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Foreword

Reader, set aside the fairy tales your mother sang over your cradle. Cast out the image of the wicked old crone with the bony leg who stuffs children into the oven and sends enchanted geese in pursuit. All of that is only the shimmer on the water, hiding the dark depth underneath. Those are stories made by peasants who feared a power they could neither understand nor control. Stories for children, so they would not wander into the woods alone, would not stare too long into dark water, and would not ask dangerous questions.

I will tell you instead of the one I know not through rumor, but through the whisper of wind in the branches, the speech of river water, and the silence of ancient stones.

Baba Yaga is not human. She never was, and never will be. She is Power. She is Spirit. She is the Keeper.

Understand this above all: Baba Yaga is the Threshold.

Her hut on chicken legs, standing at the border between our world of the living—Yav—and the otherworld, Nav—is not merely a house. It is a frontier outpost. And it stands not in the deep woods, but on the edge of existence itself. The forest is only the visible shape of that boundary. Yaga herself is the warden at the gate. She is the one who decides who may go farther, deeper, toward the source of knowledge—and who must turn back to the stove, the bench, and the small comforts of ordinary life.

Her bony leg is not a deformity. One of her feet stands in our world, warm and living. The other, the bone one, stands in the world of the dead—the world of spirits and ancestors. She does not limp; she walks in two realms at once. She is a bridge between life and death, between what is plainly known and what is hidden. That is why she knows what the living are not meant to know, and sees what human eyes cannot. She is a guide of souls—a psychopomp, as scholars would say. But their word is dry and lifeless as a pressed flower in an old book, while her true nature is alive and surging like a spring bursting out of the forest floor.

They say she eats people. That is a lie born of fear. Yaga does not devour flesh—she devours falsehood, weakness, pride, and foolishness. The trials she gives heroes in old tales are not the whims of a wicked hag. They are rites of purification. Initiation.

To sort poppy seeds from grain is to learn how to separate what matters from what does not.  

To weave cloth in a single night is to spin your own fate from the threads of possibility.  

To know her servants is to learn to see the essence of things, not just the mask they wear.

Whoever fails her trial is “eaten”—that is, their false self, their ego, is shattered into dust, and they return empty-handed, hollow and afraid. But the one who succeeds is born again: wiser, stronger, ready to receive true knowledge.

She is neither good nor evil. Is the frost that locks a river in ice good? Is the spring rain that soaks the earth evil? Yaga is an elemental force. She is the embodiment of wild, primordial womanhood—the kind that cannot be tamed or boxed in. She is the Power that existed before gods, before people, before names. She is the Memory of the Earth.

Her mortar, pestle, and broom are not merely a means of travel. The mortar is an ancient symbol of the feminine, the womb in which all things are born and broken down. The pestle is the masculine force, the seed-bringer. And the broom with which she sweeps away her tracks is a sign of erasure: leaving the noise of the world behind so no one may follow another’s path to her. Each person must find their own trail.

And now, reader, we come to the heart of it.

To water.

Why is her magic bound to water above all things? Because water is what she is. Water is the first element, the keeper of memory. Every stream remembers the melting snow that gave it birth. Every river remembers the banks it has touched. The ocean remembers everything. Water is the blood of the Earth, and Yaga, being its Spirit, is mistress of that blood.

She dwells by rivers like Smorodina and Styx—rivers that divide one world from another. She guards the wells of living water and dead water—not to heal wounds of the flesh, but to kill off the old self and bring forth the new. Dead water gathers what has been torn apart and makes it whole. Living water breathes new life, new meaning, into that wholeness. This is not the magic of healing. It is the magic of total rebirth.

Her wisdom is not kept in books but in depths: in the dark forest lake where stars and the past are reflected side by side; in the sucking bog that holds the secrets of centuries; in the quiet murmur of underground rivers. She teaches no spells. She teaches how to listen to water—to feel its current, its memory, its power.

