
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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Kittens

As Pooka licked his breakfast bowl clean, his gaze drifted toward the window and the wet, slushy
snow plopping out of the sky.  The little cat sighed.  It had been a very wet winter.
Then he remembered something his witch had mentioned the night before:  She'd told him that it was
nearly Imbolc and if that day was gray and cloudy, it meant that spring would come early - which meant
Pooka could go out and play!
And this got him to thinking about the holiday....
"Elsie?"
"Mmmm?"  She rose from the table and took her own bowl to the sink.
"What does Imbolc mean?"
"In the belly," the witch said as she rinsed the bowl.
"What's in the belly?" he asked. "You mean my breakfast?"
She smiled over her shoulder at him.  "No, Imbolc means new life in the belly," she said.
"Who's belly?" persisted Pooka.
Elsie turned, folded her arms and leaned against the sink. "Well, Mother Earth is pregnant with all the
green things that will be born from the soil in the spring.  And many birds and animals are also pregnant
at this time with babies of their own."
"Oh," said Pooka. "Well I wish spring would hurry up and get here."  And with that, the cat went upstairs
to take his After-Breakfast nap on the warm, fluffy quilt on Elsie's bed.
He woke sometime later, stretched and looked out the window.  The slushy snow had turned to an icy
drizzle of rain.  So Pooka did what cats do when they're bored.  He began to give himself a bath.  He
cleaned his face and whiskers and scrubbed behind his ears with a damp paw.  He cleaned his furry
chest and moved on to his tummy (which seemed to take rather longer to do than usual).
However, when he tried to wash his flanks and back legs, the cat  discovered that his tongue wouldn't
reach! No matter which way he bent, twisted or turned, his tummy seemed to be in the way.
Well that had certainly never happened before.
Curious, the cat leaped down from the bed and onto Elsie's dressing table and checked his profile in the
mirror.
What he saw was not his own normally sleek stomach.  This one was BIG and very round.
Suddenly, Pooka's eyes grew almost as big as his tummy.  "I'm pregnant!" the stunned kitty whispered.
He jumped down from the dressing table very carefully - he didn't want to hurt the kittens that were
growing inside him - and began pacing about the room.
A million thoughts were racing around his furry little head.  Would he be a good daddy?  He imagined
teaching his kittens all the things that Elsie had been teaching him and he found he liked the idea!
He supposed Edgar the Crow would now be "Uncle Edgar".



And did this mean that Thistle the Fairy would be "Auntie Thistle"?  He shuddered at the thought.  How
would he ever teach his kittens good manners with Auntie Thistle around?
Of course, Elsie would help.  He tried to imagine the girl as "Granny Elsie".  Somehow, it just didn't work.

Then it occurred to him that his kittens would also need a mommy!  He wondered if he could find one
for them in the village?  There WAS that pretty little white cat that always smiled down at him from the
balcony above the bakery....
His head spinning, Pooka stopped pacing and gently licked his tummy.
It growled.
At first he thought it was one of the kittens growling at him and then, with relief, he realized he was just
hungry.
Of course he was!  After all, he was eating for 4...or maybe even 6 now.
He padded down the stairs and into the kitchen where Elsie was heating up some leftover stew for their
lunch.  She didn't say a word when Pooka asked for a second helping even though the first had been
very generous.
She knows, he thought and then reminded himself that of course she knew.  She was a witch and
witches always know these things.  He was glad they didn't have to talk about it.
After lunch, the little cat's tummy was even bigger and very uncomfortable.  He realized he had to poop
and began heading toward the litter box Elsie kept inside for him during the winter.
Suddenly he stopped as a horrible thought occurred to him!  What if he accidentally pooped out one of
his kittens?  That would be terrible!
So, instead, he curled up in his basket on the warm hearth.
Edgar the Crow hopped over to him, a long string of yarn dangling from his beak.  "Wanna play?"
"I can't," groaned Pooka, shifting his aching tummy in the basket.
"Why not?" asked the big black bird
"Because I'm pregnant."

