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Conversation With a Raindrop
by Okapi

The afternoon air was crystal clear. Midday had been blazing
hot, but the afternoon rain came to cool things down and washed
away the dust in the air. What better time to wander through the
forest? The sunlight streaming through the trees played with the
mists coming up through the trees. The animals were chittering
away to make surethat everyone madeit though the storm. All was
right in the world...or wasit? | could hear a soft cry of someone
sobbing. | decided to seek them out to make sure that they
weren't hurt.

| followed the criesthrough the trees and cameto the big rocks
that overlook the creek far below. “Hello, does someone need help
down there?’ Silence answered the call, but | could still hear the
sobs. | turned to go to the other side of the main rock to seeif |
could look down thecliff when something odd caught my eye. There
before mewasasingleraindrop, just hanging in the air and the sobs
were coming from that drop.

“Little raindrop, are you aright? | mean, | don’'t usually see
raindrops hanging about in mid—air, so | if thereis something | can
doto help, just let me know.”

“1 don’t think anyone can help,” said theraindrop. “I’'msotired
of thisendlesscycle. | fall fromthesky, jumpintoariver, swimtothe
ocean, only to get really steamed and find myself back inthe clouds
to fall to the ground, to jump in ariver...l think you get the idea.
Anyway, I'mrealy tired of it. Today | decided that I’ m not going to
doitanymore. After all, what doesit get me? I’mnever going to be
something as wonderful as you, nor something as stately as that
tree. Nope, I'mjust astupid little raindrop that no one really pays
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attention to. And there are many more raindrops out there, they’ |l
never noticel’ mmissing.”

| had to agree to some degree that we may not notice that the
rainstorm was missing one raindrop now and then. We certainly
would noticeif all hisfriendsfelt the sameway. It iseasy think of
“rain” and not think about the“raindrops’ that are part of it. | know
that | hate being thought of purely as the group identity and not as
an individual component. So time to roll up the sleeves for some
“Rain Pep Talk 101.”

“My friend, first you need to stop thinking of yourself as ‘just
araindrop.” You are one of the greatest, most powerful forces on
this planet. You aren’t a mere little raindrop—you are Water. You
have the ability to take on whatever shape you want. You can
divideinto many piecesand still, you are Water. Right now, you are
focused on asmall piece of you that isshaped likearaindrop. If you
wanted to sit on the ground, you could be apond or alake. Granted
asmall oneto someonelikeme, but to Brother Ant you would seem
likeamighty barrier.

“You can pull pieces of you together to make therivers, lakes
and oceans. You can break yourself into pieces so small that you
can float in the air and make clouds. You can pull those pieces
together to form raindrops. When you are feeling artistic, you can
create snowflakes.”

“| can do all of that?" asked the raindrop.

| told theraindrop yes and that each of thewater formsaretruly
appreciated. Everything from the moistureit bringsso that food can
be grown, to the soothing sounds of a stream or river as it ripples
over the rocks, or the mighty crashing of the ocean waves. How
boring would asummer afternoon beif people couldn’t sitin apark
and try to find shapes in the clouds? How would fall start if we
didn’t havethefirst frost? What would children do without snow?
Snowfolk arefar easier to make, and last longer, than rainfolk. How
welong for that first spring rain. He had to agreethat lifewould be
pretty boring without water.

“And my friend, there are many things that you do that people
appreciateaswell. Look at that canyon over there. You carved that.
It hastaken avery long time, and that is one of the greatest lessons
that we can learnfrom you. The canyonsremind usthat if wework
at something long enough, that it can be done, evenif wehaveto do
it oneraindrop at atime.

“L ook at that tree over there, growing out of the middle of that
rock. Beautiful, isn't it? You made that possible by changing to
your ice form and back to liquid and back to ice many times. Over
time, you made alarge enough crack that dirt could fill it so that the
tree could grow. Again, another lesson in patience asit took you a
long timeto do that.”

“Geg, | didn’ t realizethe powerinmy ownrain.” Raindrop saw
aflash of color in the sky and asked what it was.

“1 was saving my personal favoritefor last. That isarainbow.
That would not be possible without you. That isformed by sunlight
touching your airborne pieces. They in turn break the light apart
into its colorful components. The result is the beautiful rainbow.
While there are many ways to carve canyons and plant trees, only
you have the power to make rainbows.”

“Thanksfor thetalk. | feel much better now. | didn’t realizel
had so muchto do. | needto get moving.” Theraindrop finishedits
fall and headed on to theriver.



The Autumn Edition

Welcometothe Denver Faerie'sfall 2003
issueof the Airy Faerie! Thisissuewill bea
wildriver rideof emotions, you'll laughyou'll
cry, you'll shoot aload. Inthisissuewetake
alook at the element water. Water isevery-
where! It makesup most of our weather: the
clouds, fog, rain, and snow. The earth is
covered in the stuff, be it streams, rivers
waterfalls, lakes or the mighty oceans. Itis
alsoalifegivingforce, fromthecreating force
of the waters in the womb and cum, to our
blood; we owe our lives to water. Water,
that spiritual, emotional and ever changing
element that | lovesowell. I'll sharemy love
for water, alittlelater onin thisissue, so now
let me babblelike abrook and tell you more
about what you'll find inside this pages.

WARNING! The pages of this issue
also contain SEX! | am talking unedited,
nothing covered up, no shame, male-to-male
action. | have to say male-to-male because
not all the participants are human. We have
a homosexual fawn, some queer gargoyles
and even a few gay, bi and questioning
monsters, all participating in acts of fellatio
and fornication. So this issue is gonna get
steamy and abit silly.

| hope this issue will have you honor-
ing that wonderful element water. Whether
it is by sharing you emotions with others,
crying, cumming, or taking a cold shower.
So grabyourself atall glassof water, sit back
and enjoy the Denver Faeries watery offer-
ingsfor thefall 2003 issue of the Airy Faerie.

Much Love,
Naked Hugs and Big Wet Kisses
DragonSwan

Airy Faerie

Autumn 2003

TheAiry Faerieisapublication of
theDenver Radical Faerie Tribe.

For moreinformationyou can
contact usat:

Denver Radical Faeries

PO Box 12415

Denver, CO 80212

or send anemail to:
DenverFaeries@yahoo.com

orvistusat
Www.geocities.com/denverfae

orvigtusat:

TheBuzz (6th Ave. a Marion),
Satyrday Morningsabout 10ishto
around noonish

MEANWHILE, BACK AT THE TOMS...

JUST AS HE HAD THE NIGHT BEFORE, THE EXPLORER RETURNED TO OPEN THE MUMMY'S TOMB.
EAGER TO ONCE AGAIN FACE THE CURSE OF BEING HIS SEX SLAVE FOR ANOTHER LONG NIGHT.
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One Dick, Two Dicks
by Orpheus

I lovemy dick and it lovesme.

Together forever for adventures and fun.
We have discovered the saying is true,
“Two heads are much better than one!”

There’'sno simple way to describe what | feel,
Dick flesh to dick flesh, we pressin close,
Sending shivers of delight

From my head to my toes.

