
 

Pooka’s Page for Grownups 

This issue of Pooka Pages has been, without a doubt, the hardest for me to 

produce in the entire eleven years since it was begun.  Indeed, for a short while 

I wasn’t sure there would ever be another issue. 

As many of you may have heard, Pooka crossed over to the Summerlands on 

March  25
th. 

  

 I’m devastated without my little partner, co-author and familiar at my side.  

But the sympathy and support of friends helped me through those first mind-

numbing days and our Pooka Pages Team members gallantly rallied through our shared grief to make sure this 

issue did get to you.   

Even Pooka, himself, took part.  His little ghost sat pressed against my side and dictated a story about his Great 

Adventure. 

He wanted the children to know, as we did, that this was a Transition, that he’s resting comfortably with the God 

& Goddess for a while and that he will be back. That someday, I will look into the eyes of a little black kitten and 

say: “There you are!  I found you! ”  

When that day comes, Pooka (in his new body) and I, together, will write Part Two of his “Great Adventure”… 

Until then, his indomitable little spirit lives on… and so will the Pooka Pages. 

 

 



 

Some Other Names:  May Day, Roodemas, Walpurgis (Germany), Cetshamain (Ireland),  

Cyntefin (Wales), Cala Me' (Cornwall) and Kala-Hanv (Brittany) 

This is when the Goddess and the God get married and all of Nature celebrates with them. The ancient Celts 
divided the year into two parts – Winter, the colder, dark part that began at Samhain, and Summer, the lighter, 
warmer part, which officially started at Beltane.    It is celebrated with maypoles, picnics, courtship, flower 
gathering and May baskets, bonfires, processions and games.  We also use this time to bless our animals and 
gardens. Beltane is one of the times of the year that fairies, elves and pixies especially love to play and you’re 
much more likely to see one!   
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Whistling up the Wind 

 

Pooka stepped outside the cottage and raised his little black nose.  It was a soft Spring day, warm and filled with 

the fragrances of Elsie’s herb garden, the pine scent of the forest and the grassy smells of the meadow beyond.  

A Cat’s Nose is a wondrous thing! 

He debated between a lazy roll in his newly sprouted catnip (and the chance of being drafted into helping Elsie 

weed the garden) or a leisurely stroll through the forest and up to the meadow.  

 The forest won. 

So Pooka set out and followed the stream that led to a sunny hilltop meadow.  When he arrived, he was 

surprised to see he wasn’t the only one up there. 

Elsie’s friend, Nathan, was running down one side of the hill.   He gripped the end of a string tightly in his fist 

and, on the other end of the string, in the air behind the boy, bobbed a large sheet of colorful paper attached to 

a stick frame.  A long piece of cloth dangled from this contraption like a tail and was being dragged swiftly 

through the grass. 

This must be a Game!  And Pooka did what any kitty would do:  He raced after the cloth tail until he was close 

enough to POUNCE! 

“Pooka!” yelled the red-faced boy.  Nathan was panting heavily.  “I almost had it in the air!” 

The cat sat on his haunches, his paw firmly planted on his prize. 

“Had what in the air?” he asked innocently. 

Nathan scowled and began winding the string back up.  “My kite,” he said.  “I’ve been trying all morning to get it 

into the air and I almost had it!” 

“Try again?” suggested Pooka. 

Nathan nodded.  “Okay, but don’t chase it this time.” 

Pooka agreed, curious to see what would happen if he didn’t.  But when Nathan started running down the hill, 

the kite bounced behind him and the tail affixed to it slithered through the grass in a manner irresistible to his 

kitty senses. 

Pooka chased the tail and, again, he caught it! 



“POOKA!” yelled Nathan furiously. 

The little cat jumped off the fabric and sat down quickly.  “I’m sorry!  I couldn’t help it.” 

The boy wound his string again, and plopping down next to Pooka, gave him a scratch behind the ears.  “That’s 

okay,” he said.  “I haven’t been able to get that kite up all morning.” 

“Why not?” came a voice behind them. 

They both swiveled their heads and saw Elsie standing there.  She had a basket over her arm that was filled with 

herbs from the forest. 

“Well,” explained Nathan glumly, “you need at least some wind to fly a kite.  And there’s just no wind today.  

Not even a breeze.” 

The little witch nodded.  She set down her basket, then strode away from them to the top of the hill.  There, she 

stood with her arms outstretched, and began to whistle a wild and strange tune. 

