[image: Cover Image]
[image: image]

[image: image]


SPIRIT

WEAVER

“Feminine magic is a spiritual wisdom that lives inside of us. In Spirit Weaver, Seren Bertrand brings together the threads of body, memory, lineage, identity, and nature to restore our innate capacity as the ones who weave with spirit. The time is now to reclaim our feminine magic for co-creating our lives and healing our world—what a gift Seren has bestowed in this treasury of feminine knowledge.”

TAMI LYNN KENT,
AUTHOR OF WILD FEMININE, 
WILD CREATIVE, 
AND MOTHERING FROM YOUR CENTER

“Now more than ever we need a deeper connection to the earth, spirit realm, and our sacred bodies. Seren brings us valuable wisdom at a time when more and more women are fighting disease from a disconnection to the Divine. Her womb wisdom and research are inspiring, eloquent, and soul filling.”

SHIVA ROSE, AUTHOR OF
WHOLE BEAUTY

“Drawing on ancient myths as well as the author’s own life experiences, Bertrand guides you home to the authentic everyday magic of the divine feminine that is your birthright. This magic is deeply connected to the earth and as close as our kitchen-table gatherings. Spirit Weaver offers inspiration and wisdom. It is a book you’ll be wise to keep close at hand.”

ROBIN ROSE BENNETT, 
AUTHOR OF THE GIFT OF HEALING 
HERBS AND HEALING 
MAGIC

“A treasury of feminine wisdom that I will return to again and again.”

LUCY H. PEARCE, AUTHOR OF
MOON TIME, BURNING 
WOMAN, AND CREATRIX

“The themes of weaving and connection that run throughout this book speak to the intense longing of so many people to bond, in a rooted way, with the energies we refer to as Goddess. This book will delight, inform, and challenge the reader and ultimately pave a new path forward in our hungry and anxious world. The illustrations by Kate Monkman are a visual invitation to the weaving dance.”

H. BYRON BALLARD, WITCH, 
SENIOR PRIESTESS AT MOTHER GROVE 
GODDESS TEMPLE, AND AUTHOR OF SEASONS 
OF A MAGICAL LIFE
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INTRODUCTION

WELCOME INSIDE

The Great Weave

Awen a ganaf, Odwfn ys dygaf

(I sing awen, I bring it forth from the deep)

BARDIC INVOCATION

“Ours is only a little power, seems like, next to theirs,” Moss said. “But it goes down deep. It’s all roots. It’s like an old blackberry thicket. And a wizard’s power’s like a fir tree, maybe, great and tall and grand, but it’ll blow right down in a storm. Nothing kills a blackberry bramble.”

URSULA K. LE GUIN,
TEHANU

Welcome dear readers, I am happy to share this book with you, and I hope it lands in your life like a blessing. Imagine that this collection of essays is a weaving river. Dip in where you feel called, and soak up a little bit of simple feminine magic. We need this magic now more than ever. We’ve been “doing the work,” but we also need to be the beauty. Feminine magic is a homecoming to our true nature.

These essays are not here to teach you or to tell you but to sprinkle a little fairy dust over you. Keep this book by your bedside or on your kitchen table to flick through when you need a little lift.
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This is your witch’s treasury, which brings an everyday grace to your life, no big effort needed. We need this simplicity and sense of grace and blessing. Remember, you are always blessed.

Spirit keeping is about a deep connection with the land, the story of the land, and the stories kept within our body—and the weave between people and the land, which keeps on being rewoven.

Everything I’ve learned is from the memory and the stories told by the land, and the stories of my body that can have a cup of tea and a chat with the slow earth vibration that hums and exists right underneath our busy modern world. This other world is not just another time that’s long gone in the past but another dimension existing right now when we slow down and reconnect. So these stories and love notes are humming with all the places I’ve visited and the stories I’ve journeyed through during the seven years I wrote them, including the memories of those spirit keepers who’ve now passed into rainbow land and those who are still holding the thread.

These stories were mostly woven together between 2012 and 2018 when I was holding space for a global feminine mystery school and weaving with a circle of womb oracles, whose wisdom brought up new questions and ideas to take to the land, so Earth could share what she knew.