With hisdick in my mouth, or minein his,
Oneat atime, or divine sixty-nine.

Sometimes we kiss, long and deep with tongues entwined

While he playswith hisand | play with mine.

We play and we play until we are spent,

and drift off to sleep without saying aword.
The dreamsthat come cause asmileto form,

“If two heads are fun, what if we added athird?’

There’'sno simpleway to describewhat | feel
Two dicksin one mouth, what a sensation!

Or two dickstogether in divine sixty-nine,
While the third movesin for deep penetration.

So one can be fun, asiswith two and with three,
But what about four? or five? or six? or seven?
When | think of the pleasuresin store for me,

I know | will have died and gone to heaven.
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Initiation
by Nitesead

Deep night,

green water suck
medown, lower, [ower,
pull the hum gently

from deep

down in my bowels,
singing to the pool,

to the moon,

singing through the deep
dark green,

Dark green which comforts
my soul, caresses and
soothes, deep dark
singing.

My singing is
electric.

| embrace myself,

immerse myself and consume
hot water, my skin

electrified, buzzing,

my heart growing,

climbing through deep dark
light

and leaves

as dense as metal

and free as

cotton,

| embrace myself
electric,

and let go.

My heart,

released,
fliesincircles,
encircles the sky
above me, embraces
themoon, pullsme
closer.

| am singing,

louder and brighter,
my heart is perfect,

my body is perfect,

theworldis perfect,
the moon

the deep dark

light

issinging,

and | am blinded.

| plunge

my head into

the dark hot water,
threetimes

and | amyours,

the moon,

the song,

theworld

divine, perfect, an ocean
of holy showers.




Love My Cock
by Monkey (1.25.2003)

Lovemy cock
Glovemy cock
Take it up your ass

Lick my cock
Flick my cock
You don’'t need no class

Pump my cock
Hump my cock
Tell mehow it feels

Please my cock
Tease my cock
Fuck metill it heals

Caressmy cock
Molest my cock
Damn! I’'m gonnacum!

Fuck my cock
Suck my cock
Baby, makeit hum!

My Two Arms
by Orpheus

| lovethese armsthat You did give me,

| thank Thee, Lord, and thank Thee Lady.
I’m so glad that on awhim,

Youdidnot givemeaT-rex limb.

It seemsto methat these arms are just the right length,
To reach and stretch and attempt feats of strength.
With arms stretched wide as far as can be,
“IloveyouT...H...I...Smuch!” | say with glee.

In quieter times they can hold one near,

With armsentwined, | can whisper intheir ear.
With arms the length that seems quite right,

| can hold my lovein thesearmsall night.

With arms this length there is one more thing,
Thereason why I'm glad I’ m not the dinosaur king.
I’m so glad for these armsthat You did craft,

For they arejust right to reach my shaft.

| awake each day in grateful anticipation

For these arms you gave came with the gift of masturbation.
The design of my armsis pure genius.

Thank You Godsfor allowing meto play with my penis.

Bears Against Razors
by Cubby

Bears of the world, unite and be brave,

Just say “no” to those who would ask you to shave.
Why is that they loathe that which they lack?

Why do the hate the hair on our back?

Can you remember that youthful anticipation?
You woke onemorn’ and felt anew sensation.
You felt your young chest that last night was bare,
And woke in the morning and found your first hair.

The years have flown by, athick pelt hasgrownin,
And once we were boys, but now we are men.

So, bears of the world, be strong and be brave,

Just say “no” to those who would ask you to shave.
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Water; Water Everywhere,

But Not a Drop to Drink,

by Darlene Fey

When | think about water my first thoughts are of going swim-
ming asalittlekid. 1t seemslike | wasawaysswimming somewhere,
either at the public indoor pool at therec. center or at thelake on my
family’s property back in the woods. Now one thing about both
these swimming holes is that you did not open your mouth while
under water. | never fancied drinking chlorine water that abunch of
kids had been peeing in. Nor did the algar and fishy waters of the
|ake offer apleasant drinking experience.

The other similarity between the pools and swimming holes
was trying to sneak a peek at the male members of the Fey family
changing in or out of their swimming trunk. Always hoping to see
their, um...well to seetheir male members.

Oh, and of course | can't forget the lunches that we always
brought along. | called them the ‘Fey family’s peanut butter and
sandwiches'. Everyonein my family had a different “and” to put
with their peanut butter. Mom did the basic peanut butter and jelly,
Dad did peanut butter and pineapple, my brother did peanut butter
and marshmallow cream, mine was peanut butter and honey, my
sister did peanut butter and bananas, grandpa did peanut butter and
raisins, and grandma did peanut butter and apples. Some of my
family got really weird with their peanut butter and sandwiches.
There were combinations of peanut butter and onions; peanut but-
ter and tomatoes; peanut butter and cheddar cheese; peanut butter
and ham; peanut butter and mayonnaise, peanut butter and sar-
dines; peanut butter and potato chips; peanut butter and bologna;
peanut butter and pickles; peanut butter and liverwurst; peanut butter
and chocolate. The list goes on, but | don't want to upset any
sensitive tummies out there. I'll just say that you really had to be
careful which sandwich you picked up when you were on a picnic
with the Fey family. Oh sorry, | aimost forgot thiswas supposed to
be about water huh.

Well I'll just wrap this up by saying that now days| amtoo old
to be splashing about in thewater. When | want to enjoy water now,
I make myself apeanut butter and honey sandwich and put somegin
in my glass of water. Now that’sthe way to drink water!

| raisemy glasstoall you beautiful faeries, and hope you enjoy
your water and “ peanut butter and...” sandwiches. Whatever your
“and” is.

Hugs and peanut butter kisses to you all.

The Ladybug
by Monkey

A ladybug in my garden, she said,
“Thank you for keeping God's children fed.

“The Goddess has sent my wings to you
to bid me say, she thanks you too.”
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Cooking With Water

by Potsan Pans

| wasover at adear friend’shomethe other day and was blown
away...by what | saw (we saved that other for later in the visit).
When | arrived, she was just standing in front of the range, staring
at the pot. | said “Darlene, what are you doing?’ (oops, | forgot, |
wasn’t going to mention any names - kisses dear)

Shetold methat she was doing research for her water thoughts
for the upcoming issue of Airy Faerie. She wanted to study onwhy
watched potsdon’t boil. Shefigured that if she could solvethisage
old mystery that she could save people tons of time.

| really hated to burst her bubble of adream of winning aNobel
Peace Prizefor bettering thewholeworld, but my fit of gigglescaught
her attention so | had to tell her a couple of known facts about the
statement “A watched pot doesn't boil.”.

First, | had to tell her that, of course, a watched pot doesn’t
bail...it's the water IN the pot that is going to bail. If the pot is
boiling, then there is a serious problem. Second, sigh, | had to tell
her that even if the saying stated that it was the water that wouldn’t
boil whilebeing watched, in order to give theresearch agood chance
of success she really should turn on the burner. Double sigh, some
peoplereally should not be allowed in akitchen.

