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To the sweet honeybee, Apis mellifera. To Herr Professor, Opener of the Ways. To Alice, Rose, Sam, and all the children of today, wise ancestors of tomorrow. And of course, for Bid Ben Bid Bont. 



The Shamanic Way of the Bee
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“Simon Buxton’s unusually wondrous tale, combined with his exquisite use of words, brings radiant life to an ancient shamanic path: the Way of the Bee. Delve into the mystery with Buxton—the story and teachings are brilliant!” 

Sandra Ingerman, author of 
Soul Retrieval and Medicine for the Earth 

“As Simon remarks in his fascinating and inspirational book, sometimes we have no choice but to lie still so that we may become a speck in the universe and drink in the nature of the world. I call my soul to be present to witness the power of European shamanism and my friend’s journey with the honeybee. Ometeotl.” 

Elena Avila, MSN, RN, Curandera/Aztec shaman healer 
and author of Woman Who Glows in the Dark 

“Every now and then there is a book that is not only well thought out but well thought of, one that dares to offer ancient wisdom for the modern spirit. Simon Buxton’s The Shamanic Way of the Bee is such a book. It offers a brilliant and timeless perspective while tantalizing the reader with a splendid, eloquent, and comprehensible presentation. A leading voice in shamanism, Simon Buxton has given us a truly remarkable book, one that is destined to withstand the test of time and lead us farther down an ancient path in contemporary times.” 

Ken Eagle Feather, author of A Toltec Path 

“Within twelve hours of receiving The Shamanic Way of the Bee I had read it from cover to cover—twice! It is an absolutely fascinating insight into the shamanic world and beautifully written.” 

Gareth Knight, author of 
The Practical Guide to Qabalistic Symbolism 

“Simon Buxton’s much awaited debut is set to revolutionize the way we see European native traditions. This is a compulsive read, with elegantly chosen words that convey complex spiritual truths in a beautifully simple way. The Shamanic Way of the Bee promises to become a shamanic classic.” 

Prediction magazine 

“Simon Buxton is a man with genuine miracles to impart, taking us inside a remarkable hidden world of wonders and magic. If you buy only one book this year to help you on your path toward Truth, make sure it’s this one!” 

Ross Heaven, author of Vodou Shaman 

“Written from the heart and the soul, this book deserves study by all serious students of spirituality.  While it is shamanic in aspects of presentation, ritual and belief, the wisdoms contained therein are ancient beyond time and applicable to all traditions.”

LIGHT, the journal of the 
College of Psychic Studies 
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Foreword

By chance, I began writing this foreword at the entrance to a mountain cave in central 
Mexico. My plan had been to compare Simon Buxton’s apprenticeship as recounted in 
The Shamanic Way of the Bee to the mesmerizing and elusive journey of Carlos Castaneda, and to summon 
up those shimmering glimpses of the magical that permeated his work. I thought there were important comparisons 
to be made between Simon’s teacher, Bid Ben Bid Bont (Bridge), and Castaneda’s neo-mythical don Juan 
and aspects of the teachings enunciated by these two mysterious, living archetypes. I had then decided to emphasize 
that our search for transformative paths should begin at home and that even the humblest of gardens oozed power and 
dripped magical secrets. My final purpose had been to contrast the nature of Castaneda’s beautiful but inconsistent 
tales with the absolute honesty that is a mark of Simon’s life and being. 

The entrance to this ancient Mexican cave was the perfect context for this theme. I settled down 
with my notebook, in view of a deep blue sky, distant mountains, and a vast chaparral punctuated 
by long-fingered cacti pointing heavenward. Synchronistically, a white falcon circled in 
the hidden vortex of the wind above me. Lost within deeper, personal reveries, I let my heavy, 
preconceived theme fall onto the dusty cave floor and turned to look into the darkness behind me. 