The leaves of the trees began to rustle.  The tall grasses began to dance.  Pooka felt the fur on his back ruffled 

and lifted by the sudden gust of air.  He turned to look at Nathan who was staring wide-eyed as his kite gently 

lifted a few inches off the ground. 

Elsie ambled back down the hill and bent to pick up her basket. 

Nathan and Pooka stared up at her.  Nathan swallowed a couple of times and then asked: “How did you do 

that?”  

Elsie shrugged.  “It’s a very old spell called Whistling Up the Wind.”  She smiled.  “Now go fly your kite.” 

Nathan nodded.  His eyes were still as big and round as pancakes.  “Okay.  And, ummm, thanks!” 

“Can I chase its tail now?” asked Pooka eagerly. 

Nathan glared at the cat.  “No!” he said. 

Pooka’s shoulders slumped and he sighed.  “I guess I’ll just go roll in my catnip then. “  

 



    

Lotions & PotionsLotions & PotionsLotions & PotionsLotions & Potions    
By Sally & Connall Echternach 

 

Beltane Pet Blessing  
Elsie’s Note:  Beltane is a traditional time for blessing pets and livestock! 

You will need:   a bouquet of flowers, Anointing Oil, Your Self and Your pet. 

 

Place your flowers, one at a time, in a circle. Instead of drawing a circle, this time we will 

use our Beltane flowers to make our circle. 

Now, we need to leave a doorway open. Take 2 of your flowers and place them to the side to create your doorway. 

Enter your circle of flowers with your pet. If they don't want to enter, it's ok. You can call them to the circle in a 

bit. Animals can come in to or out of a circle without a doorway. 

Place those two flowers back in place to close your circle.  Sit quietly for a moment and think about your pet. 

Pick up your anointing oil. Close your eyes with your oil in your hands and let all of your love for your pet flow 

from your hands into the bottle.  Gently call your pet to you.  Rub a drop or two of oil onto your pet's head and 

say: 

 

By Earth, Water, Air, and Fire. 

I call on the Spirits of the Land and Sea. 

To protect (Pet's name)  is my desire. 

As I will it, So Mote it Be! 

 

 Now thank the Spirits for coming, and open your circle.  

Annointing Oil 

A carrier oil ( I generally use a light oil like Jojoba or almond oil) 

A rose petal (and/or rose essential oil) 

A Vanilla bean ( and/or vanilla extract or essential oil) 

A bottle with a cap/cork 

ribbons (optional) 

 

Begin this oil 3 days before ritual.  Add the rose petal and the vanilla bean to your bottle.  Fill your bottle with the 

carrier oil and cap.  Tie your ribbons any way you like around the neck of the bottle (optional).  Allow your oil to sit 

in a sunny spot on your altar or in a window for 3 days. It will then be charged and ready for use. 



 

 

 



Strawberry. 

Now Spring is getting around, finally, strawberries are 

starting to blossom and soon the rich, red fruits will 

ripen. Time to see what this beauty has in store as 

medicine.  

The berries themselves are filled with Vitamin C and 

antioxidants. So those are great to hav

your immune system. But the and roots leaves are 

useful too!  

By drinking three to four cups a day of an infusion 

(nice word for tea) of roots and leaves, you will cleanse 

your tummy and urine track, and, if you have weight 

issues, this will help lose a bit of poundage.

If you feel very under the weather (as I imagine you 

might do, after such a long winter) make an infusion of only the roots. This will help detox the body and 

remove acne. And if you need a treat for your face, make a mask b

your face for about 5 minutes. NEVER cover your eyes with ANY mask.

The leaves will help stop diarrhea, if you drink them boiled (not the leaves themselves, but the fluid…), 

three to four cups a day.  

If you have mouth ulcers, make a mouthwash of strawberry root by boiling a handful of dried root in a 

quart (is 1 liter) of water and letting it cool. Once completely cooled, bottle, put the date you made it on 

a label, along with what it is, and use as regular mouthwash.

Well, that’s it for this issue. See you in the next Pooka Pages! And remember: any weed can be a healing 

herb! 
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Pooka’s Pooka’s Pooka’s Pooka’s Strawberry Rose Strawberry Rose Strawberry Rose Strawberry Rose Beltane CakeBeltane CakeBeltane CakeBeltane Cake    

 

In Pooka’s opinion, Strawberries are right up there with Tuna and Roses in his List of Favorite Foods.  And since 

both Strawberries and Roses are in season at Beltane, why not combine the flavors to make a Pooka Beltane 

Cake?  (We’d add the Tuna also, but that would be just too weird!)   Instead of rose petals, we’ll use Rose 

Geranium leaves to get the flavor we want.  This is what you do: 

Start with a white cake mix and prepare the batter according to the instructions on the box. 

