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PerfectBound Special Feature

Making Ostara Eggs

Everyone knows the holiday of Easter. But did you know that what we now celebrate as a Christian holiday was originally a celebration for the pagan fertility goddess Eostre? To make the goddess happy so that she would bless the fields, people used to hold celebrations in her honor. It was also a time to celebrate the beginning of spring and the first signs of life after the coldness of winter.

Many of the symbols of Easter can be traced back to pagan times. The Easter Bunny came into being because rabbits and hares were symbols of fertility, and were associated with Eostre and other fertility goddesses. The Easter basket is symbolic of the gifts people offered to Eostre, as well as of the first gifts of spring. But perhaps the most important Easter symbol that has its roots in pagan rituals is the Easter egg. The egg has always been very important to pagan people because it symbolizes life itself. It is sometimes said that the world emerged from a Cosmic Egg birthed from Gaia or another goddess. Eggs are symbols of creation, and life, and mystery  Which came first, the chicken or the egg?  and have been a part of pagan traditions for centuries. So how did the custom of dyeing eggs come about? Its believed that the ancient Druids used to dye eggs red to symbolize the sun at the time of Ostara, the Spring Equinox.

Something I like to do around the time of the Spring Equinox is make Ostara Eggs (or Eostre Eggs, for that matter!). These eggs are similar to traditional Easter eggs, but with a twist. They make wonderful decorations for celebrating the season. I also like to put them on my altar at any time of the year. You can either make Ostara eggs to keep for a long time (which will involve blowing out the contents, first, as described below) or for the short term, like you would make plain old Easter eggs  using hard boiled eggs. But if you want to keep your eggs around, youll have to blow them out. Ive given directions here for making that kind of egg. 

To make Ostara eggs you will need:

Eggs

Needle or seam ripper for making holes in eggs

Newspaper or tissue paper

Small quantity of paste made of equal parts white glue and water

Paintbrushes

Acrylic paints

1. Take as many uncooked eggs as you need and blow them out. To do this, make a hole in each end of the egg. You can use a pin, but I find a seam ripper (for ripping out seams when sewing) works better because the handle is easier to hold and control. Make the first hole in the narrow end of the egg by gently pressing the point of the needle or seam ripper against the egg and turning it, like youre drilling a hole. Apply pressure slowly until the point of the needle or seam ripper goes through. Then make a slightly larger hole in the bottom of the egg. I do this by making two or three holes near one another and using the seam ripper to gently chip away the connecting material.

2. Blow into the narrow end of the egg until the white and the yolk come out. This takes a lot of blowing, so be patient. Once the egg is empty, run water through it and blow it out again, then let it dry.

3. To seal the holes I use a little glue to cover the small hole in the egg. For the larger hole, take very small pieces of newspaper or tissue paper, dip them in a mixture of equal parts white glue and water (as if for making papier-mch) and lay them over the hole. If you happen to have gesso (a paste-like substance used for preparing canvases for painting) you can also use that to cover the small hole and to brush over the paper patch when it dries to make the surface of the egg smoother and harder. Gesso is available in small jars at craft and art supply stores.

4. When the paper is dry, paint the eggs a solid base color with acrylic paint. Fabric and crafts stores usually have a wide selection of such paints, and theyre cheap. Buy lots! Also get several paintbrushes in various sizes.

5. Once your base coat is dry, go wild. I like to use large, primitive designs done in black paint and then filled in with dots of bright color to form patterns. Do whatever you want. Paint goddesses and gods and shaman figures and spirals. Paint snakes and spiders and dogs and totem animals. Paint suns and moons and stars and comets. Do whatever inspires you. And dont worry if it doesnt come out the way you want it to. You can always paint it over again!

If you plan on keeping your egg on your altar, you might consider filling it with some salt or sand after you blow it out  just enough to fill the bottom of the egg and allow it to stand up on its own. Or you can simply set the egg in an egg cup. If you want to make a Spell Egg, try speaking a spell into the egg before sealing the holes, or writing your spell on a small piece of paper and inserting it into the egg before sealing it up. Your spell will grow inside the egg, waiting to be hatched. Or you can give it to a friend as a blessing. Use your imagination, and youll find all kinds of uses for the eggs.

 Isobel Bird
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Do you think maybe youve had enough of those? Jane asked Cooper.

No, Cooper said defensively. I dont.