Sincewe do have many new membersinour tribethat may not
have gotten the same information in their cooking classes back in
the placeswherethey spawned (or isit that spawned them, | aways
get those two mixed up), | thought | would give a couple of quick
reminders about boiling water at high altitude.

Asyou might remember in cooking and science classes, water
boilsat 212°F (or 100° C, which | alwaysthought stood for Canadian
sincethat’s how they measure temperature - they are so hot up there
| figured they had their own measure of temperature), anyway, that
temperature holds true only at sea level type environments. For
those of uslivingin Colorado, not so true. Dueto the differencein
air pressures and all that scientific stuff, water boils at lower tem-
peratures the higher you go. Thus in the city it is closer to
195° F, which meansthat food will take asmidgelonger to boil than
what the recipe book might say (hencea* 3-minuteegg” ismorelike
4 or 5-minutes. Also, another trick to help raise the temperature of
theboiling water isto add salt (but I’ m not sure | would recommend
adding enough to get water to boil at the 212° mark - at that point, |
think we would be talking about brineinstead of water.

Also, when boiling your water for pasta, add some of your
favorite cooking oil to thewater. The il will help prevent the pasta
from sticking aswell as help rai se the boiling point asmidge.



Ponderings Upon the Phantom Manor

By Lazarus Graves

| wishto say afew words about that place where most of usfear
togo. | am, of course, talking about haunted houses. You know the
place, that old, rundown mansion at the top of a hill with the cem-
etery for aback yard. Theplaceno onehaslivedinfor several, if not
over ahundred years, but yet something is still there.

Itisinthese supernatural sanctuarieswhere: disembodied voices
call out to you; empty hallways are filled with ghostly shrieks and
moans; candelabras float in midair, held by unseen hands; dusty
pipe organs play haunting melodies, untouched by mortal hands;
pictures follow your every move with their unhuman eyes; where
even though theair isdeathly still, doors creak open and slam shut;
in the darkness, strange eyes glow red; ghostly apparitions appear
and disappear before your eyes; the undead leave their coffins,
tombs and rise up from earthly gravesin search of foolish mortals
who trespass into their home.

These phantom abodes are where the spirits manifest; ghouls
gather; goblins unite; witches circle; and creatures from our worst
nightmares dwell. Those nighttime fantasies that have you waking

up screaming in apool of sweat. Then you try hard to peer into the
darkness of your room, just to make sure that none of the monsters
followed you back. Onceyou have assured yourself that all issafe,
you attempt to fall back to sleep. You try to convince yourself that
it wasall just adream, asyou unwillingly make your way back into
dreamland.

Itisthesedwellings of nightmaresthat draw usin, likeamothto
aflame. For itistherethat we can run around screaming our heads
off, and then laugh at ourselves. We laugh because we realize that
what is really scaring us, is nothing more than a bunch of painted
papi er-mache spooks attached to fishing lineto make them move; or
some guy in arubber mask, who had too much garlic for dinner.

Since we know these bugaboo dwellings are just an illusion,
what isit that drawsusin? For what it’sworth, | believeit’'ssimply
achance for usto face our fears. We get to let our nightmares be
real, but only aslong aswe want themto be. Weareintotal control.
Shaking with fear we laugh and remind ourselvesthat thistimeit's
not for real. Besides, lifeisno funwithout agood scream.

(ed: Now an unabashed plug for one of our sponsors. Please see the ad for
Graves and Bones Mortuary on page 15)

It was a Dark and Stormy Night
by Falcon

How often have we heard that phrase? At least once or twicein
a Peanuts cartoon as Snoopy sits to write his great novel. The
storm has often been used to heighten the impact of a dramatic
moment...hmm?...storm = rain = water = emotions, how simplecan
you get?

Think about it a moment. Picture a beautiful meadow, birds
chirping, butterflies flitting, and in a pristine white summer dress
sitsour hero. Up comesthevillainwith his*You must pay the rent”
routine and something is, well, lacking to say theleast. Now, put our
hero at the door with rain pouring down, the villain goes into his
speech just as the big crack of thunder punctuates his words. The
scene has just that much more dramato it with the extrarain.

| have never totally understood why stormsevoke such astrong
negative emotional response. | can only guess it is one of those
psychological things centered around the big booms of thunder.
For me, | can't wait for that first thunderstorm of the season.

Now what isreally cool, iswatching the storm build, and then
the sky turns to an intense green. It's absolutely an eerie color to
seeinthe sky. You know it's time to get under cover because you
know that you are about to be hammered by hail.

Well, it'stime to grab my raincoat and umbrella and head out
the door to do my GeneKelly imitation. “I singingintherain...”
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Falcon's Flight A New Beginning
by Falcon

It was early morning when | headed to the beach. When | got
there, | walked up the shore in hopes of finding an isolated cove
where| could rest undisturbed. At theend of the beach werethebig
rocks that the waves were pounding against. Time seemed to stop
as | stood and listened to the rhythmic drumming of the waves. |
could feel the power of the waves working and pounding out the
knotsin my own back, helping meto relax.

After sometime, | resumed my journey and began to climb the
rocks to go around the point. Just out of site from where | started
was an arch that the waves had carved in the stones. As | passed
through the arch, it felt as if a door had opened for me. A voice
seemed to come from everywhere, “ Be welcome. Be at peace and
rest. Know that none will disturb you, unless you will it.”

| stepped out into a pristine beach that felt asif no human had
ever stepped on its sands. | could only marvel at its beauty and
offer my thanksto the spirits of the place. | settled in the sand and
once again listened to the waves. Overhead, the seagulls were
flying. Onegull in particular caught my attention. It wasthe purest
white, sowhitein fact that it seemed to glow fromwithin. Thisgull
was always apart from therest. | watched it climb to the top of the
sky, only to turn around and do adiving run toward the sea, only to
turn at the last moment and soar back to the heights. Oh, how |
wished | couldjoinhim.

Asthe day warmed, | found myself drifting to sleep, lulled by
the sound of thesea. Asl cameawake, | felt atapping at my foot. |
looked down and there was that same seagull that | had watched
earlier. A voicespoketomeinmy mind, “I am Jonathan. | have been
waiting for someonelikeyoutojoinme. Ashardasl try, | haveyet
to master the falcon’sways of flight. Could you please show me?’

Beforel could answer, hetapped my foot again and off weflew,
falcon and seagull together. Anyone watching us that day would
have had to laugh at the sight of a seagull chasing a falcon as
Jonathan learned to copy my moves. The lesson gave way quickly
to games of tag and we found ourselves venturing further and fur-
ther from shore. All too soon, wewatched the sun start its decent to
the sea.

“Do you trust me?” Jonathan asked.

“Of course, my friend,” | replied.

“Then follow me as close as you can.”

“1 will beright onyour tail.”

We climbed as high aswe had dared all day. Asweturned and
headed downward, | realized that Jonathan was aiming to that same
spot in the ocean where the sunwasaiming for. All | could think of
inthat instant was, “ You crazy bird. You' regoing to get uskilled by
crashing into the sun!” But something inside told me that | could
trust him, so | followed.

