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I invoke you, beloved Hekate of the Crossroads and the Three Ways
Saffron-cloaked Goddess of the Heavens, the Underworld and the Sea
Tomb-frequenter, mystery-raving with the souls of the dead
Daughter of Perses, Lover of the Wilderness who exults among the deer
Nightgoing One, Protectress of dogs, Unconquerable Queen
Beast-roarer, Dishevelled One of compelling countenance
Tauropolos, Keyholding Mistress of the whole world
Ruler, Nymph, Mountain-wandering Nurturer of youth.
Maiden, I beg you to be present at these sacred rites
Ever with a gladsome heart and ever gracious to the Oxherd.
- Orphic Hymn to Hekate
Now it is the time of night
That the graves all gaping wide,
Every one lets forth his sprite,
In the church-way paths to glide:
And we fairies, that do run
By the triple Hecate’s team,
From the presence of the sun,
Following darkness like a dream,
Now are frolic: not a mouse
Shall disturb this hallow’d house:
I am sent with broom before,
To sweep the dust behind the door.
- William Shakespeare, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, 5.1
Gone are the leaves on the Hecate trees
Shed to the wind till her skeleton claws the sky
I am alone in a forest of memory
Dragging behind me the howl of the winter
Hecate,
Hecate,
Hecate.
- Wendy Rule, “Hecate”
To you, Hekate, the community gives this book full of love and beauty.
May it be pleasing to your heart!
Diotima Sophia, for all her help in the initial stages.
Kate Winter, for making this book as organized and lovely as it is.
The good folks at Neos Alexandria, without whose talent and dedication this book would never have come to be. I’ll miss working with you guys!
It’s a chill November evening as I write these words. Dead leaves litter the streets, the smell of their decay perfuming the air. There’s something else in the air as well, a crispness, a tenseness as the world prepares for the long, dead winter months that are about to descend upon us.
This time of year has always felt pregnant with the spirit of Hekate for me. Her torches are reflected in the brilliant reds and oranges of the leaves as they fall – one last brilliant display of color before they are transformed into the mulch that feeds the earth and the tree that shall be reborn with vibrant greens come spring. Her kiss is the icy breeze that whips our face, forcing us to bury our hands in coat pockets as we walk a little faster, eager for the warmth of our homes. Her voice is the growl of a hungry dog digging in the trash for a desperate last meal. If it fails to find it, the next morning will discover its fragile, forgotten corpse on the side of the road, food for some other creature.
Hekate is a strange and powerful goddess, a force of primal transformation. She is hunger and longing and dark mystery. She is also beautiful if you have an eye to see it, and kind in her way – though there is no sentimentality to her kindness. She is willing to help, but only if you’re willing to do your part as well. She won’t coddle, and she cuts through all of our excuses with a severity that sometimes seems cruel. In truth, that’s usually just the thing we need to jar us out of our comfortable complacency.
The ancient Greeks recognized this about her. She was never one of the familiar Olympian deities, but they gave her an honored place nonetheless, for the world isn’t always a safe, sunlit place. There are shadows and dangers and things that fit outside of our expectations. And this is where Hekate can be found – on the outside: in the yard, protecting the home, at the crossroads with the vagrants, dogs, and ghosts, in the semi-barbaric lands to the north of Greece where men are wild and women are witches.
Hekate haunts our dreams and the fertile places of imagination. She alone of all the gods could travel easily between the worlds of the dead, the living, and the divine. And she has come through the centuries to be with us today. Though a marginal goddess at best in antiquity, Hekate is one of the most popular goddesses in the pagan revival going on today. You will find both Hellenic Recons and Wiccans praying to her. Thanks to Shakespeare, even people who have never poured out a libation know her name.
The wide appeal of the goddess is borne out in the following essays, poems, short stories, and accounts of personal experiences which fill the pages of this book. Each of them has a fascinating story to tell and a personal vision of Hekate which may differ from person to person. We have allowed each of our contributors to speak in their own words and describe the Hekate that they know. Therefore you will find Hekate as the dark crone and the lovely maiden, as the guide of souls and protector of the home, as the mistress of magic and a promoter of fertility in fields and flocks. All of these are authentic visions of Hekate, for she is an immense goddess and complex as they come. Whether or not you see the Hekate you know reflected in these accounts, one thing that will hopefully be clear is the great respect and love that we all have for this goddess. A book like this could not be produced without that kind of devotion, and thus I am proud to offer to the venerable goddess the accumulated offerings of her community. Ie Hekate!
