover new sky objects, there is even an appreciation for graffiti. We curate our own Facebook page or Twitter feed. You could argue that all of us now master a degree of performance art – and that this brings new shadow and undesirable manifestations as well as dazzling opportunities in our “attention economy”.




  The range of art expressions available to us has expanded immensely. From vlogs to electronic music, we can all have a go. Courtesy of modern technology we can generally create something impressive, something others enjoy watching or listening to. This is empowering! However, this does not make it easier for artists to sell work, in the traditional sense. People are as likely to enroll in an art class themselves or enlarge a selection of their best photographs. Once again modern society and its tech world have responded to this phenomenon. We now have sites such as Patreon, where artists can gather a personal following that supports their work through monthly donations. For me selling work has never been the artistic standard I aspire too. I do sell artwork and I also write and sell books but my true priority is life-changing material reaching the right audience, not writing or painting bestsellers.




  Spirit-led artwork




  Once we manage to side-step the human ego, what possibilities open up? – Countless possibilities! Finding our own unique form of sacred art expression will restore us to wholeness. I have observed many people paint (dance, sing etc.) themselves back to their authentic selves. Once our creativity flows, our innate capacity for self-healing awakens too




  The future of Sacred Art




  The field of Sacred Art marries the Timeless Realm to the Temporal Dimension. Our work is both personal and transpersonal. We create from a state of bliss, but through creative process we honour all processes inherent in Creation and all creator beings since Time began. We live in flow. We step into a river that is ancient yet never quite the same as it was even one minute earlier. Only we occupy our unique space in the world. Only we view the world from our unique constellation of experiences and relationships.




  We must not hog our divine-given talents to ourselves (or ignore them), we actually owe the world and others a sharing of and full commitment to these talents. No one else can make the paintings, music, videos (and so forth) that we have not yet made!




  If this article brings on an urge to engage in sacred art process but you don’t know where to start, please get a copy of my book and start doing the exercises. If my descriptions of group process and ceremony intrigue you – please enroll in a sacred art class.




  Once we discover the process of direct revelation, writer’s block or artist’s block are no more. Essentially this means plugging yourself into the most vibrant current of life force known to humankind, a place fecund with potentialities




  The beauty of art is that it that it takes physical form. By painting or drawing we create something that takes on a physical manifestation and existence outside of ourselves. The therapeutic benefits of that process have been well-documented in the field of art therapy. And just for the record: our word matter is etymologically related to the Latin word mater (meaning mother). The word matrix is derived from the same root. Sacred space is the liminal zone where miracles occur all the time and where untrammelled creativity bursts forth from the Heart of Creation. Any process people engage in with passion and a serious commitment of time will become a teacher in its own right. Art heals, art reveals, art unveils




  Imelda Almqvist is the author of Sacred Art: A Hollow Bone for Spirit










  



  Writing the Wheel of the Year ~ Andrew Anderson




  When I started to follow the path of Druidry several years ago, I began to re-write key stories associated with the eight Wheel of the Year festivals, to help deepen my connection with the time of the year. The process that I used is outlined in my book The Ritual of Writing. This involves researching old tales, using interesting techniques to help tell your story and “taking your story for a walk” through your local, seasonal landscape. Here you will find the first festival tale I wrote in celebration of Alban Arthan, otherwise known as the Winter Solstice. It is the story of the Oak and Holly Kings, but it has been adapted so that, instead of fighting to ensure their dominance, an event occurs to ensure a more peaceful transfer of power. I hope you enjoy the tale of ...




  The Holly King and the Oak Child




  “It was a deep, dark night in the forest. Winter had blown in from the North early that year, crowning the leaden ground with thick frosts. Under a sharp sky of stars stood the forest, barren and brittle. Somewhere between its lonely trunks was the Holly King.




  The Holly King was a fearsome creature. He was covered in deeply rutted bark, which was home to tiny creatures with many legs. A small Robin hopped around him, pecking the lice and spiders out of his deep wooden veins. The sharp edges of his leaves glittered in the frosty air, and deep, rumbling breaths echoed between his splinter teeth.




  This time of the year, the time of frosts and darkness, belonged to the Holly King. He had been growing in strength and stature since his birth on the longest day of summer, which was also the day he fought for control of the kingdom. His reign had been one of the most auspicious of any Holly King. He had brought forest fires and drought, followed by terrible storms and floods. He had persuaded the north wind to ravage the land while the trees were still golden with autumn, destroying the fruits and berries that creatures needed to survive the long, dark days of his rule.




  The Holly King knew that the day was coming when the Old Oak King’s son would challenge him for his throne, bringing life and warmth back to the frozen kingdom. The story was so old that it had passed into legend. On the shortest day, when the Holly King’s powers were at their peak, the new-born Oak King would fight and defeat him. Then, on the longest day, the new born Holly King would fight and defeat the reigning Oak King. And so, the cycle had continued for as long as the trees could remember. There had been legendary battles between the Oak and Holly Kings of old, tales of daring manoeuvres and thrilling contests. One Holly King, Tinne the Terrible, had raised an entire forest against a new-born King of Oak, but still ended up slaughtered in the bright red blood of his own berries. That Oak King grew up to become Duir the Magnificent, who presided over the most bountiful summer of any king, but even he was slaughtered by the next Holly King on the longest day. And so it had been every year and so it would be until the end of time.
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