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Queen of the Crossroads



Ækát î
(Ἑκάτη )

Orphic Hymn to Ækáti  (Hekate)
 Cal l  Ækát î  of the Crossroads,

worshipped at  the meet ing of three paths,
oh lovely one.

In the sky,  earth,  and sea,  
you are venerated in your 

saffron-colored robes.
Funereal  Daimôn, 

celebrat ing among the souls 
of those who have passed.

Persian,  fond of deserted places,  
you del ight  in deer.
Goddess of night ,  

protectress of dogs,  
inv incible Queen.  

Drawn by a yoke of bul ls ,  
you are the queen who 

holds the keys to al l  the Kózmos.
Commander,  Nýmphi ,  
nurturer of chi ldren,  

you who haunt  the mountains.
Pray,  Maiden,  

at tend our hal lowed r i tuals ;
Be forever gracious

to your myst ic herdsman 
and rejoice in our 

gif ts of incense.



A Br ie f  Interv iew wi th  Cyndi  Brannen ,  PhD ,
psycholog ist  and author  of  numerous books
inc lud ing :  “Keeping Her  Keys :  An Int roduct ion to
Hekate 's  Modern Witchcraf t ”  and “Enter ing
Hekate 's  Cave :  The Journey Through Darkness to
Wholeness . ”

1.  I t  fee ls  l ike  society  is  s tanding at  the
crossroads wi th  some huge col lect ive  decis ions
to make about  the  wor ld  we want  to  l ive  in .  How
can fo lks  engage wi th  or  otherwise work wi th
Hekate  as  we move fur ther  in to  uncharted
terr i tory? Do you have any personal  thoughts
about  how she can help  us—either  indiv idual ly  or
col lect ive ly—at  th is  moment  in  t ime?

Hekate  is  t ru ly  a  goddess  fo r  the  tu rbu len t  t imes in
wh ich  we l i ve ,  bo th  a t  the  g loba l  leve l  and in  our
pr iva te  l i ves .  She ab ides  a t  a l l  t rans i t ions ,  whether
ent rances  to  phys ica l  s t ruc tures  or  energet ic  sh i f t s
in  the  web o f  the  un iverse .  Her  many anc ien t  t i t les
and ro les  tes t i f y  to  th is ,  f rom her  p lacement  a t
househo ld  shr ines  to  s ta tuary  a t  boundar ies  w i th in
c i t ies  and towns,  to  ep i the ts  tha t  descr ibe  her  as
"Ear th  C leaver , "  and "Gate  Crasher . "  There  is  a
th rum in  thev ib ra t iona l  essence o f  our  p lanet  tha t
cor responds to  her  powers .  We know,  somewhere  

deep ins ide ,  tha t  the  j ig  i s  up .
Humani ty  has  la id  waste  to
our  p lanet ,  the  s t ruc tu res
which  upho ld  the  sys tems
that  lead  to  th is  a re
crumbl ing .  The p lanet  herse l f
i s  push ing  back ,  w i th  a
fe roc i ty  tha t  summons the
ep i the t  o f  Br imo,  a  sor t  o f
unbr id led  rage.  Add i t iona l l y ,
Hekate  is  very  much
assoc ia ted  w i th  the  deeper
wor ld  o f  mag ick  and mystery ,
wh ich  is  sore ly  lack ing  w i th
any  au thent ic i t y  in  the
mains t ream.  We can fee l
d isempowered,  bewi ldered ,
and anx ious  about  the  s ta te
o f  the  wor ld  and how i t
impacts  our  persona l  l i ves .  



Turn ing  to  magick  and mystery  can he lp  us
return  to  our  center ,  enhance se l f  e f f icacy ,  and ,
perhaps most  of  a l l ,  show us  that  there  is  a  way
through th is  mess .  Hekate 's  st rong presence in
our  minds ,  dreams ,  and uncanny
synchron ic i t ies ,  teaches  us  that  she  of fers
gu idance ,  protect ion ,  and connect ion .  

In  Keep ing  Her  Keys :  An In t roduc t ion  to  Hekate 's
Modern  Wi tchcra f t ,  I  descr ibed these t imes l i ke
th is :  We can in te rpre t  th is  as  the  age o f  the  Ho ly
Darkness ,  the  t ime when the  D iv ine  Femin ine
( inc lud ing  Hekate)  i s  rec la iming  the i r  pos i t ion  in
the  l i ves  o f  the i r  chosen,  bu t  a lso  in  a  sh i f t  in
soc ie ty .  Us ing  Ho ly  Darkness  to  descr ibe  th is
t ime is  f i t t ing  because o f  the  imagery  o f  Hekate
as  the  Torchbearer  sh in ing  Her  l igh t  a long our
way,  w i th  the  moon a lso  sh in ing  upon us .  The
moon is  the  symbol  o f  femin ine  energy ,  too .  The
Holy  Darkness  ex tends  to  the  en t i re  age tha t  we
are  l i v ing  in .  I  fee l  the  t remendous in te res t  in
devot ion  to  Hekate  r igh t  now re f lec ts  Her  r i se  to
energet ic  p rominence tha t  we are  cur ren t ly
exper ienc ing .  Her  Ho ly  Darkness  is  spread ing  a l l
over  the  wor ld  –  across  cu l tu res ,  languages,
genders ,  e tc .  I  can ' t  exp la in  i t ,  bu t  I  can  fee l  i t .
Modern  Hekatean Wi tchcra f t  has  emerged jus t
when i t ' s  most  needed.  I t ' s  a lmost  as  though
Hekate  gu ided us  to  c rea te  i t  to  meet  the  growing
need fo r  teach ing  o f  new in i t ia tes  and fo r  hea l ing
ourse lves  and the  wor ld .  I ’m o f fe r ing  up  th is  book
as  a  way o f  he lp ing  to  f i l l  the  vo id  o f  in fo rmat ion
about  p rac t ic ing  Modern  Hekatean Wi tchcra f t .

In  her  complex i t ies ,  Hekate  comes w i th  no t  on ly
her  f ie rceness ,  w i tchcra f t ,  and empowerment ,  bu t
a lso  w i th  her  lesser  known aspects  as  tha t  evoke
her  gent le r  s ide .  Ep i the ts  f rom ant iqu i ty  such as
Pa ion ios ,  wh ich  means Hea ler ,  and Ata la ,  The
Tender ,  teach us  tha t  the  way fo rward  is  no t
pure ly  th rough bru te  fo rce ,  bu t  a lso  k indness .  

Each t ime we a l ign  w i th  Hekate ,  be  i t  th rough
not ic ing  her  messages or  a  r i tua l  honor ing  her ,  
we are  hea l ing  bo th  ourse lves  and the  wor ld .  



2 .  S o  m a n y  w o m e n  I  k n o w  a r e  c u r r e n t l y  g o i n g
t h r o u g h  m a j o r  t r a n s f o r m a t i o n s  i n  t h e i r  l i v e s
a n d  f e e l  a s  t h o u g h  w e  a r e  s t u c k  i n  u n d e r w o r l d
j o u r n e y s .  W h a t  c a n  H e k a t e  t e a c h  u s  a b o u t  h o w
t o  f i n d  o u r  o w n  m e t a p h o r i c a l  t o r c h e s  t o  l i g h t
t h e  w a y ?  

"When we are  a t  a  c rossroads ,  o r  a l ready  in  the
Underwor ld ,  Hekate  can r i se  up  ou t  o f  the  deeper
wor ld ,  showing up  in  the  c racks  o f  our  l i ves .  She
sends her  emissar ies—ange ls  and hungry  ghos ts
a l i ke—to do  her  b idd ing .  They  occupy  our
dreams,  invade our  imag ina t ions ,  and drop  the i r
uncanny h in ts  un t i l  we pay  them heed.  A l though
the i r  faces  vary  and the i r  methods  may be
d ispara te ,  the i r  message is  a lways  the  same:
Wake up !  They  in t rude on  our  qu ie t  minds  un t i l
we hear  them speak.  And when we do,  they  te l l
us  s to r ies  tha t  unset t le  us .  They  br ing  back  the
pas t ,  show up our  own fau l ts ,  and genera l l y
shake us  to  the  core .  That  i s  the  work  o f  Hekate
in  ac t ion .  She scares  the  l i fe  back  in to  us .  She is
the  sp i r i t  o f  the  sacred  femin ine  tha t  ca l l s  us  to
embark  on  the  journey  o f  the  sou l . "  -  f rom
Enter ing  Hekate 's  Cave:  The Journey  Through
Darkness  to  Wholeness .
Enter ing  Hekate 's  Cave,  o f fe rs
a  way th rough the  persona l
underwor ld  journey  th rough
persona l  inqu i ry ,  na tura l
mag ick ,  and a  ser ies  o f  r i tua ls
insp i red  by  the  anc ien t  r i tes  a t
E leus is ,  cen tered  in  the  myth
o f  Persephone.  To  Enter
Hekate 's  Cave in ten t iona l l y
sh i f t s  the  underwor ld  journey .
We become the  nar ra to rs  o f
our  s to ry ,  ca l l ing  our  power
back  to  us ,  in  a  sense tak ing
the  to rch  o f fe red  by  Hekate
and us ing  i t  to  i l l umina te  our
own.