Just as we were within awingspan of the sea, the sun touched
the waters. Jonathan touched the watersin that same spot. Before
| could react, Jonathan turned skyward. A giant whirlpool opened
where he had touched the sea and straight into it | flew. “Don’'t
fight, follow! You will find something you have been looking for at
theother end. Thisismy small way of saying thanksfor sharing this
day with me.”

Downward, ever downward thewhirlpool drew me. Timeslike
this, you get the silliest thoughts. “Gods, | am going to be one
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soaked bird! My feathers are never going to be dry enough to fly
home!” Even as| wasthinking this, | could feel something chang-
ing. My body felt longer...stronger...sleeker. Despitethefact that
thewhirlpool was starting to get narrower and narrower, | found my
wings out to my side, no longer covered in feathers, but rather
smooth, silver skin. | found myself no longer a falcon, but had
returned to the sea as a dolphin!

As| shot out of the end of the whirlpool, | could only think of
onethingtosay. “Hi, Honey! I'mhome!” Thewordshad no sooner
torn from my throat when another dolphin joined me. Wewerelost
ineach other’sembrace aswedid our own dance of joy. ‘ Geric, how
I’'vemissedyou!” | cried. “I’ve been waiting herefor you, my love,”
was hisreply.

We were soon joined by others | hadn’t seen in years. “Took
you long enough to join us. But then you have always done things
inyour own sweet time,” said the old voice behind me. | turned and
gave Lejoe a Kkiss on the check. There was
Jesro...Howjo...Dirles...Helku...Jonda...thewhole pod wasthere
to greet me. They kept comingand | kissed themall. We played and
played, and when we started to get tired, we played some more.
Who could leap the highest? (I had the advantage, after al, | had
just been abird!) Who could swim the fastest?

We were playing Follow-the-L eader and aswe entered aclear-
ing at the edge of the reef, Jesro came to an abrupt halt. Asthe rest
of usavoided crashing into each other, the cry went up, “Give usa
little warning when you do something that stu...” Then we saw
what had caused him to stop.

In front of us was splendid shell chariot drawn by a team of
seahorses. In the chariot was a very wizened man, long hair and
beard and robes flowing behind Him. In His hand was a trident.
Across the clearing we could feel His power. He could destroy us
with a thought if we earned His displeasure. Beside Him was a
maiden that | could not see clearly, half hidden behind the man.

A broad smile came to His face, “ My children, it is always a
delight to watch you play. | can always count on you to chase
away the darknessin My heart. Theisonewho is new here that |
need to talk to. My daughter would like to spend time with you
while | speak to Rhyjo.”

He left his chariot and came to my side. “ Off with you, too,
Geric. We both know that Rhyjo doesn’'t belong here yet. 1 will
bring him back before | have to return him to where he belongs.”
Geric gaveme alight caress as he swam off, joining the otherswith
the mysterious maiden.

“My child, | can sense many questions and | will answer as
best | am allowed.”

“Lord Poseidon, | cantell | am not inthe ocean | know. Where
am|? How isthat | can beherewhen | had been flying with Jonathan?’

“Thisisthe Sea of Tears. This sea has grown over the years,
filled by all the tearsthat have never been cried. All thetearsthat
are turned inward and not shown to the world wind up here.

“ As to how you were able to come here, the body remembers.
All things that fly, once walked upon the land. All things that
walk, once swam in the seas. All creatures like yourself that can
remember the past and can look to the future have the power to
change and adapt. Creatures like your friend Jonathan, live so



strongly in the Now, that is all they have. They can be anywhere
they want, but they will be stuck in the form they are in Now.”

“1 am so happy herewith my friends. Why can’t| stay? If | am
not supposed to be here, then how did | get here?’

“My child, | had never meant to see you in such pain and |
wanted to remind you what happiness felt like. You have done
mor e than your share to keep the Sea filled and it istime to let the
tears flow their natural course. When you ventured close enough
to me, | sent Jonathan to bring you to me. | knew you would trust
him since he was one of your first guides so long ago, before you
were grounded by the cruelty of others. Now that you are soaring
again, | knew you would follow him.

“ Asto why you can't stay...it isnot your time yet. Whenitis,
you will be welcome, but until then, thereis still something for you
to do. My daughter asked to be the one to talk to you about this.”
He beckoned to thewoman, and as Sheturned tojoin us, | could see
Her clearly for the first time. She was the most beautiful woman
imaginable...golden hair flowing around Her as She radiated pure
love.

“It is always a delight to be with the Pod. There is so little
love in the world these days and your friends so love each other
that it helpsMerecharge.” Shejoined us, laid Her hand on my side
and gavemeakiss. Thewarmth of Her lovefilled every pore of my
body.

“Your friend, Geric, has been so saddened lately watching
you be alone. Heisalways such a delight that Father and | could
hardly deny his request to bring you some joy.” Unbidden, Geric
came up behind Her and | could see the concern in hiseyes. “ See
how much he cares? Joining us even when he wastold to stay with
the others!  You little imp!” She turned and caressed him and |

MEANWHILE, BACK AT THE CEMETERY...

could tell that his approach had not been unexpected.

“Lady Aphrodite, why can’t | stay here? Please. It hasbeen so
long since | have felt this happy and at peace.”

“ Oh, Rhyjo, how | wish that were possible. We did not bring
you here only to cause you pain by sending you away without
cause. | have found one that has the talent that will help unlock
the tears that tie you to this place. He also has need for the gifts
you have to offer. It isjust not your timeto be here for | have need
of your talents still. Go from this place knowing your friends are
happy and watching out for you. When it is time for you to come
home, you will find the door open to you and your friends will be
waiting.”

She drew Geric and meinto an embrace. “ You two were one of
my greatest joys. Rhyjo, it ismy desire to see you be happy again.
Return to where you started this journey. Someone is waiting for
you.”

Lord Poseidon embraced us with the love and strength that
only afather know how to give. “Bestrong My child, and fly well.”
With that, He picked me up and sent me upward. | could hear Geric
saying, “Zha’ helleva, Ashke.” (Wind to thy wings, beloved.)

Asl brokethe surface, the sun wasjust finishing its decent into
theseaand | found myself back inafalcon’sform. How muchtime
did | spend in that place? It seemed like forever. A distant voice
said, “Ashke, look to the stars.” High overhead was The Eagle,
shining bright. The stars seemed to gather and sent a shaft of light
to the beach.

When | got to the shore, there was a solitary man sitting there,
gazing at the stars. He didn’t seem to see methereuntil | walked up
to him. “Hi, honey! 1I’'m home.” | kissed him and the depth of the
seaswas in his eyes.

TOMMY FOUND HIMSELF FULL OF HIGH SPIRITS
WHEN HE WAS CAUGHT TAKING A SHORTCUT AFTER MIDNIGHT.
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Water Sports

by Professor Percival “Perry” Grinn

Gentlereaders, | need your help. | recently lost control of one
of my classesand | am perplexed asto what went wrong. | turnto
you for assistance in the hopes of preventing futureincidentsin my
classes.

