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Well, Pooka Friends, it’s been a crazy few weeks and, with our deadline looming 

for this issue, I was in a panic.  Then I thought:  Why not do a “Best of…” and 

gather a few of my favorites stories and articles from the past 10 years? 

So, that is what I’ve done.   

In addition, thanks to our wonderful Pooka Pages Team, we have some new 

articles including another great “Jimmy the Hedgehog Story” and a “Goddess’s 

First Aid.  We also have 2 new coloring pages from Nathalie and a wonderful 

seed blessing from Kyrja, author of the Rupert books. 

And, speaking of Kyrja, if you haven’t checked out her new pagan children’s 

show on Illuminate Network, you really should!  She has 3 great episodes 

posted already and an Ostara one due out in a few days.  The Friends of Rupert 

Show teaches kids about the pagan path in a manner so entertaining that 

they’re scarcely aware of all the great stuff they’re learning at the same time!  

Here’s the link:   http://the-illuminati-network.com/?page_id=2396 

 

Our recipes for this issue are so easy, fun and delicious that, as you 

can see, even Pooka couldn’t resist getting in on the act.   

Stop by our Facebook page for more of this little camera hog’s antics 

and say “Hi” to our Team!  We also love to hear any comments or 

suggestions. 

 

Happy OstaraHappy OstaraHappy OstaraHappy Ostara!!!!     

Lora & PookaLora & PookaLora & PookaLora & Pooka    

 

 

 

 



 

Other Names: Vernal Equinox, Spring Equinox, Rite of Eostre, 

Equinozio della Primavera (Strega), Alban Eiber (Druid), Festival of the Trees, and Lady Day. 

Spring is here and day and night are in balance!  New life and fresh beginnings surround us as 
Earth celebrates with bright colors, fresh fragrances and the songs of birds.  Eggs and hares 
symbolize all the things being born now.  A perfect day for a breakfast picnic, an egg hunt or to 
bless and plant your Spring Garden! 
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First an ear twitched.  Then his eyes sprang open and his head popped up.  He listened more closely.  

Yes, that was the creak of the closet door downstairs, followed by the rustling of Elsie’s broom! 

Pooka sprang from the witch’s bed where he’d been napping.  He butted his head into the little hat she’d 

made for him and raced out of the room.  If there was anything he hated worse than flying it was being left 

behind!  He skidded around the bend in the stairs and skipped the last three steps altogether.  Landing 

heavily on the base of the broom, he wrapped his paws tightly around the twig bristles and peered up at 

his mistress. 

“Where are we going?” 

Elsie laughed down at him.  “Nowhere, silly!  I’m just cleaning. Tomorrow’s the Spring Equinox and I want 

the house to be sparkling.” 

The little cat wasn’t sure whether to be relieved or disappointed.  Then a thought occurred to him.  He 

jumped off the broom.  “Okay.  I’ll help.” 

Elsie’s smile vanished. She remembered the last time 

he’d “helped” her clean.  She was still finding pieces of her 

grandmother’s old china vase! 

She scooped up the cat and Pooka suddenly found 

himself on the front steps of the cottage.  From the other 

side of the door, Elsie’s voice said, “No, thank you!  It’s a 

lovely day outside.  Why don’t you go play, and come 

back when I’ve finished?” 

He sat there for a moment before realizing that the angry 

whipping motion of his tail was actually cleaning the steps 

behind him.  This made him even madder!  “Let her sweep 

the steps herself,” he grumbled.  In a fit of temper, he 

batted the hat off his head with a paw and watched it roll 

down the steps.  He knew he’d be in trouble if Elsie found 

it lying there in the dust, but right now Pooka didn’t care.  

He stomped off to check on his catnip. 

Rounding the corner of the cottage toward the herb 

garden, he spotted a flash of brown moving behind the 



rosemary bush.  As he watched, the brown thing dashed out from the rosemary and then vanished 

beneath a shrub of lavender.  Eyes huge with concentration, Pooka flattened his body to the ground, 

absolutely motionless – unless you counted the tip of his tail.  (He never did!) 