Looking back now, we can see that between 2012 and 2019 the world was in an in-between space, a time out of time, in betwixt the worlds, as prophecies had predicted. In the spirit weave of lore, an old world died on the winter’s eve of 2012, and the new world didn’t take shape or form until 2020, catapulting us into a massive dissolution as the new birth started in earnest.

Mayan astrology predicted that the initial gateway to a new cycle would open on winter solstice 2012, but that the real bolt through the gate would happen on winter solstice 2019. In those liminal seven years in between, the veils were very thin and the ancestors were speaking, and I, boarded on a wombship sailing from one old world to a new land, was listening carefully. These essays are infused with that listening, so the ancestors’ words can keep speaking to us now.
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This ancestral voice calling me into a deeper relationship with spirit weaving began as we were about to enter 2012. I wasn’t in my homelands of England at the time and was involved in a situation that was very difficult. One day, I was praying for guidance to the Divine. Instead, my prayers were answered by someone entirely different: the old mermaids of Albion.

In a spirit vision I was taken across a wild, gray sea that was so familiar to me it felt the same as the blood flowing through my veins; it was the North Sea on the north coast of England in Yorkshire where I was born. Mermaids were swirling on the winds and in the frothy tips of the thrashing waves and escorting me into a cave. Inside the sea cave, the mermaids infused me with a sea spray of wisdom from their ancient folk, giving me an energy transmission. It felt as if a salty flood from those wild, magical, ferocious seas had passed right through into my DNA. Afterward, there was a knowing in me that I couldn’t explain but felt like a homecoming.

Later on, with some research, I discovered there were numerous legends of mermaids in the caves at Flamborough Head, where I had been taken in my spirit vision, and that local folklore says that at nearby Runswick Bay, also by the North Sea, women would carry their children into a cave at night for cures, believing that a powerful spirit inhabited the womblike cave. So the ancestors were calling me back home, not just in a physical sense but in a deeper sense, calling me back into the stories in my body, in my bones, in my blood, in my womb, and in my lineage.

I also reconnected to the magical Cloud End in the northwest of England, a place where the veils were thin and that was once sacred to the witches and wizards of the old ways of magic. In the dream time, the word awen was imprinting on my consciousness, and so I began my apprenticeship into the path of awen. This involved many adventures, including a rebirth ceremony in a quoit (a megalithic stone chamber that consists of standing stones capped by a large stone) on the Welsh borderlands with a wily witch lady; a communion with the sacred lands of Saveock in Cornwall—home to a sacred healing spring and the legacy of the swan priestesses dedicated to the goddess Bride or Brighid; and a deepening of my relationship with the sacred lands of Avalon in Glastonbury, home of the Lady of the Lake, and the holy island of Iona in the Hebrides in Scotland, known as the isle of druids and once home to a famous witch oracle (like the oracle of Delphi), whom kings visited to take counsel and prophecy from.

Over time, life and the land were weaving my spirit back into wholeness, and I was remembering something long forgotten and fragile as an early morning glittering in a spider’s web, unseen but now illuminated by a rising sun, so that I could see the threads, the web nodes, the weave.

The ancestors were asking me to become an awenydd—a Brythonic word for a native British spirit keeper of the lands. The tradition of awen is one of inspiration, spirit, receiving energy, and weaving it back into the world. Awen is the flowing feminine energy spirit that infuses all the living creation, both seen and unseen. It’s the juice of creation, most abundant in a woman’s womb, that creates life. It is shakti, anima, magic, enchantment, kundalini, and the Holy Spirit. An awenydd—a spirit keeper—is a weaver of stories from the feminine energy magic, from Mother Earth, and a chalice that channels the rays of wisdom flowing from the cosmic Womb.
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Sitting at the heart of these essays I share with you is the story of my personal ancestral lineage at Mam Tor (Mother Mountain), in the Peak District of the Old North of England, once the grail lands of Maid Marian and Robin Hood and the ancient tribe of the Brigantes—who worshipped the goddess Brigantia, the ancient mother of the old north—who were once led by powerful queens. These lands are an ancestral soulmate within me, the earth placenta of my childhood.

I have planted the bodies of both of my parents in the foothills of Mam Tor, in the magical Hope Valley. This old ceremonial land is humming with the traditions of the old ways and is populated by witch stones, menhirs, bride stones, and old caves once inhabited by our Neanderthal kin, who also live on within our genetic memory, speaking to us of a time before this time began.