So remember this before we turn the page: Baba Yaga is not an old woman from a children’s tale.

She is the Crone Eternal, an aspect of the Great Goddess, her dark and wise face.  

She is the Keeper of the Threshold between worlds.  

She is the Great Spinner, weaving and cutting the threads of fate.  

She is wild, untamed nature itself.  

She is Water, Memory, and Depth.

Do not look for her in some haunted forest to beg for help. Look for her within yourself when you stand at the edge of great change. Gaze into your reflection in dark water, and if you are brave enough—honest enough—one day she will look back.

And only then will you be ready to open this book further.
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Why Water Is Mother, Healer, and Keeper
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You stand on the shore of a forest lake. You look into its dark mirror and see the sky turned upside down. You see yourself. But what do you truly see? Only the surface. And magic, like truth, always lives in the depths.

To understand water, you must understand its three great forms—its three eternal roles in the turning dance of the universe.
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Water — Mother
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Before word, before fire, before stone, there was Water. The great primordial ocean—the dark, warm womb where the first tremor of life began.

Remember where you yourself came from. From your mother’s body, from a cradle of water, where for nine moons you listened to the beat of her heart like distant surf. Every one of us begins as a child of water.

Water is the first mother.

Rain that falls from the sky is the milk of Mother Earth. It feeds the roots, fills the grasses with sap, gives life to everything that grows and breathes. A brook born quietly from a forest spring is her child, running laughing and quick, gathering strength until it becomes a mighty river. And that river pours into the sea, returning to the great mother’s body, only to rise again into the sky and fall once more as rain. This is the eternal cycle of birth and return.

Yaga knows this better than anyone. Her swamps, which seem to people like places of death, are to her the richest womb of all. In the warm, dark, still water of the peat bog, new life is born from the remains of the old. Moss covers fallen trees, and beneath that green blanket, in the hush of water, a mystery is unfolding. Where a person sees rot and ruin, Yaga sees a cradle. She knows that for one thing to be born, another must die and become nourishment, foundation, soil.

Water is the great midwife. It receives what is old and births what is new from it.

So when you wish to begin something—to create, to give life to a new work or a new idea—go to living, running water. Wash your hands in a stream and ask it for strength in the work ahead. In working with water, you work with the very force of birth.
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Water — Healer
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There is no sickness in this world that water cannot ease. No wound it cannot wash clean. It is the great purifier, and it heals not only the body, but the soul.

Your body, reader, is mostly water. When you are ill, the water within you grows cloudy, stagnant, like a marsh gone still and foul. Clean spring water, drunk with the right whisper over it, drives out that murk, carries sickness away, and renews you from within. A cold stream cools fever better than any brew and soothes pain in tired legs. Morning dew gathered before the first ray of sun from nettle or plantain leaves clears the skin of blemishes and sores, and brings brightness back to tired eyes.

But water’s greatest healing is the cleansing of the spirit.

The evil eye, curses, sorrow, resentment—these are all forms of filth that cling to the soul, weighing it down and darkening it. That filth fears fast-moving water. Go to the river at dawn and step in up to your waist. Tell the water everything that gnaws at you, everything sitting like a stone on your heart. Hide nothing. Then dip beneath the surface three times against the current, and let the river carry your grief away, wash it clean, dissolve it without a trace.

Yaga keeps the secret of Dead Water and Living Water not to raise warriors from the dead, as folk tales like to claim. It is the knowledge of the two faces of healing.

Dead Water is still, quiet, deep water—water from a dark forest pool or a well untouched by sunlight. It does not kill. It quiets. It stops decay, whether in a wound or in a soul splitting apart under grief. It gathers what is torn and makes it whole. It grants peace and integrity. It is the healer of form.

Living Water is swift, rushing, force-filled water—water from a spring bursting up through the earth, storm water, meltwater from snow. It does not close wounds. It breathes spirit into them. It fills the healed form with strength, will, and the desire to live. It is the healer of essence.