A few moments later, the rabbit (for the cat recognized the shape now) appeared again and bounded 

across the herb garden, disappearing behind the tool shed. 

His troubles forgotten, Pooka took up the chase.  He followed its white tail around the shed and into the 

trees of the forest.  This was fun!  Each time he thought he’d lost sight of the rabbit, he’d catch another 

glimpse rounding the rough trunk of a pine tree or through a patch of fern until, finally, around one corner, 

he almost ran into it!  Pooka skidded to a halt.  The rabbit was just sitting there, and glaring.  It cuffed him 

with one of its paws. 

“Stop it,” the creature scolded.  “Stop trying to catch me!” 

Astonished, Pooka crouched on his haunches.  “I wasn’t trying to catch you.  I was only chasing you! 

There’s a difference,” he added. 

“Well, stop trying to do either!”  The furious rabbit stomped it’s hind feet on the ground in warning.  Pooka 
suddenly realized that this particular rabbit was much bigger than he was!  
“Sorry,” he stammered, “but cats chase things that run.  And you ran.” 

The rabbit stuck its nose in his face.  “That’s no excuse!  Don’t you realize that I am Sacred?” 

Pooka’s whiskers twitched in alarm but he refused to back down.  “Oh yeah?  Sacred to who?” 

“You mean ‘whom’,” the rabbit corrected and then looked at him in astonishment. “You really don’t know?” 

Pooka had had enough of feeling stupid for one day.  “No,” he said.  “Would you like to explain – before I 

decide to do more than chase you?”  He flexed his claws and the rabbit looked a bit nervous.   

It leaned forward and spoke in a confidential whisper: ““You know: Her!” 

Pooka just blinked.  He was not impressed.  “Her whom?” 

The rabbit just looked at him for a few seconds, 

dumbfounded.  Finally it said, “You know:the Spring 

Goddess?  Duh!”  And shaking its ears, it ambled off a few 

paces before glancing back at him. 

Pooka narrowed his eyes skeptically.  “Are you trying to say 

you’re the Easter Bunny?”  he snickered. 

The rabbit pulled itself up to its full height and replied in a 

dignified tone, “ Eostre, if you don’t mind!”  It peered closely 

at the cat, looking for some sign of name recognition.  

“Perhaps you know Her as Ostara.  No?  What about 

Aurora?” 

Pooka shook his head.  “Never heard of any of them.” 

The rabbit sighed at the cat's ignorance.  “Well, they are all 

names of the Spring Goddess and I, my dear fellow, happen 

to be Her favorite pet.  So no chasing, no touching and, 



definitely – No Catching!”  It smiled at him smugly and then, a moment later, got a funny look on its face. 

“Yeah, right!” grinned Pooka.  “I happen to know that all creatures a sacred to the Goddess. Elsie told me 

so!  What makes you special?” 

The rabbit squirmed as though it’s tummy hurt.  “I belong specifically to the Spring Goddess.” 

“And She’s more important because..?” asked the cat. 

“Who do you think makes your catnip grow?” snapped the rabbit.  (It really did look dreadfully 

uncomfortable now.) 

This argument struck close to Pooka’s heart and made him pause. “Go on,” he said. 

The rabbit squirmed some more.  “It’s the Goddess in Her maiden aspect.  Look,” it said hastily.  “Will you 

excuse me for a moment?” 

Pooka narrowed his eyes.  “Okay, but no funny stuff!” 

“Promise!” pleaded the bunny.  “I’ll be right back.” It hopped behind a blackberry bush.  Pooka’s curiosity 

overcame him and he poked his head around the leaves just in time to see a large, bright blue egg 

emerge from the rabbit in a fashion normally associated with chickens! 

He squinted his eyes in sympathy and sprang backwards. “Oh gosh!” he said.  “That had to hurt! You 

mean you really are the Easter Bunny?” 

The rabbit looked at him with a pained expression.  “Eostre, please! And nobody said the job was easy.” 

Pooka was suddenly glad he wasn’t Eostre’s sacred kitty! 

