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Introduction

The Barding Geis

In April, 2008, I received
my barding under the sponsorship of Lady Emrys of Triad Bardic
College. In preparation, she presented me with a Geis to
fulfill.

Lady Emrys charged me with
choosing only nine herbs
to be incorporated on a bardic/shamanic path,
writing a poem or story about this to be read at my initiation,
giving a synopsis of the reasons I chose those particular herbs and
last, to explain what all this meant to me in being a fili, a bard.
Further, I was charged to instruct as to the relevance of this
metaphoric "backpack" of herbs I felt necessary to take along on my
Journey as a Bard.

The Lady knew what she was
doing, for this was in many ways the most difficult challenge I
have ever performed. And, in fulfilling it, I will tell you that 3
years later, I am still seeing gains and blessings each time I put
into action the particulars of the Geis as she gave it.

For now, though, I want to
share with you the story that came of all this. The Nine Children
of the Green was born of my joyful (and challenging) fulfillment of
that Geis. After that I'll share with you The Lessons of the Nine
Children of the Green, which reveals the hidden meanings and
lessons in the first story.


How to Use this
Book;

The first part is
“The Nine Children of the Green”

Read this section with a
view to enjoying a good story. If, however, you already know a bit
about herbs, magick or remedies, see whether you can determine the
information being given by the Herb Wife in the story. Can you
solve the riddle?


The second part is
“The Lessons of the Nine Children of the
Green” and contains;


	
The Embedded
Knowledge



	
The Steps to
Healing



	
The Herbs & their
medicine and magick





In this section I will reveal
the specific secret knowledge embedded in the story, The Nine
Children of the Green. When you begin to understand how this kind
of “passing of knowledge”
works, you might enjoy taking the opportunity to re-read a few favorite old fairy tales and
folk tales. Could there also be “secrets” embedded
therein?


The third part is
“On the Ways of Respect, Return &
Receive”


	
How to Spell the
Plants



	
A final note; How to make
the words “pure”





This section gives
background instruction, or “the methods behind the method”, for
magickal practitioners who want to work with herbs. Your goal here
is to work out the difference between things that 'appear' to be
'only psychology' and those that, properly employed, enhance
magickal purpose.

And in the very back you'll
find my contact information, a mini-glossary and
references.

So, if you're ready, let's
begin!


Part 1

~*~ The Nine Children of the
Green ~*~

Long ago, in the center of a
certain small village, a fair garden was created for the enjoyment
of village and visitors alike. There was a group of people who,
being financially fortunate, had enjoyed the ability to travel, as
well as to pursue art and education. They considered themselves to
be the sages of the village and loved to gather every day in the
village garden and debate politics, philosophy and the “shoulds”
and “oughts” of the behaviors of the other villagers and their
families. As the group also considered themselves generous,
occasionally one of them would call a commoner aside to lecture him
or her on “The Way to Power in Life”, or more accurately, whatever
the sage believed would “better” the villager in the moment. This
often included experiences that were unavailable to those less
financially fortunate than the sages. It was the fond hope of the
sages that the villagers would see the benefit of their wisdom, for
the sages had long ago agreed that there was nothing of power, (and
therefore nothing of value), in the lives of these common
folk.

On a particularly beautiful
day the group of sages was sitting in the fair village garden, when
the local herb wife happened to pass near. Calling out, one of them
beckoned she join them. Another snickered, covering her face with
her hand as she turned her face away. A third looked
shocked.

"What has she to do with
us?" the third indignantly inquired. "She's an herb wife, nothing
more, and we are sages of great learning and many powers. She
doesn't belong among us. The sum of her knowledge is but an adjunct
to the least of ours. Anything she could offer us, we learned long
ago from the Teachers of Academia!"

Quickly, the one who had
snickered shushed the speaker, in a hushed tone insisting, "Let's
have a bit of fun of her! Surely she'll feel flattered and when
she's done speaking and gone, we'll enjoy a good laugh!"

Confidence in her stride,
the herb woman approached the group. She thought it was highly
unusual that any of them would call on her, but she had vowed long
ago to serve where she was needed.

The one who had called her
over addressed her.

"I've heard you have
knowledge and something of power. We are learned sages, having
spent many years at our books and under the tutelage of others much
wiser than we. As eternal students, we would ask you, kind Herb
Wife, to share your knowledge and bits of power with us as
well."

