Imbolc
February 2nd
Other Names: Candlemas, Imbolg, Feast of Torches, Oimelc, Brigid’s Day, Lupercalia,
GroundhogDay, Feast of Waxing Light

Imbolc means “in the belly”. Even though it is still winter, Spring is coming
soon and, all over the world, new life is already growing in the bellies of
mother animals. Deep within the belly of Mother Nature, below the snow and
frozen earth, new life is stirring there also.
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The Year's Great Clock
The sun rose on Yule Morning like a pale gold and pink promise that cast faint blue

shadows on the snowy hilltops. Pooka had leaped for joy. "Hurray!" he thought. " Now
the snow will melt and I can go out and play in my catnip!"
Now it was nearly Imbolc. He sat in the window and gazed at the snow that was falling
more fiercely and deeply than ever. To the little cat, this just didn't seem right!
"Did our Yule ritual fail?" he asked his witch.
Elsie was piling more logs on the hearth, keeping their cottage nice and toasty warm.
She straightened up and brushed her hands on her apron. "Our ritual went fine," she
answered. "Why?"
"Because it's colder now than it was before Yule!" complained Pooka. He turned from
the window. "And, I'm no meteorologist but, it seems to me, we also have a lot more
snow and rain now."
Elsie chuckled and scooped up her cat. She carried him to the wing-backed chair next to
the hearth and cuddled him on her lap. Lost in thought for a few moments, she
scratched under his chin, along his cheeks and behind his ears. Pooka started to purr.
Eventually, Elsie said, "You know, Pooks, how the coldest part of the day is always after
midnight and just before dawn?"
Pooka, who was usually snuggled in bed, under the quilt with his witch, at that hour, had
to take her word for it..
"I guess so," he said. He lifted his head so his chin was more available for scritches.
Elsie smiled and obliged.
"Well, the Wheel of the Year is like one really long day," she said, warming to her
subject. "The solstices and equinoxes are the Dawn, Noon, Sunset and Midnight of the
Year's Day."
Pooka pulled his head away and looked up at her. "Huh?" He didn't get it.
"Okay," sighed Elsie. "Remember how at Litha, the Summer Solstice, it was the longest
day and the weather started getting hot?"
"Yeah."
"Well, that was the Noon of the Year," continued Elsie. "Then Mabon, the Autumn
Equinox came and the days got shorter and cooler. That was the Year's Sunset."
"Okaaaay..." said Pooka. The cat still wasn't sure where his witch was going with this
but, as long as she kept petting him, he was willing to listen.

"Yule, the Winter Solstice, would be the Year's Midnight and Ostara, Spring Equinox,
would be the Dawn. Imbolc falls between the two, between the midnight of the year
and the dawn."
The little cat jumped from her lap and dashed to the window. He paced back and forth
along the sill, staring out, then turned to his witch with beseeching eyes. "Ostara?" he
cried. "It won't start warming up until Ostara? I can't wait that long!" He sat down,
wrapped his tail around his body and looked at her sternly. "Elsie, you need to fix this!"
His witch smiled. "It's not broken, Pooka. There's nothing to fix. This is how it's
supposed to be. The Earth needs Her rest just like you do."
The little cat sighed and headed toward his basket on the warm hearth. "In that case, I
might as well take a nap too. Just wake me when it's Ostara o'clock."

Numerous white candles illuminated the room. The young witch waved a smoldering

bundle of sage and lavender through the air, leaving pungent patterns of smoke in its
wake. At the flick of her wrist, water rushed into a deep, long vessel and, from a rustic
wooden cabinet, she selected a small potion bottle and a jar containing a mysterious
herbal mixture. These were ceremoniously added to the water.
She removed her pointed hat and carefully placed it on a chair. Her black gown was
hung on a peg on the wall. Softly singing chants handed down through generations, she
slowly immersed herself in fragrant, liquid meditation.
The door to the bathroom banged open. A rush of cold air swept into the room. The
candle flames flickered wildly and a little black cat appeared on the threshold.
"Whatcha doing?", chirped Pooka.
Elsie counted to ten before answering: "It's Imbolc. I'm having a Purification Bath."
Pooka approached and stood on his hind legs, peering over the edge of the tub. "What's
Imbolc have to do with taking a bath?"