As the cat was contemplating his blessings, the rabbit whipped out a little set of paints and brushes and 

set to busily adorning the egg it had produced.  It glanced over at Pooka.  “I could use a little help here. Do 

you know how many of these She wants me to crank out?” 

Pooka was astonished. Someone was actually asking for his help?  He remembered Elsie and her 

housecleaning. Then the reality of the situation set in. 

“Cats can’t paint,” he said and then added, “Come to think of it, neither can rabbits.” 

“They can’t lay eggs either,” shrugged the rabbit.  “I do what the Boss Lady tells me.”  It gave a resigned 

sigh. 

“You mean the Goddess?” 

The rabbit nodded.  “Look, I’ve got a lot of these to do and I can use all the help I can get.  Are you going 

to just sit there gabbing?” 

Tentatively, Pooka dipped a paw in one of the jars of paint.  He dabbed his paw onto the egg. The mark 

looked like a rosette of little green leaves!   

“Wow!  That’s really cool!” he grinned.   

The rabbit hastily painted a pink flower in the center. 

The rest of the afternoon was spent in teamwork of this sort.  Pooka tried different colors and some of his 

paw prints looked like flowers.  The rabbit added artistic flourishes.   



As they worked, the rabbit explained that he’d been doing this job for thousands of years. “In the old days,” 

he added, “things were a lot simpler.  People just wanted red eggs to symbolize the Life Force or gold for 

the Sun.  Now, everyone makes it more complicated! People expect every color and all these different 

designs!”  The animal looked distinctly sorry for itself. 

“That’s okay.”  Pooka patted Eostre’s rabbit on the 
shoulder.  “I know, in our village at least, all the parents 
and kids will help.” 

Cheered, the bunny shook its ears and almost smiled. 

 ”I’ll leave these in the Village Square for the kids’ annual 
egg hunt. Anything the children and parents want to add 
will make Her even happier.  She loves colors, you know.” 
 
Thinking about all the hues of spring flowers, Pooka 

nodded. 

As twilight stole over the forest, he headed home.  

Padding into Elsie’s sparkling clean cottage, he never 

noticed the rainbow colored paw prints he left behind:    

  

 

 

The Next YearThe Next YearThe Next YearThe Next Year…………    

Pooka sat, bright eyed and watchful, by the edge of the garden.  His ears swiveled with every sound that 

emerged from the bushes.  His whiskers trembled and the tip of his tail was twitching in anticipation. 

It was the eve of the Equinox and he knew that, any moment now, the Spring Goddess’s Sacred Hare would 

appear.   

Elsie’s shadow landed over him.  “Pooks, what are you doing?” the witch asked. 

“I’m waiting for Ostara’s Bunny,” said Pooka. 

Elsie crouched next to her cat.  “Pooka, we are the ones who color the eggs.  We give them as gifts and leave 

them for the children to find. It’s a tradition that dates back to the druids and the ancient Romans.” 

“Ostara’s bunny leaves the eggs,” insisted Pooka.  “He told me so last year and I even helped him” 

“Yes, Ostara’s sacred animal is a hare, but grownups hide the eggs,” Elsie told him gently. 

“Not all of them,” said Pooka stubbornly. 

The little witch sighed and went back into the cottage to start supper. 

Eventually the cat’s growling tummy told him to go inside and eat.  After dinner he was sleepy and curled up 

against Elsie on top of the soft quilt that covered her bed. 



In the wee hours of morning however, a clatter of pebbles against the bedroom window woke him.  Pooka 

padded over to the window and peered out. 

In the garden below was a very large hare glaring up at him. 

“So,” said the rabbit, “are you going to help me or just lay there snoring through your whiskers?” 

Pooka pawed the window open, leaped to the branch of the apple tree that grew alongside the cottage, and 

shimmied his way down the trunk. 

“Here I am!” he announced when he’d reached the bottom. 

“You took your time!” grumbled the bunny.  “I can’t do this all on my own, you know.” 

“Elsie says that grownups color the eggs and hide them for children,” said Pooka.   

“Mostly, they do.  And that’s as it should be,” nodded the rabbit. “It’s keeping the Old Traditions alive and it 

honors the Spring Goddess.  

