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In this article, I share my personal insights and experiences inspired by working with
leprosy patients in Nepal. My own background lies in Anthroposophical Medicine: as a
Nurse Consultant, Rhythmical Massage Therapist and Art Therapist.
Over the last few years, I have been invited to observe leprosy patients who were
being treated in the Anandaban Hospital located high above the valley of
Kathmandu, Nepal. Anandaban means Forest of Joy. It is here that I experienced the
devoted medical staff who are entirely committed to the care of these patients, and
work along with the involvement of family members and volunteers – full of
dedication and warmth of heart. What struck me was how everyone seemed to be
working together in tolerance and with mutual understanding, despite their diverse
cultural backgrounds and religious affiliations. 

CHARLOTTE ROGERS

LEPROSY –  
A CLARION CALL TO
DEVELOP
UNCONDITIONAL LOVE 
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I then journeyed to Shanti; its largest facility is in the Tilganga district of Kathmandu,
directly on the holy Bagmati river, which flows into the Ganges.  Besides the Shanti
clinic and rehabilitation centre, the complex includes an outpatient clinic and
pharmacy, a hospice facility, support, refuge, and care for the underprivileged and
destitute. The kitchens prepare food and make around 1,200 meals for the homeless
daily, with vegetables grown through organic, biodynamic cultivation.The fountain in
the courtyard provides clean drinking water for allincluding neighbours in the
surrounding slums. They are various forms of employment, making a significant
contribution to the everyday life of the Shanti community. 
There is a Waldorf kindergarten and school, there are arts and crafts workshops and
many other activities such as a mobile hospital service in which all equipment,
medications and other necessities are packed together into vans and taken out to an
outreach area for underprivileged people who are then cared for by a group of
doctors, nurses, therapists, dentists, and other medical professionals. The ‘setup’ may
be at a local school at which the desks in all the classroom are taken outside to
create a space for medical treatments to occur. 
I was dismayed, however, that the upper floor at Shanti, housing many people with
disabilities had a broken-down antiquated lift. While doctors and nurses could use the
stairs, these patients were isolated from the main activities, and the opportunity to
exercise in fresh air. All because there wasn’t any funding available to repair or install
a new lift.
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During my time there, I was asked to give several workshops on the roof area,
amongst the flapping laundry, which also provide shade for the eager participants.
Imagine large tubs of hot water being carried, with great vigour, up a long flight of
stairs from the kitchen furnace so that everyone could experience a foot bath. I dried
their feet and massaged them with Thyme or Lavender oils that I had brought with
me. The mood on that roof top, with its flapping laundry, was captivating. There was
so much joy, laughter, and enthusiasm from all.
I was also able to treat some bedridden and elderly people who were severely ill;
offering massages and oils that I had bought with me and using other
Anthroposophic nursing treatments for which they were very grateful and responded
to well. In return, they told me their stories and thanked me for my care. I was deeply
touched by this. I decided I needed to know more about leprosy as an illness, but also
why it is still not well understood, even in anthroposophical medical circles. 
I had noticed the treatments I gave brought both general and local pain relief, and so,
enhanced the mental health of the patient as well. I included a home-made mustard
oil to improve peripheral warmth and sensation. For once the nerves are permanently
damaged through leprosy, the patient loses all sensation in that area. As a result,
there is then a tendency towards gangrene and consequently the loss of a limb. With
new treatments improvement is possible by injecting the lesion before such damage
occurs, with healthy cells that are able to quicken the process of healing. 
Researching this disease further in its historical and medical context, I learnt that the
immune response is severely compromised by a mycobacterium that causes
permanent damage to the peripheral nerves and disturbs the whole movement
organisation (i.e. fine and gross motor functions). There are two types of leprosy as
well as many intermediate types ranging from sclerotic to inflammatory changes.
The treatment focus is clearly on the immune system, which is the rationale for the
multidrug therapy now used to successfully treat it. This is also the rationale for a
study carried out with Iscador; unfortunately, this research was not completed, but
will hopefully be reconsidered in the near future. 
Historically, leprosy has always had a stigma that induces fear. Even in a biblical
context, ‘the leper’ was seen as an outcast, unclean and an object of disgust, which
continues to have a deep psychological impact upon sufferers of this disease who
have been socially isolated and experienced extreme shame for their appearance,
especially if the lesion is visible. As more research is done, especially at the
Anandaban Hospital in Nepal, public education is leading to greater understanding of
this ailment and will hopefully reducing ignorance and prejudice. One misconception
is the fear of infection, but the communicability of leprosy is not high and only
severely immunologically compromised people are at risk. 
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Australia has its own tragic story of leprosy. Mainly indigenous people of Australia
and Torres Strait, but also Melanesians and Chinese patients were quarantined on
Friday Island or Peel Island and suffered under appalling detention practices that
were fuelled by ignorance and racism. Peel Island in Queensland's Moreton Bay was
home to a lazaret for patients diagnosed with leprosy from 1907 to 1959. For 52 years
people were removed from their homes and forced to live on Peel Island. More than
500 people were sent there but not with the hope of recovery – it was a life sentence,
with about 200 people buried on the island. In later years, white people were also sent
to Peel, but housed in individual huts. Indigenous Australian and Torres Strait Islander,
Melanesian and Chinese patients were segregated, and lived together in another part
of the compound. These huts, for people of colour, were made of timber and paper
bark and were not tall enough to stand in. Since then, The Australian Leprosy Mission
has been instrumental in raising awareness and funding for worldwide programs, and
contributing AU$ 9 million in 2025. 
All these experiences have led me to question the significance of such an illness as
leprosy, given that it is considered a contagious disease and therefore continues to
instill fear and prejudice in most people. St Francis of Assisi spoke of unconditional
love and how it can conquer fear. My own direct experience also taught me that I had
nothing to fear if I was genuinely interested and concerned for these seriously
isolated people suffering from a misunderstood illness. I looked further into what
Rudolf Steiner had to say about contagious diseases and arrived at the following
insight: leprosy is also an illness that stems from severe trauma such as conflicts,
poverty, hostility, racism, poor nutrition and lack of sanitation. Considering this and
our current world situation, I arrived at the following questions: Are we facing further
threats from contagious diseases arising out of materialism and hatred for spiritual
progress? Is the image of the rider on the black horse who brings plagues and
pestilence an image of the future where humanity loses its spiritual direction and the
underprivileged, vulnerable, and weak are marginalised? For me, the whole topic of
leprosy is one of great importance, and is an opportunity for us to understand the
deeper context of the illness and to perceive it like a clarion call to develop
unconditional love. 

Lord, make me an instrument of Your peace.
 Where there is hatred, let me sow love;

 where there is injury, pardon;
 where there is doubt, faith;

 where there is despair, hope;
 where there is darkness, light;
 where there is sadness, joy.

O, Divine Master, grant that I may not so much seek to be consoled as to console;
 to be understood as to understand;

 to be loved as to love;
 For it is in giving that we receive;

 it is in pardoning that we are pardoned;
 it is in dying that we are born again to eternal life.

St Francis of Assisi
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During this workshop you will learn practical aspects of caring for the body after
death. Due to the nature of this work, places are limited to nine participants – please
register as soon as possible. 

Program: 
Saturday the 3rd of October at 5:00 pm – 7.30 pm 

shared dinner; Introductory talk by Charlotte Rogers.

Saturday the 4  of October h

9:00 a.m. to 12:00 p.m. first group practice session
Lunch

1.30 pm to 4.30 pm for the second group practice session
Talk on the Vigil, Irmhild Kleinhenz

Monday the 5  of Octoberth

9:00 a.m. to 12: p.m. third practice session
Lunch and discussion with reflections

Workshop concludes 1.30 p.m.
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LAYING OUT THE BODY AFTER DEATH AND THE VIGIL 
WORKSHOP WITH IRMHILD KLEINHENZ & CHARLOTTE ROGERS

DATES: 3 - 5 OCTOBER
VENUE: CHARLOTTE’S HEALTH RETREAT, 

195 NORTH BANK ROAD, BELLINGEN, NSW 2454
COST: $400.00 PER PERSON

contact: Irmhild Kleinhenz irmhild@protonmail.com

The Burial of Christ, Duomo, Crypt, Siena

Planned Event



AESCULUS – THE WOUNDED HEALER
STORIES FOR FUTURE HEALING

IRMHILD KLEINHENZ
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Welcome to Aesculus! 
I want to introduce you to what I have been working for several years now, with a
question and a concept: how we can connect to healing substances in the future,
particularly since the pharmaceutical industry and political interests have been
removing our access to natural substances. We already seem to be taking far too
many substances with the expectation that they will fix us. In fact, the reality is that
they don’t really work that way. Additionally, it’s hard to know where these substances
come from, who has made them and what kind of harmful forces have been
incorporated into the substances that we take into ourselves as remedies.
Furthermore, our human constitution has become more sensitive and more
challenged by the life we lead in a world experiencing multiple crises. Many of us also
suffer from traumas we are unable to resolve due to situations we find ourselves in. 
For this reason, I have thought much about what is needed and how to best bring new
insights and indeed new impulses into healing work. My approach is very different to
conventional healing modalities, although I believe that in traditional medicine and
indigenous cultures, the power of story is well known. 

Branch members initiative

Olive Whitcher, Plant Between Heaven and Earth



My specific focus is on the healing substances that are used as remedies and to tell
their stories. Each substance has its own unique signature and contains hidden cosmic
forces that, I believe we can access by connecting to these through the story rather
than simply taking it as a remedy. Because many of these substances are no longer
freely available or may have been synthesised through genetic engineering or even
affected adversely by pollutants, the future security for pure healing remedies is
threatened.
 
What I have been developing are stories that allow the individual to build a healing
imagination through Story to the healing substance, whether it be mineral, plant or
animal. 

I have called this presentation Aesculus, the wounded healer, because many of you
may already know the Greek myth of Chiron, which is a story about a great, wise
Centaur, who taught out of his own woundedness and the pain he suffered, from a
wound that would not heal. Despite his vast wisdom, he was unable to heal himself.
After meditating on this story, I was able to generate the image of Aesculus
hippocampus, a tree commonly known as the horse chestnut. For me, this linked the
horse chestnut remedy with the half-human half-horse centaur. This mythology,
further explored, connects us to the future and the challenge we will all face: having to
find within ourselves the deep healing forces we need, but now coming to us from a
different realm than we have been accustomed to. As we have learnt from more
recent world events, situations arise in which no appropriate assistance is available,
and left on our own, we must develop our capacities to deal with illness. 
This series of stories is an invitation for you to access healing impulses out of your
own imagination. It can also offer you the opportunity to research these remedies
further, study them and get to know them as dear friends, learn where they originate
from and build stronger relationships to the healing substance, while adding images
to further enrich and stimulate innate forces. 

Each healing substance conceals within itself the mystery of its origin and what lies
within it as an imponderable process from a different realm. I believe these substance
stories can allow us to access forces directly much in the same way as if we were to
take a homoeopathic remedy. What this means is, the remedy has been potentised,
the healing forces have been released and incorporated – embodied into the water –
and held there as memory. How much greater would this be if we could connect
directly with these healing forces without needing to take the substance to achieve
the same effect. My stories are by no means complete and are based upon my own
research of such works as Wilhelm Pelikan’s (1997) ‘Healing Plants: Insights Through
Spiritual Science’ and the vast knowledge imparted by Rudolf Steiner. I am actually
happy that this is so because each of you needs to find your own unique connection
to the healing forces you can relate to. 
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So, I would like to ask you to contact me and let me know how you have responded to
the stories and what discoveries you have made either by taking the remedy
alongside the story or to get to the point where the story itself has an effect. I hope
that we can find a way through the maze of technology and multi-media influences
with an ethical approach that will also be human-based, that will enhance the efficacy
of the healing substance story. I also hope that we can work in a very honest and
authentic way and to connect with each other, but also, to find a new human impulse
toward accessing healing forces that can influence the earth in a wider sense for the
future not only for ourselves but also for the whole of humanity and can affect what
has been damaged, abused and wounded.
Contact: Irmhild on irmhild@protonmail.com for further information. 