The witch sighed and tried to think of a way to explain it.
"Imbolc is the Quiet Time before the explosion of activity and birth in the Spring. In
order to be ready, witches use this time cleanse our homes and selves of any clutter,
noise or negativity hanging on from last year. Taking an Imbolc bath is a symbolic and
spiritual part of this process."
Pooka nodded and said, "Okay. I'm in!"
Elsie watched as her cat leaped onto the chair (where he proceeded to sit on her hat,
squashing it flat.)
He licked a paw and then rubbed it over his face and whiskers. He then licked his chest
and sides before hoisting one leg in the air so he could attend to "more personal"
grooming. After a few quick swipes of his tongue along the length of his tail, he looked
up at her and grinned. "All done!" Pooka announced cheerfully.
He jumped off the chair and strolled out of the room, his tail held jauntily high in the air.
Elsie gazed after him, then sunk down in the tub until only her nose was poking out.
"Maybe, in my next life, I'll be a cat."
Then, the water sloshed as she abruptly rose up again and grabbed her bar of lavender
soap. She looked at the candles glowing about the room and inhaled the fragrant
potions she'd added to her bath.
"Naw!" the witch declared. "I LIKE being a human!" ...and she stuck out her tongue at
the uppity little cat's retreating backside.

Bath
Potions
Imbolc Purification Baths are Special. But witches also take Special Baths for lots of
other reasons as well. Baths can be good for healing, sleeping and magic... and don't
forget your Full Moon Bath!
They're easy and fun to make but even better is when you actually get into a tubful of
magical brew that you've made all your own self!

Here are some of Elsie's formulas.

Instructions:

Put one to two cups (depending
on how deep the water will be in
your tub) in a cheese cloth or a
tightly woven net bag and secure
the top with a rubber band.
( The cut off foot of an old nylon
stocking or pantyhose is perfect
for this - but be sure to ask your
grown-up first!)
Toss the bag under the faucet of
the tub and turn on the hot
water. Let it run really hot over
the bag for a couple of minutes,
then adjust the temperature so
it's comfy when you get it. As you bathe, have fun squishing the bag around in the
water. You can even use it as a sponge to scrub yourself.
Afterward, empty the contents and dispose of them. You can then rinse the bag clean
to use over and over.
Store any leftover potion in a glass jar for another bath.

Imbolc Purification Bath

1/4 c baking soda (this is great for drawing impurities out from your skin)
1/2 cup dried milk (Milk is sacred to Imbolc because this is when pregnant animal
mommies begin making milk for their babies soon to be born.)
3/4 cup coarse sea salt or kosher salt (salt is a magic purifier)
About 30 drops of Eucalyptus oil (a powerful cleanser, magically and physically)
5 drops of lemon oil (a fiery cleanser of the sun. Be careful not to use too much or it can
burn your skin!) OR you can use the grated zest of one lemon.
About 20 drops of rosemary oil ( sacred to Bride who's holiday this is and for spiritual
purification) or a few tablespoons of dried rosemary.

A Wonderful Bedtime Bath

1 cup of rolled oats
1/2 cup of Epsom Salts (for achy muscles and to draw out any impurities collected
during the day.)
1/2 cup coarse Kosher salt
1 tablespoons of powdered Valerian
1/4 cup lavender buds
30 drops of Lavender essential oil

BooBoo Bath

You had a rough day! You fell off your bike or got pushed down a mountain by an angry
troll. Now you're all banged up and ouchie.
In a big bowl, combine:
1/2 cup Comfrey leaves (wonderful for killing germs, taking the Ouch away and speeding
up the healing process whether it's a bruise, a cut or a broken bone.)
1/2 cup Calendula petals (wonderful for skin)
1 cup rolled oats (oatmeal. Try to use the organic kind without pesticides.)
1/4 cup dried milk (very soothing and healing for scraps and cuts)
1/4 cup Epsom Salts (wonderful against germs, to help sore muscles and bruises)
1/4 cup dried Sage leaves (helps take the hurt away)
30 drops of pine oil (reduces inflammation, kills germs and also helps your booboos
stop hurting.)

A Simple Bath for Babies

(Excellent for bedtime & healing diaper
rash)
1/2 cup each rolled oats, calendula and
chamomile and 1/4 cup dried milk.
A few drops of lavender oil may be added.
Mix it well and store it all in a glass jar
with a tight lid. Use about 1/4 cup for
baby's bath.

Full Moon Bath
Kosher Salt or coarse Sea Salt
6 parts cedar oil
4 parts sandalwood oil
1 part camphor oil
Mix the oils, then add to the salt
according to how strong of a scent you
want. Store in a glass jar. Add one or two
handfuls to your bath on the full moon.
Note - the oil can also be used for
annointing candles on the full moon as
well as your own cute little Self.

