
Pooka's Page for Grownups...

When I asked on Facebook for a story idea and theme for this issue - the Beach - is one that was
almost unanimously requested by our readers.  Thank you, everyone.  Here it is ... and we hope
you enjoy it!

I'd like to give a Special Shout-Out to our Team Members - Carmen, Fiona, Liliane, Evelien,
Rayne and Christine - those tireless folks who faithfully, every 6 weeks, come up with a new
article, poem, story or coloring page for you.  Why not stop by our facebook page
(www.facebook.com/PookaPagesTeam )  and  leave your favorite author or artist a message
letting them know how much you appreciate their contribution.  Believe me - it will make their
day!

I was really stuck for a WitchCrafts article for this issue.  Luckily, my sister, Linde, came to the
rescue with a wonderful box to hold your cat's discarded whiskers and claws or other tiny
treasures.  Thanks, Sis!
(Cat claws and whiskers are used in lots of spells... Perhaps in the next issue, after your child has
made the box and started finding and collecting them, we will discuss them.)

And speaking of our WitchCrafts Column - Are YOU a crafty pagan?  We need people who can
come up with original crafts for kids that are seasonal, magical or sabbat related.  You'll need to
be able to photograph the steps of the project as well as the finished project and to write simple
instructions that children can follow.  Submissions for our Lughnasadh issue can be sent to
pookachild@hotmail.com

We hope you have a fabulous Litha filled with lots of lovely sunshine!

Blessed Be
Lora & Pooka



Also known as: Midsummer, Summer Solstice

This is the longest day of the year when we celebrate the peak of the sun’s power.  From now until Yule, the days
grow shorter and shorter.  Fires are lit to honor the sun and keep it strong enough to ensure a good harvest at Mabon.
The water element was also honored to insure rain during the hot months ahead.  This is a perfect time to have an
outdoor celebration with barbeques, bonfires and water games!  Midsummer Eve is one of the times during the year
when fairies and other nature spirits especially love to frolic.  It’s customary to leave offerings for them such as food
or milk set out in the evening.
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Pooka at the Beach

Market day was lovely and sunny.  After Elsie had done her shopping and delivered the
herbal products to her customers in the village, she and Pooka stopped at the library and then the
post office.  They rounded up the afternoon, as usual, with lunch at the cafe where they sat
outside under big umbrellas watching the other shoppers pass by.

Pooka sat on his seat at the table, waiting for his tuna salad (hold the lettuce) to arrive while
Elsie sorted through the week's mail.  She eagerly ripped one envelope open and scanned it's
contents.

"What is it?' asked the cat curiously.
"It's from Aunt Tilly," the little witch told him.  "She wants us to join her coven at the beach

for summer solstice this year!"
Elsie's tea and quiche  arrived along with Pooka's milk and salad.  He tucked in, then asked

around a mouthful of tuna: "What's a beach?"
Elsie looked at him a moment, her cup poised half way to her lips, then said, "You'll just

have to see for yourself."
Pooka shrugged and went back to eating.

A few weeks later, they were packed and on the train to the seaside village where Aunt Tilly
and Uncle Tiberious maintained their modest manor house.

As the train pulled into the station, Pooka gazed with renewed interest at the small fishing
boats bobbing in the harbor.  "Is that the beach?" he asked.

"No," Elsie said.
Uncle Tiberius met them at the station and loaded the luggage into the back of the car.

"Herself is that excited you'll be here!" he grinned under his mustache.  "She's been wanting you
to meet this group of hers for years!"

"What are they like?" asked Elsie over the roar of the car's engine.
"All different, my dear, but they're all nice people.  You'll like them!"
"Will you be there, Uncle?" asked Elsie anxiously.  She felt suddenly shy about meeting all

these new people.
"Bless you, child!  Not I!" laughed Uncle Tiberius.  "I'm what you'd call a Solitary, rather

like your self.  I'll be celebrating the solstice in my own way."

The next morning, Elsie helped her aunt pack a huge picnic hamper.  Blankets, towels,
firewood and ritual items were loaded in the back of the old roadster.  Then off they went over
the hills, through the village and past the harbor.  The buildings and houses disappeared behind
them as the road followed a rocky coastline.  It wasn't long, however, before Aunt Tilly pulled to
the side where a number of cars were already parked and wooden steps led down to the beach
below.