Of course I was not alone. My companions were not inorganic beings, nor were they the ghosts 
of Carlos and don Juan sitting still as stone shadows. Instead, a natural hive of bees hanging 
from the rock above me pulled my spirit into a separate, ancient, and utterly alien reality 
extinguishing the trivial pronouncements I had brought with me. The bees had built a cathedral 
in reverse from the rock face and, according to an ethic far more ancient than what we would call 
primordial, were relentlessly and unconditionally pursuing their tasks, despite my presence. 
I knew my danger; they tolerated and gave permission for my presence. In this part of the world 
there had been mortalities even among the skilled wayfarers of the local indigenous communities 
from unfortunate encounters with the very same species at work above me. Their mandate was to 
preserve their world, and each member of the community would be immediately prepared to die, 
if necessary, to achieve this. I took the advice from Simon—from the Bee 
Master’s text—and remained relaxed and still. An occasional bee scout hummed 
toward me and returned to the hive, satisfied, for the moment, with my level of 
threat. I was tolerated. The humming of 
the hive and the motion of the bees served to detach me from my strategy and allowed me to see deeper 
into the implications of the teachings revealed by the Path of Pollen. 

There is simply no need to seek to bolster Simon’s book by reference to Carlos Castaneda. 
There is no need to find a successful and established yardstick in order to entice the hesitant reader. 
Simon and his teacher reach into an ancient power and paradigm, and through that foundation and their 
own impeccability, they are perfectly capable of standing alone. With those pre-primordial resources 
they go on to draw the reader into incandescent realms that weave together the totality of the myths 
and cosmologies that permeate the stones and bones, the trees and mosses, the grass and gardens of Britain. 
Simon has immense affection for this country of milk and honey and its ancient, sleeping wisdom and numinous heritage. 
He has carefully wakened the sleeping dragon and shown how its long tail and wide wings embrace the roots of history, 
gathering in the beauty of an arcane cosmology and the mystery of the spirits hidden in our hills. Yet he doesn’t 
stop there. He bridges the gulf between Celtic and Greek myths and travels beyond prehistory to explore the links between 
the deepest myths of this earth and their implications as he works to unfold time and the cosmos to discover the essence. 

It is not Simon’s purpose to write an academic ethnography. Nevertheless, he has approached the writing of this work with precision and honesty, despite the fact that his is a subject in which it is impossible to consistently hold down our fluid language in order to capture experiences deriving from a paradigm that long precedes our linguistic development. Whereas Simon has taken steps to ground some of the key events in the text within my own time and space, the need for such corroboration is not my priority. The most important test is the nature of the man himself: He is both ordinary and extraordinary, a man whose characteristic is to battle, with consistent and fearless honesty, to meet the challenges of his own noble path. 

Therefore, I do not need to vouch for this book, and in terms of witnessing the totality of the wonders described in it, this is Simon’s path and his alone. As I have said, and as the bees have revealed to me, both Simon and his remarkable teacher can stand and face you alone. 

Drink in this journey with an attitude of neither believing nor disbelieving and let it work its transformative power through you. Take time to still yourself and allow a shift so that the words can penetrate you betwixt and between the moments. Read it with eyes closed and smell the garden, hear the flowers grow and die, and feel the tiny feet of the Bee Master’s allies gently walk upon your skin. Perceive their secrets directly. If you can find your way past the veils of the Melissae and beyond the garden walls, cracked and green and resplendent with petals, you may reach that place where the hum of the hive welcomes you. Then you will know what a privilege it is to read this book. 

PROFESSOR S. R. HARROP 
CHAIRMAN OF THE DEPARTMENT OF ANTHROPOLOGY, 
UNIVERSITY OF KENT, ENGLAND 
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Last Night, As I Was Sleeping

Last night, as I was sleeping, 

I dreamt—marvelous error!—

that I had a beehive 

here inside my heart. 

And the golden bees 

were making white combs 

and sweet honey 

from my past mistakes. 

ANTONIO MACHADO, 
“LAST NIGHT AS I WAS SLEEPING” 

There are no clear sounds but the distant, white-noise hum of blood in my ears, a signal that I am still alive. Sometimes there is the sense of a song, but no images come in from the outside world. I am alone here, small and frightened, lost in a snowstorm of white light against the black sky of my eyelids. 

I don’t know how long I have been here. I am nine years old and the world has been this way for days. Only years later will I come to know the name we give to this condition: encephalitis, a virus that attacks the brain. For now, names and labels are meaningless. All I know is darkness and stillness. 