“So why do we need to do it too?” asked Pooka. 

“Well, YOU are just helping,” Ostara’s Hare reminded the cat.  “And I do it because it’s my job.  The Boss Lady 

wants Her holiday to be extra special, so the children never really know which eggs are hidden by grownups and 

which are the special ones that have been left by Me.  But, do you want to know a secret?” 

Pooka nodded eagerly.  The rabbit leaned in closer and whispered: “Every egg is special!  Every egg represents 

the magical promise of new life and new beginnings – and, after all, that is what this season is all about.” 
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Ostara EggsOstara EggsOstara EggsOstara Eggs    

What a beautiful dish for your Ostara feast… and you 

can do it all yourself! 

Peel plain hardboiled eggs and cut them in half 

lengthwise.  Dump the yolks into a bowl and mash 

them up with a little salt, mustard, mayonnaise and 

dill weed. 

Then take the white halves and dip them in egg dye.  

(You can make your own with food coloring and 

water.)   When they’ve dried, set them on a pretty 

plate and spoon the yummy yolk mixture into the little hollow centers. 

 

 

DRUID EGGS 

 
Soak peeled hard-boiled eggs in a bowl of canned 

beet juice for 24 hours.  You’ll need enough beet 

juice to cover the eggs. 

Slice them in half just before serving and arrange 

them on the bed of green lettuce. 

 

 



 

Rose, apple, lime, chocolate, peppermint, strawberry, coconut, orange…. Can you guess what single type of herb 

has all these fragrances?  The Scented Geranium does! 

Back in the 1600s (during the days of knights and castles), sea captains brought the plant from South Africa into 

Europe.  The people there immediately put it to use in sachets, perfumes, teas and medicine for wounds.   

During the colonial days it arrived in America – and, again, was a big hit.  Thomas Jefferson even brought several 

varieties to the White House when he became president. 

Then, in the 1800s, Victorian ladies and herbalists found even more uses!  The popular Scented Geranium found 

its way into bouquets, potpourris, furniture polishes, cakes, jams, cookies and wine and were used in ointments, 

poultices and cosmetics. 

Sometimes Elsie will bring a bouquet of flowers in from the garden that is not particularly fragrant.  Since she 

wants her bouquet to smell good as well as looking pretty, she adds some velvety Scented Geranium leaves.  

Then her whole parlor smells lovely and her only problem is trying to keep Pooka from nibbling on the leaves! 

She also likes to layer sugar with the scented leaves in a jar.  After a few days, the fragrance goes into the sugar 

which she can then use in her baking or sprinkle on her oatmeal.   

Rose Geranium is the key ingredient in a friendship spell.  Lay the whole leaves of on the bottom of a greased 

cake pan before pouring in vanilla cake batter.  When baked, the whole cake will be delicately infused with the 

flavor and fragrance of roses.  Frost it with cream cheese frosting flavored with a hint of rose essence and then 

share it with someone you want to be your friend. 

 A little pillow stuffed with lavender and rose geranium leaves will 

help you sleep at night and have sweet dreams.  And a cloth 

dampened with rose geranium vinegar will help get rid of a 

headache.  

There are so many uses for this herb that it would take a whole 

book to list them all!  But why don’t you start experimenting for 

yourself? 

Scented Geraniums are easy to grow, especially in pots that can be 

brought inside during the winter.     (Remember, they originally 

came from South Africa, so they like to be warm, not cold!)  They 

like for their feet to be damp but not wet.  If the leaves turn yellow, 

you’re watering too much. Other than that, they aren’t a bit fussy 

and even make beautiful houseplants for a sunny window. 

 



 

Seed BlessingSeed BlessingSeed BlessingSeed Blessing    

By Kyrja 

Here, in my small hands, I hold some tiny, little seeds, 
I focus my attention to give you what you need. 
Water, sunlight and also plenty of room to grow, 
And my own special blessings before I let you go. 

Using my imagination, I see time unwind, 
I can see you green and growing, clearly in my mind. 
Growing deep within the ground, or reaching to the sky,  
May Goddess help you thrive as the seasons pass on by. 

