
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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Wind Chimes

A loose shutter banging against the window woke Elsie and Pooka early on Imbolc morning.
As Elsie raised the window sash to secure the shutter, Pooka peered out and uttered a kitty curse

word.
It was cold, clear and windy.  There wasn't a cloud in the sky.
Pooka knew what that meant: Six more weeks of winter!  So much for his chances of getting an early

Spring.
The cat crawled back under the warm bed quilt and didn't emerge until his little black nose told him

that a fire had been lit in the parlor and his breakfast was ready.

After breakfast, he was washing his whiskers next to the fire when a tinkling sound by the door made
him look up.  Elsie was fastening her cloak with one hand.  From the other, a shiny object chimed and
dangled enticingly.

A new toy!
Delighted and determined to show his appreciation, he raced over to her, reared up on his back legs

and began batting at the new plaything.
"Oh, thank you!" Pooka cried.  "I love it!"
"Umm, sorry Pooks," said Elsie.  "This isn't for you."
"It's not?  What is it then?" asked Pooka giving the dangly thing another swipe of his paw.
"They're wind chimes for blessing the garden," she told him.
She opened the front door and the cat glanced out. Despite the blue sky, crusty patches of snow still

covered the ground and tree branches swayed and danced in the stiff breeze.
"You're blessing the garden NOW?"
"Of course," the witch smiled.  "Mother Earth is sleeping but, deep in the ground, she's also pregnant

with the new Life that will be born soon.  What better time than Imbolc to bless and protect Her?"
"And my new toy will help?"
"It's NOT your toy," Elsie repeated firmly as she raised it out of the cat's reach.  "And, yes, wind

chimes  have been used for thousands of years to raise the positive energy of a place  The sound they
make chases away any bad spirits and invites the good ones."

Pooka's eyes grew large. "We don't have any bad spirits in our garden do we, Elsie?" he asked
anxiously.  He was suddenly worried about his soon-to-be sprouting catnip out there, all alone and
defenseless.

The witch seemed to read his mind and she laughed.  "No, Pooks.  Your catnip is quite safe. But the
windchimes will help make sure the garden stays protected.  Besides, it attracts fairies, elves and the
other guardians of growing things."

Pooka frowned thinking of mischievous little Thistle and her friends.  "If you ask me, we have too
many fairies in the garden already... but you're right.  The garden, can never be too safe.  Let's go!"



He followed Elsie out the door and around the side of the cottage.  She stopped under the old apple
tree that grew beneath their bedroom window.  Raising on her tiptoes, she hung the chimes on one of
it's gnarled branches.

Then, from the deep pockets of her cloak, she pulled a white candle and a smudge stick.  After
lighting both, she held them up, one in each hand, and said:

Wind in the trees
or gentle breeze,

Spirits of Air
You're everywhere.

Bless this garden
with your song

Through the night
and all day long.

With the flame from the candle, Elsie traced a
pentagram in the air and then circled it with the
smoking smudge stick as she announced:

So mote it be
and be it blessed!

She turned and headed back inside, but Pooka
paused a moment, listening to the delicate music the
wind chimes made as the breeze danced around them.
It really was pretty!

Eventually, he rejoined his witch inside the warm
cottage.  As they went about their day and, later,
during their Imbolc ritual in front of the hearth, the
soft tones of the chimes seemed to brighten even the
inside of their home.

The tones weren't as soft, however, in the middle of the night when they were both suddenly
awakened by loud clanging and clinking.

Elsie blinked sleepily into the darkness and said, "The wind must be up again."
Pooka, who was looking out the window, turned to her and growled, "No, it's Thistle.  She and her

friends are all down there playing with the wind chimes."
Elsie groaned, rolled over and pulled the quilt over her head.  Pooka heard her mutter "Remind me in

the morning to move those chimes to the other side of the garden!"





In the days before supermarkets, many foods would become more scarce during the winter.  Eggs, milk
and butter were among them.  But around Imbolc, these ingredients started becoming available again
and clever moms would make yummy things like bread pudding.  This is one of Pooka's favorite dishes
whether for dessert or breakfast!