And then a face appears, one I think I recognize. An old man smiles at me as I drift here in the dreamscape, crying the silent, fearful tears of a small boy standing at the edge of a vast drop into death. “Nothing to fear, little one,” he says. The words are spoken in German. He takes my hand. Together we leap into the abyss. 

But we never land. I open my eyes and look into his. They are no longer those of a human being. I am looking into eyes comprising countless magnificent hexagonal lenses, each one of them able to see deep into my soul. They are the eyes of a bee, and we are flying. 

Effortlessly, we arrive at the other side of the abyss and gently float to Earth. I look into those eyes again, and now they are human. I know them. They are the eyes of a friend. 

He smiles at me. “Kleine Bubbe, alles ist in Ordnung. Habe keine Angst,” he whispers. “Little one, all is well now. Nothing to fear.” 

Two days after this dream, I am well enough to eat. A week later, I am out of bed and back to being a life-filled little boy. 

I decide, then, to visit my friend Herr Professor after so long away from him. I walk through the woods separating our two isolated houses, past the beehives he keeps in his garden, up to the dark wooden door. Before I can knock, the door opens and Herr Professor smiles down at me. 

“Ah, little one,” he says. “How lovely to see you. There, I told you there was nothing to fear.” 
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I had met Herr Professor two years before this, when my family 
moved from the north of England to the forests of Vienna, Austria. His was the 
only other house within a mile of our property—if you could call it a house. It 
was more a marriage between a Tyrolean chalet and a jungle hut. It stood in its 
forest home, shrouded in creeping undergrowth that he cultivated to the minimum 
so that it remained as wild as possible. He always preferred to be part of his surroundings rather than master of them. 


My parents befriended Herr Professor when we moved into our home. Recognizing him as a learned man, they asked if he would teach me German. He was happy to agree, but in the end we studied little of the language. Instead, we had adventures, exploring the wild forest in this strange new territory. Or he would allow me to play his many drums—huge flat drums from Tuva and Lapland and other strange-sounding, faraway places. Sometimes he held me spellbound with stories of his adventures in the jungles of Mexico and Peru, illustrating his talk of jaguars and snakes and dugout canoes, ecstatic rituals and full-moon rites with the curios and objects of power he had brought home: spears and shields, stones and vines, and, most fascinating to me, a shrunken head from a mysterious Amazonian tribe. 


We were immediate friends. In the isolation of the woods, I was glad to have someone with whom I could talk and take walks. This wise man shared his knowledge of both the woods and the world, and he revealed the richness of the gifts they contained. Herr Professor had lived in solitude for so long that my youthful exuberance was a joy to him, my company a source of gentle amusement. 


Of course, I did not know him then as a professor—though I always referred to him by his title—but as a friend. Later I learned his true identity. He had been a university professor, an extremely well-respected man who had lectured to thousands of students for nearly half a century, and he had traveled the world in search of a personal truth. He had journeyed to the five inhabited continents and the farthest corners of the world. He had lived with indigenous peoples, adopting their simple lifestyles until scientific study had given way to personal belief and immense respect after watching the shamans and wise men and women of these tribes perform their daily miracles that defied the laws of his Western science. 


He had brought back these gifts of understanding to his university, and his students had benefited. But he had brought back something else, too: the powers of the shaman. In his respect and admiration for these “wild” men of power, he had worked with them and finally been initiated into the mysteries at the heart of their traditions. In particular, he had learned the secrets of a shamanic path so ancient and secretive that we have largely lost our knowledge of it: a lineage that works with the power of bees to manifest its miracles in the world. 


Despite being retired from academic life and in his eighties, he remained as vital and youthful as a man half his age. Instead of seeking prideful recognition as a revered scholar in the circles of academe, he had chosen to reject this false status symbol and become one with nature again, simplifying his life so its natural forces could flow through him and connect him to the world of true power. 


That world was all around us. Bears and wild boar moved through the forests.*1 These were not creatures many people would want to meet close up: their tusks and claws could kill a person if their owner was startled or provoked. My father had told me to be cautious of them—but they loved Herr Professor. 