Edgar dropped the string as his
beak gaped open and he just stared
at the cat for a long moment.
Finally, he ruffled his feathers,
picked the string back up and
hopped away.  "If you don't wanna
play, just say so!" he cawed.
Pooka glared after him.  "Uncle
Edgar" COULD have been a bit more
excited at the news!
Elsie, too, went about her day as
normal - tidying the cottage,
working in her herb room and
preparing for Imbolc.
Pooka kept waiting for her to say
Something about the event that
would turn all their lives upside
down, but the girl was apparently
too busy.
So the little cat just rested and tried
to think up names for his kittens.



Instead he found himself entertaining longing thoughts about the litter box that was calling to him.
When it was suppertime, Pooka was NOT hungry!  But he remembered the kittens growing in his belly
still had to eat, so he dutifully consumed an extra helping again.
Afterward his tummy hurt terribly and he really, really, REALLY had to poop.  He thought, maybe if I just
farted a little?
He imagined farting and a newborn kitten shooting out across the room.  Better not do that either.  So
he held everything in and slowly waddled after Elsie into the parlor.
The little witch settled into her reading chair with a book and Pooka crawled into her lap. He tried laying
this way and the that way, but he just couldn't get comfortable.
Great Goddess!  Was he in labor?  Were his kittens about to be born?  They must be! What should he do?
By now, the little cat was panicking.
He was vaguely remembering his own babyhood in Aunt Tilly's barn and a thick bed of clean straw,
when Elsie put down her book and asked, a little impatiently, "Pooka, what on earth is going on?  You
keep moving around and poking me with your claws!"
Pooka jumped off her lap and announced anxiously: "I think it's time for you to get a box and put some
straw in it!"
Elsie looked down, a puzzled frown on her face.  "Why?" she asked.
"Because the kittens will need a bed, of course."
"What kittens?"
"My kittens! " Pooka exclaimed.  "I thought you knew.  I'm pregnant!  I know it's not even quite Imbolc
yet, but I'm telling you, Elsie - these kittens are ready to be born!  They won't wait until spring."
The little cat was astonished and then irritated when Elsie burst out laughing.  And it wasn't just a titter
or a little giggle.  She threw back her head and let out a long laugh that filled the whole room. Even
Edgar, sleeping on his perch, woke up and joined in - with no idea what the joke was about.
Finally Elsie stopped laughing long enough to wipe the tears from her eyes and gasp, "Pooka, you are
NOT pregnant."
"Sure I am!" the cat glared at her.  "Honestly, haven't you noticed how big my belly is?"
Elsie looked down and told him, "Actually, I didn't want to say anything.  But, then, you've been inside all
winter instead of outside playing and exercising.  And you've been eating a lot.  You've gained weight is
all."
"But you SAID Imbolc is when animals get pregnant."
The witch now smiled at him gently.  "Yes, but, Pooks, only girl animals get pregnant. It's the mommy's
that get pregnant and have the babies."
That stopped Pooka in his tracks.  "Then where do daddy's come in?"
"Well, it takes both a daddy and a mommy to make the babies.  But it's the mommy who carries them in
her belly and then gives birth to them."
Elsie examined Pooka's thoughtful little face carefully and then said, "I hope you're not too disappointed
that you're not having kittens?"
The cat suddenly grinned up at her.  "Are you kidding? This means it's finally safe for me to poop!" and,
with that, he dashed out of the room.

(This picture from free clip art)



Maybe your mommy is pregnant and you will soon have a little brother or sister?  Of course, you will be
the very Best Big Brother or Sister in the whole world, but meanwhile, what can you do to help your
mommy take care of herself while she's pregnant?

For one thing, you can offer to carry things for her.  Remember, she's already carrying a heavy baby in
her tummy.  If you offer to help carry groceries, a laundry basket or take the trash out for her, she'll
probably make you hold still for a hug!

And, if you put your toys away so she doesn't have to lean over her big belly to do it, she might even
bake some cookies for you!

And, if you're big enough to make herb teas,
you can also do that!

Raspberry leaf tea is really soothing and also
helps tone and strengthen the walls of the
uterus (which is the little room in your
Mommy's tummy that the baby lives in until
they're born).
When it's time for baby to be born, this same
herb will help make pushing the baby out
easier.  Pregnant Mommies really should
drink a cup of this tea every day or even more
often if they like.