One rainy night in August back in 2016, during a visit to Castleton—a beautiful little village with a castle on the hill and Mam Tor and Winnats Pass looming over it—the ancestors beckoned me to tell their tales again. The dragon spirit in Mam Tor was awakening, they told me, and they wanted me to get busy with some spirit weaving on her behalf. Over three intense days in a very small cottage, I furiously scribed the essay, often early in the morning, late at night, or even in the middle of the night as the ancestors woke me. My husband, Azra, and coauthor of my previous books was also with me, also feeling the pulsing, intense magic coming from the mountain, as if the ancestors were visibly walking among us.

Wherever you are in the world, and whatever land lineage you are from, the ancestors wish for this wild magic to be shared, and for everyone to have a seat at this table, to drink this awen.

I felt that the ancestors were making me a home in the foothills of the spirit worlds they inhabited so that I could weave energy across the worlds. They also reminded me of the importance of village news: it’s a very ordinary kind of spirit weaving, very old, very feminine, which in their estimation is the most important kind of spirit work to do right now. Village news is the ordinary, practical magic that weaves our communities together with care, connection, festivities, feasting, celebrations, grief rituals, blessingways, birth passageways, and a general sense of knowing what’s up with everyone else around you, including the nonhuman neighbors. It’s not gossip, nosiness, or prying; it’s that care that reaches out and says, “Are you all right, love?” and let’s everyone know what’s going on so that we understand one another’s lives and challenges. It’s the feminine magic that knows we are all entangled and connected together.

It’s like grannies in a knitting circle, or the fisherman’s wives mending nets together, or mothers weaving and sewing with their sisters to create magical garments for their children. It’s homespun magic, and it’s so powerful it just went right ahead and created the known world.
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It reminds me of the magic of my childhood, which was so deeply embedded I barely noticed it, as it seeped right into the flesh and blood of my being. When I was little, my mum held coffee mornings at her house, where all the women gathered in the front room. This wasn’t a superficial suburban gathering just for idle gossip (though there could be plenty of that!), it was also a women’s community circle of important village news.

Women thick with age, sorrow and experience, bawdy laughs, and faces that could collapse into new shapes with sympathy took seats wherever they could and allowed themselves to relax, shoulders slumped a little, tan tights wrinkled, into a world where they felt safe to just be.

Of course, no one actually drank coffee. This was Yorkshire, and the only acceptable beverage was strong tea. For two hours the kettle boiled and roiled like it was a bubbling cauldron. When I was very young, I wasn’t allowed into the meeting and instead sat behind the closed door with my ear pressed tightly against it, listening and catching drifts of village news. They talked about things that were taboo in normal life: death, sickness, babies, sex, struggling marriages, money woes, thrifty bargains, children and family, and even supernatural stuff.

As I got older, I was allowed to make the tea and come into the room to serve it with plates of cheap biscuits from the supermarket, such as digestives, ginger nuts, and rich tea biscuits.

Eventually at eight years old, wearing a grown-up skirt and shoes with little cork heels, I was allowed to attend, as everyone cooed “ooh isn’t she grown up,” and I sat at the feet of my mum, who occupied the prime position of the golden velour armchair, and listened with wonder.

Now, as I’ve grown older, I understand some of those conversations in a deeper way that back then flew over my head but managed to land in my subconscious like a fluttering raven. They were right to wait until I was eight to enter that woman’s world of village news, because some of what I heard frightened and unsettled me, because it seemed the world was bigger, weirder, scarier, more supernatural, full of more suffering and strange joys than I could have imagined.
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Yorkshire was famous for its weird and wild magic, with the legendary Yorkshire Witch and folktales of shape-shifting cunning women and a fire--breathing dragon who was tamed by local women’s home-baked parkin (a type of sticky cake), alongside legends of enchanted wells, haunted henges, ancient barrows, vampires, aliens, a famous meteor, and the otherworldly leylines of the Yorkshire Wolds and its Gypsey Race River, which is associated with prophecy.

Yorkshire still has many traces of goddess worship, from Sheela-na-gigs on churches to the altar stone of a snake goddess, holding two serpents, one in each hand, connected to a river. The land was understood to be made of dragon energy, and folktales told of how Filey Brig, which I visited with my parents for many years, was once a living dragon who turned to stone.