Olive Whitcher, The Plant Between sun and Earth

mailto:irmhild@protonmail.com


C H A R C O A L -
D A R K N E S S  A N D  L I G H T
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A  C  R  E  A  T  I  V  E   A  R  T  S   W O R  K  S  H  O P  
WITH  R O B Y N  D O W L I NG 

REFLECTIONS,
LANA RISI

Robyn Dowling  moonlight mood
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Robyn is an educator, counsellor, psychotherapist and art therapist with a deep
commitment to the transformative and healing potential of the arts. She holds a
Master of Art Therapy, University of Western Sydney, and Master of Counselling and
Psychotherapy [Metavision Institute]. Her extensive training at Tempera School for
Anthroposophic Art Therapy], with Neeltje Prior Bollen created the opportunity to
develope her focus on charcoal as a therapeutic medium. Robyn’s work is grounded
in a holistic understanding of human development, recognising the
interconnectedness of body, soul and spirit, and the capacity of artistic practice to
foster resilience, insight and wellbeing.
Alongside her therapeutic practice, Robyn is an experienced educational leader who
has worked extensively with children, young people, families and communities,
particularly within rural, remote and Indigenous educational settings.
Her practice is informed by trauma-aware, culturally responsive and relationship-
centred approaches which honour the strengths, culture and lived experiences of
each individual
During 2026, she has also been studying as a participant and working as art educator
with Inscribing Signs, and deepening her understanding of art as a pathway for
contemplation, human development, and the profound experiences of dying, death
and renewal.
Her workshops offer a warm, welcoming and contemplative space where artistic
practice becomes opportunity: to cultivate self-knowledge, strengthen observation
and imagination, and recognise the unique freedom each individual has to shape
their own path; regardless of their level of artistic experience.

Robyn Dowling, working with more direct light



Lana Risi:
I was excited to hear Robyn was willing to travel to Urunga to hold a Charcoal
workshop. We started with a large Piece of white paper; Robyn guided us through a
process, working with darkness by laying charcoal over the whole surface, using our
hands to calm the darkness. This was followed by ‘stepping back’, observing our own
work, and Robyn’s imaginative explanations about where to place the source of light,
how to adjust the intensity of light with the strength the darkness gave. Working
between light and dark allowed us to find ‘the breathing’ in ourselves and in our work,
and ‘the grounding’ in our work. All we used was paper, charcoal, our hands and a
cloth to wipe charcoal from our hands. Robyn, with the swipe of her hand, with the
stroke of a very experienced finger, was able to bring resolution to the unresolved as
if by magic. Again and again, she encouraged us to step back and observe. In the
afternoon session, we explored white pastel on smaller black pieces of paper. We
imagined the source of light from 4 different positions, creating four different
qualities. Some participants found the smaller paper [where the black was already
present] easier to work with, others experienced larger paper was better suited to
them. Many thanks to Robyn for making the long journey and bringing us this
beautiful and thought-provoking workshop! It will be the first of many. 

Robyn Dowling, 



This was the title for the second conference of the Australian Branch of the
Agriculture Section (ABAS), held at the Samford Valley Steiner School 10-13 July, 2026.
It was a full program attracting about 30 participants and covered a wide range of
contributions. I unfortunately missed the opening evening but enjoyed 3 days
spending time with “like-minded” folk.
The highlight events for me were the contributions by Tim Dunn and Uncle Allan. Two
stories of very young individuals who brought about change. We know these stories
because these young people were “noticed”. One by a teacher’s aide who shared her
observations of children playing by the creek with colleagues and one by a scientist
of significance who took the time to read and respond to a 10 year old’s letter about
caterpillars and butterflies. The young girl who “stamped her foot” set in train a
process that led to Tim Dunn and Uncle Allan developing a relationship that has
greatly enhanced the cultural context of the school. The young Japanese lad with a
serious question and a good heart has contributed much to our knowledge of
whether caterpillars carry memory into their butterfly stage of life.
These stories were well presented and left a strong impression on me, in a world
where the question is too often, or not often enough, asked, what about the young
people? Maybe we just need to pay them more attention at the right moment so they
can open futures that many of us cannot imagine. 
The event had a good balance of some thought-provoking contributions, open
discussions about strategic planning and research, mixed with explorations of the
Foundation Stone Meditation, singing and, of course, good food offered in the social
setting of the school kitchen garden.
Brain Keats took us on a journey into countering the deep dive into materialism,
Hendrik Dierich introduced us to subtle energies and electro-culture, subjects we need
to “get our head around” in a world of regenerative agriculture where there are a lot
of a “alternatives” appearing.
We had a pre-recorded interview of Ueli Hurter and Eduardo Rincon, from the
Agriculture Section at the Goetheanum, organised by Trevor Crowe.
Each morning Alan Drysdale took us through the rhythms of the Foundation Stone
Meditation and each evening Rod Tomlinson introduced us to deeper
anthroposophical considerations for our work. Rob Birse gave an excellent picture of
the challenges of being a school gardening teacher. Finance is always an issue in
order to fund such work, but I have long felt this is something a successful biodynamic
movement would be able to help staff and fund. I’d like to thank Rob for bringing
school gardens to our attention.
Three days well spent and a big thank you to the ABAS team for the considerable
effort that made this possible.
We need to create more events where “fellowship” can be shared and expanded
–especially among farmers.

MEETING THE EARTH’S CHANGING NEEDS 
THROUGH GROWING CONSCIOUSNESS AND PRACTICES

HAMISH MACKAY
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Our inaugural five-day retreat conference grew from the motivation to deepen the
therapeutic spiritual impulse of the practitioner, and to meet the need of practitioners
experiencing isolation, fatigue, and dissatisfaction with the increasingly materialistic
trend within our profession. 
It was curated to inspire, to deepen our living knowledge of Anthroposophic medicine,
the therapeutic gesture, and therapeutic intuition we wish to carry. From this arises
the future healing impulse of medicine — the renewal of Self. Out of this we can
connect, cultivate, and strengthen relationships in collaboration and cooperation with
colleagues who serve the impulse for healing communities.
The theme of our retreat conference was Emergence. Emergence is the act of
appearing, illustrating a threshold event where something moves from one state into
another. Our intention: bringing creative spiritual impulses into healing and renewing
inspiration for a more conscious approach to health, illness, and healing. 
Our conference commenced with an Acknowledgement of Country led by local
resident, practitioner, and retreat participant Rob Lamb, as we gathered around a fire
at Gymea, on the country of the Minyungbal and Ngandowal people of the
Bundjalung language group. We welcomed our esteemed keynote speaker, Dr
Michaela Glöckler, from Dornach, Switzerland. Michaela spoke to the delegate
practitioners on the destiny of healing for the future work of the prescriber.
Irmhild Kleinhenz, initiator, crystallised and spoke to the theme of Emergence and
metamorphosis as a leitmotif for the future of healing work. Further keynote
presenters, Nikki Vuillerman and Dipika Delmonico, who are both equally endorsed by
the Medical Section, as Anthroposophic Naturopaths. 
Eurythmy sessions, facilitated by Jan Baker-Finch, awakened us to healthy and
functional dynamics in social and organisational life. Practitioners, therapists,
educators, eurythmists, doctors and nurses gathered — in person and via livestream
— for presentations on imagination, inspiration and intuition as diagnostic
methodology; new ways of working with healing forces and bringing new
consciousness into the health professions; functional morphology and the
understanding of the human constitution; the ancient living intelligence of Ayurveda
and its insights into Anthroposophic naturopathic healing practice. 
The daily schedule was meticulously designed to create natural pauses for rest,
reflection and assimilation amid the presentations, workshops, and enriching
activities. The evenings allowed for quiet personal space to prepare oneself for
nurturance, reflection, rest, and adequate sleep.

ANTHROPOSOPHIC NATUROPATHIC GUILD 
INAUGURAL EMERGENCE RETREAT 

CONFERENCE

DIPIKA DELMENICO
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Each day began and ended with guided meditation led by Irmhild. Gathered in silence
by the warm glow of the fire, these anthroposophic healing meditations led to a
deeper experience of Steiner’s practice to develop higher cognitive perception
through distinctive forms of meditating and breathing. As the retreat centre is nestled
in lush rainforest at Wollumbin (Mount Warning) and rich with diverse plants, trees,
birds, and wildlife, it provided a quietude conducive to our guided workshops and
practice in plant phenomenology and nature walks. We could immerse ourselves in
observation and understanding the relationships and forces within all living beings. A
further integral aspect of the retreat was practicing and supporting self-care. We all
received foot oiling in a silent space of warmth and reverence. Anthroposophic
nursing therapies were available for those in need during the retreat.
We were nourished with delicious, locally grown, seasonal biodynamic, organic
produce. The food sustained our practices and our processes of deepening. The
shared meals became wonderful gatherings for cultivating relationships, connection,
and community.
There was fun, laughter, renewal of existing friendships and the forming of new ones
in precious shared moments. We even experienced some mighty talent on stage at
our spontaneous variety performance on our last evening together. Rich in
imagination and enthusiasm our performances included comedy, poetry, song,
eurythmy and an interpretation of metamorphosis of caterpillar to butterfly. All our
performances pertained to our theme and shared retreat.
We were gifted with loving generosity in the form of treats and remedies in
participants’ goodie bags, and would like to thank LocoLove Chocolates, Weleda and
Southern Swan Pharmacy who honoured our initiative, and acknowledge the
extensive onsite [pop-up] Rudolf Steiner Sydney Bookstore with thanks also.
From the environment, setting, food and daily rhythm to the lectures, presentations,
nature-based immersive workshops, silent contemplative practices, therapeutic
treatments, a rich gathering of humans from near and far, this initiative was an
inspiring experience. The emergence of healing communities as key to our future,
healing-impulse-based service as practitioners was a resounding invitation — and this
was certainly the pulse of our gathering.

17
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DELIBERATIONS ON THE 2026 AGM 
AND THE NEED FOR ‘BREATHABLE’ MEETING AGENDA

HAMISH MACKAY

We live in a time of technology, which can be of great service, but one consequence
is that we no longer spend time together and get to know each other in reality. In
discussion Rudolf Steiner had with farmers in 1924 during the Agriculture Course
(GA327 fourth discussion) he commented: 

“Nowadays both radiant and conducted electricity are being used above ground to
carry news as quickly as possible from one place to another. The effect of radiant
electricity on the people living in the midst of it will be that they will no longer be able
to comprehend the news that is transmitted so quickly. Electricity gradually wipes out
comprehension. This effect is already noticeable today (1924! hm): you can already
see that people have a harder time comprehending things that come toward them
than they did a few decades ago.”