One day while out walking together, I watched mesmerized as a dark shadow 
shifted into a foraging bear. He looked up and seemed to recognize Herr 
Professor, and then, to my amazement, he trotted bashfully toward him to have his back patted and neck tickled. As my wariness receded, Herr Professor looked at me and smiled. “Nothing to fear,” he said. 


Then came the day in my ninth year when I fell ill. As their concern grew, my parents called in the finest local doctors. None of them was able to accurately diagnose my condition, but 
all of them agreed on the gravity of my illness. They finally gave my parents the heartbreaking news that there was nothing they could do. With sadness and shock, my parents resigned themselves to the impending death of their youngest son. 


It was then that Herr Professor had come to call upon his friend—to pay his 
last respects and say good-bye, or so my parents thought. As I drifted in and out of consciousness, I had the sense of a lifeline being thrown to me. His was no spoken good-bye; it was a gentle song that called me home. 


Whenever I would briefly regain consciousness, Herr Professor would be there, smiling at me and whispering 
something I could not understand as words but that filled my soul with warmth and made me feel safe. He would often rub a piece of wood gently along my neck as he intoned words that seemed to have no meaning but felt immensely powerful and, at the level of my body, beyond the rational mind, made perfect sense to me. I felt myself growing stronger. 


And those eyes . . . It may have been my delirium, of course, but whenever I 
gazed up at Herr Professor, I seemed to be looking into multiple eyes, magnificent eyes, eyes with thousands of lenses that saw right into me. Then I would sleep. 


My parents attributed my healing to natural causes, but I had a sense that something more had revitalized me. 


Herr Professor and I began to spend more time together after that, and there seemed to be an added depth and a new warmth to our relationship. In every shamanic culture he had visited, the elders believed that a person is called to be a shaman by the spirits in the form of a mysterious illness that suddenly descends on him and takes him to the abyss of death. He is saved only through the intervention of another shaman. Herr Professor had recognized the symptoms of this calling in me. 


In the language of a child, he began, slowly and softly, to teach me the ways of power. Between our forest walks and our conversations, I began to develop a deep respect for the knowledge and skills of the shaman and for nature, which he revealed to me as “the visible face of spirit.” The alpha and omega of his teachings were within the hive and its inhabitant, the honeybee, and I began to learn the rudiments of beekeeping. I watched—and then copied—Herr Professor’s demeanor and behavior toward his hives, and I was stung only rarely, when my jerky movements attracted the bees’ attention. While administering a little balm to the stings, Herr Professor would tell me, “Bees, like other animals, respond to the manner of those around them. Move more slowly.” As my affinity with the bees began to grow, I started to put drops of honey on my arm to deliberately draw them to me, just as I had been shown. In just a few moments several would land and extend their probosci—their long, grooved tongues used to suck up nectar. Once the honey was gone, the bees would explore the rest of my arm, carefully picking their way along the hairs now starting to grow, while I remained still, fascinated at the sensation of tiny feet upon my skin. 


I would have stayed there forever in the cathedral of the forest, learning its sacred teachings and receiving the wisdom of its High Priest, my friend Herr Professor. But it was not to be. Two years after the miracle of my healing, my family left the forests of Vienna and moved to another part of Europe. I wept as I made my way to Herr Professor’s house and said good-bye. “Little one, you have a whole world to be part of. Embrace it,” he comforted me. “Life is nothing to fear.” But I could see in his eyes that he, too, was sad. 


He gave me three gifts that day. One of them was a piece of wood that bore a simple yet eloquent carving. I would later learn that this was a 
phurba,*2 a healing stick used in Tibetan shamanism that is used to draw out and absorb negative spiritual intrusions inhabiting the body and causing illness. If, as has been noted, fine architecture is frozen poetry, then shamanic power objects might be described as an act of will, distilled in form and time. It was this simple piece of wood that had brought me back to life when all the medicines and treatments of modern science could not save me—this and Herr Professor’s faith in the power of the universe to intervene on my behalf because he wished it so. 