Then add a bunch of fresh strawberries that have been chopped up and stir them in. 

Pour the batter into a greased 8 1/2 x 11 inch pan and lay clean, fresh Rose Geranium leaves over the top and 

bake (Again using the instructions on the box.) 

When it’s done, lift the leaves off the cake and throw them away.  They’ve already given your whole cake a 

wonderful, delicate rose flavor during the baking process! 

To make the Glaze: 

First pour about 1/3 cup boiling water over a kid-sized handful of 

rose geranium leaves and let it steep about 5 minutes.  (Better ask 

a grownup to help with that part!) 

Put 2 cups of powdered sugar in a bowl and pour in ¼ cup of 

melted butter and 2 tablespoons of the tea you made with the 

leaves.  Add a pinch of salt, a half teaspoon of vanilla and a drop or 

two of red food coloring. 

Then beat it with a spoon or whisk until it’s nice and smooth.  Add 

a teensy bit more tea if you need to.  Then pour it over your cooled 

cake.   Try not to eat the whole thing by yourself! 

    

 



JIMMY IS A SPECIAL WITNESS 

BY EVELIEN ROOS 

 

 

Jimmy shivered and sneezed. What a rotten Spring this has turned out to be! After the nice spell of warmer 

weather around Ostara, Winter had struck back relentlessly and icy winds and snow had regained control over 

the forest. Still little hedgehog had to go and find his breakfast, so he scurried out of his den and out into the 

cold forest dusk.  

The last couple of weeks, when he had woken up, he’d made a beeline straight to the Stones. Somehow the 

Earth there barely froze and there were always lots of worms and insects burrowing there and even a few blades 

of green grass. So again he struck out to the Stones. He did not feel at ease though. It felt like, somehow, the 

world was holding its breath, waiting for something. 

When Jimmy stuck his nose out the underbrush, he stopped in his tracks. A female human was in the Circle. She 

was old and her long white hair fell free over her stooped shoulders. Her measured steps aided by a gnarled oak 

stick, she shuffled to the centre of the Circle. Yet somehow Jimmy could not shake the feeling this was not an 

ordinary human… He’d been in the presence of Gods before, and the old lady gave him the same awed, yet 

loved feeling Pan and Ostara had. So he waited, along with the World.  

At the centre of the Circle, the old woman kneeled and sighed. It occurred to Jimmy that in her wake the grass 

somehow seemed more browned and almost frozen than before she’d passed. One of the woman’s eyes was 

blind and the other light blue, almost white, and she stared right at Jimmy. Her face looked like a winter apple 

with dozens of wrinkles, and as she smiled they deepened. “Hello Jimmy.” She croaked. “I am the Cailleach 

(pronounce KAL-y-ach), the Old Woman of Winter. Pleased to meet you…”  

Jimmy scuttled out into the Circle and stopped a few feet from the Cailleach. She smelled of musty leaves and 

something old and forgotten… His nose wrinkled in dislike.  

The Cailleach laughed softly and said: “I am the Goddess of Death too. That’s why I don’t smell of roses. You are 

perceptive! I think I would like to chat with you for a while.”   

The sky slowly paled as the Cailleach softly spoke to Jimmy of Winter and the need of things to die. “You see 

Jimmy. If things don’t die, there is no new life needed, so no babies or fruit.” She ended her story.  

Jimmy nodded and he truly understood. He nudged the grey dress of the Old Woman and tried to convey his 

feelings for her. He really had grown fond of her.  

The Cailleach sighed and glanced up to the treetops.  “And now, my dear little woodland friend, I have to go.”  

Alarmed Jimmy looked up to Her face. She smiled down on him and put her withered hand on his back. “As all 

things, I have finite time on this world. But I will leave you with a gift.” Under her hand Jimmy’s back grew warm.  

He looked up at the Cailleach and thought: “It’s such a shame we have such little time.” And his eyes widened. 

Those words had come out of his mouth, like Human speech!  



The Cailleach chuckled. “That is my Gift to 

you. And I have already outstayed my 

welcome this year. Humans and animals 

alike are grumbling about the long 

Winter, and Summer needs to come. You 

may stay, but please, go to the edge of 

the Circle.”  

Jimmy nodded, nuzzled her dress in 

farewell and scurried towards the Circles 

edge. There he turned and faced The Old 

Woman. A ray of sunlight hit her and She 

slumped. Forcing himself not to rush 

over, Jimmy stayed and watched.  