As a general member, I attended the pre-AGM meetings of Branch Representatives
on Thursday 9  and Friday 10 July. My first impression is it was far too rushed. Our
lives are pervaded with emails and zooms, so when we do take the opportunity to
come together in person, we would benefit greatly by actually having time to get to
know each other. This requires an agenda that reflects and allocates a realistic space
of time for both content and context. Rushing through an agenda put together on the
day in the very least creates a quality of breathlessness – and potential tension. (A
secondary point would be to have the event on a weekend when more members
would be able to attend.)

th th 

In my observation, the time constraints in the Branch Representatives meetings made
it virtually impossible to really explore the different contributions Branch
Representatives being brought from around the country; reports were given, yes, but
the possibilities for a real sharing and comprehending were limited. Reports I’d heard
of previous Branch Representative meetings were of the nature of “a good heart
space”, but equally short on time for consultative decision making. These recent
meetings were no exception.
I would like to highlight the work we did with Susan Margaret. We broke into groups of
four,  Susan led us through an exercise in which we identified, in a drawing using
pastels, what we found problematic in the Society, then on a different sheet of paper,
again with colour, what we perceived as a solution or way forward. The final step was
to then incorporate the ‘solution’ image into the first image of the challenge. 
Each group then crystalised their thoughts and, on coming back into the larger circle,
these insights were shared and recorded on the blackboard for wider discussion.It will
be interesting to see if the different Branches manage any follow up. The points
manifested were:

18
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·Value of face-to-face meetings
·Clarity about the role of Branch Representatives/delegates
·Importance of agenda setting for policy and planning
·Social dynamics – spread of responsibility / participation
·Value of constructive criticism
·Awakening of Christmas Conference consciousness through Section work –
Rosicrucian mysteries
·Collaboration through diversity
·“with single purpose”
·Negativity vs constructivity, collaboration and support
·Not to confuse detail with criticism
·Mood of helpfulness

There was interest expressed to know more about how the different Branches work,
not with the idea/intent of becoming homogenous, but out of genuine interest to
learn what works and what needs work - “mutual learning from each other”.
Also questions were raised around responsibility – collective and personal,
administration appropriate to the Age of MichaEl, whether we want have empowered
Branch Representatives or just opinions. All worthy but, due to time constraints,
insufficiently addressed. 

The AGM began at 10.30 on Friday 10 at Samford Valley Steiner School. 
Hannah Semler introduced the Constitution Working Group – a meeting of members
which has no formal standing, gathered at the invitation of Jane Bradshaw as
General Secretary. Hannah gave an outline of the 5 meetings held to date, looking
more deeply what we want as governance and financial management. Hannah’s
written report is available for all members. 
I gave an outline of the workings of “delegate” protocols which would empower
Branch Representatives to attend meetings as part of an extended committee and
formally vote on decisions on behalf of their branch members. This would allow the
Branch Representatives to carry responsibility for the Anthroposophical Society in
Australia.
Chris Jeffrey presented an image of how the members through groups or branches
would relate to each other and the Anthroposophical Society in Australia.
There were nine other short, five-minute, presentations on zoom followed by the
formal reports from the General Secretary, Chair, Registrar and Treasurer which all
were affirmed.
The Election for the position of General Secretary was then held. I must say that when
the result was announced the atmosphere in the room was very muted. It felt to me
that everyone recognised something was amiss with the process, we had failed to rise
to a higher potential and had landed in an election that was not appropriate for the
time or context. There were no acknowledgments, everyone just quietly left. 
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The situation we now have is a re-elected General Secretary, elected democratically
by 80 members, representing 55% of those members who voted at the AGM (80% at
the last election 6 years ago) but who represented only 13% of the membership (down
from 24% six years ago). 

In the meeting of 25 December 1923, Rudolf Steiner goes on to comment: 
“….., because only seven can yield a true majority. In the case of three and five there
can of course be a seeming majority. But those who understand the nature of the
human being know that with a majority of two to one arrived at amongst three
members, or of three to two arrived at when there are five members, the one who
makes the seeming majority does not count properly. Not until you can have four to
three can you arrive at a possible majority, which results if on the one side you have
three and on the other side one third more. This then makes a true majority possible.
…”

In Australia the General Secretary function is currently exercised on an aristocratic
model. So, from my perspective, we have a faulty or incomplete democratic process
spawning an equally problematic/untested aristocratic process. We are, in our Will,
confirming Rudolf Steiner’s expectation:

“If on the one hand the selection is made by means of an election that is thoughtless,
then the Societies will not flourish. They will come to nought if someone is simply
nominated so that the election may be settled in a hurry, as is the case with political
elections. Nothing can come of this in our circles.” (GA 260, 25 December.)

The other fact to note is that many of the members are “silent”; they do not turn up
for decision making events. This complicates the democratic process further, which is
why adopting a Branch Representative – with a “delegate” structure, would make for
a more democratic outcome. see also lecture 4 of The Challenge of the Times. GA186,
6th December 1918.
“The work”, however, in a weakened or imbalanced democratic process may find its
way external to the Anthroposophical Society rather than being experienced “as” the
Anthroposophical society.
If the structure of a Society is Threefold free and open debate and exploration in the
realm of ideas will be the norm with a sound due process for arriving at decisions by
those affected by the decisions. Factions only arise out of a leadership group attempt
to silence or exclude ideas in preference of their own. Rather there will grow an
interest and enthusiasm among members to work out how we manifest
anthroposophy, through many individuals, communities and fields of endeavour, in
such a way that those with the capacity to manifest anthroposophy and those with a
destiny to be part of it can be, nay, will feel the necessity to be, part of it and become
active or at least supporting members.

20



In Anthroposophy worldwide No. 6/25, p2 Changing trend in member numbers? we
find that the General Anthroposophical Society membership numbers are again
growing which is greatly encouraging. This might also be reflecting a wider –
humanity wide – awakening to the need for something that is “missing” (something
that makes sense/reminds us of our pre-birth intentions?) in our increasingly
individualised (isolated?), global and technical culture. According the Pew Research
Centre there has been a 6% increase globally in the number of Christians 2010 – 2020
(https://www.pewresearch.org/religion/2025/06/09/christian-population-change/).

Also noteworthy is that in the USA there has been a 65% increase in the number of
people who believe in re-incarnation over the past 20 years
(https://mattmiksa.com/blog/12-mind-blowing-facts-from-scientists-who-study-
reincarnation). 

As students of Anthroposophy these figures (being just two “random glimpses”)
should not surprise, but my question is: are we ready for such an awakening? Have
we the biodynamic farms, the eurythmy/arts performances and training schools, the
scientific centres, the Waldorf education teacher training schools et al in place that
this arriving cohort can recognise and find their place in? Do we have an effective
Anthroposophical Movement?

Can we seek out and empower those who have the tested capacities to bring these
things about; making it a natural step for those with a pre-birth intention to be part of
it?
“The matter will be different, though, if consideration is given to those who have
already earned some merit, or done certain work, or if their way of working has been
observed. In such cases a majority is likely to come about quite naturally.” GA260, 

 Or, will we sit comfortably on our real estate and bank accounts in “curule seats”:
“Otherwise, the chairs occupied by the leading members will really become curule
seats, and when some people make a specialty of resting on the curule seats, those
not occupying them begin to itch. We must find a way to make sitters on curule seats
itchy too. In other words, we're going to have to start jostling these chairs a little. But
if we find the right way of arranging things, everything will go beautifully.” [GA257,
Awakening to Community, 2 March 1923 ] and watch the world go by?

It would be wonderful to experience many “significant events” in Australia and full
heartedly encourage others to participate in or attend, individuals who might be
inspired/reminded to join the Anthroposophical Society and so make a difference in
the world.
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As storytellers, we sometimes come across a beautiful tale, but find a ‘gap’ where
something should be, but isn’t. It can literally feel as if, in the telling of the tale, you
have missed a step somewhere, or two ends of a skein of words just won’t stretch far
enough to meet … it’s a confounding experience and can only be remedied if we
search for and find what has been lost or broken. This is not as easy as it might
sound. 
 I’ve told the tale of the Buried Moon a few times and could never understand why the
seeming cohabitation and collaboration between the Fen Folk [human] and the
Strange Folk [elemental or thereabouts] suddenly became strained, even hostile and
finally murderous. In other tales where former friendships of this nature broke, even if
it was temporary, the fault was clearly found in the conduct of humans. This is a
worldwide phenomenon. 
The folktale of the Buried Moon, as lovely as it is, doesn’t provide any insight into the
rift within the tale, which is common to the Carr landscape found in the region of
Surrey, England. 
The elementals become angrey, desperate and vicious, the Moon hears about this
and cannot understand or fully believe that things could have become so bad, and
descends to earth to find out for herself. She is attached, flung into a black pool and
trapped by the wicked elemental beings under a sab of rock. She is eventually saved
by the people, but nothing explains why all of this ill feeling arose in the first place.

HEALING 
THE 
‘BROKEN’ STORY - 
THE 
BURIED MOON, 
TIDDY MUN 
AND 
THE DRAINING 
OF THE FENS

IRIS CURTEIS

Stephen Fuller, painting, Lincolnshire Fens
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Alder Carr

It was only when I heard a tale from Lincolnshire, East Anglia, UK, that told of Tiddy
Mun, the ‘King of the Fens’, who was the guardian of these wetlands and responsible
for the Strange Folk, the human Fen Folk who lived in and with this environment, I
recognised the connection between the stories. 
This was further heightened by a historical story in which a perpetually broke King
Charles I attempted to drain the fens, using Dutchmen with their skill at gaining land
from the Sea, to gain more agricultural land and greater income, that this tale
becomes whole. The restoration of missing aspects not only gives the tale far greater
strength, its environmental [and Elemental] reverberations echo with immense power
and renewed meaning into the present. 
When we work with folktales and folklore in this way, we need to do so with the
greatest diligence in research, cautious crafting of ‘bridges’, and respect to the story
and its re/connected components. To make the different ‘patches’ more visible, I’ve
used different coloured fonts. I have used images of fens, Tiddy Mun [both are artists’
renditions]  and a historical photo of ‘the draining’ to create a semi transparent
overlapping collage [below]. 

prehistoric trackway 
through marshland

23



Tiddy Mun and the Buried Moon
The Carr was a fair enough place by daylight and even beautiful under the
summer sun when light gleamed in every ditch and pool and sparkled in the
reedy marsh and glinted on fields of bog cotton. Fringed by marsh sedge,

were the deep black pools. Agrimony flowered here next to bittersweet
nightshade, water hemlock and snakeroot. Some pools were covered in

floating duckweed, in a bright green treacherous mat easily mistaken for
peat covered in sphagnum moss. The moss, too, spread across acres,

dotted with sundews, lichens, cranberry patches and asphodel. And mud.
Always mud, interrupted by networks of ditches running on all directions,

coming together at all angles with narrow banks between them. Some
channels flowed clear, and blue under a summer sky with yellow flag lilies
and buttercup, but others were filled with slime and slush and vapours of
stagnant decaying plants, animals or worse. The air was always damp,

clammy and deadly cold in winter. 

24 draining the fens

ATiddy Mun

Alder Carr



The Fen Folk who lived here had built wooden trackways always slippery and so
narrow that each step had to be placed straight in front of the other but they

crisscrossed this landscape. And the folk who lived in the Carr found footholds here
that made it safer to travel, trade, hunt and gather. But if you were foolish enough to

leave the wooden way or unfortunate enough to miss it, every tussock squished,
squelched and gave beneath your weight, the mucky soil sucked the shoes off your
feet, quicksands waited to pull you under, black snags, the decaying roots of stunted

swamp alder or willow tripped the unwary head-long into the black water of the
pools. There’s no shelter to be found in the dense thickets of stunted trees, their

dripping branches hung with curtains of pale fungus. And yet on a bright warm day,
swamp harriers might perch or nest there, or hobby falcons, or grey herons.

Dragonflies and damsels dance over the channels, pools and mires where marsh
frogs and toads croak, mute swans glide and swallows skim. Newts and eels swim in

the shadows hiding from the sharp eyes of the wading birds. The damp air can be full
of butterflies and the hum of bees.