Sannion aka H. Jeremiah Lewis
Eugene, Oregon
3 November, 2009
Throughout this book you will find the name of the goddess alternately written as Hekate and Hecate. Both are acceptable and popular forms. The first is an attempt to render an accurate transliteration of the Greek ‘Εκάτη into English, while the second adopts the Latinized version which was used throughout the Roman Empire and in Classical circles until fairly recently. Different authors have different associations with these spellings, and therefore we have kept them as originally written in the individual pieces. Likewise, there are a number of unusual epithets associated with the goddess. These are explained at the end of the book.
by Michael Routery
I see you on the stairway with a flashlight
Dangling a huge ring of keys, formidable and ancient,
Going down to your locked basement packed with secrets.
They say your mien was once much more pleasant
(but isn’t that true of all?).
Out of peripheral vision
You seem dog-like,
Your head elongating and tripling.
I inhale sharply, enshadowed;
I know to be careful around here:
This building conceals an underworld gate.
So I construct a hekataion on the front steps
And sweep out shed cat-hair,
Dust and pollen early in the mornings.
One day I find a gift of sparkling glass,
Shards artificed into a delicate bracelet
And in the center a heart of green glass glimmers,
A light for my lantern when I descend the staircase
To where the beast growls behind the bars.
by John Drury
May the Goddess be pleased with this story.
My journey to Hekate has not been a simple one, and the telling of it requires the telling of my own story first. Readers, I hope, will grant their patience in this telling.
Years ago, in sixth grade and in a small elementary school south of the Mason-Dixon line, a kindly and elderly librarian taught all of the students in that grade about Greek mythology. I of course took the class as well, and arrived at the awards ceremony at the end of the school year eager to see how I’d done in the class. Parents were invited, and my mother attended. As awards were handed out to the best students, I received my grade: an F. I came in last in the class. When I inquired to the librarian, her response was that I hadn’t turned in much work and that “some things are just not meant for certain people.” She meant, of course, that I was obviously not suited to studying Greek myth.
She was wrong.
In college, I received a Bachelor of Arts with a double major in History in Political Science, and a minor in Classical Studies. The history field of study was the Greeks, from the time of the Minoans through the Ottoman Empire. Thus, not only was I exposed to history, but also to the art, mythology, and language of ancient Greece. Though I had to obtain the last Greek class after graduation, I did obtain my minor and am proud of the work that I’ve done. I went on to get an international MBA, and did extensive studies on my own on Indo-European grammar and comparative mythology.
Yet, throughout this time, Hekate never appeared to me or held my interest. In truth, while I could name a number of gods and goddesses in both the Greek and Roman pantheon, Hekate was not one of them.
As the years passed I found myself learning of paganism and, after some years on a pagan forum, decided to begin studies in witchcraft and general neo-pagan thought and practice. I found a teacher and group with a structured study and began attending. It was then that Hekate first came to my attention. As a goddess of witches, especially in modern neo-pagan thought, Hekate’s importance is quite strong for many neo-pagan groups and practices. I received general instruction on how many neo-pagans invoked, or worked with, Hekate. Still, in our group, we had a generic ‘god and goddess’ and did not emphasize individual deities. Additionally, most of the work we did was ‘low magick’ and not usually associated with deities. It was good material, taught well, but it provided only a foundation for craft practices. The next step, the work with and worship of deity, was left to the individual students to pursue on their own.
It was at this point that the Greek gods began to assert themselves in my life. It should come as no surprise that the Greek gods were the first to make their presence known. Looking back on it, They were always there, simply waiting for me to become aware of Them. Dionysos was the first, He who often is a gateway deity. The Dioskouroi, for reasons I’ve never really understood, are strong in my personal pantheon. But it was not until Persephone crept into my conscious understanding that Hekate appeared. It was then that I re-read the old myths concerning Demeter and Persephone, and saw Hekate’s role in them. Though she had not called to me directly, I knew that it was time to begin the process of knowing the goddess and giving Her the due She deserves.
Many modern neo-pagans begin their studies by learning of the sabbats and esbats. The first, involving the eight ‘High Holidays’ are based on solar events such as the equinoxes. The esbats, on the other hand, are times of magick, as they correspond to the full and dark moons. Hekate, I knew from class, was often associated with the dark moon and with the mysteries of magickal practices. Imagine my surprise when I, again, learnt of her more complex nature. A goddess of witchcraft emerged as a goddess associated with childbirth, the dead, crossroads, and a strong companion of Persephone and Demeter. As with Nemesis and Tyche, she can bestow fortune (good or ill) upon humans. In short, her complex nature and strong chthonic powers came to the fore, and I found myself hoping to establish some relationship and cultus with this goddess.
