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In The End ~ It’s The Magic!

By Wendy Snow Fogg

Early this morning as the sun crested the tops of the trees on the edge of the eastern field of Misty Meadows, I heard a voice in my heart saying “Remember, in the end it’s still about the magic ~ the magic of the green spirits ~ the magic of the human body’s ability to heal itself ~ the magic of synergy ~ the magic”.  So, since I’ve learned over the years that when Spirit whispers in my ear, I’d better listen, I have decided to share with you my personal green journey.

My first experience with the healing plants was neither invited, nor expected.  It was 1983 and I was working as a secretary in the Computer Science Dept. at UNH.  Linn and I would often share stories about our gardens.  Her knowledge was far superior to mine, as I’d only been attempting to garden for the last year or so, and so far I was managing enjoying my organic veggies and a few flowers.  Linn insisted that I accept a gift of herb plants from her garden, and rather than hurt her feelings I took them.  Little did I know that my life was about to take a major turn in the direction of my destiny!

As spring warmed into summer, I found myself gravitating to that little herb circle every day after work.  The smells were heavenly and somehow I felt good there among my new aromatic companions, but I did wonder what woul d be the fruits of this labor? In those days, herbalism wasn’t a hot topic around here, not much in the bookstores other than gardening books, nothing about herbal medicine. There was one lone herb store in Portsmouth, where I took one or two workshops that helped kindle the green fire within .  At the end of one particularly trying workday, I changed my clothes and headed out to tend that little round garden.  As I scratched the ground beneath the lavender plants I heard something…’yes, I’m sure I heard something…no…. couldn’t be……….but…. nah.  The next day I was suffering with a headache and although I planned to tend the garden, I found myself lying among the plants, on the ground, grateful for the warm sun on my back.  Then…I heard it…for sure this time…’Just be still and listen…we’ll tell you what you want to know…we’ll teach you of the healing…and you’ll teach others’.   I jumped up and ran inside, unnerved by the experience.  Each time I went to the garden after that, the plants shared with me their stories, their songs, and I became more able to hear.  They drew my tears and turned them to healing rain. They took my heartaches and turned them to strength and joy and hope. They heard my heart….and helped me to hear it, too.  From that day on I’ve been a grateful student of the plants.

Over the years I’ve collected a respectable herbal library, and I love and appreciate the work of many wonderful herbalists.  But in the end, it’s always the plants themselves who remain the most remarkable teachers.  I’m continually awed when I find in a book somewhere words that sing the same song I’ve heard directly from a plant!  It’s knock me to my knees humbling to think that a being so perfect as a plant would choose me to do its bidding.  Yet it has, so I do that to the very best of my ability, which includes my pledge to always speak for the plants, defend the forest, and teach others to listen, to discover the magic.

In the last 10 years or so, I’ve been particularly interested, puzzled actually, by the growing desire of so many in the herbal community to strive for acceptance by the world of  Western medicine, to fit into the allopathic mold.  

I attended the 2004 conference of the American Herbalist Guild and attended classes taught by several outstanding teachers who demonstrated their clear knowledge of the science behind herbal medicine.  It was also joyfully clear to me that amid the political turmoil of this relatively young organization, many remain deeply connected to the true spirit and essence of green healing and hold folk medicine in a place of reverence. 

It’s a sad and sterile observation that the place of the folk herbalist has been diminished in the eyes of many whose path has taken them to a place of science & standardization over art & intuition. I think Matthew Wood states it perfectly: “A culture that has lost its folk medicine, or its ability to heal and cure everyday problems with everyday materials, has lost a part of its soul.” (The Practice of Traditional Western Herbalism, M. Wood, 2004).

I hear the words of those who profess to honor herbalism in its pure form, and yet their actions often fail to support those words as they bend and break in the storm of pressure to support licensure, registration, standardization, labels that could make us more “acceptable” to mainstream Western medicine. Does this not give the impression that we really don’t believe that herbalism can stand on its own?   I believe, no, I KNOW that we, the herbalists, must stand strong, tall and [image: image2.jpg]


true to the work of promoting the healing plants, in their whole, total, magical tradition, and honor and support those who are blessed to be practitioners of this amazing art, whether or not they have special letters after their names.  Rather than investing energy in finding ways to conform, we must put that energy in to practicing herbalism, spending more time with the plants than with the books, teaching at every opportunity, walking our talk.  This is the road to true integrative medicine, the place where all modalities of medicine are complimentary, the place where there is no ‘alternative medicine’.

There are miracles in all modalities of healing, and if we put away our egos it will become beautifully clear that only the acceptance of all the healing traditions, honoring each in its own right, will bring about a society that recognizes the ability and desire of the human body to be healthy and whole. I visualize the time when all modalities of healing will be considered complimentary.  But that won’t happen if herbalism is allowed to be watered down and forced into conformity, mediocrity.

…. “be still and listen…we’ll tell you what you want to know……….we’ll teach you of the healing………..and you’ll teach others”.  

… I heard a voice in my heart saying “Remember, in the end it’s still about the magic ~ the magic of the green spirits ~ the magic of the human body’s ability to heal itself ~ the magic of synergy ~ the magic”.

Have you listened lately?  What do you hear?
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