Pooka leaped from the back seat and stopped short, amazed at the whiteness of the earth and
the moving expanse of blue green and white capped water beyond.  The water was so big it went
all the way to the sky!



"Is this the beach?" he asked eagerly.
"It sure is!" Aunt Tilly answered and Elsie laughed at the amazed expression on the little cat's

face.
They descended the short stairs and he started to follow Elsie and Aunt Tilly out to where the

others were already gathered, but his paws immediately sank up to his ankles.  Pooka panicked.
"Elsie!  The earth is trying to swallow my feet!"

Elsie smiled over her shoulder.  "It's just sand, Pooka.  You'll be fine.  Follow me."
The little cat picked his paws up high and placed them back down gingerly as he trailed after

his witch.  Mother Earth apparently had many faces and surfaces!
The others all rushed to greet them and help carry the items they'd brought.
Shelley, a young mother with a blond ponytail, exclaimed "Happy Litha, my dear!" and

placed a flower wreath on Elsie's hat.  "They're from my garden and the kids helped me make
them.  There's one for everyone - even Pooka!" and she proudly draped a miniature wreath over
his ears.

As Shelley walked away to help organize the food, Pooka peeked up at his mistress through
the flowers.  "Elsie, do I HAVE to?" he mewed plaintively.

The little witch laughed.  "No, wait a bit and then you can make an offering of it to the sea
god."

A lawyer named Jim and a judge named Elizabeth argued over the best way to stack wood
for the bonfire.  They paused and greeted Elsie and Pooka warmly before going back to their
debate.

The dark-haired young man with the sketchbook in his lap was David, a successful artist.
"I'd love to draw your cat sometime," he said shyly.

Elsie smiled back at him.  "I'm sure Pooka wouldn't mind.  He can be quite vain."
"Am not!" harrumphed the cat.  "But still, I suppose if he WANTS to....." and the little cat

nonchalantly lifted his head, trying to appear graceful.
There were others in the group too, of course, but Pooka couldn't keep track of all the names.

And besides, he wanted to see the ocean!
"You go ahead and explore," his witch told him.  "I'm going to help the others set up the altar.

Don't be long though.  We'll be starting the ritual  soon."
Pooka promised he wouldn't and trotted off across the sand.  Along the way he stopped and

rolled a few times in the soft warm sand and tried digging some holes - but the sand quickly
flowed down the sides and filled the holes back in again.

Eventually he made his way to the water's edge where the sand was damp and more firm
beneath his paws.  He stared in wonder at the crashing waves and danced out of the way as the
water rushed toward him.  It pulled slowly away, back out to the sea, leaving a dark patch of wet
sand in its wake.

The little cat followed curiously but, a few moments later, the water suddenly turned and
chased him again.  When Pooka reached the safety of dry land, he whirled around angrily and
told the ocean to "Stop that!"



The sea, of course, didn't listen and the tide continued to flow and ebb on the shore.
In the distance was an outcropping of rocks where the sandy part of the beach ended.  Waves

were smashing and foaming against the ones furthest out, but the other rocks closer to shore
looked fairly dry.  The cat set off to explore them.

As he delicately made his way along the tops of the rocks, he was astonished to see small
pools of water gathered among them and the pools were filled with things he'd never seen before!
Tiny crabs scuttled about spiny, ball shaped, purple and green flowers, and, pasted to the side of
one rock, just below the water's surface, was even a tan colored, thick, bumpy pentagram! As he
watched, the pentagram slowly moved along the rock.  It was alive!

Pooka bravely crept out further to where the ocean was swirling around the edges of the
outcropping.  Inside the shelter of the rocks, the tide pools were getting deeper but still fairly
quiet and with more and more to be discovered.  There were shells in all colors and shapes and
sizes and when one suddenly sprouted legs and scurried off, the little cat was so startled he
leaped backward.  His tail dipped into the waves and he suddenly realized that the rock was wet,
his feet were slipping and the ocean was right behind him!

As his hind claws scrambled for a hold in the side of the rock, the cat felt a small hand
pushing his bottom back up to safety.

Once his paws were secure again, Pooka, panting in relief, turned to thank his rescuer.
A small, strangely elfin, female face grinned up at him. Her hair streamed out in the water

behind her in long seaweed like strands. "Silly creature!" she said.  "You're not supposed to be
out here."

"I... I was exploring," stammered Pooka.  His kitty-senses told him Something about this girl
was decidedly different!