Sometimes, especially in the first few months of pregnancy, Mommy's feel nauseous. Throwing up is
really yucky and Ginger tea helps with this!  Just take a small piece of ginger root and simmer it in a cup
of water with a lid on the pot for about 5 minutes.  Then, turn the fire off, and add a spoonful of
peppermint leaves, then let it steep for another 5 minutes.  Ask your Mommy to drink this potion and
soon she will feel much better!  (A spoonful of honey in this is really tasty.)

You're Mommy needs you when she's pregnant.  And now you know how to take good care of her.  Elsie
and Pooka would both be proud of you!





Imbolc Quiche

Quiche is a perfect dish for Imbolc because this savory pie features all the fresh ingredients that, in the
old days, became available now...namely, eggs, milk (or cream), cheese and butter.
Pooka loves quiche so much that, whenever Elsie bakes one, he sits himself down in front of the oven
and waits for it to be done.  He doesn't want to take a chance that he'll be off somewhere playing at the
moment it comes out!
A quiche is a sort of cheese pie and really easy to make. Start with an un-baked crust in a deep dish pie
plate.  (You can use a store-bought crust, if you like or make your own.)
You can leave your quiche plain OR you can pile all sorts of yummy things in the bottom - green onions,
mushrooms, artichoke hearts, chopped bacon or ham, crab meat, corn, spinach or tomatoes are just a
few ideas.  It all depends on what you like!  Use one ingredient or several combined.  Cook about a cup
of the chopped vegetables and/or meat in a saucepan with a bit of butter, then dump them in your pie
shell.
Next, toss in a cup of grated cheese....any kind or even a combination of cheeses.  (This is a great way to
help your grownup use up those left-over bits of cheese in the refrigerator!)
In a bowl, beat 4 eggs with 2 cups of heavy cream, 1/2 teaspoon of salt.  (Elsie sometimes adds herbs
also - like nutmeg & tarragon.)
Then put that in the pie shell too.  Yes, right on top of the other stuff!
Bake this for 15 minutes at 425, then turn the oven down to 325 and bake another 30 - 45 minutes until
the center is no longer wiggly.
Quiche is delicious either hot or cold, for breakfast, lunch or dinner.  In fact, Pooka will eat it both ways,
for every meal AND a snack!  Elsie likes to serve it with soup or salad and hot, buttered, fresh baked
bread.

To Summarize:
Put  about 1 cup of saute'd vegetables and/or meat in a deep dish pie
crust.
Sprinkle with 1 cup of grated cheese.
Beat 4 eggs with 2 cups of heavy whipping cream, 1/2 - 3/4 tsp salt
along with any herbs or spices and pour into pie shell.
Bake 425 for 15 minutes.  Turn oven down to 325 and bake another 30 -
45 minutes.



A Letter from Scotland

Dear Little Witches,

Imbolc is here and we can all look forward to the spring. It will
soon be time for the new lambs to be born and the cold weather
will loosen its hold on Scotland. We are all looking forward to the
new lives and the return of the warmth of the sun.

Winter can be harsh in Scotland and sometimes it is hard for
children too. The days are short, the nights are long, all of it is cold and it seems as if it will never end.
Three children of my acquaintance were becoming very, very cantankerous with it all.

Then they had a magical visitor.

This is their story.

Once upon a time there were three children called Juliette, Anna and Neil. Anna and Neil were brother
and sister; Juliette was their cousin. Each of them had a special gift: Juliette could write the most
wonderful stories; Anna could paint fantastic pictures and Neil could make anything out of metal –
almost as if the metal was clay in his hands. All three of them were really, really good at cooking and
helping to make a house a home.

      At the end of a long, long winter, the three children were fed up – really fed up - waiting for the sun
to come back and the weather to improve. It didn’t matter how often people told them that things
would get better soon, these three were as cross as cross could be. They decided to work on their
favourite thing before they became the sort of crosspatches who argued with each other over nothing
very much.