The class in question is a study on the interaction between
Faeriesand theelements. Naturally, we began the semester with Air.
Non-winged creatures have always dreamt of flight and the topic
was so easy that we breezed right through it. Then, we moved onto
thetopic of Fire. Theclasshad an extremely heated debate with half
of the class being in the “Fire as Fascination” camp and the rest
beinginthe“Fire=Fear” camp.

Next on thelist was Water. When | taught this same classtwo
hundred years ago, this was a fairly easy topic. We were at the
height of the era of the big sailing vessels and Faeries knew the
Siren’scall of the Sea. But with all the modern modes of transporta
tion, we' velost that connection and theimage of the clipper ship at
full sail justisn't asstrong asit used to be. | thought it wastimeto
try something new that my students could relateto. | waswatching
television and there before me was the answer. What better way to
introduce the topic than talking about the swimmers and diversin
their tight speedos. | figured that would catch their attention. After
all, when| first watched the Olympicsontelevision, | watched those
divers come out of the water adjusting their trunks. | prayed and
prayed that one might actually step out of the water and realize that
histrunkswere till inthe pool. Alas, that was never to be. | knew
that the image of nearly naked guys would get my students’ atten-
tion.

Then class day arrives and something went wrong with the
plan. After everyone got seated, | started the day’slecturelikethis,
“Today we are going to talk about water sports.” Beforel could go
any further, someone shouted out from the back of class, “Profes-
sor, | always thought you were cute, but | never realized you were
kinky. Doyou giveor receive?’ Another shouted out, “1 don’t care
about your personal life, what's the lecture about?’

For thefirst timein my teaching career, | don’t know what came
over me. “Oh, pissoff,” | said. “Professor, isit better to piss off or
to piss on?’ By then the laughter had started and insanity ruled
One of the students noticed that | was starting to get red in the face
and suggested that | needed to take a golden shower. I'm not sure
what he had in mind since my shower is chrome plated and | don’t
think the metal content of the shower head would really make a
difference. When| asked himto explain, hesaidit would beeasier to
show me. Hetold meto come over to the dorm after dinner and he
would givemeademonstration. Heissuch asweet boy and showed
such concern about my well-being that hetold meto be sureto drink
four classes of water ahalf hour before coming over. And they say
that youth doesn’t respect their elders anymore.

So, gentle readers, that is the situation at Faerie University. |
need your help in understanding what went wrong. | would liketo
get next week’s class back on track and avoid the hysterics that
occurred today. Your urgent attention to this matter would be greatly
appreciated. Inthemeantime, I’ m finishing my last glassof water so
| can head over to the dorm. If nothing else, | want to show the
young pup that it is possible to teach an old dog a new trick.
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Halft Full or Half Empty
A thought by Falcon

Isthe glass half full or half empty? How often have we heard
that analogy on whether we are optimistsor pessimists? Asl thought
about things to say about Water this image came to mind multiple
times. | decided to takeamoment to examinethis.

First, | would haveto ask what theintent of thewater level was.
If the glass started without water and now isfilled halfway, then |
would say wearetalking about half-filled. If weare adding water to
the glassto raise volume, it would seem silly to refer toits percent-
age of emptiness.

Now, if we started with aglass holding its maximum amount of
water and then removed contents to the halfway mark, | would say
wearetalking half-empty. After al that iswhat we aretryingto do.

But, second, if you are going to force me to focus on the static
moment without knowing whether or not we are trying to fill or
empty the glass, then my answer would be “neither.” Theglassis
full, regardless of the volume of water inside. Granted that only half
of that fullnessistaken up by water, but therestistill filled with air.
A waterlessglassistill full of air. A glasswithwater tothebrimis
full of water. Theglassof theanaogy isfilled withadelightful blend
of both.

When you think your life is half-empty, just take a moment to
look at the other thingsin your life. While your “glass’ may only
have half of the things that you think should fill it, there are many
invisiblethingsthat fill it aswell. These arethewonderful blessings
that the Lady hidesfor usto discover. Itsthefinding of thesethings
that makes us realize that the “water” is only a part of what fills
our lives. By theway, don’t worry about your glass getting too full,
the Lady has away of finding abigger glassfor you.

DID SOMEONE
MENTION
WATERSPORTS?

IAIMTO
PLEASE!

MEANWRHILE, BACK AT THE CATHEDRAL...




Monkey Prayers
by Monkey

Thank you Mother Earth.

Cleaning therosestoday | was pricked many times
by the thorns. I’'m reminded, through the beauty of the
rose, that if cherished things are not kept clean and
managed in away that isrespectable, it isamuch more
difficult job when we decide to take on the task. Some-
timesthethorns stay with you into the night, or the next
morning, just as difficult situations are rarely over in
one cleaning. Remembrance of the task is what gener-
ates the urge to return to its care much sooner than
previously planned. If planned at al...

It was amoment of s'tori and | thank you.

Father Above.

Thank you for the light of knowledge and the seed
of your love. You are the connecting force that givesme
the ability of Knowing. May | continue to grow in the

light as the flowers of the fields do.

The Blessed Trinity: Ice, Water, Steam

by DragonSwan

My thoughts may beabit like the twist-
ing mountain river, but | hope it isn't too
rambling. If so, just put on alifejacket and
hold on tight!

| have always loved the water. There
are so many ways to think about water.
When you add the fact that water can bein
three different stages; solid-ice, liquid-wa-
ter, and air-steam, it makes it that more in-
triguing. | lovethe rainstorm that feedsthe
stream that turnsinto theriver that cascades
into a waterfall that fill the lake that spills
back into the river asit flows into the sea.
Water is also something that can be sooth-
ing and gentle, likeasummer rain, or pound-
ing and forceful, likeahurricane. Water, for
meisavery peaceful force, the crashing of
the ocean waves or the thundering waterfall
produce sounds that are very peaceful and
[ull most people to sleep. Even the roaring
river as it cuts its way through the moun-
tains, is considered to be a peaceful sound.
But none will argue the force behind any of
these watery events. | also love the beauty
of water. How many picturestry to capture
the beauty of the sea? | will even admit that
the fresh snow covered landscape is a beau-
tiful scene. And what would a sunset be
without afew cloudsto help add some color
tothetwilight skies. Water isavery impor-
tant elementinour lives. Theterm, ‘water of
life' hasbeen applied most commonly to our
blood; but aso to the water in the womb

where our bodies form, and the life giving
cum. Heck, our bodiesare mostly water. We
would be just dust in the wind if it were not
for water. Another reason to love water is
that it would be very difficult to make K ool-
Aid without it.

Water islinked to emotions, which only
makes sense. Who hasn't cried a river of
tears, or maybe filled an ocean with your
tears? Of course water isn’t just for sorrow
aswealso cry tearsof joy. Likewater, emo-
tions can be cold like ice, or hot like steam.
We can feel the emotions welling up inside
of us, or washing over us.

