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Reclaiming is a 

community of women 

and men working to 

unify spirit and politics. 

Our vision is rooted in 

the religion and magic 

of the Goddess — the 

Immanent Life Force. 

We see our work as 

teaching and making 

magic — the art of 

empowering ourselves 

and each other. In our 

classes, workshops, and 

public rituals, we train 

our voices, bodies, 

energy, intuition, and 

minds. We use the skills 

we learn to deepen our 

strength, both as 

individuals and as 

community, to voice 

our concerns about the 

world in which we live, 

and to bring to birth a 

vision of a new culture. 

COVER ART 

Lady of the Lake 

by Kevin Woodson 

Kevin is a Bay Area Artist who uses 

watercolor to discover Goddesses and 

Gods within people, animals and 

rituals. He loves painting portraits, 

and some of his favorite places to 

paint are at Witchcamp,the Folsom 

and Castro Street Fairs (for Project 

Open Hand), and Circus Chimera. 

"Lady of the Lake"is a painting of 

the five bird islands on Oakland's Lake 

Merritt at dawn. The Fairy Queen is 

based on Reclaiming Priestess 

Willowfire Zachubi. And the boy with 

the feather? Well, that's the artist 

rowing his way down the watery 

path of his craft. You can check out 

hisworkatwww.slip.net/ 

-kwoodson 
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completely volunteer effort 
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Dear Readers, 

Welcome to issue #75, a milestone 

of sorts — this Summer issue 

marks our second anniversary of 

publishing in magazine format. 

Diversity emerged as a theme 

of this issue: Carolina De Robertis' 

piece on being a Latina and a 

Witch in Reclaiming; Katrina 

Hopkins' article on building and 

sustaining a multi-cultural, 

sexually diverse Unitarian/Pagan 

community in Washington DC; 

and Starhawk's column about 

diversity within the Reclaiming 

community. We invite readers in 

other regions to contribute their 

experiences in broadening 

participation in spiritual and 

activist communities. 

For the past year-plus, we 

have printed regular "Youth/ 

Young Adult" articles from folks 

age 18-29, and a "Kids' Page" for 

younger readers, which has 

tended to draw contributions 

from ages 3-10. What we have missed is the voices of the 

teens in our community. Beginning next issue, the "Youth" 

department will feature art and writing from people age 11-

17, while the department focusing on issues affecting those 

age 18-29 will be called "Young Adults." Please encourage 

the teenagers in your family and community to send us 

writings and art — for more information, contact RQ (see 

front inside cover). 

Great news on the circulation front — RQ now has a 

bookstore distributor. Beginning with our Fall issue, 

DesertMoon distributors will stock the magazine for 

bookstores across North America. You can help us get RQ 

out to a wider audience by asking your favorite bookstore to 

order the magazine from Desert Moon. Take your issue in to 

A vintage Reclaiming Newsletter cover by Roy King. 

show them, or send us the store's 

address and we'll contact them. 

See back inside cover for details. 

We have been blessed with 

several new volunteers this issue 

— see the front inside cover for 

the names of our ever-expanding 

production crew. However, we 

still need help with design and 

layout. If you are in the Bay Area 

and work with Pagemaker or 

Quark, RQ needs you! 

And from all of our readers, 

we continue to ask for your 

support. Your subscriptions are 

critical to our survival. Please 

subscribe and renew for as 

generous an amount as you can. 

And show RQ to friends. You can 

help us get the magazine out in 

your community. 

See you in the Fall! 

— the RQ Crew 

I hear your smiling eyes 

and smell the color red 

I see the rose's scent, 

taste the siher moonlight 

and touch the sound of your voice. 

- S. -fluoride, October 1995 

AnnovncEmEnfs 

Letters to RQ 

Reclaiming Quarterly welcomes letters from our readers. Mail 

them to P.O. Box 14404, San Francisco, CA 94114, or email 

them to quarterly@reclaiming.org RQ reserves the right to edit 

letters for length and readability. 

Correction 

In the Winter issue, we ran two articles on the Burning Man 

gathering. Photos for those pages were by author Ed Buryn. We 

apologize for omiting this credit with the article. 

Community Question — Fall 1999 

This Fall marks the 20th anniversary of the Spiral Dance — the 

book by Starhawk, and the ritual in San Francisco. To celebrate 

this milestone, RQ will feature short interviews with people 

who have been involved in the history of our community. We 

also invite readers to chime in with a paragraph on their 

experiences: What drew you to Reclaiming? What kept you 

involved? Please be brief— 25 words or less. Send it to P.O. 

Box 14404, San Francisco, CA 94114, or email to 

quarterly@reclaiming.org 



tslo channel in 
or aspecf/n 

On her first day, Persephone realized 

she would have to change her clothing 

three or four or five times a day. 

There were hours of announcements in 

the dining hall, but the food was delicious. 

She became very grounded. She got lost in the labyrinth 

She made a beaded necklace. 

Joanna Priestley is a filmmaker who lives in Portland, Oregon. 

© MCMIC J. Priestley, All Rights Reserved 

And she found she really enjoyed 

the trance. 
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Race, Magic, Community and Life as a Latina Witch 

by Carolina De Robertis 

ately, as I vision who I'm be-

coming, what I hold sacred, 

and how I can best serve my 

communities, I find myself coming back 

and back and back again to issues of cul 

tural identity. 

I can no longer be on this journey 

of magical growth without deeply con 

fronting questions about ethnicity and 

race. Until this past year, I'd always held 

my sense of myself as a Latina at the 

greatest arm's length possible from my 

magical practice, my sense of myself as a 

Witch. They were incompatible, oppos 

ing identities, and could not possibly 

have anything to do with each other. 

There was a constant dance of sublimat 

ing one to allow surfacing room for the 

other. And, in the past year, as these 

senses of myself have begun to hold 

hands, there have been sparks, gales, 

epiphanies, floods of energy, floods of 

tears. 

My own personal work around this 

issue has opened me up to new ways of 

thinking about community, diversity 

and magic. Emerging out of the brew is a 

whole interlocking chain of questions 

about the relationship between Pagan 

community and racial/cultural identity. 

More and more, when I'm at a Reclaim 

ing public ritual, I wonder what it's like 

for other people of color, especially folks 

who don't also pass as White like I do, to 

step into such an event for the first or 

second or thirteenth time. I wonder 

whether, in practice, we really real-ize 

the Reclaiming Principle of Unity that 

says "We welcome all races", and what it 

really means to Welcome. I wonder what 

it might be like to be part of a Pagan 

community that is richly diverse not 

only in age, class background, gender, 

shape, size and sexual identity, but also 

Si/ uw4 

cj mefo^i/ c^iw nadw 

c/p itAiincj/1& 

in race and ethnicity. I don't have an 

swers for these ruminations. I only have 

questions and visions and dreams. 

As a Latina and guera (light-skinned 

person), as a bicultural woman, as an 

Uruguaya, as a feminist and Witch, I 

dream of what I never thought possible: 

an integrated identity, in which each 

part nourishes the others, and a sense of 

community that welcomes, reflects and 

draws from such diversity. 

How could I possibly be a Latina 

and be a Witch, a feminist, an indepen 

dent woman, a political radical, all at the 

same time? In adolescence, as I began to 

resist my traditional upbringing, what I 

saw before me was a choice between fa-

milia and freedom, tradition and my 

personal truth. From my cultural van 

tage point, becoming free and liberated 

has often seemed synonymous with leav 

ing behind the Latina in me, getting 

"White-washed," melting-potted, losing 

or betraying the culture I come from. 

And that nagging feeling of betrayal, of 

deserting camp, as it were, just seemed 

like the price that had to be paid. 

I chose feminism over family. I be 

came less of a Latina, and more of a 

Witch. Vegetarianism, the ultimate sac 

rilege in an Uruguayan family, estranged 

me from my mother's milanesas (deep-

fried steak) and my father's asados (bar 

becues). My sexual desires, the other ul 

timate sacrilege, estranged me from 

everything else. I waged an eight-year fa-

milial war for my personal integrity that 

ended with intense eruptions, hostile 

separation, and, finally, a miraculous 

truce. 

I got out, I broke free, I did what 

had felt like the impossible. I had re 

sisted the mold of the culture I was born 

into—none of that Latino tyranny for 

me!—and now I could be me. Being me 

involved being a Witch: working with 

the Goddess, magic, the sacred elements, 

the sacredness of all things. Being a 

Witch brought me to Wicca, and Wicca 

seemed to see itself as a European-based 

tradition, essentially focused on working 

with Anglo deities and practices. I found 

great empowerment and consciousness 

in the tradition—empowerment and 

consciousness miles and miles from mi 

cult ura. 

But what other options did I have? 

What does it mean, after all, to be an 

awake and powerful Latina? When I 

strip out the sexism, homophobia, and 

other not-so-desirable-to-me parts of 

my Latina heritage, what is left? 

My first answer, when coming of 

age, was that empowered and Latina just 

don't go together in the same sentence, 

period. In later years, however, it's 

dawned on me that empowered and as 

similated ain't the smoothest fit, either. 

There are things in mi cultura that I 

now can, and do, claim as my own. 

There is the warmth and affection, the 

songs and the siestas. There is the Span-
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ish that longs always to bubble up and 

fill my mouth, that wraps itself 

cradlingly around feelings English can 

not touch. There is the mate drunk out 

of the traditional mate gourd, like my 

grandmother out on the porch, sipping, 

rocking, waiting for me to come home. 

There's that annoying habit of telling the 

same mundane anecdote to the same 

people for thirty years in effusive, dra 

matic detail. There is the 

blood-and-bone conscious 

ness of what has been done 

to South America, to Cen 

tral America, to Mexico, 

to immigrants in the 

U.S. There is the very 

deep longing to do heal 

ing activism in the 

Latina/o community, a 

longing that led me to 

my present job spear 

heading a bilingual-ser 

vices program at a local 

rape-crisis center. 

Leaving your heri 

tage behind and 

throwing away the key 

just isn't the answer. 

It is ultimately not 

empowering because 

it does not allow you 

to realize your whole 

being, the many layers 

of who you are in this 

world. As a Witch of 

color, and, even more 

universally, as a Witch 

who was born into a cul 

ture other than Witch 

craft, I need to find power within, rather 

than in spite of, my cultural roots. For if 

that which we seek, we find not within 

ourselves, we will never find it without. 

And that means that my magic, in its 

fullest potential, may look quite differ 

ent than the magic of an Anglo, or Afri 

can-American, or Pacific-Islander 

Witch. And in that diversity waits tre 

mendous power. 

The innovations I have made in my 

magical practice as a result of my cul 

tural awakening have unearthed deep re 

serves of power. I can still remember the 

first time I created sacred space in Span 

ish. It was only a year ago, I was by my 

self, and I could feel the barriers in me 

breaking, crumbling, scattering their 

shards everywhere. I had let a part of 

myself into sacred space, the Spanish-

speaking part, the Latina part, that I had 

never invited to be present—let alone to 

priestess—before. You can't do this, a 

voice protested; Latinas don't do this 

stuff. And another voice in me sang out, 

this Latina does. I had a new glimpse of 

what it meant to hold my whole self sa 

cred. It was simple, pure, and shook me 

to the core. Since then, priestessing in 

Spanish, alone, in circle and publicly, 

has been central to my practice. 

Diverse magic that rises up from 

our hearts, from the hearts of our identi 

ties, has enormous gifts to offer to the 

community at large. The healthiness of 

diversity is one of the primary rules of 

ecology; in accordance with natural law, 

we thrive in the presence of rich differ 

ence, and we stiffen and stagnate in its 

absence. In this spiritual, magical, mysti 

cal and political tradition that is already 

so full of treasures, the diverse cultural 

identities that we bring to the commu 

nity cauldron, and the even greater di 

versity that others will hopefully bring in 

the future, are ingredients for world-

changing magic beyond our wildest 

dreams. 

However, in order to cook such a 

complex and ambitious brew, we must 

be committed to hearing and acknowl 

edging other people's perspectives on 

our traditions. To state the obvious, hav 

ing differences with people isn't always 

easy. Forging a climate of racial and cul 

tural inclusion in our communities de 

mands that we stay open to having 

elements of our tradi 

tion held up to scrutiny 

_and redefined by 

people with a differing 

perspective. How will 

ing are we to step out 

side our own 

experience in order 

to hear someone 

else's? How willing 

are we to let go of 

things as our tradi 

tion grows and 

evolves? What might 

it be like for us to re 

alize that something 

that is profoundly 

spiritually compel 

ling to one of us is 

alienating to an 

other? 