But when the darklings come, the moonless, foggy nights the Carr belongs to sharp-
toothed Jenny Greenteeth, rising from the duckweed covered pools to pull the lost
under and gnaw the flesh from their bones, the shellycoat short and stooped with
long arms and thin, wet hair, covered from head to toe in whelks and water snails,

reeking of stagnant water. Night-Spiders spinning their darkness. In the Carr gather
goblins, boggles, spectres, hags, bats, scrags, warlocks, knockers, doppelgänger, will’o
the whisps, and the whistling Lanternman roam. Spirits, Spectres, Phantoms, Ghouls of

every shape, make, form, fashion. All evil things that creep and crawl and fear the
light came out in the darkness to do all the harm they could. They’d come to hate the

people but it wasn’t always so. 
The chieftain spirit of the bogs was Tiddy Mun, no taller than a child of three, he lived

in the water holes, deep down in the still green water, only coming out with the
evening mist rising. Limping as he went, dear to the heart, an old-one with long white
hair, long white beard, all clumped together and tangled with moss. In his grey gown

through the thick grey mist, he was hard to see, but he came with the sound of
flowing water, a sigh of wind, laughter like a lapwing’s call. He wasn’t wicked and

stroppy likesome bog spirits, or frightening like the Dead Hands. But it could send a
shiver down your spine when, sitting at home on a winter’s night, you heard his
screeching laugh out by the door. Folks huddled together and whispered, with a

glance over their shoulders, “Hearken to Tiddy Mun!” There was a rhyme about him:

‘Tiddy Mun without a name, 
Whitehead, walking lame, 

While the water teams the Fen 
Tiddy Mun will harm no men’

When the season was wet, and the waters rose and flooded beyond the marshes,
creeping over doorsteps, covering paths, fathers, mothers and children would go out

together, and looking over the bogs with great reverence, they’d chant:
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“Tiddy Mun without a name, 
The water’s soaked the earth, again.”

With bated breath, holding tightly to one another, they’d stand shaking and shivering
in cold and the silence until they heard the lapwing bird screech across the fen. 

King Charles, the first of his ill-fated name, brought about ruin. He did not like the fens,
he did not understand them or the people who insisted on living there, he thought it

was a waste of land that should be changed and put to use and bring greater wealth
into his hands. He employed Dutchmen to drain the bogs and straiten the meanders
with canals and keep the waters out with dykes. The Fen Folk knew no good would

come of such meddling, they would not give the Dutchies food or lodging. 

The spirits of the bog scared them away, but more and more came. The harm
continued; the Fens were draining. The fen folk felt anger rising from the bogs and
fens, from the black pools. Jenny Greenteeth went about in the light of day, Dead

Hands reached and grabbed and pulled Dutchmen into the pools. At first only
Duchies, but soon not only them. Windmills rose up everywhere, the air was filled with
strange new sounds, dry land appeared, and spread like a disease. The fen folk grew
afraid. They called on Tiddy Mun, but the lapwing gave no answer. Bad times. Cattle
died, children grew sick, the elderly caught the fever; no one could work and many
went hungry. Desperate, they threw stones at the wall-eyed witch from Gorby; they
ducked Sally of Wadham in a pond till she nearly died. They spoke the Our Father

backwards and blamed todlowries, spat to the east to keep them away, but it was no
use.

The wild strange folk began to hate all who walked about freely, changing the fens,
drained the marshes. They did all they could to lead them to damage or death. Many

a poor man or woman who’d spent their lives in the fens, protected by Tiddy Mun
were deceived by malevolent things. 

Mark my words, on those nights when it was dark as dark, cause the Moon was away,
these vile creatures had their will.

The Carr’s reputation of evil and danger became so great even the Moon heard
about it. She was troubled, for though it had always been a wild place, even a

dangerous place, it had never been evil. Tiddy Mun had cared for the wellbeing of all
– whether bog pool, toad, plant, strange spirit, or fen folk – always balancing, healing,
soothing the wind and the water. Surely things couldn’t be this bad. She decided to go

and see for herself.
The Moon wrapped herself in a black cloak, pulled a hood over her head to keep her
light contained and descended from the sky to the Carr thinking to walk through it.
What she saw there made her shudder; the dismal bog, with pools of draining black
water, and exposed gnarled, snags sticking up here and there amid the dank growth

of rotting reeds and grasses. 
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There was no light save the pale glimmer of the stars reflected in the sludge-filled
pools and canals cut like seeping wounds through the fens. She could feel the dark

was crowded with anger and creeping horrors. The place was thick with fear and she
longed to go back home to the sky. But the Moon was brave and knew she had to

know for herself that all she had heard was true. Deeper and deeper into the Carr she
went. Evil thickened the air and horrors pressed in around her. A back snag caught her

foot … the Moon fell into a large deep, deep pool. She reached out, grabbing at
anything that might stay her fall and caught hold of a swamp alder root. But it

writhed and twisted around her wrists and bound her as if with steel manacles. The
more she struggled the tighter it gripped. There she was in the black pool, bound and
unable to free herself. As she floated in the dark water she heard – in the distance – a
forlorn voice, a wailing cry, dying away in despair. She listened and listened, and the
cry came nearer; then she heard footsteps – halting, stumbling and slipping. At last,

by the dim light of the stars, she saw a poor man who’d lost his way and was
floundering on to his death. 

The man had caught sight of a gleam of light from the captive Moon, and made his
way towards it, thinking light meant help. As he came nearer and nearer the pool, the
Moon could do nothing to save him, but she wanted to, she wanted to so badly. She

struggled so fiercely the hood of her cloak fell back and light streamed from her
golden hair, bathing the whole Carr in brilliance, falling on muddy pools and quicks

and quags, glinting on the twisted roots.
How glad the man was to see the light! It had saved him from falling into the black

pool. He could see all the Evil Things scurrying back into the shadows! And best of all,
he could find the path! He cried with joy and ran along it with such haste that he had
not time to wonder at the strange thing that had just happened. Or that the blessed
light that showed him his path to safety shone from the radiant hair of the Moon, or

even see she was bound fast to a snag and half buried in the bog. 
The Moon was so happy he was safe, that she forgot her own danger and need. But,

as she watched him escape, she realised she should have asked him to help her. It
was too late. She tugged and strained again until she sank exhausted, deeper into the
mud at the foot of the snag. As she did so, her head sank to her breast, and the hood

of her cloak again covered her shining hair.
Darkness fell, and all the vile things came out of their hiding-places whispering,

nattering, screeching louder and louder as they swarmed and gathered round the
poor Moon, snarling and scratching, kicking and beating her and screaming. Hatred
poured from their mouths. At last they had her in their power – their foe whose light

they could not endure. The Bright One whose smile of light sent them scurrying away
into their crevices and defeated their designs and enabled the duchies and fen folk to

slowly cruelly kill the fens.
‘Curse you! Curse you’ screamed the cold hags; ‘You meddlesome body that spoils all

our potions.’
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The Jenny Greenteeth shrieked and bit her, goblins, boggles, scrags, warlocks,
knockers, doppelgänger, will’o the whisps, and the whistling Lanternman all uttered

their maledictions, ‘your light has driven us into the furthest corner of the Carr, but no
more! We have you in our power now. 

And there was a great clamour as out-of-tune as out-of-tune could be. All the things
of darkness raised their harsh and cracked voices in the orgy of hate.

‘Poison her. Let’s poison her!
‘Burn her with corpse-lights!’ 

‘Smother her!’ hissed the creeping horrors. 
‘Spin webs round her!’ And the spiders of the night swarmed all over her.

A horrible, screeching dispute arose, while the captive Moon shuddering in the black
pool at the foot of the snag gave herself up as lost.

The dim grey light of the dawn found them still hissing and clawing and screeching at
one another. Then, some scuttled away to fetch a great slab of rock to bury her in

that very pool – bury her deep. 
They clutched her with srawny, pointy fingers and pressed her down into the black
water. They stamped on her, and hurled the stone slab on top of her. The cold-hags

called two will-o’-the-wisps from the darkest part of the Carr and ordered them keep
watch by the grave of the Moon. If she tried to get out, the will-o-the-wisps were to

sound an alarm. Then all the horrid things crept away from the morning light,
chuckling to themselves over the funeral of the Moon.

 
Now the time of the New Moon had come and passed. The moon should be waxing
now, said the good folk who dwelt around the marshes looking up at the sky, but it
wasn’t. They started to talk. There was no moon in the sky, there really wasn’t. They

had no friend like the Moon, whose light showed the paths and trackways through the
Carr, and drove away all the vile things. 

Night after night, it was pitch dark, and the Horrors in the fens grew more and more
bold and swarmed even beyond the marshes in ever-increasing numbers, so that no
traveller was safe. The people were frightened and dumbfounded. How could it be

that the Moon was missing and allowed such thing to happen? Some of them went to
the old Wise Woman who lived in a mill nearby to ask: what happened to the Moon? 
The Wise Woman looked long into her magic mirror, she looked long into a brew of

herbs, muttering words that nobody but herself could understand. ‘It’s all strange,’ she
said at last; ‘all is out of kilter. Tiddy Mun no longer answers and now this. There’s

nought to say what has become of her. I’ll look again later on; meantime if ye do learn
anything, let me know.’

They went away more mystified than ever. The following nights brought no Moon. The
evil things of the Carr became bolder and bolder still. Venturing to the outskirts of the
villages. By the fireside, at the work-bench, in the inn and all about, the fen folk could

only speak of one thing: it were bad enough that Tiddy Mun were gone, but who’d
ever heard of the Moon being lost?
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It chanced that a man from the other side of the fens was sitting in the inn at dusk,
smoking his pipe, biding his time, and listening to the talk; for no one went about by

night any more. When all of a sudden, he sat bolt upright, slapped his thigh and cried
out, ‘I’ fegs! Now I mind where that there Moon be!’

Then he told them about the time he got lost and was frightened to death; how he
went blundering on in the dark with all the Evil Things after him, and, at last, how a

great bright light burst out of a pool and showed him the way to go.
Well, the people took the shortest cut to the Wise Woman, and told her the man’s

story.
After a long look in the mirror and the pot, she wagged her head slowly and said,

‘There are strange portends about the moon but I would need her light to conjure by
to see more clearly. I can’t tell ye exactly where she’s gone or what’s made off with
her. But if ye do what I tell ye, then ye may hap on her yourselves. Listen now! Just
before the darklings come, ye must all go together, each of ye take a stone in your
mouth and carry a twig of the witch-hazel in your hands, and go into the marshes

without fear. Whatever you do, speak no word. Wait until you feel the darkness
gathering, keep straight on till ye find a spot where ye’ll see a coffin with a kind of

cross and two candles on it. That’s all I can tell you. If you find that, ye’ll find the Moon,
if ye’re lucky.

The next night, as the darkness fell, they gathered – mothers and grandmothers,
children, and grandchildren, fathers, grandfathers, brothers, uncles and aunties and
sisters – all trooped out into the Carr, each with a stone in their mouth and a twig of

witch-hazel in their hands. Never a word they spoke, but kept straight on. And, I’m
telling you, there was not one among them but had the creeps and the starts. They
could see nothing around them but bogs and pools and snags; but strange sighing

whispers brushed past their ears, and cold wet hands sought theirs and tugged at the
hazel twigs. But all at once, while looking everywhere for the coffin with the cross and

the candles, they espied the big, strange stone half submerged in a black pool. It
looked just like a coffin; at the head of it was a black snag with arms outstretched in a

grotesque, stunted, gnarled image of a cross. And two will o’ the wisps flickered like
candles – before they vanished in fright.

Seeing this, the people took heart and seized the stone slab and pulled and heaved …
soon a thin slither of light seeped out, they heaved even harder and all at once, light
flooded from underneath it. So much light! Some of them swore, just for a precious

moment they saw the most beautiful face bathed in this light looking up at them from
the pool, looking up at them with wistful eyes like ‘pools of gratitude’ or ‘lakes of love.’

Instantly the Moon appeared in the sky, full and round, making the safe paths
between the bogs as clear as day. The Moon was there to light them home again.
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But the fen folk knew this was not all they had to do. When the New Moon came, they
gathered, each with a kettle full of water, and looked out to the draining river and

chanted:
“Tiddy Mun, without a name. 

