In January 1999, four members of the
Reclaiming Community traveled to El
Salvador to work with Marta Benavides.
Marta, who has attended MidAtlantic
and California Witchamps, is involved in
sustainable agriculture in her home
country. Starhawk reports on the journey.

1 11 El Salvador, it’s easy to believe
that automobiles are actually an
alien life form, terra-forming

the Earth into their ideal habitat. Gas
stations are palatial: enormous, shiny,
complete with food marts dispensing
Coke and Oreos and Ritz Crackers and
other familiar U.S. brands. Roads are
new and smooth surfaced, lined with the
tin and plastic shacks that still serve as
habitation for mere human beings.

['ve come to El Salvador with three
of the main organizers of Reclaiming’s
Circle of Love, our project of support for
sustainability work in this country.
Sarah, Cheryl, Marilyn and I made this
journey for the first time two years ago.
Trish, a journalist, and Kate, a student,
are the other members of our group.

Hermana Alicia is a warm, smiling,
plump woman in her fifties who is
Marta’s neighbor. She does the cooking
for our group, and we visit her house,
which is typical of rural El Salvador—an
adobe rectangle with a tin roof, a few
tiny rooms partitioned off inside. The
more affluent have tile floors and an in-
door stove; the very poor cook outside
on a small woodstove. The yard contains
a well, a sink for washing dishes, a pila (a
cement cistern for storing water) and an
outhouse. Hermana Alicia has no formal
education—in fact she cannot read or
write. Her daughters, however, are both
university students and professionals—
one a school principal, one a psycholo-
gist. They are both in their twenties, and
still live at home. Their careers are not
passports to great wealth: in El Salvador,

a school principal may make two hun-
dred dollars a month. This is better than
the unlivable wages paid by the
maquilas—the factories that turn out
much of the mass-market clothing and
goods we buy so inexpensively here in
the U.S. The magquilas pay their workers
about four dollars a day.

With encouragement from Marta,
Hermana Alicia has turned her yard into
a beautiful garden, filled with colorful
blossoms, medicinal plants and tropical
fruits. As fellow gardeners, we are kin-
dred spirits. Everywhere we go,
Hermana Alicia has her eye out for
plants—collecting a few seeds here, a
snip of a cutting there, or an orchid
plucked from a tree branch. I aid and
abet her whenever I can. “Stolen plants
grow better,” I assure her.

Marta often has young people stay-
ing at her house in order to attend
trainings or to go to school when they
live in outlying communities. In the port
town of Acajutla, we visit the small
colony where two of the boys come
from. Valdemar, who is just eighteen,
has built his mother a house to replace
the tacked-together tin shack they’d
lived in before. With Marta’s support, he
took out a loan that paid for adobe
bricks. In three months, he built a classic
small house with a few variations that
make for light and air and beauty: wide
doors to let in the breeze, a covered
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porch with hanging plants, a small table
and chairs for eating outside. Chickens
run through the yard and occasionally
wander into the house; Valdemar’s
mother shoos them off the table and
laughs as she gives us a dozen fresh eggs.

“Isaiah’s house is next,” Marta tells
us, as we pass the makeshift shelter of
tacked-together pieces of tin roofing that
currently houses his family.

Vidal, who is seventeen, wants to go
to school. His father wants him to go to
the fields and cut sugar cane and bring
home some money. They fight all the
time, and Vidal escapes to Marta’s house
threatening to run away, to walk across
Mexico and sneak over the border to the
U.S. Whenever I leave my English/Span-
ish dictionary lying around, I catch him
reading it.

In El Salvador, class background is
clearly evident in sheer height. Middle-
and upper- class people are tall; the
campesinos are easily six inches shorter
than the average person from the U.S.,
and the very poor and indigenous
people are tiny. They remind me of my
own grandparents. My grandmother
stood four feet eleven. She grew up ex-
tremely poor in a little Russian shtet! not
much different from these villages, and
like Hermana Alicia, she loved to gar-
den. My grandfather was not much
taller. Their sons were all nearly six feet
tall and their grandsons over six feet.