She raised herself out of the water a bit, reached out and picked up the flower wreath that had
fallen from his head when he'd slipped.  "What's this?" she asked.

Pooka had actually forgotten about the wreath.  "An offering for the sea gods," he told her.
She nodded and said, "Good.  I'll take it to them."  Then she shook a webbed finger at him.

"And just remember - the next time you decide to explore our realm, there may not be a mermaid
to save you!"

"A what?" asked Pooka, but the girl had already pushed against the rock and launched herself
back into the sea again.  As she did so, Pooka saw a flash of rainbow colored scales and a fish's
tail where her legs and feet ought to have been!

Pooka realized the entire back half of him was dripping wet and that the sun was getting
lower in the sky and closer to the sea.  Soon the sun would be swimming!

 He decided he'd better get back to Elsie and the others.  As he trotted along the shore, he saw
Elsie coming toward him.  She broke into a run and the cat did too, stopping once they were face
to face.

"I was looking all over for you. The bonfire is going and it's time to start the ritual," the
witch scolded.  Then she looked at him curiously.  "Why is half of you all wet?"

"I slipped," he told her.
Elsie looked out toward the rocks he'd

been coming from and her face went white.
"Oh Pooks!  You might have drowned!"

Pooka began trotting up the beach
toward the bonfire.  The little cat smelled
hot dogs and he was hungry!

"I'm okay," he assured her.  "A friend
helped me.  By the way, Elsie, what
exactly IS a mermaid?"



Do you see the pentacle?



The Sun's Flowers

Every spring, Elsie plants sunflowers through-out  her garden.  She pokes the giant seeds into the soil,
knowing that soon their stalks and leaves will shoot up and, at the end of each stalk, around Midsummer,
a large yellow flower will appear.

They're very easy to grow and can get  10 to 12 feet tall (Picture how tall a man would be if he was
standing on another man's shoulders) and the flowers can get over a foot across (about as big as a very
large dinner plate.)  You'd feel about the size of Thistle, the fairy, sitting underneath a flower that big,
wouldn't you?

Sunflowers got their name because, well... they LOOK like the sun!  Not only that, but while they are
young, the flower buds will track the sun's course across the sky each day from east to west, soaking up
all those lovely rays of sunshine.  When grown and fully open, they always face east, greeting the sun
each morning as he rises.

This herb has so many uses, that your eyeballs would glaze over and exchange places if I tried to tell them
all to you.

But surely you've enjoyed the seeds as snacks or sprinkled in breads or on salads.  Did you know the
roasted seeds can also be ground into a smooth paste like peanut butter?  It's sold in stores and you really
should try it on crackers!  The oil pressed from the seeds is great to cook with or use in salad dressing and
the buds of the young flowers can be boiled or steamed and buttered for a tasty vegetable.

The medicinal properties lie mostly in the seeds and oil of
the plant and both are used for bad coughs.

The Temples of the Sun, in ancient Peru, were decorated
with solid gold sunflowers and the Aztec priestesses would
wear sunflower crowns while carrying the bouquets in their
arms.

Even if you don't have a garden where you can grow them,
sunflowers are easy to find in supermarkets and farmer's
markets at this time of year.  Why not bring home a few
bouquets and make your own head wreath in honor of the
sun this Litha?



Sunflower



Sunflowers growing in the garden bring good luck to the home and a bouquet of the flowers in a vase by
the front door will invite money and friends into your house.
Both the sun and its flowers represent courage, confidence, strength and joy.  You can use the dried
flower petals in a Litha incense or add them with Bay Leaves to a magical bath to help you feel brave and
happy.

Litha, the Summer Solstice, is the day of the year when the sun stays in the sky the longest.  After  Litha,
the days will gradually become shorter until, on Mabon at the Autumn Equinox, the Summer Sun King
hands his power over to the Winter Time King who begins then to rule instead. Here is a ritual you can
do to honor the sun on this, his day of greatest strength.

Ritual for Summer Solstice

Decorate your altar with yellow candles and sun symbols and, in the very center, place a large
sunflower... the bigger, the better!   Light the candles and incense and say:

Flower of Summer, King of Light
Behold the fullness of Your Might

From lofty throne must you secede*
To be reborn again from seed.

On the morning after the solstice, gather the flower's seeds.  Save them and plant them in the spring to
see the flower and the sun it represents both rise again.

