
  

My name is Helen 

 

And I Am 



 
 

a Beyond Dreaming 

publication 

It’s time for healing, and Helen needs 

all the help she can get. Fortunately 

for her, the spirit children that live 

within her are there to show her the 

way …. 

Sometimes the only thing to do is to 

write a new story. 

This is the story of one woman’s 

journey through space and time as 

she picks up the threads of her life 

and weaves them into something 

that is ultimately more beautiful and 

more powerful than she ever could 

have imagined. 
 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

  

This is a story about feeling 

It is a story about belonging 

It is a story about being 

 



 
 

 

Contents 
 
 
 
Chapter 1 Dreamland    5 
Chapter 2 Destiny    8 
Chapter 3 Wounded Child   12 
Chapter 4 The deal is undone   16 
Chapter 5 A mother’s love   22 
Chapter 6 It’s my power    30 
Chapter 7 Frog Island    37 
Chapter 8 Lord Pompadour   42 
Chapter 9 Escape to King Power Court  49 
Chapter 10 The dungeon    54 
Chapter 11 The deep sleep   60 
Chapter 12 The birth    62 
Chapter 13 We are here    64 
Chapter 14 Such is life    66 
Chapter 15 Wayward child   69 
Chapter 16 The end is nigh   73 
Chapter 17 A new life    71 
Chapter 18 A time of growth   75 
Chapter 19 The truth revealed   78 
Chapter 20 Dane Hills    83 
 



 

4 
 

  



 

5 
 

CHAPTER ONE - Dreamland 
 
Long, long ago …… in a time before you knew, there were 
two small figures sitting by a lake and dreaming, 
remembering events yet to pass. One, a small girl with 
golden hair and dressed in white, was around six years old 
and her name was Leana. Her unlikely companion was a 
small bear, aptly named Teddy. He had always been with 
Leana, but he had lived many lives, and may have been 
around fifty years old, or even older. Unlikely companions 
indeed, but their bond was close and they had shared many 
adventures. 

Teddy was chewing thoughtfully on a blade of grass, while 
Leana watched the floating clouds, which were drawing 
pictures in the sky. The two friends had been silent for some 
time when Leana remembered her dream. She turned to 
Teddy.  

“I dreamed of a frog”, she said, “A giant frog that came to 
save the world!” 

As if it had heard her, and indeed it probably had, for that is 
the way of things in fairy tales, the lake parted. From within 
its depths, a giant frog appeared and, taking an appropriately 
giant leap, it landed exactly in front of the small girl and the 
even smaller bear. 
“Hello!” said the frog. “My goodness, I have come from such 
a long way away, but my journey has been worth it, for you 
are just the right types of folk that I need to help me. In fact, I 
know that you have exactly the qualities I am looking for. 
Quick, jump on my back, and I will take you to the Place of All 
Knowing.”  
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Perhaps they should have been surprised or even concerned, 
but the events that were unfolding felt perfectly right, and 
perfectly natural. Teddy did take a moment to check his 
decision-monitor, which was a small gauge near to his heart. 
To his amazement, for he had never seen it so high before, it 
was at the top of the scale. He jumped on to the frog’s back 
without hesitation, and he gestured for Leana to do the 
same. 

As he had arrived, so the frog left, again taking a single giant 
leap, this time entering a new dimension, which was a most 
astounding and beautiful place. Leana had never seen such a 
place, although Teddy had a feeling that he had been there 
before, perhaps as a very young bear (“or even”, he thought, 
chuckling to himself, “even before I was beared”). And it was 
here, in this place of awe and wonder and beauty, that the 
true adventure really began. 

And so it was, for this stage of the transformation was 
complete and, at last, Leana was safe enough, and strong 
enough, and free enough to explore her world. 
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CHAPTER TWO - Destiny 
 
For now, at least, Leana would stay close to the frog, and to 
Teddy, who had been her most precious and faithful 
companion. She felt a deep joy within her soul, but also a 
remnant of sadness for all the times that had been lost and 
now were passed. Teddy saw her sadness, and he reached up 
and wiped a small tear from the corner of Leana’s eye. The 
frog had seen too and, in a flash, his tongue darted out and 
licked the tear from Teddy’s paw. It was this that created the 
magic. The three elements had thus been joined, causing a 
spell which brought down a green mist which surrounded the 
trio. 

Leana closed her eyes and inhaled the mist, feeling as she 
breathed, the loving, healing power, which she absorbed into 
every cell in her small, delicate body. She sensed that the 
mist was changing her, renewing her cells and her very being. 
She had never known such peace, or such certainty that her 
life was unfolding as it should. She opened her eyes, and saw 
that here own transformation was reflected in her 
companions. Teddy’s eyes were alive, and they were 
sparkling with a sense of mischief that he had always kept so 
well hidden before. A neat blue ribbon adorned his neck, just 
like it had when he was a baby and had just been beared. As 
for the frog, he had changed beyond all recognition. He now 
glowed with a golden sheen, too bright for most people to be 
able to look at for long, but not too bright for Leana and 
Teddy, for his golden sheen matched the shine in their own 
eyes.  

Leana took in the scene. She felt rooted, not only in the 
moment, but also in the knowledge that her destiny was 
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secure, that she had been reunited with her spirit guides, and 
that they would never leave her. Somewhere, in the recesses 
of her mind, Leana puzzled over the part of the story she 
knew was still missing. “A boy”, she thought. A young boy 
was waiting for her. He knew her companions and he knew 
her, and he was waiting somewhere in a land of green and 
earthy red, waiting on a grassy bank and chewing 
thoughtfully on a blade of grass. Leana’s image of the boy 
was hazy. “Garsoon”, she thought, “His name is Garsoon”. 
She half-remembered a time that they had been together 
before, even though she knew they had never met – except, 
perhaps, in a dream. 

Her thoughts were interrupted, “It’s time”, said Teddy, “It’s 
time for joy and it’s time for healing and it’s time for loving”. 
Teddy smiled and took Leana’s hand. Once more, the two 
friends climbed up on the frog’s back, wondering where the 
day would take them. 

But weeks had passed, and Leana still had no idea where 
they were going or why. She took a small mosaic from her 
pocket, adding a few more pieces. It was certainly beginning 
to take shape. She added some greens and purples and 
blues, and she began to notice some words appearing. 
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FOLLOW THE SECRETS OF YOUR HEART, 

LEANA, YOU NEED TO DETERMINE THE 

COURSE OF EVENTS 
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Leana gasped “Of course!” she thought, “I did know that! I 
did know that I held the key to my own destiny.” 

Teddy was watching her closely, for he also knew. And he 
knew that Leana would have to navigate her way through 
good times and bad, and that she would have to face her 
darkest fears. And he felt for her, but he also knew that she 
could do it. Indeed, he was beginning to feel that she could 
do anything. 
 

  



 

12 
 

CHAPTER THREE – Wounded Child 
 
And so it was that Leana found herself, all alone, outside the 
cave where Black Annis lived. She peered into the dark, dank 
entrance and shuddered. It was dark and foreboding, and she 
was very frightened. She had heard tales about this place and 
the fearsome old witch who lived here. Strange smells and 
strange sounds wafted out to where she stood, and the air 
was damp and had the feel of dark magic. 

Leana summoned all of her courage, taking a moment to 
switch on her internal light. She took two purposeful steps 
forward. She was determined to forge ahead, despite how 
frightened she felt. But she could not go in. This magic, it 
seemed, was not for her. Leana’s brow furrowed, “Why am I 
here then?” she wondered. She sat back, perplexed and then 
decided to see if there was another entrance to the cave.  

She explored the land around the cave and, although the 
night was pitch black, it did not have the same sense of 
oppression and foreboding that Leana had experienced at 
the cave entrance.  Leana approached a small clearing where 
she heard the strangled cry of an injured animal. She wanted 
to see if she could help, but as she drew closer, her fear 
returned. She began to make out the shape of a large animal, 
and she was not at all sure that it wouldn’t attack her, 
especially if it felt cornered. As she cautiously approached, 
the shape unfurled, and to Leana’s amazement, it took the 
form of a child. Closer still, Leana could see that it was a girl, 
aged about eight years old.  

Darkness surrounded the girl, who was still moaning and 
crying. Despite the darkness, Leana could see the shocking 
state of the girl’s body. The girl was filthy, and her hair 
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matted. She was covered from head to toe in a black sticky 
substance, with small white worms wriggling on the surface. 
Black ash was smeared on her face, arms and legs. Tears 
rolled down the girl’s face, creating two sad lines through the 
grime. Leana moved closer and she saw the girl’s strange, 
grey, saggy skin, and the sores and scars on her body. Leana 
felt the pain as if it was her own, and her heart felt close to 
breaking. She reached out, “What is your name?” she asked. 
The girl took a great sniff and wiped snot and tears from her 
face with one grimy hand.  

“My name” she began, “My name is Poor Poppet, my name 
is Dirty Toad, my name is Did You Hear About Poor Jim 
Dolan?, my name is Alone, it is Scared, it is Ugly, it is Clumsy, 
it is Uncared For. My name is Abandoned Child” 

The girl stood suddenly and drew herself to her full height.  

“My name” she declared, “is Poor Poppet, it is Dirty Toad, it 
is Did You Hear About Poor Jim Dolan? My name is Misery, it 
is Jealousy, it is Liar, it is Thief, my name is Wayward Child. 
My name is Slut, my name is The Problem and my other 
names are Poor Poppet, Dirty Toad, and Did You Hear About 
Poor Jim Dolan?” 

Perhaps the girl’s acute distress had come from thinking 
about this for a long time, or perhaps the thoughts were new 
and had come suddenly. Either way, she collapsed on the 
ground, distraught and exhausted from the effort. She 
hugged her knees to her chest and moaned. 

Again, Leana felt the pain cutting though her own belly like a 
knife. She held out her hands, turning them towards the sky, 
as if to receive whatever blessings were available to help. She 
closed her eyes. “No!” she said, “No, that is not your name. 
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You are Wounded Child, and you bring great gifts, and I think 
I know why you are here.”  

The girl looked at Leana through murky layers of shame and 
pain. Leana continued, “The magic of Black Annis is for you, 
Wounded Child. Only you can go back and make the wrong 
that was done right again. Only you can sing the song that 
will restore us to wholeness.” 