Bread Pudding

While the oven is heating to 350, warm 2 cups of milk and 1/4 cup of butter in a saucepan until the milk
is hot and the butter is melted.

Then, in a large bowl, beat 2 eggs, 1/2 cup of sugar, 1 tsp kosher salt (1/2 tsp regular salt), 2 tsp
cinnamon and 1 teaspoon vanilla extract. Slowly add and beat in the milk and melted butter.

Tear 5 slices of bread into chunks and stir those in along with a handful or two of raisins, sweetened
cranberries, dried cherries or even frozen blueberries. Dump it all into a round, deep buttered casserole
dish .

* Note:  At this point, when he thinks Elsie isn't looking, Pooka will sprinkle a little extra sugar over the
top.  Elsie always pretends to be surprised and delighted at the delicate, sweet crust on the top of the
bread pudding when it's done!

Bake for about 45 minutes.
Serve warm with a little cream drizzled over it. Then go back for a second helping because it's sooooo
good!



A Letter from Scotland

Dear Little Witches,

I missed the last date for posting my Yule letter, so I am very sorry

to have missed talking to you. I couldn’t post my letter because

there was a robin living in the post box and I didn’t want to

disturb him.  No one in the village wanted to either, so all cards

and letters from this little bit of Scotland were running late in the

run up to the holidays. Never mind, the robin was happy in his

little red house.  I hope you all had a wonderful Yule anyway.

So here we are, looking forward to Imbolc and the time of the

melting snows. When the snow and ice do begin to melt, the

burns (streams) and rivers will swell and the water will run fast.

Sometimes the torrent of water will be so powerful; it will flood the land around it. It is beautiful to

watch – but we all know that getting too close to water is dangerous, don’t we? Never go near water

without your grown-up beside you. That might sound a little boring, but really, having that grown-up

with you is not a bad idea, especially if you ever visit Scotland. Want me to tell you why?

Well, Scotland is a land of stories and magic and we have lots of fairies. We also have lots of magical

animals – two magical beasties in particular live in water. One is called a Water Horse and the other is

called a Kelpie.  Some people get them muddled and think they are the same animal, but they are not.

One lives in lochs (lakes) and pools; the other lives in rivers and streams. The ones who live in the lochs

are the Water Horses and the ones who live in the rivers are the Kelpies. Both of them look like horses,

with beautiful flowing manes and tails. Both of them can change their shape and appear as a man, a

child, a ring and other things too. Both of them can be tamed by putting a bridle on it – but only for a

little while. But only one of them eats people silly enough to go too close to the water- the Water Horse!

He’s not a nice beastie at all - he gobbles people all up and spits out their livers. That’s all that is left

when he is finished. This is why you should take a grown-up with you if you ever visit a loch with a Water

Horse living in it – the Water Horse is more likely to want to eat them because they are bigger and will

make a better dinner for a hungry Water Horse than you will!

Now Kelpies – well, they’re completely different. They’d never want to harm anyone, though they are

happy enough to play tricks.  They like to splash water on people crossing bridges or walking on the river



bank. In the days when flour mills used water wheels to turn the quern-stones that ground wheat into

flour, the Kelpies thought it was funny to stop the water wheel turning fora while, to annoy the miller.

They’re a bit like naughty children and they never mean any harm. Sometimes they are very helpful, as a

builder who once lived in Caithness found out.

Once upon a time, up by Loch Garve in the very north of Scotland, a Kelpie and his wife moved into an

underground cave. The Kelpie loved his new home: it was everything he dreamed of – peaceful, quiet,

plenty of rivers and burns, a beautiful loch nearby and best of all, plenty of fish to eat. He was a very

happy Kelpie indeed.