*Secede -   (siˈsēd)  to formally withdraw or step down

(Ritual (re-worded by Lora for children) and original invocation by Chas Bogan, used with his generous
permission)



Harvesting & Roasting Sunflower Seeds
Sunflowers are fun to grow and their seeds are a perfect summertime snack!  You can easily carry a little
bag of them in your pocket to munch on while you're outside playing.  They taste even better if you've
roasted the seeds yourself.   Here's how:

A few days after the sunflower has bloomed, it's heavy face will begin to slowly bow down and look at
the earth.  Wait for the back of the flower head to turn brownish, then harvest the seeds from it's center.

Cover the unshelled seeds with salted water (1/4 to 1/2 cup of salt for every 2 quarts of water).  Soak
them overnight and, the next morning, drain the water and pat the seeds dry.

Spread them on a cookie sheet and roast them in a 300 degree oven for about 30 - 40 minutes, stirring
them around every once in a while.  They'll eventually turn a grayish-white color.   Let them cool all the
way and then store them in an airtight container.

Salted Caramel Sunflower Kernels
So easy and a wonderful treat sprinkled on salad, fruit, sweet potatoes or even just nibbled on as a snack!

Heat 1/3 cup of raw sunflower seed kernals (no shells this time!) in a non-stick skillet and then stir in 2
tablespoons of brown sugar.  Keep stirring until the sugar is melted and has coated the seeds.  Spread
the seeds on a sheet of waxed paper and sprinkle with coarse sea salt or kosher salt and leave them to
cool.    Store in a tightly sealed container.
*Note:  You can double or even triple this recipe....and you'll probably want to because they're so
yummy!



by Liliane Grenier



Dear Little Witches,

Pooka asked me to tell him about the sea where I live. I
thought that was silly because the sea is the same water all
over the world, it just gets warmer or colder depending on
what bit of the world it is visiting, but we all share it. Then I
thought a bit more about it and saw what Pooka meant – tell
me some stories about the sea from Scotland and Ireland.
Funny little cat, why didn’t he just say so?

So, Pooka, I’ll tell you about the Irish Sea and Manannan Mac
Lir, a God I like very much.

The sea between Scotland and Ireland is called the Irish Sea
and there is only 11 miles of water between the two countries
at the shortest crossing. Our ancestors crossed this water often in small boats called coracles and one of
the ancient Kingdoms of Scotland, Dalriada, was once part of an Irish kingdom. The sea is ruled by
Manannan Mac Lir, the Celtic sea god and the Isle of Man, which lies between England and Ireland, is
named after him.

Manannan is a lovely God – he looks after the plants and animals in his kingdom. His magic is the magic
of water and he can make mists and storms appear. This was a really useful way to confuse any enemies
in olden times. His palace was on the Isle of Man and the old rulers of Ireland thought that one of the
entrances to the other world was on his island. Manannan had a magical cloak that could change to any
colour he wished and this was another way he could hide himself if he wanted to do so.

Manannan’s horse was a beautiful white horse called Aonbarr, who rode through the water or the land
with equal grace. People say you can still see Aonbarr today by just watching the waves and looking
closely at the white foam on the top of them. These waves are still called Manannan’s white horses.

Manannan is well-known for being generous and anyone who visited his house would always be treated
to a feast. One of the things our ancestors loved to eat was pork and Manannan had some very special
pigs indeed. You ate them one day and the next day they would be alive and whole again – ready to be
eaten once more. Imagine that, Pooka – no more grocery shopping ever!

He kept his magical pigs in a special bag called a Crane Bag. This is a bit like a First Nation Medicine bag,
where all the important magical things are kept. Manannan kept very special things in his: language,
birds and his magical pigs. Manannan also has a sword, called Answerer, and this sword helped him
keep his kingdom safe from enemies.

The final magical thing that Manannan has that I want to tell you about is a wonderful crystal boat,
called the Ocean Sweeper, which takes you anywhere you want to be in the twinkling of an eye. Can you
imagine how wonderful a way to travel that would be? All these special things show what a fabulous
God Manannan Mac Lir is.

You can make a Crane bag for yourself. All you need is a small square of cloth and a ribbon. Lay the cloth
flat, put your special things on the cloth, gather up the corners so everything is safe and tie the ribbon
around the top to close it.



