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| madeahuge mistakein the Winter 2002
issue. | stated that the Airy Faeriebeganin
1999, with the Denver Tribe coming together
to createthefey zine. Thatisaboldfacelie.
| am just as ashamed of myself as a faerie
can be. | am not sure why | made such a
false statement and | can only hopethat you
can forgive me for leading you astray. Of
courseit is not enough to be sorry, and con-
fess the transgression, one must also try to
make amends. So | will tell the true tale of
how the Airy Fairy began, so many years
ago. Let’'sjourney back to aninnocent time.
WEell let’'sseel lost my innocencein 1979, in
atree fort with Tommy, my best friend and
his...uh...um...that's another story, never
mind, anyway, this is about the creation of
the Airy Faerie, (I am not confessing all my
sins!) ANYWAY! Let’sjust go back to June
1998. The Denver Tribe was growing, and
holding several activities. We thought it
would be good to have alittle newsletter to
remind us of upcoming events and what not.
So our FAB-U-LOUS brother, and fey faerie
extraordinaire, CorBeau, created thefirstis-
sue of the Airy Faeries, “Jolly Juicy June”.
For theearly Airy Faeries, CorBeaudidit all,
theartwork, wrotethe entire newsletter, even
had a crossword puzzlein oneissue. When
he moved to Chicago in June of 1999, he
passed the Airy Faerie over to the tribe to
take care of. Well, CorBeau left some big
shoesfor the Denver Faeriestofill. Size 18
pumps! And they didn't match a thing in
any of our closets! LOL Sothetribejoined
together to create the Airy Faerie, and you
know the rest. If you don't, just read my
editor’snotein the Winter 2002, Airy Faerie.

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

orvisitusat
wWww.geocities.com/denverfae

orvigtusat:

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

| apologize to CorBeau, for falsely stating
how the Airy Fairy was created, and send
him much gratitude for all the work he put
into the first issues of thisfey zine. Quick
update on the wonderfully fey CorBeau, he
is currently living in Washington DC, with
hisbeau, Zul.

Whew! Confessionisgood for the soul.
| feel so much better! Maybe someday, I'll
confessmy sins on that fateful night in * 79,
with Tommy, a bottle of Hershey’s choco-
late syrup, and Mr. Winkie the teddy bear!
Until then, enjoy the fresh spring air, while
reading our “ AIR” issue of the Airy Faerie.

Hereisascan of one of the headings by
CorBeau, for one of the earlier Airy Faeries.

Since we had a journey to the past, |
thought it might be fun to share with you
thefront and back cover of the Summer Airy
Faerie 1999, and thee-mail reply wereceived
after trying to mail acopy to CorBeauin Chi-
cago. This issue was created in the paper
world asiscurrently unavailableinthe el ec-
tronic format. If youwould likeapaper copy
of thisissue, or any of the old issues, please
contact DragonSwan. Unfortunately my ar-
chives only contain two copies of the Airy
Faeriesthat CorBeau created.
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summer Raspberries
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From: Verlene Braidersverlene@madmail.com
To: agayfairy@hotmail.com (that ismy old e-mail address)
Date: Thursday, 19 Aug 1999 23:16:42

Totheproducersof thefilth | receivedinthemail last week, My
nameis VerleneBraiders, and | amjust foot-stomping mad! | livein
Chicago, Illinois, my husband Roy having got a job at a plastics
factory that makes shoehorns... he'sthe foreman for the 8pmto 4am
shift. So anyways, he usually stays in and sleeps during the day,
causehehasanight jobandal. | usually spend my morningsat the
local Pentecostal church doing my prayersand such, cleaning pews
and talking to Pastor Martinez, this Puerto Rican man who's the
minister of the church. He'sactually thefirst Puerto Rican I’ ve met
or even talked to on account of the fact that there are no Puerto
Ricansinall of Jasper County (whichiswherel grew up andall). But
seeing as he's aminister, at least that’s what the hand lettered sign
infront of the Pentecostal church says, | thought it was okay to talk
to him. Heck. Now that we've lived in this neighborhood for 2
months, I’ ve met plenty of nice Puerto Rican people. | just wasn't
usedtoitisal, being asl’mfrom Jasper County an never left the hill
| was born on till I moved to the big city of Chicago. My husband
Roy, he got this job as aforeman at a...oh. | aready told you that
didn't1?

SO! Last week | was down doing my volunteer work at the
Templo de Rebano (it'sactually pronounced like reh-banYo, causeit
hasasquirrelly thing ontop of then). | should clarify that I'm not a
Pentecostal. I've been alifelong member of the Peachwater Gulch
Baptist Church, but since moving here | haven’t seen any Baptist
Churchesin my neighborhood. 1’d probablefind one farther away,
but I don’t like driving Roy’struck, on account of my not caring for
adtick. Anyways, | was at the Templo (that is Spanish for temple)
and Roy was asleep | guess when your “publication” came (I have

to put it in quotes like that to just let you know that | question
calingitareal publicationand al, that'scalled sarcasm). Well, | was
scrubbing the altar or something and Roy was asleep so that |eft
little Bobby Leeto pick up themail. That'shislittle responsibility.
To duck when he hears sirens of gunfire and to pick up the mail
when it comesthrough the slot and to not spend any moretimewith
our next-door neighbor Diego Morales. Diego’'s Bobby Lee'sage.
Spends his summers working mowing lawns in the suburbs to the
north. | guess he's a nice enough young man. Lord knows Bobby
Leethinkstheworld of him! But | don’t know, sometimesthey keep
looking at each other in amight peculiar fashionif you know what |
mean. OH LORD IN HEAVEN!!! | forgot who | waswriting to. Of
course you know what I’'m talking about! | read your publication.
Of course it wasn't till this morning that | found it. | was going
through Bobby Lee's room, picking up his dirty laundry and all,
putting his Kens and GI Joes away in their Barbie Dream House
when | came acrossyour “Airy Faerie”. Well. It wasactually when
| was looking under Bobby Lee's mattress. He sometimesleavesa
Gl Joe doll down there and | just know he's going to break one
deepingontop of it likethat. Well | just about gave birth to kittens
when | saw that front page. There was a drawing of this man, a
might purty man if | say so myself, and he was wearing an EAR-
RING!! Now, | don’t want you to think that thisisthefirsttimel’ve
seen a man wearing an earring. | mean | never saw onein all my
years in Jasper County, but seeing as I'm now in Chicago, well
there’s plenty of Puerto Rican men who wear earringsin their ears.
But thisonewasDANGLING LIKEA CRUCIFIX ON EASTER SUN-
DAY!