May the God give you all the sun you need every day, 
And may all the bugs that would eat you stay far away. 
Vegetables, fruits, or flowers, whichever you may be, 

You should know I will be here, and you can count on me. 
 

 As you are growing, I promise to remember this, 
Blessings, my tiny friends, as I blow you one last kiss. 

(Now blow on the seeds) 

  

 

Each sentence in this seed blessing has 13 “beats” in it – 

making it even more magickal. 

 

 



 

 

 



LavenderLavenderLavenderLavender    
One of the most commonly known Healing Herbs is Lavender, and most 

courses start off by describing it’s many properties and uses, mainly 

because it is so readily available and an easy herb to use.

A lot of people recognize the smell of lavender instantly, since it has 

traditionally been used as a fragrance for the laundry. Linen closets have 

always been scented with lavender mainly to keep out the moths and mites 

and such, but also to prevent the clothes from smelling musty. Onl

the invention of fabric softeners has this use lessened.

As a Healing herb, lavender is best known as a relaxing herb. It soothes 

calms. The essential oil is rubbed on the temples and forehead to ease headaches. What most people don’t 

know is that the essential oil is also a great treatment for first and 

reddened and/or blistered.  

I am the kind of person that believes in an old, Dutch proverb:  

that if you treat an ailment too softly, and ta

maybe even get infected. A little pain can help heal better and swifter. Therefore I apply pure lavender oil on my 

own burns. It will start hurting worse for about 5 minutes, but after

you are afraid to take such drastic steps, dilute the lavender oil by adding 1 drop to 1 tablespoon of Jojoba, 

almond or olive oil. Mix well and apply on your burns. If you have burns that have blackened you

removed it, get professional help!  

Ever had a mosquito bite you several times so you itch all over? Use lavender oil pure on the bites (also great 

with bee or wasp stings or basically any insect bites) and you’ll find it relieves pain and

speaking of itches, as lavender is antiseptic, it also works wonders on 

on the affected bits.  

The lavender flowers are wonderful in a relaxing tea, and have the same effect on the insid

(Which is good, since taking the oil can make you 

for a multitude of problems, including stress, anxiety, exhaustion, irritability, headaches, migraines, insomnia, 

depression, colds, digestion, flatulence, upset stomach, liver and gallbladder problems, nervousness,

appetite.  And if you happen to have difficulty sleeping, s

lavender buds. I want to bet you’ll sleep like a log! And maybe even have a few wonderful dreams too!

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

One of the most commonly known Healing Herbs is Lavender, and most 

courses start off by describing it’s many properties and uses, mainly 

because it is so readily available and an easy herb to use. 
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always been scented with lavender mainly to keep out the moths and mites 

and such, but also to prevent the clothes from smelling musty. Only since 

the invention of fabric softeners has this use lessened. 

As a Healing herb, lavender is best known as a relaxing herb. It soothes and 

calms. The essential oil is rubbed on the temples and forehead to ease headaches. What most people don’t 

hat the essential oil is also a great treatment for first and second-degree burns. That is when the skin is 

lieves in an old, Dutch proverb:  “Gentle healers make stinking wounds

that if you treat an ailment too softly, and take too much care it does not hurt at all, it will tend to get worse and 

A little pain can help heal better and swifter. Therefore I apply pure lavender oil on my 

own burns. It will start hurting worse for about 5 minutes, but afterwards I hardly notice I have the burn at all. If 

you are afraid to take such drastic steps, dilute the lavender oil by adding 1 drop to 1 tablespoon of Jojoba, 

almond or olive oil. Mix well and apply on your burns. If you have burns that have blackened you

Ever had a mosquito bite you several times so you itch all over? Use lavender oil pure on the bites (also great 

with bee or wasp stings or basically any insect bites) and you’ll find it relieves pain and/or itches quickly! 

speaking of itches, as lavender is antiseptic, it also works wonders on athlete’s foot! Again use the pure oil to rub 

The lavender flowers are wonderful in a relaxing tea, and have the same effect on the insid

Which is good, since taking the oil can make you very queasy.) Drinking Lavender tea is believed to be of benefit 

for a multitude of problems, including stress, anxiety, exhaustion, irritability, headaches, migraines, insomnia, 

on, colds, digestion, flatulence, upset stomach, liver and gallbladder problems, nervousness,

And if you happen to have difficulty sleeping, sew (or have an Adult sew) a little pillow and fill it with 

ll sleep like a log! And maybe even have a few wonderful dreams too!