Manannan likes people and he is very kind. If
you ever have a big worry or a problem, find a
nice pebble. Hold the pebble in your hand and
tell the stone all about what is worrying you.
Keep the pebble in your pocket for a day or so,
and then throw it into the sea. Manannan will
hear your worry and do his best to help you sort
it out.

I hope you liked hearing about Manannan Mac
Lir, Pooka, and if you visit the sea this summer,
say hallo to him.

Till next time,

Fiona Tinker

Elsie Says: The Manannan Mac Lir painting is by Dronma, a famous Scottish artist.  She's a very nice
lady and graciously gave Fiona permission to share this painting with you in her letter.  If you'd like to see
more of Dronma's artwork, you could take a trip to one of the many galleries around the world where
they are displayed.... OR you can just visit her website (probably a lot easier!) www.dronma-art.com/





Midsummer at the Beach
by Carmen Sanchez Bezzard

When you’re standing by the ocean with your toes deep in the sand,

You might just find the perfect sea shell to hold in your hand.

You put it to your ear to hear the magic from inside,

It seems to be the roaring of the ocean as it comes in with the tide.

Or is it the God blowing the wind over the waves so blue?

Or is it the Goddess shouting out her love and joy to you?

Within that sea shell lives the mystery of the sea,

It is the ocean’s way of talking to you and to me.

We don’t have to hear all the things that others hear.

Just listen very quietly as you hold it to your ear.

Let the sound take your imagination to where you long to be.

Midsummer at the beach is a joyous and fun place to be.



Match the Midsummer Symbol to the Matching Element

by Carmen Sanchez Bezzard

Earth

Air

Fire

Water



Jimmy Has a Day Off

It was a very sunny day and somehow Isobel and Jimmy had gotten all of their chores done before ten
o’clock! Jimmy sat on the back porch and let the Sun warm him. Isobel came out with a tall glass filled
with freshly squeezed orange juice and ice cubes. For Jimmy she had a saucer with cool water in the other
hand. As they drank, Isobel looked thoughtful. “You know, Jimmy, I think after all the hard work we
have done already, we can afford to have the rest of the day off.”
Jimmy looked puzzled. “What do you mean?”
Isobel smiled and said: “You just wait and see. I’m going to prepare.” She put her empty glass on the
porch banister and hurried inside.

For the next half hour Jimmy heard all kinds of noises coming from inside and he was a bit scared to go
and see what was happening. It sounded like Isobel was rearranging the whole cottage and he wisely
stayed put! In the few months that he was living with Isobel, he had learned to leave her be when she was
in such a mood. She’d actually swept him up once! He shivered when he remembered the mouthful of
dust he’d gotten on that occasion.
Finally Isobel re-emerged and packed with the weirdest stuff Jimmy had ever seen. Big, bulging bags in
the brightest colours, sticks and cloth rolled together, tied with string and two baskets. One big one, with
flip lids and a smaller hamper with a piece of white cloth, draped from the handle down to one side. She
put this down and said: “Here, I made you a travel basket.” I don’t think you can manage a five mile
hike.”
Gingerly Jimmy got in and Isobel picked up the hamper. The cloth kept Jimmy out of the Sun, if he
wanted, and Isobel had put a soft blanket in the hamper, so Jimmy would not get hassled too much by her
walking. He snuggled down and tried to enjoy the ride as they entered the woods.

After a good while Jimmy saw the greenish light of the woods change into the more golden light of open
spaces. He poked his head out and looked around. The trees were smaller, more gnarled and the plants
and grass also looked tougher. Jimmy sniffed the air. “Where are we? The air smells and tastes salty.”
Isobel smiled. "At the moment we’re walking through the dunes, but in a few minutes we can see the
beach and the sea.”
The sea… Jimmy had heard of it, from passing birds that had flown over it, looking for a warm place to
stay during Winter. It had sounded like a large, rapid brook. When he told Isobel, she laughed aloud. “Oh
dear Jimmy. The sea is nothing like a brook… You’ll see. “ “But the birds…” Jimmy protested.
“Birds only have a birds eye view of things and I can imagine that one body of water looks pretty much
like another when seen from above.”
Jimmy thought about this. “I guess.” He admitted.
Then they took a turn and Isobel said” Look. That there is the sea.”



