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What people are saying about

The Norns, Weavers of Fate and Magick

The Norns, Weavers of Fate and Magick is a fascinating look at the Norse spirits of fate, which weaves together myth, history, and personal experience to create one nuanced understanding of these complex beings. The perfect book for anyone seeking to learn about the Norns or to go deeper in understanding them and their importance in our lives.

Morgan Daimler, author of Pantheon: The Norse

Irisanya Moon’s work is an enjoyable exploration of the Norns. She combines academic source material with years of practical experience in an effective, engaging guide for working with the Wyrd Sisters.

Ryan Smith, author of The Way of Fire and Ice: The Living Tradition of Norse Paganism

The three Norns were a group of female supernatural beings who, within Nordic mythology, weave fate and control the fate of the cosmos, as well as the destinies of mortals and Gods alike. In The Norns, Weavers of Fate and Magick, Irisanya Moon introduces the reader to these beings, Urdr, Verdandi, and Skuld, each of whom have their own specific function and purpose that tend to weave in and out of our human lives. An invitation to explore and work with each Norn is offered to those who are interested in diving deeper into working with these beings.

Frances Billinghurst, author of Encountering the Dark Goddess: A Journey into the Shadow Realms, Contemporary Witchcraft: Foundational Practices for a Magical Life and On Her Silver Rays: A Guide to the Moon, Myth and Magic


The Norns, Weavers of Fate and Magick by Irisanya Moon leads a reader into working with the Norns through self-reflection, story, and ritual workings. An excellent guidebook into the magic of destiny that any ritualist will enjoy.

Jennifer Teixeira, author of Pagan Portals - Temple of the Bones: Rituals to the Goddess Hekate

Irisanya presents a thorough examination of the Norns, rooted in personal experience and research, yet open enough for readers to form their own relationship with them. In The Norns, Weavers of Fate and Magick, she does an excellent job of making the mythical personal, by teaching readers to work through personal wyrd for collective good.

S. Kelley Harrell, author of Runic Book of Days
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We meet the Norns at the base of the World Tree, the one who weaves, the one who measures, and the one who cuts. With Urd, Verdandi, and Skuld, we travel across time and come to meet ourselves as part of fate. And in this meeting, we join the weavers of destiny and encounter the wyrd.
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There are parts of my life that have found themselves to be a part of a greater tapestry, but only upon reflection and return to memory. People in my life have come and gone, like tides and shadows. Like seasons and promises.

I want to acknowledge those beings. The humans that have continued to support me closely and from afar, even when I was less than understandable. More than confusing and often absent.

While I wander away from the fate before me, I only wander a little while, a few steps from the place where I will surely arrive. I just need to be away at times. Perhaps that is the place of a writer and human living in these times that have also arrived – just as they were destined to do.

I’m still not sure I believe in destiny or fate or all the liminal space between these two ideas – betwixt and between. But what I know is that even in all my confusion and all of my wondering, I am more often glad to be in the place I am in.

I may not know or understand what will happen next, but the magick of the Norns reminds me that it all has a place. It may not have a meaning yet, nor a purpose or a direction, but it all has a place.

So, no matter where I am, I am home.

I thank the ones who have held my hand along the way.

I thank those who are waiting to take my hand.





Author’s Note

One thing I like to say in all my books about deities is this: take what you will and leave the rest. I know that authors look like authorities at all times. We might look like we know everything, and each offering is another brick in a wall of history or myth. But we only know what we know by what we find, what we seek to find, and what we understand at that moment. More often than not, we offer what is resonant for us and what has touched us personally.

Tomorrow is often different. Thankfully. The next day might offer another piece of unburied history or reflection. More context. Less influence from whatever person benefitted from a story being told a certain way. All I can tell you is that this book is how I know the Norns. How I’ve known them since starting to work with them more than a decade ago. How I’ve worked with them up until this point of my life. Because, like any relationship, I imagine things will change. I will know more and grow more and expand my experience.