If this wasn't enough then there was all that poetry inside. |
remember Pastor Parson at my home church Peachwater Gulch, tell-
ing me that poetry was just about the most scurrilous thing around
and not to be trusted on any account. Unless of course its about
the American flag or kitties of sunflowers or atree. BUT YOUR
POETRY was WAY too suggestive!! Why that poem about Rasp-
berriesjust about curled my eyelashesright off. Taking about their
“ripeness’ and the “juice running off my chin.” | haven't felt that
...um...agitated since...well | guess since the early 1980’s when
Luke and Laurawere having their fling on General Hospital. You
know, beforethey actually got married? WELL | TELL YOU itwas
just too much!!!" Therest of it was just too perverse to go into any
more commentary. | sat herefor about an hour looking at the words
and the pictures, and that BACK COVER!! Scandalous! That hard
hairy chested devil with the horns clearly having relations with
someone's curving backside!! ( )

Roy wokeup and | didn't know what to do!! | certainly wasn’t
going to show it to him now was 1? Not after what L uellen Parsons
told me (Luellen’sthewife of my minister Pastor Parsonsat my home
church Peachwater Gulch). We're pretty close and all, her being
homecoming queen back when wewasin high school. | wasin her
court. And then | was a Peach blossom Princessin her court when
shewas chosen Miss Peachwater Gulch. Anyway, weweretalking
one night afew months before we moved here, and she wastelling
me, well trying to tell me about some gossip that was going around
about Roy and Skeet Henson. Skeet's the manager over at the
mechanics shop in town. Not here in Chicago. But down in
Peachwater Gulch. Anyway, Skeet and Roy, well they grew up to-
gether pretty much. Played on the Peachwater Gulch Fightin' Hellcats
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Dying, breaking
FdlingDown
Waiting, Snking
Goingin

Hexing, splitting
Underground

Expanding, growing
Lifebegins

Pushing, knowing
Wheretogo

Upwards, downwards
Sidetoside

Sunshing, moisture
Now | know

Blooming, gligening
| cannot hide

Showing, pleasing
Smdl my scent

Passme, touch me
Let mebe

SwayingLoving
Gaastent

Potential Full Flowered
Now they see...

Touchand go
Releaseandfall

Bury andunfold

Grow and grow
Thisismy form
Thisismy scent

Dol please

Dol offend

Touchand smell

But leavemebe

Do not cut me

Do not keep me
Letmylife
Takeitscourse

And hopethat another
Alongthepath

Will bringagain
Thepleasurethat oncewas
At thebeginning of spring

Airisfar

It messesup my hair

And makesfromthetreestofall the pear
But feelsso good on my skinwhenitisbare
It blows at paper to make atear

Too much canredly beabear
Ittarnishesmy slver ware

If thereisnone, | cannot light afiresomy steak will berare
Can it be something to wear

| am not surehow towork in Zaire

And | need another to makeapair

It rufflesthefur onthehare

Asit doesthemaneandtail of themare
Somemight say | just don’t care

If | amto say thisall without adare



Open Heart

by the Grand Duchess. Ludmilla Scaring.
DoesGod seewhat | am seeing?

Arethesebeautiful upspringingsour voicesandthe
pleasuring scentsof our prayers?

Isthe pleasure of itssight thewarming of the heart that
poursout benevolence?

| seejoy.
DoesGod seewhat | am seeing?

1.7.2003

With Wings Unfurled

by Orpheus

Withwingsunfurled, weleapt up high,

We spread our wings, and touched the sky.
Withwingsof love, weraced themoon,

It had to end, but why so soon?

With wingsunfurled, we sought the dawn,
| looked around and you were gone.
Withwingsof love, weflew for fun,

But wingsof wax won't reach the sun.

Time, it takestime

To easethepain of loosing you.
It takestime, lotsof time

To heal the heart you left behind

And now my wingslong for thesky

To stretch and soar where onceweflew.
Butit takestime, lotsof time

To easethepain of loosing you

...S0 now itstime!

Withwingsunfurled, and head held high
| spread my wingsand touched the sky.
Withwingsof lovel legpt up high,
AndtotheEarth, | said“ Good-bye.”

Sometimes| fedl you touch my check.
But when | turnto you, you' renot there.
It'sjust thewind that brushed my face.

Sometimes| hear you call my name.
But when | look for you, you’ renot there.
It'sjust thewind that called to me.

Windswill blow, from near andfar.
It touchesyou, then touchesme.
It listensto you then speaksto me.

I know that withthewind, I’ ll feel your touch.
Eachtimel hear it blow, I'll hear your voice.
It'snot just wind, it'salink fromyou to me.

Eachday I'll blow akissand call your name.
Sowhenyoufeed thewind, you'll know | care.
Andwhenl| fee thewind, I’ Il know you' rethere.




Thereisno pressurein her embrace

Shecalswithout sound

Shebreathesand movesand | am apart of her
Sheholdsand carriesme and allowsmeto ride her waves
Shelaughsas| assumeaposition of importance

Her breastsunleash the nourishing milk that bringshedlth
and happiness

Her womb adistant memory

| know her, and yet so much about her isamystery
Mother Earth

Mother Earth

Still I cannot seehisface
Hisbody isunknownto me

Aml areplication of him

Hesendshislight and warmth and | am drawntohim
Naked before him he changesme

Heasksand | obey

Hedemandsand | tremble

Helovesand | am happy
Brother Sun

Brother Sun

Ever changing yet il thesame
Whereinthe sky and at what time
Fullnessof light

Dark but till present

A shawl of stars

A robeof blue

Never jealousbut awaysin control
Shemovesmewithout my knowledge
Thewatersof lifethat existinsde meareknown intimately
by her

Sister Moon

Sister Moon

Beforeexistencehewasthere
Beforeknowledge

Beforetime

All havetriedtonamehim

Some have captured aportion of hisessence
Only tohaveit dip away
Theuniverseshot forthfromhisloins
Anditfitsinthepamsof hishands
All areapart of him

All yearnfor himto beinsdethem
Quiet strong love

Universa Father

Universa Father

Never alone

They areawayswithme
Watching and waiting for metowakeup
Holding

Caressing

Never endinglove

Blessed by their presence
Bound by their moods

A product of their commingling
| amtheir brother

| amtheir son



| want to apologize because my thoughts about air are scat-
tered from being blown around by the wind. | think it is kind of
funny that the first element we ponder in the AIRY Faerieisair. |
don’'t know, | guessit just seemsto fit. Anyway, | have to admit |
don’t think about the air, until the wind starts to whisper or howl.
Airistruly amagical force, asit worksitswill totally invisible, like
the ghosts of ancient ancestors. When | get swept away in the
wind, my mind thinks of clouds, fog, tornados, hurricanes, or watch-
ing feathers, bubbles, leaves, and cottonwood seeds dance in the
gentle whirling winds. My thoughts are in the colors of light blue
and yellow, (no green, orange or brownsmixed in, just pureyellow).
Thoughts and imagination, dreams and studies all fly together with
air. OK go ahead and say it, my thoughts are airy because | am an
airhead! Seriously, thoughts and mind are often connected to the
element of air. Birds, butterflies, bees, and dragonfliesall fly onthe
currentsof theair. Itisthebreath of lifethat keepsusgoing. Keeps
our minds thinking. Hopefully our thoughts are not foggy, and in
need of the cobwebsto be blown away. Air, theinvisible force that
brings us enlightenment and gives us flights of fancy. It allows us
to soar with the creatures of the sky.