One of the ways 

in which this issue 

manifests is in rela 

tion to the choice of 

deities worked with in 

ritual. For the past 

year, I have been 

working with 

Guadalupe, known as a Mexican aspect 

of the Virgin Mary and an incredibly 

powerful Goddess in her own right. 

Based largely on the ancient Aztec God 

desses Tonantzin and Coatlicue, widely 

appealed to instead of Jesus or God in 

Mexican Catholicism, she is Earth 

Mother, protector, infinite love, advo 

cate for justice, a dark-faced deity re 

flecting the sacredness of dark skin. Her 

story, and the story of my adventure 

with her, would be an article unto itself. 

What is relevant here about 

Guadalupe is that working with her has 

been another way in which the intersec 

tion of my Latina-ness and my Witchy-

contimied on page 57 
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Gap Country? 

Albion River Watershed, CA 

The Fisher family's log 

ging company, Mendocino 

Redwood (MRC), has 

placed a full-time security 

guard at the site of a tree-sit 

in a small grove of giant red 

woods that separates a road 

slide from the river below. 

When the guard saw activ 

ists hanging a banner read 

ing "Slides Kill Fish" across 

the slide area, he attacked 

two of them, injuring one. 

Sandy Dean and John 

Fisher—Fisher family 

frontmen for the logging op 

eration—continue to ignore 

pleas from activists and 

phone calls from the public 

asking them to stop cutting 

near slide areas. 

Protest their destruc 

tion of the Albion River wa 

tershed, by continuing to 

boycott The Gap, Inc. and 

by calling Sandy Dean at 

(707)485-8731 or John 

Fisher at (415) 392-3600 or 

(415)288-0549. 

Xet 

Eivexs Run Free! 

Planet Earth 

On March 14, the Inter 

national Day of Action 

Against Dams and for Riv 

ers, Water and Life, hun 

dreds of people marched 

through the streets of 

Baguio City in the Philip 

pines chanting "Ayushi!," 

the indigenous word for 

"No!," in protest of the San 

Roque Dam Project. 

On this second annual 

day of action, 55 events took 

place in 20 countries. Pro 

tests were held in India, 

Thailand, Brazil, and Spain. 

Trees were planted in Japan 

and Slovakia. 

A kayak trip celebrated 

the fact that the Clutha 

River in New Zealand still 

runs free despite attempts 

since 1965 to dam it. South 

Africa's Cape Town was dot 

ted with blue crosses signify 

ing that its rivers have 

become polluted, diverted, 

or simply no longer exist. 

In California, activists 

organized a "Free the Water 

Relay," hand-carrying water 

trapped behind the Nimbus 

Dam on the American River 

to the San Francisco Bay. 

In the past, dams were 

seen as signs of progress. 

Since then, we have learned 

that dams can uproot people 

and cultures and severely 

damage regional ecology. 

For more infomation, 

contact International Rivers 

Network, 1847 Berkeley 

Way, Berkeley, CA 94703, 

(510)848-1155, irn@irn.org, 

www.irn.org 

Nucleax New 

Ye ax 

Nevada Test Site, NV 

Ring in the millennium 

in grand activist style: Dec. 

29, 1999, to Jan. 2, 2000. For 

more information write to 

Nevada Desert Experience: 

PO Box 4487, Las Vegas, 

NV 89127. 

Of Butterflies 

and Beef 

North America and Europe 

Genetic engineering 

continues to mess with the 

Mother. 

Cornell University re 

searchers recently found that 

genetically altered Bt corn 

(see Let It Begin, RQ#74) kills 

butterflies and caterpillars. 

When pollen from the Bt 

corn blows onto milkweed, it 

turns the Monarch butter 

flies' food source toxic. The 

upshot: despite assurances 

from Monsanto, et al, genetic 

manipulations have unin 

tended consequences that 

cannot be contained by the 

arbitrary borders of a field. 

More bad news for the 

altered-foods industry: An 

EU scientific committee con 

cluded that one of the hor 

mones used in the growth of 

American beef— 

"betaoestradiol"—should "be 

considered totally carcino 

genic." Due to these findings, 

the EU refused to lift its em 

bargo on American hor 

mone-treated beef. While this 

is a source of conflict between 

the EU and WTO mandates, 

for the time being, at least, 

Europe is eating safe beef. 

Wish we could say the same. 

But since we can't, eat or 

ganic and contact the EPA at 

(703) 305-5017, www.epa.gov 

The following groups 

(and more) are doing great 

work in respecting the na 

ture of our Mother: 

0 NE Resistance Against 

Genetic Engineering 

c/o ISE, PO Box 89 

Plainfield, VT 05667 

0 Hexterminators 

c/o www.artactivist.com 

0 Biodevastation Network 

c/o PO Box 8094 

St. Louis, MO 63156 

0 Bioengineering Action 

Network 

PO Box 11703 

Eugene, OR 97440 

ban@tao.ca 

First! the Facts 

EarthFirst! Journal 

Check out the March-

April 1999 EarthFirst! Jour 

nal for a great article on 

genetic engineering: a real 

eye opener to just how far 

Monsanto et al have already 

gone, and how much further 

they want to go. To get a 

copy ($3.50 U.S.) and to 

subscribe contact: 

EarthFirst! Journal PO Box 

1415, Eugene, OR 97440. 

Nukes in Space 

Our Upper Atmosphere 

On August 17, 1999, the 

Cassini spacecraft (loaded 

with 72.3 pounds of deadly 

plutonium) will do its Earth 

fly-by on its way to Saturn. 

If anything goes wrong (it 

can happen—NASA lost 

contact with Cassini for sev 

eral days a few months ago) 

all that plutonium could end 

up in our atmosphere. Addi 

tionally, NASA has sched 

uled two more plutonium 

missions, one in 2003 and 

one in 2004. The DoE also 

say they need more "pluto 

nium for space missions" 

than they can currently pro 

duce and are reviewing re 

opening several plutonium-

processing facilities, includ 

ing an already contaminated 

facility in Hanford, WA. 

Contact your senator 

and congressperson, and de 

mand cancellation of the 8/ 

17 fly-by and other plans for 

the nuclearization of space. 

Contact Global Network 

Against Weapons & Nuclear 

Power in Space, PO Box 

90083, Gainesville, FL 

32607.(352)337-9274 or 

email at globenet@afn.org 
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13 ivTooxis for Peace 

and Justice 

Wherever You Can See the Moon 

Weave magic for social change. 

After a ritual to end the war in Yugo 

slavia held in April in San Francisco, 

one of the participants was inspired 

to call for dedicating the next 13 

moons to magic for peace and justice. 

The first of these thirteen moons was 

on Beltane Eve. Groups met for this 

moon and the next to continue to 

work towards peace and healing in 

Yugoslavia. These rituals have used 

the image of a target transforming 

into the spiral of life. 

On the evening that the moon is 

fullest (or a time near to it if that 

works better), focus energy for politi 

cal change. Simple, short, heartfelt, 

good magic with little advanced plan 

ning opens the rituals to all of us busy 

people who might not have time to 

participate in more meetings. We can 

do this work, singly or in groups, 

wherever we are, under the full moon. 

"Let it Begin" contributors: Rain, Kim, 

Rose May Dance, Earth First! Journal Elka, 

Carolina, Georgie Dennison, Mary Bull 

Mother Insists on Lukkcj by Judy Foster 

Please, the email says, 

do not forward political material; 

it clogs up my mailbox. 

In the towns of Aleksinac, Medosevac, 

Cacak, in the cities of Nis, Novi Sad, 

Belgrade in Kosovo, Serbia, Yugoslavia 

the bombs drop (to stop the killing, they say). 

The fleeing 8c the wounded clog up 

the bridges 8c streets. 

Please send only personal 

or professional mail. 

In San Cristobal de las Casas, 

in Acteal, in Chiapas, Mexico, the dead 

clog up the villages 8c fields, the refugees 

clog up the rectories 8c naves. 

Poems 8c good jokes are ok. 

In Centla, in the city of Villahermosa, 

in Tabasco, Mexico, the disappeared, 

the taken, the imprisoned do not 

clog up the streets or the polluted farms; 

the armed soldiers do. 

I hope you understand. 

Except for the bay bridge 8c the financial 

district at certain times, our streets 8c bridges 

are not clogged. We take care our homeless do 

not clog our streets, nor our ill the hospitals. 

I do want to hear from you. 

April 15 comes with taxes due (for those 

bombs in Yugoslavia, those guns in Mexico). 

In Afghanistan women do not clog 

the streets; they are killed for showing 

their faces, 8c when I was a boy Spam 

was a meat marmalade in square cans 

to feed the soldiers. 

by Rafael Jesus Gonzalez 
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from Reclaiming1 s Circle of Love Trip 

hiotes 

In January 1999, four members of the 

Reclaiming Community traveled to El 

Salvador to work with Marta Benavides. 

Marta, who has attended MidAtlantic 

and California Witchamps, is involved in 

sustainable agriculture in her home 

country. Starhawk reports on the journey. 

n El Salvador, it's easy to believe 

that automobiles are actually an 

alien life form, terra-forming 

the Earth into their ideal habitat. Gas 

stations are palatial: enormous, shiny, 

complete with food marts dispensing 

Coke and Oreos and Ritz Crackers and 

other familiar U.S. brands. Roads are 

new and smooth surfaced, lined with the 

tin and plastic shacks that still serve as 

habitation for mere human beings. 

I've come to El Salvador with three 

of the main organizers of Reclaiming's 

Circle of Love, our project of support for 

sustainability work in this country. 

Sarah, Cheryl, Marilyn and I made this 

journey for the first time two years ago. 

Trish, a journalist, and Kate, a student, 

are the other members of our group. 

Hermana Alicia is a warm, smiling, 

plump woman in her fifties who is 

Malta's neighbor. She does the cooking 

for our group, and we visit her house, 

which is typical of rural El Salvador—an 

adobe rectangle with a tin roof, a few 

tiny rooms partitioned off inside. The 

more affluent have tile floors and an in 

door stove; the very poor cook outside 

on a small woodstove. The yard contains 

a well, a sink for washing dishes, a pila (a 

cement cistern for storing water) and an 

outhouse. Hermana Alicia has no formal 

education—in fact she cannot read or 

write. Her daughters, however, are both 

university students and professionals— 

one a school principal, one a psycholo 

gist. They are both in their twenties, and 

still live at home. Their careers are not 

passports to great wealth: in El Salvador, 

a school principal may make two hun 

dred dollars a month. This is better than 

the unlivable wages paid by the 

maquilas—the factories that turn out 

much of the mass-market clothing and 

goods we buy so inexpensively here in 

the U.S. The maquilas pay their workers 

about four dollars a day. 

With encouragement from Marta, 

Hermana Alicia has turned her yard into 

a beautiful garden, filled with colorful 

blossoms, medicinal plants and tropical 

fruits. As fellow gardeners, we are kin 

dred spirits. Everywhere we go, 

Hermana Alicia has her eye out for 

plants—collecting a few seeds here, a 

snip of a cutting there, or an orchid 

plucked from a tree branch. I aid and 

abet her whenever I can. "Stolen plants 

grow better," I assure her. 

Marta often has young people stay 

ing at her house in order to attend 

trainings or to go to school when they 

live in outlying communities. In the port 

town of Acajutla, we visit the small 

colony where two of the boys come 

from. Valdemar, who is just eighteen, 

has built his mother a house to replace 

the tacked-together tin shack they'd 

lived in before. With Marta's support, he 

took out a loan that paid for adobe 

bricks. In three months, he built a classic 

small house with a few variations that 

make for light and air and beauty: wide 

doors to let in the breeze, a covered 
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porch with hanging plants, a small table 

and chairs for eating outside. Chickens 

run through the yard and occasionally 

wander into the house; Valdemar's 

mother shoos them off the table and 

laughs as she gives us a dozen fresh eggs. 

"Isaiah's house is next," Marta tells 

us, as we pass the makeshift shelter of 

tacked-together pieces of tin roofing that 

currently houses his family. 

Vidal, who is seventeen, wants to go 

to school. His father wants him to go to 

the fields and cut sugar cane and bring 

home some money. They fight all the 

time, and Vidal escapes to Marta's house 

threatening to run away, to walk across 

Mexico and sneak over the border to the 

U.S. Whenever I leave my English/Span 

ish dictionary lying around, I catch him 

reading it. 