We have brought fairy wings and
face paints to the Peace and Sustain-
ability Fair that Marta has helped to or-
ganize in a park in San Salvador. In
Marta’s view, a certain level of zaniness
has revolutionary import—it shakes
people up, makes them look at the world
in a new way, opens them up to desire
for a better life. We set out the paints
and a young woman who has been tend-
ing the solar-oven display comes over to
look at what we’re doing. She asks what
the face paints are and we tell her.
“Why?” she asks, obviously puzzled. “It’s
fun,” I say, “and a celebration of life.”
“How much does it cost?” “It’s free.”
She asks for a butterfly. People begin to
drift over, bringing their children. But-
terflies are very popular, as are flowers
and hearts. As the park fills up, the rush
is on. A folkloric band is playing next to
us and it gets harder and harder to hear.

waiting for their piece of wearable art.
Luckily mariposa, flor and corazén are
easy to understand and to execute, but
some of the young boys have more com-
plex desires. [ am asked to reproduce a
T-shirt design. A teenage boy I secretly
have pegged as Most Likely Gang Mem-
ber asks me for a dove of peace. And fi-
nally, there’s the young boy who wants
“God in colors on my arm.” I have to
check with my friend Rolando to be sure
I’'m understanding the Spanish. “Yo no
soy Michelangelo!” I protest, and proceed
to give him a rainbow and something re-
sembling the face of Jesus.

Hermano Catalino and his wife
Cristina are tiny people. They have five
children and she is pregnant again. They
live now on the small farm on the out-
skirts of San Salvador that belongs to
Marta’s family. Her mother had devel-
oped it into a small paradise of fruit
trees, coconut palms, lush jungle and
gardens—their retreat from the city.
During the war, the FMLN took it over
as a base. But unfortunately, conserving
the land and cherishing the gardens were
not high on their priority lists, and now
many of the trees have died and the soil
has eroded terribly. Marta is trying to
develop it into a permaculture demon-
stration garden and environmental edu-
cation center.

Hermano Catalino and Cristina are
originally from the eastern part of El Sal-
vador. Displaced by the war, they were
part of one of the cooperatives Marta
has been working with. When they ac-
cepted the job of caretaking the farm,
Marta rented a truck to help them move.
When the truck arrived, they had virtu-
ally nothing to put in it. The house at
the farm is newly painted. The main
room is empty except for a few hooks
for hammocks that are taken down dur-
ing the day. In a back room, the rest of
their possessions are stored in a few
plastic bags on the floor. A few chairs,
some cooking pots and cheap plastic
dishes complete their wordly goods.

My greatest personal achievement
was to give a morning’s introduction to
permaculture in Spanish to an audience
that ranged from Hermano Catalino to a
professor of agriculture at the university.
I hoped the university professors would
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We are surrounded by eager children continued on page 50
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Healing Magic
continued from page 29

harm her there. I lifted her high above theriver,
for she was much too young to know its depths,
for it carries the pain and anguish of all of the
suffering of all humankind.

The healing itself was timeless, although
we later learned that it went on for more than
two hours. There are not words to describe the
depth, power and intimacy that I experienced
during the work. It was clear that our
community was more than the people physically
present at the ritual — we were connected with
and surrounded by scores of loved ones,
ancestors, nature spirits, guardians and the
heartbeat of the Mother herself. The actual
healing energy was profoundly sexual and
loving in a way that I was not prepared for, but
I surrendered to the power of the magic, and
for that time let it be all there was.

The chant of “healing, healing, healing
my body, healing, healing, healing the land”
reverberated like a pulse. The waves of energy
from the circle washed through and over us.
The power of touch and the healing that flowed
through felt very deep and ancient. I could
literally feel things changing at times. It was
intoxicating in a way — I felt clean and whole
and ecstatic. Toward the end I became more
aware of the others in the healing circleand full
of this exciting new feeling, I forgot all
boundaries and decided to sweep around the
circleand touch themall. This wasa big mistake
— I ended up manifesting symptoms that were
not mine for weeks to follow.

After the ritual I still felt “high,” and I
didn’t want to let go of the feeling. I also felt
incredibly sensitized. Ilooked toward the “brush
down” area for the healers and healees, but I
knew I could not tolerate being touched at that
point. I didn’t realize that I had focused all my
energy on getting to Faerie, without a single
thought about how to return. I was supposed
to meet up with my tender, but I couldn’t
communicate well and felt as if I were swirling.
I thought I was fine, so I just decided to get
something to eat (one of the instructions that
had been emphasized during the prep work).