“Please come” said Leana, “Please come and let me show 
you. I will shine my light through the darkness”. 

Wounded Child looked at Leana, and something in her 
shifted a little. It had been such a very long time since she 
had seen anyone. Helen, and even Teddy, were long gone 
and she had almost forgotten the pain of her abandonment, 
masked as it was by more recent layers of physical and 
mental pain. She rose to her feet again, feeling heavy with 
filth and sadness, but noting within her a tiny glimmer of 
hope. Leana reached for the older girl’s hand, but Wounded 
Child snatched it away.  

“It’s dirty!” she said “Please do not touch me. You will ruin 
your pretty hand, and your pretty white dress.”  

“It’s beautiful!” retorted Leana. “It’s a fine hand, and I would 
like to hold it. It is perfect as it is, for it is exactly as it is 
meant to be.” 

Wounded Child was startled by this. Nobody had touched her 
for such a long time, and the few stragglers that had come by 
had either fearfully avoided her, or they had abused her, 
because of the filth that surrounded her very being. Leana 
smiled, extending her hand again.  

“Come lovely child, hold my hand.” 
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Wounded Child moved her hand forward ever so slightly, and 
then thrust it into Leana’s before she changed her mind. 
When their hands joined, the feeling was electric. The 
warmth, the love, the light that flowed silently from one girl 
to the other through their united hands. And oh! The 
understanding! The understanding and the knowing and the 
feeling that the two shared, as if they were a single entity. 

“Come, Precious Wounded Child” said Leana, and Wounded 
Child wondered how it could be that this very young child 
seemed to have such wisdom and compassion. 

By the time they reached the entrance to Black Annis’ cave, 
both children were feeling strengthened by their bond, and 
by the presence of the other. Leana spoke,  

“This magic is for you, dear Wounded Child”  

“You need to know that your task will not be easy, but I 
promise you that I will be waiting right here for you. I 
promise you that I will not move until I see you again.” 
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CHAPTER FOUR – The deal is undone 
 
Wounded Child was no longer crying. She knew that this was 
what she had needed to do all along. Like Leana, she knew 
the stories of Black Annis, and she also had vague memories 
of meeting the old witch in the early days of her 
abandonment, or before. It was not that she was not afraid, 
for she was truly terrified, but she knew that she had no 
choice. The decision that she had made over forty years ago, 
when she was so very young, had to be overturned, and only 
she could ask Black Annis to reconsider.  

Wounded Child stood tall, although her knees were 
trembling. She put her hands in her pocket to reassure 
herself that the items she needed were there. “Thank you” 
she said to Leana, “Thank you for finding me, and for your 
love and light. I am ready to go in now”. Leana held 
Wounded Child’s gaze and nodded. There was nothing she 
could say. Destiny had to unfold.  

Wounded Child turned to the cave entrance and walked 
inside. The air tasted of blood and of tears, and she could 
hear the cries of young children. She kept walking, and every 
step she took brought her deeper down into the cave, closer 
to the world beneath the world, and closer to Black Annis. 
She was suddenly aware of the old witch muttering to 
herself, and every sinew in her body tensed. She had never 
been so afraid. 

“Who dares to come here?!” “Who dares to 
draw near?!” 
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Black Annis had sensed the child’s presence and she 
muttered and mumbled to herself. Wounded Child had 
reached a bend in the path, and she strained to hear what 
Black Annis was saying. She craned her neck, stretching it 
round the corner, and she found herself gripped by gnarled 
and bony fingers, and peering into the hideous face of one-
eyed Black Annis herself. 

“You!” exclaimed the witch, “I gave you what you asked for! I 
gave you mercy and I gave you what you asked for! Why are 
you here?!” 

“You!” she repeated, “You, Motherless Child! Why are you 
here? My business is the children of childless mothers, not 
motherless children! Why are you here, bothering me 
again?” 

Black Annis tightened her grip on Wounded Child’s neck, 
while at the same time pulling on her hair, forcing Wounded 
Child’s head backwards, so that the witch was able to stare 
directly into her eyes. Her spit landed on Wounded Child’s 
cheek and mouth as she spluttered, “Motherless Child, why 
are you tormenting me?!” 

Wounded Child swallowed hard and stated her case. “Black 
Annis,” she said, “I have come to make a request. Please, 
Black Annis, please may I have my own skin back?” 

“Well now! What makes you think that I would do that for 
you, wretched Motherless Child? You wanted different skin, 
and different skin you got. I gave you what you wanted, and 
now you come here and ask for something different. How 
dare you come here and ask for such a thing!” 

“I did not know” said Wounded Child, “I was too young, and 
too hurt, and too full of self-hatred to know the harm I would 



 

18 
 

do by wanting someone else’s skin. Please, Black Annis, 
please may I have my own skin back so that I can heal my 
wounds?” 

Black Annis’ malevolent gaze softened slightly. “Hmm …. 
What you say is true, but what would you have to give to me 
in return if I do this for you?” 

Wounded Child reached into her pocket, “I have three things. 
I have some star anise, a wooden clothes peg … and I have a 
question.” 

“A question!” roared Black Annis, clutching the girl’s neck so 
tightly that her long fingernails drew blood. “What use is a 
question to me?!” 

Wounded Child closed her eyes and drew in a deep breath.  

“What,” she said, “What is your true name?” 

“Aha!” exclaimed Black Annis. 

“A fine question!” 

“My name is Black Annis” 

“My name is Murderer of Children, my name is Blood Sucker 
and Skin Stealer. My name is Devil’s Servant, my name is Old 
Hag, my name is You Had Better Be Afraid” 

Wounded Child swallowed hard, trying to gather her strength 
and courage.  

“And what?” she asked, “What is your other name?” 

“You are too clever!” said Black Annis, “You are too clever, 
Motherless Child!”  
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“But I will tell you the answer to your question. My other 
name is Gentle Annis. My name is Soul Skin Keeper, my 
name is Spirit Guide for Dead Children, my name is Wise 
Crone. My name is Anu. My true name is Mother Goddess.” 

Wounded Child breathed a sigh of relief, and made her final 
bid to the old woman,  

“Please, Gentle Annis, Gentle Anu, Great Mother. Please may 
I have my own skin back so that I can heal?” 

Black Annis released her grip on Wounded Child’s neck and 
retreated to the depths of her cave where she sank into her 
chair by the fire. For a few moments, she was silent. 
Wounded Child watched the witch, hardly daring to breathe. 
As she watched, Black Annis’ hideous face softened, and an 
other-worldly beauty shone through.  

Black Annis began to speak. 

“I am the Protector of children of childless mothers, purifying 
and carrying their sweet soft souls to the next world. When 
you called to me in your dreams and your darkness, I could 
not help but respond. And yet, what could I do? For you were 
not the child of a childless mother, but a motherless child. 
And yet, when you cried out in your pain, I could not help but 
respond.” 

“And so, when you came to me, I allowed you to stay with 
me for a while as I worked my trade. You saw the precious 
soul skins, and helped me to hang them from the branches of 
the Great Oak. When I took your skin and realised that it was 
not your time, you asked for a new skin, one that was 
beautiful, one in which you could hide your shame, and 
ugliness, and self-loathing. Today, I see the error of this, 
Motherless Child. I can see the greyness of your skin, and the 
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open, festering sores. I see the grime that cannot be washed 
away. I see a life unlived, because life can only be lived in a 
person’s own skin.” 

Black Annis rocked back and forth, her brow deeply furrowed 
and her head down, her one eye staring at a speck of ash on 
the floor. Wounded Child held her breath before pleading 
one final time. 

“Please, Black Annis, please may I have my own skin back so 
that I can heal and live my own life?” 

Black Annis raised her head.  

“You are of this place, Motherless Child. You are born of this 
place between the two worlds, and there is magic within 
you.”  

She turned and looked directly at Wounded Child.  

“My daughter, I will do as you ask. But I must warn you …. 
The path you now seek to follow will not be an easy one. The 
pain you will have to endure will, at times, be almost too 
great to bear.” 

“Go now, brave child, brave and filthy Motherless Child. 
Prepare yourself for a skin changing ceremony. As the clock 
strikes six tomorrow evening, be sure to be at the heel of the 
Great and Mighty Oak, which stands proudly above this cave. 
Go now!” 

Wounded Child did as she was bidden, and scrambled her 
way back to the entrance of the cave. The sounds she heard 
now were of children singing, but she could still taste their 
salty tears in the air. Their voices rose, and she made out 
some of the words that they were singing. 
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We cry for you, Wounded Child 

 We cry for you, sweet darling 
 

We are at peace now, but your pain is to come 
 

There will be no peace for you, Wounded Child 
Until your deeds are done 
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CHAPTER FIVE – A mother’s love 
 
True to her word, Leana was still sitting, very still, at the cave 
entrance. She clapped her hands with joy to see Wounded 
Child return. The two young girls hugged each other tightly.  

“She has agreed,” said Wounded Child, “the skin which is 
rightfully mine, will be returned to me. Will you come with 
me to the skin changing ceremony?”  

“Of course,” said Leana, “we are one now and I will go where 
you go.” 

And so it was that the next day, two girls aged about six and 
eight were waiting at the heel of the Great Oak above Black 
Annis’ cave, at precisely six o’clock, when the Black Mother 
arrived. The winter night was dark and cold, and the thin 
crescent moon provided little light. The girls could just make 
out the skins of dead babies and children that were draped 
on the branches of the tree. The witch began to sing, her 
voice growing louder with each rendition of the tiny verse. 
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Mm hm … Mm hm … Mm hm 

Dark Forces come 

Work to be done 

 

 

Mm hm … Mm hm … Mm hm 

Dark Forces come 

Work to be done 

 

Mm hm … Mm 
hm … Mm hm 

Dark Forces 
come 

Work to be done 
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Leana and Wounded Child sensed, rather than saw, the Dark 
Shadow People that Black Annis had summoned. Cold and 
clammy hands brushed against their bodies and ran through 
their hair. The girls found themselves standing on opposite 
sides of a great fire pit, encircled by these shadowy beings 
and watching Black Annis circling too, high above the fire. 
Suddenly, Black Annis gathered her great dark cape around 
her, before swooping down and opening it again, to 
encompass and hold Wounded Child in a dark embrace.  