The Herb Wife considered the
words for a moment, then slowly walked, just a few feet, to a bare
spot of earth on which a large flat stone had been placed for
decoration. If anyone noticed the amused sparkle in the green of
her eyes, no one remarked.

Then, turning again toward
the speaker, the Lady replied, simply,

"I will give you what you
ask for-

there's a price that you
must pay,

pay it not and you will
suffer,

I'll be on my merry
way.

There are words of ancient
power,

for the hearing these are
free,

Moments of your Life, I'm
asking,

what you Are, that is my
fee.

Beware, and know, when I am
finished,

naught will ever be the
same,

leave this Sacred Place
forever,

or stay with naught but
Self to blame."

She paused, allowing the
sages time to make their decision. All remained attentively
silent.

The herb wife
resumed...

"Spell the plants, their
names will call them,

in your garden they'll
appear,

Agree with them, the magick
making,

Show Respect and hold them
Dear."

At this, some of the
assembly laughed outright, greatly amused at the idea anyone could
simply call a plant and have it appear in their garden. Some
laughed nervously, old superstitions and a fear that magick might
be real flowing freely in their veins. But several rose, from both
the uneasy and the amused, and left, shaking their heads. Indignant
murmurings wafted behind their trailing personages, "she's a
madwoman", and "whoever heard such nonsense, as if mere plants had
some power that We cannot bring under our own! After all, we are
the ones who charge them!"

The herb wife's secret smile
felt its way under the bare spot of earth.

And then she called the
first of Her Children;

"Red Bone, Catchweed, deep
within,

secret places, poisons
old,

I release them to your
keeping

flowing rivers, more than
gold."

She paused to pull a small
bit of grassy-something from the hem of her skirt and smiled.
Laying it on the nearby stone, she called the second of Her
Children;

"Curly Dock, my Shield is
lies broken,

borders breached, and here
I lie,

give me arrow straight and
true,

'tis Honor, Archer, still
to try."

No one noticed, I think, the
tender touch she gave the brow of an Elder woman sitting just
outside the assembly...except the old woman, whose eyes sparkled
almost as much as the smile she gave the Lady. She began speaking
once more, smiling as the Elder One laid a bit of leaf on the stone
beside the grassy-something. She spoke again, calling the third and
fourth of Her Children.

"Tooth of Lion, feed me
Joy,

return my appetite for
Life!

Past begone, it never
were,

release the pain that's
borne of strife."

"On the stone found in the
crossroads,

Mother Hecate doth
dine,

puts the poison death in
pocket,

dampens kindly fevers'
wine."

"Riddles? She gives us
riddles?" a man
questioned. "Is she ridiculing our great wisdom?"

As if he'd said nothing, the
woman continued to speak, as a young girl, yellow flower in her
hair, fiddled with something in her pocket;

"Sweet Knitbone, in my
pack,

Phoenix decked in Purple
fair,

hasten all, rejoin and
soothe,

my Warrior, common, yet so
rare!"

"Colewort, clear my
senses,

letting go of all that's
wrong,

take fire, restore my sight
and breath,

and I will sing both clear
and strong."

The garden became thick,
heady with fragrances, as the air warmed into the flush of noon.
The sages nudged, each against the other, moving distractedly into
the deeper green of shade. The young girl took from her pocket a
small pouch, looking happily surprised, and began nibbling at
noonday fare, spilling small bits of everything on the front of her
garment.

"Old Man, Wise Man, hobbled
by,

slow and peaceful on his
cane,

no one laughed, "beware the
Old Man"

experienced and wise
refrain."

As the Herb Wife moved
toward the center of the circled sages, the young girl stood up,
dusting her lunch tidbits off. As the last bit landed on the stone,
the Herb Wife intoned;

"Scented Mayweed, calm my
spirit,

and I'll eat all life sends
my way,

from your beauty I will
borrow,

infants' laughter, sweet
and gay."

Then she reached her arms
toward the Earth, palms open, still speaking.

"Starflower, cool me,
soothe me, feed me,

laughter on a childhood
day,

naught to bind or to impede
me,

flowing through the Milky
Way."

At this point, she fell
silent. Somehow the entire day had passed, during this briefest of
speeches. As the sages blinked in bewilderment, one looked about
and declared, "Nay, bewitched we all are!" Another whispered,
"shaman?" and a third shouted, "No! She's a demon!
All herb wives are
demonic!"

At that, a heady,
power-filled Voice came from the
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