Take a deep breath in, then hold it for a few seconds, and be
thankful for the power and magic that is in the air. Listen to the
whispering winds, for thereis great wisdom in thewinds.

Of course these are my airy thoughts and your ideas may be
totally different.

Hi SSSS555555 5555558 SSSSS S SSSSSSSSSeeSSSSSessssssal !
Wl stated DragonSwan. Thankful of air anditslifegiving
force, how often we overlook something so closeto us,
and so essential.

Bregthe......ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhihhhhhhhhhhhhihhhhh

Namaste

To me, air (with earth) is the predominant energy of this land
where we live. Living next the foothills, you can feel the earth
energy of the mountains meet and channel theair energy asit moves
along the edge of the divide between plains and peaks. | know our
official state tree is the blue spruce, but to me it is more truly the
aspen, Populus tremuloides, with flat leaf stems that let the delta
leaves (shape of hang gliders coming down from Lookout Moun-
tain), catch the dlightest breeze to make that soft, enameled, hum
that is part of the voice of the mountains asit talks quietly to itself.

The sky hereis so huge and so blueand | missit when | travel
to the east or south or wherever it seemsto be pushed up and out of
my reach by trees or buildings or blunted by alens of thick, humid,
ar.

The first thing we do when we enter this world is to take a
breath. Thethread of that first breath is unbroken until we take our
last and release it in the final rattle of death. The air contains and
moves that pervading life energy of the universe we call Prana,
Pneuma, Mana, R’ uah, Ki, or Chi; adeep bresth—down to our toes—
lets us connect with and circulate that energy within us.

Thispower liesalso in our words, and that iswhy we must work
always to make them true, clear, and loving, so that we honor and
respect the universal force that lies behind them.

The godenergy Thoth is the voice of creation and the god of
scribes and magicians. As Thrice Great Thoth—Thoth/Hermes
Trismegistus—he is the father and one of the guiding forces of the
western magickal/mystic tradition in which words are used to un-
cover and call forth the elemental powers of the creation. The as-
pect of this godenergy, Hermes, has the power of speed and flight
and, in some myths, shows the amoral character of words in that
they can be used to misguide and deceive just as well as they can
reveal (or at least point towards) the Truth.

And before the first word there was silence, and to silence |
return.



When | woke up that morning, it knew it was going to be a
special day. | looked out thewindow and realized that it was one of
those “Zip up your do-dah beautiful morning, oh what a beautiful
lay” kind of day. Better than any other beautiful morning, this one
fell onaweekend and it meant | could get out of town for acouple of
hoursfor atrip “my” mountain.

| am sureyou realizethat | couldn’t possibly own the mountain,
but still, it is one of those special placesthat calls me home. Itisin
one of the National Parks just a half hour from town. Friends had
told me about it years ago and one day | finally decided to go. The
firsttimel went, | stopped at the visitor center to pick up some maps.
After picking up several, a deep voice broke the silence, “Is there
something in particular you are wanting to experience at the park?’

| turned around to find one of the park rangers standing right
behind me. | shouldn’t say that he was “just” a park ranger — no,
this man was the fantasy park ranger in every porn movie. He had
the perfect barrel chest and flat abdomen with tufts of hair peeking
out at the neck. His eyes held that sparkle that you just knew that
thiswas a person that loved life. The only thing that came to mind
at that moment was“If there wasn't before, there sure is something
now!” But, sigh, I’'m a shy person, so | stuck to the safe topic of
wanting to find atrail that was out of theway wherel could be away
fromalot of other park visitors. He showed meacouple of possible
spots on the big map and then he had an idea. “There is an old
service road that no one uses. It was the original entrance to the
park before they built the center. You could go down that way and
never see a human unless you wanted to. In fact, if you wouldn’t
mind some company, I’m off duty in an hour and could show you
one of my favorite spots—an aspen grove, with astream. A perfect
spot to forget the big city.”

Would you resist an offer like that? | quickly agreed and he
directed me where to find the road and a place to meet up. As|
waited, | wondered why | was so quick to agree as that is not my
“normal” way. It dawned on methat hisnametag read “E. Gaulle’
whichisclose enough to oneof my guides. If an eaglewantstotake
me somewhere, | follow. He soon joined me and we hiked into the
grove and it was as serene as he had described it. When we got
there he said, “I hope you don’'t mind me inviting myself along. |
have been waiting for someone to share this spot with.” | won't
bore you with the rest of those details, that's atale for another day,
but let'sjust say, | didn’t mind, we made love and till are. We've
been loversfor five years now.

The only drawback to this“Zip up your do-dah” day was that
Ed |eft the night before to go to some workshops on the other side of
the mountains so hewouldn’t be ableto bewithme. Asl pulledinto
the park, thememory of that first timewas so freshin my mind that |
thought about stopping at the grove, but | knew that wasn’t where
| was going to spend my day. No, | headed further in to a rock
outcropping that overlooked the valley. From those heights, | al-
ways got a different perspective of the world. | would watch the
eagles overhead and would wonder what it would like to see things
fromtheir perspective. That particular day as song cameto mind as
| watched them and | started singing. “1 wish | could belikeabirdin
the sky. How sweet it would beif | found | could fly. I'd soar to the
sun and look...”

| had to stop singing. Something was odd. There were no
sounds around me. It was like that moment just before a storm
starts and all the birds stop chirping. | looked at the sky and it was
till cloudlessand blue. | turned around and right behind mewas a
Golden Eagle standing ontherock. Inthiscase, | do mean* Golden”
with acapital “ G” asthisbird was shining with aluminescence that
went beyond merelight. A voicespokeinmy mind, “Your wish has
been heard and granted. Follow me.” Withthat, helaunched off the
rock and flew past me. Without questioning how, | leapt after him
and found myself in afalcon’s body.