A wise healer knows the order: first wash the wound with Dead Water so the edges come together; only then sprinkle it with Living Water so life may return. Do it in reverse, and you will only worsen the pain.
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Water — Keeper
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If earth is the body of the world, then water is its memory.

Every stream remembers every stone it has washed over. Every lake keeps in its depths the reflection of every star that ever leaned down into it. Water is a great archive. Everything that was, is, and may yet be is written there.

Do you want to know the past? Find an old well. Draw water up in a bucket hanging from an oak chain, let the water grow still, then look into its dark surface. Do not look at your reflection—look through it, down beyond it. If you are patient, if your heart is open, the water will show you glimpses of those who drank from that well before you: echoes of their thoughts, traces of their feelings.

Do you want to glimpse the future? Find the place where two rivers meet. Sit on the bank and listen to their voices. One river carries waters from the past; the other from the present. In the place where they merge, ripples are born—possibilities of the future. Learn to read those patterns on the water, and they will reveal the paths before you.

Yaga keeps no books. Her library is made of forest lakes and sinking marshes. By lowering her hand into dark water, she can read the history of the world back to its beginning. She sees ancient beasts drinking from that lake. She sees the first human footprint left on its shore. She sees the forest around it grow and die and grow again. All the wisdom of the world is written in water. One need only learn how to read it.

Ice is frozen, sleeping memory. Spring floodwaters are memory awakening, releasing the stories winter kept sealed in its prison of ice. Mist above the river is the spirit of water rising to tell the world its dreams.

So remember, reader: water is a threefold power. It is Mother, who gives beginnings. It is Healer, who restores wholeness. And it is Keeper, who knows all secrets.

Before you take strength from water, bow to it. Thank it for the gift of life, the gift of cleansing, the gift of knowledge. Take no more than you need. And always give something in return: a clean thought, a word of thanks, even a crust of bread. Great Power can only be spoken to in the language of respect.

There is no other way.
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Warnings and the Laws of Magic. The Deep Pool You May Look Into, But Must Not Fall Into
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Do you think magic is a tame dog, fetching a stick at your command?

Fool.

Magic is a wolf. Ancient, gray, hungry. You may try to walk beside it, but do not imagine it serves you. One wrong step, one sign of weakness, and it will tear out your throat.

Water magic, which seems so gentle and yielding, is the most dangerous of all wolves. It does not rend with fangs. It draws you softly, lovingly, down into a deep pool from which there is no return.

So before you scoop up your first handful of enchanted water, learn the Seven Laws—old as the world itself. I did not make them, nor did Yaga. Water itself inscribed them on the floor of the first ocean.
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The First Law: The Law of Balance, or “Everything Has Its Price”
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Nothing in this world is given for free. Nothing.

The water you ask of does not take gold or sacrificial blood—those are stories for fools. It takes something equal in force.

If you ask for love to be bound to you, be ready for water to claim a piece of your own ability to love freely and cleanly. Your heart will forever seek the one you bound and never find peace.

If you lay a curse on an enemy through swamp water, be ready for a piece of that rot to settle in your own soul, and for your dreams to become muddy and foul.

For healing, you pay with your life-force, even if only a little.  

For knowledge, you pay with peace of mind.  

Always.

Before you ask, think three times whether you are ready to pay the price that water itself will choose.
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The Second Law: The Law of the Clear Mirror, or “Water Sees Your True Self”
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Water is the great mirror. It reflects not your face, but your soul—your true intent.

You may speak the brightest words, cast a blessing for goodness and mercy, but if envy, selfishness, or hunger for power hides in your heart, water will reflect and magnify those instead. It is not servant to your words. It is ally to your essence.

Did you mean to heal someone, while secretly wishing they would remain forever grateful to you? Water may heal their body—but bind their spirit to you like a chain. What you will gain is not a friend, but an eternal debtor, and that bondage will poison your life as surely as theirs.