In El Salvador, class background is 

clearly evident in sheer height. Middle-

and upper- class people are tall; the 

campesinos are easily six inches shorter 

than the average person from the U.S., 

and the very poor and indigenous 

people are tiny. They remind me of my 

own grandparents. My grandmother 

stood four feet eleven. She grew up ex 

tremely poor in a little Russian shtetl not 

much different from these villages, and 

like Hermana Alicia, she loved to gar 

den. My grandfather was not much 

taller. Their sons were all nearly six feet 

tall and their grandsons over six feet. 

We have brought fairy wings and 

face paints to the Peace and Sustain-

ability Fair that Marta has helped to or 

ganize in a park in San Salvador. In 

Marta's view, a certain level of zaniness 

has revolutionary import—it shakes 

people up, makes them look at the world 

in a new way, opens them up to desire 

for a better life. We set out the paints 

and a young woman who has been tend 

ing the solar-oven display comes over to 

look at what we're doing. She asks what 

the face paints are and we tell her. 

"Why?" she asks, obviously puzzled. "It's 

fun," I say, "and a celebration of life." 

"How much does it cost?" "It's free." 

She asks for a butterfly. People begin to 

drift over, bringing their children. But 

terflies are very popular, as are flowers 

and hearts. As the park fills up, the rush 

is on. A folkloric band is playing next to 

us and it gets harder and harder to hear. 

We are surrounded by eager children 

waiting for their piece of wearable art. 

Luckily mariposa, flor and corazon are 

easy to understand and to execute, but 

some of the young boys have more com 

plex desires. I am asked to reproduce a 

T-shirt design. A teenage boy I secretly 

have pegged as Most Likely Gang Mem 

ber asks me for a dove of peace. And fi 

nally, there's the young boy who wants 

"God in colors on my arm." I have to 

check with my friend Rolando to be sure 

I'm understanding the Spanish. "Yo no 

soy Michelangelo!" I protest, and proceed 

to give him a rainbow and something re 

sembling the face of Jesus. 

Hermano Catalino and his wife 

Cristina are tiny people. They have five 

children and she is pregnant again. They 

live now on the small farm on the out 

skirts of San Salvador that belongs to 

Marta's family. Her mother had devel 

oped it into a small paradise of fruit 

trees, coconut palms, lush jungle and 

gardens—their retreat from the city. 

During the war, the FMLN took it over 

as a base. But unfortunately, conserving 

the land and cherishing the gardens were 

not high on their priority lists, and now 

many of the trees have died and the soil 

has eroded terribly. Marta is trying to 

develop it into a permaculture demon 

stration garden and environmental edu 

cation center. 

Hermano Catalino and Cristina are 

originally from the eastern part of El Sal 

vador. Displaced by the war, they were 

part of one of the cooperatives Marta 

has been working with. When they ac 

cepted the job of caretaking the farm, 

Marta rented a truck to help them move. 

When the truck arrived, they had virtu 

ally nothing to put in it. The house at 

the farm is newly painted. The main 

room is empty except for a few hooks 

for hammocks that are taken down dur 

ing the day. In a back room, the rest of 

their possessions are stored in a few 

plastic bags on the floor. A few chairs, 

some cooking pots and cheap plastic 

dishes complete their wordly goods. 

My greatest personal achievement 

was to give a morning's introduction to 

permaculture in Spanish to an audience 

that ranged from Hermano Catalino to a 

professor of agriculture at the university. 

I hoped the university professors would 

continued on page 50 
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Washington DC Protest of School of the Americas 

Sixty Arrested Protesting Torture Academy 

byZotlynn Szurgot, South East Friends of Reclaiming 

The School of the Americas (SOA) is a 

U.S. taxpayer-funded training school for 

Central and South American military 

"personnel" on the grounds of the Army 

base at Fort Benning, Georgia. The SOA 

teaches combat skills, commando 

tactics, military "intelligence," 

counterinsurgency and (according to the 

New York Times) torture techniques, 

interrogation and blackmail. "Students" 

are directed to target educators, union 

organizers, women's groups, religious 

workers, student leaders, the poor, and 

those who promote the rights of the 

poor. Most of the known human rights 

violators in this hemisphere trained at 

SOA. 

Public pressure has already led to 

minor changes in the curriculum. 

Hopefully it can lead to the closing of 

the school. 

Three of us from South East Friends of 

Reclaiming (SEFR) traveled across 

several bioregions (two days each way) 

to Washington, DC to raise our voices. 

On Beltane Saturday we attended a rally 

on the lawn in front of the White House, 

when the Death Machine was unveiled 

(it was a seven-foot papier-mache skull 

wearing a mortarboard, symbolizing the 

death spewed by SOA graduates). On 

Sunday we gathered in two shifts, twice 

filling an auditorium for orientation and 

nonviolence training (and a little 

singing1.). Our spirits rose as we saw how 

many we were, approximately 2,000 in 

all. Smaller affinity groups met for 

logistics and further training into 

specialized roles for Monday's ritual 

action at the parade ground outside the 

ceremonial entrance to the Pentagon. 

We erupted from the subway stop at 

7 a.m. as hundreds of employees arrived 

for work. We marched around three 

sides of the building. One side paralleled 

a highway, so other workers saw us as we 

marched to droning drums, four-wide 

like a funeral procession. We wore blank 

white ghost masks and shouted 

"Presente!" to each name in an incred 

ibly long litany of the dead victims of 

SOA graduates. Many of us carried 

crosses bearing the names of victims, 

and cried beneath our masks at the names 

of kids and grandparents slaughtered. 

The procession filed onto the grassy 

parade ground. The Death Machine was 

placed at the center of the circle. Urn 

bearers carried soils collected from 

across the U.S. and from Central 

American gravesites (and mixed like our 

Waters of the World). 

Behind the Death Machine rose 

large crosses with the names of the 

countries most affected. Behind them 

were a row of uniformed officers in riot 

gear, and behind them, the center of 

warmaking on the planet. Angled to the 

right and left were banners announcing 

categories of anti-SOA evidence. At the 

same angle beneath them were eight 

bearers with urns of blessed soil. Facing 

all this was a long row of masked accusers, 

behind them another row, and another, 

and another, more than one could count, 

still filing in to the litany of names. 

Ritual for Healing and 

Reconciliation 

An announcer with bullhorn presented 

evidence for each category (including 

two eyewitness survivors) as banners 

were brought to center. At the end of 

each presentation, a chunk was torn 

from the Death 

Machine and placed 

on the ground, until 

all banners were 

retired and the 

sculpture was in a flat 

pile. The ritual leader 

spoke our wishes for 

healing and 

reconciliation, and 

the urn bearers 

poured the soil on the 

reclaimed pile, which 

was then wrapped in 

black cloth 

(emblazoned with a 

carnation of rebirth) and brought up to 

present to Pentagon officials. As 

expected, our audience was denied, so 

some of us died on the sidewalks while 

others outlined our silhouettes in red 

soy paint. Eventually, painters and 

bodies were arrested, 60 in all. Seven 

were released uncharged, and 53 were 

released with court dates in July. We 

were not permitted to leave the way we'd 

come, but directed over a cloverleaf back 

to the subway, crying and singing and 

completing the circle around the five-

sided monolith. 

We gathered on the steps of the 

Capitol for another rally and to organize 

our lobbying efforts. On Monday and 

Tuesday we dressed our best to enter a 

strange realm known as Congress. We 

had arranged appointments to make our 

case, and prepared files of information 

for each legislator. Using the prescribed 

ritual protocol, the Florida delegation 

managed to visit the offices of all 23 

Representatives and both Senators, 

usually meeting with the aide in charge 

of foreign policy matters, and in several 

cases with the Representative in person. 

For information on how you can back our 

efforts, contact South East Friends of 

Reclaiming at (352) 376-1993, 

walkerb@nersp. nerdc. ufl. edu 

For more on SOA, see www.soaw.org 
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Keep up on international forest news: read 

Earth First! Journal, PO Box 1415, Eugene, 

OR 97440. $25 for eight issues (one year). 

HEADWATEKg 

Get the latest news and action alerts 

from Headwaters Forest by calling the 
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The Biodiversity Project's Description of Biodiversity: Biodiversity is the grand diversity of 

life and the interconnections that support all life on Earth. 

Its Value Statement: We have a responsibility to conserve and protect the grand diversity of life 

and all of nature's interconnections upon which we rely for healthy families and a healthy 

planet. 

Its Problem Statement: We are undermining the earth's natural system by rapidly destroying 

[God's] creation — species and habitat — that cannot be replaced. This threatens our health 

and quality of life of current and that of future generations. 

Its Action Statement: We can reverse these trends now by making better choices as individuals, 

as communities, and as a country. 

by M. Macha NightMare 

In early March, I had the privilege of 

representing Pagan spiritual 

perspective(s) at a gathering of the 

Biodiversity Project's Spirituality 

Working Group. I was one of 15 

people representing religious leaders, 

scholars, and Washington, DC-based 

policy-makers. The retreat's purpose 

was to strategize ways to awaken 

awareness in people involved in 

religious communities, and to encour 

age their activism in areas that preserve 

biodiversity. 

On the first morning of the 

retreat, we discussed environmental 

activities in our spiritual 

communities, resources and success 

stories. I brought several issues of 

Reclaiming Quarterly, and copies of 

Reclaiming's Principles of Unity and 

Mission Statement. I spoke of the 

international interfaith activities of 

the Covenant of the Goddess (CoG), 

and the fact that CoG is a co 

signatory of Toward a Declaration of 

a Global Ethics. I spoke of Witches' 

work in habitat restoration in the 

Golden Gate National Recreation Area, 

in monitoring creeks in Georgia, 

reforesting the East Bay hills with native 

oaks, and eco-actions at Headwaters 

Forest, Big Mountain, Ward Valley and 

other imperiled places. 

Participants brought newsletters, 

copies of published articles, posters, and 

such from their groups. They included 

Black Church Environmental Justice 

Program of the National Council of 

Churches 

Bucknell University 

Canadian Parks and Wilderness 

Center for Respect of Life and the 

Environment 

Coalition on the Environment and Jewish 

Life 

Covenant of the Goddess 

Defenders of Wildlife 

National Wildlife Federation 

National Religious Partnership for the 

Environment 

North American Coalition on Christianity 

and the Environment 

Reclaiming 

Sierra Magazine 

The Wilderness Society 

Target Earth Northwest Yellowstone to 

Yukon 

US* Environmental Protection Agency 

such things as an article about a 

Colorado Presbyterian church's 

Meditation Trail; a Virginia Lutheran 

church's Hedgerow Habitat Trail; 

COEJL's news issue about the 

preciousness of water, their activism in 

cleaning up our nation's waterways, and 

Operation Noah, which works to protect 

threatened wetlands. 

Later in the morning, we reviewed 

recent surveys of Americans' attitudes 

towards biodiversity and ecological 

conservation, particularly the attitudes 

of Americans who consider themselves 

"spiritual." All of these segments of the 

American population, from rural to 

urban, conservative to liberal, young to 

old, affluent to hardscrabble, property 

owners or renters, whether married, 

divorced, single, church-going or not — 

all shared concern for water quality and 

the relationship of toxins to birth defects. 

One of the first points made was 

that not everyone knows what the word 

"biodiversity" means. It must be defined 

for them before their interest can be 

piqued. We considered language and its 

ability to bring people in or to turn them 

away. The fundamentalist Christian in 

our group reminded us that, although 

many Christians are active in 

environmental pursuits, they balk at 

"eco" anything. 

During the rest of the retreat, we 

discussed key audiences for the message 

about the biodiversity imperative for our 

health and that of our planet and how to 

reach them. We spoke of "embracing the 

opportunity for environmental 

educators to teach the roots of ethical 

decision-making without crossing the 

sticky church/state line or promoting 

specific values and actions." 

Pagans and Evangelical Christians 

Some of the most interesting areas of 

similarities occurred between Peter, an 

continued on page 54 
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Seven hundred people gathered at the Nevada Test Site from 

May 740 to celebrate Mother's Day and demand an end 

to the radioactive poisoning of Mother Earth, 

Following a rousing rally of music and speakers from 

around the world at the Test Site gates on Mother's 

Day> 198 people entered the site, Ian Zabarte> of 

Backdrop: Sunrise ceremony occupies Nevada Test 

Site, May 1999. Photo by Jennifer O. Viereck 

Inset: Honor Guard with Western Shoshone 

National Council flags. Photo by Gi$a CasUes. 

the Western Shoshone National 

Council (WSNC)> put Test Site officials 

on notice that they were trespassing on 

Shoshone lands and were in criminal 

violation of international law* 

The arrestees were detained and released on site. 