Well, at least slow down, her friend told her. If you keep downing them at that rate youre going to be sick, and that would not be pretty.

Dont worry, replied Cooper. I can hold my Oreos.

She took another cookie from the box and dunked it into the glass of milk she was holding. She let the cookie get good and wet, then popped it into her mouth and chewed. Jane watched her, a look of concern on her face.

Do you really think eating Oreos is the answer to this? she asked Cooper.

Probably not, Cooper responded, her mouth full. But it cant hurt.

I dont know about that, remarked Jane. I think youre on a sugar high. When you crash, its going to be nasty.

Who says Im going to crash? Cooper said. Im just going to keep eating these things one after the other. That way Ill never come down.

And youll gain thirty-five pounds, said Jane, giving Cooper a stern look.

I refuse to give in to ridiculous standards of female beauty, Cooper said. Big is beautiful.

She picked up another cookie, started to put it in her mouth, and then put it down. She set the glass of milk on the table and sighed.

Fine, she said. So maybe stuffing myself with crispy chocolate and creamy white filling goodness isnt exactly the most productive way to deal with this.

Thats better, Jane said, pushing the box of Oreos out of Coopers reach. Now, do you want to talk or not?

Cooper slumped in her chair. I just hate thinking about Kate and Annie being at initiation class while Im here, she said unhappily.

Jane was quiet for a minute. Can you maybe talk to Sophia? she asked.

I did that, answered Cooper. All she said was that they didnt think I was quite ready. She paused a moment. I dont get it, she continued. I completed my challenge. I faced my greatest fear. So why dont they think Im ready? I mean, of everyone there I probably have the most experience with Wicca in the first place. Plus, Ive done a lot during the past year. I helped a dead girl find her murderer. I was hazed by faeries. I made Beecher Falls High School safe for pentacle-wearing pagans everywhere. Oh, and I helped stop a totally insane ghost from turning us all into icicles.

She looked at Jane as if she expected a response, but before the other girl could say anything Cooper started ranting again. That doesnt even include the fact that I got a boyfriend, quit one band and started another one, survived my parents getting divorced and my mothers temporary drinking issues, had my name all over the papers not once but twice, and started jogging.

Are you done now? asked Jane when Cooper stopped talking.

Cooper nodded.

All those things are great, Jane said. If you were applying to witch college, Im sure theyd be very impressed by your extracurricular activities and give you a full scholarship.

Hey! Cooper said, sounding hurt.

Let me finish, Jane told her. What I was going to say is that maybe you cant look at this that way. Being invited to be initiated wasnt a competition. It was an individual thing. Just because you started out ahead of most people doesnt necessarily mean you learned as much as they did. Maybe they just felt that you hadnt quite done everything you were supposed to.

Thank you, Cooper said when Jane was done speaking. I feel so much better now I cant tell you. Not only do I feel like a loser for not making it to initiation, I also feel like a self-absorbed jerk who thinks shes better than her friends. Give me back those cookies.

Jane swatted Coopers hand away as she reached for the Oreos. Then she took the cookies and dumped them into the garbage can beside the sink. When Cooper glared at her, Jane said, Im saving you from yourself. Youll thank me later.

Who says I wont just fish them out of there? Cooper replied angrily.

Go right ahead, Jane told her. I hope you like your Oreos mixed with old coffee grinds and potato peelings, because thats what theyre covered in now.

I dont know why I asked you to come over, said Cooper huffily.

Because you knew no one else would put up with you when youre in this kind of mood, Jane replied, leaning against the counter and folding her arms across her chest. T.J. is probably hiding in his room, afraid to answer the phone. Plus, you knew that I still owed you one for the time you came to see me in the hospital after my little mock suicide attempt. She gave Cooper a sad face, blinking her eyes and pouting her lips.

You are so tragically gay, Cooper told Jane, and the two of them erupted in laughter. When they stopped, Cooper stood up. Lets go play some music, she said.

The two girls went upstairs to Coopers room, where they got out their guitars. Jane settled into Coopers desk chair, while Cooper sat on the edge of the bed. Jane began to play something, and Cooper joined in. It was a song theyd been fooling around with for a couple of weeks, something that had emerged from one of their writing sessions. But it hadnt quite come together yet.

This might not be the best time to bring this up, Jane said as they played. But how would you feel about doing a gig?