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

 

By  

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



 

 

First, color the pictures  (Colored pencils or watercolor paints look nice.) then, cut them out.  After that, you can 

wrap them around a dyed egg and secure it with a piece of tape.  Or, you can make them into egg holders: Cut a 

cardboard tube left over from a roll of toilet paper into 1-inch rings.  Next, glue the decoration around the ring.  

When it’s dry, use this as a decorative base to hold an Ostara egg so it stands up. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Amazing Floating Egg  

Take 2 drinking glasses that are large enough to hold an egg and fill each one up ¾ of 
the way with water.  Then, into one of the glasses, add about 6 Tablespoons of salt.  
(This is a rough amount since I don’t know how big your glasses are.  You might need to 
add more) 

Stir the salt water with a spoon until the salt completely disappears.   

Now, gently lower an egg into the glass without the salt and watch for a few minutes.  
What happens?  

Nothing, right? 

Next, gently lower another egg into the glass with the salt and watch for a few minutes.  
What happens now? 

Ta-da!  The egg begins to float! 

What happened was that when you added the salt to the 
water, the water actually got heavier.  (If you had a sensitive 
enough scale, you might even be able to weigh the two and 
see the difference.)  The heavier water was able to support 
the weight of the egg better.   

You can turn this experiment into a really cool magic trick to 
fool your friends.  Just be sure to have the two glasses of 
water ready with the salt already added to one before hand.  
You don’t want to give away the trick! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Jimmy Jimmy Jimmy Jimmy finds another Special Friendfinds another Special Friendfinds another Special Friendfinds another Special Friend    

By Evelien Roos 

Jimmy the hedgehog awoke with the smell of sun on the damp forest floor caressing his tiny nose. 

AHHH! Finally Spring had arrived. He remembered how cold the snow had been on his last expedition 

and how he had met the great God Pan and Isobel, a Very Special Human.  He wondered if she would 

be at the Stones again, and decided that after a hearty breakfast, he’d go check it out. 

Tummy filled with worms and insects, Jimmy sauntered through the forest. The trees still needed to 

bud their leaves, but the sun had definitely grown in strength and the golden rays that peeked through 

the branches warmed the little hedgehog nicely. Then he heard a disturbance. It sounded like a hare or 

rabbit running full tilt through the undergrowth. Jimmy knew that hares and rabbits are flighty, but 

mainly there was good cause for them to run like the blazes. Just to be sure, he rolled up and hid 

beneath a bush. He heard the animal running closer and closer and then… it run straight into him!  

“OW!” it yelled. Jimmy unrolled quickly to find a white hare eying him angrily.  

“Why on the Great Green Earth would you lie here, all prickly and be in my way!” it snarled.  

Jimmy blinked. That was unfair! He’d gotten out of the main track, so no one would see him or get 

hurt by his quills. “I did not do that on purpose!” he answered. “Why would you be in such a hurry and 

now take all the time to yell at me? I though you were being chased by a fox or something.”  

The hare snorted. “ A fox indeed! No fox would dare hunt me!” it said huffily. “ I was playing and 

enjoying a good run through the forest.”  

That struck Jimmy as weird. “I think a hungry fox would not hesitate to take a bite out of your 

haunches. You look well fed and strong.”  

The hare looked offended. “They’d NEVER!” he exclaimed. “My Mistress would be so angry if they did 

that.”  

That took Jimmy by surprise. “Your Mistress? Are you a tame hare?”  

The hare looked at Jimmy as if he was a foolish creature and hardly worth the effort of explaining. 

“No, you silly animal. My Mistress is back there, and now I am going to her. She needs me.”  