They are unlikely to face prosecution as the U.S. 

government has avoided the issue of the treaty with 

the Shoshone for some time. Activists are considering 

steps to charge federal and county officials with Site. 

continued on next page 



Nevada Test Site 
continued from preceding page 

kidnapping and false arrest. 

Between Sunrise Ceremonies and 

evening Native Drum circles on Friday 

and Saturday, participants attended 

workshops and nonviolence trainings. 

The new Youth Program was thoroughly 

enjoyed, with activities for families, 

small children and youth. Mother's Day 

began with dawn sweatlodges for 

women, a Eucharist Service offered by 

35 members of the Episcopal Peace 

Fellowship, and a Grandmothers and 

Crones Ceremony. Following a brunch 

served by the men in camp, a march was 

led by Corbin Harney, Western 

Shoshone Spiritual Leader, members of 

the Western Shoshone National 

Council, and other Native American 

Sought 

on Yucca Mountain 

Waste Plan 

By Tori Woodard 

The Department of Energy is poised to 

release its Draft Environmental Impact 

Statement (DEIS) on the proposed high 

level nuclear waste repository at Yucca 

Mountain, Nevada. Under the proposal, 

highly radioactive spent fuel rods from 

nuclear power reactors will be transported 

to Yucca Mountain from around the 

country, impacting 50 million Americans as 

they roll through towns and cities on trucks 

and trains. The fuel rods would be placed 

inside Yucca Mountain, which is located on 

Newe (Western Shoshone) land both within 

and adjacent to the Nevada Test Site. 

Earthquakes, volcanism, corrosive minerals, 

groundwater, and stretching of the earth's 

crust in the area could cause radioactivity 

to escape from the mountain during the 

250,000 years that the material would 

remain deadly. 

Opponents believe the Department of 

Energy will gauge public opinion about the 

proposed repository by the volume of 

comments received on the DEIS. Your voice 

can make a difference! 

The DEIS is expected to be released in June 

or July 1999 with a 90-day comment period. To 

receive a copy, contact Wendy R. Dixon, Yucca 

Mountain Project, Hillshire Complex, 1551 

Hillshire Drive M/S423, Las Vegas NV 89134. 

Fort Mojave "New Directions" Youth Dance Group perform at Nevada Test Site, May 1999. 

Photo by Gisa Casties 

community leaders. Hundreds of 

grandmothers, children and families and 

supporters of all ages followed the eagle 

staffs and WSNC flag to the Test Site 

gates. 

On Monday, 175 activists 

participated in a Western Shoshone 

occupation of the Test Site by entering 

the site, erecting a teepee and joining in 

a Sunrise Cermony led by Corbin 

Harney. Lands for the Nevada Test Site 

were seized from the Shoshone in 1948, 

forcibly relocating 100 families from 

lands guaranteed under the 1863 Treaty 

of Ruby Valley. This was only the second 

continued on page 52 

US Ecology Gives Up oh Radioactive 

plan at Wkrd Yalley 

Claims lawsuit in which it and US 

Ecology are asking for reimbursement 

from the federal government (taxpayers) 

for the millions of dollars they spent 

trying to open the dump. Ward Valley is 

not safe until the state withdraws the 

land application. Even if US Ecology is no 

longer interested in it, another waste 

management firm could propose to 

build a radioactive waste facility there. 

What will US Ecology do next? They 

seem to be to trying to get their existing 

dump on the Hanford Nuclear Reserva 

tion in Washington state declared a 

national facility. The Yakima Indian 

Nation, as well as the Hanford Education 

Action League (HEAL), are opposed to 

out-of-state waste being dumped there. 

Formoreinfoon Ward Valley, Hanford and HEAL, 

and for Tori Woodard's nationwide survey of the 

nuclear waste problem and grassroots organizing, 

visit the website of Groundwork magazine: 

www.groundworkmag.org 

By Tori Woodard 

On March 31,1999, U.S. District Judge 

Emmet Sullivan ruled in Washington, 

D.C., that the Clinton administration 

does not have to turn over federal land 

near Needles, California, for the State of 

California to build a radioactive waste 

dump. 

Joe Nagel, president of US Ecology 

(the licensed dump operator), told the 

L.A. Times that his company would not 

appeal the ruling. He added, "I think 

[the] Ward Valley [dump] is dead." 

US Ecology had already closed its 

Needles office and pulled its equipment 

out of Ward Valley in December 1998. 

Opponents of the dump are now 

asking supporters to contact California 

Governor Gray Davis at (916) 324-3501. 

The state has not yet withdrawn its 

application for the land, nor has it 

withdrawn from a Federal Court of 

16 



Washington DCs Sojourner Truth Congregation by Katrina C. Hopkins 

1991: My First Visit 

"The Sojourner Truth Congregation 

(STC) of Unitarian Universalists of 

Washington DC will discuss Sojourner 

Truth," read the announcement for the 

November 1991 service. 

So my first visit to STC was to hear 

about Sojourner Truth the woman. 

But what I remember most was 

Sojourner Truth, the congregation. 

The congregation, formed in the 

mid-1980s to be an intentionally racially 

diverse congregation, was full of 

surprises. The services were vibrant, 

inclusive, non-dogmatic (no shouts of 

"Jesus" pierced the air) and the music 

was incredible. The people were warm, 

funny, socially active, politically aware 

and completely committed to the fight 

for social, economic and racial justice. I 

had found a home. 

At STC I get mirrored back to me 

all the beauty I have inside in all the 

ways it is denied in my regular life. 

A Rich Tapestry 

Queer Focused 

One of the things that set STC apart 

was that many of its founders were gay 

and lesbian. If you were openly gay and 

visited a suburban 

We declare Sojourner Truth Congregation of Unitarian 

Universalists a sacred space in which we: 

• Explore diverse spiritual paths, ethics and values; 

• Nurture spiritual growth and a sense of religious community; 

• Share our personal joys, sorrows, gifts and concerns; 

• Develop inclusive processes which allow us to disagree without 

fear; 

• Provide a model of a diverse, welcoming community; 

• Create rituals which rejuvenate our spiritual selves in the 

struggles for social justice; 

• Honor each other and celebrate our differences. 

• We do this with an emphasis on love, integrity, courage, warmth 

and humor. With this vision we engage in actions to create a 

caring community and a better world. 

— Approved 2/28/93 

church in the early 1980s, you were 

often advised that "you might be more 

comfortable" at STC. So entrenched was 

this view that when, in later years, the 

Unitarian Universalists of America 

(UUA) embarked on a national effort to 

make its congregations more welcoming 

of queer folks, a few suburban 

congregations actually asked for token 

gays from STC to sit in on their internal 

discussions of homophobia. 

STC, on the other hand, regularly 

participated in Pride events, provided a 

platform for Queer Theologians such as 

Elias Farajaje Jones, and has always had 

a queer presence in leadership. 

One of my fondest memories is of a 

board meeting when the straight 

members fought bravely to preserve a 

STC presence at the DC Gay Pride 

march against the wishes of some queer 

board members who were afraid of a 

backlash. Later over dinner, many 

expressed astonishment that Gay Pride 

meant so much to the straight members 

of the congregation. 

The Role of Black Women 

The leadership of black women has 

always figured prominently within STC. 

The congregation was founded by a 

black woman minister along with about 

a dozen people from surrounding UU 

churches. Several of the founding 

members were established powerhouses 

within the black community and within 

the larger UU movement. Many of these 

founding black women are still active 

continued on next page 

1999 ♦ R^cLmrninc, Qwmkjtkly 17 



continued from preceding page 

today. 

Strong black leadership from 

women ensured that racial diversity was 

a reality and not a pipe 

dream. These pivotal 

women were anything but 

traditional church 

ladies. They held office 

as president as well as 

other executive 

positions; some were at-

large board members, 

directed social action 

programs, led task forces 

and committees, spoke 

from the pulpit as minister 

and lay leaders, represented Ww^Msssa 

the congregation within 

community coalitions and 

held national positions within the UUA. 

As one gay member has expressed 

time and time again, "It's because of the 

strong black women of STC that I keep 

coming back." 

The one thing STC has always had a 

short supply of was straight men, 

especially straight black men. Many 

reasons have been offered, including the 

presence of so many strong black 

women and the openly gay presence. But 

the reality is that in DC, black men are a 

minority in churches generally. So the 

question is not where are the black 

hetero men, but what keeps the black 

women (straight, bi or lesbian) presence 

so consistent? The answer may lie in the 

music, the services and the leadership 

style. 

Activist's Haven 

A key feature of STC is that almost 

all of its members are activists. Almost 

every movement for racial, social and 

economic justice has a representative 

within our rolls. This means that most 

of us are way too busy saving the world 

most of the time to keep STC running 

and healthy. And those who do take 

time to keep the congregation going do 

so at great personal expense: physically, 

emotionally, and sometimes financially. 

Many of these same activists 

desperately needed the spiritual support 

in order to keep up the fight. So every 

time STC tries to close its doors due to a 

lack of volunteers, these activists come 

out of woodwork screaming, "No, we 

need STC." Apparently the church's very 

existence helps those who don't even 

have time to attend regularly. 

A Studyi 

Pagan Onslaught 

Pagans also figured prominently in 

the beginnings of STC. At least one of 

the founders was a witch, with still 

others identifying as pagans. Over the 

years, because STC provided a 

welcoming space for pagan ritual in the 

Sunday Services, the number of witches 

has steadily increased. 

Dark Flame Coven (DFC) was 

formed primarily through connections 

made at STC. The relationship between 

DFC and STC is long and so 

intermingled that during one period, the 

STC board members referred to "our 

choir, our committees and our coven." 

DFC had celebrated Beltane and 

Samhain at STC for several years, and in 

recent years its members have taken over 

the Equinox/Solstice services, led the 

Sunday services committee, and taught 

more than a few ministers the fine art of 

ritual. Currently, a coven member acts 

as part time minister and the coven runs 

the entire Sunday service program. 

In effect, the pagans brought a key 

ingredient to the already high 

commitment to dynamic, unique and 

diverse spiritual experiences —ritual 

construction and the allure of magic. 

Spiritual Life 

Unique, Dynamic Worship 

A Sunday Service can be pagan, 

Christian, Jewish, hindu, sufi, buddhist, 

or marxist. It could include a litany of 

poems, a jazz creation, a rant, a polemic, 

a performance from a local school, a 

dance, or everyone just sitting around 

sewing dream pillows. On any given 

Sunday, the person in the pulpit can be a 

Christian minister, an S&M enthusiast, 

an elected official, a published 

author, a ministerial student or a 

local community activist. We have 

taken our services into the woods, 

on to the streets, inside a march for 

justice, and into a cathedral-like 

sanctuary. Some services require 

attendees to jump the Beltane fire, 

travel from birth to life to death 

and back, or play hopscotch. 

Unique, dynamic services are the 

hallmark of STC, and are our greatest 

challenge. How do you keep people 

accustomed to innovation from getting 

bored? 

I finally managed to push the 

boundaries further when in 1998,1 held 

the congregation in orgasmic awe during 

one of my Sacred Sexuality services. The 

fundamentalist Christians may have folks 

speaking in tongues, but only STC can 

get them to have orgasms during a 

service! 

More Than Hymns 

The music of STC always reflected 

its racial diversity, with a special 

emphasis on African American musical 

traditions. As a result, the STC anthem, 

the UU principles set to music by a 

former minister coupled with "Ella's 

Song," usually rocks with a gospel beat. 

On any given Sunday you can hear 

jazz, blues, gospel, Chinese melodies, 

drum solos, electric guitars, rap, arias, 

folk songs and pagan chants — and that 

doesn't include the recorded music! 

The black focus of the music is 

what, for many of us, makes it 

welcoming to a diverse crowd. It is 

accessible, and as long as there is at least 

one decent singer in attendance, it 

usually hits its mark. The point is that 

everyone wants to sing gospel style 

music even if they are atheist. So even if 

it sounds terrible, everyone has a good 

time trying. And since STC members are 

known for changing anything they don't 

like, often everyone is singing different 

lyrics as well — which makes it very 
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funny and confusing at times for 

visitors. 

Structure follows Vision 

Leadership 

STC also used to have a standard 

leadership model based on a president, 

vice president, treasurer and secretary. 

And the board consisted of the officers 

plus six to seven at-large board 

members. 

In 1996, after much internal 

reflection, we changed to a 

cluster model. We have four 

clusters: Programming, 

Finance, Communication 

and Community 

Building. 