Fortunately, both ancient and modern neo-pagan practices merge here. For it is the end of the lunar month, on the dark moon, that Hekate’s deipnon is celebrated. It is a time to make offerings, to clean the house and self of things to be discarded, and give them to Hekate instead. For some time I had wondered what to do to celebrate some of the esbats. The deipnon gives a clear purpose, and a ready-made avenue to work with Hekate regardless of the path you’re on or where you started. It was thus that I celebrated my first deipnon in the early Summer of 2009. I prepared a meal of discarded food, and after creating ritual space I introduced myself to the goddess and asked for her cleansing powers in the home in return for the food offerings. It was a powerful experience, done at night, and walking to the crossroads with the offering and leaving it there in silence left a lasting impression.
In my own unverified personal gnosis, I believe that Persephone leaves the world at Mabon (or the Autumnal Equinox) and returns at Ostara (the Spring Equinox). It was thus gratifying in 2009 to see the dark moon fall within a couple of days of the Autumnal equinox. Not only did I prepare a small but full meal for Hekate, I made specific prayers for her to accompany Persephone on her journey, and to provide counsel during this time. I also asked that we humans not be forgotten in these dark times, and that her two torches lead us when we need them. It was by torchlight, soon after, that I conducted a ritual farewell for Persephone and a recitation for the dead. I asked Hekate to assist, as her purview of the dead overlaps that of Hermes, Nemesis, and Persephone. I believe that the deipnons during the Winter months will be the more powerful ones, and I look forward to them with enthusiasm.
Hail bright-coiffed Hekate, goddess of magic, of the dead, of the crossroads. May your torches shine like beacons, and light the way for those mortals who seek your counsel and assistance.
by Allyson Szabo
When I was 19, I was living in Vancouver, BC (Canada) with my Wiccan priest, Davydd, happily learning how to be a good Wiccan. I enjoyed what I was learning, and at the time, I think it was the best thing I could have done. I learned a lot through Davydd’s lessons, about myself and about the world around me. When the time approached for my First Degree, Davydd suggested a series of meditations designed to allow me to connect with a “matron goddess,” if I had one. While Wicca has its own deities, it does not deny the existence of others, and Davydd felt it was important to give me an opportunity to find out where my allegiances lay. Of course, I complied.
During my meditations, I kept running into a spiritual brick wall. I would consistently be taken back to a single face, a single goddess. I saw her as being somewhat ageless, not really being “maid, mother, or crone” as one would expect in the Wiccan paradigm. I did not know at first who she was; I knew only that she scared the bejeezus out of me and I wanted nothing to do with her. Davydd suggested that I explore what she had to offer, but I refused outright.
After some time, I learned that it was Hecate who was appearing to me. This confused me further because I had always heard Hecate was old, the “crone aspect,” and yet this woman was not old in the least. I knew she was the “goddess of witches” and that she was a “dark goddess.” Because I was neglecting my homework and ignoring her advances, I really didn’t know much else about her. She was persistent, though, and would not take no for an answer.
Some days after my First Degree ritual was over, I was engaging in a series of repetitive meditations that I practice. I visualized myself as an owl, and I soared through the night sky, skimming over trees and through a forest, hunting and searching. Normally, this meditation was very calming, and ended with the capture of a fat mouse or vole, and I would end the meditation before the “feast” began. Not that day, though!
The visualization started out as usual. It was a waning moon, and the sky was quite dim, with only a scattering of far-off stars and a mere sliver of moon casting a bit of light. From an owl’s perspective, though, it was as bright as day. I had just spied something moving below me, and focused on it, when my world was turned upside down.
Suddenly, it was no longer night, and cool, and relaxing. It was the middle of the day, with a burning sun beating on my feathers. The wind was all different, being dry and hot instead of moist and cool. I started to panic as I realized that the feathers were not my feathers, and I had no idea how to steer this particular body!
I felt myself plummeting, a sensation that has always bothered me since my early childhood. I couldn’t breathe, and I was flapping for all I was worth. Then the body reflexes took over, and I was no longer flapping and diving. I was soaring, and the whole world spread out below me. A large canyon was what I was flying over, but I could see for miles, the red, dry earth stretching away into the curve of the planet itself. That’s when I heard the whistle, and instinct took over. I folded those lovely, strong wings, so different from the owl’s soft wings, and I dived, down down down, toward a single point where the sound had come from. With barely a ruffle of those stiff, brownish red feathers, I settled onto the arm of the woman I had so fervently been trying to avoid.
To my extreme embarrassment, she hooded me, blinded me with a leather cap, and then fed me. She made the soothing sounds that one makes to a strong and well behaved pet. I found myself preening, leaning into her finger strokes, happy to be where I was. It was then that I realized I would never be free of this very strong goddess, and that I would always be her creature. That was in 1991, I believe, and I’ve been her creature ever since.