 

Join me, child, in 
magic’s flight 

On this evil, holy night 

 
The witch circled the fire pit three times, calling out for the 
Dark Forces to help her to undo the harm that had been 
done so long ago. On the ground, Leana’s heart drummed 
inside her head, pounding out rhythms which matched the 
witch’s chanting.  
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Forces old and Forces strong 

Dark Forces, all, please 
come along 

This child needs help, she 
needs it now 

She needs to change, and 
this is how… 

Strip her skin, strip to the 
bone, 

Strip her in this fiery zone 
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The dark, shadowy figures took to the sky, and darted 
towards Wounded Child like a pack of hungry hyenas. Leana 
could not help but let out a cry, a small and strangled cry of 
abject terror.  

The shadowy figures began their work, skinning Wounded 
Child like a rabbit, while Black Annis continued to hold her in 
a tender embrace. Tears coursed down Leana’s face; she 
could not bear to see Wounded Child suffering so much. 

And then, the deed was done, and Black Annis gestured for 
the Dark Forces to leave. She wrapped Wounded Child in her 
cloak, and tears rolled down the old crone’s life-lined face 
too. Witch and child floated to the ground, where they 
landed on the cool damp grass, covered by Black Annis’ great 
cape. 

Closer now, Leana could see the tenderness on the witch’s 
face, and she could see the love Black Annis had for 
Wounded Child. Leana gently lifted Black Annis’ cape and 
underneath she could see the fresh clear skin on Wounded 
Child’s back. She kissed the girl on her cheek, and saw again 
pain and distress on Wounded Child’s face. “Sit close” 
instructed Black Annis, “while I finish the work of the night”. 
Black Annis cradled Wounded Child and turned her gently 
over. It was then that Leana saw what was causing Wounded 
Child so much pain. From the girl’s right-hand side, just 
above her pubic bone, there was a deep fresh wound, a cut 
that ran diagonally across the girl’s belly, ending just below 
her heart. 

Black Annis pulled a piece of bone from her cloak. It was 
sharpened to a fine point, and threaded with a thin strip a 
dried skin. She stretched her hands heavenwards, praying 
over the girl before soothing her hair from her face. Then the 
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witch began to perfectly and skilfully stitch together the 
gaping wound on the child’s body, weeping as she stitched, 
and using her tears as a salve for the pain. Wounded Child lay 
motionless, her face at peace for the first time since Leana 
had come across her in the clearing. The witch crooned a soft 
lullaby, singing showers of love onto the child. 

My precious child, 

Born of the wild, 

Your heart is true 

Dear Daughter, here’s my final gift to you 

Leana watched, as if in a trance, until Black Annis beckoned 
to her. “Take this moss to the stream and soak it, so that I 
can clean the freshly stitched wound. Run quickly, and return 
before this magic night draws to a close”. Leana hastened to 
do as Black Annis had asked, and then watched the witch 
gently dab Wounded Child’s stitches with the moss, and with 
so much tenderness and compassion. 

When she was done, Black Annis motioned for Leana to sit so 
that Wounded Child’s head rested on her lap. Black Annis 
crossed over to the Great Oak Tree, where she placed the 
moss in a hollow. Then she turned to say her goodbyes.  

“My work is complete on this evil and holy night. I must leave 
now and do not expect to see you again. My heart grieves 
and I will miss you, but we each have our own destiny to fulfil 
and our own path to travel. Please remember me, your Dark 
Mother. Do not forget me. Do not deny me. And know that I 
am always watching over you.” 
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“In sealing your wound, I have sealed your three aspects – 
Wounded Child, Child of Light, who is called Leana, and your 
adult self. Take all the time you need in this place to heal, 
and know that all feelings that come from your wound are 
precious messages that must not be ignored”.  

The witch turned and made her way back to the cave. The 
night was still, and Wounded Child slipped into peaceful and 
oblivious unconsciousness. 
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CHAPTER SIX – It’s my power 
 
The next thing that Leana saw was the morning sunshine, 
shining dappled green through the leaves of the Great Oak 
Tree. She felt as if she had been sleeping for a very long time, 
and the new day had a springtime feel. She looked around 
her. It was scarcely recognisable from the scene where the 
night’s events had unfolded. The dark magic was gone, and a 
new lightness lay about the land. Leana felt connected and 
rooted; she belonged to this place too. 

Leana looked at Wounded Child, who remained in a deep 
restorative sleep. She saw the angry red of the soon-to-be-
healing scar, and the neat little stitches sewn by Black Annis 
with love and mercy. She got to her feet and ran to the Great 
Oak, pausing to touch its trunk and feel the Life within it. She 
sent a silent greeting and reached for the moss that the 
Gentle Witch had placed inside the tree. She paused again, 
this time to communicate her gratitude to the tree. She 
headed to the stream, taking her time and savouring the 
newness of the day. As she had done the previous night, she 
dipped the moss into the cool clear water, feeling its life-
sustaining properties. She headed back to where Wounded 
Child lay, still sleeping, on the soft grass. Leana used the 
moss to soothe the wound, while Wounded Child continued 
in her deep and healing sleep.  

Leana placed the moss back in the hollow of the oak tree, 
and found there enough food and drink to last her for this 
day. 

Night fell, and Leana curled up beside Wounded Child and 
slept. The innocence of dawn came fresh and new the next 
day, and again Leana tended to Wounded Child. She passed 
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the moss over each of the red bumps that lined the stitches 
on Wounded Child’s sweet belly. As she did so, little puffs of 
stories floated upwards. Leana watched the wispy and 
woeful scenes that floated by, catching snippets of long gone, 
but not forgotten conversations. 

 

 

Leana watched these scenes and more. She watched Jim 
Dolan's daughters grow to adulthood. And she watched the 
tearful scenes, the drunken scenes, the violence, the warped 
lives and the blameless children, and the promise of distress 
and disgrace for generations to come. Leana watched them 
all, reliving them, before sending them out into the Universe 
with a blessing and a sigh. 
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And so it continued, and Leana lost all track of time. Her 
small tasks occupied her but, as Wounded Child’s scar began 
to form, and the stories coming from her lessened, Leana 
began to think about everything she had seen and 
experienced in this place.  

She sensed that the Divine Mother was close, and that it 
was Life’s Feminine Source that had been providing her with 
food and sustenance. She sensed also the presence of Black 
Annis, the Dark Mother, knowing that the two were 
inseparably intertwined, as one, sharing this place where 
they could never meet. One Light and one Dark, neither 
good nor bad. Both indispensable.  

Leana’s young mind clearly saw the similarities in the 
relationship between the two Great Mothers and her own 
relationship with Wounded Child. Similar, but not the same. 
Light and dark. Joy and sadness. Healing and pain. She and 
Wounded Child were one beautiful entity, but together, not 
destined for eternal separation like the two Mothers. 

She thought of what Black Annis had said about the sealing 
of the three aspects, and she thought about the three logs 
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that remained in the fire pit, an interlocking triangle keeping 
guard over the sacred ash at the centre of the pit. And, as 
Leana thought about these things, words began to emerge 
from the air around her. 
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Leana watched the words, swirling and tumbling about her. 
She began to mumble to herself. “The power of the 
feminine, a force of a kind. The power of the feminine, for 
Wounded Child to mine …” The tiny girl in the white dress 
drifted with the words, eventually falling into a fitful sleep.  

She dreamed of Dark Lord Pompadour, stood ten foot tall, 
brandishing his mighty sword and asserting his dominion. He 
snarled and snapped, growling at the small figure behind his 
legs. In her dream, Leana could just make out the small, thin 
boy, one eye twitching nervously on his gaunt face. Lord 
Pompadour kicked the boy, which sent him scuttling into a 
dark corner. Leana’s distress at this caused her to come 
closer to consciousness, sufficiently awake to shine her light 
as a comfort for the boy. Words of light danced about his 
head. 

 

A small and fleeting smile flashed across the boy’s face, a 
glimpse, perhaps, of his future peace and happiness. He 
turned over, pulling his raggedy clothes close and sleeping 
soundly, hidden in the unseen corner. 
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When Leana awoke, Wounded Child was missing. Leana shot 
to her feet. Relief flooded her small frame as she located 
Wounded Child at the fire pit. She heard the low pitched 
humming. Ah! The song! The song that Wounded Child was 
singing was probably the most beautiful sound Leana had 
ever heard. 

 

I am you  

And you are me 

We found ourselves in unity 

 
We are one 

We are whole 

We take back now, what Evil stole 

 
I am you 

And you are me 

Here we stand, now we are free 

 

The words that Wounded Child sang gave way again to the 
low, harmonious humming. She had found her voice, and the 
very leaves in the trees stopped to listen. Wounded Child’s 
song lasted for a long time, rising and falling, never losing its 
pitch, or its new-found sense of joy and belonging. 
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Leana listened too, not moving until she was sure that 
Wounded Child had finished her song. With words and with 
no words, the melody carried Leana to the mountains, to the 
sea, to the sky. It took her to the rivers and the rocks, and to 
a beautiful land of green and earthy red, and it soothed her 
as she soaked up the healing rays of sunshine, basking in the 
Sunlight of the Spirit. 

When Leana reached the fire pit, she saw that Wounded 
Child was bathed from head to toe in the sacred ash. Leana 
had not expected Wounded Child to be smiling, for she had 
never seen the girl smile before. And, if she had expected a 
smile, it would have been an appropriately serene and holy 
smile she would have imagined. But no! The smile on 
Wounded Child’s face was the smile of Life itself, and it 
stretched from ear to ear. It was the delighted grin of a 
young child who was feeling completely secure in her joy, 
and who was revelling in the mystery and mischief that is a 
gift to us all in our young years.  
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CHAPTER SEVEN - Frog Island 
 
The time had come for Leana and Wounded Child to leave 
the holy and healing place that had come to seem as if it 
were the whole world. Leana crossed to the Oak Tree to 
receive nourishment and blessings for the final time. In the 
hollow of the ancient tree, she found a small, folded piece of 
paper. 