Representatives from 

each cluster sit on the 

central council and run 

the day to day 

operations. Several 

times a year the 

congregation meets to 

set priorities, enact 

policy and resolve 

disputes. 

It was interesting 

that we lost some 

membership with the 

change in the 

leadership model. 

Apparently some felt 

that the new model was 

a little too loose, and 

reflected a lack of 

commitment. The new model 

places a lot of the responsibility for 

follow through on the individual 

clusters, and removes the council from 

managing details that had overwhelmed 

it in the past. 

Self Determination 

Part of the justification for the 

change in focus, and the change in 

leadership models was a need to re-

examine our fundamental assumptions. 

Most members liked STC as it was, a 

small intimate, quirky congregation. We 

really were tired of trying to grow into a 

large urban church. There were already 

two other UU churches in Washington, 

if people really wanted that large size, 

they had existing choices that would 

suffice. So STC in a show of self 

determination, stepped "off the dole" 

and declared ourselves free to choose 

our own destiny. 

It has been hard. Without a 

minister or a staff, we had to rely more 

on each other to keep the congregation 

going. I stepped in as part time minster 

in 1997, but the religious education and 

social action activities have been few and 

far between. Then, in February 1999, 

Dark Flame Coven stepped in to take 

over the programming 

cluster which is 

responsible 

Laura Kemp 

for two Sunday services and one 

religious education class a month. We 

also head up the community-building 

cluster which handles the social action 

Sunday and congregational celebrations. 

Lessons Learned 

We have learned a lot about what 

diversity means in an urban church 

dedicated to racial diversity. In a recent 

religious education discussion of our 

mission, we discussed whether STC truly 

represented a model of diversity. We 

could easily answer yes, given our make 

up and our history. 

But then we asked if a person of any 

faith would actually be comfortable 

within our community. The answer was 

no. But then maybe everybody doesn't 

have to be comfortable here. A 

commitment to diversity is not about 

comfort. It is about a willingness to be 

challenged. 

Everyone who is without a voice, 

who suffers in silence due to prejudice, 

discrimination or oppression is 

welcomed here. And we agreed that we 

had no intention of making our 

community comfortable for folks who 

deny the right of individual spiritual 

authority, who seek to harm others or 

harm the earth, who seek only to 

gain and not to give, who 

seek to control and not to 

understand. 

In short, STC's 

diversity is rooted 

within and 

representative of the 

oppressed within our 

society. So although 

we will continue to 

seek greater and 

greater diversity, we 

do not now nor do 

we envision in the 

future making our 

church a home for 

anyone who doesn't 

share our commitment to 

human dignity, social 

justice and intentional 

diversity. Attending STC 

should be a challenge as well as a 

homecoming. 

The number one lesson we offer to 

anyone who cares to listen is to be true 

to your values and your vision. And 

when you find yourself off course, get 

up, brush yourself off, and get back in 

the mix. Just keep asking the questions, 

"What is our intention? What is our 

mission?" And be ready to re-invent and 

re-define yourself, time and time again. 

Katrina C. Hopkins, a founding member 

of Dark Flame Coven, is a Reclaiming 

teacher, poet, singer, and techie-geek 

extraordinaire. She is currently serving as 

priestess and acting minister for the 

Sojourner Truth Congregation. 

More on diversity — pages 4, 30 
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Over the past two decades, two polarized 

schools of radical ecological theory have 

emerged. One, called Social Ecology, holds 

that ecological problems have grown out of 

hierarchical relations in human society. A 

second perspective, called Deep Ecology, 

asserts the value of all life, non-human as 

well as human, honoring the rich 

diversity. In this article, David Kubrin, 

author of uMarxism & Witchcraft," 

examines the conflicts between these two 

ecological tendencies, and how they relate 

to Earth-based spirituality and activism. 

Considerable numbers of Pagans are 

understandably sympathetic towards the 

views of Deep Ecology, due to its 

steadfast denial that human needs are 

preeminent and its refusal to accept an 

anthropomorphic scale that renders 

other species' needs lower than human's. 

Deep Ecology, however, has been 

severely chastised for some of its 

implications. The Social Ecologists 

especially, whose views have been 

articulated most coherently by the 

anarchist theorist, Murray Bookchin, 

have strenuously argued the absolute 

importance of keeping human 

necessities at the center of all ecological 

analysis, as well as the vital import of 

ensuring that human needs are defined 

in regard to all humans and not just 

those few at the top of the pyramid of 

power, privilege and wealth. 

The Social Ecologists also raise the 

spectre of what they call "ecofascism" — 

far-right ecological ideology. At times, 

their critique of Deep Ecology and their 

warnings of ecofascism seem to converge. 

In this article I want to examine 

Social Ecology's charges, for they are 

critical ones, all the more so at a time of 

unprecedented ecological attacks on 

habitat everywhere, greatly intensifying 

now behind banners of "free market" 

and "globalization" ideologies; of 

massive economic dislocation among 

marginalized populations in country 

after country; and of neonazi 

movements on the march in many of 

those same societies. 

A Critique: Tendencies of Deep 

Ecology 

I will begin with a discussion of the 

views of some leading Deep Ecologists, 

for they underline the seriousness of 

Social Ecology's critique. It is important 

first to make some distinctions. My 

remarks are not aimed at Ame Naess, the 

radical Norwegian philosopher whose 

views on ecology were the impetus for 

the articulation of Deep Ecology. Many 

other Deep Ecologists have socialist or 

OlSIURiING PARALLELS 

NazisandCertainTendencies of Modern Ecology 

Though the Social Ecologists exempt Deep Ecology from any direct connection to 

fascism, they still find ominous overlappings between Deep Ecology's spiritual 

reverence for nature and those of a tendency they name "ecofascism," singling out 

especially the mystical, rather than scientific, outlook that characterizes much of the 

Deep Ecology outlook. 

To the Social Ecologists, the roots of fascism are found to growoutof the vastly popular 

"back-to-nature" movements in the first decades of the 20th century, which sent many 

German volkisch youths backpacking in the German mountains or traipsing across its 

subalpine meadows. Interest in Eastern philosophy, nature mysticism, communes, 

experimenting with mind-altering drugs and going back to the land were common 

themes in these youth movements that gravitated later to Nazism. Nature worship, the 

Social Ecologists claim, all too readily was later perverted into Fuhrer worship. Hitler, 

moreover, is believed to have been a serious student of the occult and an accomplished 

magus. 

Social Ecologists have drawn special attention to Nazi programs of ecology in Germany in 

the 1920s and 1930s. It is disconcerting, to put it mildly, to discover profound 

resonances between current ecological concerns and tenets and those of many top Nazi 

leaders. For example, for many years Nazi agrarian policy was in the hands of the 

Peasant Leader and Minister of Agriculture, Walter Darre, the author of the central Nazi 

slogan, "Blood and Soil." Darre worked for the re-agrarianization of Germany and 

planned a large-scale network of small and estate-sized organic farms. 

Under Gestapo leader Heinrich Himmler, experimental organic herb gardens were 

established, for medical use by the SS. The SS conducted rituals and solstice festivals and 

sponsored occult research. Top priority was given to ecological considerations, 

including wetlands protection, in the planning of the Autobahn in the 1930s. Alwan 

Seifert, a top Nazi, who was Reich Advocate of the Landscape in 1940 projected a future 

of "total conversion from technology to nature." In office, he opposed both wetlands 

draining and chemicalized agriculture. 

Passed in the first few years of the Third Reich were a "wide array of environmental 

legislation... at the national [and] regional levels," as well as the 1935 

Reichsnaturschatzgesatz, or nature-protection law, which was very far reaching in its vision. 

Save-the-whale campaigns were also proposed by one of the most influential intellec 

tual forebears of the Nazis, a rabid arch-conservative and anti-Semite, Ludwig Klages. 

As an early Nazi manifesto proclaimed: 

"This striving toward connectedness with the totality of life, with nature itself, a nature 

unto which we are born, this is the deepest meaning and the essence of National 

Socialist thought." — Ernst Lehmann, "Biologischer Wille. Wege undZiele biologischer 

Arbeit in neuen Reich," 1934. 
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anarchist views. But some very 

influential Deep Ecologists do not. 

The "Green and Gold" conference 

in the summer of 1998 focused on the 

ecological devastations inflicted on the 

rivers, forests, mountains, etc., as a 

result of the 1849 Gold Rush. 

At this conference, the Deep 

Ecologists were asked by organizers to 

anchor one of the sessions. On August 2, 

1998, Bill Devall and George Sessions, 

two of the main spokespersons for Deep 

Ecology in the United States, presented 

their views on the current state of 

ecological affairs. 

Devall led off by advocating an 

aggressive campaign for the crushing of 

"exotic invading species." In the context 

of non-native depredations of habitat by 

the likes of eucalyptus trees, sea bass and 

iceplants, his program could be seen as 

simply an espousal of the merits of 

restoring native habitat by eradicating 

interloper species, as is being done in the 

Golden Gate National Recreation Area, 

wetlands and other critical terrain. Seen in 

a wider political context of anti-immi 

grant and anti-affirmative action cam 

paigns in recent years (California Proposi 

tions 187, 209 and 227), Devall's proposal 

was a ringing defense of the anti-immi 

grant campaigns whipped up by former 

Governor Pete Wilson and rightist forces. 

Lest there be any doubt that this was, 

indeed, his, context, Devall began by 

evoking a picture of California on the eve 

of the Declaration of Independence, 

before Mexican ranchers began moving in 

to take over vast stretches of the land. In 

1775, according to Devall, "when the first 

Mexican gangs invaded my California" 

they "did what gangs of Mexicans always 

do — rape, pillage, burn, murder." This 

was because of their "lusting after the 

great bitch goddess, gold." Nor did Devall 

limit his racist attacks to Mexican gangs. 

A little later, lambasting the owner of 

Maxxam Corporation for his assaults on 

Headwaters redwood stands, Devall 

managed to make the point that Charles 

Hurwitz was "a criminal Jewish capitalist." 

George Sessions, whose remarks 

followed those of Devall, made clear 

where he thought the focus had to be for 

the environmental movement. The 

rightists and the capitalists were doing 

what was expected of them, Sessions 

said, trying to destroy the environmental 

movement. Of course, such attacks must 

be resisted. But more of a priority were 

the serious challenges from the left, in 

particular from social justice move 

ments. Social justice issues, such as 

opposition to siting toxic dumps 

overwhelmingly in communities with 

mostly minority populations, while 

perhaps 

worthy, 

only 

muddy the 

waters of 

ecological 

purity by 

distracting 

environ 

mentalists 

from what 

should be their single-minded concentra 

tion on the critical environmental issues, 

those involving overpopulation. Calls 

for social justice only pull us away from 

the essential focus. 

Sessions bitterly discussed the 

recent fights within the Sierra Club over 

immigration, denouncing both the 

process and its results. 

That being the case, the Deep 

Ecologists pointed out the need for 

strong rule, praising the dictatorial 

regime that governed Japan from 1615 

to 1836 and was able to stabilize 

population. The ideal ecotopian society 

would be, Devall insisted, a "law and 

order republic," for protection against 

the invading hordes. 

Perhaps most alarming, however, 

were the poetic and demagogic flights 

Devall launched us on. After noting with 

approval the return of the (although 

Devall did not mention it, Native 

American) technique of controlled 

burning as vital for some forest, 

grassland and other habitats, he invoked 

an image of purification through the 

burning of California's cities. He 

concluded his fulminations by a "pledge 

allegiance to the soil of Turtle Island," 

which led to his exultation of "the joyful 

interpenetration for all out of the fire, 

thrusting, probing, thrusting deeper and 

deeper to orgasm!" 

In a nutshell, Devall and Sessions' 

presentations can be described as being 

framed in the basic scaffolding of 

COULD THE SOCIAL ECOLOGISTS 

BE CORRECT IN SEEING 

NEOFASCIST SENTIMENTS AS 

8EIN6 NECESSARY CORROLARIES 

TO THE PAGANISM FOUND IN DEEP 

ECOLOGY'S PHILOSOPHY? 

neofascist ideology. In their racism, both 

naked (Mexican gangs invading to rape 

and pillage and Hurwitz's Jewishness) 

and veiled (cities being purified of their 

dross as they burn); their sham 

anticapitalism; their open backing of 

authoritarian and dictatorial 

governments; their reserving the brunt 

of their attacks for forces of the left (the 

social justice 

movements); 

and not least 

the heady 

mixture of 

apocalyptic 

imagery 

linking the 

cities on fire, 

invocation of 

California's 

sacred soil and sexual orgasm, these 

Deep Ecologists touch on many of the 

major themes of fascist ideology. 