In  the  anc ien t  s to r ies  tha t  fea ture  Hekate ,  she  is
a lmost  a lways  the  gu ide ,  no t  the  s ta r  o f  the  ta le .
I t  i s  her  un ique governance over  the  in -be tween
tha t  compels  us  in to  the  shadows.  Sh in ing  l igh t
on  what  l ies  in  our  persona l  shadow is  a  deep
process ,  tha t  evo lves  over  t ime and on ly  by
pr io r i t i z ing  th is  work .  Becoming aware  o f  the
fac tors  tha t  led  us  in to  the  underwor ld ,  in  a
manner  rea l i z ing  how we are  the  young
Persephone,  permi ts  us  to  fo l low Hekate 's  w isdom
tra i l  th rough the  darkness  so  tha t  we,  l i ke  dear
Persephone,  become sovere ign .  She ’ l l  show you
the  way to  t ransmute  tha t  pa in  in to  your  power .
Acceptance o f  the  pas t ,  res is tance to  remain ing
s tuck  in  the  underwor ld  and c la iming  your  c rown
are  a l l  th ings  revea led  when we fo l low Hekate 's
to rches  as  Persephone d id .  Contemporary  soc ie ty
says ,  “Pa in  i s  bad.  Run f rom i t . ”  However ,  c los ing
our  eyes  to  our  su f fe r ing ,  and tha t  o f  o thers ,  on ly
serves  to  render  us  the  he lp less  v ic t im.  Through
prac t ice  we can learn  to  be  a  conquer ing
sovere ign  o f  our  pa in .  Fo l low ing  Persephone ’s
example ,  we can become a  Queen o f  Pa in .  L ike
Persephone,  our  c rown can be  cons t ruc ted  f rom
the dus t ,  b lood and tears  o f  the  w isdom ga ined
f rom our  su f fe r ing  when we a l low Hekate  to
un lock  what  i s  t rue  and hea l ing  fo r  us .

3.  I  see more and more people  developing an
interest  in  Hekate .  Do you have any advice  or
caut ions for  newbies want ing to  connect  wi th
her?

When we beg in  to  a t tune to  Hekate ,  i t  can  be  very
exc i t ing  and,  a t  t imes,  scary ,  a  s ta te  o f  be ing  I
ca l led  "sc i ted . "  My number  one t ip  i s  to  no t  rush .
Hekate  isn ' t  go ing  to  abandon us .  Take the  t ime to
pay  a t ten t ion  -  to  l i s ten  ins tead o f  ac t .  She is
a l ready  send ing  messages,  bu t  we can miss  them
because we hyper focus  on  do ing  a  bunch o f  th ings
ins tead o f  s i t t ing  qu ie t l y  and no t ic ing .  Over  the
years ,  I ' ve  heard  count less  s to r ies  o f  how,  once we
s low down and contempla te ,  we see tha t  Hekate
has  a lways  been w i th  us .  



She comes in  d reams,  in  uncanny encounters ,
and a lways  sends symbols ,  f rom keys  to  an imal
a l l ies .  In  Enter ing  Hekate 's  Garden,  I  wro te  about
th is  t ime o f  "sc i tement " :  Th is  per iod  o f
awaken ing  w i l l  be  th r i l l i ng .  You ’ l l  be  eager  to
rush in to  th is  book ,  to  go  deeper  in to  the
myster ies  and to  take  your  mag ick  to  h igher
leve ls .  Go gent ly  in to  Hekate ’s  Garden.  Th is
awaken ing  is  a  per iod  o f  g rea t  t rans format ion
tha t  i s  o f ten  accompan ied  by  in tense emot ions ,
new ways  o f  th ink ing  and rad ica l  changes in
behav ior .  I f  you ’ re  a  ta ro t  en thus ias t ,  th ink  o f  i t
as  Tower  T ime when o ld  ways  are  cas t  as ide  to
revea l  your  deepest  t ru th .  Some o f  the  symptoms
of  such a  sp i r i tua l  upgrade inc lude fee l ing  you ’ re
on f i re  in  the  hear t  cen ter ,  a  buzz ing  o f  your  th i rd
eye,  and in tense roo t  ac t i va t ion .  That ’s  a  po l i te
way o f  say ing  your  sex  dr ive  may change
rad ica l l y .  Other  symptoms can inc lude
phys io log ica l  ones  l i ke  headaches and d iges t ive
issues .  You ’ l l  exper ience v iv id  d reams and s leep
changes.  Expect  to  be  awoken in  the  midd le  o f
the  n igh t  w i th  your  body  v ib ra t ing .  Dreams o f
Hekate ,  C i rce  and Medea may occur .  You may
even have v is ions  o f  cer ta in  p lan ts  p rev ious ly
unknown to  you. "

I f  th is  descr ibes  how you are  fee l ing ,  then know
that  Hekate  comes when the  t ime is  r igh t .  You are
ready  to  do  the  inner  work  and hea l  in to  your
un ique who leness .



Hekate Queen of Witches
by Rune BEar



Sex & Death

By Sequoia Belk-Hurst 

I  lay down on the earth and I  died

And as I  succumbed to decay 
the land opened her verdant arms 

and took me into her .

My sibl ings ,  
the bugs and the mushrooms and the bacteria ,  

pulled the flesh from my bones ,  
caressed the weary skin from my naked rot ,  

d isrobed me to the witness 
of the sun and moon and stars .

Grasses ,  fungi ,  worms and buzzards 
dug their f ingers into my ribs ,  

oak and ivy and redwood wrapped root and vine 
around my ankles and wrists ,  t ib ia and ulna ,  

pulling me deeper ,  deeper ,  
declaring my body tribute to the soil .  

Carrion fed on muscle and marrow, 
consuming all I  had ever had to offer to anything.  

I  was adored,  v iscerally .

The heaving sighs that left my body 
with each bite the wild took 
expelled the pleasure of my 

decadent putrefaction into the a ir ,  
the perfume of sex and death permeating the dark,  

r ich oeuvre of the leaves ,  d irt ,  
and other dead and dying things 

which rotted in ecstasy around me.  

An orgiast ic splendour,  we returned.



Had She  He ld  Her  Torch  for  Me?
Dani  Bur l i son

1 .
My hormones  swi r l ed  as  I  wa lked  my rura l  road  to  meet  a
boy  a t  the  edge  o f  an  orchard .  I  r emember  the  sound  of
cr i cke t s  and  f rogs  sc reech ing  out  in to  that  warm summer
n ight ,  a  raccoon  crunch ing  on  c rawdads  in  the  s t eam
along  the  road .  I  r emember  a  bat  swooping  low through
the  a i r ,  my  favor i t e  anc ient  oak  t ree  looming  over  me .  I
remember  how br ight  the  s tar s  g l i t t e red  aga ins t  that
moonles s  n ight .  I  r emember  c ross ing  a  thresho ld  f rom
chi ldhood  and  in to  someth ing  e l se  as  I  s tood  a t  the
cross roads  o f  pavement  and  water  and  so i l .
There  was  a  moment  in  that  dark  n ight  that  s eemed
to  la s t  an  e te rn i ty .  A  moment  that  my  f l e sh  s tood  up
to  meet  the  a i r  w i th  a  sh iver .  We’ve  a l l  been  there ,
f rom fear  or  exc i t ement ,  that  f ee l ing  o f  someone
watch ing  f rom afar .  The  f ee l ing  that  gr ips  us  a
second  be fore  someone  or  someth ing  reaches  out  to
brush  our  sk in  wi th  a  co ld  outs t re tched  f inger .  A
surpr i se ,  a  gasp  in  our  lungs .  A  rush  in  our  b lood.

I  had  no  idea  what  that  ch i l l  was  f rom;  maybe  a
ghos t  f rom the  rumored  haunted  house  s i t t ing  next
to  the  c reek .  Maybe  a  phantom sp i r i t  that  had  c rept
down f rom the  footh i l l s  to  hunt  the  foxes  and  boars
that  o f t en  roamed those  p laces .  I  wasn ’ t  a f ra id .
Someth ing  was  gu id ing  me ,  watch ing  the  road  ahead
for  danger .
S tepp ing  f rom the  paved  road  and  in  be tween  rows  o f
walnut  t r ees ,  the  ac id ic  sme l l  o f  the i r  hu l l s  l ingered ,
th ick  in  the  a i r .  The  boy  wasn ’ t  there .  His  car  wasn ’ t
parked  down the  d i r t  road  that  bordered  the
orchard .  He  wasn ’ t  wa i t ing ,  l i s t en ing  to  Depeche
Mode ,  a s  I  had  hoped .  He  must  have  been  running
la te ,  I  thought ,  a s  a  courage  sudden ly  f i l l ed  me  and
prope l l ed  me  deeper  in to  the  t rees .  

I  wa lked  unt i l  the  road  was  out  o f  s ight ,  which  in
re t rospec t  probably  wasn ’ t  fa r  a t  a l l  but  my
percept ion  was  skewed;  the  on ly  l i ght  I  had  was  the
Mi lky  Way.  I  s topped  a t  a  c ross roads  o f  orchard
rows ,  f e l t  the  dew of  the  orchard  weeds  s l ippery
under  my  shoes ,  c losed  my eyes  and  l i f t ed  my  face
and  arms  up  to  the  sky .  I t  was  a  rare  moment  o f
sa fe ty  and  f reedom in  my  otherwise  chaot i c  t een  l i f e
and  I  soaked  i t  up ,  s tand ing  ta l l ,  r eve l ing  in
whatever  was  there  protec t ing  me .



Hekate  By  He id i  Iver son

2 .