Nobody likes getting sick and February is an especially bad month for catching colds and
flu. Today, scientific studies agree with something witches have known for lots of
hundreds of years - Garlic is a super-powerful medicine that can not only get you well
again - it can even help stop you from getting sick in the first place!
So, when all Elsie's friends in the village are coughing and miserable, she makes a big pot
of yummy Garlic Soup.
Now, this much garlic may sound yukky, but it's not. In fact, you could even add more
than the recipe calls for. Even Pooka asks for second helpings...and he's a cat.
It's simple to make and perfect for Imbolc since it's got lots of cream, butter and milk
which are all foods special to the holiday.
Top it with a sprinkling of chives and serve with fresh, hot biscuits or warm, thick slices
of homemade bread.
Magic Garlic Soup
(about 4 servings)
Over a low heat, cook 1 large chopped onion & 1 entire head of fresh chopped garlic, in
1/4 cup butter until soft and slightly golden. Add 1/4 cup flour. Cook and stir for 1
minute. Add 1 cup water and 1 Tablespoon of a good chicken or vegetable bouillon
base. Add 2 cups whole milk, 1 Tablespoon of dried thyme (Thyme, besides adding
great flavor, is a natural decongestant) and a good pinch of salt. Simmer while stirring
for a few minutes as it thickens. Then stir in 1/4 cup buttermilk and 1/3 cup of heavy
cream. (At this point, if you want a smooth soup, you can whir it up in a blender.)
Elsie likes to sprinkle fresh, chopped chives on top before serving it up.

A Letter from Scotland
Dear Little Witches,
“Stop it, you’re doing that on purpose,” moaned Meg, the cat
with half a tail. “It’s not nice.”
“Doing what?” asked Attila the Bun, genuinely puzzled as to what
Meg was talking about now. “Doing what?”
“That glowing thing,” answered Meg. “It’s creepy. It makes my tail buzz a bit. That’s a
trouble warning, that is. So stop shining, please.”
Attila the Bun looked at Meg. “I’m glowing?” he queried. Then he looked at Meg and a
big grin spread over his little rabbit face. “You know what that means; don’t you?” he
squealed.
“You had your porridge?” answered Meg.
But Attila was suddenly too excited to be bothered with the silliness of Meg’s reply. He
began to hop about happily, sniffing and snuffling in the undergrowth and digging in the
snow. Meg watched in amazement as his little rabbit friend scrabbled around.
“What are you doing now?” asked Meg.
“I’m looking for the first snowdrop,” answered Attila. “”It’s important I find it before the
Old Woman of Winter does. The glowing is telling me it is time for the first snowdrop
and time for me to be a magical rabbit again.”
Meg felt his fur stand on end at the mention of the Cailleach, the Old Woman of Winter.
She wasn’t really nasty as such, but she was the winter in Scotland. She was not the kind
of woman who had a warm, welcoming lap for cats. A lot of things could turn Meg into a
scaredy-cat and being scolded by the Cailleach for getting under her feet again was right
up there at the top of that list. Meg knew he shouldn’t ask the question because he just
knew he wouldn’t like the reply. But he asked it anyway.
“Why?”
Attila stopped his frantic scraping in the snow. “Because it means that the story of the
year begins again, of course!”
Meg looked at Attila in complete bafflement. “I know you’ve learned a lot since you
came to live in the Otherworld,” he said. “And I know you’ve always enjoyed being so

much cleverer than me. But honestly, sometimes you are
so clever that you don’t make sense.”
Attila stared back at his friend, feeling a little guilty. It was
true he’d always been the brains of the outfit and that was
even truer now he was a creature of magic. Maybe he
should remember the advantages he had and not be quite
so impatient with Meg.
“The first snowdrop is the key,” he said. “It’s the key to the
first stirrings of the earth and new growth. It means the winter will soon fade away and
spring can start. It’s the key needed to wake Angus from his long winter sleep.”
“Can’t he just use an alarm clock?” asked Meg.
Attila’s decision to be more patient with Meg stretched a little at that answer. But he
swallowed hard and said, “Uhm, no, not really. They’re all Gods, you see, remember?
They’ve other jobs to do besides make bannocks for greedy cats.”
“They’re good at that, though,” murmured Meg, thinking fondly of all the treats he’d
eaten over the years.
“ANYWAY,” snorted Attila, somewhat irritated. “Unless I find the first snowdrop, it’ll be
a long time until Angus makes you another.”
This was serious.
Meg began to dig through the snow too. “So, where is Angus sleeping? Why can’t we go
wake him up?”
“He’s in the care of another Goddess called Ochil,” he said. “She weaves the patterns of
the years and of lives and she protects Angus when he has his winter rest.”
“Where does Bride go?”
“Ah, she’s trapped in winter by the Cailleach,” said Attila. “Angus has to rescue her and
when he does, we’ll have three nice days in February that’ve been stolen from August.
That’s how we know the magic has happened.”
Meg sat down abruptly, trying to work all this out. “But Bride is such a strong woman…
Goddess,” he corrected himself, “why does she need rescuing? She heals, she smiths
and she creates in beautiful words. Can’t she just heal the winter or make a sword to
fight the Cailleach or something?”
Attila stopped what he was doing; trying not to look puzzled because he knew what Meg
had asked him was a very sensible question for once.