For the Social Ecologists, the 

alarming perspective advanced by Devall 

and Sessions at the "Green and Gold" 

conference might come as no big 

surprise. Some would say that it was 

implicit in the Deep Ecologists' detached 

and sometimes misanthropic views and 

in their treating their ecology as a sacred, 

rather than a social, issue. 

Social versus Spiritual? 

For Pagans, however, the matter is far 

more complicated. Can the Social 

Ecologists be right in their seeing 

neofascist sentiments as near corollaries 

of an occult view of nature? Will the 

grim calls of certain Aryan gods 

inevitably drown out those of the 

pacifist-friendly goddess? Or is the trail 

from neopaganism to neofascism a little 

more twisted than the Social Ecologists 

would have us believe? 

What is especially troublesome is 

that the 20th century's best-known 

fascist party, the German Nazis, did 

emerge out of a cauldron of neopagan 

ferment. [See sidebar, page 20.] The 

parallels to current Pagan and ecological 

issues are unnerving. Social Ecology 

argues that the parallels are more than 

coincidental, that behind the similarities 

lie political and cultural affinities 

between the Pagan ecologies of Nazi 

continued on page 52 
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by Jenny Gibbons 

Burning Times 
Everything you "know" about the 

Burning Times may be wrong. 

The study of historical Witchcraft has 

undergone a quiet revolution in the last 

25 years. Today we know of perhaps 20 

to 30 times as many trials as we did in 

the 1970s. 

Previously, historians based their 

theories primarily on Witch-hunting 

propaganda, the literature written by 

Witch-hunters. Now, after several 

decades of intensive research, we have 

access to the views of women and the 

"common folk." For the first time in 

history, we can "hear" what nonliterate 

people had to say. 

Unfortunately this revolutionary 

information has not 

spread quickly. Many 

writers, especially 

nonacademic ones, 

continue to use old, 

out-of-date 

information. Most 

people are not aware 

that many of the things 

"everyone knows" 

about Witchcraft have been disproved in 

the last two decades. And so an 

enormous gap has opened between the 

scholarly and the popular views of 

Witchcraft. 

The Revolution 

Where did all this new information 

come from? Trial records — the 

documents composed by the courts that 

tried Witches. 

Before the 1970s, historians based 

their theories primarily on propaganda, 

the literature that Witch-hunters (and 

their critics) wrote. This information 

was easy to get hold of, and dramatic. 

However, it gave us a very distorted view 

of the Burning Times. It represented the 

beliefs and fears of one group only: the 

male, intellectual elite. And it focused 

on a tiny minority of trials — generally 

the Witch-crazes, the largest and most 

sensational cases. 

With the advent of computer data 

bases in the late 1970s, historians began 

scouring the millions of criminal trials 

preserved from the Burning Times, 

compiling enormous lists of all known 

Witch trials. That may not sound like 

much of a "revolution" but it was! For 

the first time we discovered what the 

IF we do not know what happened the 

We have no chance of preventing its 

average Witch and Witch trial looked 

like. We discovered that women and the 

"common folk," like the intellectual 

elites, were avid Witch hunters. But they 

didn't accept all of the Witch-hunters' 

theories. They had their own theories on 

what Witches were, and what they could 

do. 

What Changed? 

The simplest answer is: everything. The 

Burning Times didn't happen when or 

where we thought they did. They 

weren't run by the people we blamed. 

And while they weren't as lethal as we'd 

feared, they had chilling links to a host 

of other atrocities throughout time. 

Previously, we assumed that Witch-

hunting was worst in the Middle Ages. 

People thought that the Church did 

most of the killing, and thus it stood to 

reason that the persecution would be the 

most intense when and where the 

Church was strongest. 

But it wasn't. Detailed studies of 

trial records show that Witch trials were 

extremely rare in the Middle Ages. They 

started to increase in the 14th century, 

when the Inquisition defined Witchcraft 

as a heresy. However the increase was 

very gradual for the first two centuries. 

Even the advent of the printing press 

and the publication of the 

first Witch-hunting 

manuals (in the 

15th century) only 

had a minor 

impact on the rate 

of persecution. 

Then, in the 16th 

century, everything 

changed. Irate Christians broke from the 

Catholic Church and formed their own 

protesting ("Protestant") churches. 

During the Reformation, the century of 

religious warfare that this change 

provoked, the rate of Witch-hunting 

skyrocketed. What we think of as "the 

Burning Times" — the crazes, panics, 

and mass trials — mainly occurred in 

one century, from 1550-1650. The 

Burning Times were the child of the 

Reformation, not the Middle Ages. 

When the turmoil of the Reformation 

died down, so did Witch-hunting. Trials 

FIRST TIME, 

RETURN. 
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dropped sharply as the 17th century 

ended, and they vanished completely in 

the 18th. 

The Reformation also relates to the 

geography of the trials. Approximately 

one half of all the Witches who died in 

the Burning Times were killed in 

Germany, the heartland of the 

Reformation. Countries divided by the 

Reformation, like Switzerland, 

persecuted Witches fiercely, as did 

countries like France that had large 

religious minorities. Generally speaking, 

nations that kept one, unified, strong 

church had little Witch-hunting. It 

didn't matter if this church was 

Protestant or Catholic. Catholic Spain, 

Italy, Portugal and Ireland killed few 

Witches. The same holds true for 

Protestant England and Orthodox 

Russia. Scotland is the main exception to 

this rule; there a fanatic, King James, 

managed to stir up one of the worst 

persecutions of the Burning Times. 

Them and Us 

Traditionally, we have blamed the 

Others for the Burning Times. Since the 

Great Hunt itself, authors laid the 

horrors at the feet of people they didn't 

like. Protestants blamed Catholics. 

Rationalists blamed the Church. Pagans 

blamed Christians. Feminists blamed 

male elites. No one took responsibility 

for the atrocities — they simply looked 

for scapegoats to accuse. Popular 

histories often portray the Burning 

Times as a rash of pogroms, like the 

Holocaust. An attack launched by the 

evil Them (men, Witch-hunters, 

Christians) against the good Us 

(women, Witches, Pagans). 

Trial data dissolves these 

comforting stereotypes. All segments of 

European society bore some of the 

blame for the trials. The Church laid the 

intellectual foundations of the hunt by 

declaring Witchcraft a Satanic heresy, 

and its preaching drove the fears to a 

fever pitch. Secular powers did most of 

the killing, But the common people 

embraced the trials too. Most Witches 

were accused by their neighbors, not by 

a Witch-hunter, and in most areas half 

The burning Times 

didn't happen when 

WHERg WE THOUGHT 

THEY DID. 

They weren't run by 

the people we blamed. 

or more of the trial evidence comes from 

women. Shocking as it sounds, even 

Witches supported the Burning Times. 

Wise-women, cunning men, and 

traditional magick-users routinely 

blamed illnesses on "black" magick. 

Robin Briggs ("Witches and 

Neighbors") found that in France 

cunning folk accused 

five times as many 

Witches as 

doctors did. 

Yet none 

of these 

groups can 

take sole 

responsibility 

for the horrors 

— not even 

the Church or 

State. In fact, 

strong central 

authorities 

tended to minimize 

Witch-hunting 

(Scotland, again, is the chief exception 

to this). The persecution was worst 

where civil and religious authority was 

weakest: along borders, during civil and 

religious wars, in countries with weak 

central governments, and in religiously 

divided communities. In other words, 

the persecution was worst where the 

"common folk" were free to do as they 

wished. Yet it would be unfair to blame 

the Burning Times on average people, or 

women, or traditional Witches. Since 

time immemorial, people have feared 

baneful magick. These fears did not 

spawn Witch-crazes until the Church 

turned Witches into Satanic 

conspirators and the State agreed to 

prosecute these "heretics.". It was this 

synergy, the cooperation of all parts of 

society, which made the Burning Times 

possible. 

Who Were the Witches? 

And if there was no "Them" who caused 

the Burning Times, there was also no 

"Us" who were their target. Witches had 

nothing in common with each other. 

Trial records show that there is no 

generalization we can make about 

Witches that holds true in all times and 

places. Not even gender, for while 75%-

80% of Witches were women there were 

also areas like Iceland where up to 95% 

were men. The "average" Witch was a 

woman, and elderly, and poor. Yet there 

is no evidence that one particular group 

was singled out for persecution. The 

only feature all 

Witches shared is 

accused of 

Witchcraft. 

Before we 

knew what the 

average trial 

looked like, 

there were two 

main theories 

on who the 

Witches were. 

Margaret 

Murray ("The 

Witch-Cult in 

Western Europe") suggested that 

Witches were Pagans. Unfortunately 

Murray's research was abysmal, and 

further research has completely 

discredited her theory. Modern scholars, 

like Carlo Ginzburg and Gustav 

Henningsen, have found Witches who 

preserved Pagan rituals and beliefs. But 

Witches like this only make up a tiny 

fraction of the victims of the Burning 

Times. There's no evidence that most 

Witches were Pagan. The Church, in 

fact, explicitly said they weren't. The 

Inquisition was originally forbidden 

from investigating Witchcraft charges 

because, as Pope Alexander IV said in 

1258, there was no evidence that they 

were heretics or that they "worshipped 

at the altars of idols." The Inquisition 

managed to convince a later pope that 

Witches were Satanists, but the Church 

— like modern historians — never 

found more than a handful of "Pagan" 

and Christo-Pagan Witches. 

Another theory that you'll 

frequently hear is that Witches were 

healers and midwives. The Burning 

Times, so they say, were an attempt to 

break the power of these knowledgeable 

continued on page 50 
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Energy Toward the Dream 
by Carrie Roskam 

These days there are seemingly too 

many things to take up action 

against, for, or even about. Issues 

are raised about everything from the air 

we breathe, to the toilet paper we buy, 

to the way we talk to the animals in our 

lives. I hadn't realized I was an activist 

before I went to the Headwaters forest. I 

never really thought about activism un 

til I was in Headwaters fighting to save 

the last of our planet's ancient red 

woods. EarthFirst! is a hard-core activ 

ist movement, one that swept me away. 

I had expected to stay for a week and 

the next thing I knew, two months had 

past. To me, or rather for me, that EF! 

experience was not sustainable. Living 

off donations, in the woods, and consis 

tently trespassing to survey Pacific Lum 

ber Company's cutting plans takes an 

enormous amount of energy. I did not 

realize I had such energy until I put my 

self into situations where I needed to 

force myself to find it. The process of 

this type of activism can be spiritually 

rejuvenating and yet numbing after a 

period of time. 

Now, I recognize activism as a nec 

essary part of our society and of our 

time on Mother Earth, and acknowl 

edge there are many forms of activism. I 

believe questioning is the key to any 

kind of activism. If we ask questions, we 

are less likely to take things for granted, 

or accept them because someone else 

said so. 

As I said, I did not know I was an 

activist until I was living as one. Until 

that point in my life, I had spent most 

of it hating the corporate junk stores, 

fast food restaurants, sweatshop-labor-

dependent clothing stores and then cor 

porate coffee houses. I got angry at 

waste, be it of food, paper, gas, oil or 

time. I never really linked all of these 

things together before, even when dur 

ing a research paper I realized that tele 

vision channels were owned by the same 

people who owned the clothing stores, 

music companies, movie producers, 

magazines and book-publishing houses. 

I knew about Monopoly—the game— 

and even what it was supposed to mean 

in our capitalist culture, but this is a 

little ridiculous. Is there such a thing as 

a monopoly on the people? On "pop 

culture"? "They" find their way into the 

capitalist classroom too. Hallmark has 

a well-established role in the calendar of 

our public-educational system. For ex 

ample, whole days are set aside to pro 

duce Valentine's Day cards for friends. 

Look and examine the way that the 

society around us works. In what ways 

are we perpetuating the destruction of 

the Earth? In what ways can we begin to 

help? The questions are huge and the 

web is so intricate. Ultimately, I have 

come to wonder, what are we really able 

to fight? Can we tear down the corpora 

tions? Well, we can try, but they can 

move to another country whose govern 

ment needs their money and will kill its 

own people for it. These same corpora 

tions have developed their own militias 

to protect their monetary investments. 

Some of these corporate militias have 

more power and money than the United 

States military, which is saying a lot, and 

yet, that fact is an actual threat to the 

government from which these corpora 

tions grew. So, can we fight a corpora 

tion? I am not so sure we can. This is 

the point at which I realized I have been 

an activist for most of my life. 