Carefully unfolding it, Leana revealed a map of the great city. 
Leana was able to locate Dane Hills which, according to 
legend, had been the home of Black Annis. Leana scanned 
the map for clues as to where she and Wounded Child should 
go next. To the south lay the great forest, surrounding 
Braunstone Village and the seat of Kings Power. Her eyes 
continued to scan the page and then she saw it! Leana 
laughed and clapped her hands. “Frog Island!” she exclaimed, 
“We have to make our way to the River Soar and find Frog 
Island. I am sure that will be where we are reunited with our 
spirit guides” 

Leana had been enthused by the Spirit of Childhood, but she 
was blind to its companion, ‘Naivety’. Yes, she was a child, 
but she had lived many years, and should have known that 
magic would never be so blatant. Leana was sure that she 
would find the giant frog – with Teddy – waiting for her at 
Frog Island, but she would have to learn that the Universe 
had other plans. 
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Leana and Wounded Child prepared to leave. They were an 
odd sight: two small girls, aged about six and eight, setting 
off on a journey together, both emitting an other-worldly, 
ethereal sheen. Leana led the way, lightening and 
brightening the path. She neither hesitated nor rushed, and 
she cheerfully indulged each of Wounded Child’s requests to 
touch, to look, to climb, to run, to jump and to splash. Leana 
knew that Wounded Child was experiencing the enthusiasm 
of childhood for the very first time, and her patience was as 
abundant as the Great Mother’s herself. 

The young girls made their way through the forest, 
conversing with the trees, and taking their advice, as they 
went.  

 

At last they arrived at a hill above the River Soar and looked 
about them. They checked the map, and indeed, they were 
still on course for the island. Wounded Child spotted a 
crossing point slightly further along, where stepping stones 
had been positioned to facilitate the journey from one side of 
the river to the other.  

“It’s late” said Leana “Let’s camp here for the night, and 
continue our journey when the new day dawns. 

As the sun began to set, the two girls were nestled together 
ready for sleep, and they felt the arms of the Mother of Day 
and the Mother of Night forming a circle around them, divine 
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hands briefly and lightly touching, before nightfall parted 
them again. 

Wounded Child and Leana slept soundly, blessed as they 
were by the Mothers. At dawn, they awoke and continued 
their journey. When they reached the crossing, Leana took 
Wounded Child’s hand and they skipped across so lightly that 
it seemed they would not have broken the surface of the 
water if the stepping stones had not been there. Wounded 
Child had never felt such lightness, or so full of Life’s energy, 
and she silently thanked the gods for the gifts of healing she 
had received and the new joy she was beginning to 
experience.  

Once across the river, Leana and Wounded Child made their 
way to Frog Island. It was not far, and their small steps 
quickened as they began to hear the vibrations and chirps of 
the frogs that dwelt there. But as they drew closer, the air 
became thin and took on a noxious quality. Wounded Child 
gasped, “The frogs are dying! See, Leana, see the dead frogs 
on the path over there!” 

With each step, the girls could see more and more dead 
frogs. The toxic air did not seem to be affecting them, but 
even so, Leana tore a white strip from the bottom of her 
dress for Wounded Child to use as a mask, handing it to her 
companion before repeating the exercise for herself.  

By the time they reached Frog Island, the girls could not take 
a single step without their feet coming into contact with 
dead frogs and Leana’s eyes streamed with tears at the 
thought that the giant frog would be amongst the casualties. 
She could not allow herself to think that Teddy might share 
the same fate, for that would have broken her. She was not 
sure that she could go on without him. 
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And then Leana saw the old woman’s head impaled on a 
post, high above the perimeter fence. Staring out of her 
wizened skin, above her crooked nose, the old woman’s eyes 
stared defiantly and accusingly. Even in death – especially in 
death – the old woman would not be silenced or tamed, her 
steadfast gaze telling of her torment and calling for justice.  

 
It felt as it the horror of the day was too much to bear. 
Wounded Child and Leana held hands tightly, feeling the last 
of their hope and courage drain away. Leana put her head in 
her hands. And so it was that Wounded Child saw him first, 
and watched him make his way towards them. A small and 
familiar looking bear, with a neat blue bow around his neck. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT - Lord Pompadour 
 
Leana was overjoyed to see Teddy. Words could not express 
her relief, or her delight at her own and Wounded Child’s 
reunion with their maverick spirit guide. “But the giant frog?” 
she asked “He is ok, isn’t he?” 

“He is indeed,” said Teddy, “He made it to Black Friars before 
the destruction and will be waiting there for us.” 

“And the poor old woman, what happened to her? Who did 
such a dreadful thing?” 

Teddy spoke of the mercenary witch-finder, known as 
Monsieur Pompadour. Teddy had not seen the cruel murder 
take place, but he had heard the old woman’s screams and 
he had found Lord Pompadour’s coat of arms, left as a calling 
card and as a warning to other women who practiced the Old 
Religion and the Healing Arts.  

 

“I know him!” said Leana, “He appeared in my dreams, 
displaying his so-called power by kicking a young boy. I think I 
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know the boy too, and I am becoming more sure that he 
needs our help.” 

Wounded Child was feeling overwhelmed, but she knew that 
they needed to lay the old woman to rest before moving on. 
Together, the three small figures scraped out a hole in the 
soft damp earth of Frog Island, deep enough to bury the 
head of the old woman to protect it from scavengers.  

All three wept as they placed the head in the grave. It did not 

feel right to bury her head separately from her body, but 

they did not know what else to do. Wounded Child gently 

closed the old woman’s staring eyes. As she did so, a small 

acorn-like object fell from the woman’s mouth. Wounded 

Child reached for it, and heard a voice. 

“Within this seed lies a kernel of the truth 

You have been chosen to protect this truth  

And reveal it when the time is right” 

Wounded Child turned the seed over in her hand, feeling its 
warmth and energy. “The Power of the Feminine” she 
thought to herself, as something of the power it contained 
became a part of her. 

Teddy, Leana and Wounded Child each said a silent prayer, 
wishing the woman well as she journeyed to the next world. 
Despite their tiredness, they knew they needed to move on. 
Leana tucked Teddy into the belt around her waist so that he 
could show them the way to Black Friars monastery. 

Wounded Child followed solemnly behind – no gleeful calls 
or requests to play and explore this time. As they left the 
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Island, Wounded Child noticed a small leather pouch. It was 
perfectly and skilfully crafted, and hanging from the branch 
of a tree. Lifting it down, she realised that it was the perfect 
size and shape to carry the kernel of truth. She placed the 
kernel into the pouch, and brought it to her lips to bless it 
with a kiss. The smell from the pouch reminded her of Black 
Annis. She looked at the neat little stitches before placing the 
leather pouch around her neck. It rested lightly in the centre 
of her chest, sending a message of hope to her heart. 

Their destination was close, so it was not long before the 
weary group found themselves at the start of the ash-lined 
laneway that would take them to Black Friars. As they 
approached, Teddy spotted guards bearing the crest of Lord 
Pompadour. There were no signs of the black-caped 
followers of St. Dominic, and no signs of the giant frog. Teddy 
motioned to Leana, and they slipped into the woods before 
the soldiers could spot them. 

They moved silently through the woods, eventually reaching 
a clearing surrounded by seven oak trees. Stopping here to 
rest, they were approached by a girl aged about thirteen, 
who was clutching a rosary in her left hand.  

“Good people” she began, “My name is Mary and I mean you 
no harm. I came to this place some days since, to this 
Dominican Order to discover the mysteries, to live in the love 
of my Lord Jesus Christ, and to seek my Father’s will. But 
when I arrived my brothers and sisters were gone and the 
monastery burned to the ground on the King’s orders. Only 
the great hall remains. Soldiers were everywhere, led by a 
man who was ten foot tall!” 

“I was very frightened, but I was also hungry, having travelled 
for many days with little food to reach the monastery. So I 
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moved amongst the soldiers, hoping to find some scraps of 
food. And they did not notice me, for I am just a girl – too 
young yet for their attention and too female for them to see 
me as a threat. I do not know what drew me there, but I was 
able to move undetected right up to where the giant man 
was standing and I saw, by his feet, a small boy with terror in 
his eyes. Our eyes met, and it was clear that the boy had 
something to say to me so I stayed close until, at last, we had 
a chance to speak. He asked me to look out for a small girl in 
a white dress, with golden hair and light shining from her 
eyes. He asked me to tell the girl where he was, for he was 
sure she was looking for him too, and he asked me to tell her 
his name.” 

“Garsoon” Leana interjected, “His name is Garsoon!” 

“By God, yes it is!” declared Mary, “Garsoon is the name he 
told me, for he is not of this land, but from over the sea. I can 
take you to him, but we must be careful not to draw the 
attention of the tall man or his guards.” 

“I know the name of the tall man too” said Leana, “He is Lord 
Pompadour, destroyer of the Old Ways, silencer of women 
and bringer of darkness and chaos. I do not know how long 
his reign will last, but my dreams have shown me his legacy 
of soul sickness, which will last for generations to come” 

“I believe that the Father brought me here to help you all” 
said Mary, “We must hasten to rescue the boy. There is a 
network of tunnels leading to the monastery and to the seat 
of Kings Power. Not many know of the tunnels so it will be 
the safest route for us to take.” 

The new friends set off, Mary leading and Leana lighting the 
way. They knew they were near to their destination when 
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they heard shouting, snarling and the scrape of metal on the 
hard stone floor. Wounded Child went ahead, standing on 
tip-toe to peer through a metal grating into an enormous 
room. She could see the tall man pacing the floor. The small 
boy that her friends spoke of was huddled in the corner. 
Suddenly Lord Pompadour stopped pacing and looked about. 

“I smell magic!” he declared, “I smell evil, and magic, and 
female spirits!” 

He called sharply to the boy, instructing him to “fetch the 
witch-pricking stick, for we have confessions to hear!” The 
boy scuttled to do his master’s bidding, making his way over 
to a large chest containing an assortment of vile and 
dangerous instruments. He selected the bodkin that he knew 
Lord Pompadour liked to use when he set out to prove his 
accusations of witchcraft. Hearing a sound outside, and 
believing his prey to be close, Lord Pompadour went to 
investigate. The boy was unattended and the group of friends 
took their chance, lifting the metal grating so that Leana 
could haul herself up through the opening and enter the hall. 