“It’s to do with the power of myth, the power of stories,” he said, a little hesitantly.
“Things have to happen in a certain way or they don’t happen at all.”
Then, a bit more self-assured, he continued, “It’s like spells. You need the right words
and the right intent. One won’t work without the other. And we need to
find the first snowdrop because that is the key to starting the story again.”
There was silence for quite some time as the two friends hunted through
the undergrowth, looking for the first snowdrop. Eventually, Attila sat back
on his haunches, whiskers twitching. He looked very sad indeed. “This is
impossible,” he said. “How am I to find the first snowdrop in this huge
forest?”
“I’m here too,” said Meg, sniffily. “Tell me about snowdrops and see if that
helps?”
Attila stared at Meg in astonishment. That was the second sensible
question he’d asked.
“They grow in the forest. They grow by water. They grow where the light
plays with the day and dapples the ground. That sounds like most of the
forest to me,” said the little rabbit.
“And that sounds like a hunting game to me,” said Meg. With that, Meg
stood up straight and stuck his half a tail even straighter in the air. His ears
twitched. His whiskers danced. His stump of tail moved side to side.
Suddenly, he stalked off in the direction of the fairy mound.
Attila bounded after him. “Wait! Wait! The Old Woman of Winter is still
living in the mound! We can’t go there – if she finds out what we are up to,
she’ll have us for breakfast.”
But Meg ignored Attila. The rabbit had no choice but to bounce after him,
worrying that the Cailleach might fancy making him into a rabbit pie.
Meg swerved to the side of the mound, to where the stream flowed, his
little tail twitching all the time like a dowsing rod. He stopped by a small
hollow at the edge of the water. The light played across the dip, dappling
the snow and reflecting off everything it touched.
And in the middle of the hollow grew the first snowdrop.
“There you go,” said Meg, somewhat smugly. Then he sat down beside the
delicate little flower and began to wash his whiskers and ears.
Attila was too astonished for words. He was also very impressed but he
wasn’t going to let Meg know that.

“Now what?” asked Meg.
“Now I do some magic,” said Attila.
With that, Attila the Bun pressed his little nose against the delicate bell of one of the
flowers. As he did so, he glowed even more and the glow flowed from him to the
snowdrop. Just as the glow was almost too bright to look at, he thumped the ground. As
he kept thumping, the glow flowed from the rabbit to the flower to the ground.
Suddenly, a horrendous screech came from the mound and filled the air. Meg jumped
and Attila broke away from the snowdrop.
“Done,” he said. “I thumped the magic into a ley line. That’ll flow to Angus and wake
him up.”
“You two!” screamed a voice behind them. “Can you never leave me in peace?” The Old
Woman of Winter glowered at the animals.
“No,” answered Attila, bravely. “Waking Angus was my job. Yours was Winter but it is
nearly over now. It’s time for you to go to your house at the top of Ben Nevis, where it is
winter all year round.”
“It’s not over yet,” she growled, as she stomped through the snow heading back to the
mound.
“No, but it nearly is,” said Attila, who was pleased with himself now he’d played his part
in starting the story of the year. He’d woken Angus and now Angus would rescue Bride
from the Cailleach. He knew he was a very important magical rabbit.
“Oh, good!” exclaimed Meg, who was just an ordinary cat with half a tail, who also
happened to be very happy indeed at the thought of the return of the Summer Gods
and a plentiful supply of bannocks.

Till next time,
Fiona Tinker

To Protect a Roaming Cat
Some kitties are perfectly contented to be Indoor Cats, curled up by the hearth or on a
lap.. But others will never be happy unless they can go outside - exploring, hunting and
roaming. So, how do you protect these beloved furry adventurers?
Start by saving your cat's discarded claws and whiskers in a special container.
On a full moon, when you have 4 of each, carve your cat's name and your name on a
white pillar candle. Use white tacky glue or hot glue to attach the whiskers and claws
around the candle.
Lay 3 bay leaves (for protection) in the bottom of a brass or silver bowl. Put your candle
on top of the leaves and light it. Imagine your cat surrounded by an iridescent
protective bubble and a beacon of light shooting into the sky from your home, guiding
your kitty back to you. Then, say:
Cat, you are Mine and this is your Home,
Return to me, where ever you roam.
May the Goddess watch over
where your paws do lead.
She'll protect you and bring you
back home safe to me.
Draw a pentacle in the air over the candle
and announce: "So Must It Be".
Extinguish the candle.
Once a month, on each full moon after that,
relight the candle and repeat the spell
again.