It put its front paws down to hop off, but instantly it winced and pulled one up again. “Ow! Now look 

what you and your prickly back have done! One of your quills has broken off between my toes! I can’t 

hop anymore!” The hare looked around wildly. A look of panic crept over its snout. “My Mistress! 

She’s GONE! I can’t find her!” 

 Jimmy felt sorry for the hare. It seemed genuinely upset. Then a thought struck him! If Isobel was at the 

Stones, she’d be able to at least get the quill from the hares paw.  

 

 

 



 

 

 

“Follow me, hare. I can get help!” All his ‘I am better than you are’ attitude gone, the hare hobbled off 

behind Jimmy. 

Little nose pressed to the floor, Jimmy sniffed his way towards the Stones where he had met Isobel, hoping 

with all his little heart Isobel would be there. There was the track… and there were the Stones… Jimmy 

smelled something else, and it made his heart fill with joy! Daffodil candles! Isobel was there!  

He scurried out of the undergrowth and hurried towards the green clad woman that kneeled at the centre of 

the circle. The hare held back suspiciously. Jimmy nudged Isobel in the knee and she looked down surprised.  

“Well hello there, little friend! How did you know I was here?” she wondered. She petted his furry snout and 

Jimmy felt all warm and tingly with friendship for his Very Special Human. The hare still did not move and 

Jimmy turned to him and said: “Come on! She can help you with your paw!”  

The hare hesitated, but finally he hobbled out into the circle. Isobel did a double take and gingerly picked up 

the hare.  

“Oh my! You’re hurt!” and she carefully turned the hare on its back and examined the paw. Ever so gentle 

she pulled out the bit of quill, wedged between the toes. “There you go! All better!” and she put down the 

hare. It tested its weight on both its front paws and did a few test hops.  

Jimmy was glad he’d thought of Isobel, but felt sad that the hare still had not found its Mistress. Isobel sat 

down next to him and said: “You know, you might just have saved this Sacred Day by bringing him here. A 

white hare on Ostara Day could be the Companion of the Goddess Ostara Herself!” and she winked at Jimmy. 

 Jimmy felt baffled. Could it be?? Just then the hare swiveled his head around. Jimmy and Isobel followed its 

gaze and both just stared at the scene. The Great God Pan and a beautiful woman with golden hair had 

entered the circle. Everywhere the woman stepped, wildflowers sprouted and she seemed to glow with the 

warmth of the Sun itself. She bent down to Jimmy and Isobel and said: “Thank you Jimmy, and you Isobel, for 

helping my, somewhat overconfident, Companion.” She kissed Isobel on the forehead and petted Jimmy on 

the back. Then Ostara picked up the hare, turned and She and Pan were gone.  

Isobel swallowed and said: “So your name is Jimmy.” And then just laughed and laughed. Jimmy just stood 

there and let it all sink in.  

Isobel started to clear away her stuff and said: “Only other Witches would believe me if I told them. We have 

been so lucky little Jimmy.”  She picked him up and kissed his button nose. Then she put him back down and 

said: “I’ll be back for Beltane!”  

Then she left, leaving Jimmy to wonder what Beltane was and how long it would take to be there. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

                                                                  Ostara Eggs 

 

Pooka woke up very early.  Elsie was still sleeping but 

Pooka couldn’t wait to see if Ostara’s bunny had come yet.  He tiptoed 

down the stairs, out the door and looked around.  Sure enough!  

There was a bright blue egg under the apple tree.  

Pooka loved eggs, so he sat down and ate it.  Then he 

spotted a green egg by the clothesline.  He ate that one 

too.  There was a yellow egg next to the gate.  

Pooka ate this one more slowly.  He found a pink egg among Elsie’s 



flowers and a purple egg on the bridge.  

Pooka was pretty full by now but he managed to eat those too.  After that, 

he couldn’t find any more, so he went back to the cottage.  

Elsie was at the door holding a basket and she was ready to hunt 

for eggs.    “Has Ostara’s bunny been here yet?” 

Elsie asked eagerly.     Pooka tried to look innocent.   

 

“Maybe,” he said, and then he burped. 

 

 
 