Together we flew higher and higher until | could seethewhole
valey inasingleglance. Itisonethingto view aforest fromwithin.
It isanother to have that semi-detachment of viewing it from above
yet still have your feet on the ground. But from the air, looking
downitisamazing how small everything looked when compared to
thewhole. “1 have more to show you” and he started flying west.
Weflew through awisp of acloud and then | realized that Eagle was
gone. | started to turn back and that’s when | saw the storm. No,
that’swrong...itwas THE STORM and it wasright onmy tail. Light-
ning was flashing every view seconds and | could feel the electric-
ity on my feathers. “Falcon, you old bird. Even you have enough
sensetonot fly inastorm.” | immediately went into adiveto get to
the ground. Only one problem...there was no ground. Wherever
the Eagle had led me, therewas only blue sky infront and the storm
behind. “Ohyou stupid birdbrain, will you never learn thelesson of
‘be careful of what youwish, youmight just getit?” Yikes! Timeto
get moving and find a safe place.



No matter how fast | flew, the storm wasright behind me. The
light bulbs went off in my head and | slowed down and the storm
slowed downtoo. Now that | wasn't trying so hard, | had sometime
tothink about the stormitself. You know, for al its power, by itself,
itisn't somethingto beafraid of. Infact, itisreally beautiful. What
if...?

| banked a turn so that | was heading into the storm. As |
reached theleading edge, therewas Eagle. “ It'sabout time. Follow
me.” Aswe flew, atunnel opened around us giving us a safe place
to fly and appreciate the storm’s beauty at the sametime. “Thereis
someone who wants to speak to you.” With that, he dove and |
followed. We soon came to garden where the Lady was waiting.
“Welcome my child. What have you learned from your adventure
today?”’

“At first | thought this was about being careful about wishes,
but | know that it is more than that. | think | learned to appreciate
perspective. To me, asmall pebbleisnothing, but toan antitisa
mountain and from a distance, the things that look big become a
pebble. So, the first lesson was that if something seems like abig
problem, get some perspective and it might not be so big after all.”

“Very good,” She said. “What else did you learn?’

“Thesecond thing | learned wasin everything you fear, thereis
also something of beauty. If you can focus on the beauty, the fear
meltsaway. Onceyou get past the fear, you can find the solution to
the problem. And sometimesthat solution can only be found inthe
heart of the storm.”

“Onelast thing toremember,” Shesaid. “Without astorm, there
would be no rainbows.” With that, the storm ended and a rainbow
appeared at Her feet. “Eaglewill seeyou safely home.” She stepped
into the rainbow and was gone.

We flew back to the valley. As we returned to the rocks, he
said, “You haveflownwell. Now that you know theway, thesky is
yours. Rest now. I'll beback when| can.” When | awoke, therewas
Ed, standing over me. “Hey, my perfect day just got better,” | said.
After welcoming him properly, | asked, “What brings you here to-
day? | thought you were in class?’

“1 was supposed to be. Only two things happened. First, | saw
the instructor at breakfast and we chatted. 1t came pretty obvious
that 1 knew more than him on the subjects being discussed. We
talked to his boss, not only did they give me my registration fee
back, they asked if | would bewilling to teach some classesfor extra
income.”

“Congratulations. |'velearned alot just being around you. It's
good to know that other people recognize your knowledge as well.
What was the other thing?’

Hehesitated amoment. “That wasthe strangest part. Just after
they went into the conference room, a woman approached me and
said, ‘One that you love has gone into a storm and will need you
when hereturns. Youwill find him at the place of therocks.” Since
that could only be you, | came directly here and found you in a
trance. Iseverything all right?’

“Yes, I'll tell you about it at home. Meanwhile, just hold me.”

“Anytime, but let’'sgo to thegrove. | want to get you into some
shade.”

“Just lead theway and | will follow.”

Loveisnot choice

but caling,

When the net of compassion keepstwo
fromfdling.

Loveistheseed of miracles,

Gift of theElfin Folke.

(What few know to betruetreasure,
Most perceiveasajoke!)

Itisthe negation of fact
apparent

Into therealm of mystery
trangparent.

Loveistheheart onwings
(And dsothethornthat stings).

It isthewhisper between War
And the anguish between Peace,
TheBattleof Armageddon
Against the Ego Beast.

Loveisthes ster/brother
Whose handisfar-reaching enough
Totouch the heart of another.

—finis

What do | think about the heir? Well, first, | was so happy
when Charles married Diana asit meant they werefinally going to
get some better looking genesinto thefamily. Justlook at Harry and
William, they are so good looking when compared to their father.
Thank the Goddess that they didn’t get his ears!

What was that you said? You meant what are my thoughts on
airasinA | R,notH El R? Why didn’t you say sointhefirst place?

Nevermind.



ok, so thefirst part of thetitle is definitely meant tongue-in-
cheek; it'sajokewhich pretty much sums up aviewpoint that would
probably only be expressed by someone like myself, whose person-
ality isdominated by air and at times not centered and unbal anced
by the other elements. obviously, no element is“ clearly superior” to
any other, although air is, without a doubt, my personal favorite by
along shot (although you all have probably guessed that by now.)
not only doi overemphasizethelife of the mind, reading asmuch as
possible and exercising the intellect, but i enjoy singing, running,
biking and hopeto try out skydiving when i get some money saved.
i absolutely love the feel of awarm, gentle breeze or even afierce
galeduring athunderstorm while wandering around skyclad during
the summer time. i even have to admit that one of the main reasons
i decided to grow my hair long again was becausei really missed the
sensation of the winds whipping through my hair, blowing the curls
all over the place, and would often dream of the experience afteri’d
cut it short afew years ago.
those of us who are predominantly air types, when we are
ungrounded or not in harmony with our other elements, tend to be
intellectual snobs who'll sometimes try to prove our alleged high
brow superiority by making statements or jokes like my titleto this
piecethat wethink only those people“in the know” will understand
and appreciate. doing this also provides a way to separate out all
the other air types so we can all get together and pretend that we're
so much better than everyone else. even when we're not being
snobbish, it's been my experience that air dominant personalities
tend to gravitate toward one another and surround ourselves with
otherswho are also air types (mostly so we can make fun of every-
thing including ourselves and especialy others). my closest non-
faeriefriendsin denver are pretty much al air types. wheni livedin
tucson, my roommate was also an air type. when we get together,
we'll al sit around for hours shooting the shit, showing off our
knowledge, posing as experts, debating ideas and coming up with
ridiculous puns and playson words simply for our own amusement.
growing up, i alwaysloved watching episodes of the original
star trek on TV, mostly because of the presence of the quintessential
“air’ type: mr. spock. spock never seemed to me like the unemo-
tional robot others have made himto be: hejust seemed really smart
and totally in control (except of course during vulcan mating season
;p) i really resonated with spock’slogical approach and often won-
dered: why the hell isn’t spock the captain? he makes so much
sense all the time! even on the newer star trek series, the vulcan
characters are inevitably the ones who capture my interest. so i
decided early onin lifethat the rational approach was certainly the
best one for me. when i was afundamentalist christian asachild, i
was pretty much convinced that placing logic above all else was
“right” for everybody.
so, if you've made it thisfar, you might be asking “what’'s a
dominant ‘air’ type personality anyway??’ if you want an extreme
example, just imaginethe offspring of the aforementioned mr. spock
and aloud-mouthed drag queen like dame edna: logical, intelligent,
decisive, eloguent, a wicked sense of humor, frequent witty out-
bursts and totally unconcerned about fitting in or offending others.
air dominant personalitiesare often characterized asrational, clever,