The Path of the Witchling
Lesson 5 - Sacred Objects
by Momma Witch Carmen

You are continuing your magical journey on the Wiccan Path. In the Yule Issue, you learned
about the Elements. In this Imbolc issue, you will learn about the sacred and special objects of
Witchlings. As always, take the time to ask any questions of those you are studying with. It is fun
to share and learn.
So, find your magical place to sit, relax and have fun on this journey to becoming a magical
Witchling with your fifth very exciting and fun lesson. Since it is Imbolc, sit by a sunny window
and welcome the warmth of this Sabbat of light and sunshine, the beginning of new life and new
growth.












Altar - This is a special place to work your magic, say your blessings and do your spell
work. It can be a table, a block of wood, a colorful cloth on the floor or a special place
outside when the weather is nice. Its element is earth.
Bell – Many times a bell is rung to sound the beginning of your ritual or sacred activity.
It may also be used to announce special times during ritual or the closing. Its element is
air.
Book of Shadows - I’m sure you know what a diary is. Your Book of Shadows is like a
diary but it is just for your magical workings. You can write down your spells, magical
thoughts as you learn and grow. You can put designs on your pages or even find coloring
book pages that would look great in your Book of Shadows. I like to use a three-ring
binder and decorate the cover. A three-ring binder gives me the chance to move pages
around if I want to. I think that you will like using one of these and making it your very
own! It represents spirit, because that is where all your ideas and creativity come from.
Broom – This does not have to be a big broom. A broom, of course, is used to sweep a
floor. But it is also used to sweep around good, kind and happy energy; these are called
positive energies. It is also used to sweep away any feelings or energy that you don’t
like; these are called negative energies. A magical word for the witching’s broom is
‘besom’. It is pronounced ‘beesome’. Its element is air.
Candles – These are used for blessings, to mark the five directions (Earth, Air, Fire,
Water and Spirit) or to represent the sun or fire. Many times, I will use battery candles
for safety or when I am working outside and there is a strong breeze. Please remember
to ask your parents to help you if you want to use ‘real’ candles. That is what a good
Witching does.
Cauldron – This is a round, metal pot that can be used to mix brews and potions.
Smaller ones can be used on your altar to hold herb blends or small candles. It
represents the Goddess and water.
Chalice – This can be any type of glass or cup that feels special to you. The chalice is a
Goddess symbol and a water elemental. It is used to share a beverage during Circle.
Circle – We all know a circle is round. This is a great shape for all types of magical
workings. It is seen as the Wheel of the Year: a circle of all the Sabbats that you learned
about in Lesson 1, The Turning of the Seasons. The circle is also the way we stand to






celebrate the Sabbats. It is the perfect way to see each other, to join hands and feel
each other’s energies. A circle also represents life and the fact that we are all connected
to each other and everything we see. It contains part of all the elements.
God and Goddess Symbols – Go back to Lesson 3 – The God and Goddess in the
Samhain 2018 issue if you need to be reminded of objects to use.
Pentacle – This is a very sacred, spiritual symbol. It is a five-pointed star surrounded by a
circle. The five points represent Earth, Air, Fire and water as well as North, East, South,
West and Spirit. The circle is, as you learned above, a symbol of life and the wondrous
energy of the God and Goddess surrounding you. Its element is earth.
Wand – A wand is use to direct your energy and to cast your spell to the wind. You can
also use your wand to draw symbols on the ground, to cast your magic circle in the air as
you turn around slowly or quickly (but take care to not get dizzy) and to stir the
cauldron. A twig makes a perfect wand and you can decorate it with ribbons, crayons or
whatever you like. The best way to find the perfect wand for you, is to walk around your
yard or anywhere where twigs have fallen. Pick some twigs up and hold them in your
hand, rub them with your fingers and one or two will feel perfect to you. Those are the
wands for you. A wand is a strong symbol of the God. Your wand represents the element
of air.

These are by no means all of the sacred objects you will have as you grow in your studies.
When you find something that makes you feel special and magical, that may be just the perfect
thing to add to your altar. When that happens, take time to write the following in your Book of
Shadows: What the item is – When and where you found it – What it means to you. This is a
perfect way to start your Book of Shadows too, for it will contain all that magic means to you.
Homework (Or as I like to call it, Magical Wonders)
Color the magical objects on the next page. Then think and talk about what they mean to
you. Do you know which symbols I used for the God and Goddess?
What to expect in the Ostara Issue?
It will be spring time and new growth is on its way. We will be learning about the magic of
plants, flowers, herbs and trees and some of Nature’s other gifts.
I am so proud of all of you for working so hard on understanding the magical and special,
young person that you are. Yet, MommaWitch Carmen thinks she can read your mind just a little
bit and that you are hoping to learn something else along the way. Could this be what you are
thinking?
“Ok, Ok, but what about spells and magic potions? I
thought we would learn about spells!”
Alright, you twisted my arm. Here is just a tiny bit of
information to get you ready for spell work because it is
a very sacred and powerful ‘tool’ for every Witchling. In
each of the next three lessons you will be learning about
spell work and the right way to cast a spell. You must have patience; being a