      Juliette began to write a story about her favourite character, Mr Matthews. Normally Mr Matthews
and his adventures just jumped from Juliette’s pen and danced all over the page, but for some reason,
Mr Matthews stayed in her pen and just plain refused to come out to play. No matter what she did, all
that came out on to the paper were doodles. Nothing was going right. Juliette threw down her pen in
annoyance and went to see what Anna was doing.

      Anna stood in front of her easel, holding a paintbrush in her hand. She scowled at her work.  Juliette
looked at it – it was a mess of colours and runny paint. Nothing was going right here either. “Don’t say a
word,” warned Anna.



      “Okay, I won’t,” agreed Juliette. “Let’s just see what Neil is doing.”

      The two girls wandered outside to the workshop Neil used for his metal work. He wasn’t allowed to
use the forge to heat up metal unless there was a grown-up with him, but he was allowed to use his
parents’ tools to bend it into shapes and the noise of banging and clanking got louder and louder as the
two girls approached the workshop. At least it sounded as if Neil had managed to make a success of his
work!

      Only he hadn’t.

      Juliette and Anna gawped in amazement at what they saw.

      There was a mess of twisted metal that looked like a cow had trampled all over it. Neil was in a
furious temper because the metal wouldn’t do as it was told. He wanted it to be one shape; the metal
certainly had other ideas. Neil was so angry he was banging it off the side of the workbench in temper.

    “Maybe we should make a cake?” suggested Juliette.

    “Good idea,” muttered Anna. They went into the kitchen and got the things they needed. Once the
bowls, spoons and baking tray were organised, they began to gather the ingredients.

      “There’s not enough milk,” said Anna.

      “There’re not enough eggs,” said Juliette.

      “There’s no butter!” wailed Neil.

      All three children looked at each other.  “AAAARRRGH!”  they yelled together. They’d thought this
day could not get any worse, but now there would be no cake in it either. Three very grumpy children
glared at each other, bursting to argue the minute one of them said anything at all.

      Suddenly they had a visitor. The most beautiful Lady with flame red hair stood in their kitchen,
smiling at them. They hadn’t heard her come in, but somehow, they weren’t frightened, only astonished.
At the looks on their faces, the Lady laughed.

      “Children,” she said, “there’s no need for all this grumpiness.” The Lady ruffled their hair. “Now,” she
added, “look in the fridge.”

      The three children turned back to the fridge and what do you think was inside? Yes: milk, eggs and
butter.

      If the children had been flabbergasted at the sudden
appearance of the lady, they were even more
dumbfounded at the magical arrival of exactly what they
needed to make a cake.

     When they turned around, the Lady was no longer
there.

     “Uhm,” said Neil, “let’s just make this cake.”

      They did this and the cake turned out wonderfully.



      Later that afternoon, they shared the cake with their Aunty Siobhan. As they ate, they told her all
about their cross morning and all the things that had gone wrong.

    “But it was all right in the end,” said Juliette, “your friend brought us the things we needed to make
this cake.”

    “And none of us feel cross anymore,” added Neil.

    “Who was she?” asked Anna.

     “It sounds to me as if you had a very special visit indeed,” said Aunty Siobhan.  “It seems like the Lady
Bridget heard you all arguing and came to help you.”

      Aunty Siobhan told the children all about the Lady, how she was such an important person that
several religions claimed her as their own. That bit didn’t interest the children too much, but what did
interest them was the idea that the Lady was three ladies in one.

      “She is the Goddess you can ask for help when you are stuck on a story, Juliette. She’ll help you when
you just can’t get a painting right, Anna. She likes fire, Neil, so I expect she will help too when your metal
work goes all wrong. And she is good with milk, butter and eggs… you three have been visited by
someone very special indeed.”

     The three children stared at their Aunt.

     “I expect things will work now,” she continued, “why don’t you give them another try?”

     Juliette, Anna and Neil rushed off to try their work again.

  Juliette wrote the most wonderful story about Mr Matthews meeting the Lady Bridget and how she
made his writing magical.

     Anna painted the most wonderful picture of the Lady Bridget working in her dairy.