The women in my mum’s circle were like the Hen Wives of old, knowing and bawdy, with not an ounce of puritanism in them. They felt free to cackle over a cuppa and talk frankly about sex; and the “hen nights” in the local area were famous for drunken female revelry and debauchery.

Magic for these women was ordinary, and it didn’t happen with fancy or fanfare, but they believed in it, even if they wouldn’t have consciously articulated it. In fact, if you had asked them about magic, they would have laughed at you for being daft. But it was still there.

The big village news that rocked my early childhood was about the local well. We had an old well on a spare piece of land in our tight-knit little culde-sac of a community that was mostly forgotten by people. The land itself was high up on a hill with views out all across the moors and hills and was named for sacred springs and may well have been an ancient sacred place to our ancestors, many, many moons ago. The spirit of place is a persistent being with a long memory.

When I was six, the news (which I heard through the door and which frightened the bejesus out of me) was that the household of my little best friend, also six years old, was having problems with a poltergeist. Long descriptions of the poltergeist activity were given. The women clucked with the supernatural audacity of it all, and the nuisance of spirits in your kitchen cupboards.

A local psychic woman, renowned for her clairvoyance and ability to negotiate with spirits, was called out. Looking on these small, drab working-class homes of northern suburbs in the ’70s, it might be difficult to imagine we had women doing the work that we now call shamanism. But they were. Often in very humble and straightforward ways, as a form of community service.

I had heard about psychics before, spoken of with hushed and respectful tones. My mum’s mum was one of ten children, and she had many sisters who lived close by her all her life. These women gathered every night, leaving the menfolk, for village news meetings, and their main guidance in life was taken from local psychic women, not male priests or spiritual counselors.

The female psychics operated from their own homes, often small terrace houses or council houses, and they worked entirely from word of mouth in the female community. From what my mum said, the men rarely visited these psychics and saw it more as silly women’s superstition.

Mum recounted, with horror and awe, her meeting with one of these psychics when she was a young woman. Her auntie (one of the sisters) had taken her along to a session. Mum said it was just an ordinary terrace house, and they sat in the front living room with other women to wait for their time slot. The psychic lady saw people in her back bedroom. The psychic had said that Mum would marry someone with the initials AA soon (she married my dad a few years later, who had the initials AA). She gave Auntie her money back saying that it was strange but she couldn’t see anything in the future for her. A few weeks later Mum’s auntie died unexpectedly.

This memory stuck with my mum, and she was respectful of, and also terrified of, psychic women. So the news that our neighbor had called upon a psychic for a home visit, of all things, was really big news. It was like the pope popping round to give you a blessing. Except it wasn’t male ordained. It revealed a hidden woman’s world of nonrational magic bubbling away.
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As it turned out, it was more of an exorcism. The psychic said that spirits were coming up through the well, and this was the source of the poltergeist activity. My friends and I often played around this well, and indeed it did have a very strange and unsettling energy, most likely because it had been abandoned as a source of wisdom and nourishment for the community.

On the say so of the psychic, my best friend’s mum actually sold her house and moved away from the area, so great was her fear of the troubled well. Many years later, in my teens, a wealthy developer built his own home on this piece of land, right on top of the troubled well. This was bad news because for him as a modern man of money operating in a modern scientific rational world, this was a prime piece of real estate, and local legends were silly nonsense.

Shortly afterward, his young daughter died tragically, and it prompted a spell of strange deaths in our community, from teenagers to people in their early forties dying in their sleep. Village news meetings were convened with furious and frightened talk. Some of the women said that the property developer had brought a curse on the land, and they worried about who would be next. Growing up to be a modern woman, I thought that this was probably a bit of crazy talk.

But at night in bed, my consciousness would travel to the well trapped under the rich man’s house, built without care or consideration for the sacred landscape. And I could feel the trapped, troubled energy of a beautiful sacred well, now forgotten, blocked, and “damned” up. I could hear spirit voices of the ancestors drifting up from that well, and they weren’t the happy ancestors; they were the trapped spirits who had become lost when we’d forgotten the land.

As the women in the suburbs were contemplating the problems of a cursed well, a beloved female relative was actively tending to a sacred well so that it might bless her community.

One of my aunties, whom we often visited, lived outside the suburbs and near the sacred lands of Mam Tor on a farm, in a rural village. She was a Spirit Keeper of the Well for her community, one of the village “church” women who participated in the annual well dressing ceremonies.