His wife, however, was not happy. She was cold. Very, very, very cold. And as winter came in, she grew

even colder and more unhappy still. The Kelpie loved his wife and he didn’t want her to be unhappy at

all, so he sat down to think. And there he stayed until he had thought of a plan. Then he rushed off out,

telling his wife he would be back soon and he promised he would bring someone back who would make

the cave a comfortable home for her.

As he reached the land, he turned himself into a horse and raced over hills and glens until he came to

the house of a builder. Now this builder was well-known in the area as a man who could make anything

and who could find a way around any building problem. If the builder couldn’t sort out the problem with

the Kelpie’s new house, no-one could.

The Kelpie arrived at the builder’s house and neighed softly. The man was very surprised to see such a

beautiful horse outside his door. The Kelpie stamped on the ground with one hoof and the builder

understood it wanted him to go with it. The builder was scared, but he was also curious, so he got on

the horse’s back and off they raced to the Kelpie’s home.

When they arrived there, the Kelpie changed back into his own shape and the builder was terrified. But

only for a moment- the shape of the problem was much more interesting to the builder than the shape

of his customer. The Kelpie and his wife explained their problem to the man. The Kelpie spoke with

sorrow that they would have to leave the house he loved if no way could be

found to make it warmer for his wife. He told the builder he would be very

grateful if he could advise him – if he could solve the problem, the Kelpie

would make sure there was always fish for the man to eat.  The man felt

sorry for the Kelpie and the Kelpie’s wife. He made that funny noise

workmen make just before they start their work – a kind of sccchhhhhhl

sound as they suck in their breath – and then he got to work. He could see

immediately what it was that the Kelpie’s new house needed. And so he built it.



When he had finished, the Kelpie and his wife had the most magnificent new fireplace and chimney in

the whole of Caithness and Sutherland. Not

only was the Kelpie’s wife happy and warm, she

was thrilled she could cook over the fire too.

And the delighted Kelpie kept his promise. For

the rest of the builder’s life, he always caught

fish when he went fishing for his supper. Even in

the depths of winter, when the lochs and rivers

were frozen over with thick ice, there was

always a hole in the ice at the water’s edge,

ready for the builder to cast his fishing line.

Isn’t that a nice story?

There are lots of stories about Kelpies and they are important in

the legends we tell. Scotland has a lot of artists and one of them,

Andy Scott, sometimes uses these stories as inspiration in his

work.  The photographs here are of his sculptures, The Kelpies,

two 30-metre high sculptures that sit on the side of the Forth &

Clyde canal at Falkirk, Central Scotland. They are enormous – and

very, very beautiful. Andy is touring a scaled-down replica in the

US – these Kelpies are 1/10th of the size of the originals. Follow

the links below to find out some more about them.

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading about Water Horses and Kelpies. Imbolc blessings to you all and

remember – keep yourself safe near water. You never know what is lurking underneath!

Until the next time,

Fiona Tinker

Photographs of The Kelpies at The Helix, Falkirk, courtesy of Sharon Midwinter Bennett.

Web links:

Scotland: http://www.thehelix.co.uk/things-to-do/the-kelpies/

US Tour: http://www.thekelpies.co.uk/discover/usa



Willow
The path from Elsie's cottage door  leads to a trellised gate which, in turn, opens onto a little wooden
bridge that arches over a creek before entering the forest..  Graceful, draping willow trees hug the banks
of the stream, their delicate branches dipping down into the water. Elsie honors and uses the Willows
for magick, crafting, food and medicine....

The willow tree is a perfect herb for Imbolc.  Willow is an herb of birth and growth.  It's slender, pliable
branches are often woven into baskets (a type of womb).
A  botanist (someone who studies plants) left an old willow basket out in the snow.  The snow melted,
the willow twigs from the basket took root and became a young tree in the spring. The botanist noticed
this and decided to study it.  He discovered that
willow water was even better for rooting plant
cuttings than the modern growth hormones that
were sold in stores - something that probably any
gardener or witch could have told him.  Willows
love to encourage new birth and growth!