Then something Marvellous happened. 

The stooped back of the Woman 

straightened and her white hair seemed 

to catch fire. The grey dress grew darker, 

richer in colour and turned dark green. 

The stooped figure stood up and Jimmy 

saw in awe that She had turned into a 

beautiful young woman with fiery red hair and leaf green eyes.  

“Hello Jimmy.” She said and her voice sounded rich and youthful. “I am Bride, the Young Woman of Summer, 

and I am the counterpart of the Cailleach. Every Samhain I have to leave this world, and She reigns for 6 months. 

Then at Beltane, She has to go, and I return. So now I will truly bring Summer to the World. Goodbye!” And she 

walked away, the grass beneath her feet growing green and young. 

Jimmy sat at the Circles edge, pondering what he had been through, as the branches at his right rustled and 

parted. He turned to look and sighed in relief. “Oh it’s you Isobel,” he said thoughtlessly.  

Isobel froze, looking around. “Who said that? Who’s there?” she demanded. When she didn’t see anybody or 

get any answer, she relaxed and walked to the centre of the Circle. There she stopped, puzzled, and turned 

around her axis. Jimmy made his way to her and she bent over to pet him. “You know, Jimmy, something very 

magical seems to have happened here. The very air simmers with it.” 

 Jimmy looked into her brown eyes and said: “I know…” Then he explained a flabbergasted Isobel how his day 

had started out… 

 

 



 

 

Beltane is also known as May Day and, for many years, it was 

common for people to give each other May Baskets.  Children 

would even make paper baskets at school and then fill them with 

flowers and treats to give to their friends.  If you have an elder 

neighbor, why not make them a May Basket?  It will make them 

so happy and transport them right back to the days when they 

were young! 



WitchCraftsWitchCraftsWitchCraftsWitchCrafts    
Charms/Tokens to Honor the Union of the God & Goddess 

by Mathew Two-Shoes 

 

This time we're going to make some charms/tokens that we can hang 
around the house, in the trees, or lay on the altar.  

Main thing you will need is ribbon, hemp rope, or yarn. (The more 
colorful the better!!!) What I raided from my mom's craft box (okay, 
don't raid...make sure you ask first) were some beads, a few flowers, 
some bells, and some rings that she had left over from her hand-
fasting invites. You can use anything you want (glue, glitter, paper flowers, wood spools, 
whatever you can find!), make it fun and colorful! These are to honor the God and Goddess on 
their Union. (Kinda like a wedding present.) 

First thing you are going to need to do...make a loop at the top. This is so you can hang it on 
your trees. Use as many colors as you want. Just thread and tie items through out the ribbons. 
You can even braid different ribbons together. The best part...USE YOUR IMAGINATION AND 
HAVE FUN!!!  

Now, to finish them off, you will have to tie final knots. Sometimes this can get tricky and 
frustrating and remember there is nothing wrong with asking for help when you need it. 

I hope you have fun making these because I did. Here are a couple pics to show how mine 
came out. I'm going to be making more too for Beltane celebrations around here. I bet you 
could send pics in - We would love to see the ones you make! 

 

  



Growing Up A Witch by Raven Moonshadow 
 

  
 

Beltane. It's almost Beltane! Leah was going through the days on the calendar. Her original intention was to 

check the number of school days left. It felt like Spring Break had been forever and a day ago, and she was 

anxiously awaiting the end of school. She was looking forward to summer. Carefree days to come, hanging out 

with friends, going to the pool, trips to the beach, the warm summer sun cascading all around her. How exciting. 

But, wait. How? How could she have almost completely glossed over Beltane.  

 

Well, buggar, Beltane was only a mere three days away. Leah thought of all the fun she had had in years past at 

the Beltane Gathering. She wondered who would be crowned the King & Queen of the May. Festivals and 

Celebrations were always such fun. Some of her fondest memories came from Sabbat gatherings. It was always 

wonderful to see everyone. Leah loved all of her regular day-to-day friends & classmates, but her friends that 

she only saw at these gatherings were different. She & they all had a very special bond with one another, a 

spiritual bond & a love of the Goddess that her everyday friends probably wouldn't understand. This Sabbat they 

would dance round the Maypole with ribbons in their hands and flowers in their hair. Most everyone would be 

wearing white, or something flowy. That's just how they did things. There would be sweets and activities, 

dancing, merriment, and great celebration.  