These rituals were rooted right back into ancient Goddess worship, where a well was considered to be the sacred vulva of the Goddess and the entryway to the Underworld and Otherworld. It was a portal between worlds, in the same way a women’s womb is a portal between the worlds. It was also a living grail or chalice. To block up, neglect, or build over a well or springs was considered to bring bad fortune and made the faerie folk angry and vengeful.
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My auntie Margaret (top left-hand side), as a maiden of honor to the May Queen in the May Day (Beltane) celebrations in Hope Valley, Peak District, in the 1950s

My visits to the farm, and the crafts my auntie taught me, were a light of inspiration in my childhood, speaking of beauty, care, and tradition. Little did I know the symbolism of these well dressings, honoring the feminine portals into Earth, would become the guiding mythology of my life.

When the well of the feminine is tended and celebrated, adorned with flowers, acknowledged, cherished, and loved, the world blooms with feminine magic, abundance, and creativity. When the wells are blocked or harmed, a curse comes upon the land, and the world becomes infertile.

At the root of feminine magic are women’s mysteries—the Womb Mysteries—the taboo wisdom that grows in cycles and sheds blood and keens its ecstasies and griefs, that weaves and births life, that tends to death and whispers incantations to the new shoots of rebirth.
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Well dressing at Malvern, Welsh Borders, United Kingdom

Women naturally hold this magic deep in their womb space, and all people hold this spiritual womb energy. We are all born from the deep feminine womb, and all of us are children of the moon. Feminine energy belongs to everyone, and we all have a “feminine well” inside.

This is the spirit of wisdom in which I offer these essays to you, celebrating the power of ordinary women’s magic and the feminine spirit that inhabits all living things. It is time now that we tend the wells again, return to our simple, humble hearth magic, and re-create our world.

Truth is, I’ve got the kettle on, with an offering of tasty cookies on a plate, and I’m inviting you in to reconvene the village news meetings, where we gather together and share our wisdom.

Like those old village news meetings I remember, this book of essays is intended to feel like being inside a cozy, warm living room, listening to fragments of conversations, occasional long stories, love notes, coos of encouragement, the odd bemoaning, and those treasured moments when we sit together in comfortable silence that feels like a big, soft old couch.

Take everything I say with a pinch of salt, and only take home whatever feels helpful and true.

WELL WISHES, SEREN 
BERTRAND, VALENTINE’S DAY
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ONE

SPIRIT WEAVING

Path of Feminine Magic

Spirit weaving is a feminine magic that brings threads together into a complex, beautiful whole—creating a pattern that brings deep wisdom and encodes the very secrets of life.

According to the dictionary, weaving means “to interlace the threads of the warp and weft” or “to interweave elements into a complex whole.” Feminine magic is not about transcending, leaving, ascending, or detaching—it is about weaving, bringing different threads together.

Spirit weavers are mistresses of duality, bringing diverse threads into a mystical tapestry that is filled with love, beauty, divine pattern, creative flair, innovation, imagination, and celebration.

Since time out of mind, women’s magic has been encoded by the humble feminine arts of weaving, spinning, stitching, sewing, and knitting together. It has also been known as the red thread—the menstrual magic passed down from the primordial womb of the ancient mothers. It was thought that women wove, knitted, and stitched babies into being inside their wombs.

This was known as the distaff path of feminine spirituality, a tradition that has been passed down since prehistoric times, often by mothers and daughters or communities of magicians and wise women dedicated to the innate magic of the spirit of Mother Earth and the cosmic mothers—the great weavers who wove us into being and who placed divine threads of love deep inside us.

The distaff path refers to the feminine arts, and anything on the left-hand side of creation. It also refers to the mother’s line of descent in the family, the matriarchal legacy and lineage. The earliest use of distaff in English also refers to a spinning implement: a long stick used for spinning flax or wool or other fibers. From this, the distaff came to represent women or women’s work. This was the original feminine magic wand, with powers of alchemy and transformation.

In fairy tales we often hear about spinning and weaving as magical pursuits, stories that veil teachings about spiritual initiation, especially for young women at their coming of age.

Goddesses are also spirit weavers, and the Norns and Fates also spin and weave destiny.