Here’s water for thee, make undone the spell again.” 
They listened, hoping to hear Tiddy Mun answer them. There was no sound. They

waited a long, long time. Then the most awful wailing and whimpering broke out, like  
scores of crying babies, sobbing as if their hearts would break. 

Then stillness. Stillness, so deep, they could hear the water lapping and soughing at
their feet. Then, softly, from the river, came the lapwing cry. Tiddy Mun! He’d heard

and answered. The spell would lift. 
From that day on, nature thrived once more in the Fens; from that day on with every

New Moon they went out to the nearest water-edge chanting:
” Tiddy Mun, without a name.
Here’s water for your game.”

And then, the lapwing screech would come back soft and tender.
******

While King Charles I attempts at draining the fens failed, further attempts to drain
fens and wetlands, like the Carr landscapes continued with severe consequences not
only for flora and fauna. In 1848, a post was driven into the peat, the top of which was
at ground level. Now this post towers four metres above ground level, starkly showing
how peat levels have shrunk over the past 170 years. Peatlands reduce flood risk by
slowing water flow, provide habitat and a web of life for rare birds, insects and plants
and natural predators. Peatlands are vital stores of carbon dioxide. “An acre of peat
holds as much carbon dioxide as an acre of rainforest,” [Lorna Parker, restoration
manager for the Great Fen].  I delight in Poetic Justice: the sinking land once again
allows water to rise, gradually restoring wetlands. Lapwings are returning. Looks like
Tiddy Mun wins after all.

‘Unpacking’ this story a little:
‘Stones in their mouths’ - a traditional practice so that evil might not come near, night
or day, nor hate magic might not seize their mouths, and they be honoured among
their people and their speech pleasing.
Witch-hazel - this healing plant has long-lived yellow blossoms [late winter/very early
spring]; brings light and hope into dark places and dark times and reminds us we can
shine in darkness, even if everything else is retreating and dying. In folk magic
traditions Witch-hazel is known for its power to find nearly anything: water, gold,
silver, salt, minerals, coal, or other buried treasure.  And in ‘way-finding’.  Witch-hazel,
more generally, can help us do work both physically in the world and metaphysically
within ourselves.

While I have shared this story here - and sincerely hope you enjoyed both the
‘healing’ of this tale and the story as such, please respect my research, my work, and

copyright.
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ONE-DAY WORKSHOP 
ON THE THREEFOLD SOCIAL ORGANISM

presenter
P H I L  I N G E L M O

SEPTEMBER 27, URUNGA NEIGHBOURHOOD CENTRE

Phil will explore with us how each of the three spheres
Cultural-spiritual, Social-Rights, Economic-Ecological

can also be see as containing their ownthreefold differentiation.

Phil believes, applying this understanding brings us to a ninefold nature of
‘the body social’ and will relate this to specific examples of the

Anthroposophical society.
Bookings are essential

Suggested contribution $50
contact: iris@storyvisionsource.com  

Planned Novalis Branch Event

Artist, Paul Klee, To the White Door
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abstract drawings, art travels in Croatia, Carlotte Rogers, 2026
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	I then journeyed to Shanti; its largest facility is in the Tilganga district of Kathmandu, directly on the holy Bagmati river, which flows into the Ganges.  Besides the Shanti clinic and rehabilitation centre, the complex includes an outpatient clinic and pharmacy, a hospice facility, support, refuge, and care for the underprivileged and destitute. The kitchens prepare food and make around 1,200 meals for the homeless daily, with vegetables grown through organic, biodynamic cultivation.The fountain in the courtyard provides clean drinking water for allincluding neighbours in the surrounding slums. They are various forms of employment, making a significant contribution to the everyday life of the Shanti community.  There is a Waldorf kindergarten and school, there are arts and crafts workshops and many other activities such as a mobile hospital service in which all equipment, medications and other necessities are packed together into vans and taken out to an outreach area for underprivileged people who are then cared for by a group of doctors, nurses, therapists, dentists, and other medical professionals. The ‘setup’ may be at a local school at which the desks in all the classroom are taken outside to create a space for medical treatments to occur.  I was dismayed, however, that the upper floor at Shanti, housing many people with disabilities had a broken-down antiquated lift. While doctors and nurses could use the stairs, these patients were isolated from the main activities, and the opportunity to exercise in fresh air. All because there wasn’t any funding available to repair or install a new lift.
	During my time there, I was asked to give several workshops on the roof area, amongst the flapping laundry, which also provide shade for the eager participants. Imagine large tubs of hot water being carried, with great vigour, up a long flight of stairs from the kitchen furnace so that everyone could experience a foot bath. I dried their feet and massaged them with Thyme or Lavender oils that I had brought with me. The mood on that roof top, with its flapping laundry, was captivating. There was so much joy, laughter, and enthusiasm from all. I was also able to treat some bedridden and elderly people who were severely ill; offering massages and oils that I had bought with me and using other Anthroposophic nursing treatments for which they were very grateful and responded to well. In return, they told me their stories and thanked me for my care. I was deeply touched by this. I decided I needed to know more about leprosy as an illness, but also why it is still not well understood, even in anthroposophical medical circles.  I had noticed the treatments I gave brought both general and local pain relief, and so, enhanced the mental health of the patient as well. I included a home-made mustard oil to improve peripheral warmth and sensation. For once the nerves are permanently damaged through leprosy, the patient loses all sensation in that area. As a result, there is then a tendency towards gangrene and consequently the loss of a limb. With new treatments improvement is possible by injecting the lesion before such damage occurs, with healthy cells that are able to quicken the process of healing.  Researching this disease further in its historical and medical context, I learnt that the immune response is severely compromised by a mycobacterium that causes permanent damage to the peripheral nerves and disturbs the whole movement organisation (i.e. fine and gross motor functions). There are two types of leprosy as well as many intermediate types ranging from sclerotic to inflammatory changes. The treatment focus is clearly on the immune system, which is the rationale for the multidrug therapy now used to successfully treat it. This is also the rationale for a study carried out with Iscador; unfortunately, this research was not completed, but will hopefully be reconsidered in the near future.  Historically, leprosy has always had a stigma that induces fear. Even in a biblical context, ‘the leper’ was seen as an outcast, unclean and an object of disgust, which continues to have a deep psychological impact upon sufferers of this disease who have been socially isolated and experienced extreme shame for their appearance, especially if the lesion is visible. As more research is done, especially at the Anandaban Hospital in Nepal, public education is leading to greater understanding of this ailment and will hopefully reducing ignorance and prejudice. One misconception is the fear of infection, but the communicability of leprosy is not high and only severely immunologically compromised people are at risk.
	Australia has its own tragic story of leprosy. Mainly indigenous people of Australia and Torres Strait, but also Melanesians and Chinese patients were quarantined on Friday Island or Peel Island and suffered under appalling detention practices that were fuelled by ignorance and racism. Peel Island in Queensland's Moreton Bay was home to a lazaret for patients diagnosed with leprosy from 1907 to 1959. For 52 years people were removed from their homes and forced to live on Peel Island. More than 500 people were sent there but not with the hope of recovery – it was a life sentence, with about 200 people buried on the island. In later years, white people were also sent to Peel, but housed in individual huts. Indigenous Australian and Torres Strait Islander, Melanesian and Chinese patients were segregated, and lived together in another part of the compound. These huts, for people of colour, were made of timber and paper bark and were not tall enough to stand in. Since then, The Australian Leprosy Mission has been instrumental in raising awareness and funding for worldwide programs, and contributing AU$ 9 million in 2025.  All these experiences have led me to question the significance of such an illness as leprosy, given that it is considered a contagious disease and therefore continues to instill fear and prejudice in most people. St Francis of Assisi spoke of unconditional love and how it can conquer fear. My own direct experience also taught me that I had nothing to fear if I was genuinely interested and concerned for these seriously isolated people suffering from a misunderstood illness. I looked further into what Rudolf Steiner had to say about contagious diseases and arrived at the following insight: leprosy is also an illness that stems from severe trauma such as conflicts, poverty, hostility, racism, poor nutrition and lack of sanitation. Considering this and our current world situation, I arrived at the following questions: Are we facing further threats from contagious diseases arising out of materialism and hatred for spiritual progress? Is the image of the rider on the black horse who brings plagues and pestilence an image of the future where humanity loses its spiritual direction and the underprivileged, vulnerable, and weak are marginalised? For me, the whole topic of leprosy is one of great importance, and is an opportunity for us to understand the deeper context of the illness and to perceive it like a clarion call to develop unconditional love.  Lord, make me an instrument of Your peace.  Where there is hatred, let me sow love;  where there is injury, pardon;  where there is doubt, faith;  where there is despair, hope;  where there is darkness, light;  where there is sadness, joy. O, Divine Master, grant that I may not so much seek to be consoled as to console;  to be understood as to understand;  to be loved as to love;  For it is in giving that we receive;  it is in pardoning that we are pardoned;  it is in dying that we are born again to eternal life. St Francis of Assisi
	LAYING OUT THE BODY AFTER DEATH AND THE VIGIL  WORKSHOP WITH IRMHILD KLEINHENZ & CHARLOTTE ROGERS DATES: 3 - 5 OCTOBER VENUE: CHARLOTTE’S HEALTH RETREAT,  195 NORTH BANK ROAD, BELLINGEN, NSW 2454 COST: $400.00 PER PERSON contact: Irmhild Kleinhenz irmhild@protonmail.com
	During this workshop you will learn practical aspects of caring for the body after death. Due to the nature of this work, places are limited to nine participants – please register as soon as possible.  Program:  Saturday the 3rd of October at 5:00 pm – 7.30 pm  shared dinner; Introductory talk by Charlotte Rogers.
	Saturday the 4h of October  9:00 a.m. to 12:00 p.m. first group practice session Lunch 1.30 pm to 4.30 pm for the second group practice session Talk on the Vigil, Irmhild Kleinhenz
	Monday the 5th of October 9:00 a.m. to 12: p.m. third practice session Lunch and discussion with reflections Workshop concludes 1.30 p.m.
	Branch members initiative

	AESCULUS – THE WOUNDED HEALER STORIES FOR FUTURE HEALING IRMHILD KLEINHENZ
	Welcome to Aesculus!  I want to introduce you to what I have been working for several years now, with a question and a concept: how we can connect to healing substances in the future, particularly since the pharmaceutical industry and political interests have been removing our access to natural substances. We already seem to be taking far too many substances with the expectation that they will fix us. In fact, the reality is that they don’t really work that way. Additionally, it’s hard to know where these substances come from, who has made them and what kind of harmful forces have been incorporated into the substances that we take into ourselves as remedies. Furthermore, our human constitution has become more sensitive and more challenged by the life we lead in a world experiencing multiple crises. Many of us also suffer from traumas we are unable to resolve due to situations we find ourselves in.  For this reason, I have thought much about what is needed and how to best bring new insights and indeed new impulses into healing work. My approach is very different to conventional healing modalities, although I believe that in traditional medicine and indigenous cultures, the power of story is well known.