For a spiritual connection what better
element to connect the spirit to us, then an
element that can transform itself as needed.
The cleansing power of the water helps to
purify the body, mind and space for ritual
and connection to the divine.

Well, 1 think | have gushed on long
enough about water. So I'll leave you with
thisthought from thewriting of Kahlil Gibran,
who wrote about joy and sorrow saying,
“And the selfsame well from which your
laughter riseswas oftentimesfilled with your
tears.” | would share the entire piece with
you, but there are copyrights that have to
bedealt with. Bewell, drink lots of water, at
lest 8 glasses a day, and take a moment to
honor all the forms of water.

Watery blessing to all

Kilts and Summer
by Monkey

Fromthefirsttimel saw amaninakilt,
I’ve wanted one. To me, it was one of the
most masculinethings| had ever seen. | must
say though, I’ d never really known how great
they were until | started gardening in them.
(Of course, I'ddoit naked if | could get away
withit.) Thereisso much freedom of move-
ment. Yeah, that kind of freedomtoo. | can’t
imagine ever gardening in jeansor shortsin
summer again. There's enough pressure
goin’ on down there during the workweek,
in hot weather, looking “respectable” in
pants at
theoffice.

There's nothing like squatting down to
inspect a plant, feeling the grass tickle my
ass with a nice cool breeze over the boys.
Erectionsfromthejoy of beauty. Now that's
what I'm talkin’ about! It is even better in
the cool evening of late summer, wandering
about, listening to the cicadas and the crick-
etsin their desperate attemptsto get laid at
least once in their short lives.

All too soon it will be over; however,
the end of summer doesn’t necessarily make
me sad. | do missthevibrancy of my garden
during the impending winter but the Wheel
turns round well in Colorado and new be-
ginnings are always just around the corner.

Blessed be.
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The Dance

by Falcon

123123
Spin, Spin
123123
Turn, Turn

Themusicwindsto afinish, and likeahundred timesbefore, he
leads me off the dance floor just asthe last note of the song fillsthe
air. Heleansover and kisses me, and then without aword he moves
on into the crowd. | watch him ask another to dance. They move
out to the floor. From how they are dancing and the song that is
playing, | know they will end with abig flourish. A tear comesto my
eye unbidden. It's not that | am jealous of the fact that he never
dances that way with me. | learned long ago, why he won't. It's
because helovesme, | know that now. No, thetear isfor the young
man with him, for | know what lies ahead.

Maybe I'm alittle ahead of myself, et me go back to the first
time | met my dance partner. It'sfunny that after all these years, |
till don’'t know hisname. I’'vebeenreferringtohimas“DL” (Some-
timesitisDream Lover and othersitisDark Lover. Thereareother
names that fit, but | didn’t know that then). | guess“DL" suitshim
aswell as other name, so that iswhat I'll use here.

| first met DL thefirst night | stepped into the Tombstone Cor-
ral, our local Country Western dance bar. | had listened to C&W
music for a while, but had never worked up the courage to go to
“oneof those places’. | knew | wasgay, it wasjust the thought that
someone might see me there. Anyway, I’'m watching the dancers
when thisincredibly handsome man asks me to dance. You know
the type of man they mean when they say “tall, dark and hand-
some?’ That'sDL! After | got my heart to stop pounding, | found
enough voice to stammer out my apologiesthat | didn’t know how
to dance.

He said, “Trust me, | won't hurt you.” and then he pulled me
out to thefloor. It felt like every eyein the place was watching us.
Here | am, the new kid in the bar, total novice, attempting to dance
with thisdemigod. | knew | would end up looking like a complete
idiot. Wrong. Heis so smooth and graceful that he makes anyone
look likethey’ ve been dancing for years. Asthemusic finished, we
stepped off the floor, he gave me a kiss and said, “ Thank you for
being here tonight. 1’'ve been waiting for you for a long time.”
Before | could respond, he was off into the crowd. We danced
several more times that night, but each time we finished, he would
go back into the crowd.

After that one little comment, we never spoke another word
that night. You canimaginemy fantasiesall the next week. | couldn’t
wait until the next weekend so that | could have a chance to dance
with DL again. The whole week was a dream and Saturday was
going to bethe one night of reality. Asl pulledinto the parkinglot,
those dreams came crashing. “What if heisn’t there?’ “What if he
thinks1’m alovesick puppy?’ | forced myself to get out of the car
and headed to the door. Just as | reached for the handle, the door
opened and there he was, waiting for me!" Without aword, he took
my hand and led meto thedancefloor. Likethefirst night, wewould
finish dancing just before the song finished. Never two songsin a
row, even though | watched him dance multiple songs with others,
alwaysending in abig flourish.
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| didn’t think too much about it at thetime. | wasjust beginning
to learn to dance. | figured he would increase my ability until one
day | would be ready to do the “fancy” stuff.

Astime passed, | did learn many of the fancy things. We even
created some new stepsthat got the crowd at the Tombstone cheer-
ing. Butinall that time, we never had a conversation. | never had
the chance to ask for a phone number. | resolved to enjoy his
company and would bewaiting for the day that hewould ask for my
number.

It was about two years after | starting dancing with DL that |
got bold enough to ask him why we never ended on the dance floor
when a song finished. He said, “I love you too much to ever want
the danceto end. By stopping early, the dancewill never finish and
we can continuefor yearsto come.” Hiseyes misted and started to
pull away. “One more question then before you go,” | said. He
turned back. “If you feel that way about the dance, why then do
you do the big finish with so many others?” “Becauseit isthe last
timel will dancewiththem. Watch and wewill talk againlater.” With
that, he left to circul ate through the crowd.

Yearsflew by. Boyfriends came and went but DL was always
there waiting for me. Some of the boyfriendswould get extremely
jealouswhenthey saw DL and | dancing. They never would believe
that we weren’t doing something behind their back. Theserelation-
ships never lasted beyond the meeting. Sometimes DL would ask
my partner to dance. They always felt flattered. After awhile, |
learned a pattern - if DL brought them back to me, they might be a
“keeper.” Occasionally, he would go into the big finish, and more
often than not, these would leave the floor with a haunted look in
their eyes and would walk out the door. Rarely would | see them
again, anywhere. One, Randy, went home, called from his car and
left me a message saying that he was sorry he left early and hoped
that he could seeme again. The next morning hewasfound dead, a
victim of an accident with adrunken driver.

One evening isetched in my mind, the night | brought Miketo
the Tombstone. We had just met at one of those professional net-
work gatherings the month before and this was our venture into a
public placeasacouple. Everythingfelt so“right” withMikeand |
was more than a little nervous to see how he would react to DL.
Mike had never country danced before, so we showed up a little
earlier than | normally would so that we could do some practicing
before the crowd arrived. After we danced a hit, there he was,
standing on the side with one of the biggest smiles | had ever seen
on hisface. Hecameover and asked if | would mind if he dancewith
my partner. Knowing how he could make anyonefeel at ease onthe
dance floor, | quickly agreed. But before they reached the floor, |
said, “ Just bring him back in one piece.”