abstract, introverted, astute, analytical, cerebral, innovative, knowl-
edgabl e, open-minded, bookish, critical wiseassrisktaking non-con-
formists. in terms of verbal skills, air types often have the quickest
tongues and the sharpest pens. we tend to be the ones with the
most skill using spoken and written words both to wound others
and to heal. at our worst, we airheads are usually undisputed mas-
ters of the put-down, ridicule, blame and saying exactly the right
thing to make someone else feel completely shitty. yet, at our best,
air types will also tend to know what needs to be said to facilitate
and foster connections and communi cation, when and how to say it
and when it’s better to just hold silent. in my opinion, air dominant
types who are balanced and grounded function really well as au-
thors, speechwriters, journalists, psychologists, doctors, comedi-
ans, theorists, teachers, clergy, scientists, poets and playwrights.
i'll admit i’ ve often felt alittle uncomfortable with the most
popular magical tool of air being a sword or blade in most occult
traditions. sure, i have an athame made out of jet, but i rarely ever
useit. personally, i prefer to use afeather or aquill pento symbolize
air. i evenfound the perfect namefor it. after seeing asaturday night
live skit with sean connery as a contestant on jeopardy!, i decided
that “the penismightier” wasthe appropriate namefor my tool of air.
in general, air types tend to be overly fond of jokes, puns,
limericks, poetry, theories, complex concepts, explanations, and es-
pecially reading books and articles so that we can then discuss and
disagree with the various points made in them. it seems that we
airheads always have an opinion about EVERY THING and are al-
wayswillingto shareit evenif wedon't realize that no onewantsto
hear it or haven't stopped to consider how it might affect other
people. even if you ask a so-called “rhetorical question,” it'sasure
bet that we'll be ready with an answer to share. i know i’ ve often
found myself rationalizing my tendencies to constant debating and
criticizing by arguing that aslong asi am being respectful and don’t




actually intend to hurt anyone else’s feelings then nobody should
be offended. in reality, our feelings can be hurt pretty easily some-
times, and—thankfully— not everyoneiswilling to deal with emo-
tions by attempting to rationalize them or explain them away (more
on thislater).

unfortunately, air dominant personalities also seem to be the
most prone to tuning out the rest of consensual reality so that we
can dwell instead on the internal realms of our own thoughts, ideas
and fantasies. when not grounded or out of balance, air types tend
to become obnoxious, anti-social, judgmental, easily bored, aloof,
cold, insensitive, self-righteous, nervous, indifferent, pretentious,
authoritarian, impatient, overwhelming, polemicd, flighty, idealistic,
nerdy, impractical, unfocused, manic, know-it-alls, iconoclasts, es-
capists and dreamers who are nearly impossible to understand or
relateto. most often, we airheads areterribly fond of staging, main-
taining and participating in argumentsover any and al ideasfor the
sheer pleasure of debating. we thrive on heated discussions, mak-
ing points, providing examples and illustrations, countering the
points raised by others, you get the picture. above al, we airheads
need to remember and sometimes reminded by others that not ev-
eryoneelseisgoing to beinterested in arguing over ideasor at least
that they’ re not necessarily wanting to debate every little thing all
of thetime.

for the mgjority of my lifei’ ve focused most of my energies
on developing my intellectual capacities sometimeseven to the det-
riment of my body and my willpower. thiswas aconsciouschoiceon
my part and has often resulted in an imbalance in relation to other
areas of my life. although my sun signistaurus, it seemsto me that
air has been my strongest element for many years and earth my
weakest by far. this is one of the reasons i tend to be so overly
critical and dismissiveof astrology: i personally think it can provide
many insightsinto our potential or the areas where we will be most
likely to succeed, but that does not mean we will necessarily de-
velop those particular qualities over time through experience and
training. granted my knowledge of astrology ispretty limited. i will
admit, however, that i’'m often prone to stubbornly arguing that
“everyone” must surely enjoy good food, nice clothes, comfortable
furniture etc... and that i’ m no more bull-headed than the next per-
son.

when it comes to occult systems which attempt categoriza-
tion of our personalities, my preferenceisfor onesliketheenneagram
which are more fluid and deduce one's type by analyzing observ-
able personal habits, behaviors and characteristics instead of tak-
ing somefixed information like birthdate or | etters of one’snameas
thestarting point. i’ malso rather partial to mikeleslie’'s"themagical
personality: identify strengths and weaknesses to improve your
magic.” this book includes a questionnaire to determine which of
your elements are strongest and al so describes a system of adozen
personality types based on combinations of a person’s two domi-
nant elements. at the same time, one's two weakest elements are
seen as comprising their shadow side, which isnot seen asnegative
or “bad”, but as areas that could use some improvement. another
excellent resource, although it doesn’t make explicit referenceto the
four elements, is“soul types: finding the spiritual path that is right
foryou” by sandrahirsh and janekise. thisbook examines 16 differ-
ent personality types and suggestions for approaches and prac-
tices that may work best given a person’s elemental strengths and
preferences.

while studying psychology in college i was attracted to a
cognitive-behavioral approach by the name of rational-emotive
therapy (ret). basically, ret involves away of using focused logical
analysis of one's belief systems to explore and challenge the as-
sumptionswe make which produce so-called negative feelings such
as anger, guilt, sorrow, etc., the ideaisthat many of these assump-
tions operate on an subconsciouslevel wherewe' re not even aware
of them. they’re usually the result of society’s or other people’'s
values being instilled in us during our upbringing and then going
unquestioned as we move into adulthood. the idea here is that if
you challenge and reprogram your unexamined beliefs and assump-
tionswhich result in painful emotions, you'll be morelikely to expe-
rience these feelings less intensely, less frequently, or for shorter
periodsof time.