If you would work magic, cleanse yourself first to the bottom. Go to a stream, confess to it, wash every lie off yourself. Otherwise, your own magic will be the thing that destroys you.
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The Third Law: The Law of Ripples, or “Every Act Leaves a Wake”
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Every act of magic is a stone thrown into the lake of the world. Ripples spread from it.

The first, smallest ring is the result you wanted. But others follow, wider and wider, and you never know what shore they will reach or whom they will strike.

Bring drought upon your neighbor’s field, and you may starve his innocent children. Heal one person, and you may disrupt another’s fate, forcing destiny to claim them in some worse way later.

Yaga does not sweep away tracks with her broom for nothing. She knows that every trace left in the world of power is a thread someone else may seize and tug.

Remember: you are responsible not only for the stone you cast, but for every ripple that spreads from it.
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The Fourth Law: The Law of the Master, or “Do Not Enter Another’s House as If It Were Your Own”
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Every body of water has its own spirit, its own master. A river has one. A lake has one. A swamp has one. A well has some old keeper of its own. The sea has a king.

To them, you are a guest at best.

When you come to water with a request, you come into someone else’s home. Do not command. Do not demand. Ask.

Greet the water before you draw from it. Thank it when you leave. Leave an offering—not blood, no—but a piece of bread, a clean ribbon, a handful of grain. Show respect.

Whoever tries to force a water spirit into obedience will end at the bottom, feeding fish and crayfish. The spirits of the water do not tolerate arrogance. And Yaga, who is to them all something like mother or elder sister, laughs loudest of all at such fools.
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The Fifth Law: The Law of Flow, or “Do Not Dam the River”
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Power, like water, must flow. It comes to you, passes through you, and moves on again once the work is done.

If you try to hoard it, to store it inside yourself, to become a vessel crammed with power, you will turn into a stagnant bog. Your soul will film over with scum and duckweed, thick with vanity and selfishness, and things will breed there that devour you from within.

If power comes to you for a task, do the task and let it go. Do not practice magic out of greed. Do not hoard knowledge simply to possess it.

Be like a river, not like a pond.
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The Sixth Law: The Law of Lock and Key, or “What Is Spoken Over Water Cannot Be Chopped Apart”


[image: ]


A word spoken over water is a key that unlocks its power. Your will is the lock that seals that word in place.

A charm spoken idly, without will or intention, is only air shaking in the throat. But a word backed by will and spoken over water becomes law. Water remembers it—and will carry it out.

So fear careless speech near water. Fear curses shouted in anger on the riverbank. Fear vows made at the well.

Water hears.  

And it does not forget.

And your lock must be strong. Once the rite is done, you must know how to seal your work so it does not spread, so it does not keep feeding on you after the fact. “As I have spoken, so it is. Key, lock, tongue. Amen.” These are not empty words. They are the seal that cuts your deed away from you.
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The Seventh Law, and the Greatest: The Law of the Threshold, or “Do Not Wake What Should Sleep”
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Baba Yaga is the guardian of the Threshold. Water is also a threshold—between Yav and Nav, between the world of the living and the world of spirits.

When you work magic through water—especially standing water, especially at twilight or midnight—you crack open the door between worlds.

Do not do this out of curiosity.  

Do not call to those whose names you do not know.  

Do not try to peer into the far side unless you are prepared for something there to look back at you.

And not every gaze from the other side comes in kindness.

You may mean to call an ancestor for guidance, and instead lure a hungry restless dead thing that clings to you like a burr and drinks your life away.

This is the strictest law of all. Break it, and you do not pay in luck or in peace. You pay with your soul.

These are the Seven Laws. Read them again. And again. Until they become part of you, like breath itself. For craft without knowledge of its laws is only a road to ruin—a road leading down, into the cold and silent embrace of the very force you were so eager to command.