Jimmy just sat in awe. What a magnificent sight! He could not believe so much water could exist! Isobel
lifted the hamper up to her eyelevel and said: “Just don’t drink it, okay? It’s terribly salty and will not
quench your thirst.”
When she lowered the hamper, there stood a man, wearing khaki shorts and a blue T-shirt with a Celtic
print on it, his black hair tied back into a long, wet ponytail and a coat over his arm. “I see you look after
creatures of all kind.” He said with a smile. “Good. Very good.”
A bit flustered Isobel nodded and answered. “Of course. All living things have a right to be cared for, not
just us humans.”
The smile became broader, flashing white teeth. “Correct. Just keep a look out for needy creatures then,
dear lady.” He said, and walked past them.
After a while, when the man had gone out of earshot, Isobel lifted the hamper again and said to Jimmy:
“That was odd, wasn’t it?”
Jimmy did not answer. He had not seen as Isobel did. What HE had seen was a God. He’d felt the
presence as Isobel had finished her warning and when he looked, he saw a warrior God, with waving
black hair, a shining breastplate and a cloak over his arm, all soaking wet. The voice of this God had
sounded like the sea he could now hear clearly. And as he was walking off, he’d shaken out his cloak and
when he waved it around him, he seemed to disappear in a thick mist. He wondered whom he had met this
time, even if it was briefly.

Isobel had found a nice spot on the beach, in the shade of a jutting rock that half lay in the sea and was
covered in barnacles and kelp. The sand around it was cool enough to let Jimmy scuttle around without
burning his little paws. Isobel sat a way off in the Sun. They had eaten on a blanket, what Isobel called
‘having a pick-nick’ and now it was time for a bit of resting and enjoying the scenery. “Jimmy! Look!”
Isobel called out. “Seals!”
Round, grey things were bobbing in the water and Isobel seemed very exited about it. She picked Jimmy
up and scarpered up the rock for a better look. The seals were pretty big and beautiful to see, but again
Jimmy saw more. Some were surrounded by a blue glow. They were also looking worried somehow.
Jimmy cocked his head to listen to their barks.
“Help! Help!” they seemed to shout, and they kept glancing towards the tip of the rock.
Jimmy stretched and stretched and could just see a man hanging onto the rock for dear life. “OH NO!
Isobel! There is something wrong there!”
Isobel hurried to the edge of the rock. “There’s a seal there. It looks trapped!”
Jimmy blinked. A seal? He peeped over the rim of Isobels hand. Indeed, one of the seals with the blue
glow was dangling there, exactly where he’d seen the man… “Careful Isobel. I think we are dealing with
Magick here…”
He peeked again, and indeed there was a man again. He also glowed, like the seals, but his glow seemed
dimming. Jimmy also noticed a rope that ran around the mans waist. It also glowed, but it was a nasty, red
glow and it scared Jimmy. “Isobel, there is a rope around his waist! I think that it’s killing him!”
Isobel looked down again, whispered: “Magick rope… for a seal! Poor critter!” She set Jimmy down and
dashed back to the pick-nick blanket, yelling: “Keep an eye on him!”
Jimmy carefully scuttled to the edge and peeked over again. The seal shimmered and blurred into a man.
He looked pained.
“Shhhhhh.” Jimmy shushed. “My human, Isobel is coming. She’ll help! She’s a Witch!”
The man looked up with his black eyes and answered: “Thank Manannán! I thought that I was a goner!
This rope forces me to shift between shapes, and that will kill me. A Selkie won’t drown, but shifting all
the time drains all your power.”
He shimmered again and Jimmy noticed the glow dimming even more.
“Don’t speak! Save your strength!” Jimmy glanced around and saw Isobel running towards them, a silver
knife in her hand. “She’s coming. Hang on!!!”
Isobel splashed into the sea, scattering all the other seals. She clenched the knife between her teeth and
swam towards the Selkie, which was once again a seal. Once there, she carefully inserted the knife
between the skin and the rope and with one, fell cut freed the Selkie.
The other seals, no, Selkies, Jimmy thought as they all glowed blue, used their snouts to keep their injured
pal afloat. They pushed him towards the beach, as Isobel followed.
She ran up the beach and grabbed her cell phone from one of the bags. Jimmy hurried off the rock and sat
by the Selkie as she phoned the Animal Welfare.