DL laughed and off they went. My heart skipped afew beatsas
they moved into a second song. And then, | just knew something
was wrong, they started into the fancy stuff. | could feel the ache
startinmy heart. But something happened that | hadn’t seen DL do
before - he just stopped dancing, right in the middle of the dance
floor. He put his arm around Mike's waist and brought him back
over tome. DL whispered something to Mike. | could hear Mike's
reply “I know”. Mikelooked at mewithlovein hiseyesand then|
heard another “1 know” in response to something else DL said.



Before DL headed into the crowd, he said, “ You two arefilled with
so much love for each other that | couldn’t finish the dance. Mike,
| think you understand that | can’t dancewith you for awhile. All |
ask isthat you save the last dance for me.” Mike nodded in under-
standing and then DL disappeared. | didn’t see him the rest of the
evening.

Mike never said what DL whispered to him that evening. |
didn’'t ask and he never offered to say. It wasrare that we went out
after that. Over the next couple of years, we only went to the Tomb-
stoneacoupleof times. Eachtime, DL would dance with me, but not
with Mike. Then, one evening after work, Mike said that he had
some bad news. He hadn’'t been feeling well and | had finally con-
vinced him to see adoctor. After many tests, they determined that
his entire body was filled with multiple forms of cancer and they
didn’t think there was a single cure that would be effective. Mike
looked at meand said, “| think we both need adrink. Let'sgotothe
Tombstone.”

When we stepped into the bar, DL was standing at the door
with two cocktailsin his hand. “I thought you might need these.”
Wemovedonintothebar. DL stayed with usthe entireevening. He
danced with both usthat night. Sometimeswith both of ustogether.
At times, wewould stand on the sidein agroup hug. We never told
him what was going on with Mike's health. We didn’t need to,
somehow, he aready knew. When weleft that night, he handed me
acardand said, “Hereismy number. Youwill know whentocal me.”

Mike's cancers worked quickly in his body. There was only
one night that he ever complained about what was happening. It
was after he was unableto walk. Hetold me that he was upset that
hewasn't going to be ableto keep hispromiseto DL. | got apuzzled
look on my face. Mikesaid, “I promised that | would save the last
dancefor him. But you werethelast person | danced with.” It was
then that | realized why DL handed my his card and when | was

supposed to call.

It was a week later and
Mike was sleeping more
than he was awake. On
evening, he got that far-
away look in his eyes and
spokeinto theair, “May

| havethisdance?’ | got out DL'scard and called. He answered the
phone with “I’m on my way upstairs right now” and hung up the
phone. Before | could put the phone down, he was standing in the
door.

He looked at both of us and said, “Are you ready?’ Mike
managed to sit upin bed. Helooked at DL and said, “ Yes, but only
if all three of uscan share onelast dancetogether.” DL looked at me,
“You have known mefor alongtime. | have never refused adance,
but are you prepared to share this dance with me?’ | sat on the bed
and helped Mike stand up. “Shall we dance?’ | asked.

Somewherein thebackground, | could hear aradio playing. DL

stepped over to us and the three of us danced around theroom. As
the music faded, he maneuvered us so that my next moveforced me
to sit on the bed. With the last note of the song, he lay Mike's still
body inmy arms. He sat down besidemeand held usinhisarms. “I
have always loved you,” he said. “How | wish | could spare you
thispain.”
“1 know you would if you could,” | said. Mike never
told mewhat you said to him that first night. | heard
hisreply to you that night, but | never figured
out what you said to him. Areyou willing to
share that with me?’

“| told him two thingsthat night. First, |
told him that hewasavery lucky manto have
you in his life. To that he replied,

‘I know”

“And what was second?’

“| said that even though you call me DL
that wasn’t my real name. | told him that he
was dancing with Death. And again hisreply
was‘| know’”
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Healing the Family Tree: Creating Your Ritual
Based on the book Healing the Family Tree by Dr. Kenneth McAll, submitted by Phillip

There are many levels of healing. Dr. Lewis Mehl-Madrona,
author of Coyote Medicine, provides the following classifications
or dimensionsof healing: physical, mental, emational, psychic, spiri-
tual, soul, and Divine. “Healing the Family Tree: Creating Your
Ritual” is one approach to healing. Remember, asin all phases of
healing work, itisimportant to Honor Your Truth.

Thefollowing format isan illustration and may be modified to
your own beliefs and desiresto create aritual for healing your per-
sonal family tree.

Egtablishan Aim

Thisrelease, clearing and healing isavailable for all ancestors
and those fulfilling the role of ancestors; for parents, all their chil-
dren, (brothers and sisters) and for you in this and al previous
incarnations.

Per sonal Preparation

Consider participating in an intestinal cleansing program, an
emotional release and clearing, Acupuncture or Rolfing for releas-
ing old energies, or any other healing work beforetheritual begins.
Determine what is necessary for you in your personal life.

Space Pr epar ation and Protection

Determinethe use of meditation, prayer, chanting, fireand light,
participation in a sweat lodge, use of candles, incense, religious
artifactsand symbolsfor theritual itself.

I nvocational Prayer

“God, we join you. We ask others to join us and participate
fully: spiritual teachers, holy Masters, holy angels, spiritual healers,
all the Saints, Great Onesand any other angelic or Divine Being that
would be willing to assist with this release, clearing and healing
consistent with the highest good and the Will of God.

“Further, weask for Divine Guidance, DivineHelp, Divine Pro-
tection and Divinelllumination. We ask for aclear connection with
our persona guides and angels. We ask for your assistance, full
participation and guidance with that which is needed to achieve our
intention and is for the highest good.

“We thank you for our many, many blessingsin thislifeandin
previous lives.

“Weask for al incarnationsof (your name) from the beginning
of time until now to join us. We ask al beings of the family tree,
including those who fulfilled the rol e of an ancestor to join us now.”

Forgivenessand Blessing

“We ask that all of my incarnations and that all personsin the
family tree befilled with God'sLove.”

Then have each ancestor be received into the Presence of the
Divine and receive God's blessing and forgiveness. Have each of
your incarnations be received as well. Ask for forgiveness for all
ancestors.

“| forgive all of my ancestors on both the divine level and on
the personal level.”
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Request God's blessing for each member of the family tree.

You can include aritual, with lamps, candles, incense, an ex-
change of offerings, communion (in the Christian tradition), ashar-
ing of an invocational meal, chanting devotional songs or hymns,
ritual dance and/or prayer.

Closing Blessing

Pray for the needs of theliving. Includethe“laying on of hands’
for those seeking God's personal blessing. Request guidance. Ask
if thereisany future action that may need to be taken to support the
blessing. Express sincere thanks and appreciation for God's bless-

ing.

Personal I ntegration

Use prayer, meditation, chanting or a personal ritual or cer-
emony to close the space and offer a time for reflection on the
process just completed.

Remain opento infinite possibilities. Remember, each of usisa
part of God. Pray with the feeling that would be present when what
isdesired isaready achieved. Follow your Truth; follow your Heart.
Continue to pursue your purpose and direction.