 

"Wait a minute," Leah said aloud to no one, as there wasn't a single person around her, and interrupting her 

own thoughts. She took the monologue from inside her head to outright talking to herself out loud. "If Beltane is 

only three days, why is the house so quiet? Kat should be in the kitchen baking like a crazy person. Mom should 

be making sure we have our celebratory clothes ready, and writing. I mean, she's ALWAYS writing. And why 

wasn't I asked to do anything this year?" With that last thought, Leah was off to go find someone to get an 

answer.  

 

"Mom! Mom!" Leah was calling through the house. Her mom wasn't in her office 

working, and she didn't see the "Witch Room" occupied. 

 

"Keep it down, twerp." Kat stood in the hallway with her arms crossed across her chest 

staring at her little sister. "Mom's out in the garden. What do you need?" 

 

"Why aren't you cooking? Or baking something? Shouldn't you be in the kitchen? Isn't 

that your place?" Leah was getting rather rude with her barrage of questions. Standing in 

defiance with her hands on her hips didn't help the situation either. 

 



Kat stood there motionless, gawking at her sister. Leah could see that she MIGHT 

have struck a nerve. With eyes as big as saucers and a face that told anyone 

looking at her that there had better be a really good reason for the inquisition 

she was going through, Kat answered. 

 

"Excuse me? Are you seriously talking to me like that? I think you forget I'm older 

than you." Kat was fuming mad. 

 

"Sorry. That didn't come out right," Leah replied. 

 

"You got THAT right," said Kat. "What do you need anyway?" 

 

"What's up with Beltane? Why hasn't mom said anything about it?" Leah stopped herself short on the onslaught 

of questions, afraid she might just make her older sister even more mad. 

 

"From what I know, we're not doing anything. I haven't really heard." Kat shrugged. 

 

This response really worried Leah because her sister always knew what was going on.  

 

"Well, then I'm going to find mom." Leah marched off to the gardens. She was determined to get to the bottom 

of it all and find out exactly what was going on. 

 

When she got out to the gardens, sure enough, there was her mom. Watching her mother kneeling on the 

ground and digging through the dirt, Leah paused for a second and realized just how natural and "at home" her 

mom looked. "That must be where I get it from," Leah said to herself. The gardens were Leah's favorite place to 

be, and she was so used to working in them and tending to all of the plants & such that she never thought about 

where her love for them came from. 

 

"Um, mom?" Leah approached her mother, but promised herself that she wouldn't barrage her mother with 

questions the way she did to her sister.  

 

"Hi, pumpkin! Come to join me in the dirt? I'm weeding a bit and clipping fresh herbs for drying later." Leah's 

mother smiled up at her, her sage green gardening hat shading her eyes from the sun that bore down on them. 

The weather was still a bit cool, but there was her mother in a signature tank top, like usual, a long skirt and arm 

warmers pushed up just enough so her mom's hands could get dirty but the arm warmers stayed clean.  

 

Leah plopped down in the dirt next to her mom and immediately sunk her hands into the dirt. It was warm on 

top, but cool and a bit moist underneath. It felt so good as she squished it between her fingers. She could just 

spend hours out there in the gardens playing in the dirt. It had a great grounding effect. Remembering the real 

reason she went outside, Leah asked her mom about Beltane. 

 

"With Beltane three days away, should we really be out here playing in the dirt? No, that came out wrong. I 

mean, I haven't heard anything about what we need to bring to the Gathering." Leah felt that was a much better 

way to approach her mom; something she'd keep in mind for talking to her sister, Kat. 

 

"We're staying home this time. We will just be celebrating quietly," her mother replied. 

 

Leah was shocked and disappointed. How could her mother say they were celebrating quietly? Beltane is not a 

"quiet" Sabbat by any means. With so many things racing through her head, Leah couldn't quite control 

everything tumbling out of her mouth. 

 

"But…but… What about the Gathering? What about dancing around the Maypole? The crowning of the May King 

& Queen? What about Sacred time in Circle with everyone? What about all the yummy food we'll be missing? 



and the games? and the music? What about Beltane? How can we NOT go? What about 

the Goddess and the God? Do you really think they will understand? Because I don't." 

Leah was practically pleading with her mother at this point.  

 

"My darling little one. You have much to learn. One does not always have to gather with 

many people to honor and show reverence to the Lord & Lady. Sometimes, a quiet, even solitary, 

acknowledgement is recognized and honored. There doesn't always need to be a parade and incredible fanfare. 