Taking back our choices and mak 

ing up our own minds without the help 

of television, mass media and other ad 

vertising gimmicks is our strongest hold 

over corporations. Advertising is ac 

tively trying to get the public to do or to 

buy something. This form of manipula 

tion depends on the unconscious con 

sumer. It relies on the person too tired 

to think for themselves because, un 

knowingly, the person is persuaded 

without looking. I believe that people 

need to question everything. We need to 

ask why this commercial is playing this 

song, why that type of womyn, why 

those colors, etc. Even more simply, 

what does this make me feel I need and 

why do I really need this thing. 

Children are especially targeted by 

the consumer recruiters. When children 

see something on television or in the 

store with really great colorful wrap 

ping, they think they need it. Many 

children are taught not to question. 

Raising questions is usually a threat to 

those who are "in charge." This role of 

being "in charge" is taken by many dif 

ferent persons and groups in society: 

parents, government, bosses or teachers. 

Large corporations depend not only 

on consumers but the resources of our 

planet. We use oil and gas to deliver the 

goods, to run the machines and to get to 

the store to buy stuff. Water and soil are 

polluted by the excess waste dumped 

into it because there are not strict 

enough restrictions. Sometimes even 

what restrictions there are can be 

avoided by stuffing the pockets of poli 

ticians. Again, how can we effectively 

stop this? Letters, pickets and boycotts? 

Who is giving all these resources? 

Mother Earth. Mothers. Rape is the 

only way to get more than the Mother is 

willing or able to give. How can we stop 

this control, this incessant raping? What 

is active resistance to this? There we go, 

we begin questioning. Asking "just to get 

a rise." Fortunately for me, many people 

I've met in the last several years seem to 

share a similar vision for the future. We 

are looking for community, parents, real 

food, gardens; we are looking for sus 

tainable conscious living. The notion of 

"stopping the cycle" is also a common 

phrase among my peers. Which cycle in 

dividuals want to stop varies, but more 

often than not it is a cycle of abuse. 

Abuse occurs on many levels: abuse of 

ourselves, of each other, of our Earth 

and of Her resources. If we want to stop 

the cycle of abuse in our families and in 

our communities, we might even be so 
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inclined to try to stop the abuse of the 

growing global economy. 

Simply to invoke thought, to invite 

the memory of some other time, some 

other mode of exaggerating the truth, is 

a way that we can challenge with our 

entire bodies. I don't want to take any 

thing for granted as I, too, have allowed 

myself to live unconsciously in this 

country, this global society. I find that 

there are too many things, too many 

links to give thanks to individually and 

appropriately. I only want to thank the 

Earth and Her soil. I only want to ask 

for water and give thanks to the spring. 

I want to huddle as all one pocket of 

warmth only because it is Winter and 

we need the extra warmth from each 

others' bodies with none of us pro 

grammed to be shy about our bodies. I 

want to run and roam and work and 

play because the Summer warmth gives 

us so much energy. I want to plant in 

the Spring because it is time to prepare, 

and harvest in the Fall because the sea 

son bears. 

This global society is taking us fur 

ther and further away from living off 

the Earth. It is taking us away from the 

intuitive connection humans have had 

with Her. Instead we are taking, devel 

oping and creating new computers, new 

cars, new tennis shoes, new ways to ex 

tract oil from impoverished nations, 

new strands of food that contain DNA 

from other animals for longer shelf life. 

Instead? Instead of what? Instead of 

working our soil organically, by 

Nature's terms. Instead of learning to 

heal ourselves with Her plants. Instead 

of living in climate-controlled houses 

and building our immune systems by 

force of nature. I am not suggesting that 

we all get up and go live back in nature, 

our bodies are no longer ready for that, 

exactly. What I do think needs to hap 

pen is that we live our daily lives aware 

of the consequences of our actions. Ul 

timately, I want to grow my own food 

and not have to purchase seeds from 

Monsanto, so I will take the time now to 

learn how to seed, plant, harvest and 

save. My activism now will be to build 

my storehouse of knowledge of ancient 

traditions that are being lost in our fast-

paced, cemented, mistrusting society. 

Praise our Mother Earth and all her liv 

ing creatures. 

Carrie Roskam is a recent graduate 

of UC Santa Cruz, a Headwaters forest 

defender and climbing trainer, an aspir 

ing writer, as well as a young woman 

looking for a home. 

WHERE THERE IS FEAR 

THERE IS POWER 

Freedoms Is the, Pocver of No by Elka Eastly 
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Tbc6arden 
By Oak 

Called 

is an herb of longevity, 

conscious mind, memory and love. It 

burned in the ancient temples of Greece 

as a sacred offering to the Goddesses and 

Gods. We humans have used it in 

magical pursuits for over 2,500 years. 

The planet it invokes is the Sun and it is 

attuned to the element of fire. The scent 

of the plant or the essential oil can help 

clear the conscious mind and stimulate 

the emotion of love for all creation. It is 

the appropriate herb to place near my 

keyboard as I bring my attention to 

writing this piece. As I inhale, I breathe 

in a sense of longevity, I sharpen my 

conscious mind, my fire is fed and I 

remember that love is the law. 

Earlier this year in Witchcamp 

cyberspace, Reya invoked the image of 

the wild garden, saying, "Let's not think 

of ourselves as jigsaw-puzzle pieces that 

fit together, but instead as a wild 

garden." In the last issue of the 

Reclaiming Quarterly, Starhawk also 

invokes this beautiful image of 

Reclaiming as a garden. She writes 

movingly about letting go of control 

when she could not plant the garden she 

owns, and what it has been like to let go 

of control of the garden called 

Reclaiming. This image, this metaphor, 

this symbol of Reclaiming as a garden 

has been strongly invoked. It is a useful 

and powerful symbol, and cries to be 

worked with. 

As I smell the clean, resinous scent 

of the rosemary, I remember my history 

in this garden. I moved to San Francisco 

from Oregon the week of the protests at 

Diablo Canyon. Reclaiming was a small 

patch of rich possibility. Many of the 

people who would come to be my closest 

friends and coven mates were planting 

and tilling Reclaiming soil as they 

worked magic and risked arrest at 

Diablo. Quickly I was beside them, 

weaving magic into political action at 

Livermore, Concord Weapons Station, 

the Nevada Test Site and the streets of 

San Francisco. For many years I had no 

interest in joining the collective, as that 

work seemed to be the production of the 

Spiral Dance, the newsletter and making 

decisions about the teaching of classes. 

That was not my work. The two covens I 

was in, Matrix and Wind Hags, were 

powerful ones. With my coven-mates 

and friends I co-created and helped 

shape our seasonal rituals. I got to 

participate fully in the garden of 

Reclaiming and although not in the 

collective, felt to be a sower and planter 

of what would be. 

Over time, the garden grew and 

conditions changed. As I get a waft of 

the rosemary I remember that my child 

was born in the month Clinton was 

inaugurated. I felt a great false hope that 

I could relax my vigilance. This was a 

time that many of us who had been 

dedicated to the growth of magical 

direct actions put our energy elsewhere. 

Witchcamps were developed around the 

country. More and more people were 

attending our rituals. Like organic 

vegetables, spirituality was desired. The 

garden was flourishing and growing at a 

rate that the old way could not hold. A 

small group of people became more and 

more responsible for big decisions for 

many. After years of being an active 

member of the Reclaiming community, 

I joined the collective shortly before it 

began to die and was reborn as a true 

collective. The restructuring created a 

body where all of the community has 

representation and say in what 

Reclaiming will become. 

I believe the matter at hand is not 

letting others plant the garden, but 

letting go of ownership of the garden 

and working truly collectively. Smelling 

my sprig of rosemary, I remember times 

I have questioned the process of working 

the soil of Reclaiming. I trust Starhawk 

when she writes in her column that her 

work is to refrain from criticizing what 

others are planting and to trust that the 

garden can grow without her working 

every section. I have been a Reclaiming 

witch for almost two decades, so in this 

young tradition I guess I too am an 

elder. As such, I believe my work is not 

to tr:t it go when I question what is or is 

not happening in our collective garden. 

As I smell my rosemary, I remember that 

my own work is to come from a place of 

love, and yes, to trust that others who 

come to work in this garden have been 

sent by the Goddess. As I have an affinity 

for deities who ride high horses and 

wickedly funny tricksters, this is an 

ongoing work. It is imperative in 

working collectively that some of us who 

have a long gardening history give our 

opinions, and yes, even fight for what 

gives us sustenance. If we do this from a 

place of ownership, we need to be called 

on it. But working collectively also 

demands that I participate with my 

passion and vision. One of the strains 

that broke up my coven was the reality 

of owning and planting land collectively. 

This is hard for even the most idealistic 

and dedicated to pull off. To transform 

and maintain Reclaiming as a collective 

garden is a revolutionary and difficult 

undertaking. 

Some smart feminist once said, "It is hard 

to fight enemies who have outposts in 

our head." It is also hard to grow a 

garden dedicated to the cycles of life 

with the value of collectivity when it is 

planted amidst a culture that has 

opposite dedications and values. As our 

garden grows we will have to be 

comfortable with the pulling of weeds 

and invader plants that can choke the 

growth of true spiritual and cultural 

transformation. Rosemary gives us the 

power of both love and the conscious 

mind. Critical thinking is needed in this 

garden. Just as weeds and invader plants 

often have a beautiful appearance but 

may need to be uprooted for the good of 

the garden, we need to be able to spot 

patches of spiritual materialism, 
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fundamentalism, self-promotion and 

cults of personality. It is natural that they 

would grow in any idealistic garden. 

Identifying the weeds and invader plants 

we all nurture requires the ability to self-

confront and to confront others. Weed 

pulling is a hard job in any garden, 

especially in a garden where we may 

have differences as to what is 

experienced as a weed. As a 

longtime conflict avoider, I 

am working hard on 

retraining myself to see 

conflict as productive and not 

destructive. Like compost, 

dealing with our shit is good 

for the garden, and enriches 

our imaginations, a fertilizer 

of magic. 

Spirituality and organic 

vegetables help maintain 

health. Both are slowly being 

seen as valuable, even in 

popular culture. In the past 

decade I have had the strange 

experience of going from 

feeling like a cultural outsider 

to seeing my skill and 

experience become a valuable 

commodity. My sense is that 

this will increase as time goes 

on. This will be a challenge for 

the garden. Images of 

revolutionary heroes are now 

used to sell computers. Our culture has a 

uncanny way of co-opting the best ideas 

in order to sell its products and our 

challenge is to really think differently 

about how we plant and grow. 

As a lowgtiwie Reclaiming gardener, my 

hope is that we continue to hybrid 

politics with spirituality. As a Witch, I 

want to work in both worlds to affect 

both worlds. I fear that our garden no 

longer cultivates teaching and activism in 

a balanced way. In the last week I have 

talked to three Reclaiming Witches who 

have said to me, "I am spiritual, not 

political." This worries me. The garden I 

helped cultivate did not separate these 

| plots. 

5 Some of what is grown can be sold. 

| People are willing to pay for the sweet 

b fruit of our teachings. Teaching is a 

c§ central focus in our garden. There are 

many difficult tasks that go into keeping 

our garden thriving. Many of these jobs, 

like creating public ritual, working on 

the Quarterly, working on community 

building and webpage cells, attract 

people to our teachings. The majority of 

these jobs are unpaid and have no 

glamour. There is both profit and 

glamour in teaching. Activism has never 

been a paid position in Reclaiming, and 

has lost its former luster. Our Quarterly 

has many articles on political events, 

but fewer of us (at least in the San 

Francisco area) seem to be directly 

involved in them. I am confused as to 

how we handle the inequity of what 

work gets paid for in this garden and 

how to recreate the glamour and re-seed 

an abundant crop of magical direct 

action. My hope is that we can turn up 

some soil in which this can grow by 

beginning to discuss 

these issues. Do we still 

value cultivating 

activism as much 

as teaching 

personal growth? 

What effect does 

it have on our 

garden when 

some of us get 

paid to work it 

and some do not? 

Can we name 

what we see as 

weeds and invader 

plants without 

taking or making 

it a personal 

attack? Let us ask 

these questions in 

the spirit of 

expanding what is 

possible, not just 

the boundaries of 

the garden, but 

what is planted 

and grown. 

As we work this 

garden together 

we must be clear 

on what we value 

cultivating. 