I never saw Herr Professor again, but not a day goes by that I do not think of him, and sometimes I weep. He was my friend. Of course I owe him my life, but I also owe him more than my life. It was through our friendship that I first experienced the powers of the shaman. This has driven me to explore further into this tradition so that, in a sense, I may be more like Herr Professor and follow the truths he showed me. If these truths could have such a remarkable, death-defying and life-affirming effect on me, then who else might they help? Perhaps they can save another child, lost and alone in a world of darkness. 
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Truth, however, is no easy matter. It is complex, strange, and fluid—open to question, a living thing. And yet it is the place where we have to begin, and in the end it is all that remains. 


Through my studies, I have come to understand that truth, specifically spiritual truth, can only be defined as that which one knows, without words, to be true. It is silent, and it requires no defense. My challenge in writing this book, then, has been to find the words to express this ineffable wisdom, as well as the truths contained within the shamanic tradition in which I was initiated. 


Although nameless in the outer world, the tradition is known by its members as the Path of Pollen, centering as it does on the honeybee and the hive—not merely as a metaphor, but also as a source for an astonishingly rich shamanic knowledge. This book passes on the teachings in the fashion I received them, and often in the context within which they were given. What I present here is a chronicle of specific experiences and observations, reported to the best of my ability—a willful act of ethnography. 


Bee shamanism itself, although obscure and hidden, can be located in many different parts of the world—the Americas, Australia, Africa, and elsewhere. The Path of Pollen is part of the rich tapestry of European shamanism, but for historical reasons involving missionization and persecution, it has barely been written about. This may be considered astonishing by some—that an ancient yet sophisticated and unfragmented 
shamanic tradition has survived into the twenty-first century without coming to the notice of church or state, or, for that matter, anthropology. But there has been neither need nor inclination for my predecessors, colleagues, or companions to put pen to paper regarding their work and their world.  


By contrast, there is an abundance of writing on other shamanic traditions, much of it readily available.*3 There is such richness to this subject that it would be unwise of me to attempt a précis in a few pages. This book details one specific adaptation of shamanism that was developed by the ancient races of the British Isles and Europe. It is a little-known form of Keltic†4 shamanism that owes its particular expression to the people of these lands, their personalities, their cultures, and the landscapes and geography of their home. 

Where powerful, arcane information is being transmitted from one person to another, the oral tradition is usually the safest way of protecting this knowledge from those who might put themselves and others at risk by using it without the protection of full sacred procedure. This book, then, is not another addition to the many tomes exploring or celebrating what the historical Celts may or may not have done, harking back to a time when the world was a very different place. It serves little purpose for modern seekers of truth to invoke the Avalonian mists of yesteryear, if only because those are not the times we live in. Rather, when I use the term Keltic, I use it as a lyrical abstraction; it refers to an attitude and a mood, a state of mind and a poetic sensibility. We cannot all be Celts—for we all, every one of us, have our own rich ancestral roots—but we can all, if we so wish, draw from the deep well that is Keltia. 

My initiatory teacher, whom I met as an adult and whom we will meet later in this book, believed strongly in a principle he called “spiritual osmosis,” in which proximity to the sacred will itself provide answers. There are no fixed rules, or, rather, the rules and the truths you find will be personal to you. Truth must always be individual, and you will find it from your own experiences and your interpretation of these. By reading this book, you will be drawn into the mystery that is the Path of Pollen and from that will come understanding. I am delighted only that I have been able to bring this powerful, hidden knowledge into the public domain. Reading it is enough; the spiritual osmosis will have its effect to the appropriate degree. 

Above all, this is a book about the knowledge, ideas, and experiences that have made up a gateway into a world of my personal spiritual truth. I hope you may also be inspired to cross this threshold and embark on the rich adventure that is the hero’s journey, and to discover a truth to sustain you in these times of spiritual uncertainty, but certain opportunity. 
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The Gate of Transition

Ask the wild bee what the druids knew. 

OLD ENGLISH ADAGE 

He was a beekeeper named Bridge and, as I was to learn, he was something of a legend. He lived simultaneously in the past, the present, and the future, a bridge across, through, and outside the circles of time. He has been described in various ways by those who knew him, but the words that have stayed with me across the years are that he was “a poet with an axe.” His thoughts were crystal clear and diamond hard, and yet within him there was room for magic and wonder. 