	My specific focus is on the healing substances that are used as remedies and to tell their stories. Each substance has its own unique signature and contains hidden cosmic forces that, I believe we can access by connecting to these through the story rather than simply taking it as a remedy. Because many of these substances are no longer freely available or may have been synthesised through genetic engineering or even affected adversely by pollutants, the future security for pure healing remedies is threatened.
	What I have been developing are stories that allow the individual to build a healing imagination through Story to the healing substance, whether it be mineral, plant or animal.
	I have called this presentation Aesculus, the wounded healer, because many of you may already know the Greek myth of Chiron, which is a story about a great, wise Centaur, who taught out of his own woundedness and the pain he suffered, from a wound that would not heal. Despite his vast wisdom, he was unable to heal himself. After meditating on this story, I was able to generate the image of Aesculus hippocampus, a tree commonly known as the horse chestnut. For me, this linked the horse chestnut remedy with the half-human half-horse centaur. This mythology, further explored, connects us to the future and the challenge we will all face: having to find within ourselves the deep healing forces we need, but now coming to us from a different realm than we have been accustomed to. As we have learnt from more recent world events, situations arise in which no appropriate assistance is available, and left on our own, we must develop our capacities to deal with illness.  This series of stories is an invitation for you to access healing impulses out of your own imagination. It can also offer you the opportunity to research these remedies further, study them and get to know them as dear friends, learn where they originate from and build stronger relationships to the healing substance, while adding images to further enrich and stimulate innate forces.
	Each healing substance conceals within itself the mystery of its origin and what lies within it as an imponderable process from a different realm. I believe these substance stories can allow us to access forces directly much in the same way as if we were to take a homoeopathic remedy. What this means is, the remedy has been potentised, the healing forces have been released and incorporated – embodied into the water – and held there as memory. How much greater would this be if we could connect directly with these healing forces without needing to take the substance to achieve the same effect. My stories are by no means complete and are based upon my own research of such works as Wilhelm Pelikan’s (1997) ‘Healing Plants: Insights Through Spiritual Science’ and the vast knowledge imparted by Rudolf Steiner. I am actually happy that this is so because each of you needs to find your own unique connection to the healing forces you can relate to.
	So, I would like to ask you to contact me and let me know how you have responded to the stories and what discoveries you have made either by taking the remedy alongside the story or to get to the point where the story itself has an effect. I hope that we can find a way through the maze of technology and multi-media influences with an ethical approach that will also be human-based, that will enhance the efficacy of the healing substance story. I also hope that we can work in a very honest and authentic way and to connect with each other, but also, to find a new human impulse toward accessing healing forces that can influence the earth in a wider sense for the future not only for ourselves but also for the whole of humanity and can affect what has been damaged, abused and wounded. Contact: Irmhild on irmhild@protonmail.com for further information.
	C H A R C O A L - D A R K N E S S  A N D  L I G H T
	A  C R E A T I V E  A R T S  W O R K S H O P  WITH  R O B Y N  D O W L I NG  REFLECTIONS, LANA RISI
	Robyn is an educator, counsellor, psychotherapist and art therapist with a deep commitment to the transformative and healing potential of the arts. She holds a Master of Art Therapy, University of Western Sydney, and Master of Counselling and Psychotherapy [Metavision Institute]. Her extensive training at Tempera School for Anthroposophic Art Therapy], with Neeltje Prior Bollen created the opportunity to develope her focus on charcoal as a therapeutic medium. Robyn’s work is grounded in a holistic understanding of human development, recognising the interconnectedness of body, soul and spirit, and the capacity of artistic practice to foster resilience, insight and wellbeing. Alongside her therapeutic practice, Robyn is an experienced educational leader who has worked extensively with children, young people, families and communities, particularly within rural, remote and Indigenous educational settings. Her practice is informed by trauma-aware, culturally responsive and relationship- centred approaches which honour the strengths, culture and lived experiences of each individual During 2026, she has also been studying as a participant and working as art educator with Inscribing Signs, and deepening her understanding of art as a pathway for contemplation, human development, and the profound experiences of dying, death and renewal. Her workshops offer a warm, welcoming and contemplative space where artistic practice becomes opportunity: to cultivate self-knowledge, strengthen observation and imagination, and recognise the unique freedom each individual has to shape their own path; regardless of their level of artistic experience.
	Lana Risi: I was excited to hear Robyn was willing to travel to Urunga to hold a Charcoal workshop. We started with a large Piece of white paper; Robyn guided us through a process, working with darkness by laying charcoal over the whole surface, using our hands to calm the darkness. This was followed by ‘stepping back’, observing our own work, and Robyn’s imaginative explanations about where to place the source of light, how to adjust the intensity of light with the strength the darkness gave. Working between light and dark allowed us to find ‘the breathing’ in ourselves and in our work, and ‘the grounding’ in our work. All we used was paper, charcoal, our hands and a cloth to wipe charcoal from our hands. Robyn, with the swipe of her hand, with the stroke of a very experienced finger, was able to bring resolution to the unresolved as if by magic. Again and again, she encouraged us to step back and observe. In the afternoon session, we explored white pastel on smaller black pieces of paper. We imagined the source of light from 4 different positions, creating four different qualities. Some participants found the smaller paper [where the black was already present] easier to work with, others experienced larger paper was better suited to them. Many thanks to Robyn for making the long journey and bringing us this beautiful and thought-provoking workshop! It will be the first of many.
	MEETING THE EARTH’S CHANGING NEEDS  THROUGH GROWING CONSCIOUSNESS AND PRACTICES HAMISH MACKAY
	ANTHROPOSOPHIC NATUROPATHIC GUILD  INAUGURAL EMERGENCE RETREAT  CONFERENCE
	DIPIKA DELMENICO
	Our inaugural five-day retreat conference grew from the motivation to deepen the therapeutic spiritual impulse of the practitioner, and to meet the need of practitioners experiencing isolation, fatigue, and dissatisfaction with the increasingly materialistic trend within our profession.  It was curated to inspire, to deepen our living knowledge of Anthroposophic medicine, the therapeutic gesture, and therapeutic intuition we wish to carry. From this arises the future healing impulse of medicine — the renewal of Self. Out of this we can connect, cultivate, and strengthen relationships in collaboration and cooperation with colleagues who serve the impulse for healing communities. The theme of our retreat conference was Emergence. Emergence is the act of appearing, illustrating a threshold event where something moves from one state into another. Our intention: bringing creative spiritual impulses into healing and renewing inspiration for a more conscious approach to health, illness, and healing.  Our conference commenced with an Acknowledgement of Country led by local resident, practitioner, and retreat participant Rob Lamb, as we gathered around a fire at Gymea, on the country of the Minyungbal and Ngandowal people of the Bundjalung language group. We welcomed our esteemed keynote speaker, Dr Michaela Glöckler, from Dornach, Switzerland. Michaela spoke to the delegate practitioners on the destiny of healing for the future work of the prescriber. Irmhild Kleinhenz, initiator, crystallised and spoke to the theme of Emergence and metamorphosis as a leitmotif for the future of healing work. Further keynote presenters, Nikki Vuillerman and Dipika Delmonico, who are both equally endorsed by the Medical Section, as Anthroposophic Naturopaths.  Eurythmy sessions, facilitated by Jan Baker-Finch, awakened us to healthy and functional dynamics in social and organisational life. Practitioners, therapists, educators, eurythmists, doctors and nurses gathered — in person and via livestream — for presentations on imagination, inspiration and intuition as diagnostic methodology; new ways of working with healing forces and bringing new consciousness into the health professions; functional morphology and the understanding of the human constitution; the ancient living intelligence of Ayurveda and its insights into Anthroposophic naturopathic healing practice.  The daily schedule was meticulously designed to create natural pauses for rest, reflection and assimilation amid the presentations, workshops, and enriching activities. The evenings allowed for quiet personal space to prepare oneself for nurturance, reflection, rest, and adequate sleep.
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	Each day began and ended with guided meditation led by Irmhild. Gathered in silence by the warm glow of the fire, these anthroposophic healing meditations led to a deeper experience of Steiner’s practice to develop higher cognitive perception through distinctive forms of meditating and breathing. As the retreat centre is nestled in lush rainforest at Wollumbin (Mount Warning) and rich with diverse plants, trees, birds, and wildlife, it provided a quietude conducive to our guided workshops and practice in plant phenomenology and nature walks. We could immerse ourselves in observation and understanding the relationships and forces within all living beings. A further integral aspect of the retreat was practicing and supporting self-care. We all received foot oiling in a silent space of warmth and reverence. Anthroposophic nursing therapies were available for those in need during the retreat. We were nourished with delicious, locally grown, seasonal biodynamic, organic produce. The food sustained our practices and our processes of deepening. The shared meals became wonderful gatherings for cultivating relationships, connection, and community. There was fun, laughter, renewal of existing friendships and the forming of new ones in precious shared moments. We even experienced some mighty talent on stage at our spontaneous variety performance on our last evening together. Rich in imagination and enthusiasm our performances included comedy, poetry, song, eurythmy and an interpretation of metamorphosis of caterpillar to butterfly. All our performances pertained to our theme and shared retreat. We were gifted with loving generosity in the form of treats and remedies in participants’ goodie bags, and would like to thank LocoLove Chocolates, Weleda and Southern Swan Pharmacy who honoured our initiative, and acknowledge the extensive onsite [pop-up] Rudolf Steiner Sydney Bookstore with thanks also. From the environment, setting, food and daily rhythm to the lectures, presentations, nature-based immersive workshops, silent contemplative practices, therapeutic treatments, a rich gathering of humans from near and far, this initiative was an inspiring experience. The emergence of healing communities as key to our future, healing-impulse-based service as practitioners was a resounding invitation — and this was certainly the pulse of our gathering.
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	DELIBERATIONS ON THE 2026 AGM  AND THE NEED FOR ‘BREATHABLE’ MEETING AGENDA