     And Neil made the most wonderful crown, one that could have candles attached to it. He thought
that a special Lady who liked fire would like that as a present.

     And any time after that, when any of the three children felt cross or things wouldn’t work, they
remembered their visit from the Lady.

I hope you enjoyed this little story as much as the children enjoyed their visit from Lady Bridget. She’ll
help you too, if you are stuck. Just remember to ask her nicely!

Have a blessed Imbolc.

Till next time,

Fiona Tinker



Spirit Bottles for Little Witches
By Wendy Fischer

Making a spirit jar or bottle is a great way for you to have a
memorial ritual of your own and to continue to feel close to loved
ones who have passed on.

These pictures show the spirit bottle that I made to honor my
mom.  That’s her in the background of the first picture!

Here’s what you’ll need:

* When searching for your items, think of your loved one as you
choose each item, you’ll FEEL when it’s the right item for them.

A jar or bottle; (I had a hard time figuring out which jar would be
the right fit for my mom, turned out to be a used up and cleaned
out candle jar)!

Herbs and flowers; have an adult help you pick out herbs and
flowers that look, smell, and feel right for your loved one. Use
your eyes, fingers and nose to help you choose these. You can also
look up magical uses for herbs and flowers to help you choose
ones that honor the dead.

Stones; often times the stones themselves will draw you to them for your purpose.

Bits of nature that remind you of your loved one. Things like acorns, bird feathers, seashells, even some
dirt from their garden or grave.

A bit of your loved one; this could be a lock of their hair, a piece of cloth from their favorite shirt or
sweater, a small picture of them or a trinket they owned. Ask an adult to help you with this one too,
they’ll be able to guide you in what would be good to use.

Decorations for the top if you want to decorate it. I used cloth, ribbon, a
pendant and some glue. You can wrap it in string or ribbon, drip wax over it
(have an adult help you!), or anything else you can think of.

Once you feel like you’ve got the right bottle or jar and all the right things to
put in it, then it’s time to put it together.

Gather all of your chosen items and a framed picture of your loved one. You
may also need some spoons, funnels and paper towels.  Create a space of
quiet and respect to create your spirit jar in. Remember, this is a memorial
ritual. You can cast a circle if you wish but it isn’t necessary for this.



Put the top of the jar together the way you want it first. This way your jar won’t have to sit open and
possibly get spilled while you decorate the top.

As you layer your items into the bottle, keep in mind that over
time it will be moved and things will settle. To try to keep your
layers layered, place the finest ground items in the bottle first
and layer working your way up to the largest pieces last. If you
prefer to mix it all up, go for it. Make the spirit jar the way that
feels right to you.

When it’s all finished, you have a memorial of your loved one
that you can keep close to you, visit any time and can even be
used to talk with your loved one.

Pooka Says: Samhain isn't the only time we can honor our loved
ones who've Crossed Over.  Elsie has glass bottles  and vials
decorated with beadwork of her ancestors' ashes that she keeps
on her altar all year long. It's her way of honoring &
remembering them.



Jimmy Calls for Help
by Evelien Roos

Jimmy was feeling restless. Had been for the last weeks. After Samhain, Jimmy had expected the usual
drop in the temperatures, followed by snow and icy cold days, in which he would stay indoors and keep
warm by the fire. Instead the temperatures had stayed about the same. Mild and balmy days and nights,
which kept on for weeks on end. Even Isobel was complaining. She was astounded to find her roses that
grew by the front gate, were full of flower buds, in the middle of December!

Yule came and went, and still the weather didn’t change. Lots of people became ill. Isobel said that it
was the lack of freezing temperatures. Usually, she said, the cold would kill off the viruses and germs,
but now, in the humid and warm weather they were having, they thrived.

And then, just a month before Imbolc, Isobel got a phone call. Her mother had gotten sick, and her dad
was at his wits end. He was caring for her, but he also had his job, and mom didn’t seem to get better.
So Isobel asked Jimmy if he’d be ok on his own. Jimmy assured her that he was fine. He would just go
and visit his friends in the forest if he got lonely.