Meta l l i ca ’ s  “Ride  the
Lightn ing”  b las ted
f rom the  car  and
some of  the  boys
snor ted  l ines  in  the
backseat  o f  the  go ld
Volvo  and  then
passed  the  bot t l e  o f
Southern  Comfor t
around  the  c i r c l e ,
tak ing  b ig  f ina l  gu lps
of  i t  be fore  bo l t ing
toward  the  t ra i l .
There  was  a
l ightn ing  s torm
forecas ted  and  we
were  there  to  watch
i t  a f t e r  c rawl ing  in to
and  out  o f  a  cave  o f f
o f  Highway  36 .

The  cave  wasn ’ t  a
b ig  secre t ,  but  i t
wasn ’ t  open  to  the
publ i c ,  e i ther .  Only
the  loca l s  a round  the
Lassen  area  knew
about  i t  and  there
was  a  t ra i l  f rom a
c lear ing  in  the
ponderosa  p ines

that  l ed  down the  vo lcan ic  s tones  to  i t s  open ing .   I t  was
dangerous ,  and  we  were  here  wi th  our  S layer  sh i r t s  and
black  eye l iner  to  spark  adrena l ine  rushes  to  top  o f f  the
rushes  o f  booze  and  speed  and  whatever  e l s e  the  o lder
boys  had  cours ing  through  the i r  sk inny  bodies .My drunk
boyfr i end  entered  f i r s t  and  I  fo l lowed  c lose  beh ind ,
po int ing  my  f la sh l ight  to  the  wa l l s  and  ce i l ing  o f  the  cave ,
look ing  for  chunks  o f  s tone  that  cou ld  c rush  us  or  b lock
our  path  out .  I  was  c laus t rophobic ,  though  I  would  never
show a  weakness  around  these  guys .  They  a l l  l iked  me
because  I  was  bo ld ,  a  r i sk - taker ,  who  of ten  l ed  them in to
abandoned  houses  look ing  for  ghos t s ,  and  who drank  and
cussed  and  par t i ed  as  hard  as  the  re s t  o f  them.
As  the  tunne l s  in  the  cavern  became  smal l e r ,  I  found
myse l f  be l ly  c rawl ing  in to  i cy  a i r ,  fa r  away  f rom the
group.



Water  dr ipped  in  a  s low s teady  pace  onto  my  cur ly  ha i r
as  I  pushed  myse l f  fur ther  than  I  shou ld  have  gone .
Always  seek ing  jus t  a  l i t t l e  b i t  more  o f  a  h igh  f rom
press ing  myse l f  up  aga ins t  danger ,  I  turned  my
f lash l ight  o f f  and  widened  my eyes .  In  that  moment ,  I
thought  I  heard  a  woman whi sper  an  in t roduct ion ,
both  a  warn ing  and  a  reassurance ,  that  c rept  up  my
sp ine .  I  r emember  i t  f ee l ing  l ike  i ce  a t  the  back  o f  my
neck .

As  I  turned  the  f la sh l ight  on  and  backed  out  o f  the
t ight  spot  in  the  cave ,  the  sound  of  thunder  broke
outs ide .  We  a l l  s curr i ed  toward  the  cave  open ing  and
emerged  to  l i ghtn ing  break ing  apar t  the  sky  over  mi l e s
of  dark  fores ted  h i l l s ides .  We  howled  a t  the  sky ,  some
of  us  danc ing  in  c i r c l e s ,  ra i s ing  our  arms  overhead .

The  boys  kept  pass ing  the  bot t l e  unt i l  i t  was  empty  and
someone  smashed  i t  aga ins t  a  bou lder  as  the  ha i l  began
pe l t ing  us .  My boyfr i end ,  the  most  was ted  o f  the
group,  r e fused  to  g ive  the  car  keys  to  any  o f  the  l e s s
fucked  up  boys  in  the  group.  He  ins i s t ed  on  dr iv ing
and  anyone  who d idn ’ t  ge t  in  the  car  would  be  l e f t  on
the  rura l  mounta ins ide  a lone .  I  chose  to  s i t  in  the
backseat .

As  we  careened  down the  h ighway  a t  what  I  l a te r  heard
was  90  mi l e s  per  hour ,  the  l i ghtn ing  and  thunder
cont inued  i t s  theat r i c s  beh ind  us .  The  boyfr i end
swerved  and  banged  h i s  head  to  the  mus ic  pumping  out
of  the  speakers  in  one  moment ,  and  in  the  next  the  car
was  ups ide  down in  the  a i r .  I  r emember  a  f la sh  (had
Hekate  he ld  her  torch  for  me? )  and  then  the  car ’ s  roof
h i t t ing  a  la rge  bou lder  o f f  the  s ide  o f  the  h ighway .  The
car  was  f lung  up  aga in  and  aga in—three  or  four  t imes
tota l—before  land ing  on  i t s  s ide  next  to  a  c l i f f .

There  were  f ive  o f  us  in  the  car ,  some  in jured  bad ly .  I
was  ab le  to  c rawl  out  through  the  sun  roof ,  and  made
my way  to  the  road .  A  couple  o f  the  boys  were
unconsc ious .  I  thought  my  boyfr i end  was  dead .  I  jus t
s tood  there ,  s tar ing ,  a  vo ice  f rom somewhere  t e l l ing  me
I  had  a  b ig  cho ice  to  make ,  that  I  shou ld  head  down
another  road .



3 .

We were  on  ac id  a t  the  Santa  Monica  p ie r ,  watch ing
the  waves  c rawl  up  and  ge t  pu l l ed  back ,  over  and  over .
A woman walked  her  two  dogs  near  them,  running  back
and  for th  in  a  game  of  tag  wi th  the  sea .  The  dogs
barked  a t  the  sea  foam and  seemed  to  jump in  c i r c l e s .
T ime  and  space  f e l t  obso le te  except  the  sun  was  s ink ing
and  the  sky  was  morphing  f rom b lue  in to  go ld  in to  red
in to  purp le ,  so  I  knew i t  must  be  n ight t ime .  

At  n ine teen ,  I  was  a t  a  c ross roads  in  my  l i f e ,  one  o f
what  would  be  many  turn ing  po int s ;  po in t s  o f  en t ry
in to  what  cou ld  have  been  o ther  l i ves ,  w i th  o ther
people ,  w i th  o ther  ways  o f  th ink ing  and  be ing  and
l iv ing .  I  never  knew which  d i rec t ion  to  take  so  I  o f t en
jus t  took  the  d i rec t ion  toward  drugs  or  bad  men,  and
le t  l i f e  jus t  car ry  me  a long .

I  watched  beachgoers  pack  the i r  th ings ,  ob jec t s  that
looked  l ike  orbs  o f  l i ght  or  c lumps  o f  energy ,  even
though  the  LSD was  waning  a f t e r  a  f ew hours  o f
adventur ing  around  my new home of  Los  Ange le s  w i th
these  goth  f r i ends  f rom back  home.  We  laughed ,
marve led  a t  the  f i r s t  specks  o f  s tar s  pok ing  through  the
n ight  sky .  I  r emember  s tay ing  qu ie t ,  bounc ing  ideas
and  ques t ions  about  the  wor ld  around  in  my  head ,  too
confused  about  what  next  s t eps  to  take  a f t e r  I  had
exper i enced  a  b lurry  but  horr i f i c  event  a  f ew months
before .  I  t r i ed  not  to  th ink  about  what  the  per son  had
done  to  me  and  ins tead  l e t  my  body  l ean  back  in to  the
sand .

I  a sked  for  a  s ign  about  s tay ing  in  Los  Ang les ,
wonder ing  i f  I ’d  be  sa fe  there  a lone  i f  everyone  kept
l eav ing  me .  I  heard  a  dog  howl  on  the  beach ,  women
laugh ing  in  the  d i s tance ,  waves  c rash ing  aga ins t  the
p ie r .  Then  a  gunshot .  Screaming .  A  man ye l l ing
someth ing  f rom down the  beach .  I  jo l t ed  up ,  t ry ing  to
make  out  what  was  happen ing  in  the  d imly  l i t  n ight .
Then  s i r ens .

As  the  po l i ce  and  paramedics  made  the i r  way  to  the
man ly ing ,  presumably  dead ,  on  the  beach ,  I  saw her
near  the  waves .  Her  dogs  by  her  s ide ,  a  torch  in  her
hand.  She  was  fac ing  me ,  whi sper ing  aga in ,  o f f e r ing  a
warn ing  and  a  s ign  i t  was  t ime  to  go .



By Maryann B .  Cole



From Below and in Three Directions: 
Nine fragments of Love for Hekate

by carla joy bergman

direction one: waxing light

“Everything is an exchange for fire, and
fire for everything…”

—Hericlitus

1

We rode in crescent shaped formation
towards the horizon

Our horses adorned in pink and white
asphodel petals

aromas of lavender hovering on the wind
we recite your cosmic invitation to be

with our
untimely and unspacialized grief
our heartbeats echoing across the

universe

This is us
the wanderlost, making our way

knowing we must travel far and below
suspending all timelines

2

Blazing our way through our shared
despair

Light holding multiplicities
You ask for nothing more.

Yet in the distance we hear the urgency
in your battle cry

to cease Apollo from folding space
to clear-cut all magic

We are near



3

We arrived with linked arms as you
tenderly weaved in between our hearts.
Daggers dosed in mint lay firmly in our

mouths
Closing our eyes we wait for your spell

to be spoken

remembrances forged by your magic begin
to rise

through mycelium frequencies of
collective potencies

we hear Bacchus answering your call
“set the magic free”

direction two: full light

“How can you hide from what never goes
away?”