Part I. The Ancient Power of Water
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Rivers, Lakes, and Springs in the Slavic Tradition
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My reader, do you think a river is nothing more than water running from its source to its mouth? That a lake is only a hollow filled with rain? Cast that city foolishness out of your head. For those of us who walk forest paths and speak with the wind, things are otherwise. The waters of the earth are the veins of Mother Damp Earth. Rivers are her arteries, carrying her power. Lakes are her deep, wise eyes, lifted to the sky. And springs and wells are her heart, beating in silence, offering the world its purest, most primal life.

Every body of water has its own temper, its own nature. There are rivers swift and angry, like mountain torrents that roll stones in their grip. From such rivers one asks for strength in battle and fierceness in action. There are quiet lowland rivers, thoughtful and slow, carrying their waters as though spinning out a long old story. From them one asks for wisdom, patience, and healing from sorrow of the soul. A dark forest lake, rich with peat, is a keeper of ancient secrets; people go to it seeking knowledge of what has passed. But a bright lake with a sandy bottom is where the soul is cleansed of all that has clung to it, and clarity is restored.

Before you work any magic, you must first make the acquaintance of the water you have come to. Sit on its bank. Listen to its whisper. Feel its breath. It is alive. And it must be spoken to as something living.
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Living Water and Dead Water
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Fairy tales, reader, are only the echo of truth blown across the centuries, with half their words lost on the way. You have heard of Living Water and Dead Water, the waters said to bring fallen heroes back to life. But the truth of that knowledge runs far deeper than storytellers understand. Yaga keeps this secret not in clay jugs, but in the very understanding of water’s nature.

Dead Water is not the water of death. It is foolish to think so. It is the water of wholeness and stillness. Its power lies in steadfastness, in stopping all motion—whether the decay of flesh or the unraveling of the spirit.

Where to find it: in deep, standing places where no sunlight reaches and no wind disturbs the surface. At the bottom of an old well. In a forest pool black as tar. In a bog where the water has not moved for ages, only taken into itself the dust of what has gone before. This is water that remembers everything and says nothing.

What it does: it stops bleeding, both of the body and of the spirit, when a person’s strength is draining away through a wound in the flesh or a tear in the soul. It binds torn edges back together, whether skin or strands of fate. It “kills” pain, rot, curse-work, and corruption. It lays a person into a healing sleep, a stillness from which rebirth becomes possible. Dead Water is the craftsperson who gathers a shattered cup piece by piece and joins it back into one whole vessel. But the cup remains empty and cold.

Living Water is the water of motion and spirit. Its power lies in awakening, in action, in filling. It is life’s own heartbeat.

Where to find it: wherever water is being born, or wherever it moves with great force. A spring bursting from the earth. A mountain brook singing over stone. Morning dew that has taken in the strength of the rising sun. Rainwater gathered during the first thunderstorm of spring. Meltwater bright with the fierce energy of waking ground.

What it does: it does not heal wounds—not directly. Pour Living Water over torn flesh and all you will bring is terrible pain. Its task is to breathe life into what has already been made whole. It wakens the spirit, lights fire in the blood, gives back the will to live. It washes away weariness, grants strength, and makes both land and soul fertile. Living Water is the one who fills with wine the cup that has already been pieced back together.

Yaga’s wisdom lies in knowing the order. First use Dead Water to halt decay and restore wholeness. Only then sprinkle Living Water to return spirit and motion. Do it in reverse, and you will ruin both body and soul.
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Spirits and Keepers of Water Places
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Never approach water as though it were empty. Every river, every lake, even an old well has its own Keeper. These are ancient, powerful spirits who were here long before humankind. If you do not know their nature and fail to show respect, not only will you gain no power from them—you may remain in their domain forever.