“Garsoon” she whispered, “It is time”. The boy glanced 
fearfully at the door lest Lord Pompadour should return, but 
he had waited for this moment and he followed Leana’s 
instructions, easily lowering his slight frame into the tunnel. 
Leana was just about to follow when Lord Pompadour came 
into the room.  

The giant man snarled and swirled, turning on the tiny child 
with a mighty and vengeful stare, and a hand raised ready to 
strike. Leana met the man’s stare with one of her own, her 
piercing gaze belying her tiny size, particularly in contrast to 
the giant that stood before her. Words shot through her 
mind “The Power is within me, not the power of the mind, 
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the Power of the Feminine. A Force of a Kind.” Looking 
directly at Lord Pompadour, she spoke the words that came 
straight from her heart and from the place of ancient 
knowing inside her. 

“I am the daughter of a female deity and I challenge you, 
Lord Pompadour. I challenge you and your king, and I 
challenge your dominion. I will not subject myself to your 
will!” 

Rays of light shone from the girl as she spoke, sure and 
determined in her rejection of the Dark Lord’s values. 
Sunbeams danced from the walls, dazzling Lord Pompadour, 
who held up his hands to shield his eyes from the light. 

“Witch-child, you and your kind are doomed! I will destroy 
you all. I will use you as I wish and then I will kill you!” 

“You cannot kill me, Sir, for I am of True Spirit, and I cannot 
be destroyed. Whatever evil you choose to do to me, you do 
to yourself. Your own hatred and anger will turn in on your 
self, and eat whatever is left of your cruel heart. Do your evil, 
Sir! Do your evil as you have done to my grandmothers, to 
my mother and to my sisters. Do your evil, for in the doing, 
you will be undone!” 

Leana turned on the spot where she stood, and the light 
shining from her eyes began to project scenes onto the walls 
about them. Leana cast her eyes around the great hall, and 
scene after scene played out. Scenes of cruelty, of torture, of 
rape, of murder. Violation and rape and torture of blessed 
children and of their weeping mothers. Lord Pompadour 
came towards Leana with the fire of murderous rage in his 
eyes. But Leana’s light continued to shine with a force and 
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brightness that sealed and protected her, while continuing to 
project more and more scenes of darkness and destruction. 

“Witch-child, you are a liar! These are lies and you will die on 
the stake for you are truly a witch!” 

“No Sir, I will not die, for my heart and my spirit are true. 
Neither will I be silent for your convenience! I will not hide 
the truth so that you do not have to face the evil that is 
within you” 

As she spoke, the light shone from her eyes with even 
greater power and intensity. “The Power of the Feminine” 
she confirmed to herself, “It shines strong and true, and it 
will give me all that I need to defend myself from this 
malevolent force. There is no need for me to be afraid.” 

She summoned all of her energy and the light shone forth, a 
single beam now shining strong and true, and directly into 
Lord Pompadour’s right eye. As she watched, and just for a 
moment, Leana thought she saw tears on the giant man’s 
cheeks. When she looked again, she saw that it was small 
metal shards that fell from his eyes. “Fragments,” she 
thought, “from his cold, hard, cruel heart”. 

Lord Pompadour howled, perhaps more with humiliation 
than with pain. He lunged forward to grab Leana, stumbling 
in his blindness, and his great height causing him to crash 
heavily to the floor.  Leana seized her chance. She retreated 
to the grating, lowering herself into the tunnel where her 
friends were waiting. 
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CHAPTER NINE - Escape to King Power 
Court 
 
The group hastened to make their escape, safe in the 
knowledge – for now at least – that Lord Pompadour was not 
in a position to follow them. He would be hindered by his 
blinded eyes, and he was certainly too large to fit through 
the hole and into the tunnel.  

As they made their way along the narrow passageways, 
Leana noted that Garsoon was quiet and cautious. He was 
particularly wary of Wounded Child, and, whenever the two 
were close, there was an edginess, and they jostled and 
shoved until they were no longer within arms-reach. Even 
seeing-distance of each other seemed a bit too much. Any 
accidental eye contact resulted in an exchange of hurt looks 
and offended stares. Organising her companions, Leana 
walked alongside Garsoon, with Wounded Child far enough 
behind so as not to create a disturbance. He was comforted 
by her presence and Leana watched him visibly relax. After a 
while, he started to sing. 

 

“Twas the soul of truth and of melting ruth 

 And the smile like a summer's dawn 

 that stole my heart away one soft summer's day 

 In the valley near Sliabh na Mban” 

 

  



 

50 
 

Leana listened intently and repeated the unfamiliar words. 

“Sleevenamon?” she asked, “What is that?” 

“Sliabh na Mban is the Mountain of the Women” replied the 
boy, “It is where I was born. The mountain is very old and 
very wise, and it holds the secrets of many old legends. Lord 
Pompadour stole from the land, not caring that it should be 
treated with respect and reverence. And he stole me from 
the land of my birth, not caring that I belong to the land and 
that a debt is therefore owed.” 

Leana looked at Garsoon. 

“You are wise like the mountain” she said, “You know much 
more than it would seem.” 

“I know where the frog is. The one you are looking for” said 
the boy.  

“Lord Pompadour took me with him when he visited the king, 
and the king took him to an underground dungeon where a 
giant frog that was covered in the spirits of many animals 
was imprisoned. Many dozens of small staring figures lined 
the dungeon walls, their eyes glistening with tears, and love, 
and hope. It seemed to me that they were watching over the 
frog, bringing light to an otherwise dark place. The king knew 
the frog was magic, and he wanted to know how he could 
harness the magic and keep the familiar spirit for himself. 
And so you see, I do know more than it would seem. But I do 
not know the way to the king’s castle. I am young, and the 
only path I have learned to navigate is the path that leads to 
the summit of Sliabh Na Mban.” 
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“Oh Garsoon! You are so clever! Thank you! These tunnels 
and our spirit guides will take us there. I will light the way 
and …..” 

She turned, and spoke directly to Wounded Child, who had 
been listening to the whole conversation, while pretending 
that she had no interest. Waves of jealousy had flooded over 
her … who was this imposter boy who was taking Leana away 
from her? 

“Wounded Child, please help us, which way should we go?” 

Wounded Child stood still, trying to ignore the discomfort 
that the boy had triggered in her. She concentrated hard for 
a moment, feeling the full intensity of her feelings. 

“The dark and malevolent force we have left is still strong,” 
she said, “But there is another dark force this way.”  

Wounded Child pointed southwards. 

“There is evil this way, but goodness too. This is the way we 
need to go.” 

They were guided by light and by sensation. By touch, by 
smell, by sound, and by sight. Mainly, however, they were 
guided by the feelings from deep within Wounded Child. 
Uncomfortable and fearful feelings, which originated in her 
belly and made their way up to her heart. 

In this manner, the companions navigated their way through 
the labyrinth of tunnels, until the light that shone from the 
outside was brighter than the light Leana was shining to 
show the way. Peering through another grating, this time 
they could see grass and trees, and the stonework of a grand 
house. 
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“Where are we?” Leana asked Garsoon. 

“We are at the castle, in the grounds. At the seat of Kings 
Power.” 

Pushing against the grating, the friends went through the 
opening into the great gardens, into the beautiful land that 
the king had claimed, and had tamed, for himself. They made 
their way quickly to shelter, finding a yew tree with low 
hanging branches that they were able to hide within. Leana 
instinctively placed her hand on the trunk, sending a silent 
message of gratitude. As she touched the tree, Leana felt 
connectedness with the Mighty Oak, and all the other trees 
that had helped them on their way. She sent love and 
friendship, and received blessings in return. She turned to 
her friends. 

“Garsoon, how would I get to the dungeon from here, do you 
know?” 

The small girl listened intently as Garsoon carefully explained 
the route, and the pitfalls. 

“But surely you are not thinking of going alone!” said Mary, 
“We must all go together!” 

“No,” said Leana, “I believe I can slip unnoticed from placed 
to place. As a group, we would find it much harder to make 
progress, and much harder to hide. Please wait here 
together, and take good care of each other, and I promise 
you, I will return as soon as I can.” 

As Leana prepared to leave, Wounded Child called to her. 

“Dear Leana, please take my shawl, it will cover your bright 
white dress, and it contains something of me and my feeling 
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powers that will help to alert you to danger, and confirm 
when you are on the right track.” 

Leana looked at Wounded Child with love in her eyes, and 
new hope in her heart. 

“We are one, Wounded Child, your powers are mine, and 
mine yours” 

And then, thinking on this, her eyes sparkled with laughter. 

“So use my powers while I am away, Wounded Child. Use my 
lightness and love with Garsoon, and see if you can get to 
know him better.” 

Wounded child glanced suspiciously at the boy. 

“He has helped us.” said Leana earnestly, “He has helped us 
and he is sealed in our destiny. See if you can get to know 
him better.” 
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CHAPTER TEN - The dungeon 
 
Leana followed Garsoon’s instructions, and sure enough, she 
soon found herself in the bowels of the castle. Nothing in her 
life or experience had prepared her for this. Nothing could 
compare, not even the gruesome events she had witnessed 
at Black Annis’ cave. In these dungeons, deep below the 
castle of the king, Leana was confronting pure, absolute and 
unrelenting evil for the first time in her life. This evil was not 
born of magic or of witchcraft, but of simple hopelessness 
and human misery.  

Leana slipped into the shadows as she spotted a guard. She 
covered her head and shoulders with Wounded Child’s 
shawl. She crouched down, and held herself still and quiet. 
And, as she did, her feelings overwhelmed her. Feelings 
poured into her, and from her, and she felt the lives that had 
been lived by the poor and wretched souls who now 
inhabited these cells.  