When I first met him, he was, give or take a few months, exactly the same age 
as Herr Professor had been during my time in Vienna, and like Herr Professor, he 
stood more erect and moved more briskly than men half his age. His eyes were a 
clear, twinkling azure, and his smooth, unwrinkled skin looked like burnished copper. He had a magnificent iron-gray crop of hair and eyebrows like caterpillars from the Tree of Knowledge. His voice never weakened or cracked, and he possessed a heart carved of Welsh oak. 


More than a decade had passed since my time with Herr Professor and my 
encounter with death in the Viennese woods, most of them spent in searching—for 
what? For connection, I suppose, for communion once again with the elemental 
forces of nature and with the truths that had whispered through the trees. My 
eyes had been opened all those years ago by Herr Professor’s mysterious ability 
to change destiny and outcomes through the power and will of nature. And so, it 
seemed, it was the same quest: a passion to understand, to comprehend, to be a 
part of this world, so different from the one I saw around me every day in the 
working people with haunted eyes who willingly boarded trains bound for the prisonlike 
compounds of desks in offices. I had studied philosophy at one of the great institutions of learning and received plaudits for my work, but it had left me hollowed out, for I had found it arid and futile, obtuse and ultimately meaningless—lacking instrumentality, which it seemed to me its teachers craved. 


I was part in and part out of that world myself, so I knew something of it—enough, anyway, to know that I never wanted to be trapped within it. I needed no reminding that old 
certainties were subject to fluidity and transformation, irrespective of what the “authorities” might have us believe. In my youthful, coltish fashion, I was attempting to link a passionate skepticism with the desire for meaning, to find the human key to the inhuman world around me, to connect the individual with the community, the known with the unknown, and to relate the past to the present and to my own future. But in all of this, I was lost—a sailing boat without sails or rudder. 


My first encounter with the beekeeper was in the spring of 1986 within the grounds of a country house whose land I had strayed onto on one of my extended walks across the Quantock Hills in the south of England, the landscape so beloved by Coleridge and Wordsworth. It was a spring afternoon and I found myself exploring the extensive, old-fashioned scented gardens at the back of a property surrounded by farm tracks, fields, hills, and woods. 


I noticed a gate on the farthest wall, a wall of some considerable beauty that had mellowed over time into shades of honey. I strolled over to it and placed my hand on the latch, leaving it there for a moment as I took in the Latin inscription that had been skillfully carved into it: 
Hic Habitat Felicitas—Happiness Dwells Here.  As I pondered whether to proceed uninvited through this gate, the choice was made for me as I felt the rusty metal latch begin to move from the other side. I jumped back as the gate opened and a burly, gnomelike 
figure—he could not have been taller than a Shetland pony—stepped forward. With 
his longish white hair, a complexion that seemed rarely to have witnessed the 
light of day, and a short green felt coat, he could have stepped out from the 
pages of a children’s fairy tale. This peculiar effect was further emphasized by 
his eyes, which were a steady burnt black, as if borrowed from the gaze of a 
Russian icon. I noticed that they would momentarily meet mine and then flicker 
away, and I realized that this little human was as blind as a mole. 


I was uncertain how to respond. Presuming him to be the owner of the property, I weakly and ineffectively remained silent, thinking that I could creep away unnoticed. But he knew I was there, sensing me standing to one side, or perhaps hearing my breathing. 


“Have you visited our Eden?” he asked with a gentle familiarity. Flushing with embarrassment, I replied with a stuttering apology that I had been exploring his garden. 


The little man smiled at my awkward demeanor and shoved his hand forward to meet mine. “My name is Gwyn, and this is the Gate of Transition,” he said matter-of-factly. “It is where the visible is put at the service of the invisible and it divides our world; on this side we operate in one way and on the other side we operate in another.” With that he announced that it was time for him to leave, and he strode off toward the house, leaving me openmouthed with amazement. I was utterly bemused by the encounter and could only assume that he had somehow mistaken me for someone else. This false identification 
I felt gave me the courage to explore further, remembering the blind man’s invitation to look beyond. Some time later I was to learn that this man—Gwyn Ei Fyd—had just moments before completed his apprenticeship with the beekeeper—and here I was about to commence my own.*5

I put my hand on the latch once again and the gate swung open to my touch. There was a certain murmur in the air that suddenly grew in force and volume, and, searching for the source, my eyes traveled to the other side of the gateway. There I saw an orchard, sun dappled and carpeted with green grass, which stretched away under ancient apple trees. And there were beehives, perhaps a dozen or more of them, all east facing, each one displaying different colors and markings. 