What kind of gig? Cooper asked tentatively.

I was at the Record Vault the other day, Jane said. Looking for some Divinyls discs. You know, the old ones with the punk stuff on them where Christina really wails. Anyway, I saw this flyer. One of the clubs is having a women in rock night, and its looking for bands.

Cooper groaned. Women in rock? she said.

I know, Jane replied. Its kind of our worst nightmare. But I dont think this is all Lilith Fair or anything. It sounds more hard-core. Betty Bangs is one of the judges.

Betty Bangs? Cooper said, suddenly sounding interested. As in Betty Bangs from Scrapple?

The very same, said Jane.

Cooper continued to play while she thought about it. I dont know, she said. What would we play?

I thought we could do some of the new stuff weve been working on, Jane answered. The show is on the thirty-first.

Thats like a week and a half! said Cooper.

I know, Jane said. Its okay. Forget about it. I just thought it might be fun.

No, Cooper said. It would be fun. Lets do it.

Youre sure? Jane asked.

Cooper nodded. Yeah, she said. We can be ready with the new stuff by then.

Jane smiled. Good thing I signed us up, then, she said. The bill is probably full by now.

Cooper threw her guitar pick at Jane. Just for that Im making you wear an O-Town T-shirt the night of the show, she said.

They played for an hour or so, trying out different things. Then it was time for Jane to leave. After Cooper walked her friend to the door, she returned to her room and picked up her guitar again. She played around on it for a minute, then set it down. Despite the enthusiasm shed displayed for her friend, she really wasnt in the mood for music at all.

In fact, she wasnt really in the mood for much besides feeling sorry for herself. Shed hoped that asking Jane to come over would distract her, and it had, but only for a moment. Now that Jane was gone, the dark depression that had been following Cooper around returned. It had been there ever since the previous Tuesday, when shed learned that she wouldnt be getting initiated into Wicca along with her friends. Thinking about seeing the candle that signified the decision of the class teachers refuse to light when shed held her match to it, Cooper once again felt the agonizing pain shed felt that night as shed realized that shed failed.

She also felt confused. She honestly didnt know how she could have possibly failed. Shed done everything right. Or at least shed thought that she had. Although she didnt want to, she couldnt help but compare her performance to the performances of Kate and Annie during the year that theyd been studying Wicca together. Had they really done that much better than she had? She couldnt see how. In fact, if she had to rate her friends she would have to say that she was probably better than they were at some things. Plus, she had never badly messed up a spell, like Kate had, or caused any trouble by trying to aspect a goddess, like Annie had. All of her spells had pretty much worked out the way they were supposed to.

So then why are Annie and Kate over at Crones Circle while youre sitting here? she asked herself.

Thats a good question, she said out loud.

She looked at the clock. It was almost nine. She knew that class would probably be just about over. Should she call Kate or Annie and ask what theyd done? Part of her really wanted to know. But it would be too humiliating to ask them. Shed feel like someone who hadnt been invited to a party asking for details about the food and what had gone on from someone who had been there. She couldnt do that. It had been difficult enough just talking to her friends after the embarrassment of not being chosen for initiation. None of them really discussed it, and she knew that Kate and Annie were careful not to say too much about Wicca when she was around. That only made things worse, but Cooper wasnt sure how to fix that. If they did talk about it, she would only get upset because she would feel left out. But when they didnt talk about it, it made her feel like she was preventing them from talking about something important.

Things couldnt go on like that. She knew that. Kate and Annie were going to be initiated. She didnt expect them to refuse to go through with it just because she hadnt been chosen. And she herself was still very much into witchcraft. After all, even Sophia and Archer had said that just because they werent being asked to participate in initiation they shouldnt stop studying Wicca and practicing magic. Cooper fully intended to keep doing exactly that. It was a part of her life, and she wasnt going to give it up.

But that didnt mean it didnt hurt her to think about not being with her two friends when they were made full-fledged witches. Theyd all talked about how cool it would be finally being members of a working coven. Theyd all assumed that they would be together or, even if they chose to be in different covens, at least they would all be witches together. But now things had changed. Now Annie and Kate would be witches while Cooper would just be someone who studied Wicca.

Maybe you can do the year and a day over again, she told herself. After all, she knew that Sasha planned on doing the dedication ceremony and beginning her journey down the Wiccan path. Jane had been talking about maybe doing it, too. Perhaps Cooper could join them. But that would feel like being sent to remedial ed or something, she thought bitterly. Summer school for witches.