	HAMISH MACKAY
	We live in a time of technology, which can be of great service, but one consequence is that we no longer spend time together and get to know each other in reality. In discussion Rudolf Steiner had with farmers in 1924 during the Agriculture Course (GA327 fourth discussion) he commented:
	“Nowadays both radiant and conducted electricity are being used above ground to carry news as quickly as possible from one place to another. The effect of radiant electricity on the people living in the midst of it will be that they will no longer be able to comprehend the news that is transmitted so quickly. Electricity gradually wipes out comprehension. This effect is already noticeable today (1924! hm): you can already see that people have a harder time comprehending things that come toward them than they did a few decades ago.”
	As a general member, I attended the pre-AGM meetings of Branch Representatives on Thursday 9th and Friday 10th July. My first impression is it was far too rushed. Our lives are pervaded with emails and zooms, so when we do take the opportunity to come together in person, we would benefit greatly by actually having time to get to know each other. This requires an agenda that reflects and allocates a realistic space of time for both content and context. Rushing through an agenda put together on the day in the very least creates a quality of breathlessness – and potential tension. (A secondary point would be to have the event on a weekend when more members would be able to attend.) In my observation, the time constraints in the Branch Representatives meetings made it virtually impossible to really explore the different contributions Branch Representatives being brought from around the country; reports were given, yes, but the possibilities for a real sharing and comprehending were limited. Reports I’d heard of previous Branch Representative meetings were of the nature of “a good heart space”, but equally short on time for consultative decision making. These recent meetings were no exception. I would like to highlight the work we did with Susan Margaret. We broke into groups of four,  Susan led us through an exercise in which we identified, in a drawing using pastels, what we found problematic in the Society, then on a different sheet of paper, again with colour, what we perceived as a solution or way forward. The final step was to then incorporate the ‘solution’ image into the first image of the challenge.  Each group then crystalised their thoughts and, on coming back into the larger circle, these insights were shared and recorded on the blackboard for wider discussion.It will be interesting to see if the different Branches manage any follow up. The points manifested were:
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	·Value of face-to-face meetings
	·Clarity about the role of Branch Representatives/delegates
	·Importance of agenda setting for policy and planning
	·Social dynamics – spread of responsibility / participation
	·Value of constructive criticism
	·Awakening of Christmas Conference consciousness through Section work – Rosicrucian mysteries
	·Collaboration through diversity
	·“with single purpose”
	·Negativity vs constructivity, collaboration and support
	·Not to confuse detail with criticism
	·Mood of helpfulness
	There was interest expressed to know more about how the different Branches work, not with the idea/intent of becoming homogenous, but out of genuine interest to learn what works and what needs work - “mutual learning from each other”. Also questions were raised around responsibility – collective and personal, administration appropriate to the Age of MichaEl, whether we want have empowered Branch Representatives or just opinions. All worthy but, due to time constraints, insufficiently addressed.
	The AGM began at 10.30 on Friday 10 at Samford Valley Steiner School.  Hannah Semler introduced the Constitution Working Group – a meeting of members which has no formal standing, gathered at the invitation of Jane Bradshaw as General Secretary. Hannah gave an outline of the 5 meetings held to date, looking more deeply what we want as governance and financial management. Hannah’s written report is available for all members.  I gave an outline of the workings of “delegate” protocols which would empower Branch Representatives to attend meetings as part of an extended committee and formally vote on decisions on behalf of their branch members. This would allow the Branch Representatives to carry responsibility for the Anthroposophical Society in Australia. Chris Jeffrey presented an image of how the members through groups or branches would relate to each other and the Anthroposophical Society in Australia. There were nine other short, five-minute, presentations on zoom followed by the formal reports from the General Secretary, Chair, Registrar and Treasurer which all were affirmed. The Election for the position of General Secretary was then held. I must say that when the result was announced the atmosphere in the room was very muted. It felt to me that everyone recognised something was amiss with the process, we had failed to rise to a higher potential and had landed in an election that was not appropriate for the time or context. There were no acknowledgments, everyone just quietly left.
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	The situation we now have is a re-elected General Secretary, elected democratically by 80 members, representing 55% of those members who voted at the AGM (80% at the last election 6 years ago) but who represented only 13% of the membership (down from 24% six years ago).
	In the meeting of 25 December 1923, Rudolf Steiner goes on to comment:  “….., because only seven can yield a true majority. In the case of three and five there can of course be a seeming majority. But those who understand the nature of the human being know that with a majority of two to one arrived at amongst three members, or of three to two arrived at when there are five members, the one who makes the seeming majority does not count properly. Not until you can have four to three can you arrive at a possible majority, which results if on the one side you have three and on the other side one third more. This then makes a true majority possible. …”
	In Australia the General Secretary function is currently exercised on an aristocratic model. So, from my perspective, we have a faulty or incomplete democratic process spawning an equally problematic/untested aristocratic process. We are, in our Will, confirming Rudolf Steiner’s expectation:
	“If on the one hand the selection is made by means of an election that is thoughtless, then the Societies will not flourish. They will come to nought if someone is simply nominated so that the election may be settled in a hurry, as is the case with political elections. Nothing can come of this in our circles.” (GA 260, 25 December.)
	The other fact to note is that many of the members are “silent”; they do not turn up for decision making events. This complicates the democratic process further, which is why adopting a Branch Representative – with a “delegate” structure, would make for a more democratic outcome. see also lecture 4 of The Challenge of the Times. GA186, 6th December 1918. “The work”, however, in a weakened or imbalanced democratic process may find its way external to the Anthroposophical Society rather than being experienced “as” the Anthroposophical society. If the structure of a Society is Threefold free and open debate and exploration in the realm of ideas will be the norm with a sound due process for arriving at decisions by those affected by the decisions. Factions only arise out of a leadership group attempt to silence or exclude ideas in preference of their own. Rather there will grow an interest and enthusiasm among members to work out how we manifest anthroposophy, through many individuals, communities and fields of endeavour, in such a way that those with the capacity to manifest anthroposophy and those with a destiny to be part of it can be, nay, will feel the necessity to be, part of it and become active or at least supporting members.
	In Anthroposophy worldwide No. 6/25, p2 Changing trend in member numbers? we find that the General Anthroposophical Society membership numbers are again growing which is greatly encouraging. This might also be reflecting a wider – humanity wide – awakening to the need for something that is “missing” (something that makes sense/reminds us of our pre-birth intentions?) in our increasingly individualised (isolated?), global and technical culture. According the Pew Research Centre there has been a 6% increase globally in the number of Christians 2010 – 2020 (https://www.pewresearch.org/religion/2025/06/09/christian-population-change/).
	Also noteworthy is that in the USA there has been a 65% increase in the number of people who believe in re-incarnation over the past 20 years (https://mattmiksa.com/blog/12-mind-blowing-facts-from-scientists-who-study-reincarnation).
	As students of Anthroposophy these figures (being just two “random glimpses”) should not surprise, but my question is: are we ready for such an awakening? Have we the biodynamic farms, the eurythmy/arts performances and training schools, the scientific centres, the Waldorf education teacher training schools et al in place that this arriving cohort can recognise and find their place in? Do we have an effective Anthroposophical Movement?
	Can we seek out and empower those who have the tested capacities to bring these things about; making it a natural step for those with a pre-birth intention to be part of it? “The matter will be different, though, if consideration is given to those who have already earned some merit, or done certain work, or if their way of working has been observed. In such cases a majority is likely to come about quite naturally.” GA260,
	Or, will we sit comfortably on our real estate and bank accounts in “curule seats”: “Otherwise, the chairs occupied by the leading members will really become curule seats, and when some people make a specialty of resting on the curule seats, those not occupying them begin to itch. We must find a way to make sitters on curule seats itchy too. In other words, we're going to have to start jostling these chairs a little. But if we find the right way of arranging things, everything will go beautifully.” [GA257, Awakening to Community, 2 March 1923 ] and watch the world go by?
	It would be wonderful to experience many “significant events” in Australia and full heartedly encourage others to participate in or attend, individuals who might be inspired/reminded to join the Anthroposophical Society and so make a difference in the world.
	HEALING  THE  ‘BROKEN’ STORY -  THE  BURIED MOON,  TIDDY MUN  AND  THE DRAINING  OF THE FENS
	IRIS CURTEIS
	As storytellers, we sometimes come across a beautiful tale, but find a ‘gap’ where something should be, but isn’t. It can literally feel as if, in the telling of the tale, you have missed a step somewhere, or two ends of a skein of words just won’t stretch far enough to meet … it’s a confounding experience and can only be remedied if we search for and find what has been lost or broken. This is not as easy as it might sound.   I’ve told the tale of the Buried Moon a few times and could never understand why the seeming cohabitation and collaboration between the Fen Folk [human] and the Strange Folk [elemental or thereabouts] suddenly became strained, even hostile and finally murderous. In other tales where former friendships of this nature broke, even if it was temporary, the fault was clearly found in the conduct of humans. This is a worldwide phenomenon.  The folktale of the Buried Moon, as lovely as it is, doesn’t provide any insight into the rift within the tale, which is common to the Carr landscape found in the region of Surrey, England.  The elementals become angrey, desperate and vicious, the Moon hears about this and cannot understand or fully believe that things could have become so bad, and descends to earth to find out for herself. She is attached, flung into a black pool and trapped by the wicked elemental beings under a sab of rock. She is eventually saved by the people, but nothing explains why all of this ill feeling arose in the first place.