—Heraclitus

4

dear embodied Care Guide
we continue to travel below to keep you

near
entering invocations with you because

we’re trying to live a life
where reciprocity flows

and care animates our every breath.
Levitating our wishes towards Luna

Knowing we cannot chase
mandrake whispers

keep going

 So now we walk
deeper into other-worldly lands

leaving behind manifesting and manifested
while embracing manibeing



5

Opening New Portals of Awe
your spark catches the strings that bind

the liminal into now
Scientist still trying to name this ever-

ending
spacetime between atoms and stardusting

our imaginations
some call it god
And you smile.

6

As more magic realms begin to bloom
sprouting temporal agents on earth
some call themselves influencers

we can tell who's who because snakes
slither around their Auras

We imagine you watching with curiosity,
reflecting to when each Oracle

was chosen by the men who twisted the
Oracles cosmic messages

into Empire’s words to manipulate and
control

But that was about survival.

[I wonder: would you sell your magic for
profit?]

The haunting patriarchal ghosts collude
with

systems of domination feeding
off of the cosplaying Agents attempting

to hoard the light that remains
But your shadows trick them to move away

from the light
casting a veil over their souls.

and then we remember
We remember to close our eyes.

And wait for the
Return.



direction three: waning light
“The unlike is joined together, and from
differences results the most beautiful

harmony.” — Heraclitus

7

We are the thin skin brigade, trying to
be free

sharers of light in darkness
Exiling towards Medea’s direct line to

our emotions
sending us fragrances of mint and

reminding us to look
to our hearts and move in unison.

Those who remain are terrestrial misfits
roaming through alien lands

ebbing and flowing outside of time and
bending time.

Blessings of renewal await us
our energetic bodies connect at nodes in

the universe

8

sinking further into darkness
looking for the cascade of shadows

dancing on the cave walls inviting us to
trust

the beauty of the mycelium in patterns
like the constellations cast by Astraeus

in the night sky.

Courage ignites us to fall into looking
with all our senses

feeling the trembling flickers beneath
the shadows

Illuminating many futures.



9

As light begins to dissolve above, so
below

I felt the warmth from your torch
beckoning me to dive deeper into an

underworld of love

I arrive at the crossroads between Saturn
and Pluto

this is where I fall into dreams
a crow's feather lands in my hand,

I plunge it in the dark matter and begin
to write

Photo  by  Ava  Bur l i son





L e t t i n g  i t  D i e
B y  A l y s s a  R o s e

I t ’ s  s o  h a r d  t o  l e t  s o m e t h i n g  d i e .

I ’ v e  m a d e  t h e  d e c i s i o n  t o  s t o p  f e e d i n g  i t ,  
g i v i n g  i t  a i r  a n d  s u n l i g h t .  

I  k n o w  t h a t  I  a m  r i g h t  
t h i s  t h i n g  c a n n o t  g o  o n  l i v i n g ,  
i t  c a u s e s  t o o  m u c h  p a i n  f o r  a l l .  

B u t  t h e n  I  s e e  i t  s u f f e r i n g ,  
f l o p p i n g  a r o u n d  o n  t h e  g r o u n d  g a s p i n g  f o r  a i r .  

I  r e m e m b e r  h o w  s w e e t  i t  c o u l d  b e ,  
t h e  j o y  i t  o n c e  g a v e  m e  

a n d  I  w a n t  t o  g i v e  i t  s o m e t h i n g ,  
I  w a n t  t o  s a v e  i t .  

L i k e  I  s a v e d  i t  o v e r  a n d  o v e r  a g a i n  b e f o r e ,  
f e e d i n g  i t  t h e  t i n y  m o r s e l s

t h a t  I  k e p t  g r i p p e d  i n  m y  p a l m .  
I t ’ s  h u m a n  n a t u r e .  

I ’ m  a  l o v e r ,  
a  m o t h e r ,

n o t  a  k i l l e r .  
T h e n  S h e  t a p s  m e  o n  t h e  s h o u l d e r ,

r e m i n d s  m e ,  I ’ m  l e t t i n g  i t  d i e .  
A n d  I  w a i t .

B u t  I  m i g h t  g i v e  i t  o n e  m o r e  b r e a t h ,  
a  s t r o k e  o n  t h e  h e a d ,  a  c r u m b ,  

t o  m a k e  t h e  d y i n g  a  l i t t l e  m o r e  p a l a t a b l e ,  
e a s i e r  f o r  m e  t o  w a t c h .  

E a s i e r  o n  m y  h e a r t .
S h e  t a p s  m e  a g a i n .  
I  h a v e  t o  l e t  i t  d i e  

o r  i t  w i l l  c o n t i n u e  t o  h u r t  m e ,  
m a k e  m e  a c h e ,  m a k e  m y  s t o m a c h  t u r n ,  

m a k e  m e  d o  t h i n g s  I  w o u l d  n e v e r  d o .  
S o  I  s i t  w i t h  H e r  b y  m y  s i d e

a n d  w a i t ,  
w o n d e r i n g  h o w  l o n g  

t h i s  w h o l e  d y i n g  t h i n g  a c t u a l l y  t a k e s .
 

O v e r  t i m e  i t  g e t s  a  l i t t l e  e a s i e r  
t o  w a t c h  t h e  g a s p i n g  a n d  f l o p p i n g .  

H o p e f u l l y  i t ’ s  o v e r  s o o n .



I  k n o w  t h e  g r i e f  w i l l  c o m e  
a n d  s e t t l e  o v e r  m e  l i k e  a  t h i n  g a u z e .  

W h e n  a  b r e e z e  p a s s e s  a n d  I  f e e l  i t  o n  m y  s k i n  
I ’ l l  r e m e m b e r .

W h e n  I  c a t c h  i t  o n  s o m e t h i n g  
a n d  i t  s n a g s  a s  I ’ m  w a l k i n g  o u t  t h e  d o o r ,  

I ’ l l  r e m e m b e r .  

W h e n  I  b r e a t h e  i n  t o o  d e e p  
a n d  i t  c o v e r s  m y  n o s t r i l s  a n d  m o u t h ,  

I ’ l l  r e m e m b e r  

h o w  I  w a t c h e d  i t  d i e .



‘ma iden,  mother ,  c rone ’  i s  a  four  layered reduc t ion  l inocut  on  hand to rn  b r igh t
wh i te  250 gsm co t ton  rag .

As  fa r  as  p r in tmak ing  goes ,  I ’m more  o f  an  eng ineer  than an  ar t i s t .  Rather  than
choos ing  a  techn ique or  p rocess  tha t  he lps  me ach ieve  an  ar t i s t i c  v is ion ,  I  tend to
crea te  a r t  tha t  he lps  me prac t ice  a  par t i cu la r  p rocess  or  techn ique.
‘ma iden,  mother ,  c rone ’  was  d i f fe ren t .
The or ig ina l  ske tch  fo r  ‘ma iden,  mother ,  c rone ’  was  never  in tended to  be  a  p r in t .  I t
s ta r ted  o f f  as  a  s imp le  l i t t le  d rawing  exerc ise  and a l l  o f  a  sudden there  was a
s ta i rcase to  nowhere  in  an  archway w i th  a  b ig  eye  peer ing  ou t .
Wei rd . . . I  ac tua l l y  k inda l i ke  th is .
So I  kep t  go ing .
More  p l in ths !  More  archways !  I  shou ld  use  moons as  re f lec t ions  in  the  eyes !
Then I  began to  rea l i ze  what  was emerg ing .  The t r ip le  moons,  the  d iverg ing  pa ths ,
the  co lo rs  t rans i t ion ing  f rom morn ing  to  n igh t…I t ’s  an  ode to  Hekate ,  the  t r ip le
goddess ,  the  mother ,  ma iden,  and c rone.
I t  was  a  deep ly  g ra t i f y ing  rea l i za t ion .
Moments  l i ke  th is  a re  why I  love  mak ing  ar t ,  be  i t  p r in tmak ing ,  mus ic ,  o r
o therw ise .  I t  reminds  me tha t  there ’s  a lways  someth ing  there…some des ign ,  some
song,  some p iece  o f  a r t  ready  to  be  unear thed.  A l l  I  have to  do  is  keep d igg ing
unt i l  i t  p resents  i t se l f ,  un t i l  i t  comes in to  i t s  own.  Th is  p r in t  fe l t  espec ia l l y
archeo log ica l  in  the  way i t  came in to  be ing .  I  cou ldn ' t  be  more  p leased w i th  the
who le  p rocess .

Most  impor tan t ly ,  I  have to  acknowledge the  amaz ing  humans w i thout  whom I
wou ld  no t  have known o f  Hekate .  Deepest  thanks ,  R io ,  Dan i ,  and A lyssa .

By Matthew Izen



these  l i t t l e  c ross roads

by  I r i sanya  Moon

I  wanted  to  be  dark  and  deep ,  thus  somehow more
power fu l  and  wi se .  My hear t  wanted  to  s t ep  in to  the
myster ious  shadows  and  not  t r emble ,  to  face  every th ing
that  c r i ed  for  my  a t t ent ion .  To  s tand  be fore  a l l  tha t  I
f eared  and  know i t  f eared  me  too .