MEANWHILE, BACK AT THE MONSTER'S BALLS...

LITTLE DID THE BOYS KNOW THAT WHEN FRANK SAID HE WAS LOOKING
FOR A THREE-WAY PLUG, HE MEANT HE NEEDED AN OUTLET SO HE COULD
RECHARGE THE BATTERY PACK FOR HIS LAPTOP



Burning Times, Watery Thoughts

by Falcon

Something always struck me as odd when | read the tales of the witch hunts.
Sinceit isrelated to the water aspect of the horrors, now seemsagood timeto ponder
the question.

| was puzzled by the fact that one of the main testsfor witcheswasto seeif they
floated. A witch would float because she had been touched by the devil. The good
person would sink, and if they died, ohwell, at least they weren’t witches. Anything
strike you as odd? Besidesthefact that generally people will float in water, that is?

First, | want to know why people didn’t ask the good reverend to prove he was
good. Then, they would have proof that the good sink and bad float, right? Well,
second then would be, shouldn’t the bad sink? After all, everyone “knows’ that bad
soulsgo to Hell, which isin the downward direction. Shouldn’t the body follow the
samerules?

Last, didn’t Christ walk on water? Isn't that the ultimatein floating?

Watery Moods
by Falcon

| love water and the many moodsit evokes. | can't think of amore peaceful moment
than being in aforest grove, sitting by ababbling brook. The sound of the water trickling
over therocksisone of those “happy” sounds. Inthe serenity of the grove, al iswell with
theworld.

Thereisthat blissful, meditative state of the swift stream. You becomethe stream and
let foreign thoughts be like the leaves that get carried away. The mind is ever refreshed.

Thereisthe challenge of staying afloat as the pace of life quickensin the ssmeway a
river picks up its pace to go over rocks and create the white water rapids. Can you keep
your head up high?

Thereisthe sheer aweinthe power of athundering waterfall. Nothing capturestheraw
power one can feel in that wall of cascading water. And nothing captures the imagination
more than tales of the secret grotto behind the waterfall, where one can hide and never be
seen.

Thereisthestillness of thelake, bright and reflective of the beauty around it. Or, it can
misty and secretive, the path to other worlds such asfair Avalon. It is peaceful and calm,
yet it holds unexplored depths.

Thereisthe broad, slow moving river that poses achallenge to cross. We can seethe
other side, but how do we cross? “The water iswide, | cannot get o’er...”. And even the
River of Lifewhen we reach the day when wefind oursel ves* swimming to the other side.”

There is the slow, rhythmic pulse of the ocean tides on the shore. Constant and ever
ready to wash away the hectic thoughts of the day. Thereisthe crashing of the big waves
on the rocks. Angry and loud, and then, they slip back into the pulse of the rest of the
ocean.

Last, there is the ocean itself. Diving reveals the graceful ballet of fish, The open
watersthat give us aglimpse of “eternity” asthere are no mountains, trees or buildingsto
give usthat comfortable feeling of boundaries.

Those arejust some of the moods of the earthbound forms of water. We haverainwith
that wonderful refreshing feel of the spring rains and the thrill of the thunderstorms or the
howling chill of ablizzard. Thefog can beforeboding or an invitation to the mysterious. |
think we all know the moods that arise with day after day of cloudy, sunless skies. Grey
skies equals grey moods that seem to vanish as soon as the sun breaks through.

No matter what isgoing onin my life, | can always count on water to be thereto help
alter my mood. | may not beableto get to aforest and itsbrook, but | can sit next toasmall
table fountain and recapture that same feeling. | may not be able to get to the lake, but a
bathtub works wonders too. Want some rain? Just put on a cd with thunder sounds and
stand in ashower. Yeah, | know its not the same, but my body remembers. And when the
body remembers, themind follows.

The Dying Bee
by Beast

Ragged and alone

Wings tattered

Moving, but not moving her
Anymore

Flower to flower

And back to the hive

A lifeof work leads
To this

Dying alone

With torn wings
Food for wasps and
Ants

She bathed in

Golden pollen

Every day

But never knew

The beauty of flowers
She brought to seed

7

Grgues

Bones
Mortuary

WE WONT
REST IN PEACE
UNTIL YOU DO.

666 S. DEADEND WAY
303/1AM-DEAD

CALLNOW,
BEFORE
WE COME
CALLING
ONYOU.

Page 15



Harvest Recipe
submitted by Beast

Piccdlilli is an old-fashioned recipe employed by our thrifty
ancestors to use up all the unripe vegetables one might have in the
garden right after a (heaven forfend!) early frost. It is also one of
those things one makes at |east once to try out just becauseit hasa
really neat name.

| don’'t know if we'll have one (early frost) but from the crazed
and ravenous behavior of the squirrelsthisyear, | wonder if we'rein
for ahard winter. But, by golly, we' [l have plenty of Piccalilli to get
us through!

Piccalilli
This is a delicious hot dog and hamburger relish!

4 cups finely chopped cabbage

4 cups finely chopped green tomatoes

1 cup finely chopped celery

2 large onions, finely chopped

2 red bell peppers, seeded and finely chopped
2 green bell peppers, seeded and finely chopped
1/4 cup salt

1 cinnamon stick

1 teaspoon whole cloves

1 teaspoon whole alspice

11/4 cupscider vinegar

11/2 cupswater

2 cupsfirmly packed brown sugar

1 teaspoon dry mustard

1 teaspoon turmeric

Dash of hot pepper sauce

Chop vegetables using the coarse blade of afood grinder or in
afood processor. Combine vegetables and salt; cover and let stand
overnight.

Drain off asmuch liquid as possible, pressing through a clean,
thinwhite cloth if necessary. Tiecinnamon, clovesand allspiceina
cheesecloth bag. Place vegetables, spice bag and remaining ingre-
dients in a large pot. Bring to a boil; reduce heat and simmer 20
minutes.

Ladle into clean, hot jars, leaving 1/2-inch headspace; seal.
Processin boiling water bath 15 minutes.

Yields4 pints.

IF YOU FIND YOURSELF IN A SITUATION WHERE
YOU THINK “OH, IT'S JUST A LITTLE WATER.
IT CAN'T HURT ANYTHING”,

JUST THINK ABOUT
THE GRAND CANYON, THE TITANIC OR EVEN
THE WICKED WITCH OF THE WEST.

Page 16

Lady of the Lake
by Sir Roland of the Silver Shield

Inthemist of early morn,

There, in the blackness of the lake,
The waters start to churn,

Asif some creature starts to wake.

From the depths bel ow,

A sword, raised high in the morning light
Heldinthe hand of aLady fair,
Searching for one who is out of sight.

“Oh, Arthur, where have you gone?

Once you were King, and again, King you shall be.
Thissword isyourswith the magick it holds,

Oh, Arthur, return and takeit fromme.”

Sheisanswered by silence and silence again,

As has happened each day for hundreds of years.
She lowers her arm and to the depths She returns,
Thelake grows deeper, fed by atrickle of Her tears.