	It was only when I heard a tale from Lincolnshire, East Anglia, UK, that told of Tiddy Mun, the ‘King of the Fens’, who was the guardian of these wetlands and responsible for the Strange Folk, the human Fen Folk who lived in and with this environment, I recognised the connection between the stories.  This was further heightened by a historical story in which a perpetually broke King Charles I attempted to drain the fens, using Dutchmen with their skill at gaining land from the Sea, to gain more agricultural land and greater income, that this tale becomes whole. The restoration of missing aspects not only gives the tale far greater strength, its environmental [and Elemental] reverberations echo with immense power and renewed meaning into the present.  When we work with folktales and folklore in this way, we need to do so with the greatest diligence in research, cautious crafting of ‘bridges’, and respect to the story and its re/connected components. To make the different ‘patches’ more visible, I’ve used different coloured fonts. I have used images of fens, Tiddy Mun [both are artists’ renditions]  and a historical photo of ‘the draining’ to create a semi transparent overlapping collage [below].
	Tiddy Mun and the Buried Moon The Carr was a fair enough place by daylight and even beautiful under the summer sun when light gleamed in every ditch and pool and sparkled in the reedy marsh and glinted on fields of bog cotton. Fringed by marsh sedge, were the deep black pools. Agrimony flowered here next to bittersweet nightshade, water hemlock and snakeroot. Some pools were covered in floating duckweed, in a bright green treacherous mat easily mistaken for peat covered in sphagnum moss. The moss, too, spread across acres, dotted with sundews, lichens, cranberry patches and asphodel. And mud. Always mud, interrupted by networks of ditches running on all directions, coming together at all angles with narrow banks between them. Some channels flowed clear, and blue under a summer sky with yellow flag lilies and buttercup, but others were filled with slime and slush and vapours of stagnant decaying plants, animals or worse. The air was always damp, clammy and deadly cold in winter.
	The Fen Folk who lived here had built wooden trackways always slippery and so narrow that each step had to be placed straight in front of the other but they crisscrossed this landscape. And the folk who lived in the Carr found footholds here that made it safer to travel, trade, hunt and gather. But if you were foolish enough to leave the wooden way or unfortunate enough to miss it, every tussock squished, squelched and gave beneath your weight, the mucky soil sucked the shoes off your feet, quicksands waited to pull you under, black snags, the decaying roots of stunted swamp alder or willow tripped the unwary head-long into the black water of the pools. There’s no shelter to be found in the dense thickets of stunted trees, their dripping branches hung with curtains of pale fungus. And yet on a bright warm day, swamp harriers might perch or nest there, or hobby falcons, or grey herons. Dragonflies and damsels dance over the channels, pools and mires where marsh frogs and toads croak, mute swans glide and swallows skim. Newts and eels swim in the shadows hiding from the sharp eyes of the wading birds. The damp air can be full of butterflies and the hum of bees. But when the darklings come, the moonless, foggy nights the Carr belongs to sharp-toothed Jenny Greenteeth, rising from the duckweed covered pools to pull the lost under and gnaw the flesh from their bones, the shellycoat short and stooped with long arms and thin, wet hair, covered from head to toe in whelks and water snails, reeking of stagnant water. Night-Spiders spinning their darkness. In the Carr gather goblins, boggles, spectres, hags, bats, scrags, warlocks, knockers, doppelgänger, will’o the whisps, and the whistling Lanternman roam. Spirits, Spectres, Phantoms, Ghouls of every shape, make, form, fashion. All evil things that creep and crawl and fear the light came out in the darkness to do all the harm they could. They’d come to hate the people but it wasn’t always so.  The chieftain spirit of the bogs was Tiddy Mun, no taller than a child of three, he lived in the water holes, deep down in the still green water, only coming out with the evening mist rising. Limping as he went, dear to the heart, an old-one with long white hair, long white beard, all clumped together and tangled with moss. In his grey gown through the thick grey mist, he was hard to see, but he came with the sound of flowing water, a sigh of wind, laughter like a lapwing’s call. He wasn’t wicked and stroppy likesome bog spirits, or frightening like the Dead Hands. But it could send a shiver down your spine when, sitting at home on a winter’s night, you heard his screeching laugh out by the door. Folks huddled together and whispered, with a glance over their shoulders, “Hearken to Tiddy Mun!” There was a rhyme about him:
	‘Tiddy Mun without a name,  Whitehead, walking lame,  While the water teams the Fen  Tiddy Mun will harm no men’
	When the season was wet, and the waters rose and flooded beyond the marshes, creeping over doorsteps, covering paths, fathers, mothers and children would go out together, and looking over the bogs with great reverence, they’d chant:
	“Tiddy Mun without a name,  The water’s soaked the earth, again.” With bated breath, holding tightly to one another, they’d stand shaking and shivering in cold and the silence until they heard the lapwing bird screech across the fen.
	King Charles, the first of his ill-fated name, brought about ruin. He did not like the fens, he did not understand them or the people who insisted on living there, he thought it was a waste of land that should be changed and put to use and bring greater wealth into his hands. He employed Dutchmen to drain the bogs and straiten the meanders with canals and keep the waters out with dykes. The Fen Folk knew no good would come of such meddling, they would not give the Dutchies food or lodging.
	The spirits of the bog scared them away, but more and more came. The harm continued; the Fens were draining. The fen folk felt anger rising from the bogs and fens, from the black pools. Jenny Greenteeth went about in the light of day, Dead Hands reached and grabbed and pulled Dutchmen into the pools. At first only Duchies, but soon not only them. Windmills rose up everywhere, the air was filled with strange new sounds, dry land appeared, and spread like a disease. The fen folk grew afraid. They called on Tiddy Mun, but the lapwing gave no answer. Bad times. Cattle died, children grew sick, the elderly caught the fever; no one could work and many went hungry. Desperate, they threw stones at the wall-eyed witch from Gorby; they ducked Sally of Wadham in a pond till she nearly died. They spoke the Our Father backwards and blamed todlowries, spat to the east to keep them away, but it was no use. The wild strange folk began to hate all who walked about freely, changing the fens, drained the marshes. They did all they could to lead them to damage or death. Many a poor man or woman who’d spent their lives in the fens, protected by Tiddy Mun were deceived by malevolent things.
	Mark my words, on those nights when it was dark as dark, cause the Moon was away, these vile creatures had their will. The Carr’s reputation of evil and danger became so great even the Moon heard about it. She was troubled, for though it had always been a wild place, even a dangerous place, it had never been evil. Tiddy Mun had cared for the wellbeing of all – whether bog pool, toad, plant, strange spirit, or fen folk – always balancing, healing, soothing the wind and the water. Surely things couldn’t be this bad. She decided to go and see for herself. The Moon wrapped herself in a black cloak, pulled a hood over her head to keep her light contained and descended from the sky to the Carr thinking to walk through it. What she saw there made her shudder; the dismal bog, with pools of draining black water, and exposed gnarled, snags sticking up here and there amid the dank growth of rotting reeds and grasses.
	There was no light save the pale glimmer of the stars reflected in the sludge-filled pools and canals cut like seeping wounds through the fens. She could feel the dark was crowded with anger and creeping horrors. The place was thick with fear and she longed to go back home to the sky. But the Moon was brave and knew she had to know for herself that all she had heard was true. Deeper and deeper into the Carr she went. Evil thickened the air and horrors pressed in around her. A back snag caught her foot … the Moon fell into a large deep, deep pool. She reached out, grabbing at anything that might stay her fall and caught hold of a swamp alder root. But it writhed and twisted around her wrists and bound her as if with steel manacles. The more she struggled the tighter it gripped. There she was in the black pool, bound and unable to free herself. As she floated in the dark water she heard – in the distance – a forlorn voice, a wailing cry, dying away in despair. She listened and listened, and the cry came nearer; then she heard footsteps – halting, stumbling and slipping. At last, by the dim light of the stars, she saw a poor man who’d lost his way and was floundering on to his death.  The man had caught sight of a gleam of light from the captive Moon, and made his way towards it, thinking light meant help. As he came nearer and nearer the pool, the Moon could do nothing to save him, but she wanted to, she wanted to so badly. She struggled so fiercely the hood of her cloak fell back and light streamed from her golden hair, bathing the whole Carr in brilliance, falling on muddy pools and quicks and quags, glinting on the twisted roots. How glad the man was to see the light! It had saved him from falling into the black pool. He could see all the Evil Things scurrying back into the shadows! And best of all, he could find the path! He cried with joy and ran along it with such haste that he had not time to wonder at the strange thing that had just happened. Or that the blessed light that showed him his path to safety shone from the radiant hair of the Moon, or even see she was bound fast to a snag and half buried in the bog.  The Moon was so happy he was safe, that she forgot her own danger and need. But, as she watched him escape, she realised she should have asked him to help her. It was too late. She tugged and strained again until she sank exhausted, deeper into the mud at the foot of the snag. As she did so, her head sank to her breast, and the hood of her cloak again covered her shining hair. Darkness fell, and all the vile things came out of their hiding-places whispering, nattering, screeching louder and louder as they swarmed and gathered round the poor Moon, snarling and scratching, kicking and beating her and screaming. Hatred poured from their mouths. At last they had her in their power – their foe whose light they could not endure. The Bright One whose smile of light sent them scurrying away into their crevices and defeated their designs and enabled the duchies and fen folk to slowly cruelly kill the fens. ‘Curse you! Curse you’ screamed the cold hags; ‘You meddlesome body that spoils all our potions.’
	The Jenny Greenteeth shrieked and bit her, goblins, boggles, scrags, warlocks, knockers, doppelgänger, will’o the whisps, and the whistling Lanternman all uttered their maledictions, ‘your light has driven us into the furthest corner of the Carr, but no more! We have you in our power now.  And there was a great clamour as out-of-tune as out-of-tune could be. All the things of darkness raised their harsh and cracked voices in the orgy of hate. ‘Poison her. Let’s poison her! ‘Burn her with corpse-lights!’  ‘Smother her!’ hissed the creeping horrors.  ‘Spin webs round her!’ And the spiders of the night swarmed all over her. A horrible, screeching dispute arose, while the captive Moon shuddering in the black pool at the foot of the snag gave herself up as lost. The dim grey light of the dawn found them still hissing and clawing and screeching at one another. Then, some scuttled away to fetch a great slab of rock to bury her in that very pool – bury her deep.  They clutched her with srawny, pointy fingers and pressed her down into the black water. They stamped on her, and hurled the stone slab on top of her. The cold-hags called two will-o’-the-wisps from the darkest part of the Carr and ordered them keep watch by the grave of the Moon. If she tried to get out, the will-o-the-wisps were to sound an alarm. Then all the horrid things crept away from the morning light, chuckling to themselves over the funeral of the Moon.
	Now the time of the New Moon had come and passed. The moon should be waxing now, said the good folk who dwelt around the marshes looking up at the sky, but it wasn’t. They started to talk. There was no moon in the sky, there really wasn’t. They had no friend like the Moon, whose light showed the paths and trackways through the Carr, and drove away all the vile things.  Night after night, it was pitch dark, and the Horrors in the fens grew more and more bold and swarmed even beyond the marshes in ever-increasing numbers, so that no traveller was safe. The people were frightened and dumbfounded. How could it be that the Moon was missing and allowed such thing to happen? Some of them went to the old Wise Woman who lived in a mill nearby to ask: what happened to the Moon?  The Wise Woman looked long into her magic mirror, she looked long into a brew of herbs, muttering words that nobody but herself could understand. ‘It’s all strange,’ she said at last; ‘all is out of kilter. Tiddy Mun no longer answers and now this. There’s nought to say what has become of her. I’ll look again later on; meantime if ye do learn anything, let me know.’ They went away more mystified than ever. The following nights brought no Moon. The evil things of the Carr became bolder and bolder still. Venturing to the outskirts of the villages. By the fireside, at the work-bench, in the inn and all about, the fen folk could only speak of one thing: it were bad enough that Tiddy Mun were gone, but who’d ever heard of the Moon being lost?
	It chanced that a man from the other side of the fens was sitting in the inn at dusk, smoking his pipe, biding his time, and listening to the talk; for no one went about by night any more. When all of a sudden, he sat bolt upright, slapped his thigh and cried out, ‘I’ fegs! Now I mind where that there Moon be!’ Then he told them about the time he got lost and was frightened to death; how he went blundering on in the dark with all the Evil Things after him, and, at last, how a great bright light burst out of a pool and showed him the way to go. Well, the people took the shortest cut to the Wise Woman, and told her the man’s story. After a long look in the mirror and the pot, she wagged her head slowly and said, ‘There are strange portends about the moon but I would need her light to conjure by to see more clearly. I can’t tell ye exactly where she’s gone or what’s made off with her. But if ye do what I tell ye, then ye may hap on her yourselves. Listen now! Just before the darklings come, ye must all go together, each of ye take a stone in your mouth and carry a twig of the witch-hazel in your hands, and go into the marshes without fear. Whatever you do, speak no word. Wait until you feel the darkness gathering, keep straight on till ye find a spot where ye’ll see a coffin with a kind of cross and two candles on it. That’s all I can tell you. If you find that, ye’ll find the Moon, if ye’re lucky. The next night, as the darkness fell, they gathered – mothers and grandmothers, children, and grandchildren, fathers, grandfathers, brothers, uncles and aunties and sisters – all trooped out into the Carr, each with a stone in their mouth and a twig of witch-hazel in their hands. Never a word they spoke, but kept straight on. And, I’m telling you, there was not one among them but had the creeps and the starts. They could see nothing around them but bogs and pools and snags; but strange sighing whispers brushed past their ears, and cold wet hands sought theirs and tugged at the hazel twigs. But all at once, while looking everywhere for the coffin with the cross and the candles, they espied the big, strange stone half submerged in a black pool. It looked just like a coffin; at the head of it was a black snag with arms outstretched in a grotesque, stunted, gnarled image of a cross. And two will o’ the wisps flickered like candles – before they vanished in fright. Seeing this, the people took heart and seized the stone slab and pulled and heaved … soon a thin slither of light seeped out, they heaved even harder and all at once, light flooded from underneath it. So much light! Some of them swore, just for a precious moment they saw the most beautiful face bathed in this light looking up at them from the pool, looking up at them with wistful eyes like ‘pools of gratitude’ or ‘lakes of love.’ Instantly the Moon appeared in the sky, full and round, making the safe paths between the bogs as clear as day. The Moon was there to light them home again.
	But the fen folk knew this was not all they had to do. When the New Moon came, they gathered, each with a kettle full of water, and looked out to the draining river and chanted: “Tiddy Mun, without a name.  Here’s water for thee, make undone the spell again.”  They listened, hoping to hear Tiddy Mun answer them. There was no sound. They waited a long, long time. Then the most awful wailing and whimpering broke out, like  scores of crying babies, sobbing as if their hearts would break.  Then stillness. Stillness, so deep, they could hear the water lapping and soughing at their feet. Then, softly, from the river, came the lapwing cry. Tiddy Mun! He’d heard and answered. The spell would lift.  From that day on, nature thrived once more in the Fens; from that day on with every New Moon they went out to the nearest water-edge chanting: ” Tiddy Mun, without a name. Here’s water for your game.” And then, the lapwing screech would come back soft and tender. ****** While King Charles I attempts at draining the fens failed, further attempts to drain fens and wetlands, like the Carr landscapes continued with severe consequences not only for flora and fauna. In 1848, a post was driven into the peat, the top of which was at ground level. Now this post towers four metres above ground level, starkly showing how peat levels have shrunk over the past 170 years. Peatlands reduce flood risk by slowing water flow, provide habitat and a web of life for rare birds, insects and plants and natural predators. Peatlands are vital stores of carbon dioxide. “An acre of peat holds as much carbon dioxide as an acre of rainforest,” [Lorna Parker, restoration manager for the Great Fen].  I delight in Poetic Justice: the sinking land once again allows water to rise, gradually restoring wetlands. Lapwings are returning. Looks like Tiddy Mun wins after all.
	‘Unpacking’ this story a little: ‘Stones in their mouths’ - a traditional practice so that evil might not come near, night or day, nor hate magic might not seize their mouths, and they be honoured among their people and their speech pleasing. Witch-hazel - this healing plant has long-lived yellow blossoms [late winter/very early spring]; brings light and hope into dark places and dark times and reminds us we can shine in darkness, even if everything else is retreating and dying. In folk magic traditions Witch-hazel is known for its power to find nearly anything: water, gold, silver, salt, minerals, coal, or other buried treasure.  And in ‘way-finding’.  Witch-hazel, more generally, can help us do work both physically in the world and metaphysically within ourselves. While I have shared this story here - and sincerely hope you enjoyed both the ‘healing’ of this tale and the story as such, please respect my research, my work, and copyright.
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