And what if she was denied initiation again after that? That would be way too much to bear. What if there was just some fundamental personality flaw in her that made Sophia and the others think she would be a really bad witch? Her conversation with Sophia had been difficult. Cooper had been reluctant to talk to her, but shed forced herself to do it. Sophia had been very kind, saying that she and the other teachers simply felt that Cooper wasnt quite ready for initiation yet. She hadnt given Cooper any specific reasons, and Cooper had been too embarrassed to ask for any. As a result, shed spent the past few days coming up with reasons of her own, a pastime that made her even more miserable.

When the phone rang Cooper jumped. She looked at it for a moment, hesitating before picking it up. Hello? she said warily, afraid it might be Kate or Annie wanting to talk about class.

Youve got to save me. It was T.J. He sounded slightly hysterical.

Why? Cooper asked him, thoughts about herself pushed from her mind as she worried that he might be in trouble. Whats wrong?

Our mothers are driving me crazy, T.J. replied.

Cooper grinned despite herself. Her mother and Mrs. McAllister had been spending a lot of time together in recent weeks. That night they had gone to dinner. Apparently they had ended up at the McAllisters house afterward.

What are they doing? Cooper asked her boyfriend.

At the moment theyre looking at photo albums, T.J. answered. Your mother seems particularly amused by the pictures my mother took of me dressed as a pink bunny rabbit for Halloween when I was four.

I can see why, remarked Cooper. I wouldnt mind getting a look at those myself.

Ha ha, T.J. said. Anyway, I just wanted to call and see how you are.

Im okay, said Cooper. Jane just left. We worked on some stuff.

Okay, T.J. said. Now tell me the truth. How are you?

I ate a box of Oreos, admitted Cooper. Well, not a whole box. Jane took them away from me.

Smart move, said T.J. Can I do anything to cheer you up?

Hold that thought, Cooper said. Someone is beeping in.

She put T.J. on hold and answered the second call. Hello?

Hi, honey, said her father.

Hey there, said Cooper. Hang on. I have to say good-bye to T.J.

This time she put her father on hold while she switched back to her boyfriend. I have to go, she said.

A better offer? T.J. asked.

My dad, Cooper told him. I havent talked to him in a while because he was out of town. Should I call you back?

No, T.J. said. Im going to go out to the garage to play for a while before Mom starts showing your mother photos of me in the bathtub.

Ooh, Cooper said. That could be embarrassing.

Tell me about it, said T.J. Especially since I was fifteen when she took them.

Very funny, replied Cooper, laughing at his joke. Tell her not to stay up too late. And thanks for calling. That does make me feel better. She lied. It wont do anyone any good to make him feel bad, too, she thought.

T.J. hung up, and Cooper switched back to her dad. Sorry about that, she said.

No problem, Mr. Rivers said. I always knew Id lose you to a boy sometime. If it has to happen, Im glad its T.J.

Please, Cooper said. Dont start tossing rice just yet.

So, how are things? her father asked her.

Okay, Cooper answered. Mom is fine. Im fine. Were fine.

Hmm, Mr. Rivers said. All of those fines sound awfully suspicious.

No, Cooper said. Really. Everything is pretty much fine. How about you? she asked, changing the subject.

Oh, fine, said Mr. Rivers.

It was Coopers turn to be suspicious. That fine didnt sound so fine, she said. Whats up?

Well, said her father, there is something I want to talk to you about.

I told you, I really am thinking about colleges, said Cooper, not wanting to get into that particular annoying discussion.

Its not about college, Mr. Rivers said. Its about me. Im sort of seeing somebody.

Cooper was taken aback by her fathers statement. Seeing someone? she said. I take it you mean as in seeing a shrink, or seeing a proctologist, right?

No, Mr. Rivers answered. I mean as in Im dating someone.

Dating? said Cooper. But the divorce was only, like, ten minutes ago.

The paperwork might have been completed recently, but the emotional separation happened a long time ago, Cooper, her father said. Look, I know this is hard to hear. But I wanted you to know so that when you meet this woman it wont be so awkward.

Meet her, Cooper parroted. He wants me to meet her? she thought.