One summer , when Elsie and her friend, Nathan,
were fishing in the stream, Nathan complained of
a headache.  Elsie took her knife, skimmed a
couple of strips of willow bark from a nearby tree
and handed them to Nathan.  "Take two and call
me in the morning!" she joked.
The inner bark of the tree is filled with Saliccin, an
herbal remedy which became the modern drug
known as aspirin.  It relieves pain while reducing
both  fever and inflammation.   You can even
make an ointment from willow bark to rub on a
sprain or sore muscle.  It's used for everything
from rheumatism  and arthritis to dandruff.

The willow has been called the "Tree of
Enchantment", "the Tree of Immortality" and
"Tree of Witcheries" because of it's powers.  The branches are use to make wands, brooms, wreaths and
pentacles . The leaves  can be used in a pillow to help with magical "message" dreams or to overcome
the grief of loosing a loved one or pet.



WitchCrafts

Make a Wand
by Calluna Tsutla

Wands are magickal tools that have been used in ritual and as a spiritual
symbol since ancient times. Imbolc is a great time to make your own personal
wand to create good energy, draw up the elements, draw magickal symbols,
create your sacred circle, and direct energy during your rite.

You will need:
 A stick that measures about from your elbow to

the tip of your middle finger
 Polymer clay in your choice of colors
 Crystal point and gemstone chips
 Foil or parchment
 Bells, ribbons, glitter, feathers, paints, or any

other items you would like to decorate your
wand with

First, go outside and find a stick you would like to
use for your wand. There are usually plenty of sticks
and branches that you can find on the ground that
have fallen from the trees this time of year. If you
do decide to take directly from a tree, don’t forget
to be respectful and ask for permission from the
tree first and be sure to leave an offering at the
base of the tree. We like to leave some compost for
food for the tree.
Next, attach your crystal point to the tip of the
wand using polymer clay making sure you press the
clay firmly around both the crystal and the stick.
Now you can roll it in glitter or press gemstone chips into the clay
to make it more decorative. Line a baking sheet with foil or parchment and bake your wand to set the
polymer according to the directions on the polymer clay package. After it is done baking, be sure to let it

cool completely before
finishing.
Now you can finish your

wand by adding ribbons,
feathers, bells, or you could
even paint symbols or your
magickal name on it. Be
creative and add your energy
to it. It is your new magickal
tool.



Playing With Elements

by M. Casey

In Paganism we use elements, earth, air, fire, and water. Everything is made up of the
elements. Some things have more than one element, like mud. Mud is made up of earth and
water. Sometimes the elements work together, and sometimes not. Water and Earth can both put out
fire. Fire can also burn earth. Nature has its own way of balancing things out if we leave it alone. We
can see nature balance the elements by watching the weather patterns and natural disasters.

Sometimes it is easy to understand an element like water. We drink water,
we use water to nourish plants, and we take baths in water. We interact with water
everyday and we can see how it nourishes us and the world around us. One of our
favorite ways to play with water in my family is to water color. You can make
simple water colors at home by mixing a few drops of food coloring into about 1/8
cup of water for each color. We like to go outside with big sheets of paper and use
a giant brush to ‘drop’ splashes of color. After a while some of the colors will start

to flow into the others. My son, Snow Fox, also likes water. His favorite way to play with water is with
his squirt gun!

Another element that is easy to play with is air. We like to make
bubbles and blow them outside on a nice day. It is nearly impossible to see air,
but we can see how it effects things around us. We can see the trees blow in
the wind. We can fly a kite in the air. One way we can play with air is to take a
large glass Pyrex dish, the kind that are used to bake things and fill it half way
with water. Add some food coloring to make it look cool. Then blow across
the surface of the water. Try blowing harder, and then softer. What do you

see? How does the water move? Try adding a few drops of vanilla extract and then blow on the surface
again.

Earth is right under our feet! Earth is used to grow crops for
food. Trees give us shade. But how can we play with earth? My daughter,
Tiger lily likes to make salt dough and shape it into things. Salt dough is very
simple to make. Just mix 1 cup of flour with ½ cup of salt. Mix in water
slowly until you have a thick dough. If you make it too slimy, just add a bit
more flour to the mixture. Another wonderful way to play with earth is to



grow a plant, and take care of it. We plant beans each year. They grow very quick, and then you can eat
the beans that grow.