Though, it is quite fun to get together and celebrate as such. This year, it will just be family time at home. Since 

my surgery last month, I'm still moving a little slower than usual, and sometimes I get so very tired from being 

out that I sleep almost the entire next day. The Goddess understands, as does the God. Please don't worry little 

one. No one will be coming to smite us." Her mother gave her a smile and a wink then wrapped her arms around 

Leah in a big hug. Leah melted into her mother's embrace. 

 

After that, Leah finished helping her mom and then shuffled into the house disappointed and a bit disheartened. 

She understood what her mother said, and she knew that quiet celebration was truly just as good and beneficial 

as a large gathering. It just wasn't as much fun. She dreaded the next couple days knowing that there would be 

no grand "to do" and she'd miss all of her Pagan friends that would be there. 

 

Three days came and three days went. Beltane had arrived. Leah awoke to the rising sun in the sky. It was a 

gorgeous day! She began her day much like every other day. She dressed, ate breakfast and headed out to her 

favorite spot - the gardens. Her siblings didn't seem to mind that they weren't going to the Beltane Gathering. 

They were playing and running around just like usual. In fact, Leah felt like she was the only one who cared 

about what they were missing that day. As she sat at the edge of the gardens, she couldn't understand how 

everyone could behave so "normal," as if they weren't bothered. Then she thought maybe SHE was missing 

something. Maybe, there was something that everyone else knew that she didn't. Maybe, just maybe. Then it hit 

her. Leah would celebrate HER way. She stood up and bolted for the house. She gathered her supplies: honey-

sweetened milk, root beer, vanilla wafer cookies, a dowel, some ribbons & glue. She found some small stones 

when she headed back outside and over to the gardens, so she collected them up as well.  

 

In a small dirt patch that had flowers growing all around, she placed the stones in a circle. Next she glued the 

ribbons to the top of the dowel rod and weaved them a few times around the rod. She plunged the now ribbon-

laden rod into the ground in the center of this very miniature stone circle she had made. As she laid things out 

using acorn caps as plates and bowls and leaves as the table or cloth that the caps laid upon, she began to 

realize that  what she was making resembled the Beltane Gathering she went to each year. She felt a surge of 

energy. She had poured out libations or honey milk & root beer, as well as breaking the cookies into tiny pieces. 

Leah was making her offering to the fairies, the garden fairies whom had always helped her in the gardens. Leah 

quietly said her blessings and then made her offerings to both the God & Goddess and left them under her 

favorite tree with some fresh flowers and herbs. She sat in quiet solitude for some time just reflecting. On her 

own, she had created Sacred Space without even realizing that was what she was doing. In that creation of 

Sacred Space, she had offered up Blessings, laid out offerings, and as she sat there, she suddenly became very 

aware and felt the presence of the Lord & Lady with her. It was then that she understood her mother's words. 

Her solitary celebration was just as fulfilling as a large group one.  

 

Her heart now full, Leah had given her thanks to the God & Goddess and to the fairies 

who watched over her gardens and said her goodbyes. Just as she started to walk 

away she thought she had seen something moving in the flowers and swore she could 

have heard tiny voices joyfully laughing. Leah smiled to herself and ran off to play 

with her other siblings. Today was a grand day for celebrating! 

 

 



 



 

Pooka’s LessonPooka’s LessonPooka’s LessonPooka’s Lesson    ----    

RunesRunesRunesRunes  

by Christine Lyn Hostetler-Johnson  

Long before our ABC’s and books were invented, our 
ancestors used symbols carved into stones and wood to keep 
records, tell stories, cast spells/prayers, and make charms. 

They were even used for divination. These symbols were called “Runes”, which comes from an old Norse word 
that means “secret”. 

Each rune was given a name, a sound and a meaning.  The entire set is called the FUTHARK and divided up into 
3 groups.  Each group has 8 runes.  *Neat little tidbit, once we get all of the first 8 done, you will see that it will 
spell out FUTHARK* 

 

The first Rune is: FEHU (Pronounced: fay-hoo) 
ALPHABET: F  

MEANING: money, wealth, possessions@ in other words: Your Things.  It 
also represents the energy to achieve your goals and get the stuff you 
want. 

IN MAGIC: This rune is often used for money, business, finding a job, 
getting a promotion or a bigger allowance. 

FEHU’s LESSON:  Sometimes you have a lot of stuff, or even just a lot of 
one thing. At these times, it is important to not be selfish and to share with 
those who do not have much or who have none at all. When we share and 
show love, kindness, and caring; that is when we are truly wealthy and 
blessed. 

Always stay positive even when things seem bad. Just because things are 
not going the way you want does not mean that it is the wrong way. Your 
plans and goals will be met, just in a different way. 