One of the others kept swimming nearby. Jimmy turned to it and asked: “Who is Manannán?”
 It swam in place and said in a rich, female voice: “Manannán is the God of the Sea. Especially on the Isle
of Man, he is most revered. Every Litha, they offer him bundles of reeds, meadow grasses and yellow
flowers.”
Jimmy felt something familiar, and he turned. There was the God he’d met that morning.
The female Selkie bowed her head in awe.
Manannán knelt down beside the injured Selkie and whispered: “Virgin hair rope. Can only be cut with
silver. Old trick. I’d thought no one remembered it…”
He turned to Jimmy and said in his seashore voice: “Thank you, dear friend. You and your human lady
are true heroes. I wish to give you both a gift. From now on I will protect you at sea and your friend need
only blow on this whistle…” he held out his hand to show a chain with a tiny starfish shaped whistle
made from silver. “… to call in the aid of the Gods. Do not abuse it!”
He patted Jimmy on the back and once again disappeared in a cloud of mist. Jimmy sat there, watching
Isobel and two Animal Welfare men rushing towards him, his jaws clenched around the chain with the
whistle.



Some people believe that cat whiskers have magical properties, and that finding them
is good luck. I put whiskers that I find around my house in a special box that I made.
I have six cats, so I find lots of whiskers.
I will show you how to make a special box like mine, but you don’t have to put whiskers
in it. You can use it for any little treasures you collect that will fit inside.
If you do use it for whiskers, make sure you find them laying on the floor or in a blanket

- somewhere that the cat usually sleeps or bathes is a good place to look - after she
has finished using them and has left them lying around somewhere. Do not ever pull whiskers off the cat,
for this is a Very Bad thing to do!

Here is what you need:

 Altoids Mints box, or other tin box like that
 Tissue Paper
 Mod Podge or white school glue
 Paintbrush

Make sure you have something under the area where you
will make this in case you spill some of the Mod Podge or
glue. I am using wax paper.

I am just going to call the Mod Podge “glue” from now on,
so when you read the word “glue,” it will mean either Mod
Podge or glue, whichever one you happen to be using.

Pick out some colors of tissue paper that you like and
wrinkle, then rip them all up into little pieces. Do this
neatly, or it will look like you are just making a big mess
and you will possibly get into trouble. I sort mine into
piles of each color.

Dip your brush into the glue and paint it on the top of the box lid.
Make sure you get the sides.



Put one of your ripped pieces of tissue
paper on the wet glue and tap it down a
little. It doesn’t have to be smooth. In fact,
that’s why we made the tissue paper all
wrinkly, so it wouldn’t be smooth! This is
called "texture."

I use the straight edge
of the tissue paper

and line it up with the edge of the lid, but you don’t have to do that.
You can kind of smoosh it along the edge while it’s wet to get it to line
up nicely.

Paint some glue on top of the tissue paper and add
another piece.
Paint some glue on that one and add another piece of
tissue paper. Keep doing this until the lid is how you
want it and it hides the writing underneath.

After it dries, do the bottom of the tin, but don’t do the part
where the lid comes down over the bottom half of the box,
or it might not close.

Here is my
special box, ready for new whiskers I will
find. Have fun making your special box and
remember, if you do use it for whiskers, make
sure they aren’t ones the cat is still attached
to!

-by Linde Craig-Moore



An Invocation for Midsummer
by Sylvrena

This is a small ritual you can perform with your parents or family member. Standing at the Seashore is
always my favorite place to be. I always feel energized and happy! You can change this up for your
performing the ritual in any place you create sacred. You can even do this in the kitchen if you must!

At noon or sunset would be perfect on the solstice to do this. You don't need any tools except good
thoughts, good wishes and a bowl of water with a pinch of salt (sea water is excellent). Cakes and
juice are always nice to offer when you are done. You can read this together with your Parent.

Eastern winds
We call on you

Breathe out the old
Bring in the new

Southern winds
We call on you

Burn out the old
Bring in the new

Western winds
We call on you

Cleanse out the old
Bring in the new

Northern winds
We call on you
Release the old

Bring in the new

Mother Ocean (or you can say Water Goddess)
We call on you

With Summer's light
Bring in the new!

This space is clear
My heart is True

Midsummer Dreams
Will come true!

Now take your water bowl and stir it three times three. Make a wish and set it free! Bless and then pour
your water into the ocean, riverc , lake or stream.
 After that, offer Mama Ocean some cakes and juice. And give thanks of course. (And the best part is you
get to eat and drink something tasty too!)
 After you are done, thank the Goddess for keeping you safe and loved. And thank the winds and send
them home. Now you can go enjoy your Midsummer with lots of play!