Enter  Hecate ,  Goddess  o f  Wi tches ,  Torchbearer ,  and
Guard ian  o f  Cross roads ,  She  who  would  s tand  and  s tare
a t  me  unt i l  I  made  a  dec i s ion .  Unt i l  I  took  the  f i r s t  s t ep .
She  wa i ted  and  wa i ted  for  me  to  ar r ive  a t  the  p lace
beyond  contempla t ion  and  be fore  ac t ion .  Hecate  s tood
wi th  the  torch  o f  t ru th  and  surrender ,  for  no  mat te r
what  way  I  chose ,  i t  was  the  way  to  those  sacred
cross roads .

You can ’ t  go  everywhere .  You  need  to  l eave  someth ing
beh ind .  There  i s  a  path  that  w i l l  not  have  your  s tory
la id  in  i t s  t ex ture .  There  i s  a  path  that  w i l l  not  know
how much  you  agonized  over  the  choos ing .  There  i s  a
path  that  has  been  r ight  be fore  you ,  one  that  w i l l  g ive
you  exac t ly  what  you  need ,  even  i f  you  never  sa id  i t
a loud .

Dramat ic  c ross roads  are  hard  to  mis s .  Do I  s tay  in  th i s
marr iage  or  not?  Do I  take  back  my power?  Do I  t e l l  the
t ruth?  Do I  s tand  up  for  myse l f  or  another  desp i t e  how
that  one  moment  cou ld  (and  d id )  c rumble  so  many
others ?  

There  are  no  l i t t l e  c ross roads .  There  are  no  ins ign i f i cant
dec i s ions .  Each  bu i lds  upon  the  next ,  f eeds  the  energy  o f
what  i s  becoming  and  what  i s  a l r eady  on  i t s  way  because
th i s  mag ick  o f  l i f e  i s  not  a  d i rec t ion ;  i t  i s  a r r iva l  a f t e r
ar r iva l .  I t  i s  s tand ing  be fore  the  godds  when  noth ing
e l se  i s  l i s t en ing .  When  noth ing  e l s e  knows .

I  meet  Hecate  in  the  moments  I  don ’ t  know what  to  do .  I
ca l l  to  her ,  I  f eed  her  a l tar  w i th  malach i t e ,  obs id ian ,
and  hemat i t e .  I  s i t  a t  her  f ee t  and  re f l ec t  on  my  s teps ,
taken  and  not  taken  ye t .  I  a sk  her  for  c la r i ty ,  but  not
for  answers .  I  a sk  her  to  l i ght  the  way  to  the  t ru th  I
need  to  f ind  or  need  to  c la im.  She  i s  a  gu ide ,  not  a
teacher .  And  I  unders tand  th i s .  And  She  t rus t s  me .



I  ca l l  to  Hecate  when  I  f ee l  unte thered  in  my  l i f e .  When
i t  i s  c l ear  in  my  bones ,  I  don ’ t  know where  or  who  I  am,
but  I  am somehow c l ear  I  am go ing  somewhere  e l s e .  I  am
becoming  someth ing  e l s e .  I  am b i r th ing  someth ing  e l s e .
In  the  l imina l  spaces  where  I  can ’ t  qu i t e  f ind  my  foot ing
or  a  handhold  to  c l imb my way  over ,  I  a sk  Her  for  the
qu ie t  s ense  o f  knowing  to  cur l  up  a t  my  fee t  and  remind
me that  I  have  done  th i s  a l l  be fore .  I  have  been  in  the
midd le  o f  my  own s tory  and  uncover ing  s ince  b i r th ,  and
I  wi l l  f ind  myse l f  aga in .

I  dance  wi th  Hecate  when  I  am so  ready  to  move  on  that
I  can ’ t  he lp  but  run .  Those  not - so - l i t t l e  c ross roads
where  I  jus t  want  to  go  anywhere  e l s e  but  where  I  am
because  I  am t i r ed  and  sore  and  ready  and  rap id .  Those
days  when  I  can ’ t  s l eep  because  I  am ready  to  grab  a l l
the  torches  and  se t  out  on  a  search  par ty  for  the  se l f  I
can  sme l l  in  the  a i r .  For  the  wi sdom that  i s  jus t  beyond
my reach  because  I  hadn’ t  s tood  up  for  i t  ye t .

I  make  room for  Hecate  on  the  darkes t  n ight s ,  the  ones
that  l eave  me  f ee l ing  hungry  and  empty .  I  s e t  a  p lace  a t
the  c ross roads ,  o f f e r ing  bread  and  meat  a longs ide  my
doubt  and  re s i s tance .  A  hear ty ,  heavy  mea l ,  one  for
godds  who  can  d iges t  the  complex i ty  o f  unknowing  and
who wai t  for  those  p la te s  in  the  p laces  they  s tand .

Hecate  i s  the  godd  of  the  grea tes t  cha l l enge :  s t epp ing  up
for  what  i s  t rue  and  r ight  for  you ,  no  mat te r  what
anyone  e l s e  says  or  be l i eves .  The  g i f t  o f  the  Torchbearer
and  Guard ian  o f  Cross roads  i s  that  there  wi l l  be  l i ght  to
gu ide  the  way .  I t  might  take  a  f ew minutes  or  years  to
ad jus t  your  eyes  and  see  what  has  been  la id  out  for  you .

Whi l e  She  o f fe r s  no  answers ,  She  s tays  by  your  s ide
anyway .



sacred space 
by rune bear



A m p h i p r o s o p o s

B y  A i x  A s t r o d i a

A n c i e n t  k e e p e r  o f  t h e  d a r k  t h r e s h o l d  s p i n n i n g  t h r e a d s  o f  f a t e

C o s m i c  g i r t  o f  f i e r y  s e r p e n t s  e n c o m p a s s i n g  t h e  n i g h t

L i g h t  r i s i n g  a n d  f a l l i n g  t i m e  m a k e r  i n n a t e

S o u r c e  o f  s o u l s  s t r i k e s  w i t h  l i g h t

G u a r d i n g  t h e  v e s t i b u l e  o f  s l a t e

S o  s w i f t  a n d  b r i g h t

T e r r i f y i n g

κα  

S o v e r e i g n

P r o t e c t o r  o f  n a t u r e

H e a l e r  o f  l a n d ,  s e a ,  a n d  s k y

U n c o n q u e r e d  w o r l d w i d e  s h a k e r

E n e r g i z i n g  t h e  o n e  h u n d r e d  h a n d e d  d e c r i e s

O u r  d i v i n e  n o u r i s h e r  o f  l i f e  w i l d  r o a r i n g  c r e a t r i x

T h r o w i n g  d o w n  g a t e s  w i t h  a  g l i m p s e  o f  t h e  c r o s s r o a d s  i n  e y e



H e c a t e  I n v o c a t i o n
B y  G r e t c h e n  S e c h r i s t  K e h a n

I  c a l l  i n  H e k a t e .
I  c a l l  i n  t h e  s t e w a r d s  o f  t h i s  l a n d .

I  c a l l  i n  p r o t e c t i o n .

I  c a l l  i n  H e c a t e .
I  c a l l  i n  t h e  s t e w a r d s  o f  t h i s  l a n d .

I  c a l l  i n  p r o t e c t i o n .

I  c a l l  i n  H e c k a t e .
I  c a l l  i n  t h e  s t e w a r d s  o f  t h i s  l a n d .

I  c a l l  i n  p r o t e c t i o n .

M a y  a l l  l i v i n g  b e i n g s  b e  s a f e .
M a y  a l l  l i v i n g  b e i n g s  b e  p r o t e c t e d .

M a y  a l l  l i v i n g  b e i n g s  b e  s e c u r e .

A n d  s o  i t  i s .
A n d  s o  i t  i s .
A n d  s o  i t  i s .

* F e e l  f r e e  t o  u s e  y o u r  o w n  g r o u n d i n g  e x e r c i s e ,  
p r a c t i c e ,  o r  p r a y e r  b e f o r e  i n v o k i n g

 a n d  c a l l i n g  i n  H e c a t e .  

* * R e c i t e  t h e  i n v o c a t i o n  a l o u d  a s  y o u  c r e a t e  
a  c i r c l e  o f  p r o t e c t i o n  u s i n g  s a l t  a n d  / o r  h e r b s .  

M a y  b e  u s e d  a n y t i m e  y o u  d e s i r e  p r o t e c t i o n ,  
c l e a r i n g ,  o r  s u p p o r t  f o r  y o u r  o w n  

i n t e r n a l  j o u r n e y .  



Hecate by Laura O ’neal

“The dog is the animal most commonly
associated with Hecate, and She was
sometimes addressed as the 'Black she
dog'. Black dogs were once sacrificed to
Her in purification rituals, and Hecate
could manifest as a dog. The sound of
barking dogs is the first sign of Her
approach in Greek and Roman literature” 
-Excerpt from SacredWicca



H e k a t e ,  T h e  B o u n d l e s s  O n e
By Stephen Pocock

Hekate .  “Hekate . ”  I t ’ s  an  ep i thet  -  “Far  Reaching
One . ”  I t ’ s  just  the  one we ’ve  a l l  come (over  the
mi l lenn ia)  to  use .  She has  hundreds of  others .  For
me she is  The Boundless  One ,  Azostos  ( l i tera l ly
‘ung i r t ’ )  -  as  th is  I  th ink  gets  c loser  to  how we
re late  to  her  as  wi tches .  