magical child takes a lot of study, practice and responsibility. So, think about that and the spell
information below to get yourself ready.
I’m sure you know what a prayer is or how to say a blessing. A spell is really a prayer or
blessing with props. (When my daughter was studying that is how she explained a spell) She was
a wise, young Witchling, just as you are!
You use items such as herbs, candles, flowers and so many more of nature’s gifts. So,
remember this and get ready to work with the Ostara flowers to cast your very first spell. I can
hear the excitement already! If I were you, I would grab my wand, wave it in the air and sing a
happy tune.
Each lesson just keeps getting more and more exciting, doesn’t it? I know that I get very
excited sharing all this with you. MommaWitch Carmen hopes you enjoy learning about the
magic that is within you and all around you. Have a Blessed Imbolc!

Sacred Objects

Rainsticks
by Amber Avery

Imbolic is about purification and the promise of spring. For this craft we will be making rainsticks
to bring in the purifying power of rain as well ad the rains promise of new growth in the spring.
Materials:
Paper towel or bathroom paper tube
Tape
Aluminum foil
Rice
Construction paper or paint (optional)
Directions:
1. Take out some aluminum foil and
crumple into a stick. Then take it and
twist it into coils just a little longer
than your tube.
2. Cover one end of your tube with tape. Make sure there are no gaps.
3. Put aluminum coil into the tube and push it down until flush with the open end.
4. Fill about ⅛ of your tube with rice .
5. Cover the open end of your tube with tape. Once again make sure that there are no gaps.
6. You can decorate your tube with more tape,
construction paper, or paint.
7. Once your tube has been decorated you
can flip it up and down to listen to the “rain”.
I made my rainstick yellow to represent the
growing sun, spring flowers, and candle
flames. You can decorate yours however you
like.

Jimmy Encounters a Crow-tit
by Evelien Roos

Jimmy felt ill at ease.

Isobel was having some friends over for Imbolc and one of them, Celeste, made his
spines rustle.
Most of Isobel’s friends were curious and impressed that he was helping her with her
magick, but Celeste had scoffed, and looked at him with a condescending air.
“A hedgehog? That’s not really a familiar, is it, Issi my dear?” she’d drawled as she
wrapped her purple scarf around her.
Isobel hated the nickname, but she still allowed Celeste to use it.
“Why do you let her talk to you like that, Isobel? She is so rude,” Jimmy had asked her
once.
All Isobel did was sigh and make an excuse. She said she allowed Celeste some leeway,
because she didn’t want discord to come in her group of friends.
Now, Jimmy watched her look down her nose at the new lady that had joined the group.
She was sweet, quiet and smiled a lot. Isobel said she came from another country, called
South-Korea.
Her name was Lim Ha-Eun, but the Lim was her surname, so everyone called her Ha-Eun.
Everyone, except Celeste that was. Celeste didn’t want to hear the explanation about
how the surname came first in Korea. She adamantly kept calling the new lady ‘Lim’.
Celeste was dominating the conversation with how long her family had been practising
and all the magical heirlooms she had inherited.