for example, thelast timei took my anger out on someonefull
forcewas about two years ago. i had halped aphysically challenged
friend of mine moveto baltimoreto begin her career asaspecial ed
teacher in a middle schoal. i was hired as one of her temporary
classroom assistants at the time. on thefirst day of school, she gave
the class an assignment which i wasto help the kidswith, then went
to work on her computer with another assistant, laughing and mak-
ing enough noise to distract the kids from doing their work which
was due at the end of class. none of the kids could focus and many
were getting out of their seats to see what was going on. thisreally
bothered me, but instead of being assertive and talking to her about
it then and therei kept quietly fuming until the end of the day and
finally exploded on her after class when the two of uswere alone.

at the time my unquestioned assumptions leading meto feel
justified in venting my anger on my friend were: 1. if you have a
problem with the teacher you wait until after class to discuss it
instead of bringing it up in front of others and possibly disrespect-
ing the teacher. 2. i had a “right” to be angry because the teacher
“should have known better.” obviously, she was doing something
that she should have realized was distracting the students from
doing thework she had assigned them. oncei was ableto recognize
that these two assumptions were self-imposed, false, limiting and
changeabl e, i wanted nothing more than to apol ogize profusely and
then go crawl under a rock and die out of shame. it was pretty
humbling to realize that my temper tantrum could have been avoided
by simple communication and arequest for help right when i needed
it instead of stewing in my juices until the end of the day.

asyou can probably tell from my long-winded ramblings here,
airheadsliketo spend agreat deal of energy on coming up with what
they consider to be well-thought-out, rational excuses to explain
behavior, our own and that of othersaswell. we're all too happy to
offer acritique of everybody’s viewpoints and decisions (especially
our own) and half the time don’t even wait to be asked. personally,
i think it's pretty funny that so-called ditsy, naive people who seem
to lack common sense are called “airheads.” in my experience, i’'ve
found that it seemsthat those air typeslike myself who are proneto
becoming unbalanced at times are usually the last people to remem-
ber the most basic, essential things. like that we too have emotions
that we' re not in compl ete control of, that logical theoriesaloneare
insufficient to explain the mysteries of human beings and the won-
dersof our natural world, and most importantly that everyone needs
to make the time to stop, focus, ground ourselves and: BREATHE



Prof. Grinn: You make such a...dashing...figurein your red,
blueand yellow outfit. Pleasetell our readershow you cametobein
the hero business.

Jr. Birdman: You are so...kind. Most people use the word
“comical” in describing my costume. It al started when | wasbut a
babe and my mother tried to drown me. Fortunately for me, she had
stumbled upon theriver Styx. Unlike Achilles' mother, minegrabbed
my hair and held my head at the bottom of theriver, so I'm luckier
than hein that | don't have those damned vulnerable ankles.

Years later, | decided to turn my invulnerability into an asset
and made avow to become acrime fighter. | always admired (ok,
lusted) Hawkman with his wings and harness, so | used that as my
model. | went through the list of birds of prey and thought they
wereaready overused, so | settled on becoming “ The Macaw: Cham-
pion of the Rainforest”. | swooped in on my first case and they
started laughing. After the initial introductions they said “The
Macaw? Great, that's just what we need, another birdman.” Being
new to the repartee of crime fighting, and being upset for not being
taken serioudly, the first words that came out of my mouth were,
“That’s Mr. Birdman to you.” That only started them laughing all
theharder. Oneof them said, “Kid youaresoyoungit’smorelike Jr.
Birdman.” Asword got around, the medialatched onto the Jr. Bird-
man part and | never could get them to use “The Macaw”. After
awhile, it got to be“why fight it.”

PG: So even though you changed the name, you kept the red,
blueand yellow. Isthat where the Superman part comesfrominthe
song whereit goes“Isit abird, plane or Superman?’ And doesthat
bother you that they think you are him?

JB: In part, yes, the crossidentity does come from the fact that
weareinsimilar colors. And no, it doesn’t bother me as Superman
and | aregreat friends. Many peoplearen’t aware of thisfact, butin
the early films, | was Superman’s stunt double.

PG: | find it hard to believe that Superman would need a stunt
double, | mean he can’t be hurt so why would he need one? Addto
that the smplefact that heisasuper hunk and let’s not beat around
the bush, you’ re awimp compared to him.

JB: Gee, thanks. Of course, anyone compared to himisawimp
so that doesn’t say much doesit? Actualy, it is the differencein
physiques that | got called in as his stunt double. You know those
scenes where the Big S has been weakened by Kryptonite? That's
me. Being invulnerable, thevillains can stomp on meall they want
without having to pull punchesand me, being thewimp | am“know”
it's going to hurt and | don’t have to pretend to be afraid. On the
other hand, if Superman played the sceneshimself, heisstill a“Man
of Steel” and the villains would have to pull their punchesin order
to not break their hands on his rock hard body.

PG: That makes sense. Onefinal question, how did the“upside
down” thing come about?

JB: That was a slow development. Remember, | started out
being the “ Champion of the Rainforest.” | wanted to bethe protec-
tor of theenvironment. It got harder and harder to bring pollutersto
justice when the offenders would simply run to the government to
get laws passed that allowed them to do what | was trying to stop.
Even though | know the causeisright, | don’t want to become one
of themisguided villains and sel ectively choosewhich laws| broke
in order to win the battle. So | took up a new crusade — protecting
Earth from invasions from space. | realized that we had plenty of
heroes watching the activities on the ground, so | turned skyward
towatch for visitors from other worlds and find out their intentions
before they enter the atmosphere. In order to do that, | had to learn
tofly upsidedown. Can’treally look for spacecraftif I'mlooking at
the ground, can ?

PG: That makes sense, so on behalf of people everywhere,
many thanks for al you do to protect us. And many thanks for
sharing your story with our readers.

JB: You're ever so welcome. Now let’s get back to what we
were doing. Only one thing, can | be on the bottom thistime so |
play and do my job at the same time?

(We forgot to turn off the recorder at that point. JB and | are
negotiating with the tabloids to see who will give us the best price
for the “Superhero Caught With His Pants Down and Legs Up”
photos — ook for them soon at your local market.)



Ah, yes — AIR.... and watching the swaying motion of the
|eafless branches of the Buckthorne bush outside my bedroom win-
dow during Friday’s blustery day - when a cold front makes it way
into Colorado to hopefully bring more rain and snow.

Yet the day and the moment began to bring back memoriesthat
drifted through my mind. At home because of the advances of laser
technologies in skin resurfacing, the wind felt hot against my skin
when going outside for the mail. Also, my surgically altered nose
wasfixed to allow for proper breathing again. Niceto breath, huh?

