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Beloved Humans,

These past months have not been an easy time for
those unicorns who share living space with humans. The
past seven months have seen a horrifying escalation of
violence and of military growth. There is a large herd of
young unicolts who have been hoping to find human
companions, but this beautiful planet is not as safe as it
was. As I hoof this letter to you, your observance of Earth
Day has just passed. Many of my horned friends living near
the northlands are increasingly anxious that their homes
will be destroyed so that those in the U.S. may further
plunder the earth for fossil fuel in order to slake the greed
of the few.

A council of unicorn elders was recently reconvened and
each of us living among the realm of the fully-manifest has
been asked to speak a loud message. You are living in a
democracy. If you want things to change, do your part.
Don’t fall into the pity-pot trap of placing blame. You are
all responsible. If there are too many voting for corporate
profit over preservation of Mother Earth, then start
communicating, writing, educating your neighbors, voicing
your views before your politicians.

And in the meantime, do you part. There are very few
of you who could not live more simply, placing less demand
upon your beloved Mother Earth. But onward...

Recently I had a wonderful flight east (unicorns can fly
free and pollution-free in the astral) to visit a couple of
shops and see Cathy Taylor’s showing of collage prints. The
show is called “Goddess Remembered” and it’s wonderful.
Check The Unicorn Rambles for more information.

I've had quite a month. I finished helping Rev. Paul
archive all of the illustrations from the second volume of

archives [1982-1986]. Talk about bringing back memories.
It all gave me a better sense of what you call the passage
of time. In your rituals you speak of moving between the
worlds. It might be said, humorously, that unicorns live not
only between the worlds but between time. And speaking of
the passage of time, my big 25th anniversary contest
(which offered over a thousand dollars in cash and prizes)
has drawn to a close. This issue announces the final prizes
which have been awarded. I was gratified to have your
comments over these months. They helped with the
judging.

I'm bringing you a lot of reading. Some times we have
more illustration than text but this issue has far more text
than illustration. To welcome in the ‘lusty month of May’
we have a great story by a new contributor, Hagel
Hawthorn. I hope you ,
enjoy it! In this fully-
packed issue welcome
TGG. These days being
able to exchange
publications and
advertising with
another newsletter is a
rare and valued option,
unlike my earlier years
when we often
exchanged with as
many as thirty!

On Beltane Eve,
Unicorns of All
Persuasions will be

gathering beneath a N\ \
rare burst of aurora ; \\
borealis. Our father \Q\_

Sun has recently T

released a huge wave of energy which will sparkle and dance
over the northern tundra. We are calling all of our kindred
to dance with the elk and our other loved ones. A fear-
banishing ritual will be held for the young ones as we all
dance the sacred round in hopes of bringing more
consciousness to this endangered region of North America.
Despite what you may be reading in the news, plans are
quietly being made within the Bush Administration in order
to drill oil at any cost.

Please do your part. Unicorns everywhere depend upon
you. With much love and sincere uni-kisses,

shndelua

I love Pam Bealer’s Beltane
drawing of me!!!




waved her hands down the dress. Then, momentarily losing her smile, she
added, “I just hope I’'m pretty enough to make it work.”

“Oh, darling!” Tulia said, hugging her, “You’re not just pretty
enough; you are breathtakingly beautiful!”

“Oh, thank you!” Keyta said, hugging and kissing her.

“What about the aphrodisiac oils and herb scents?” Tulia asked.
“Don’t you think they might help a bit?”

“That’s the other thing he told her,” Keyta said. “He said he has
never ever smelled anything more sexually exciting than a clean young
girl wearing freshly starched and ironed white cotton.” Keyta smile,
spread her hands, and curtsied.

“Well, I’ll be,” Tulia said. “Nobody ever told me that. I’ll have to
remember it.” After a moment, she held up the chalice and asked, “Are
you ready?”

“Yes,” said Keyta, “but I don’t want to be drugged. I want to
experience everything exactly as it is. Half a life isn’t living.”

“You are very brave, dear,” Tulia said, setting the chalice down.
“You have the blessings of the Goddess.” She kissed Keyta’s cheek and
left, as Keyta climbed upon the altar and sat to wait.

Keyta waited so long she fell into slumber, but was startled awake
by the sound of hooves entering the candle-lit cave. Her heart pounded in
fearful anticipation, waiting to see what would come from the shadows,
and thumped in joy as the small stag limped into view. Then she recoiled
in horror at the bleeding gashes on his body. She gasped as he turned back
into Farsee, and slowly sank to the floor.