Ha-Eun listened politely, but Jimmy could tell she was far from impressed.
“So, Lim, honey… you see? If you ever need a special tool, you should come over to my
place. I’ll probably have it for you,” Celeste cooed, fiddling with her many bracelets.
Ha-Eun smiled and nodded, but rolled her eyes as soon as Celeste turned away.
“Hey, little goseumdochi, little hedgehog. You don’t like her either, do you?” she asked
softly, stroking Jimmy across his nose. “I cannot blame you. She is what we in Korea call
a ‘baepsae’, a crow-tit. There is a saying that, roughly translated, means ‘if a crow-tit
walks like a stork, it will break its legs.’ A baepsae tries to be more than they are. A
poser, a try-hard. It is not a good thing. Baepsae are generally not nice people, and will
one day ruin themselves.”
Jimmy stared at the Korean lady, not sure how she knew he could understand her.
“You watch the baepsae, little hedgehog. You can see what humans cannot. You might
see more of her intentions,” Ha-Eun told him, as the rest of the ladies made their way
into the garden.
His little mind full of wonder and worry, Jimmy followed her to where the ladies were
going to perform a Spring ritual.
As usual, Jimmy saw the raw magick swirl and dance around the members of the circle,
but he was watching Celeste more than the others.
Around her, the magick wavered, changed colour. It became a disturbing, dark colour,
almost black.
Making his way over, Jimmy kept sniffing the air. As he got close enough to Celeste to
enter the weird, dark coloured magick, his belly clenched and he felt sick.
Instinct took over, making Jimmy roll up into a spiky ball.
He was so close to Celeste, that when she stepped aside, her bare foot stubbed against
him.
With a yelp, Celeste dropped her arms and clutched her foot.
The magick twitched and disappeared.
“That stupid animal! Issi! Get him out!” Celeste screeched indignantly.
Warm hands scooped Jimmy up and the familiar scent of Isobel calmed Jimmy’s frayed
nerves.
“Jimmy… what is going on? You never step into the circle,” Isobel wondered as she
carried him away.
Jimmy peeked from under his spines and thought they were far enough to not be heard.
“Isobel, I saw something scary,” he admitted in a tiny voice. “The magick… it changed
around Celeste.”
That had Isobel stop and look him straight in the eyes. “What do you mean, Jimmy?” she
asked.
Jimmy explained how the bright green of the magick had darkened around the haughty
witch, and how his stomach had rebelled when he’d walked into it.
Isobel blanched, then clenched her jaw. “Really? Well, then we call off the ritual, and
Celeste can explain herself.”

Ha-Eun offered to look after Jimmy, while Isobel talked to Celeste.
“I knew it, goseumdochi. I knew you could see her true face,” she said, as she petted his
nose again.
“I feel sick, Lim Ha-Eun. Her magick made me want to throw up,” Jimmy confessed,
forgetting that Ha-Eun didn’t know he could talk.
She looked at him with raised eyebrows, huffed once, and resumed stroking his nose.
“You rest now, goseumdochi. You did your job perfectly.”
Jimmy hummed and closed his eyes, enjoying the soft petting.
Isobel came out, after the front door had slammed shut.
“Well, she’s gone,” she said with a deep sigh. “She tried to deny, but everyone agreed
that something was off about the magick, and with you just wandering into the circle,
we all knew something was wrong.”
Ha-Eun tilted her head at Isobel. “And what was she doing that warped the energy?” she
wanted to know. Jimmy perked his ears. He definitely wanted to know.
Isobel sat down next to them and sighed again.
“She was jealous of her sister having a baby,” she explained softly. “She was trying to
use the Springtime energy of growth to misform the baby while still in her sister’s belly.
That is black magick indeed. And I will not allow that. Now we will have to find a way to
protect the mommy and the child.”
Ha-Eun smiled warmly. “Not to worry. I will take care of that.”
And with that she seemed to age, and started to glow.
“I am sorry to have misled you, Jimmy, Isobel,” she said with a ringing voice. “But I was
unsure of the nature of the threat towards the unborn child, so I hid. My true name is
Samsin Halmoni.” She shimmered and suddenly there were three of her, one older, one
middle-aged and one young. “And I am the Korean Goddess of child-birth. I will protect
both mother and child. That baepsae will break its legs. I promise.”
And with that, she disappeared.
Isobel was gaping at the spot
where the Goddess had been,
then she blinked and closed her
mouth. “I really shouldn’t be
surprised anymore, huh Jimmy?”
she said wryly. Jimmy chuckled.
Isobel picked him up and kissed
his nose.
“One more thing,” she said.
“What in the name of the great
green Earth is a ‘baepsae’?”
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On Jan 25, Kendall will be dancing her way into her
7th year. Hayley would really like to get a pet
dinosaur for her 8th birthday on Dec 13. Tessa is a
great entertainer, so her 11th birthday on Dec 19
should be lots of fun!
On Jan 12, Angelo will be 5. (Pooka wonders if Thistle
the Fairy knows about Thistle the Cat?)
There will be lots of hot coco for Persephone on Jan
20 when she turns 9. Aerynn will probably be
concocting potions in the kitchen on Jan 27 when she
turns 3.
On Jan 3, Dana will be 8. Her kitty, Banner, will be
there to help her celebrate!
Killian will be 8 on Dec 25. In Roman mythology, this
was also the birthday of Mithra, "the Unconquered Sun" - which is maybe why Killian likes
starwars and minecraft so much.
On Jan 7, Caelan will be 8 years old. Pooka hopes she gets lots of
gems and feathers fro her birthday. And he also hopes that
Kaiden's 8th birthday, Dec. 17, is filled with magic and balloons!
Aidyn will be 9 on Jan. 17 and, on Jan 26, Fiona turn 8 years old.
Jade, who loves to create things, will be celebrating her 9th
birthday on Dec. 23.
There are a bunch of birthday's in one family beginning when
Evee turns 2 on New Year's Eve followed by Crais who'll be 5 on
Jan 8 and Brinkley who'll be celebrating her 11th birthday on Jan
29. Evee will be dressing up to ride on Crais's train while Brinkley
writes a story about their fashion/rail adventure!
Lucy will be 12 on Jan 13 and another Lucy will
be turning 12 also on Jan 2. (Pooka says to tell
Lucy he's sorry he didn't get to wish her brother
happy birthday in our last issue, but he hopes it
was a really great one.)
Sweet, silly Aaron turns 6 on Jan 21. Mr. Beane
will be joining Belle in celebrating her 6th
birthday on Dec 27. (Pooka would love to see a
picture she's drawn of Mr. Beane!)
Harley is turning 6 on Jan 16. Noelia will be 16
on Dec. 25 and her brother Mannix turned 12
on Dec. 11.
On Jan 18, we're hoping Gaia has an extra sparkly 8th birthday. Ivy Ceridwen will be 5 on Jan 4
and Pooka hopes she slows down long enough to celebrate the day!
Nickolas was born on an extra Special Day - the Winter Solstice AND a lunar eclipse. Pooka
hopes his 8th birthday is every bit as magical.