Over the years, I have learned a lot more about the goddess who has taken me as her servant. While she does have her scary moments, and at rare moments has appeared to me in an older guise, she is usually very timeless in her appearance. For me, she often arrives in robes that are dark yellow or red in color, which I later learned were her usual colors. She is sometimes called “the saffron-robed goddess” in the traditional poems. She has her connections with magic and witches, both ancient and modern. Her worship was often performed at a crossroads, where three roads came together. She has much to do with death and pain, and other things that the Olympic gods have no interest in.
Hecate is originally a Thracian goddess, not a Greek one. There is quite a bit of evidence to support the idea that she was worshipped in a similar way to Hestia, being a goddess of hearth and home. When she joined the Olympic gods, she lost much of her home connections. However, many homes still had small altars or shrines to her at their front door, and offerings were left to her there every month at the new moon. New moon offerings of food were also left at crossroads, well into the modern historical era. She is often depicted with hunting hounds, and with hawks and owls. There are mythological connections between Hecate and Artemis, strangely enough. And Hecate maintains her position as protector of the pregnant woman, and of newborn children. Even Zeus himself was said to have gone to her for advice.
My own experiences with Hecate have been wide and varied. I have memories of being quite young, around 7 or 8 years old, and being embraced by a female deity who I simply thought of as “god” at the time, but who I now believe was Hecate. She has been a constant in my life, always with me through the various changes and moves that I have made. Through her graces, I have been present at two deaths, where I gently directed the souls of the departed onward, and it is something that I consider very important. I seem often to have tasks to do that deal with death and grief, and it doesn’t seem to bother me as much as it does others.
I am pleased to be a priestess of Hecate. I have always felt very close to her, and she has been a vital part of my life. It was her involvement in my life that I believe short circuited my “fluffy” phase, something that happens to a lot of Wiccans early on. I never held the belief that everything was light and wonderful, and I have always embraced the dark that comes along with and enhances the light.
She Meets Me at the Crossroads and Shows Me the Way
by Krysta S. Roy
In dewy mists of darkest night
On the plain of dreams I roam
Answering the call of victorious Sleep
Who fought my insomnia and won.
Tears streaming down my cheeks
I come to a tree with twisted limbs
Where a spider spins her silken web
Shimmering in the dim star light.
Incomplete, unfinished, not yet set in place
Much like my own destiny.
The story is not finished, not over
There is still more to be done.
But I do not see it, do not realize
And so I pass it by.
I come to a hill on which a black dog sits
Howling at a pale crescent Moon
The wailing echoing my broken heart
Mourning and tortured, shattered
Screaming to the heavens
I cannot take much more.
In the distance the dog hears an answering song
Another voice reaching out into the night.
Comforted that he is not alone
He moves towards its source.
But I do not see it, do not realize
And again I pass it by.
I come to a bed set upon the clouds
A full Moon shining high above.
I fall upon it weeping
And curl myself in a ball.
A snake twists itself at the edge of the mattress
Into the shape of infinity.
This pain is not all there is
There can still be so much more.
But I do not see it, do not realize
I turn my head, avert my eyes
Surrendering to my pain
Gathering the broken shards of my soul around me.
And then the snake coils, its patience spent
And strikes, biting into my flesh.
The venom flows like fire through my veins...
And then I finally see
Then I finally realize.
She stands before me in indigo robes
The stars themselves adorn her
And with her torches held high
She illuminates the darkness.
My bed sits in the center of the crossroads
I turn and see the road I’ve walked behind.
She stretches her arms open wide
And nods her head towards each fiery torch.
Then I see in the blazing fire light
Two roads ahead I had not seen before.
“You were meant to do more than this,” she says
Her gaze now meeting mine
“Will you let this beat you and keep you down?
Or will you trust in me and rise?”
She places her torches in the bedposts
And reaches her hands out to me
In a silent challenge I cannot refuse.
I put my hands in hers
Trembling, shaking, terrified
As she pulls me to my feet.
“Fear is not a weakness,” she says
“But courage is moving forward through it
Moving forward despite it.
If you will walk, I will be beside you.”
I take the first stumbling step forward
And choose a new path to walk
The edge of the road glimmering
Like stardust in her torchlight.
My heart pounds like a frantic drum
As I step into the mists
Her hand still holding mine
And when I wake, the tears have dried.
by Rebecca Buchanan
I.Thrice-Beautiful
Deep is my delight
Great is my dread
For I have seen Your face
Thrice-Beautiful Hekate
II.Terrible Hekate
I am Terrible Hekate
I walk dark moon nights
I speak for the dead
Hear their voices.
III. Thracian
Thrice-Great Goddess
Graced with the head of
dog
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