She felt the pain of childbirth, and of disease, and too young 
mortality. She felt the hunger of poverty, she felt the 
desperation and hope that lay deep in the heart of the thief, 
and she felt the upright and authentic nature of those who 
had spoken their truth, and the hideous torture and torment 
they suffered at the hands of their oppressors. She felt the 
white rage of the murderer, the power driven and sometimes 
obscene lechery of the rapist, and the degradation, shame 
and loneliness of the prostitute and the rent boy. She knew 
what it was to be outcast, and she felt depravity, and malice, 
and regret, and remorse. And more than anything, she felt 
fear and terror, and her eyes stared wildly, her mind barely 
able to comprehend the extent of this suffering. 
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She felt it all, and her young heart swelled with compassion. 
Death would be more merciful. 

“Mother of Light and Mother of Darkness” she prayed, 
“Please comfort and soothe these souls, and give them 
peace. Let them know that they are loved and that there is 
hope.” 

Leana was sweating and her heart raced. For a while her 
confidence faltered, and she was not sure she could go on. 
She was only small, just a small six year old girl. So much 
depended on her, but she was so small.  

How was it that so much depended on her? Her friends were 
depending on her, and she had promised to return. And the 
frog depended on her, for that is why she was here. And she 
felt that something greater depended on her too, although 
she could not see, nor feel, nor think what this might be. She 
gathered her strength. 

She could see the guards, huddled together by the main door 
to the dungeons. They swigged beer and laughed loudly, as 
they tossed coins in their animated game of cross and pile. 

“Swindler!” yelled one of the guards, taking a drunken swing 
at one of his companions. As the tussle broke out, Leana took 
her chance. Light-footed, she crept along the walls, feeling 
pleading and grasping hands reaching through the bars as 
she passed them. 

Garsoon had described a secret stairway, hidden behind a 
panel, which could only be opened by the chief guard. Leana 
located the panel, took position, and waited. It seemed to 
take such a very long time, but one by one the guards left, 
until only the chief guard remained. Checking he was alone, 
he made his way to the panel, opened it and stepped into the 
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darkness, unaware of the small child who followed silently in 
his shadow. 

Once inside, Leana hid herself and waited again, her small 
heart pounding so loudly that she was sure it would give her 
away. From where she sat, Leana could not see the guard, or 
the business he was attending to. She could not see the 
dungeon, and did not know if the frog was there. 

“Trust.” she said to herself, “Trust, and all will be well.” 

After some time, the guard climbed the stairs. Leana shrank 
further back into the shadows before she was plunged into 
complete darkness, as the guard and his torch made their 
way through the panel, closing it again to hide its secret from 
the world. 

Having waited for a few moments, Leana felt her way down 
the stairs in the darkness, using her internal brightness only 
once she had reached the ground, and was sure her light 
would not be seen from the other side of the panel. 

“Oh Frog!” she exclaimed, “Oh Frog, what have they done to 
you?!” 

She rushed to him, and wrapped her arms as far as they 
would go about him. 

“Dear Frog, your light has gone out. What can I do to help?” 

The frog was too weak to speak, but Leana’s presence 
brought back some of his lustre. 

“Trust” she thought again, “Trust, and all will be well” 

She looked about her, and saw the tiny figures that Garsoon 
had told her about. Rather than lining the walls, they were 
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embedded into it, their hard exteriors protecting an inner 
softness that Leana dimly recognised. Leana pulled Wounded 
Child’s shawl closer, and made her way over to the wall, 
reaching out to touch the figures with respect and reverence. 
As she did so, the light of hope that Garsoon had described 
shining from their eyes became brighter.  

“What shall I do?” she asked 

A thousand or more tiny whispers echoed around the room. 

“Trust” they whispered, “Trust, and all will be well” 

“Our bodies have been encased, but our spirits cannot be 
hardened. We hold the secrets of your heart Leana. We are 
the guardians of your deepest fears, and your deepest 
desires. Take this gift, which contains all the magic you 
need.” 

One of the small figures had become detached from the wall, 
although Leana could not see any sign of where it had been. 
She picked it up and felt its smoothness, and how it fitted 
perfectly into her hand. It was beautifully formed, sweet and 
soft, despite the hardness of the clay from which it had been 
crafted. Its dark blue eyes shone simultaneously with both 
sadness and with hope.  

The figure was bound, like a baby wrapped in swaddling, safe 
and secure, and it held a small box at its front. Materially it 
was a lovely object, but Leana knew there was much more to 
it. She felt its eternal and spiritual nature, and she felt 
belonging. This small clay figure was part of her, and it was 
part of Wounded Child.
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She looked up at the wall again, and saw the hope shining 
from dozens of pairs of tiny eyes.  

“They have hope because of me!” she thought “They are 
depending on me!” 

As these thoughts flashed through her mind, she noticed the 
smiles appearing on the faces of the figurines, and she knew 
that fate would protect her.  

She returned to the frog, and sat for a while holding the small 
effigy, running her fingers along its contours. She looked 
deep into its dark blue eyes.  

“Help me, please. Help me.” 

And then she trusted, and she waited, and she slept 
peacefully, knowing that all would be well. And when she 
woke it was because the dungeon was light, and that was 
because the frog was shining with its old intensity. 

“Quick!” he said, “Jump on my back so that we can collect 
the others, and set the next chain of events in motion” 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN - The deep sleep 
 
Taking a single giant leap, the frog took Leana to the tree, 
and to joyful reunion with her friends. Leana was becoming 
more accustomed to the magic, and to the lows and highs of 
her emotions and of her journey, but she was always 
surprised by the intensity of her love for Wounded Child. The 
two girls hugged each other tightly, before Leana introduced 
the frog to her companions.  

“It is time” said the frog “It is time for resting and for 
restoring. It is time to prepare for all that must be done. It is 
time to return to your homelands.” 

And so it was, in just three mighty leaps, that fate was sealed. 
Centuries of destruction would unfold before the friends 
would meet again. The reign of Lord Pompadour was long 
indeed, and no amount of magic could halt its dark progress, 
until the time was right.  

And so it was that young Mary started to make her way 
home, and found that she was not too young for the 
attention of the guards after all. News of her rape and 
murder would never reach her mother and father, but the 
grass on the ground and the leaves on the trees mourned 
her, and her pure and innocent spirit was released into the 
Universe, where she waited for any opportunities to help 
restore goodness.  

And so it was. 

And so it was that a small boy lay safe in the arms of Sliabh 
Na Mban, sleeping and waiting, absorbing the nourishment 
from the land, which was of green and earthy red. 
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And so it was. 

And so it was that two small girls, aged about six and eight 
also lay sleeping, entwined in each other’s arms, under the 
Mighty Oak, safe under the protection of the Mother of Light 
and the Mother of Dark. 

And so it was. 

And so it was that time passed. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE - The birth 
 
Blood splattered onto the ceiling in the small semi-detached 
house. The child, blue from strangulation, let out a gasp and 
a cry, as the cord that had wrapped itself around her tiny 
neck was cut. The year was 1966, and these events had 
passed before, but because time is not linear, there was no 
reason that they could not be lived again, in the hope that 
comes with a new day. 

Mary Dolan looked sweetly and lovingly into the eyes of her 
second grandchild, and the baby’s wise old eyes gazed back 
at her. The old woman felt comforted. She been raised in the 
harshness of an orphanage in Ireland, shamed by the stigma 
of her beginnings, receiving little in the way of love from her 
black-gowned caregivers. The trauma of this birth had 
frightened her; she was not strong enough to survive any 
more loss.  

She looked at her daughter-in-law with compassion. This was 
the young woman’s second daughter, and Mary knew that 
neither of the girls had been planned. While the children 
were not exactly unwelcome, the young woman had 
ambition, and her priorities lay elsewhere. As she held her 
new grandchild, Mary saw this truth, and she knew that her 
daughter-in-law would not complete her motherhood 
obligation. Sadness washed over her, and she pitied the small 
mite in her arms who would, like her, know what it is to be 
un-mothered.  

“What is her name?” she asked. 

“Her name is Helen.” 
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Mary heard the harshness of the “H” as her daughter-in-law 
uttered the name for the first time. It made her wonder what 
the future would hold for little Helen, and as she wondered, 
she felt within her the comforting presence of another, more 
ancient, Mary.  

She turned to her daughter-in-law. “All will be well, for 
everything is exactly as it should be” 

The young woman slept, for the birth had not been easy. And 
so it was Mary who showed off the new baby to the proud 
father and grandfather, and it was Mary who gave the child 
its first feed, and cared for it until its mother was ready to 
take over. 

As was customary, visitors came to welcome the new baby. 
Aunts and uncles came, and the child’s other grandparents. 
Her six foot maternal grandfather towered over her cot, and 
leaned over to tuck a small yellow furry teddy bear into the 
blanket beside her. The bear nestled in beside Helen, and 
whispered in the infant’s ear.  

“All will be well, for everything is exactly as it should be” 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN – We are here 
 
And so it was that Helen grew, with love and without love. 
And the harshness of her name, and the loneliness of her life 
were softened by the messages that she received from time 
to time, and the knowledge that she was never alone.  

Helen's young years were not the hardest of childhood years. 
She was kept warm, and she was fed, and clothed. She was 
schooled, and taught to behave, and how to keep safe. She 
had books, and toys, and was taken on seaside holidays and 
days out.  

But when she looked back, she would tell you that she never 
felt good enough, that she always had to be better, and that 
she was ashamed. 

When she looked back, she found it hard to see what it was 
that she had to be ashamed of. All she could see was a very 
good and quiet girl, who didn't mind, and who just wanted to 
be loved.  

Further back, she thought she could see a girl with a lively 
spirit who sang, and danced, and was the ruler of her own 
domain. But her memory was poor, and she saw these 
images and imaginings only dimly. 

When Helen was eight years old, her world was ripped apart 
when her mother sat her down to tell her that she was 
leaving. Tears were on her mother's face, but Helen sat, dry-
eyed and numb. And, while her mother talked, the girl began 
to deftly dissect the place within her where her feelings lived.  

And, as she cut away, she thought she heard two small voices 
pleading with her to stop. She paused, listening intently. The 
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voices were clear, and strong, and loud, and Helen suddenly 
realised that the voices were not coming from outside, but 
from within.  
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN – Such is life 
 
The next day Jim Dolan took his two daughters for a walk, far 
enough and long enough for his wife to leave. 

Helen couldn't remember if her father had spoken to her that 
day, or if he had made her tea when they returned to the 
empty house, or if he had kissed her goodnight. But she did 
remember lying in her bed, closing her eyes tightly, and 
engaging all her senses with as much intensity and 
receptiveness as she could muster. 