Fire is a very important element, but we have to be careful with fire so
that we do not get hurt. We need warmth in the winter. We need the sun to
shine so our plants will be able to grow. How can we play with fire, without
getting hurt? We like to make sun catchers to hang in the window and catch
light. We take bits of old left over crayons and put them between two pieces of
paper. Then an adult irons it flat. After it cools down, you can cut out the
melted wax into any shape you like. Then poke a hole in the top and tie some
string into a loop so you can hang it up. Another very simple way to play with

fire, and heat is to go to a sunny window. Stand in the sunshine and feel it on your skin. Then move to
the shadowy part of the room. Does your skin feel different? Try stepping back into the light again. We
can also learn about fire by watching movies on volcanoes.



Jimmy Has Doubts
by Evelien Roos

Jimmy scurried around the house and saw, alarmed, that Isobel was cutting the Yule tree into little
bits and feeding the fire with them. He raced to her and pulled on her sleeve to stop her putting another
bit into the flames.

 “Jimmy!” Isobel exclaimed. “What are you doing?”
 “No, what are YOU doing? Why are you burning the Yule tree?”
 Isobel wiped her hands on her jeans and picked Jimmy up. She sat them both down on the sofa and

looked Jimmy earnestly in the eyes.
 “Look, Jimmy, The Wheel of the Year does not stop turning because we love the festivities around

Yule. Springtime is coming and we need to clean the house of all the old and dusty energy. It does not
do to keep patches of dirt in the corners, just for old times sake. Today is Imbolc, and it is time to get rid
of Yule and it’s decorations.”

Jimmy cocked his little head and whispered: “Imbolc already?” He looked up into Isobel’s face and
then his jaw dropped. “That means it has been a whole year since I became your familiar!!!”

 Isobel widened her eyes and said: “By the Gods! You are right! My, how time has flown!” She rubbed
his nose and added: “Then we really should have a feast tonight! I will go and get some groceries for
that!”

 Jimmy cuddled her, but declined her invitation to come along for the ride. He had other plans.
Later, Isobel shut the door and put Jimmy down on the garden path. She walked towards her car, and

Jimmy turned towards the forest and scuttled off into the distance.

The forest floor was covered with crisply frozen leaves and Jimmy made a crackling progress towards
his goal: The Stone circle. He had an inkling that he would not be alone there.

And indeed: as he entered the Circle, he could smell the sun on autumn leaves, and the God of the
Forests, Pan, was sitting cross legged in the middle. His leaf green eyes twinkled as he spotted Jimmy.
Jimmy felt a surge of affection as he rushed towards the God.

“Good morning, my Lord. And a happy Imbolc to you.”
“Good morning Jimmy, and the same to you too. How have you fared this year? I heard you have

moved from the Forest and are now living with a human.”
Jimmy bowed his head. “Yes my Lord. Not that I did not like living here, but somehow I have a bond

with Isobel. I feel I HAVE to live with her. She is my friend and my Soul is happy when I see her.”



Pan laughed a warm and joyful laugh. “I do not judge you, little hedgehog. I am happy that you have
found your destination. I, and others in the Summerland with me, have been watching you two. You are
exactly where you are supposed to be. You two will go a long way. You just follow your heart and all will
be fine.”

Jimmy felt the blood warm his body. Had it been so obvious he had doubted his decision?
 The warm hand of the God landed on his back and he heard the warm, loving voice say: “No, dear

one. I AM a God. Some things I just know.”
 Jimmy looked up and Pan winked. “I liked it better when you were sassing me a bit, like last year.

You are one spunky hedgehog, and that is why you were not meant to be content just living an ordinary
hedgehog life.” And then he said something that would stick with Jimmy for a long time: “Clean out your
head of those old ideas. Time to embrace your new way of living fully.”