Isobel stayed at her parents for a week, giving her mother lots of herbal tea and forcing her to sleep as
much as possible. She came home a few times, to see if Jimmy was ok, and if he needed anything. Jimmy,
who could see Magick, also saw that Isobel was somehow less glowing with it than she usually was.
“Are you ok?” he asked.
“I’m fine, don’t worry about it.” Isobel replied, but Jimmy wasn’t so sure.
That evening, after Isobel had gone home, he worried about Isobel. He knew that illnesses could spread
rather easily. If only the Winter would really come, before Isobel got sick too. He paced the bedroom,
trying to think of a way to stop that from happening. He felt that the fact Isobel slowly lost her glow did
not bode well. Then his eye fell on something. It was a thin, silver chain with a starfish pendant. Hid little
face lit up with joy! Of course! The whistle Mannanán, the Sea God, had given them. It could call in the
help of the Gods. Jimmy clambered up to the bed stand and pulled the chain out of the half closed
drawer with his mouth. He had seen humans blow a whistle, but their lips and mouth were more shaped
up for the job. Finally, he managed to get a soft, but crystal clear tone out of the little pendant.



Immediately, Jimmy felt the presence of a God. He looked around and saw Pan sitting on the bed. He
smiled and his leaf-green eyes sparkled. “Hello Jimmy.”
Jimmy was a bit flustered. “I… I was expecting Mannanán…” he stammered.
Pan chuckled and said: “Mannanán doesn’t like going this far ashore… So he asked me to fill in. Why did
you call, dear friend?”
“Well…” Jimmy began. “… To be perfectly honest, I am totally sick of this weather, and it is getting
people sick too. Really sick. Why on the Green Earth isn’t it freezing? Has Winter been skipped over?”
Pan stopped chuckling and frowned a bit. Jimmy was afraid he had overstepped his bounds, but the God
of the Woods cleared his throat.
“Hmhm… I cannot fault you. You are absolutely right. I think someone has been naughty. I’ll look into it.”
And with that he was gone. Jimmy stared at the empty space in utter confusion, and suddenly Pan was
back. “ I was right. Someone had given an offering to an obscure deity, to keep the weather mild, purely
because he ‘hates Winter’. So wrong! I’ll correct it! Thank you for telling me, Jimmy. This is not good.”
And with that, and a Godly pat on the back, Pan was gone again.

Jimmy sauntered onto the porch and sat, brooding over this weird encounter. All of a sudden, his ears
popped and he felt like there was a great inrush of cold air. He shivered and hurried back inside.
‘The Gods are nice,’ he thought, “…but I think it is best not to forget that they are also very, very
powerful.’ Outside it began to rain and then, gradually, the drops changed into sleet, and then honest,
cold snow drifted onto the porch.



Tree of Life Wall Art

Imbolc is a time when we first start
seeing the Earth awaken from her
 winter’s sleep. Small buds begin to
form on the woody plants and trees,
readying themselves to open come Spring.
Grasses and flowers begin to emerge and
some even bloom at this time. We will honor this awakening and
cycle of life by making a Tree of Life wall hanging.
What you will need:
 Macramé hoop (any size will do, we used a 12” hoop)
 Ribbon to wrap the hoop (any color you choose)
 Leather string
 Feathers
 Pony beads
 Decorative beads like leaves and flowers
 Thin gauge wire (we used 28 gauge gold beading wire)
 Glue
 Scissors

Begin by wrapping your macramé hoop with your choice of
ribbon. We used two colors of ribbon, green for the Earth
and blue for the sky.
When you get all the way around the hoop, secure the
ribbon with glue and allow it to dry. We found that a fabric
glue or super glue works best to secure the ribbon.

Next, cut eight pieces of the leather string twice as long as
your hoop. Tie each string along the top of your hoop. These
will form the beginning of your branches.

To start the branch, twist a few strings together. We twisted
three together at both sides and two in the center.

Bring them all together, braiding them to form the trunk.

When you reach the bottom, tie each string to the hoop
separately to form the roots.



Next, take your wire and decorative beads
and tack them in position where you want
them on your tree.
We put a few leaves to represent the new
buds forming, and found a little owl bead to
set on a branch. We added flower beads to
the bottom of the hoop to represent the new
plants sprouting from the ground.