Spinning and weaving also refers to time magic—spinning time—and time is the grandmother of life and death. Even more powerful than death herself is the spinner and weaver of time who brings patterns into being and unravels them again. The time weaver or spirit weaver creates and unpicks life. This is connected to women’s magic as soul doulas, who stand at the threshold of life and death and whose songs of the Otherworld accompany new and departing souls.

This tradition of spirit weaving is ancient and found across the world. In nearly all shrines dedicated to Artemis, spindle whorls, loom weights, and shuttles have been found, and in her sanctuaries, woolen clothing and threads wound on spools were offered as gifts to her. On Corinthian vases, Artemis and her womb priestesses are seen holding a spindle.

The Sami goddess Beiwe was linked to spinning and flax, and offerings of spinning wheels were made during sacred festivals. In Baltic traditions the sun goddess Saule had a spinning wheel that spun sunrays. Moon goddesses, such as Kuutar in Finland, were often spinners who made magical garments from moonlight. The Slavic goddess Mokosh was in charge of women’s destiny and spinning and weaving, and people prayed to Mokosh stones—breast-shaped boulders. In Russia a spinning device called a prialka was placed in cribs, and women made marriages at winter spinning gatherings.

The Native American Spider Woman is also a spinner who teaches the magic of weaving, and the goddess Ixchel in the Mayan lands of Mexico is a lunar goddess associated with weaving.

In older times in England, the goddess Arianhrod—she of the spinning silver wheel—was the matroness of flax, and women would show their vulva to the flax in the fields to make it grow.

Ancient taboos around spinning and weaving are connected to protections for women and allow women to have special days off for the Goddess and time off from work during pregnancy.

Spinning and weaving was the ancient code for women’s work—women’s feminine magic.

Women would gather in small groups and circles, sharing eucharists of herbal tea, village news, and pregnant silence as they crafted clothes and blankets for their family and community. They often sewed magical symbols, such as the elemental cruciform, into talismanic clothes or blankets that were bound in spells and energies of protection, especially for children and marriages. Special blankets were crafted for children, and they would sleep under a handmade layer of embroidered and stitched protection that also spelled out the secrets of the universe.

Quilt patterns such as grandmother’s garden contain complex sacred geometries that encoded secrets of the structure of creation and how the Great Galactic Mother wove Mother Earth and all her creatures from inside her Womb. These secret feminine teachings were passed down in heirloom patterns and geometries sewn into quilts and stitched into symbols on special clothes. Sacred quilts or blankets were even crafted as homespun shrouds for the beloved deceased.

Witchcraft used knitting, sewing, spinning, and weaving to cast spells and weather-weave. Witches in Cornwall stitched with special glass knitting needles as they made incantations. Often knitting spells were unraveled afterward, dissolved like the sand mandalas of Eastern tradition.

The path of feminine magic is the path of the householder and the housewife, who is the true alchemist who spins and creates life and worlds. Often in secret with no praise or remuneration.
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Weaving a World

When I was growing up and reading tales, lore, and myth, the heroes were always men leaving home, off to do something important, and even the heroine princess ended up escaping from the palace, or from the tower where she was spinning gold. Housewives weren’t heroic. In fact, you rarely ever read about what it takes to live a daily life: to tend your garden, grow your food, rear animals, build and maintain a house, clean, prepare and cook food, raise children, and keep in good relations with yourself, the greater family, the village, and the larger community.

And you certainly never read or heard about the secret magic of domestic witchery—despite the fact that fairy tales were filled with witches stirring cauldrons over the stove or growing herbs, and that most magical fairy lore was set in the domestic realm and featured domestic duties.

Over time, I began to realize that I was looking far, far away for magical alchemists when all I had to do was look down at the place my feet were planted and the alembics of my own pots. In feminine magical tradition your home and body are the magnetic center that grows your power.

Many moons ago, I was commissioned by a major newspaper in England to write a story about the changing face of housewifery over the past century. I had pitched the idea to them; meanwhile, I was the archnemesis of the housewife in my own life, renowned for cooking food that could maim or kill and only able to forage or identify food from my favorite restaurant menus in London. I had vowed to never get married and worshipped vintage stiletto boots.

In my early thirties, I was starting my “return”: like a ball of thread, I had tossed myself bravely out into the world to escape the realm of my childhood, but now that red thread was starting to reel me back in, tugging on my womb, reminding me of the power of coming home.
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