I know the godds1 by how they show up for me, versus how they are written about – or what I hear from others. Like any relationship, this is how I get to know people. I experience godds the way they are for me. (And are the Norns even godds? That is up for debate too.)

As you will notice in this book, I go to sources to learn more about what others think about the Norns, but I don’t want to rest my opinions in any one author’s or academic’s lap. What I read is interesting. What I learn is fascinating. And I do have moments where I read one thing – and experience it differently.

This is not a dismissal of anyone else’s experience, far from it. Instead, I offer the idea that my experience, background, and current personal awareness all color and inform how I see anyone in my life. And the godds are no different. My life informs my perspective. With more life lived, more perspective. (Or maybe not.) And how can I ever offer a complete understanding of anything? Or a complete view? There are many more books to be written. Translations to compile. Transcendent experiences to have.

Also, the Norns are everywhere. They are the energies between moments and of moments. To me, they are the everything that touches everything. That is not easily contained in words. Or pages. Or research. But I will try.

Take a breath with me. And perhaps begin to feel the threads of time dance across your face and even your heart. Feel how you are already connected to the great mystery of what was, what is, and what is becoming. And maybe more.







Introduction

The tree stood in the center. A holiday tree from someone’s yard or home. It’s hard to remember today. So many years later. So many rituals and gatherings later. It leaned to one side as it was moved into the hall. And folks who gathered started to dance around it as the drums played. The night was rainy and dark, or at least my mind remembers it that way. Samhain, though not the exact date. The season filled with the death of promises and beings. The world still and unknown.

We walked around the space of a community hall, each holding words that wove a trance across time and space and onto the ancestors. I stepped between time at that moment. And in other encounters to come. I don’t remember if we’d planned it or if it just happened, but what I do know is that three humans dropped away and filled their bodies up with the energy of fate.

Weave. Measure. Cut. Weave. Measure. Cut. Weave. Measure. Cut.

I remember weaving a piece of gray wool between my fingers, again and again, a black line of paint down the middle of my face, obscuring the shape of my lips. Hiding me and, at the same time, opening me to the possibility of something unknowable. My lips were black. My eyes met everyone who passed me, but they were not my eyes.

Truth be told, I’m not entirely clear when the Norns first came into my life. I have a vague sense, but no shocking vision comes to mind today. It was slow, subtle, and mainly influenced by a coven I used to be in.

There were three of us, after all. And in the number three, it was easy to contemplate the Muses, the Fates, facets of Brigid, and the Norns. It made sense to want to be a part of a group of energies that held each other and who were able to have an impact on the lives of others. (Or maybe it was Charmed.) We called ourselves the Wyrd Sisters, though every time I wrote our next meeting date in a calendar, I always spelled it ‘Systers.’ Oh, how times have changed.

What I can recall clearly is how it felt like fate had brought us three together. We hadn’t known each other before a weekend class on foundational magick, but we came together shortly after. Like a gentle relationship, a quiet recollection of a bond that, to me, seemed older and comfortable. Before long, we were weaving magick together in conversations and tears and dancing and laughter.

Our time together included long cloaks and spinning around the fire in the woods. The magick of that moment caused the fire to spark and crash at just the right moment. Or that Samhain when the three of us invoked the Norns and held the energy of the one that resonated most with us. We all had one that aligned with our magick at that time.

I say all of this not to have you indulge in my nostalgia, but rather to offer the way time weaves stories across lives, brings people together, and then sets them on another strand. Another timeline and another path. That coven is a faded memory. A smile arrives when I think back. But it is not woven in the same way. The threads are still there, but looser and wider and connected more closely to other places and people.

One of the things you must know at this point of your new journey with the Norns is that they promise nothing. But also, they offer everything. And they never say it will be simple or easy. In fact, they weave only possibility. What you do with that is up to you. Also, it might not be up to you.

For you are a part and a place and a dream and a desire. None of it will make sense. Sometimes you will scream at the unknowing and the hastening of time. But you will also take a step forward in the realization that you are heading in the exact right direction.
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