The Ostara Transformation
How do you know when you are truly a Witch?  I won’t begin this essay with any grand claims, nor will I begin it by debasing my own skills and beliefs.  I will begin with simply this:  I am a Witch, and I understand and I believe, just like you do.  I may not have had the same experiences, but much like yours, mine too have transformed me into who I am today.  I may not have the same exact beliefs, but at the core we believe the same, which makes us all family.
A bit of background…Prior to my Magickal life, I was like many of us, a Christian.  As a child I had that joyful connection to the Divine, a living relationship with the world around me.  Once I began to “learn” about how the world around me “should” be, and my “role” in it as a Christian should be, I lost that magickal connection.  Eventually I found it again through Wicca, and my life has never been the same, especially after the Ostara Transformation.
Ostara is a holiday for rebirth; it is a celebration of emerging life, a joyful expression of the transformation from death to rebirth.  It is perhaps most fitting that the last vestiges of my old self finally passed away, leaving only my dynamic, spiritual, and deeply vibrant self behind…The Witch.  

Which brings us back full circle to the question “How do you know when you are truly a Witch?”  When you first started down your path, was it curiosity combined with frustration that led you to seek out the Craft?  In my case, and in many others, this is how I took my first steps.  I purchased several books, read through them cover to cover, and began to dabble.  The more I dabbled the more I learned.  Therefore as I progressed further and further into the Craft, I began to learn that those all-important “life lessons” that I had been raised with, such as the Ten Commandments, were somehow flawed, at least in my reckoning.  
It was at this point where I knew that I wanted to be a Witch, yet, I still truly was not.  I would approach problems from a Wiccan point of view, and then dissect the ethics and morality (mostly-subconsciously) with a fundamentalist Christian point of view.  Needless to say this method of approaching life was a bit confusing.  

One can only progress so far into the Craft while carrying the baggage of another faith.  The centralized dogma and doctrine of the Christian faith does not mesh well with the “An’ it harm none, do what ye will” of the Wiccan.  I believe that we have all been there at some point in our beginnings; you’re performing a working, you’re about ready to call upon the God and Goddess, and then BAM!  You’re suddenly attacked with doubt as to what your faith is, whether there even is a God or Gods, if there is a God and he disproves of what you are about to do, etc.  The doubt and guilt hit you like a ton of bricks and you just can’t go any further with a clear head.  
It may just be me, but I think that many of us have had this very same, or similar, experience.  It is a momentary shadow of doubt that reveals the more deeply seeded theological question of “Who am I really?”

At this point I was able to push the doubt and fear away, continue my work, and reflect upon it later.  Thus the question, how do you know when you are truly a Witch?

Abraham Lincoln once paraphrased a verse from the Book of Matthew from the Christian Bible that states “A house divided against itself cannot stand”, this is also true for the new Witch.  A Witch divided against him/herself cannot last.  Something somewhere has to give.  In my case my old Judeo-Christian ideologies got the boot, but it took time.  However, there was a time over a decade ago that I was at the very same place and made an entirely different choice.  The broom closet door got kicked in on me and so I walked away from my desire out of good ole’ God-fearin’ and for my family’s sake (and therefore my sanity!!!).  
So finding myself at the same crossroads and knowing how it worked out last time, which was not well, I was bound and determined to get over it and become who and what I truly was.  I live in the closet, because in my area you don’t have much of a choice, but even in the closet, how do you know when you truly are a Witch?

The answer?  When you truly feel like a Witch, you are a Witch.  It literally is that simple.  For me, the last vestiges of my Christian self dissipated during an Ostara Celebration.  I am a Solitary Wiccan; I perform my worship of the divine on my own.  I give reverence to the Goddess and God through the coven of my mind.  I am the High-Priest, I am the High-Priestess, I am the Initiate, I am the Crone, and I am a coven of one.  I am a solitary witch, meaning that I do it all and am responsible for every aspect of the ceremony, ritual, and spell.  It also means that my spiritual experiences are that much more intense.
As I was in the midst of my Ostara celebration, I begin to think upon what the meaning of holiday really was; the rebirth and greening of the Earth.  The beaten, frozen, and tortured landscape of winter begins to transform, the forest, mere weeks ago a collection of bare brown trees begins to flourish and bloom.  The birds that have flown south for the winter return, their song fills the morning sky with hope of new life to come.  The temperature, so frigid and unbearable for months begins to soften, clear up, and warm.  The weather gets crazy, one day there is snow, the next day is sun and high temps, and the day after that a blizzard comes along and snows you in for a week followed by several days of warmth and sun, as though every day was meant to be like that.  

It was upon these natural cycles that I was thinking when I realized something.  Just as spring comes and takes a barren land and brings an abundance of life to it, Wicca brought love, abundance, and freedom to my spirit.  In the cycle of my life, I was passing through my own personal Winter, the remnants of past lessons still echoing in my mind just as snow echoes throughout the early spring land, even though the promise of green life is upon us at spring, still the remnants of Winter come forward make their last feeble attempt at prolonging the inevitable.  
For me, while I stood in the presence of the Divine, my energies flowing with their energies, reflecting upon the nature of Ostara and the significance of the holiday itself, I too was reborn.  I was the Oak King defeating the Holly King for his rightful place upon the Earth.  I was the Land, coming alive and still feeling the remains of a hard winter, yet still coming alive regardless.  I had passed through the lands of winter and was now heading into the life of spring.

How do you know when you are truly a Witch?  Like most things in the Craft, you’ll just know.  In my case it was the spiritual connection with the Earth and its cycles that made me realize that I have always been a Witch, it was just a matter of unlearning those things that washed the Wicca from me.  It hit me quickly, as for the first time I felt those established doctrinal teachings let go, and I understood that my old beliefs were unnatural, at least for me.  I let them go.  I have been a True Witch from that day forward.
So as we celebrate this Ostara let us also celebrate the rebirth of life within ourselves.  Let us notice and bring forth those greening things within us that make us what we are.  Let yourself become who you want to be by getting out of the way of yourself.  And always remember, everything is a cycle and nothing on its own lasts forever.  When those wintery moments enter your life, look forward to the coming spring and begin to think about the meaning of Ostara.  It might just change your life…It did for me!

Blessed Be,

-Phoenix Forestsong