“Oh!” she said, almost in tears. She jumped from the altar and ran to
wet a cloth in the stream at the back of the cave, and began tenderly
washing his wounds. She calmed when she found they were not as serious
as they first looked.

“I’m all right,” he said. “Just tired mostly.” He looked up and down
at her as she stood before him.

“You’re beautiful!” he said, almost in awe.

“Thank you,” she said. “Do you feel like doing the rite now?”” She
was surprised to see him blush.

“Yes,” he said, rising. “I guess we need to do that.” He began trying
to untie the ribbons at her back, but was so nervous he made a knot
instead. She turned back to face him.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Well,” he blushed, “it’s just the idea of undressing you. It’s got me
nervous.” She took his hand and patted it.

“You didn’t get nervous the first time you undressed me,” she said,
smiling.

“What?” he asked in puzzled surprise. “I never—oh! But, that was
different then.” Keyta almost giggled, but stopped herself and only smiled.
She took his arms and wrapped them around her.

“Well, just remember that time,” she said, “and you can do it.”

After a moment he looked over her shoulder and began working
with the knot. As it came loose, he said, “Um, you smell good.”

“Thank you,” she said, not letting him see her smile.

Farsee, to his amazement, found himself growing extremely aroused
despite his nervousness. As he removed her dress, petticoats, and
undergarments, he carefully laid them out, then, for a few seconds before
he helped her onto the altar, he stared in open admiration. After removing
his own clothing, he joined her, nervous again.

After almost an hour of tender, and to Keyta exciting and almost
unbearably stimulating attentions, Farsee had still not completed the rite.
Finally, she placed her hands on his cheeks and pushed his head up to look
into his eyes.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. “Don’t you like me?” He saw tears
forming in her eyes.

“Oh, Keyta!” he said, “I like you, and I love you! I have loved you
almost from the moment I pulled you from the stream and held you up
gasping in front of me!”

“Then,” she looked puzzled, “why won’t you finish the rite?” After
a long pause, he answered.

“I’m scared. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Oh.” She lay thinking for a minute, then said, “You must hurt me.
That is the price I have chosen to pay to be your bride.” When Farsee
started to protest, she placed her fingers over his lips. “Don’t do it slowly.
While you are kissing me, do it quickly and completely, then stop a few
minutes for the pain to ease.”

“You’ve done this before?” he asked, surprised.

“No, silly. If I had done it before it wouldn’t hurt. I’'m only telling
you what other girls have told me to hope for.”

Farsee blushed, then said, “I’ll try.”

At sunrise on May second, the villagers crowding around the cave
opening cheered as Farsee and Keyta walked out, holding up for display
between them the white silk sheet with its proof of the rite’s completion.
Tulia finally reached them to congratulate them. Before she could speak,

Farsee said, “We want you to do a hand-fasting for us today. We have
sworn to be soul mates forever.

© 1999 Hagal Hawthorn

And the winners are...

And the winners of the Poetry division of our 25th anniversg

contest, offering ver $195.00 in cash and prizes for the best original

poem “Must involve one or more Unicorns and be focused upon ong

the eight Sabbats” are:

Tasha Halpert: First prize: $84.95$15.00 cash plus autographed
copy ofThe Holy Books of the Devas*; one year subscription (or
renewal) toThe Unicorn and one year subscription The Hermit’s
Lantern. $10.00 bonus if poet is a subscriber fthe Unicorn when entry is
submitted. Bonus prize includes a $15.00 one year subscriptiovitig A
Magickal Life.

Mimi Allen: Second prize: $23.00. $10.00 cash plus one year
subscription (or renewal) tbhe
Unicorn. $5.00 bonus if poet is a
subscriber td’he Unicorn when entry
is submitted. One year subscription to
The Psychic Quarterly, $8.00 value.

Jeanette Biddle, Third prize:

Two year subscription (or renewal) to
The Unicorn plus a 1995 Mardi Gras
doubloon with a Unicorn upon it!

Tim O’Brien and Dominick
Koenigs, both Honorable mention: two
awards. Each a one year subscription
(or renewal) tarhe Unicorn.

We wish to thank Ryan Everson,
whose poem did not meet the
requirements by including unicorns or
mentioning a Sabbat

Artwork by Don Lewis from our 1997
issue. lllustration of Fertility God a
Goddess on preceding page by [
Lewis from our 1987 issu

ry