 

 

 

 

P.S:  This is just the first rune to get you started. In our next 
issue and in the following issues after that, we will learn about 
several runes each time.  We will also learn ways to make your 
own runes, some spells and charms you can do with them and, 
eventually, how to combine certain runes together. 

    

 



 

Stirring the CauldronStirring the CauldronStirring the CauldronStirring the Cauldron    
Recipes from Our Readers…. 

 

Avocado Chocolate Mousse  (Vegan) 

(Amanda) 

In a blender, combine:   1 large ripe avocado, ¼  cup un-

sweetened cocoa powder, 4 Tablespoons Agave Nectar (or 

sugar to taste), ½ teaspoon vanilla, small pinch of salt, ½ cup of your favorite “milk” product (soy, 

almond, etc.)    Whir it up until very smooth; Chill in the refrigerator before enjoying. 

Sweet Potato Veggie Burgers (Vegan) (Eleanor and Andy) 

makes 7-8 large patties 

 

2 cans cannellini white beans, drained 

1 large sweet potato, baked/peeled/mashed (about 2 cups) 

2 Tbsp tahini 

2 tsp maple or agave syrup 

1 tsp lemon pepper seasoning OR Cajun seasoning (or your favorite spices!) 

1/4 cup wheat flour 

salt to taste if needed 

 Panko crumbs 

safflower oil for pan 

 

1. Bake sweet potato. Peel, place in large mixing bowl.   Add drained beans to mixing bowl. Mash beans and 

potato together. 

2. Mash in seasoning, flour and any additional seasoning. Your mixture will be quite soft and moist. But you 

should be able to form a patty. Add more flour or a scoop of breadcrumbs to thicken the mixture if needed. 

3. Heat 1 Tbsp safflower oil in a pan over high heat.  Form patties from mixture and coat in Panko crumbs. Cook 

in oil in skillet until browned on both sides. You could also bake them but in that case don’t use as much of the 

Panko coating. 

4. Transfer cooked patties to paper towel. Cool for a few minutes.   Serve on toasted bun with lotsa toppings. 

 

KIDS:   Does YOUR family have a favorite vegan, vegetarian or gluten-free recipe that you 

especially like to help make and then eat?  Ask a grownup to send it   to 

pookachild@hotmail.com and share it with the other kids! 

 

 



 

 

                            Pooka’s Great AdventPooka’s Great AdventPooka’s Great AdventPooka’s Great Adventureureureure    
                            (Part One…) 

 

Pooka rose to his paws, stretched, and then crawled out from under the covers where he slept curled against 

Elsie’s chest and tummy each night.   

The little witch stirred on her pillow and then, still half asleep, smiled and reached out to stroke his fur.  He 

bumped his head against her cheek.  “Good Morning!” he exclaimed cheerfully. 

“Morning,” she mumbled.  Elsie’s eyes were still closed. 

“What’s for breakfast?” he asked. 

Elsie climbed out of bed, washed her face and dressed.  She dragged a brush through her hair and brushed her 

teeth.   

The whole time, Pooka paced back and forth in front of her, slapping her face with his tail. He kept up a chatty 

barrage of conversation to which Elsie replied in grunts and vague nods. 

 “I can feel it!” he told her.  “Spring is finally Here!  Can’t you smell it?  It smells like flowers and fresh laundry 

and new grass. By the way,  I’m starving!  What’s for breakfast?  Something especially yummy, I hope.   It must 

be all that Spring air.  Maybe we can have pancakes?  I love pancakes! Did I mention that I am starving? ” 

Elsie trudged downstairs and, eyes still half shut, she grabbed flour, eggs, milk and butter to make pancake 

batter.  Pooka sat on the counter next to the bowl, making sure she didn’t do something foolish in her sleepy 

state – like adding raisins to his pancakes! 

“So, what are we doing today?” he asked. 

Elsie’s eyes blinked a few times, then opened to a more awake state.  “Spring Cleaning,” she said as she ladled 

circles of batter onto the hot cast iron skillet. 

Pooka froze.   

Spring cleaning meant a flurry of dusting, soapy mop buckets, floors  being rubbed with slippery stuff and 

carpets being dragged out of the cottage and beaten.  It meant window polishing and closets getting everything 

pulled out of them, sorted and then stuffed back in again.  No Thank you! 

Just then, there was a blur of tiny wings through the open kitchen window and Thistle, the fairy, landed neatly 

on top of the yellow sugar bowl on the table. 