Her father sounded excited. Cooper wanted to be happy for him, but she was still having trouble accepting that he was dating someone. She listened to him talk, but heard almost nothing of what he said until he asked, So dinner on Friday is okay with you?

What? Cooper said.

Dinner, her father repeated. On Friday. The three of us.

Oh, sure, Cooper said without thinking. That would be fine.

Good, Mr. Rivers said. How about seven oclock at Shivas Garden?

Okay, said Cooper. Shivas Garden was a cool vegetarian Indian restaurant. Cooper loved it, but she knew it wasnt her fathers favorite. If they were having dinner there he really wanted her to like this woman.

She hung up and flung herself backward on the bed. Suddenly it seemed as if every aspect of her life had been thrown off course. Everything had been going along pretty well for a while. Her mother was doing okay. She and T.J. were happy. Shed been looking forward to the end of her year and a day of studying Wicca. Now she wasnt being initiated, it looked like she and T.J. would be going to different colleges after they graduated, and her father was dating someone. What else could possibly happen?

Dont ask that, she scolded herself as she closed her eyes and tried not to think about what her mother would say when she heard that Coopers father was dating someoneas she eventually would. You probably dont want to know.
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I know a lot of you are looking at your upcoming initiation as the end of a long journey, Sophia said to the seven people seated in the back room of Crones Circle. Youve all worked very hard for the past year, and now the final destination is in sight, right?

The three men and four women all laughed and nodded.

Sophia smiled. Well, youre wrong, she said. This isnt the end; its the beginning. Its the beginning of a lifetime of learning and exploring and discovering. Why do you think they call your graduation from high school a commencement service? Because its the beginning of the rest of your life, the start of the journey you were really preparing for when you suffered through algebra and gym class.

There was more laughter from the class members in response to Sophias comment. Annie and Kate, the only two members of the class still in high school, looked at one another knowingly.

Your initiation is really a commencement, Sophia continued. Your year and a day of study taught you a great deal about yourselvesabout your abilities and your weaknesses. Youve come to know yourselves better, and youve come to understand Wicca better. But youre still just beginning. I was initiated more than twenty-five years ago, and I still dont know all there is to know about Wicca, or about myself. She paused, looking thoughtful, and then added, I think probably there are some things about myself I dont want to know.

Annie listened as Sophia continued her speech. It was the first of four preparatory classes before the initiation ceremony itself. When theyd begun their year and a day, the thought of initiation had been a distant one. Annie hadnt really even allowed herself to think a lot about the actual event itself because it had seemed so far off. But now that it was just about there, four weeks seemed almost too short a time to prepare. Suddenly, Annie could only think about everything she didnt know about witchcraft. It was the same feeling she sometimes got before a big test, like she had forgotten to study something really important and would be asked to write an essay about the topic, or shed learned the wrong list of events or formulas and would have no idea how to work out the problems.

Relax, she told herself. You made it this far. She looked around at the other six people who had been selected for initiation. Of the nearly twenty people who had started the class, the seven of them were all that remained. Several people had dropped out during the course of the year, either because they couldnt find the time for the class or because theyd decided they werent really interested in Wicca enough to devote that kind of energy to it. Several more had made it to the end but decided that they didnt want to undergo formal initiation. And still others had not been offered initiation.

Like Cooper, Annie thought sadly. She still couldnt believe that Cooper had been one of the people whose candle hadnt lit during the choosing ceremony. She still recalled the look of pain, anger, and sadness shed seen on her friends face as Cooper had rushed from the store that night. Annie and Kate had gone after her, but Cooper had been determined to get away from them. Kate had wanted to keep chasing her, but Annie had stopped her, knowing that Cooper wasnt angry at them but just wanted to be alone for a while.

Although the three of them had talked only briefly about Coopers failure, Annie and Kate had talked about it extensively in private. Neither of them could figure out what had happened. Annie had even tried to bring the subject up with Archer once, but Archer had kindly but firmly informed Annie that the decision was a private matter between the dedicant and the teachers, and refused to say anything else. Since then the subject had become one that no one mentioned in front of Cooper, although it was always there, waiting for one of them to trip over.

And its only going to get worse, Annie thought sadly. The fact was, she, Cooper, and Kate were best friends. There was no way Annie and Kate could immerse themselves in Wicca the way they would be doing after initiation and not be able to talk about it around Cooper. That just couldnt happen, which meant one of two things: either Cooper was going to have to deal with not being initiated with them or ... She couldnt allow herself to think about the other option. But try as she might, she had to. Or the three of us wont be able to be best friends anymore, she told herself.