The Vodyanoy (Grandfather Water): the master of deep pools, river hollows, and lake depths. He is neither good nor evil; he is the keeper of order. He dislikes noise, shouting, and drunkards on the shore. He demands respect. If you go to his waters seeking power or knowledge, bring a gift: a pinch of good tobacco, a crust of dark bread touched with honey. Cast it into the water and say, “For you, Grandfather Water, a small treat; for me, your leave in my work.” He is the keeper of drowned treasures and sunken knowledge. But anger him, and he will drag you to the bottom, and you’ll be tending his catfish till the end of your days.

The Rusalki (Water Maidens): they are not drowned girls, whatever village gossip may claim. They are spirits of blooming, untamed nature, daughters of the Vodyanoy, or the spirits of the rivers themselves. Their season is the Green Week of early summer, when the rye is coming up thick in the fields. They come to the banks, weave flower crowns, sing songs that can drive a person mad, and dance ring-dances under the moon. Their laughter can tickle a man to death. They are the embodiment of water’s seductive and dangerous power, its fertile but untamed essence. People seek from them beauty and love—but the price may be steep. Never go to them with an empty heart, for they will fill it with a longing only the river’s depth can satisfy.

The Bolotnik (Bog Spirit): the most hidden of water spirits, and perhaps the oldest. He is the master of marshes, fens, and mossy swamps. He does not seize by force like Grandfather Water. He deceives. He leads travelers astray with wandering lights, clouds the mind, makes the path vanish underfoot. His lands lie at the border between the seen world and the otherworld, where the world of the living grows thin. Yet it is from his bogs that Yaga draws her darkest and oldest wisdom. The Bolotnik keeps the memory of what has long since died and rotted away. To speak with him, your intention must be clean and your spirit strong, or he will pull you down into his silent, timeless mire.

Remember this, reader: before you draw water for magic, before you wash your face in it, before you ask it for healing—stop. Bow to the water. Greet its Keeper, even if unseen. Leave a small gift. Ask permission. Then water will cease to be a mere element and become your ally, your mother, your healer. But if you come in pride, it will become your grave. Such is the law.
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Moon Water
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Look how the moon gazes into a forest lake. It does not merely reflect there. No. It washes its silver face in that dark mirror. It bathes the water in its cold and secret light. In those moments, water ceases to be mere water. It becomes a vessel, a living mirror that takes into itself all the wisdom, all the magic, and all the silence of the night sky. This is Moon Water—not simply charged, but ensouled by the moon.

If ordinary water is the body, then moonlight is the soul that enters it. And just as a person’s soul changes over the years, the power of Moon Water changes from night to night, following the moon’s endless dance across the sky.
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The Power of the Moon’s Phases
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Not every moonlit night is the same. Yaga teaches that the Moon, like a woman, has four faces, four states of power. And water made under each one carries its own distinct strength.

New Moon Water (Dark Water):  

When the moon is absent from the sky, when the night is black and deep as a bottomless pool, the water takes in not light but potential. This is water of silence, emptiness, and beginnings. It is like an unplowed field or a blank page. Its strength lies in cleansing and resetting. It is used to wash a place where a new home will stand, so that old shadows may depart. Seeds are sprinkled with it before planting, so they may forget winter and ready themselves to grow. This is not water for looking into the future—the future has not yet been written. In it one seeks only peace and beginning. It is water for meditation and deep thought, when the old must be released to make room for the new.

Waxing Moon Water (Drawing Water):  

As soon as the thin silver crescent appears in the sky, the water begins to gather power. Each night it grows stronger, more active. This is water of growth, attraction, and increase. Want abundance in the home? Sprinkle this water across the threshold. Want your health to improve? Wash with it in the morning. Want love to grow? Place fresh flowers in it. This water is a magnet. It draws toward itself whatever it is aimed at: money, strength, luck. The closer to the full moon, the stronger its pull.