Depending on 

what is decided, some may decide to 

leave and start new gardens. Now that 

this image has been invoked we are 

called to work with it, my hope is for a 

garden that we collectively create, where 

all of us are empowered to speak out on 

what we think should or should not be 

planted, where social and individual 

transformation are actively cultivated 

and where magic thrives. As I smell my 

sprig of rosemary, I know that to do this 

work we will constantly have to ground 

ourselves in the memory that love is the 

law of any garden. Smell the sweet scents 

of summer, and remember what it is you 

love to plant. 

Oak (aka Deborah Cooper) is a seasoned 

Witch, psychotherapist, aromancer, and 

artist. She has been a San Francisco-based 

Reclaiming Witch for almost two decades 

and is a complicated Aquarian. 
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Jiealing Magic 
One Person's Journey 

What is healing? After years as a 

paramedic, I thought I knew. But when I 

had to confront my own diagnosis with 

a life-threatening illness, all of my prior 

assumptions about healing were 

shattered. I began a 

journey that has 

profoundly changed 

my life. 

Several years ago 

I was diagnosed with 

Hepatitis C, a blood-

borne illness I had 

contracted through 

an exposure at work. 

Everything I read at 

the time seemed to 

indicate that my 

condition was 

hopeless, as if there 

was nothing more to 

be done except wait 

to die. 

Fortunately there 

were other forces at 

work in my life. My 

partner and I were 

becoming more 

involved in 

Reclaiming, and our 

spiritual connections 

to the Goddess, the 

community and each 

other were 

deepening. At first Morgaine's faith and 

tenacity carried us through, then 

gradually (after much prodding) I 

climbed up out of my depression and 

victimization to a place where I wanted 

to fight — for my very life if necessary. I 

was angry. But under all the anger was 

pain and grief. At times I gave up. I 

treated my body like it had already 

betrayed me. I also began to think of 

by Lann 

myself in terms of my dis-ease. Every 

sensation became a symptom, every 

symptom an indicator of my inevitable 

demise. 

At the Women's Samhain that 

year I went on a trance journey. I 

found myself deep in the desert. I was 

in tremendous pain, and when I 

looked down there was an arrow deep 

into my right side — into my liver 

where my disease resided. I was 

bleeding, too weak and hurt to move, 

and more alone than I had ever felt. I 

was certain this was how I would die. 

Just then an old Dineh woman 

approached from deep within a canyon. 

She walked directly to me and said, "Let 

go of the arrow." The instant I let go, 

she reached out and yanked the arrow 

free. I could hear her cackling laughter, 

and blood gushed forth, then just as 

suddenly stopped. Through my fear I 

realized that the blinding pain was also 

gone. I was still tender, but I was free. 

Whenever I find myself clinging to my 

illness, I hear her voice. 

Somewhere during this time I also 

had to come to terms with my own role 

in how I had acquired Hepatitis C. 

During one of my angry times I found 

the record for the call during which I 

had been exposed. The patient, an IV 

drug user, told me he had not been 

using for over a week, but he was still 

showing signs of altered mental status. 

While starting his IV I had difficulty, 

and out of sloppy technique I ended up 

getting his blood accidentally splashed 

into my mouth. Rushing and frustrated, 

I hurriedly followed our treatment 

protocol. I unwittingly put him into 

full-blown withdrawal, something I 

hadn't realized at the time, but was clear 

when I reviewed the case. It was one of 

the few cases I have had regrets about 

during my career. Until I could 

acknowledge my own piece in the 

incident and ask his forgiveness, I 

couldn't get beyond my anger and 

blaming. 

The next summer before I was to go 

to my first Witchcamp, I was exploring 

treatment options. After I returned 

from camp we were planning a liver 

biopsy, a procedure which I had heard 

was quite painful. I was convinced that I 

would have to face my arrow. We also 

discussed interferon treatments, which 

had been shown to slow the progress of 

the disease even though the side effects 

are sometimes debilitating. Looking 

back, I now realize that I was thinking 

of myself as a disease walking around 

inside a person. 

As many of you know, Witchcamp 

can change your life. After several days 

of work with the labyrinth, Sharon led 

us on a journey to Faerie. While there I 

felt whole, happy, energized. I knew I 
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wanted to return in spite of the danger. 

The other key part of my experience at 

Witchcamp was being part of the 

chronic illness support group led by 

Willow. Being able to come together 

with other women who were having 

similar feelings of isolation and struggles 

with their individual diseases changed 

how I view myself and others. 

When I heard there was going to be 

a healing ritual I really struggled. Part of 

me wanted to be a healer, to help 

channel the energy to others who surely 

needed it more than I did. Another part 

of me was afraid to ask for what I 

desperately wanted. That morning in 

path work Sharon again led us on a 

trance journey to Faerie. Crossing the 

river of blood to get there, I knew what I 

needed to do. I had gotten my illness 

through blood, and had since been 

afraid that my own blood was tainted — 

that it could hurt others the way I had 

been hurt. In order to be healed, I had to 

accept and love my own blood. 

Another piece of the experience was 

also coming together. While at camp we 

had learned that the niece of one of our 

path sisters was being sexually abused. 

The rage and protectiveness that welled 

up inside me further fueled my passion 

for the healing work. I realized that 

much of the fear and difficulty in asking 

for what I really wanted was related to 

my own history of sexual abuse. It was 

the last push I needed to get through the 

fear. Later, when she asked me and my 

healer partner to carry an amulet into 

the healing circle for her niece, I was 

both honored and fierce in my 

willingness to carry the healing energy 

for those who were unable to ask — 

including the child I had been. It was a 

connection that enabled the healing 

work to go far deeper. 

The afternoon preparations for the 

healing ritual were intense. The healers 

— those who would channel the energy 

we raised to those wishing to be healed 

— met with the healees and several of 

the teachers for instructions. I thought I 

clearly understood the magic we were 

intending to do, but looking back I now 

know that I had already begun my own 

process of descent. I was convinced that 

I would die of my dis-ease, and so in 

order to be healed I had to face that 

death and accept it. And for the first 

time I was not afraid. I hadn't told 

anyone about what I intended to do — 

that I was planning to go to Faerie, the 

land of all possibility and the only place I 

believed I could actually be healed, to do 

the healing work. I knew how to get 

there, and I knew I must go. 

As the healing circle formed and the 

power began to build, I set out to cross 

the river of blood. I could smell it, could 

feel its thick and powerful current 

tugging at my legs. I was also not just 

holding the amulet for my friend's niece 

— I felt that I was holding the child 

herself. I was suddenly unsure that she 

should also go to Faerie. I had made the 

choice as a fully conscious adult 

knowing the risks and inherent dangers. 

But I did trust the Fey that I knew to 

keep her safe, and I knew that this 

healing would mean that she would 

always have a safe refuge. Nothing could 

continued on page 50 

Some thoughts on healing inagic 

Preparation: 

• Explore your beliefs about healing. What would it take for you to be truly healed? 

Where do you need to be in physical space? Where do you need to be in magical 
space? What will make ft safe for you? 

• Take care of your body. Examine how you treat yourself physically and look for ways 
to love yourself* Nourish, bathe and caress your body. 

• Understand what it is you get out of your dis-ease. Until you can acknowledge the 

reasons you may be holding on to your illness or injury, you cannot let go of your 

"arrow* 

• Both you and the person(s) channeling healing energy for you should each have a 

tender- someone whose role it is to ensure your safety, help take care of your 

physical needs, and assist you \n returning fully to this plane from magical space / 

between the worlds. 

• As with any powerful magical working, prepare yourself physically -eat well, drink 

lots of water, rest and ground and drop yourself into a meditative and open state. 

After the healing: 

• Be aware that you may be extremely sensitized to touch and wide open to psychic 

information. Do what you need to \n order to maintain your boundaries md limits 

while still being open to the healing energy flow. Ask for what you need and direct 

the process* Also be clear if anything does not feel right and say "no" or "stop"' as 
needed. 

• Understand that healing \$ an ongoing process, not just a single cathartic event. 

Changes may be subtle and incremental, or may be totally unexpected. Allow yourself 

the time to let the changes take shape within your life and settle into your body. 

• Even though changes may be subtle, accept that your reactions to them may be 

significant or seemingly out of proportion. The deconstructing and reconstructing 

that comprise such deep work can be terrifying and traumatic \r\ ways you may not 

be aware of at the time. Many surgical patients and trauma survivors report feeling 

angry or hostile toward their loved ones for no apparent reason. Ripping away old 

and familiar patterns for healing to occur can be similar to surgery or trauma. Cut 

yourself some slack. 

• Continue to treat your body well - stay warm, eat well (protein is very important 

and helpful in re-grounding), drink LOTS of water, and exercise - your body will 

literally be processing your dis-ease through. 

• You may continue to be extremely sensitized to physical touch and psychic 

information, or be drawn to return to the magical space where your healing work 

was done. Protect your boundaries and ask for help as needed to continue your 
magical working. 
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" hen nature is our sacred text, 

one of the lessons she 

preaches is "Value diversity!" 

In a natural system, diversity equals re 

silience. A prairie, which may contain 

hundreds of different plants in a square 

yard, is far more diverse than a field of 

genetically identical hybrid corn. In a 

prairie, a new disease, a migrating insect 

or a climate change might conceivably 

decimate one species of plant, but there 

will be hundreds to continue growing, 

flowering, holding and building soil. In 

the cornfield, however, a new pest that 

attacked the crop would denude the field 

of life. 

Our human communities, too, will 

be more resilient, more ultimately intel 

ligent, if they represent a diversity of age, 

gender, class background, ancestry, 

sexual orientation, physical abilities and 

many other qualities. When an issue 

arises, a diverse community will view it 

through a variety of lenses, and develop 

a broader spectrum of approaches. Our 

rituals, our spiritual practice, our ways 

of being together will be broadened and 

deepened, and we will be less likely to 

ossify into dogma and rigidity. 

The broad Reclaiming community 

represents many sorts of diversity. We 

include a wide spectrum of ages, class 

backgrounds, genders and sexual orien 

tations. We include many more women 

than men, but that is true also of the 

mainstream religions if we look not at 

their leadership but their overall mem 

bership, and of most groups that work 

for healing and transformation. In some 

areas—for example, cooperative spiri 

tual work among people of different 

sexual orientations, we embody both a 

healthy diversity and the dialogue and 

change diversity sparks. One example— 

over many years of challenges from our 

lesbian, gay, queer and transgender sis 

ters and brothers, we've moved away 

from the celebration of Beltane as the ul 

timate heterosexual love feast and into a 

much more complex understanding of 

the holiday as the time of year when we 

embrace our connection with all life, 

and invoke creativity, 

community and 

sustainability along with 

a multiplicity of visions 

of sexuality. 

Our diversity is the fruit of long 

years of work and struggle. I remember 

many agonizing conversations through 

out the 1970s about whether lesbians 

and straight women could ever really 

work together. Now that's not even a 

question. It's not that we don't some 

times have differences or conflicts that 

fall out around those lines. We certainly 

had many agonizing Beltane planning 

meetings over the years. But we do work 

together, and have learned to value the 

challenges that diverse viewpoints bring. 

I remember similar discussions re 

garding men and women—could we 

ever be in the same group without men 

dominating? Again, that's not an issue 

today. The Reclaiming community has 

been through thousands of discussions, 

meetings, classes and ritual plannings 

where women and men have come to 

gether with equally strong voices. Of 

course, we occasionally fall back into old 

patterns, but we have a structure and 

consciousness that allow 

us to challenge them 

when they arise. 

But when it comes 

to diversity of ancestry, 

the Reclaiming commu 

nity remains fairly pale. 

We are primarily made 

up of people of Euro 

pean heritage, with a 

sprinkling of people of 

color—far fewer than in 

the larger populations of 

the areas where we work. 

It's not that we haven't 

noticed or attempted to 

do something about this 

condition. Discussion of 

this problem has been 

going on for at least 

twenty years in feminist 

spirituality circles, as 

well as in the women's 

movement, the peace, 

justice and environmen 

tal movements, and all 

the activist circles I've 

been involved with. 

We've tried many different approaches. 

But we haven't succeeded in doing any 

thing about it that has made a significant 

difference. 

Why? In part, we are working 

against some larger social and demo 

graphic forces. A third of all African 

American men between the ages of 18 

and 29 are in prison or on probation or 

parole, to name just one factor. Their in 

carceration has reverberations on the 

women in their lives, the mothers of 

their children, their own mothers and 

grandmothers. Small wonder we don't 

30 Rec. Lai mine; QwmrTerly • SvrnmEM999 




































