For  starters ,  I  want  to  say  that  I  am NOT a  Hekate-
as-mother-maiden-crone person ,  that  construct  is
a  later  layer  in  w i tchcraft  that  are  put  on  other
goddesses .  An  argument  can be made for  ascr ib ing
that  due to  her  re lat iona l  aspect  to  Se lene and the
moon ,  but  that ’s  about  i t .  As  a  t r ip le-headed one
(Tr ikaranos) ,  I  sense th is  as  part  o f  her  l imina l i ty  -
her  p lace at  the  crossroads (Enodia) ,  spec i f ica l ly
the  three  roads (Tr iod i t is )  -  where  she looks
before ,  beh ind and is  in-between .  A l l  depict ions  of
Hekate  in  ant iqu i ty ,  though they are  three-formed,
are  ‘young . ’  

As  a  T i tan ,  She is  l imina l i ty ,  not  just  of  l imina l i ty ,
just  as  He l ios  is  not  a  God of  the  sun ,  but  i s  the
Sun God ,  the  Sun i tse l f .  She  is  not  just  the  ru ler  o f
doorways ,  she  is  the  door .  She is  the  gate .  Greek
houses  had her  shr ine  at  the  doorway .  She is  that
moment  between l i fe  and death ,  un-breath ing  and
bi r th .  A  f lame up and a  f lame down f rom her  two
torches .  The one po int ing  down -  chthonic ,
underwor ld  gu ide ,  o f  the  dead ,  the  o ld  gods ,
fo lk lore ,  w i tchcraft ;  the  one post ing  up -
ph i losophy ,  ceremonia l ,  ce lest ia l ,  Sote i ra  ( “sav ior ” ) .
When we cast  a  c i rc le ,  f in ish ing  wi th  above and
below,  we are  between the  wor lds ,  we are  wi th
Hekate  in  the  l ight  of  her  torches .



In  a  very  interest ing  course  taught  by  Jack  Gray le
( “PGM Prax is :  50 R i tes  for  50 N ights , ”  o f fered by the
B lackthorne School .  Th is  course  is  a  great  fo l low up
to  Jack ’s  other  c lass ,  "Ha i l  Hekate :  Walk ing  the
Forked Path”) ,  Gray le  gu ides  students  through
var ious  spe l ls  o f  the  PGM (Greek  Magica l  Papyr i  -  see
note  be low) ,  one of  wh ich  is  an  in i t iat ion  to  Typhon .
Typhon is  a  chthonic  de i ty ,  and not  a  part icu lar ly
p leasant  one .  A l though he  defends the  char iot  of  the
Sun as  i t  t raverses  the  Duat  (underwor ld) ,  he  is
known as  “ the  breaker  of  fami l ies . ”  I  d id  not  want  to
br ing  that  energy  into  my home.  I  fo l lowed ear l ie r
adv ice  Gray le  had g iven and hacked the  spe l l  us ing
‘standard PGM technology . ’  PGM spe l l  techno logy
was a l ready a  compi lat ion  of  hacks  and “cut  and
paste”  moves  by Egypt ian  sorcerer(s)  o f  ant iqu i ty
anyway ,  so  I  gave  
i t  a  go .  

I  o f fer  i t  here  as  an  art i fact ,  an  example  of  b lending
persona l  prax is  w i th  sorcerous  techno logy of  la te
ant iqu i ty .



S T E P H E N ’ S  H E K A T E  I N I T I A T I O N
(On a  Monday ,  dur ing  the lunar  hour ,  or  before  the dark
moon ,  or  whenever  you can just i fy  th is  in i t ia t ion .  Come
proper  and prepare a  p lace .  Of fer ings  would  be smart ,  such
as myrrh .  Prepare wi th  st ropha los  chant ing  -  i f  you have
one ,  or  s imple  breath ing .  I f  you have an Iynx  consecrated to
your  whee l ,  send i t  for th  wi th  the MASKELL I  formula  to
summon Hekate) .

O great  and love ly  Hekate ,  T i tan  of  Earth ,  Sea  and Sky ,
Feared and revered by Gods and Man ,  Oh Queen
THAN THANA THANATHA ANATH ANATHANA
O L ight-br inger ,  torch-bearer ,  keeper  of  the  key ,  N ight
wa lker ,
C lad in  Serpent  Tresses ,  Star  Walker ,  Saf f ron  c loaked ,
Goddess  of  the  three  roads ,  you who wa lk  between a l l  and
who are  the  between
ARARACHARARA EPHTHIS IKERE
I  am he who bears  the  horns  of  the  stag ,
Cau ldron borne on Scyth ian  steppes .
L ike  you I  wa lk  through wor lds  beneath  the  mounds ,  chthonic
master  
An escorter  to  the  next  wor ld .
Am I  not  the  wi tch  father  and so  your  consort  in  th is  and
other  tasks?
I  am he who is  rev i led  by many ,  ca l led  demon and devourer ,  
And these I  may yet  be  to  my enemies  and th ine .
I  come to  you as  a  wa lker  f rom the woods ,  
master  of  the  wi ld  and untamed p laces ,  
and l i ke  you am bound by no p lace ;
So we lcome me and l i f t  me f rom the heath  onto  the  very
roads you t read .
ABLANATHANALBA BAUBARABAS SABARABAUBA
Grant  to  me the  power  of  craf t  and cunning  fo lk ,
The r is ing  se l f  and t rave l ing  form
And when I  ca l l  upon sp i r i ts  great  and smal l
that  they do come and heed my ca l l .
AZOSTOS you are  so  may I  be .
MOUMILLON B IOMBILLON AKTIOPHI  ERESHKIGAL
NEBOUTOSOUALETH PHROUREXIA THERMIDOKHE BAREO NE
EUPHORBA PHORBA PHORBOREOU BR IMO AZZ IEBA PHORBA
PHORBOR PHORBOR BORBORPHA ERPHOR PHORBAIO
PHORBOR PHORBOR BOROPH PHORPHOR BORPHORBOR

(Wait  for  the  B lack  Dog to  come.  When she has  breathed into
your  lungs ,  exto l l  her  w i th  grat i tude in  your  customary  way)



Notes :
“Come proper”  re fers  to  a  persona l  pur i f icat ion .  Typica l
examples  are  abst inence f rom a lcoho l ,  meat  or  any  food at
a l l ,  and/or  sex .  A lso  c leans ing ,  ano int ing  wi th  o i l s ,  asperg ing ,
etc .  a re  f ine .  I t ’ s  up to  the  wi tch .  A lso  consecrate  your
work ing  area  in  a  su i tab le  way .

St ropha los  here  refers  to  not  just  the  des ign ,  but  a  d isc  on  2
str ings  that  one can whi r l  by  f lex ing  the  st r ings  ( there  are
modern  sp inn ing  d isc  toys) .  The term is  conf lated wi th  the
Iynx ,  or ig ina l ly  a  wryneck  b i rd .  The whi r r ing  of  the  d isc
sounded l i ke  the  ca l l  o f  the  wryneck .  In  later  pract ice  they
were  consecrated to  the  d isc  and used as  an  “ange los”  or
messenger  to  summon Hekate  (an  interest ing  short  ar t ic le  by
the est imable  Sor i ta  d ’Este  -
https : / /www.patheos .com/blogs/adamant inemuse/2020/08/h
ekates-wheel-the- iynx-wheel / ) .

The MASKELL I  formula  is  common to  many spe l ls  in  the  PGM.
I t  i s  a  spe l l  o f  compuls ion ,  here  used to  announce and ask
the Iynx  fami l ia r  to  summon Hekate .  The actua l  spe l l  i s
MASKELL I  MASKELLO PHNOUNKENTEBAOTH OREOBAZAGRA
REXICCHTHON HIPPOCHTHON PYREPEGANYX.  For  an  exce l lent
breakdown of  th is  spe l l ,  ht tps : / /v ia-serpent is .com/pgm-
hermet ic-magic/2020/5/ 1 /maske l l i -maske l lo .  ( th is  i s  an
exce l lent  webs i te)

Magica l  vo ices  -  in  the  PGM there  are  long  st r ings  of  “vox
magicae”  -  a  number  of  wh ich  are  common to  the  spe l ls  that
revo lve  around Hekate .  THAN THANA THANATHA are  found in
a  spe l l  that  i s  a  prayer  to  Se lene and I  inc lude i t  to  br ing  in
that  aspect  of  Hekate .  The use  of  pa l indromes ,  Gray le
suggests ,  a re  to  capture  the  attent ion  of  the  de i ty ,  and I
have used them l ibera l ly  in  th is  in i t iat ion .  

ABLANATHALBA is  used in  a  huge number  of  spe l ls  and is
perhaps part  of  an  appea l  to  Abraxas ,  but  i s  inc luded to  add
a l i t t le  persuas ive  oomph and so lar  energy .  The long  st r ing  at
the  end conta in  what  is  thought  to  be a  “ t rue  name”  of
Hekate .  I t  i s  actua l ly  longer  inc ludes  HA HA and IOOOOU,
which  Gray le  suggests ,  when spoken in  such a  way ,  mimic  the
bark  and howl ing  of  a  great  dog .



The middle  sect ion ,  beg inn ing  wi th ,  “ I  am he who bears  the
horns  of  the  stag…”  is  a  p iece of  PGM tech that  Gray le  ca l l s ,
“assuming the  God Face . ”  The wi tch/magic ian/sorcerer
would  e levate  themselves  to  the  leve l  o f  a  de i ty  in  order  to
show to  the  de i ty  be ing  invoked that  they were  worthy  of
attent ion .  Of  course  the  de i ty  is  not  foo led into  be l iev ing
that  one is  actua l ly  that  other  godd ,  but  the  ef fort  i s  made
to prove both  wi l l ingness  and worth iness .