Full Moon Water (Brimming Water):  

On the night when the moon hangs over the world like a silver platter, water reaches the height of its power. It becomes a center of magic, a portal through which the force of night pours into our world in an unstoppable stream. This is water of revelation and vision. It strengthens whatever it touches. Charms spoken over it gain triple force. Talismans washed in it become shields no blow can pierce. But its greatest gift is this: it reveals what is hidden. Gaze into a bowl of Full Moon Water, and you may glimpse the future, understand the concealed nature of things, receive an answer to your most secret question. But be careful—this water shows only truth, and truth is not always what you wish to see. Yaga does not sleep on this night. She draws power from her marshes, and her strength is without limit.

Waning Moon Water (Banishing Water):  

As the moon begins to thin, the water changes its nature. It no longer attracts; it repels. It no longer creates; it carries away. This is the water of release. Floors are washed with it so that quarrels and sickness may leave the house. Wilted plants are watered with it so that disease may return to the earth. People wash with it before sleep to remove the evil eye, fear, and dark thoughts. The thinner the crescent becomes, the stronger its cleansing force. It takes all that is no longer needed, all that has grown harmful, and bears it away into nothingness, dissolving it without a trace.
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The Influence of Silver and Herbs
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Pure Moon Water is already a great power. But a wise healer knows how to guide that power and give it special qualities. For that, we have two faithful allies: silver and herbs.

Silver — the metal of the Moon:  

Silver is moonlight made solid. It does not merely sit in the water; it speaks to it in its own language. A silver coin, spoon, or plain ring set in the vessel acts like a tuning fork. First, it clears the water of stray and useless energies, leaving only the clean force of the moon. Second, it strengthens the water and helps it hold its charge longer, so it does not fade with dawn. Third, silver makes the water protective. Moon Water with silver, whether drunk or touched to the body, forms a fine invisible mail against the evil eye and spiteful words. Yaga keeps her strongest water in an old silver ladle blackened by time and power.

Herbs — the whisper of the Earth:  

If silver is the moon’s pure voice, then herbs are the words you want spoken through it. Every herb carries the spirit of the earth, its own particular song. Steeped in Moon Water, the herb gives over its essence, and the moonlight wakens and magnifies it many times over. But herbs must be chosen wisely, in accord with the phase of the moon.

	At the Full Moon, add mugwort. It opens the way to prophetic dreams and sharpens intuition. Moon and mugwort are ancient companions.  

	Under the Waxing Moon, place in the water a sprig of mint or a clover leaf to draw luck and money. For love, add a rose petal.  

	Under the Waning Moon, lower in a bundle of St. John’s wort or nettle. They help drive out illness and push back dark forces.  

	At the New Moon, it is best to add nothing but your own thoughts. But if deep cleansing is needed, valerian root or juniper will do.


To make Moon Water, take a glass or earthenware vessel. Fill it with clean spring water or well water. On the proper night, place it on the ground or on a wooden windowsill where moonlight will fall directly onto the water. You may put silver at the bottom and the chosen herb nearby. Then whisper your intention, your request, into the water. Speak from a clean heart. Leave it alone with the moon until the first hint of dawn.

In the morning, move the vessel to a cool dark place. Remember, reader: Moon Water is alive. It does not tolerate frenzy, malice, or direct sunlight, which snuffs out its secret glow. Use it with wisdom and respect, and it will become your faithful ally in both magic and in life.
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Sacred Wells and Springs
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Not all water is the same. There is river water, quick and headstrong. There is lake water, contemplative and deep. There is swamp water, old and sleepy. But there is also a special kind of water: the kind that rises from the very heart of the Earth, carrying her breath and memory. This is the water of sacred springs and wells. They are not merely holes in the ground filled with water. They are the veins of Mother Earth, living and pulsing. They are the eyes through which she watches the world.

Yaga teaches that such places are gates. Wash in such a spring, and you cleanse from yourself not only road dust, but confusion and the noise of the world. Drink from it, and you take in not just moisture, but a piece of age-old power. But how do you find such a place? How do you tell a living spring from an ordinary stream? For that, the eyes are not enough. What you need is a seeing heart.
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How to Recognize a “Living” Spring
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Do not search for it on maps, and do not ask idle people. People long ago forgot how to see. They look for the widest road and the softest grass. But places of power love silence and untrodden trails. You must seek them with all your senses, like a wild creature of the woods.