Now you can add feathers to the leather string hanging where
you tied off the roots by slipping a pony bead onto the leather,
position it where you want and add a dab of glue to the quill
of the feathers and stick them in the pony bead. When you
have finished allow the glue to dry.

Finish up by cutting off any excess leather string at the top
knots and add a leather loop at the top center for hanging.



When Elsie was very little, Granny Witch would tell her that if it's going to be a long winter, the
Cailleach (the Crone Goddess) will make Imbolc day be bright and sunny so she can go out and gather
extra firewood.

But if winter is going to end soon, the Cailleach doesn't need to go out and Imbolc day will be cloudy
and either rainy or snowing.

So Pooka always hopes for bad weather on Imbolc because that means winter is almost over!



A Bright & Joyful Imbolc Ritual
by MommaWitch Carmen

In February comes Imbolc, and candles light the night.

With the days often cold and dreary, we warmly welcome this light.

We honor Brigid, a fire Goddess of poetry, healing and art.

And now is the time to create what is truly in your heart.

Imbolc is also Oimelc, which means the ‘milk of the ewe’,

And soon the baby ewes and lambs will be coming into view.

We look forward to the warmth of Spring and warmer days to come,

Yet still enjoy the colder days that are heated by the sun.

It may be warm where you live but here in Pennsylvania where I live I have to wear my mittens
and scarf to keep warm. This ritual is filled with things that have to with the cold month of
February and the snow that is seen in many places. This ritual will be fun for you and and will be
filled with all the love, joy, warmth and happiness that you bring to it.

Follow the steps below and set up your altar using the picture below as a guide. Your altar may
be on a table, floor or the ground; whichever works best for you.



Step 1 – Cleansing Yourself and Creating Sacred Space

 To get ready for your ritual, it is important to make sure you are clean and that you make
your space sacred. Wash your hands and face and put on a big smile. You are about to
work bright Imbolc magic with the God and Goddess.

 Clear up any clutter in the area you are using as sacred space.

 Get a yellow or white crayon or marker. Yellow and white are two of the colors of Imbolc.
The crayon/marker represents creativity which is an important part of Imbolc. You will be
using this as your Imbolc magic wand. Place this in the middle of your altar.

 Use your Imbolc magic wand to create your sacred space. Hold your Imbolc wand out in
front of you and walk around your altar, clockwise starting at Imbolc. As you walk say:

“The sun shines bright to keep all things warm while little, furry babies are being born.
 I honor Imbolc with a bright smile on my face and make this room my sacred space.

 So Mote It Be!”

 Now that your space is ready, color and cut out the Imbolc Pentacle on the next page.
Place it on your altar.

Step 2 – North/East - Imbolc is celebrated on February 2nd, which is also Groundhog Day.

 Color the groundhog. Give your groundhog a name. Your groundhog will represent
North and the Earth.

 Cut out your groundhog and place it on your altar.

 Sit quietly and think about the groundhog and its life below the ground. Think about its
coming out of his warm, earthy home to see the brightness and hoping, just as you, that
spring will not be far away.

 When you are happy with your thoughts, say a silent thank you to the earth and the
groundhog for their part in your Imbolc celebration.

Step 3 – East/Air - What craft do you like to do; drawing, sewing, or creating with Lego’s or
doing some other type of craft?

 Gather a few things that have to do with that craft. These items will represent East
and Air and the magic of your creativity. Place them on your altar.

 Think quietly about your items and what they mean to you. Think about the next thing
you would like to create.

 When you are happy with your thoughts, say a silent thank you to the Air and the
creativity it brings to you today and every day.





Step 4 – South/Fire – Imbolc is a celebration of light, warmth and the brightness of the waxing
sun.

 Gather four battery candles or tea light candles. (Use tea light candles only with adult
supervision) This is to help chase the cold or dreary days away. It also represents
South and Fire and the warmer, brighter days of Imbolc.

 Place you candles on the altar in a circle to represent the sun. Turn them on or light
them. Think about the light they bring and how you feel about the light.