Runes
by Christine Lynn Hostetler-Johnson

Wow! How time flies while we're having fun and learning! Can you believe that we have already gone
through the first two "Eight's" of our Runes? We learned how Odin came upon the runes hanging upside
down, wounded, in a tree; where he had a vision and saw all the runes and what/how to used them. Our
first "Eight" was the Freyr's Eight (The first 6 Runes spelling out FUTHARK; which the runes were
named). The second "Eight" (which we just finished up) was the Hagal's Eight.

Now it's time to learn the next "Eight", and I hope you are as excited as I am. The last and final "Eight"
set of Runes we will be learning is called the Tyr's Eight. The first two are perfect again for this time.
Let's begin!!!

Teiwaz, Tiwaz, Tyr, Tir, Tweiws

MEANING: Sky God, the god Tyr, victory, success, that which is
positive, high energy, a quest

ALPHABET: T

This is a spiritual warrior's rune. Sometimes in life; there are
"blockades" or things that stop/prevent you from accomplishing tasks
& goals to move you along. Sometimes these blockades can be
time(ing), money, or a person. The point is, when this rune is drawn;
take notice. I means it is time to set in motion, ways of turning things
around to benefit you so you CAN accomplish and move on to
complete the goals on your path. But also remember that there are
rules/laws that must be followed as well. I know sometimes we don't
like or agree with them; but, follow them and do things properly. It
may take some time, so be patient. When things finally turn around
for you to continue down your path; you will feel like you won

(victory) and your energy will be high and positive!

(Notice this is the Sky God's rune? What better rune to discuss as we learn about the Summer Solstice?)

Berkana, Berkano, Beorc, Birca

MEANING: Birch tree, Birch Goddess, Fertility, growth, rebirth

ALPHABET: B

This rune signifies growth in relationships and family; meaning that there may be a wedding or a baby
coming soon. It also signifies that in life we must have modesty, fairness, generosity, and patience. These
virtues are important not only in life; but within our workings.
Sometimes you must put others before yourself to accomplish
tasks and goals.

(Wow! See how these two runes worked out nicely for Solstice?
Discuss this with your grown up and how you can put it to use in
your life and workings.)



By Evelien Roos

Fennel

This herb is not as multi talented as most herbs I have talked to you about, but I think its one of the best
herbs for the Summer, since we humans are prone to over eating in this time of year, due to vacations,
holidays and fine weather, which all invite us to go out and fire up the barbecue, toss together a salad or
two and get together and have a great time.

Why then Fennel? Well, Fennel is the number one herb to help your tummy deal with the greasier foods
that are prepared on those occasions. While Ginger will help when your tummy is already upset, Fennel
will help prevent collywobbles and aid your belly to process the rich diet. It tastes a bit like Anise seed,
although not as sharp. The Ancient Greek thought it would help you loose weight

Fennel's ancient reputation as a weight loss aid still holds up today. Drinking a cup of fennel seed tea 15
minutes before eating a heavy meal seems to take the edge off your appetite. Fennel also tunes up
digestion, helping to turn food into energy instead of fat.

It will help to relieve abdominal cramps, gas and bloating. The fresh stems of fennel can be eaten much
like celery, the seeds add a lovely anise flavor to fish and other dishes. If you expect to eat a vegetable
that you have trouble digesting, like cabbage, try adding fennel seeds to your recipe.

My dear husband had a nasty condition called diverticulitis about a year or two back. Basically his bowels
had a bit that did not move the food, but kept it sitting there
and that bit got infected. He got a strict “no bowel irritating
food” diet of white wheat flour porridge (no salt, no sugar, just
flour and hot milk) and water or a soothing herbal tea for a
week!

I felt so sorry for him, that I concocted a tasty tea out of
Chamomile, Fennel seeds and Lemon Balm. After the week
was done and he could slowly get into heartier food like
chicken stock, I added more Fennel and Licorice, since he
loves that taste so much. Even now, if he feels his bowels act
up, he asks me for the first tea, to calm it down!

Fennel seeds (as well as anise) can also help to loosen
congestion and make coughs more productive. Fennel also
calms the dry, hacking cough of bronchitis.

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

Evelien Roos




