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The Prose Dispatch

Bringing you news from my author's desk and drawing table

New Moon in May

This moon in the astrological sign of Taurus
also brings us to Beltane, or May Day. A
favorite time of year for many of us!

I hope you are finding joy in these times which
continue to be tough for so many in the world. 

Keeping a journal is one of my lifelines, a
chance to sit down at the altar of a blank page
and let my hand move the pen wherever my
mind takes me. For years I made my journals
by hand, but I have stepped away from that
craft to focus more on the content within. To
offer a consolation prize to my "handmind" I
made a collaged cover wrapper for my current store-bought journal using old bits of calligraphy
and painting. It was a lot of fun and reminded me how much I love collage for loosening up the
creative mind, an effect that carries over to all the different kinds of making I do. 

: :  Newly published in the Journal : :
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The Goddess of Love at Beltane

The fair maid who the first of May
goes to the field at break of day
and bathes in the dew of the hawthorne tree
will ever after handsome be.

This is an old nursery rhyme, usually
attributed to Mother Goose. Her origins are
lost in the mists of time, but it might be that
this grandmotherly keeper of old stories,
encoded in rhymes and nonsense for children,
can be traced all the way back to the great
goddess Aphrodite, the deity of love,
seduction, desire and beauty.

Continue . . . 

What I'm reading

A Good Book

When Women Were Birds by Terry Tempest
Williams is a beautiful memoir I return to
again and again. I first discovered it as an
audio book, the author reading it in her lovely,
soothing voice. Since then I have returned to it
several times and hear something new each
time. A few weeks ago I decided I had to have
the actual book in my hands. I can be a little
crazy about books as objects and this one
rewarded me with a tactile dust jacket
embossed with birds and some interesting graphic design on the pages. The book begins when
her mother is in her final illness. 
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“
"I am leaving you all my journals," she said, facing the shuttered window as I
continued rubbing her back. "But you must promise me that you will not look at
them until after I am gone."

I gave her my word. And then she told me where they were. I didn't know my
mother kept journals.

A week later she died. That night, there was a full moon encircled by ice crystals.

On the next full moon I found myself alone in the family home. I kept expecting
Mother to appear. Her absence became her presence. It was the right time to read
her journals. They were exactly where she said they would be: three shelves of
beautiful clothbound books; some floral, some paisley, others in solid colors. The
spines of each were perfectly aligned against the lip of the shelves. I opened the
first journal. It was empty. I opened the second journal. It was empty. I opened the
third. It, too, was empty, as was the fourth, the fifth, the sixth--shelf after shelf
after shelf, all my mother's journals were blank.

”

Thank you for reading!

Cari Ferraro
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