I  work  very  c lose ly  wi th  the  Horned One (whom I  ca l l
Cernunnos) ,  h is  ro le  as  psychopomp and hav ing  the  l imina l
lands  as  h is  domain  made the  choice  an  easy  one .  When I
d id  th is  r i te  I  had h is  b less ing  and indeed fe l t  h is  presence
with  me (not  qu i te  in  aspect ,  but  c lose) .

I  per formed th is  in i t iat ion  and got  some ser ious  contact
back  f rom Hekate  as  kyôn mela ina ,  the  B lack  Dog ,  lop ing
around me and jumping  into  my sk in ,  wh ich  wasn ’ t
complete ly  comfortab le .  I t  was  pr ick ly ,  and I  car r ied the
sensat ion  in  my hands and arms for  severa l  hours ,  there  was
a r ing ing  in  my ears ,  as  we l l  as  be ing  incredib ly  th i rsty .  

Hans  D ieter  Betz  (ed) .  The Greek  Magica l  Papyr i  in
Trans lat ion :  Inc lud ing  the  Demot ic  Spe l ls  (Ch icago ,  IL :
Un ivers i ty  of  Ch icago Press ,  1992) .
The B lackthorne School  hosts  Jack  Gray le ’s  c lasses :
https : / /www.theblackthorneschool .com



Sacrif ice to Hekate
by Brian Henderson

Model Jaynee Gundlach



A Hymn to Hecate
By Gretchen Sechrist

Kehan

To She who stands
ready at the threshold

of change,  
I  honor and see you.  

I  welcome in the
darkness 

and the mystery 
that you bring.

I  am held by the l ight
of understanding 
that you illuminate

in the darkness .

As I  may feel unsteady,
uncertain ,  and unable
to take the next step ,  
I  trust in the power

of your guardianship .  

I  ask for
steadfastness ,
protection,  
and clarity 
as I  allow 

the veils of the
mysteries 

to hold,  guide ,  and
lead me.

To She who sees 
and holds me 

at the threshold 
of change,  

I  welcome you,  
I  witness you,  

I  thank you.



wings inside of wings
kat heatherington

dark wings rustle inside my shoulders .
i  breathe in the shadow,
unable ,  f inally ,  to look away from it ,
or pull from its embrace .
the sanctuary isn 't  dark enough
to hide me from myself ,  except
for the veiled mysteries
and riddles whose keys i  have not found.
feathers shift dry & dark inside my shoulders ,
send soft night dust scattering down my spine .
the dark beak opens to breathe me in .
the dark beak opens into mystery ,  s ilence,
the night sky free of clouds ,  l ined with stars ,
their l ight too far away to matter .
the dark beak opens on cavernous blackness ,
on full thick darkness ,  and on emptiness ,
on everything and nothing.

i  am inside the wings inside of me.

with a splash ,  the shadow rises .
dark feathers rustle with every breath .
the bronze-bladed axe of an ancient goddess
whistles far overhead,  descending from a
copper moon
whose arc i  can neither see ,  nor describe .

r ipened grain is not the only answer
that grows deep in the earth .
below the seed lurk mysteries uncounted.

one cello shivers away the s ilence,
the bridge between bass and alto,
the river that will carry me out of here
if i  but f ind the source.

there are wings inside the wings inside of me.



H o n o r i n g  H e c a t e  –  A  R i t u a l  a t  t h e  C r o s s r o a d s
b y  P h o e n i x  L e F a e

T h e  a n c i e n t  G r e e k s  h a d  a  p r a c t i c e  c o n n e c t e d  t o  t h e  g r e a t
G o d d e s s  H e c a t e  t h a t  t h e y  c a l l e d  D e i p n o n .  W h a t  i s
i n t e r e s t i n g  a b o u t  t h i s  w o r d  i s  t r a n s l a t e d  i n t o  E n g l i s h  t h e
w o r d  i s  d i n n e r .  W i t h  s u c h  a  m u n d a n e  w o r d  d e s c r i b i n g  t h i s
s a c r e d  e v e n t ,  w e  c a n  s e e  h o w  H e c a t e  w a s  c o n n e c t e d  t o
d a i l y ,  a n d  e v e n  m u n d a n e ,  p r a c t i c e s .  T h i s  i s  w h a t  m a k e s
H e c a t e  s o  i n t e r e s t i n g  f r o m  a n  a n c i e n t  w o r s h i p p e r s ’
p e r s p e c t i v e .

H e c a t e  w a s  a n  i m p o r t a n t  d e i t y  t o  a n c i e n t  G r e e k  c u l t u r e ,
b u t  t h e r e  a r e  v e r y  f e w  s h r i n e s  o r  s a c r e d  s i t e s  c o n n e c t e d  t o
h e r .  S h e  w a s  a  G o d d e s s  o f  t h e  l i m i n a l  s p a c e s .  T h e  p l a c e s
t h a t  a r e  b e t w e e n  o n e  t h i n g  a n d  a n o t h e r .  F o r  e x a m p l e ,
c r o s s i n g  t h e  t h r e s h o l d  w a s ,  a n d  i s ,  a  s a c r e d  a c t  c o n n e c t e d
t o  H e c a t e .

O n  t h e  n e w  m o o n ,  e a c h  m o n t h ,  t h e  d i n n e r  m e a l  w a s  d o n e  i n
h o n o r  o f  t h e  r e s t l e s s  d e a d  a n d  a s  a  g u a r d i a n  o f  t h e  d e a d ,
H e c a t e .

T h e  D e i p n o n  r i t u a l  w a s  p e r f o r m e d  i n  t h r e e  p a r t s .  A  m e a l
w a s  s e t  o u t  a t  a  c r o s s r o a d s  f o r  H e c a t e .  A  s a c r i f i c e  w a s
g i v e n  t o  h o n o r  H e c a t e .  A n d  f i n a l l y ,  t h e  h o u s e  a n d  a l l
m e m b e r s  o f  t h e  h o u s e h o l d  w e r e  p u r i f i e d .

Y o u  d o n ’ t  h a v e  t o  b e  a n  a n c i e n t  G r e e k  t o  p e r f o r m  a
D e i p n o n .  H e r e  i s  a  m o d e r n  W i t c h ’ s  D e i p n o n .

F o r  t h i s  r i t u a l  y o u  w i l l  n e e d  t h e  f o l l o w i n g :

- D i n n e r  –  p r e - p r e p a r e d ,  i d e a l l y  t h i s  i s  a n  a d d i t i o n a l  p l a t e
f o r  t h e  m e a l  t h a t  y o u  a t e  f o r  d i n n e r  t h a t  n i g h t .

- A  p l a t e  t h a t  y o u  a r e  w i l l i n g  t o  l e a v e  a t  t h e  c r o s s r o a d  –
b i o d e g r a d a b l e  a n d / o r  d i s p o s a b l e  i s  f i n e .

- A  s a c r i f i c e  –  y o u r  s a c r i f i c e  s h o u l d  n o t  b e  s o m e t h i n g  t h a t
y o u  k i l l .  R a t h e r  a  s a c r i f i c e  i s  a  g i f t  t h a t  y o u  o f f e r  t o  t h e
G o d d e s s  t h a t  h o l d s  m e a n i n g  f o r  y o u .  Y o u r  s a c r i f i c e  s h o u l d
b e  b i o d e g r a d a b l e .

- D r i e d  p u r i f i c a t i o n  h e r b s  f o r  b u r n i n g  –  r o s e m a r y  o r  c e d a r
a r e  i d e a l .



B e f o r e  y o u  s t a r t  t h e  p r o c e s s  t a k e  a  c l e a n s i n g  b a t h  o r
s h o w e r .  S c r u b  o f f  t h e  d a y  a n d  a l l o w  y o u r s e l f  t o  b e g i n  t h e
s h i f t  i n t o  s a c r e d  s p a c e .  D r e s s  i n  r i t u a l  f i n e r y  o r  c l o t h e s
t h a t  a r e  l o o s e  a n d  c o m f o r t a b l e .  A n o i n t  y o u r s e l f  i n  o i l s  o r
p e r f u m e s  t h a t  r e m i n d  y o u  t h a t  y o u ’ r e  a  m a g i c k a l  b e i n g .

P r e p a r e  y o u r  e v e n i n g  m e a l .  A s  y o u  c o o k  ( o r  o r d e r  f o o d ) ,
s i n g  s o n g s ,  c h a n t s ,  o r  j u s t  s p e a k  y o u r  a d o r a t i o n  t o  H e c a t e .
W h e n  y o u  a r e  f i n i s h e d  s e r v e  u p  y o u r s e l f ,  a n y o n e  e l s e
e a t i n g  w i t h  y o u ,  a n d  m a k e  a  p l a t e  f o r  H e c a t e .  Y o u  a n d
y o u r  g r o u p  s i t  d o w n  t o  e a t  f i r s t  a n d  w h e n  y o u  a r e  f i n i s h e d
t a k e  H e c a t e ’ s  p l a t e  a n d  y o u r  s a c r i f i c e  o u t  t o  a  c r o s s r o a d s .

* B o n u s  p o i n t s  i f  y o u  c r e a t e  a n  e l a b o r a t e  a l t a r  o n  y o u r
k i t c h e n  t a b l e  f o r  H e c a t e .

A t  t h e  c r o s s r o a d s ,  s e t  h e r  p l a t e  d o w n  a n d  s p e a k  o u t  l o u d
y o u r  g r a t i t u d e  a n d  a d o r a t i o n  t o  H e c a t e .  T h i s  i s  n o t  t h e
t i m e  t o  a s k  f o r  f a v o r s  o r  g i f t s ,  t h i s  i s  t h e  t i m e  t o  e x p r e s s
y o u r  d e v o t i o n .  