Healing slowly, | had timeto reflect on thisimportant aspect of
the Airy Faeries new focus. It has unique importance to me begin-
ning back in Pensacola, Floridawhere on ahot, humid night | could
not sleep. The Naval barracks seemed to echo any harsh sounds of
men talking, walking or performing routine bathroom duties with
sweaky faucets and hard tiled counter tops. Then, the soothing
sounds of alarge window fan clicked on and air rushed around and
over me creating a movement of swishing air currents that would
forever beof comfort to me. That wasin 1967. There hashardly been
anight sincethat | have not slept without the comfort of asmall fan
beside my bed. | know other who useair current devicesto help with
sleep.

And | would be remissin not mentioning the eventful evening
even afew years before when my favorite pet collie surrendered to
along battle with tumors growing inside his chest. When he col-
lapsed with final gasp of breath and lay till ontheliving roomfloor,
suddenly the front door which all family members had assumed to
belocked for the night, suddenly slammed open from alarge gust of
air from outside. | am certain that we were al physically stunned,
and to this day think that it was a special sign — as surely Lad’s
spirit floated about and united with the universe. Unbelievably this
was to happen again, with another collie named Daisy, just before
her death some three decades later. A door suddenly bursting open
duetotheforceof ar.

Every timel travel by jet abovethe clouds, it seems somewhat
miraculous that the flow of air over the wing is different than that
below which provides the lift to such heavy aircraft. And having
lived in the Dakotas’Minnesotaarea, | have adeep appreciation for
the fast circular air currents that create the tornado’s that can reek
such deviation.

Air is something we take for granted and yet there are many
evidences all around us.

Take the Biosphere in Tucson, AZ where the climate was ma-
nipulated by having plants produce the oxygen in asealed environ-
ment. On alarger scale, planet earth isthe samewith carbon dioxide
being recycled by the plants. The process of photosynthesis. So
important, the O2.

WEell, just some thoughts about our topic which can be per-
sonal or eventful.

Comebeone. Becomeone. Beone. Be...

How deep insde? Whereisthebeginning, if therehasever
been one?

Isall eternd, or just that which existsoutside of me?

Seedsbreak open and lifeisflowing again. How many
timescan asoul break open beforelifefadesaway?

What isthe sourcethat will help my soul to bresk forthin
thislifetime?

If | Sit still, asaseed, and alow the universeto pour out its
nourishment upon me, will | know that | am growing?

Doesaseed know that itisgerminating into aplant that
may, perhaps, blossom?

Sitting up straight, breathing, breathing, breathing......
Am| toknow?

Asl sit, | disappear, and that which will bebeginsto
germinate.

Eventhe Narcissusflower doesnot look upon his
reflection. So, too, should | sit, and breathe, and grow,
and worry not about what | am becoming.

Letitbe... Letitbe... Letitbe... Letitbe... Speaking
wordsof wisdom... Letitbe...

Sitting up straight, breathing, breathing, breathing. ..
For dl thenoiseswemake, al lifebeginsinsilence.

Bequiet now... hushyour mind... hush...
hushhhhhhhhhhhhhh. ..

Thereisaquiet emergencethat isspring.

Thereisaquiet revelaionof me.



To me, Air is one of the more interesting elements to try to
explainasitisso, well, airy. Theother three elementsare so physical
thatitiseasier totalk about them. Earthissimple. Weknow that we
plant in the ground and things grow. It is pretty easy to associate
thiswith life energiesand grounding. Water isanother ssmple con-
cept. Beyond the flowing rivers, till lakes and surging seas, there
aretearsof joy and sadness. Again, itisn’'t too much astretch to get
peopl e to associate water with variousemotional states. Fire, ohwe
know how it burns, seems pretty easy to turn that into passion and
inspiration, doesn’t it?

All three of those elements share something in common. They
all arevery physical and have symbolsthat you can put your hands
on. Air, well that's is another matter. It is transparent and insub-
stantial. We know we need it to live but we can’t store a week’s
supply just in case of emergency. We never seeit directly, but we
know it existshy itseffect of other things. We seeit move clouds of
water through the sky. We see candle flamesflicker in adraft. We
trees sway in the wind and hear the howling through the cracksin
our doors. Unlikethe other threeelements, itiseverywhereweare.
We can go diving in the water, but without an air supply, we won't
stay very long. A miner trapped underground will not last long
without an air supply.

From science class, we know that we breathein “good” air and
breathe out “bad” air. We also |earned that the grand balancein the
world established a process where plants think our “bad air” is
“good air'’ and convert it back to something our bodies can use.
Predatorslove the wind asit picks up scents and brings the scent to
them so they know where to find food. Without air, sound doesn’t
travel, thusno music would exist.

That's al fine and dandy for the physical element, but how do
we bring that into the magickal/spiritua realms? Intraditional circles,
air isassociated with communication, intellect and fresh beginnings.
Itisthe element of the East, the Dawn and of Spring. |f we consider
the comment regarding sound and air, it isn’t too hard to see how
the ancientswould connect communication with thiselement. They
may not have understood the mechanics, but they did know that it
was air that carried words from one person to the next.

Intellect? | had to think about this a bit. | put myself in the
mindset of the ancients, where they worked with analogies with
greater easethanwedid. Wearefar tooliteral asasociety. Tothem,
when they read about a blind man seeing, they knew that it didn’t
mean hewas " cured” unlessthe story specifically said that. Sowith
that in mind, if a person was not thinking clearly what might they
be? Inafog? Airisclear and fogisanother representation of air. It
might beastretch, but itisastart. Also, tothem, air was something
that was“up there”. It waswhere most of the Gods and Goddesses
lived. As a peasant society, the average person was focused on
their interaction with earth and water and the firesthat cooked their
food. Ah, but the scholars had time to look upward into the air.
They had time to have their “heads up in the clouds’ and dare to
challenge the Gods.

Fresh beginnings? That goesaong with East, Dawn and Spring
all in one package. East, Dawn and Spring are easy to tieto fresh-
ness and new beginnings. The sun comesup inthe East at Dawn at
the beginning of anew day. Spring isthe newness after Winter. So
why Air? Going back to the basics, at the start of a new day, the
earth Ufhder our feet isthe same. The water in the well seems the

same. Thefireinthe hearthisthe same. Ah, but theair! Thereis
freshnessintheair. Thedust from yesterday has settled and every-
thing seems clean and ready for anew day. Light sparklesdifferent
in the morning and things seem to shimmer.