When he got home, his little head buzzing with all he had seen and done that day, Isobel was sitting
on the porch with a hot cocoa. “Hello, Sweety! How was your day?” she asked, as she let him in.

He recounted his adventures for her and they both agreed that having the blessing of Pan on their
friendship was Very Special indeed!

Isobel had prepared a very wonderful meal and she even had another gift for Jimmy, to celebrate
their friendship. She took out a small, blue box and opened it. Inside there was a small, silver pentagram.

She hooked it onto Jimmy’s enamelled holly collar and said: “Now you are a full Familiar.”
He pressed his little nose against her cheek and they both basked in the glow of their friendship.





Leah’s Imbolc Conundrum
by Raven Moonshadow

“Stuck,” Leah groaned. This wasn’t going to be easy she realized. “And this thing isn’t
helping any.” She pushed an orange-brown stone with markings almost like scribbles
away from her, frustrated.

So what kind of stuck, was it? Leah had writer’s block and it was B-A-D. She used to
find writing to be second nature. In fact, most times it was. Recently though (read that
as MONTHS), Leah’s muse wasn’t behaving. She hadn’t been able to put any great
stories together for the Pagan kids magazine that she so often had contributed to in
the past. Instead, deadlines would come and go and Leah would stare at a blank word
processing document page unable to find the inspiration. Some ideas might form, but
those would quickly crumble and fall apart. There was never anything solid. Her mom
had even suggested a calligraphy stone to help get her writing juices flowing again. She
now stared at that strange stone with disdain thinking that maybe it just wasn’t meant
to work.

Maybe she just wasn’t meant to be a writer any longer. Leah lightly tapped her
forehead on the wood table where her computer sat before her. Hoping for some kind
words, a starting point to jump her writing from, or just ANYTHING that might help,
she scooped up her calligraphy stone, placing it in her pocket, and went to go see what
everyone else was doing.

Her mother was the first person Leah sought out. Leah’s mom was an eternally busy
woman serving her community as Priestess for ceremonies, advise & counsel and the
like. She also was a birth professional helping women mark a huge transition from the
Maiden to becoming the Mother. Leah had come home on quite a few occasions,  and
even woken in the early morning hours, to find her mom was off attending a woman in
this capacity. As busy as she was, her mother always made her family a priority and
made time for them even when in the middle of working.

So, off to her mother she went.

Leah found her in “The Witch Room” making candles. Leah always loved when her
mom made candles. You see, it was almost Imbolc. It’s the first Sabbat of the year and
marks the mid-point between Winter Solstice & Ostara. Her mother would make
candles to be used for certain rituals or ceremonies during the year and set them on
the altar for blessings at Imbolc.

“Leah!” Her mother’s smile lit the room. “How goes the writing, sweetheart?”

“Ugh! It’s awful, Mom. I can’t come up with a useful thought. I think the calligraphy
stone I picked up must be broken and I’m pretty positive my writing muse is off in
some corner some where sipping tea and laughing at me,” Leah bemoaned. “It’s not
funny, ya know! Come back and help,” she exclaimed into the air above her.

Her mother chuckled. She knew all too well how bad writer’s block could be as she
suffered from it every now and then. At that thought, Leah’s mom hugged her.



“Leah, have you thought about maybe lighting some candles at Brigid’s altar and
asking her for some guidance? I’m sure she could come up with something good to
whisper in your ear.”

Leah looked at her mom with big eyes. Was she serious? Her deadline was just
HOURS away and her mom seriously just suggested that?

“Mom, I love you. I appreciate your suggestions, and I mean no disrespect to the
Goddess or to our family’s religion and spiritual practice, but there isn’t TIME for
that.” Leah was now whining. “I have a deadline of TODAY! I can’t sit and wait for
whispers in my ear.”