“Spring is HERE!” she announced as though she was personally responsible for the beautiful day. 

Elsie immediately began adding droplets of batter to the skillet.  Fairies like pancakes too! 



“So, what are we doing today, Pooks?” asked Thistle. 

“Well, Elsie is doing her Spring Cleaning and I guess I really should help,” said the cat reluctantly. 

The little witch’s head shot up as she remembered the last time he’d “helped”.   “That’s okay,” she said hastily.  

“You go play with Thistle!  I’ll handle the cleaning.” 

“Are you sure?” asked Pooka eagerly. 

Elsie nodded just as eagerly.  “Absolutely.”   She then dished up their pancakes. 

 

The cat and the fairy romped through the woods.  Thistle showed Pooka the nests of baby bunnies hidden in 

burrows and nests of baby birds tucked way in the tops of the trees.  She pointed out all the green things poking 

their heads up through the soil and shared with him the Fairy Name for each. 

Eventually the two embarked in a glorious game of “Catch the Fairy!”  Their game led them deeper and deeper 

into the forest.  Pooka almost had the sprite several times.  He was quick!  But Thistle was always just a bit 

quicker. 

Neither of them noticed that the day had passed and the shadows were rapidly growing longer.  Giggling, Thistle 

ducked beneath Pooka’s paw, then soared high into the trees overhead and out of his reach. 

Suddenly, she noticed the sun setting and heard her little tummy growl.  Time for dinner!   

“See you later, Pooks!” she called as she sailed away towards home. 

Pooka heard her tiny voice and cried, “Wait!”  but Thistle was  gone. 

He sat down at the base of the tree and looked around.  The little cat had no idea where he was!  On top of that, 

the forest had suddenly grown dark. 

Pooka shivered and extended his whiskers, trying to use his kitty senses.  Which way was Home? 

But it was no use.  He’d never been in this part of the forest before and, in the midst of his game with Thistle, 

he’d not been paying attention to the path or even which direction they’d taken. 

Pooka was lost. 

 

Elsie lit the candles in her now sparkling clean cottage and prepared a pot of stew on the stove.  She gazed 

repeatedly out the windows at the gloom and spring mist that was filling the forest.  She was very worried. 

The witch wrapped a cloak around her shoulders, lit a small lantern and gently closed the cottage door behind 

her. .. 

 

With the darkness that had suddenly engulfed the forest came the cold.  The little cat shivered and curled up in 

a little ball in the center of a mound of fallen pine needles at the base of a tree.  Their sharp ends poked him 

through his fur, but he didn’t know what else to do. 



His tummy growled and Pooka realized that the pancakes he’d had for breakfast were long gone and he’d 

missed lunch as well!  He curled into an even tighter ball, hugging his tummy. 

The forest was very black now and strange noises rustled from the bushes.  Overhead, an owl shrieked and not 

far away a wolf howled.   Pooka hunkered lower in the pine needle bed and squeezed his eyes shut tight in fear. 

Suddenly, he felt an odd warmth.  He cautiously opened one eye.  

A soft light illuminated the clearing.  He opened the other eye and saw a hoof.  Attached to the hoof was a leg 

covered with brown fur.  Pooka looked up and saw a face, almost human yet part beast and topped with a set of 

magnificent antlers.   The face peered down at him. 

“Lost, are we?” 

“I don’t know about you, but I am,” the cat replied bravely. 

The beast next to him chuckled….a deep musical sound that was a little scary at the same time.   

“You’d better not try to eat me” hissed Pooka.  “I’ll have you know that I’m a witch’s cat and she won’t like it if 

you eat me!” 

The creature’s laughter now rumbled through the very earth below Pooka’s paws. 

“I am the Guardian of the Forest,” it said.  “I’m here to protect you, little cat, until your witch comes.” 

“She’s coming?” asked Pooka eagerly. 

 “Oh yes,” nodded the beast.  “Even now, she’s out searching for you through the darkness.” 

“I hope she finds me soon,” said Pooka.  “It’s past my suppertime!”  He shivered and crept into the creature’s 

lap.  He suddenly felt very 

sleepy. 

 The Guardian stroked the cat’s 

head.  “Oh, she will find you.  

No matter how dark, no matter 

how long the night is and no 

matter what happens, your 

witch will never stop looking for 

you. “ 

Pooka believed the great 

creature and snuggled deeper 

into its shaggy warm lap to 

wait… 

To Be Continued …Someday. 

 

 

Cernunnos by Valerie Herron, Pooka added by Lora Craig-Gaddis  