That, however, was a possibility she couldnt even imagine. Not be best friends with Cooper? Well, you barely knew who she was a year ago, she argued with herself. That was true. The first time Annie had even spoken to Cooper was after Kate had enlisted Annies help to correct the effects of a botched spell and the two of them had in turn had to ask Cooper for assistance. Thinking about the moment when she had confronted a reluctant Cooper in one of the schools music rehearsal rooms, Annie couldnt help but smile. Shed been so intimidated by the tough-acting Cooper, with her sarcastic responses and her cool demeanor. It had taken a lot for Annie to stand up to her and break through Coopers wall of reserve. But she had, and she had quickly come to appreciate Coopers unique personality. Thinking that maybe she wouldnt be spending as much time with her friend saddened her.

We wont be discussing any details of the initiation ceremony itself, Sophia said, bringing Annies attention back to the subject at hand. But dont worry, there wont be any last-minute make-or-break questions or weird challenges or anything. This isnt some TV reality show, where we make you vote one another out or eat sheep eyes or anything like that.

Darn, and Ive been practicing with the sheep eyes, said Ben, one of the three men undergoing initiation.

Well, we can always add them especially for you, remarked Sophia. But I think probably well have better things to eat than that. Now, the real purpose of these last four classes is to get you to think about covens. As you all know by now, manybut not allwitches work within covens. Youve seen several covens in action, at least during public rituals, and you have some idea of how things differ from coven to coven. Every coven has its own way of doing things, from casting circles to working magic to celebrating the sabbats. Its important that you align yourself with a coven that you think will both be a comfortable place for you to work and also challenge you to grow in your own practice of witchcraft.

You mean were going to get choices? asked Emma, one of the four female initiates.

Sophia nodded. As youve probably guessed by now, we dont exactly always do things by the book around here, she said, suppressing a grin. Traditionally you would all be trained by one particular coven for your year and a day of study, after which you would then be asked to join that coven. Not here. Here we take a different approach. During the past year youve received teaching from a number of different people from a number of different covens. Youve also attended sabbat rituals involving participants from many different covens. Thats because we wanted you to experience a wide range of the ways in which Wicca is practiced. Our initiation process will be conducted in much the same way, but with a twist.

Annie looked at Kate. What kind of twist? she whispered.

Good question, said Sophia, hearing her and making Annie blush. The twist is that you probably wont all undergo the same initiation ceremony.

Again, Annie and Kate looked at one another in confusion.

Well use our remaining classes to explore the different types of covens in more depth, Sophia explained. You will then each choose the coven you think is most appropriate for you. If the leaders of that coven agree, you will then be initiated into that coven. Because each coven has its own way of performing initiations, that part will not be done together.

And what if they dont want you? queried Ezra, a quiet man in his late thirties who had been one of the choices for initiation that had sort of surprised Annie. Ezra had rarely contributed to class discussions, and he was one of the people Annie knew the least about. But now he was one of the final seven. The other six turned to regard him.

I just ask because Ive sort of been through this kind of thing before, Ezra said, clearly nervous about being paid attention to. Im a doctor, and when you do your final residency you have to list your first, second, and third choices for hospitals to work at. Everyone in the country finds out on the same day which choice they got, and it can be really horrible if you dont match up with one of your choices.

Dont worry, Sophia told him. This isnt quite the same thing. Its very informal. Very seldom do people ask for covens that arent right for them. In general we find that its one of those mystical experiences where everything works out pretty much the way it should. But try not to worry about that. Just sit back and listen to what the different coven leaders have to say.

Annie leaned back and tried to relax. She saw Kate doing the same thing, and she wondered what her friend was thinking about. Annie was thinking about whether or not they would choose the same coven. Shed always assumed that they would end up together. But maybe we wont, she thought. After all, you also thought Cooper would be here, and she isnt. Once again Annie was struck by how you could never count on things going in a particular way. Time and again the truth of that had been revealed to her through her magical work.

Look at Aunt Sarah and Mr. Dunning, she reminded herself. She would never in a million years have guessed that her aunt would be marrying the author of one of Annies favorite book series, or that they would have met because that author was living in the house where Annie had grown up. But he did live there, and her aunt was marrying himonly a few days before Annies initiation. That was a whole other thing to think about, but Annie would have to do it later. Right now it was time to pay attention to learning about covens.