Listen to the silence.  

Around a living spring there is always a special kind of hush. Birds sing differently there, as though with reverence. The wind in the branches does not moan—it whispers. The air feels dense, almost ringing. It seems as though the whole world is holding its breath, listening to the heartbeat of the water. If you arrive and all around is clamor and racket, this is not the place. Power loves stillness.

Look at what grows around it.  

Nature marks such places itself. The trees near the spring will be old and mighty, often twisted in unusual ways, as if they have spent their lives reaching toward its force. Stones by the water will be covered in velvet moss of a deep emerald green. The grass will stay lush and vivid even in drought. Often you will find rowan, oak, or birch nearby—guardian trees. And you will never see aspen or elder close at hand, for those are trees that draw power toward themselves. The water will be crystal clear, so clear every pebble is visible on the bottom. And the bottom itself will not be muddy, but sandy or stony.

Breathe in its spirit.  

Step close and breathe deeply. The air around a living spring smells not of scum or mildew, but of freshness, wet stone, and ozone, like the air after a thunderstorm. It clears the mind and drives away heavy thoughts. But if the place smells of rot or stagnation, leave. The spirit of that place is either sick or does not wish to receive you.

Feel its touch.  

Dip your hand into the water. Water in a sacred spring is almost always ice-cold, even in the heat of summer. But this is not the cold of death. It is the cold of depth. It does not freeze so much as burn with purity. It reaches all the way into the bones, driving out weakness and sickness. The water feels dense, almost weighty, as if filled with invisible silver.

Trust the animals and birds.  

The creatures of the forest know the truth. If many game trails lead to the spring, if deer and elk come there to drink, if birds perch on stones at the edge without fear, that is a sure sign. No animal willingly drinks dead water.

And most important—ask yourself.  

When you stand in such a place, what do you feel? Fear, or reverence? The urge to flee, or to remain? A living spring brings peace to the soul. Anxiety loosens its grip, thoughts become clear. You feel that you are not alone—that something ancient, wise, and powerful is watching. That is the spirit-keeper of the spring.
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The rite of Greeting and Thanking the Spirit of the Water
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So you have found such a place. Do not rush to scoop up the water and drink. You have come as a guest into someone else’s house—a house ancient and strong. Show respect, or the water that might have become medicine will turn to poison.

1. Approach in peace.  

Leave your worries, anger, and bustle outside the line of the guardian trees. Come slowly, without breaking branches or crushing grass. Do not shout. Do not speak loudly. You are entering a temple. Bow to the spring from a distance, while still approaching it.

2. Offer greeting.  

When you come right up to the water, bow again, all the way to the ground. Then say quietly but clearly, from the heart:  

“Greetings, Spirit-Keeper—Mother Water. A guest has come to you. Not with harm, but with goodwill; not with greed, but with respect. Allow me to touch your water and gather a little of your strength.”

3. Bring an offering.  

Never take without giving in return. The spirit of the water is not greedy, but it is just. Your gift must be given from a clean heart. What may you offer?

	A piece of bread or a handful of grain — a symbol of life and gratitude for nourishment  

	A pinch of salt — a symbol of purity and of a binding promise  

	A few drops of milk — a symbol of motherhood and fertility  

	A bright ribbon of natural cloth, tied to a nearby branch — a sign of your request and remembrance  

	A strand of your own hair — the strongest offering, because it is part of you; give this only in the most important cases


Never throw coins into the water. Metal is dead; it insults and poisons the spirit. Leave no trash, no plastic, nothing artificial. Your offering should be able to become part of nature, to dissolve back into it. Place it on a stone near the water, or lower it gently into the spring, saying:  

“Accept this humble gift as a sign of
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