“Are you there?” She asked, fearing that she was fooling 
herself into imagining the impossible.  

“We are here sweet Helen. We are here, and we will always 
be here.”  

Wounded Child and Leana could not save Helen from her 
fate, but they could provide some comfort for her along the 
way, and the events that had played out so long ago, meant 
that Helen would be prevented from making her most 
devastating decision. 

Days rolled into weeks, and weeks into months. Helen still 
saw the pitying looks, and she felt the shame of being 
unloved, and the pain of being unheard.  

When she wasn't at school, Helen spent much of her time 
alone and crying, and when she was at school, she spent 
much of her time in the sick bed, feeling the pain that ran up 
from her right-hand side, just above her pubic bone, across 
her belly, and ending just below her heart. 
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Each night in her bed, she would close her eyes and make 
contact with the young voices that soothed her and kept her 
company, when she felt all alone and abandoned. There 
were two voices, and two distinct personalities. She loved 
the younger one. “She is a playful spirit” thought Helen. “The 
other one is heavy and hard to be with at times. But she lies 
with me and wraps her arms around me when I cry, and I 
believe she knows exactly how I feel.” 

When the family visited her, Mary Dolan could scarcely hide 
her dismay at the tragedy that had befallen her son and her 
granddaughters. Her son's silent anger forced her to contain 
her emotions, but she knew the pain they were all going 
through. Sitting quietly, she sensed the presence of Leana 
and Wounded Child. She looked at Helen. 

“I have something for you” she said. 

She picked up the plastic bottle of holy water, which always 
stood by her front door, and was shaped in the image of the 
Blessed Virgin. Instead of opening the bottle, she reached 
behind it for an older, equally sacred object.  

Mary handed the small clay figurine to Helen, who felt the 
smoothness of its contours, and its inner softness in spite of 
the hardness of its exterior. She looked into its deep and dark 
blue eyes, and saw there hope and longing.  

“I believe this belongs to you” said her grandmother.  

Helen placed the clay figure into her pocket, and her 
grandmother smiled.  

“All will be well” she said. 

“For everything is exactly as it should be.”  
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Helen returned to the noisy living room, where her 
grandfather was telling lewd and bawdy stories, competing 
with Bob Monkhouse, who blasting at full volume from the 
TV set in the corner of the small room. Helen's father was sat 
behind a newspaper, his dislike of the tabloids overcome by 
his need to shut himself out and to pretend he was 
elsewhere. And her sister, who had been sat being a good 
girl, got out of her chair to help her grandmother make the 
tea.  

After her brief dalliance with Helen in the realms of the 
mysteries, Mary Dolan had reverted to type, giving love in 
the only way she knew, desperate to fill the aching and 
loveless void which she felt in herself, and sensed in her 
family.  

“Have some more cake Jimmy, just a small one. There’s some 
lovely angel cake here”.  

“Have some battenburg cake, Jimmy, it will do you good.”  

Blind to his passive and angry resistance, Mary forced the 
cakes onto her son, with the desperation of a pusher, 
distributing cheap drugs to secure a new generation of 
addicts. 

Helen reached for the object in her pocket. She needed the 
reassurance that it was there, because any hope of human 
connection she had felt when her grandmother had given her 
the clay figure had evaporated, and she felt alone again, 
while the adults around her got on with the business of 
pretending they were ok. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN – Wayward child 
 
Her mother leaving had almost broken Helen, and she stayed 
alive mainly because she looked forward to her nightly 
encounters with the two small spirits who lived inside her, 
and who both told her very clearly, and firmly, that her 
mother had not left because of her. At times, she almost 
believed them, and their assurance certainly brought her 
comfort. Even so, she began acting in the manner of a 
neglected child, desperate to communicate her needs, but 
with no language to do so, and with no one who cared to 
listen anyway. Her young body communicated to her with 
pain, and Helen could tell no-one, for the only language she 
knew was the language of shame. Helen’s belly ached, and 
she stole and hid and lied, and her shame grew.   

Some nights in her darkness, Helen felt the presence of an 
ancient old woman.  

“Dark Mother” she called, “Please help me” 

But the mother would not help.  

“It is not your time daughter. Draw on the magic within you, 
and all will be well”. 

By the time Helen reached her teenage years, she had 
mastered the art of mimicry, and she fashioned herself on 
her elder sister. And the two went wayward, and the agents 
of old Lord Pompadour, who were waiting in the shadows, 
smelled their vulnerability and preyed on them. And Helen 
hid and lied, and her shame grew. 

Real love came her way rarely, and often unbidden, from 
unexpected and unlikely places. She felt the ancient and 
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loving presence of Mary at times. She felt it through the 
kindness that came to her from black-gowned Sister Anne, 
who bestowed gifts to wish Helen well when she was 
expelled from the convent school, and was about to embark 
on a new journey elsewhere.  

Helen unwrapped the gifts, perhaps not fully understanding 
the extent of the compassion they contained until she was 
much older. A wooden picture depicting the Blessed Virgin, 
the most blessed mother, holding her own beloved child. And 
a poem. Helen read the words, held them to her heart, and 
treasured them for many years. 

Go places this new day, where your heart will 
Walk where you will and in the walking know 

The way is yours 
Allow for storms 

At end of day, they’ll prove 
Your heart was wise and your choice was good. 

 

Helen sought love; she craved love, but she did not know the 
right places to look for it. Her heart never seemed very wise, 
nor her choices good. And, as she continued to seek love 
outside of herself, and as she grew and moved away from 
childhood, she found that her ability to listen to the spirits 
that lived within her lessened. And, as her encounters 
became less frequent, her need to find a way to relieve her 
pain increased. 

Food was the first drug that was available to her; food, then 
cigarettes, then alcohol, the three substances forming an 
unholy and relentless cycle of addiction. Her once perfectly 
and skilfully crafted brain had been warped, first by her 
trauma and then by her addiction. And, as her encounters 
with the spirits that lived within her came to an end, her 
addiction grew, and it tainted her every experience, and her 
very existence. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN – The end is nigh 
 

The year was 1988, and few remembered Dark Lord 
Pompadour, but his hold on the land was still strong. Most 
people still believed in his legacy, in the proper order of 
things, in the inevitability of power and money as deciding 
factors for a person's station in life, and in the dominance of 
a system that saw enlightenment only as book learning, and 
which placed money making, and the pursuit of pleasure 
above all else. No-one remembered the time before Lord 
Pompadour, when there was a more natural and softer 
order, when respect and reverence for the land and the 
elements were passed down from generation to generation, 
and these were considered to be the most sacred forms of 
knowledge of all. 

Lord Pompadour had done his work well, and had embedded 
his values into the hearts of the people. Yes, hardship and 
injustice were plain to see, and economic times were harsh, 
but on the whole, everyone believed that this was still a time 
of progress. From time to time, the collective wisdom was 
challenged, and people thought that their democratic rulers 
had provided them with a voice. No-one believed the man in 
the capital city, who donned his sandwich board each Sunday 
morning, declaring to the world that “the end is nigh.” 

The year was 1988, and Helen was slowly and painfully 
beginning to learn that life does not always work as you wish, 
no matter how hard you wish for it, or how hard you try. Still 
seeking desperately to fill her gaping wounds, she had 
married young, to another abandoned child, and her belly 
was filled with a baby of her own. When she was seven 
months pregnant, her young husband left her for a woman 
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who seemed to have more to offer, and again Helen felt the 
agony of being left all alone. The birth of her daughter gave 
her a sense of purpose, but lacking her own mothering, 
Helen was blissfully unaware of how ill-equipped she was to 
care for this new and precious being.  

Helen’s desire to love and be loved was squandered again 
and again, due to her lack of resources. She had nothing to 
draw on, just a big old gaping hole, that screamed to be 
filled. And so the resulting chaos was inevitable. Arguments 
and violence, neglected children, an inability to love or to 
nurture, in spite of good intentions. The stories that Leana 
had witnessed in the healing place under the Mighty Oak 
now told themselves in Helen’s life. Another marriage. 
Another precious, but destined-to-be-neglected child. A 
move to a different town. And back again. Drunkenness. 
Divorce. A period of aloneness. A period of education. A new 
relationship. A new house. A new job. And nothing new; 
everything the same.  

The year was 1988, and a young man named Michael was 
leaving the land of his birth, with his wife and their three 
small children. He might have told you that he was seeking a 
better life for himself and his family, but in truth he was 
running away, and holding his wife and children hostage in 
the process. He might have told you that he loved them very 
much, for indeed he did, but Michael was a prisoner himself, 
chained by addiction to a life that was destined for tragedy.  

And Michael’s desires to stand on his own two feet, to claim 
his independence, and to be a strong and loving father and 
husband were squandered too, for he had also been raised in 
the shadow of dark Lord Pompadour, and he had 
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encountered too much violence, and suffered too many 
violations, at too young an age. 

The year was 1988, and it was inevitable, in the years near to 
the end of Lord Pompadour’s dark reign, that there would be 
some turbulence, chaos and upheaval. For it is always so, in 
times of great change.  

Some of the upheaval appeared on the outside, and took the 
form of political crises, injustices, wars, terrorism and 
environmental degradation. Indeed, these symptoms, and 
more, were rife at the end of Lord Pompadour’s rule, which 
played out during the course of Helen's adult years. But these 
happenings were as much distractions as the attempts by the 
humanitarians and the environmentalists to fix the world, to 
find solutions, to protest and to challenge, and to join the 
marches and the movements, to pledge support and, later, to 
#metoo.  

Helen was tempted by these distractions. She was passionate 
about justice, had fought some causes in her time. Her heart 
wept for the underdog, and she did qualify to #metoo. Not 
for her the mainstream desire to pledge solidarity with 
Charlie Hebdo. “Je suis Ahmed” she thought, “or maybe even 
“Je suis Saïd” or “Je suis Chérif”, if there were such things. 
After all, aren't we all the same underneath, equally capable 
of good and bad?”  

Mostly, however, the upheaval was internal, and Helen felt 
as if she was hurtling towards madness, towards her own 
death and destruction, as her scarce resources dwindled 
further under the relentless lash of alcoholism. 