 Do they remind you of the warmth of the sun? Think about how a little light can show you
the way in the dark? What are the ways that light and the sun can be of help?

 When you feel good about your thoughts, say a quiet thank you to the Fire for what it
means to you.

Step 5 – West/Water – There is snow and colder weather in many areas and this is also why
white is considered an Imbolc color.

 Gather some snow or ice in a glass. This will represent West and Water.



 Sit quietly and watch as the snow or ice melts. How does this help the rivers and
streams? In what ways might this hurt the rivers and streams? Think about a snowflake
and the beauty? Did you know that no two snowflakes are alike? Isn’t nature magical?

 When you have thought about all the wondrous things that snow and ice mean to you
and the world around you, take a moment to give thanks for the beauty and wonder of
water in its many forms.

Step 6 – Everywhere/Spirit – Cuddly, stuffed animals bring joy and happiness.

 Gather as many little stuffed animals as you can to represent the Spirit of happiness and
love for the new born fur babies that are looking forward to Spring and the joy and fun as
you celebrate Imbolc. Maybe you have some toy animals that are not stuffed; it’s ok to
use those too. They wouldn’t want to feel left out.

 Place the animals all around your altar and your sacred space so you can see them
everywhere you look.

 Think about each animal and how it starts out as just a wee fur baby exploring all the
new things around it; the grass, the dirt, the warmth, the creeks and even sniffing the air.
Don’t you think they are so happy to receive their food and milk from their parents?

 Think about how you need all these things just as the animals do.

 When you are feeling joyful for the baby animals and yourself as well, say a quiet thank
you to the animals…even those that live beneath the ground or fly in the air or those
animals you might never see because they live in other lands. All the newborn fur babies
need our love and thoughts.

Step 7 – Goddess Blessing

 Get a small glass of milk or if you are allergic to milk, lemonade will be fine. The milk
represents the milk for the new baby animals and the lemonade represents the sun’s
warmth on the cold days. You can choose which one you want to use. I like to call these
delicious beverages ‘nectars from the Goddess’. Place this on your altar at the Goddess
Beverage.

 Quiet yourself for a few moments then drink your tasty beverage but leave a little behind
to pour onto the earth.

 Quietly think about what your bread means to you. Think about the God’s joy in helping
the Goddess make this possible for you.

 Place your hand over your heart, feel your heart light glowing and give thanks for this
liquid blessing.



Step 8– God Blessing

 Make a delicious piece of butter toast to warm you. Place it on your altar at the God
Grain.

 Quiet yourself for a few moments and then eat the toast. Remember to not eat the whole
piece so you can place a bit of it on the earth for the animals.

 Dairy products are a food of Imbolc and bread is a grain of the God.

 Quietly think about what your beverage means to you. Think about the Goddesses joy in
helping the God make this possible for you.

 Place your hand over your heart, feel your heart light glowing and give thanks for the
grain and dairy blessing.

Step 9 – Ritual Ending

 This will be totally up to you. You have done so much of this ritual on your own already.
How would you like to end it? What would you like to say?

 Just remember that when you end your ritual the sacredness you have created and the
love of the God and Goddess will always stay with you.

 Please let Pooka Pages know about your ending so that I and others can enjoy what
you’ve created.

May your heart light shine to warm you and all those around you!

Blessed Be Bright and Joyful your Imbolc Celebration!



Making Candles

"It's almost Imbolc," said Elsie. "Time to make

candles!"  She got out her bees wax and

cauldron and lit a fire on the hearth.  When

the bees wax in the cauldron was melted, she began

dipping her candle wicks in it. Pooka watched as she

made candles in all the colors of the rainbow.

Elsie made pink candles for love,



green candles for money, and blue ones

for peace.  She

hung them in all in a row to cool and harden. When Elsie left

the room, Pooka looked at the candles and saw every

color except one.  So he dipped his tail in the cooling

bees wax, then sat in the middle of the row with his tail sticking

straight up like a candle.  When Elsie came back, she

started to laugh. " You're right Pooka," she giggled.  "I

forgot to make some black candles!"