The orchard was alive with bees winnowing the March sunlight with their 
wings, and there in the midst of them stood a man, hallowed in a mist of bees. 
He held his space like a magician on a stage who takes handkerchiefs and paper and makes them fly, or like a weaver knitting some strange fabric made from living things. There was something else, too. It was as if he were lit from within, with a sense of love and deep respect that seemed mutual between the man and the bees, and that now made a curtain between us. 


He was looking directly at me, smiling through the living veil as if he had been expecting me. I was overtaken by the strangest and most all-pervasive sense of a fate being encountered. 


He held me like a mesmerist and I was unsure how to react. Should I move toward him, introduce myself? But the bees . . . it had been many years since I had had any contact with a hive. Should I stay where I was and say hello, or would that be 
somehow rude? Would I be revealing a fear, a weakness? 


Cautiously, I stepped forward and opened my mouth to speak, but before a word could form on my lips, a single winged creature darted toward me like a pellet from a catapult. To my utter astonishment, it did not stop. Instead of flying around me or colliding with me, the bee flew through me, or should I say 
into me, for I saw the bee touch my skin and then—vanish! I was rendered immediately dumb, my mind seeking a rational explanation for this disappearing act. Was it the light of the day? Perhaps I was simply not paying attention and it had flown around me at the very last moment. Perhaps, my skittish mind whispered, I now had a bee moving around my body and it would sting me and I would die. Suddenly, I felt a sharp jabbing pain in the palm of my left hand and I let out a yelp. A bee had stung me as I had gripped and released my hands in the tension of the moment. Surely this must have been the bee that had vanished? 


The scent from the release of the bee venom in turn agitated other bees, who, reading the chemical signals of their dying companion, came to do battle. I looked up to see the beekeeper watching the scene unfold. I caught his eyes and they were stranger now—a mix of sympathy and interest, kindness and infinite calm. 


There was no mistaking the menacing roar: The air was full of angry bees. Once truly roused, I knew that bees were invincible, and sure enough I was stung again, this time on the crown of my head. Despite feeling the sharp prick of the stinger as it entered my flesh, this time I did not move. The lessons I had learned from childhood had stood the test of time. 


I saw the beekeeper’s eyes again and they were narrower now, really watching 
me. I remained still, although my eyes were weeping involuntarily with the sharp pain on my head. The bee-keeper nodded very slightly. Yes? Was that a yes? Yes to what? And then, suddenly, the bees were gone. I disengaged from his eyes, looked down at my palm, and felt the top of my head, which pulsed in rhythm with my racing heart. I looked at the space around me, which should have been filled with bees, but it was still. The bees had gone back to their foraging, their honey making, their hives. 


The beekeeper beckoned me over to where he stood, beside one of the hives, now humming gently with a kittenish purr. “You were stung,” he said simply in a voice that was a song, a gentle, melodic Welsh lilt. It was a statement more than a question, delivered with interest more than concern. 


“Yes,” I said, “here on my hand and head.” 


At that, he took my hand and something remarkable happened: The pain (it was really more of an irritation) immediately subsided. 


“You were stung directly in the center of the dream wheel,” he said, referring to the tiny wound on my head. “It is one of your 
interior stars and is the part of us that comes into the world first, the part where our first senses of the world reside, and the place where we attempt to make sense of our reality. It sees the world before we do. It is one of your magic circles.” His voice moved with a certain bardic weirdness that sounded both euphonious and enraptured. Despite not fully understanding his words, they seemed to lead me, almost hypnotically, into an uncanny zone, somewhere between the land of heart’s desire and a wasteland created by history. 
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“Alfter reading this book I felt I had been initiated into
the ancient feminine mystery of sacred sexuality.”

TORI AMOS, singer/songwriter/pianist
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