Shaking her head, Leah shuffled off to find her older sister, Kat. Though she dreaded
asking her, Leah hoped Kat was in a good mood. College seems to have mellowed
her sister a bit anyways, so who knew. Of course, Kat was in the one place she
always seemed to be…. the kitchen. Even though Kat was a business major, her
passion was cooking. Her dream was to get her business degree, go to a culinary
trade school and then open her own restaurant. Kat was one of those people that
could totally do just that too. She admired her older sister for that, but Leah would
never dream of telling Kat for her own strange belief that that information might
somehow inflate her sister’s ego to the size of the Empire State Building.

“Hey, brat.”

That was Kat’s greeting to her sister. Leah stopped dead in her tracks and just
glared at her sister.

“Really? Really? That’s how you greet me? I come to you for help and you call me a
brat?”

“Leah, stop with the dramatics. You KNOW it was just a joke. What’s up?”

“Well, I was just wondering…” Leah began. Kat cut her off immediately.

“Hey, come here. I need your help. Which do you think would be better - lamb stew
or potato soup?” Kat asked.

“You need my help?” Leah was almost speechless. “Well, I guess if it will help me
get my own answer. What are you making it for?”

“Imbolc. Duh. I was thinking of doing lamb stew because it’s so yummy, but then
thought maybe potato soup would be better. I’ve already started making the butter
and have my thoughts on the breads I’ll be putting together.” Kat was rambling
endlessly about the food that would be made for Imbolc. And then she started
chattering about the offerings and libations that would be poured out that day.
Honestly, the way Kat spoke, one would think she was planning on feeding half the
state. She knew her sister’s head was so concentrated on food that there would be
no help there for Leah.



“Sis, I’m sure whichever soup you choose it will be just amazing,” Leah responded to
her sister and headed out of the kitchen. Kat went back to scouring cookbooks.

How much harder could finding a story to write be for Leah? She thought the answer
would never make itself apparent. Leah found her dad and youngest brother
engrossed in making corn dollies. Leah smiled sweetly as she just watched the two
of them. It was amazing to her how much her little brother had grown in almost 5
years. Not wanting to interrupt their father-son time, Leah tiptoed off to find Marie.
It didn’t take Leah long to find her. Marie was almost always in the
playroom/crafting room devising new plans and concoctions. Marie wanted to be a
scientist of some sort; she wasn’t sure just yet. Curious to see what experiment
Marie was working on, Leah went into the room. Just then, Marie bombarded her.

“Try this on!” Marie exclaimed as she plunked something down on Leah’s head.

“Gah! What are you doing to me?” Leah asked as she removed the whatever-it-was
from the top of her head.

“Brigid Crowns. I’m making Brigid Crowns. Remember how much we loved wearing
them when we were younger? I wanted to revive that tradition again this year, so
I’ve made special crowns for each of the girls in the family. It’s just construction
paper, silly. I think they came out pretty neat. Oh, hey, how’s the writing?”

Marie had barely taken a breath before she stopped talking to ask about Leah’s
writing. Leah explained how her page was still blank, how Mom was no help, Kat
only cared about food (like usual she felt) and that Dad & their littlest brother
looked so cute working on corn dollies that she just couldn’t interrupt them to ask
for assistance. Marie nodded her head in a sincere gesture that said she understood
her sister was frustrated.

“So STOP thinking about it. Go out to the gardens in the back and breathe. Besides,
Calvin & Xander could probably use your help. This is their year to chose the seeds
that will be blessed on Imbolc and then planted at the right time and even without
wearing my hearing aids, I can still hear them arguing LOUDLY from time to time.”

Marie’s suggestion was valid, and, at that, she raced off to find her brothers. As
Sophia had surmised, they were in the garage bickering and they needed help. Calvin
& Xander just couldn’t agree on what should be planted, nor did they have any idea
how to plan any of it out. Leah knew she’d better intervene before those two drove
her any crazier than she already felt. Walking over to the bookshelf her dad put up
just for Marie’s gardening books, she grabbed two from the shelves and handed one
to each boy.