She held on with white knuckles for some time, picking 
herself up time and again, still believing she could manage. It 
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was not for many years, and until she finally fell to her knees 
in brokenness, that Providence was able to show her the 
way.  
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN – A new life 
 
Helen entered the room where the meeting of Alcoholics 
Anonymous was being held. She knew she needed help, but 
had it really come to this? Someone handed her a cup of tea 
in a dirty cup, and lovingly directed her to a seat next to a 
small woman with grey hair.  

“I'm Mary” the woman announced to her, smiling in a way 
Helen didn’t understand. “Welcome! I hope you find what 
you are looking for.” 

More and more people filtered into the small room, greeting 
each other, and sending hellos in Helen's direction, before 
falling silent and looking expectantly towards the front of the 
room. A clear-eyed man sat at the table ahead of her, 
appearing to be in charge. The meeting started and he spoke. 

“Good evening” he said, “My name is Michael, and I am an 
alcoholic.” 

Something stirred inside Helen, and she faintly heard a long 
forgotten voice. She sat very still as the man continued 
speaking, turning her attention inwards and listening very 
hard. 

“Garsoon!” said the voice within her that she had not heard 
for so long, “There is a young spirit who lives within that 
man, and his name is Garsoon!” 

Emotion welled up in Helen, and it poured out down her 
cheeks. She had no difficulty recognising the voice, despite 
how long it had been since she had heard it.  
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“We are here,” said Leana, “We have always been here, and 
we always will be. Pay attention now, dear Helen, pay 
attention to the meeting, and to what is on offer here.” 

And Helen turned her attention back to the meeting, and 
back to the world, and she found that it had changed, and 
that she had been given a new life. Eventually she 
approached one of the old-timers, asking for help. The 
deeply spiritual, grandmotherly woman responded with love, 
and with the necessary discipline and patience, and she 
shone the light on many of the things that Helen needed to 
know. 

Helen never had to walk the path alone; all the love she 
needed was available to her, and she found that she also had 
an abundance of love to give. Sisters, and friends, and 
mothers surrounded her. Her spirit children were ever-
present; she could feel Leana’s enthusiasm and Wounded 
Child’s pain driving her forward. And when her life became 
intertwined with Michael’s, she was never really sure if it was 
because of the man, or because of the small boy that lived 
within him.  
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN – A time of growth 
 
And so it was that Helen and Michael were together at the 
end of the dark days, and they had their own share of soul 
sickness to overcome. But it was through their trials that the 
truth was revealed, little by little, as the light shone through.  

Helen found comfort and healing in ritual, and in the two 
small objects from her childhood that she was amazed had 
remained with her over her tumultuous and turbulent life. 
She lit candles and burnt fires, and with the burnt offerings 
went old ideas, ushering in space and hope for the new. 
Helen held the small clay figure that her grandmother had 
given to her, and she wondered about the secrets that it held 
so close to its heart, and the wistfulness she could see in its 
deep and dark blue eyes. She also still had the teddy bear 
that had been placed in her cot when she was a baby. She 
looked at the bear sometimes, and thought that if he could 
talk, he would be able to fill in the missing pieces of her life, 
having been there all the time, witnessing it all. 

Closer still to the end of the dark days, Wounded Child 
started to moan, and Helen fell into a dark depression, 
desperately seeking to connect with the children within her, 
and to hear what they needed to say. It took some time for 
her to understand that Wounded Child needed an adult to 
help her grieve, but eventually the penny dropped and Helen 
realised what she needed to do. 

“I am ready to take responsibility now” she said, “and I will 
give you all the time you need.” And so it was that Helen at 
last began to grow up. And, as it is when we act with 
courage, little gifts from the Universe came her way from 
time to time.  
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CHAPTER NINETEEN – The truth revealed 
 
Helen stared at the leather pouch that was hanging from the 
branches of the tree in her garden. It was tiny, but perfectly 
and skilfully stitched and crafted. She couldn’t really imagine 
how it had got there, but she lifted it down, feeling its power 
in her hand, despite how small it was. Unbidden, her hand 
brought the pouch to her lips to bless it with a kiss, and the 
smell reminded her of the sacred earth and of darkness. She 
opened the pouch, finding within it a small acorn-like seed 
covered in intricate carvings.   

Helen took the seed inside, and examined the carvings with 
an old magnifying glass.  

To her amazement, she realised that each of the diminutive 
markings was a letter. Each letter formed part of a word, and 
each word was part of a line of poetry. She began to recite 
the verse and, within her head, there was an explosion of 
sound, as Wounded Child and Leana joined her.  

The power is within me 
The power is mine. 
The power is in me 
It’s there to be mined. 
The power is within me 
Not the power of the mind 
The Power of the Feminine 
A Force of a Kind. 
Not the kind that recommends filial piety, 
More akin to a female deity. 
It’s not like a film script, 
Where it all falls into place 
It daunts, and it challenges 
It gets in your face. 
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It’s the Power that is needed, 
The Power that is felt, 
It’s a Power to be heeded, 
To heal and to feel. 
It’s a Force and a Power,  
And it is real. 
It’s angry! 
It’s forceful! 
It knows what it wants! 
I won’t use it to hurt you,  
But to heal you  
And grow you 
To show you, to know you 
It’s my power, 
I know it! 
My yin for your yang 
I won’t use mine to hurt you 
But to righten a wrong 
Not to whiten, but brighten and shine the light on 
The crimes of the past that still go on 
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“Plant the seed,” urged Wounded Child when they had 
finished reciting the poem. “Plant the seed now, and watch it 
grow.” 

Helen held the seed in her hand. It was a beautiful object, 
and part of her wanted to keep it, but she knew that the 
words already lived in her heart, and always would do, and 
she could not ignore Wounded Child’s request. 

Days passed, and months, and then years, and the seed 
grew. From seedling to sapling, and eventually to a young 
tree, with the promise of becoming a mighty oak.  

And, as this time had passed, Lord Pompadour’s reign had 
lost its hold, and people were desperate for a new way.  

Outside, the world seemed to be divided into three groups. 
There were those who clung to the belief that Lord 
Pompadour would return, and that power and privilege 
would be rightly restored into the hands of the few. There 
were those who sought further destruction, looting and 
pillaging in the chaotic gap that was created as the world 
order shifted. And there were those that sought a new order, 
based on the ancient ways, and on ancient and sacred 
knowings.  

Inside, all was well. Helen waited and trusted, and knew that 
everything was exactly as it should be. Each day, she went to 
the garden and sat with the Oak Tree for a while, feeling its 
Hope and its Life. Like the tree, she continued to grow, 
becoming softer and more beautiful as she aged, her inner 
light shining more brightly with her increasing ability to speak 
her truth. Friends joined her, and told their stories as Helen 
told hers. And they learned from each other, and loved each 
other, but Helen knew that the real love, and the real lessons 
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were within, and her most treasured hours were still those 
she spent with the spirit children who lived within her.  

Michael joined her under the tree too, and they also shared 
stories and love. And while they did, Garsoon played with 
Leana and Wounded Child in the garden, and the three spirit 
children scrambled playfully in the Oak Tree. When Garsoon 
and Wounded Child fell out, as they inevitably did, the two 
adults lovingly tended to the old wounds that had been 
aggravated. 

Helen observed Wounded Child closely over time. She 
watched the girl as she took herself away from Leana and 
Garsoon, guarding her jealous and miserable heart. She saw 
how the girl sat away from the others at the end of the 
branches, weighing the tree down, in her awkward attempts 
to hide herself away while her companions played. 

And she embraced the child, and they sat together 
sometimes in a rocking chair under the New Young Oak. 

“Come, Precious Wounded Child,” she would say “I would 
like to spend some time with you.” And she talked to 
Wounded Child, and told her that she was sorry that she had 
abandoned her, and that she would always be here now. And 
she lay with the girl, like the girl had done with her many 
years earlier, and she cried with her, and knew exactly how 
she felt. 

Sometimes Helen and Wounded Child would invite Leana, 
and they would play games together, or they would sing and 
dance. Sometimes they told stories or acted out plays. 
Sometimes Helen would just quietly tell her spirit children 
that she loved them very much. And sometimes she would 
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watch them as they played, allowing them to explore, and 
occasionally to squabble, as they discovered their true selves. 

And then. And somewhat to her surprise, there came a day 
when Helen understood that she had grown enough, and 
that the time had come for a new lesson.  
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CHAPTER TWENTY – Dane Hills 
And so it was, that the woman found herself at Dane Hills. 
She looked around her at the narrow terraced houses that 
had been built in the late nineteenth century, and felt that 
she had been here before, perhaps before the houses 
existed, at a time when a mighty oak tree stood proudly on 
the hill. 

“Mother!” she called “Are you here?” 

From deep within the bowels of the earth she heard familiar 
muttering. 

“Who dares to come here?!” “Who dares to 
draw near?!” 

If you had been there at this moment, you would have seen 
the woman’s body shake, and you might have thought that 
she was afraid. It was not fear, however, but laughter that 
shook her. The laugh that came from the woman was a deep 
belly laugh, born of love, and of knowing, and of joy. 

“Mother!” she called again, “I have come to visit.”  

The dark figure made her way up from the earth, to the over-
world, through a crack in the poorly maintained pavement, 
ripping the slab apart with gnarled and bony fingers, raising 
herself to her full height and standing in front of the woman, 
who was peering finally, and delightedly, into the beautifully 
hideous face of one-eyed Black Annis. 

The old witch looked at the woman. 

“What is your name?” she asked. 
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“My name” said the woman, “is Helen, and I am your 
daughter” 

“And what?” said the witch, “what are your other names?” 

“My other names are Leana and Wounded Child”.  

Helen smiled as she realised. At last releasing the last of the 
shame that had been embedded in the core of her being, she 
looked at the old woman, and finished her answer to the age 
old question. 

“I have new names, and they are Wounded Healer and Story 
Teller,” she said, “But my true name is Helen, and I am.” 

Helen looked with love and gratitude at the wise old woman 
who lived in the space between the two worlds. 

“Please show me, Dear Mother what I need to do next.” 

 

The End 

 

 
 