Since youve spent a great deal of the past year looking at my face, Sophia said, I might as well tell you something about the coven Im a part of.

Annie quickly forgot about the other questions and concerns on her mind. She knew that Sophia was part of the coven that owned and ran Crones Circle. However, Sophia had never been particularly clear about exactly what that coven did. Annie didnt even know its name.

A lot of you probably think weve been very mysterious about our coven, said Sophia, voicing Annies thoughts. Let me assure you that we werent trying to hide anything from you. We just wanted you to be open to all the different types of teaching and practicing that youve experienced. Sometimes when students know too much about a teachers particular background it makes it difficult for them to be as open to other possibilities. We try to avoid that in our class by not saying too much about our own coven. Until now, that is.

Sophia held up a black three-ring binder. This is the Book of Shadows for the Daughters of the Cauldron, which is the name of my coven.

Annie looked at the Book of Shadows in Sophias hand. She knew a Book of Shadows was the collection of a covensor an individual witchsrituals and everything pertaining to them. It might include attempted spells and their outcomes, lyrics to chants and songs, accounts of how various sabbats were celebrated, ideas for future rituals, initiation instructions, and basically anything else of importance to the coven. It was, really, a journal of the covens life and work, and its contents were generally closely guarded, revealed only to people within the coven. Annie herself kept a personal Book of Shadows, a notebook in which she recorded the different spells and rituals she tried and where she wrote her thoughts about Wicca and its role in her life. 

Sophia waved the Book of Shadows in the air. As you can see, this looks sort of like a cookbook, she remarked as some loose pages fluttered out and fell to the ground. Thats because thats sort of how we see it. The members of the Daughters of the Cauldron are what are sometimes termed kitchen witches. That means that we dont really have a formal way of doing things. We take a little of this and a little of that and add it together to see what happens. Sometimes what we come up with tastes great. And sometimes, as anyone who has ever cooked will tell you, what we come up with isnt the tastiest thing ever created.

Annie, who did a lot of cooking, laughed. Kitchen witches. She liked the sound of that. It reminded her of working on a recipe, deciding what to put in and what to leave out, stirring everything and then tasting it. She also liked the name of Sophias coventhe Daughters of the Cauldron.

The Daughters of the Cauldron was formed about twenty years ago, Sophia continued. It was started by me and my friend Tove. We also started this bookstore together, to give people interested in Wicca a place to study. It started out as more of a community center with a few books, and over the years its gone through a lot of changes. But it has always been run by our coven. Tove died several years ago, but I think she still stops in to visit from time to time, Sophia added, smiling wistfully.

What do you mean when you say your coven isnt as formal as others? asked Laura, who sat beside Annie.

I mean we dont have a formal structure, as some covens do, Sophia explained. We dont have one single person who leads. We take turns. Members are encouraged to come up with ideas for rituals, and we let people use their imaginations when casting our circles and that sort of thing. We also dont draw from any one single tradition. We feel comfortable mixing aspects of Greek mythology with Celtic, for example, or using the name of a Japanese goddess and a Norse god in ritual. Like I said, when we get together its like a bunch of cooks standing around the same stove.

Well, with three kids and a husband to cook for every day, I can relate, Laura said, laughing.

Thats something else I should mention, said Sophia. While we dont exclude men from our coven, we generally have been mostly women. I dont know why, exactly, but thats the way its worked out. So if any of you guys want to join, keep in mind that youll be really outnumbered.

How many are there in your coven? asked Roger, a college student who was the last of the three men being initiated.

Right now there are a dozen or so, said Sophia. Sometimes I lose count. Again, not to discourage anyone, but we dont want to add too many more, so hopefully you wont all decide that you simply have to be Daughters of the Cauldron.

Or sons, Ben remarked.

Or sons, agreed Sophia. But we arent changing the name, so keep that in mind.

Whats the groups primary focus? asked Emma.

When we formed the coven, Tove and I believed that magic should be about working for change, Sophia answered. We wanted the Daughters of the Cauldron to focus on using magic to create change in ourselves and in the world. Thats why this store is a cooperative. Our members are also encouraged to do volunteer work and to find unique ways
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