“There,” she said. “Now maybe you two can quit arguing and figure something out.
It isn’t as hard as you’re making it out to be. First, figure out what grows best &
when. Remember that planting a rainbow’s worth of different colored fruits and
veggies is good for all of us. Use one of my seasonal circle papers, the ones with the
large circle drawn with quarter sections. Write down what works for each season
and put it in the right section. Oh, don’t forget about the herb garden too. Kat would
be super irritated if those were left out.”



Xander & Calvin both thanked Leah. She walked out to where the gardens were and
just smiled. At least she could give help, even if she didn’t feel like any of it was
helping her. While standing at the edge of one garden, she drew in a deep breath. The
air was like ice. She could see her breath when she exhaled. She thought about her
mom’s suggestion to sit at the Brigid altar and ask for help. Maybe, she thought, there
was something to what her mom had said. Brigid was, after all, one of the Triple
Goddesses. Not only could she be seen, some would say, as Maiden, Mother & Crone,
but also as Midwife, Poet, & Metalsmith,  among many other things. Off to the altar
she went. It certainly couldn’t hurt to ask for help from her mother’s Matron Goddess.

Leah entered the main room where Brigid’s altar was located. She noticed the
handmade Brigid’s Cross, as well as a corn dolly she was certain had been the one she
had seen her dad and brother working on earlier. Leah lit the candles on the altar, and,
remembering the writing & poetry aspect, pulled the calligraphy stone from her
pocket. She silently sent out her bequests to Brigid. As she sat by the glow of the
candles from the altar, she rubbed the stone in her hands while her mind seemed to
drift. She was thinking about Imbolc and all the different things they did as a family to
celebrate each Sabbat. It was never just one person doing things for the family.
Sabbats were FAMILY events and they each played an important part. That was
especially apparent today as everyone seemed to be engrossed with something.
Suddenly it hit! Leah knew just exactly what she would write about ~ her family, their
traditions at Imbolc & how they all come together and play a part.

Leah jumped up, bowed at the altar, giving her thanks, blew out the candles and ran
like mad to write her story. As she ran down the hallway, she looked down at the
calligraphy stone in her hand. She kissed it and decided maybe it did work after all.
What a great story this would be! And so it began.

Imbolc Mandala border by Cat Hawkins



Make an Imbolc Bride
by Carmen Sanchez Bezzard

Having a bride on your Imbolc altar is a great way to celebrate the Sabbat. When you create her
you will be using the colors of Imbolc. Yellow for Candle flames, Gold for the Sun God’s warmth, Purple
for the Crocuses budding from the earth, White for the Snow and the Milk of the Momma Lambs

Just follow the picture steps and you will have made a beautiful Imbolc Bride for your altar.







Valentines

Elsie was at the kitchen table.  She seemed very

busy, so Pooka jumped up on the table to see

what she was doing. Elsie had a pair of scissors in

her hand and was cutting out a paper heart. Pooka

poked his nose in to investigate and Elsie said, "Careful,



Pooka!  I almost trimmed your whiskers!"   He pulled

back and looked around the table.  He saw paints,

crayons, glue, bits of lace,

ribbons and pressed flowers scattered everywhere.  "What are

you doing?" Pooka asked.   "I'm making valentines for

my friends," said Elsie.  "Isn't Valentine's Day a

Christian holiday?" asked Pooka.  "Originally it was a Pagan

holiday," Elsie explained.  "The church gave it a saint

name but it's really more a folk holiday than a religious one. Now just



about everybody gives Valentines to people to show that we like

them." Pooka had an idea.  He waited until

Elsie had left to deliver her valentines.  He then

dipped a paw into the paints......

When Elsie arrived back at the cottage,

Pooka was sitting proudly on the table.  The tip of his

tail was green. His paws were blue and

there were bits of lace and flowers stuck all over

his fur.  A pink ribbon was looped over one



ear.  " Pooka!  What happened?" cried Elsie.

"I'm YOUR valentine!" Pooka grinned. Elsie

picked him up and hugged him.  "You're my valentine EVERY

day!" she told him.