M a k e  y o u r  s a c r i f i c e  a n d
e x p l a i n  w h y  t h i s  o f f e r i n g  i s
f o r  h e r  a n d  w h a t  i t  m e a n s  t o
y o u .

W h e n  y o u  r e t u r n  h o m e  b u r n
y o u r  p u r i f y i n g  h e r b s  a n d
u s e  t h e  s m o k e  t o  c l e a n s e
y o u r  h o m e  a n d  y o u r s e l f .
T a k e  t i m e  w i t h  t h i s  p r o c e s s ,
a l l o w i n g  t h e  s m o k e  t o  c l e a r
o u t  n e g a t i v e  o r  s t u c k
e n e r g y  i n  y o u r  h o m e .  

E n d  t h e  r i t u a l  w i t h  t h e
f o l l o w i n g :

H a i l  H e c a t e !



Cont r ibu tors :

Dani  Bur l ison (she /her )  i s  a  Gen X wr i te r  and teacher  who
l ives  w i th  two ca ts  and a  n igh t -v is i t ing- fox  in  a  w i tch  hu t  in
the  midd le  o f  a  d rought -s t r i cken redwood fo res t  in  Nor thern
Cal i fo rn ia .  More  a t  www.dan ibur l i son .com

Alyssa Rose  (she /her )  i s  an  ec lec t i c  P leasure  Wi tch ,
Rec la iming  Pr ies tess ,  Mother  and Mag ic -Maker  f rom
Nor thern  Ca l i fo rn ia  l i v ing  on  unceded Pomo and Coast
Miwok land.  A lyssa  is  a  fo rever -seeker  o f  p leasure ,  g rowth ,
knowledge and c rea t ing  in te rsec t iona l ,  inc lus ive  spaces  to
learn  and expand.  www.a lyssarosemagic .b igcar te l .com
 

*

Aix Astrodia  ( they)  i s  a  person o f  European descent  l i v ing
on occup ied  Southern  T iwa lands  in  A lbuquerque.  They  are
a  non-b inary  queer  w i tch  and devotee  o f  Hekate  and Na
Mórr ígan.  The i r  mag ic  p rac t ice  is  roo ted  in  the  He l len ic  and
I r i sh  t rad i t ions  o f  the i r  ances tors .  A ix  As t rod ia  i s  a
co l labora tor  a t  the  Sanctuary  o f  Hekate  Potn ia  Theron.  

Ava Bur l ison (she /her )  i s  a  Ca l i fo rn ian ,  Scorp io  and
creat ive  l i v ing  in  Brook lyn ,  NY.

Brian Henderson  (he /h im)  i s  photograph ic  a r t i s t  based in
Santa  Rosa,  Ca l i fo rn ia .  Br ian  has  a lways  been in te res ted  in
the  dark  and macbre ,  the  h idden and haunted .

car la  joy  bergman dabb les  w i th  poet ry ,  wr i t ing ,  and
s tory te l l ing ,  o f ten  open ing  rea lms o f  au tonomy,  rec ip roc i ty ,
a r t ,  c rea t iv i t y ,  and cha l leng ing  empi re .  car la  a ims to  keep
the  embers  burn ing  w i th  and fo r  the  youth  and the  coming
genera t ions .  She cur ren t ly  l i ves  in  Vancouver ,Br i t i sh
Co lumbia ,  on  the  lands  o f  the  xwməθkwəym (Musqueam) ,
Skwxwú7mesh (Squamish) ,  and Se l̓ í l̓w i tu lh  (Ts le i l -Wautu th)
Nat ions  w i th  her  k ids  and par tner .  www. joy fu lcar la .com 

Cyndi  Brannen,  PhD ,   i s  a  psycho log is t ,  au thor  and
teacher .  She teaches  and wr i tes  f rom the  c rossroads  o f
psycho logy ,  sp i r i tua l i t y  and t rad i t iona l  w isdom,  merg ing
anc ien t  knowledge w i th  modern  prac t ices .  Her  work  exp lo res
the  journey  th rough darkness  to  who leness  us ing  the
archetypes  o f  the  w i tch  and Hekate .
www.keep ingherkeys .com 

Gretchen Sechr ist  Kehan  (she /her )  Trans format iona l ,
In tu i t i ve  Gu ide  fo r  Women and Sacred Space Ho lder .
Gre tchen is  ded ica ted  to  the  unve i l ing  o f  mys ter ies ,
recogn iz ing  the  g i f t s  o f  g r ie f ,  and honor ing  the  inner  journey
and descent  necessary  to  t rans form ourse lves  in  th is
sh i f t ing  wor ld .  As  a  Gu ide  and Sou l  Midwi fe ,  she  fac i l i ta tes
deep sh i f t s  and unders tand ing  to  suppor t  the  ac t iva t ion  and
hea l ing  necessary  to  lead a  sou l - led  l i fe  and embody the
sacred in  everyday  l i fe .  www.daughters r is ing .ne t

I r isanya Moon  (she / they)  i s  an  au thor ,  w i tch ,  poet ,  r i tua l i s t ,
and in te rna t iona l  teacher  o f  w i tchcra f t  and hear t  mag ick .
www. i r i sanyamoon.com 



Kat  Heather ington  i s  a  queer  eco femin is t  poet ,  a r t i s t ,
pagan,  in ten t iona l  communi ty  dwe l le r ,  and organ ic
gardener .  She has  one book ,  ava i lab le  a t  Echob i rd  Press ,
h t tp : / /echob i rdpress .com.  Her  work  can a lso  be  read a t
h t tps : / /pa t reon.com/yar rowkat ,  o r  on  ins tagram
@somet imesapar t i c le .  

Laura O’Nei l  i s  a  Sonoma County  a r t i s t  dabb l ing  in  comic
s t r ip  c rea t ion .  She en joys  pa in t ing  waterco lo rs  o f
landscapes and an imals ,  espec ia l l y  pe ts  and mounta ins .
Her  f i rs t  comic  s t r ip  i s  be ing  pub l ished in  Made Loca l
magaz ine  in  November /December  o f  2023.

Matthew Izen  ( they /he)  i s  a  neuro /queer  parent ,  par tner
and pr in tmaker  l i v ing  in  Sonoma County .  When not  covered
in  ink .  they  can be  found p lay ing  board  games w i th  the i r
fami ly  o r  gu i ta r  w i th  the i r  band,  Po la r  Bears .

Maryann B.  Cole  i s  an  in te rd isc ip l inary ,  l i fe long ar t i s t  w i th
a  focus  on  co l lage,  f iber ,  and i l lus t ra t ion .  She has  c rea ted
three  func t iona l  ta ro t  decks ,  read ing  the  e lus ive  f rom t ime
to  t ime.  A  f requent  co l labora tor ,  she  can be  reached
@toocutesy forme on ins tagram fo r  commiss ions ,  cus toms,
and conversa t ions .

Phoenix  LeFae  (she /her )  i s  an  in i t ia te  in  the  Rec la iming
Trad i t ion  o f  Wi tchcra f t ,  the  Ava lon  Dru id  Order ,  and
Gardner ian  Wicca .  Phoen ix  has  wr i t ten  severa l  books
inc lud ing  What  Is  Remembered L ives ,  A  Wi tch ’s  Gu ide  to
Creat ing  and Per fo rming R i tua ls ,  Wi tches ,  Here t ics ,  and
Warr io r  Women and more .  She is  a  p ro fess iona l  Wi tch  and
the  owner  o f  the  eso ter ic  Goddess  shop,  Mi lk  &  Honey,
www.Mi lk -and-Honey.com 

Rune Bear  (she /her )  i s  a  mother ,  a r t i s t ,  w i tch ,  and
Rec la iming  Pr ies tess .  Her  l i fe  i s  a  beaut i fu l  b lend o f  mag ic
and myst ic ism,  b lessed and deep ly  in f luenced by  her
devot ion  to  Goddess  Hekate .  Her  pa in t ings  are  a  method o f
in tegra t ion ,  as  she processes  her  sp i r i tua l  journey  and the
in t r i ca te  and in te rconnected  rea lms o f  c rea t iv i t y ,
sp i r i tua l i t y ,  and fami ly .

Sequoia  Belk-Hurst  ( they / them)  is  a  queer ,  nonb inary
wi tch  o f  European decent ,  cur ren t ly  l i v ing  in  the  Pac i f i c
Nor thwest  o f  Tur t le  Is land.  They  keep an  a l ta r  to  Hecate ,
wo reminds  them da i ly  o f  the  sensuous c rossroads  tha t  i s
death ,  decay  and regenera t ion .

Stephen Pocock  i s  an  in i t ia ted  w i tch  and teacher  in  the
Rec la iming  Trad i t ion .  S tephen works  in  communion  w i th
Hekate ,  Cernunnos,  and o ther  less-named sp i r i t s  o f  land
and t ime.  S tephen feeds  h is  ecs ta t i c ,  sp i r i t - fed  prac t ice
wi th  deep d ives  in to  t rad i t iona l  Br i t i sh  w i tchcra f ts  and
sorcerous  prac t ices  o f  la te  an t iqu i ty .  S tephen l i ves  in
Hu ich in  (Oak land) ,  the  unceded land o f  the  Chechenyo-
speak ing  L is jan  (Oh lone) .