Incircle, Air istraditionally symbolized through the use of in-
cense and the athame (dagger). (I will stick to the traditional since
some people use the wand in the East and athame in the South and
there are many symbolsthat can be used to honor Air depending on
what magick is being worked.) Incenseis another pretty to under-
stand pairing. You add fire and you get smoke that serves as a
visible reminder of the element. But an athame? That does seem a
little strange on the surface. Depending on the particular athame,
the tool would be forged from metal (earth) in afire and cooled in
water...everything except air. That didn’t help, so let’s go back to
anal ogies— daggers cut things, sometimes for good and sometimes
for bad depending on theintent. Words can cut like aknife, so that
might be thefirst link (if modern people set the tools, then | would
guessthat wewould be using apeninstead sincethe penismightier
thanthesword.). Theathameisused for morethan just asymbol of
air, it isalso used to cast the circle itself. Maybe that can help us
understand its connection with this element. The casting of the
circle helps to separate the sacred/working space from the rest of
the mundane world and help focus the energies into one area. We
can’'t very well cut the earth apart, so the easier symbol to call
attention to that separation is by cutting the air with the athame.
(Just abit amusing here, but if welived in Atlantis, then instead of
achallisin the West to hold water, we would have abox in the East
to hold air, and the athame would be in the West to “ cut” the water.
Now back on topic)

What elseis Air to me? Of the four physical elements, Air is
also the one closest in my mind to the “Mysterious Ones.” | know
that itisthereand it is everywhere. | seeits effect on things, but |
have yet to actually seeftouch it in the same way | can the other
elements. Yes, | know that | have ahandful of air, but could | prove
it? Sincel can't, | guessitstimeto fly away onthe next updraft and
seeif gliding in the breeze will give me anymore insights. Zhai’
Helleva



March20 Verna Equinox at 6:00 pm
Ostara
SunentersAriesat 6:00 pm

April 1 New Moon at 12:18 pm

April 6 Daylight SavingsBegins
Timesareadjusted already

April16  Full Moonat 1:37 pm
“Full Fink Moon”
(Pink being thecolor of cherry blossoms)

April20  SunentersTaurusat 6:03am

April30  MayEve
Bdtane

football Team. They were purt near inseparable. All the girlsin
school just thought the sun rose and set on Skeet and Roy. Cause
they were the handsomest boysin town. | don’t know why Skeet
never got married. Cause he sure had plenty of women after him.
Anyway, they always go drinking every night almost. So, Luellen
kept trying to tell me about Skeet and Roy and what folks was
whispering about their weekends away at the Army reserves. |
didn’t make anything out of it, cause Skeet and Roy have been in
the reserves for about 15 years or so. Or longer. So, every month
they go for a weekend to Camp Yankee Doodle. I've never been
there, but Roy says it’'s really a patriotic place. Tanks and such.
WEell, anyway, so hereis Luellen trying to tell me that there’s no
Camp Yankee Doodle, then where have Roy and Skeet been going
all these years?

Then Luellentriestelling methat Skeet and Roy aren’t evenin
the Army Reserves. Well, | wasn't going to believe that except it
came to mind that I’ ve never seen Roy in any kind of auniform or
fatigues and such. So that’swhen my clock started windin’ asthey
say. Mmhmm.

Goodness! | don't even know why I'm telling you, a perfect
stranger, all of this. If | knew how to erasethis electronic mail than
I would but I'm still getting used to this thing since we got it from
Sears. Anyway, that’s when | decided that Roy and me needed to
get some distance from Peachwater Gulch and his“friend” Skeet.

So, after that whole thing, something's telling me | shouldn’t
show your publication to Roy. Don’t want to “upset” him.

What | want to know now is who this CorBeau person is that
themail wasgoingto? Helivesin 1251 and of coursewelivein 1521
so | can see where the mix up would’ ve happened. Anyways, I'm
sure he would've been as alarmed as | was to read your “paper”
(there’s that sarcasm with the quotes again).

So, please know that | will be praying for all you writers and
painters or drawers of filth and all you LONG DANGLNG
EARRINGED men! Hmmpfff!

Yours, Except I'mreally HISInthe heart of Christ,

VerleneBraiders

May 1
May 15

May 21
May 30
June 14

June?1

June?29

New Moon at 6:15am

Full Moon at 9:37 pm
“Full Hower Moon”

SunentersGemini at 5:11 am
New Moon at 10:20 pm

Full Moonat 5:17 am
“Full Strawberry Moon”

Summer Solsticeat 1:10 pm
Litha
Sun entersCancer at 1:10 pm

New Moon at 12:39 pm




12 Slicesany Hefty 7-Grain*Manly” Bread,
rippedintoirregular oneinch cubes

2 8-ounce packages Cream Cheese,
chilled and cut into 1-inch cubes

1 cup fresh Fruit*, rinsed and drained

12 largeEggs

cup Maple Syrup

2 cupsMilk (skim, wholeor haf& haf)
(I usehafé&haf for richness)

cup Sugar

tablespoons Cornstarch

cup Water

cup fresh Fruit*, rinsed and drained
tablespoon Unsalted Butter

PR RN

Greasea9x13 pan or pyrex casserole. Placehalf the bread
inonelayer onthebottom. Evenly scatter the cream cheese
over thebread layer. Scatter one cup of diced fruit or ber-
ries (or acombination of thetwo) over the cream cheese.
Cover dl thiswiththeremainingtornbread. Inalargebowl,
combinethe Eggs, Maple Syrup and Milk andwhisk to blend.
Pour evenly over thelayered casserole. Cover withfoil and
chill at least 4 hours.

About an hour and ahaf beforeyour guestsareready to eat
thiscreation, pre-heat ovento 350-degrees. Bake covered
withfoil inthemiddleof therack for 30 minutes. Remove
foil and continueto back 30 minutesmoreuntil puffed and
golden brown (alittlelonger for high dtitude baking)

Combine Sugar, Water and Corngtarchinasmall saucepan
over medium-high heat. Cook, stirring occasionaly, 5min-
utesor until thickened. Stirin 1 cupdicedfruit or berries(or
both) and s mmer, stirring occastionaly, 10 minutes, or until
fruitissoft or most berrieshaveburst. Add Butter and stir
until melted.

Slice Baked Casserole and place on platesand top with
fruit syrup. Serves8-10 depending onthedices

| do not lovethee, Mr Twinkie,
For thou shalt make mefat,
Thou art no friendto me, indeed,
My scaleshavetold methat.

| do not lovethee, shiny M&Ms,
Thou causeth my teethtorot,
And doest thou carefor this?
Indeed, thou carest not ajot.

| do not lovethee, CocaCola,
Thou sendest meinto atizzy,
Of sugar induced hyperness,
For thou art sweet and fizzy.

| do not lovethee, creamy cakiething,
Though thou tempt mewiththy wiles,
Thou make'st my faceadll sticky,
Thebuitt of laughsand smiles

| do not lovetheg, little candy bar,
| cast theefrommy sight,

For thou dost tempt mewickedly,
And call tomeat night.

| do not loveaoneof thee,
Andloudly dol cryit.

| deny theoneandall,

For | amonadiet!