Eoghan's second birthday is Jan 18 and he has a bit
of extra celebrating to do this year. Stay healthy
and whole, Eoghan! You still have a lot of growing
to do...
Our little artist, Ashlynn will be 5 on Jan 12 and, on
Dec 28, Jeremiah will turn 10. Maybe he'll get
enough legos for his birthday to build an entire
robot.
On Dec 21, Solstice Child Lillian will be 7 and, on Jan
21, Arianna turns 6. Both are big readers so
hopefully they'll get some really great books for
their birthdays!
Morgan has red hair just like Elsie! On Jan 9, she'll
be celebrating her 11th birthday with her very own
familiar, Kwazii.
Triana turns 8
on Dec. 23. On Dec. 28, artistic Danika will be 9 and, on Dec
21, the Winter Solstice, Soren will turn 3. Happy birthday,
kids!
Lailah Rania will be 11 on New Year's Day and Pooka hopes
she gets to see lots of new places in the year ahead.
Happy Birthday to Lyra who's turning 8. Elsie's so glad she's
enjoying the Pooka Pages!
Kove Ashbury is going to be 4 whole years old on Jan 21 and
Isabelle Rayne will be 12 on the Winter Solstice, Isabelle is a
child who understands how magical science is!
When Gwen turns 4 on Dec. 26, she'll
probably be busy preparing food for everyone!
Pooka hopes Logan will look up from his book
or video games long enough to celebrate his
9th birthday on Jan 21.
Lisette has a houseful of little panthers to
help her celebrate her 59th birthday on Jan 9.
Hayley is a girl who belongs at Hogworts.
Perhaps, on Jan 28 when she turns 10, she'll
finally get that letter from them!
Ash will be 6 on Dec 29 and Pooka hopes he
gets lots of bottle caps for his birthday.
On Jan 9, Riley will turn 9. Maybe after she's finished celebrating, Riley can help Elsie figure out
how to use a computer?
Luna will be helping Draven celebrate his birthday on Jan 22...and then Draven can help Luna
celebrate HER birthday on January 29. After all, dogs and kids should stick together!
Shannon's birthday is Jan 15 and she'll be 42 years young. Happy birthday, Shannon!
Dean will be 5 on the 30th and Pooka hopes he gets lots of books that he can read to his animals.

Nature boy, Gwydian, will turn 4 on Jan 14 and Jade turns 7 on Jan 19.
Callum will be 7 on New Year's Eve and his brother, Connor turns 5 on
Jan 26. They both enjoy the Read-Along stories about his adventures as
much as Pooka does!
Callen turns 5 on Jan 20 and enjoys the Nutcracker - which is exactly
what Elsie is listening to right now.
On Dec 31, New Year's Eve, Nicholas will be 10 years old. Pooka wishes
Nicholas could give him some tips on how to be a great big brother.
He's heard that Nicholas is really good at it.
On the Winter Solstice, Luna will be 8 years old. Happy birthday, Luna!
And one family has a bunch of birthdays: Skyler, the "Lego Engineer" will be 14 on Dec 20. His
sister, Nika "the artist" turns 16 on Jan 10 and their sister Jessie (the Nature Lover) will be 9 on
Jan 15.
Hope and Faith are magical twin girls who will be celebrating their first birthday on New Year's
Day and Pooka thinks it's so cool that they have a stuffed doll of HIM.
Briella is a Funny Girl who loves telling jokes. She'll be 9 on Jan 26.