WhenIgottothedininghall, it seemed garishly
bright and incredibly loud and clanging. I had
no idea how much all of my senses were still
being affected, but it was clear that I was still
deeply in trance and in Faerie — I could hear
their singing, their laughter, their jokes (sorry,
you had to be there). It took a long time and
some obnoxious interventions on the part of
several friends to get me to come back to this
plane.

Several weeks after returning from camp
I went for more blood tests. My results came
back the same daythat Morgainewasat the Red
Dragon dinner at Mid-Atlantic camp. My viral
load waszero. Suddenly everything changed —
there was no need for a biopsy or to take
interferon. As my doctor put it, I was “one of
the lucky ones.” I know it was magic, not luck.
I sometimes still struggle to accept the healing,
but Morgaine reminds me that I can’t think of
myself as healed and sick at the same time. [ do
know that I feel much better. I will always be
grateful to Morgan LeFey for her healing work,
and to the California Witchcamp community
for the tremendous change in my life.

Magic works. Healing happens. She is the
Mother of us all.

El Salvador

continued from page 9

attribute the utter simplicity of my language to
the need to be understood by the campesinos.

“Globalization” isone of thoselong, bland,
political words that can so easily turn us off. It’s
easy to feel despairing and overwhelmed when
welookat global corporate structures, interna-
tional debt, world economic inequality. But
our work in the Circle of Love gives globaliza-
tiona face. NowwhenIread about the magquilas,
I picture Betty. When I hear about high illit-
eracy rates, I think of Hermana Alicia’s smiling
face as she clips a little of this, a little of that for
her garden. And when I feel that nothing we do
can make a difference, I think of Marta and her
work, and I know that we can.
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ANCIENT WAYS

4075 Telegraph Ave.
Oakland, CA 94609

A complete metaphysical store and pagan center,
with classes, tarot readings, books, incense, oils,
candles, magical tools, statues, jewelry,
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Music: wZ
continued from page 35

a unique sound.

On certain cuts he creates all the sound,
which means he must spend hours recording
himself. He can follow the tracks off a
soundboard until he discovers a dusty road.

The first piece, called Dance, is an
invocation to movement. Cut 6 (JMMN)
reminds me ofa one-legged flute player waving
his long hair to the frenzied beat. Cut 8 (LNLY
PLNT) offers two voices. Onevoiceisin English
and the other is a made-up language. It is as if
wZ is simultaneously translating himself.

Cut 10 (JNGL TMPL), the last selection,
isa futuristic vision. It hasa road-warrior post-
Y2K feel when after the corporations collapse
we hear jungle sounds again. We hear water
running and insects reproducing.

The wZ CD is energetic, upbeat, and
inspirational. It exudes the magnetism of
evolving forces.

wZ was recorded in New York City and
mastered in Muscle Shoals, Alabama.

Available from Elan Vital Music, 111 Teks
Street, Florence, AL 35633, (256) 539-3758.

— reviewed by Joe Speer, editor of Beatlick
News and producer of “Speer Presents” for
Channel 19 in Nashville, Tennessee.

The Burning Times
continued from page 23

women. This theory was originally

proposed in 1972 by Barbara Ehrenreich and
Deirdre Englishand hasbecome a major theme
in feminist writings. However, we now know it
isn’t true. There was never a time or a place
where the majority of Witches were healers.
This theory was invented before we had anv
evidence about how common healing Witches
were. Once we surveyed trial records, we found
that healers make up a small but significant
minority of Witches, usually between 1% to
10% of the accused. Midwife-Witches were
even rarer. David Harley (“Historians as
Demonologists: The Myth of the Midwife
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“Aternative Lifestyle?”

If you need an experienced therapist, but you've hesitated
because you live a life some might call unconventional, call
me. | know the difference between choice and pathology.

Buffalo/John Brownson, M.A (MFCCI #IMF 24950)

Earth Circles Counseling Center (510) 652-9560
Jan Carlson (MFC31303), Supervisor
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