
 

Pooka’s Page for Grownups -    

I’m sure by now that most of you know that this original little one-woman show 
known as “the Pooka Pages” has become a total Team effort.  But I wonder if you 
realize how international our wonderful Team is! 

There’s Evelien Roos from the Netherlands and Nathalie Dussault from France;  
Fiona Tinker, of course, sends you Letters from Scotland and, in this issue, we also 

have Caoimhin Ó Coileáin  from Ireland and the Hedgewitch Cooks from 
England. 

It might be interesting and educational for the young folks in your life to 
get out a globe or world map and find all these places that their “Pooka 
Friends” and fellow pagans hail from! 

 

Speaking of contributors, the Hedgewitch Cooks are a group you really 
must check out!  They have some videos on Youtube related to magic and 
cooking that are truly excellent and beautifully done!  They also have a 
great website with spells, recipes, books and an online course: 
www.thehedgewitchcooks.co.uk 

You can also visit the Hedgewitch Cooks on Facebook: 
facebook.com/TheHedgewitchCooks 

Another new contributor this issue is Caoimhin Ó Coileáin .   He and his 
beautiful wife, Zoe, have a book for your kids in the printing process and it will 
be available very soon.  It’s the first in their “Little Druid” series and titled, “The 
Sticky Alphabet”, about the Ogham.  I, for one, can’t wait to see it! 

 
Be sure to stop by and “Like” our Facebook page:  
facebook.com/PookaPagesTeam 

This is the surest and fastest way to know when each issue of the magazine is 
posted.  It’s also a great way to leave messages, give feedback and 
suggestions and share your photos and experiences. Coming very soon will be 

some fun contests JUST for our Facebook friends –  You won’t want to miss those! 

Have a Magical Samhain! 

Blessed Be  

From Lora, Pooka and the Pooka Pages Team 

 



 

Also known as: Halloween, All Hallow’s Eve, Shadow Fest, Night of Remembering 

Samhain (pronounced “Sowain” or “Sowhen”) means the “end of summer” and harkens back to the days of the ancient 

Celts when the year was divided in two parts – the warm half, or “summer”, and the cold half, or “winter”.  It is a 

“between” time when communication with the spirits is much easier and many forms of divination are used.  Pagan 

families set aside this night (or the night previous) for remembering ancestors, family, friends or pets that have crossed 

over to the Summerland. 
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POOKA’SPOOKA’SPOOKA’SPOOKA’S        ANCESTORSANCESTORSANCESTORSANCESTORS    

The autumn sun slanted in through the cottage window and spilled into a warm pool of light on the table. It 

was the perfect place for an afternoon nap.  Or at least that’s what the little cat had thought until he was rudely 

wakened by his witch’s voice saying, “Move, Pooka.” 

“Merrh?”  He looked up, blinking sleepily at Elsie standing over him.  She held a basket of bright fall foliage in 

her arms.  “I have to put this there,” she said. 

“Here?”  The kitten swiveled his head, looking at the lamp, the books and the potted fern that were already 

occupying the table.  “There’s no room,” he told her. 

“There is if you move,” she said. 

Pooka yawned and stretched (almost knocking the fern off the table to make his point!)  He then agreeably 

jumped down and headed toward the hearth where a merry little fire was crackling.  This was another excellent 

place for a nap. 

However, he stopped short when he saw that the sides of the hearth had been arranged with pumpkins and 

more baskets – these filled with nuts, apples and pomegranates.  There was no room for a kitty – except right in 

front of the fire and, young as he was, Pooka knew that could be dangerous and much too warm. 

“Well, Blessed Be!” he grumbled.  Changing course again, he climbed up the back of the wing-back chair next to 

the hearth.  From there, it was an easy leap to his 3
rd

 favorite spot – the fireplace mantle. 

But once more, Pooka was stopped in his tracks.  The mantle was covered with candles, an incense burner, and 

scores of old framed photos that most certainly had not been there a short while ago! 

He glared over his shoulder at the witch.  “For the Love of Hecate!” he exclaimed (something he’d heard Aunt 

Tilly say once in an explosive manner.  He’d been greatly impressed.) “Don’t you have enough clutter around this 

cottage already?” 

Elsie smiled and drifted toward the mantle.  She touched one of the photos and gazed at it lovingly.  “It’s almost 

Samhain and this is part of my altar,” she told him.  “Samhain is the beginning of the Dark Time of the Year.  A 

time to turn our gaze inward and backward to our roots … our ancestors. These are my ancestors.” 

“What’s an ancestor?” asked Pooka. 

“Your ancestors are your grandparents, their parents and their parents  before them and so forth back in Time. 

They’re all part of who you are.  So, at Samhain, we pause and remember and honor them.  Our ancestors are 

where we came from and how we got here.” 



Pooka had never thought about any of this before, and now the kitten’s eyes were very large.  Ancestors were 

pretty important! 

“Who are my ancestors?” he asked.  “I want to put their pictures on the mantle too… IF there’s room!” he added 

critically. 

Elsie ignored the barb, but she frowned.  “I don’t know who they are.  I suppose you’d have to ask your mother.” 

“I’ll write her a letter!” announced Pooka. 

“Better than that,” said Elsie.  “We’re going to visit Aunt Tilly in a few days.  She has some more family photos 

for me and, while we’re there, you can ask Serendipity yourself.” 

Pooka thought it was very convenient right now that his mother happened to be Elsie’s aunt’s familiar.  He just 

knew his ancestry was a noble and lustrous one, filled with famous witches and mighty wizards and maybe a few 

kings here and there…just to round things out. 

 

Uncle Tiberius met them at the train station by the harbor and drove them the short distance to a small manor 

house where he and Aunt Tilly lived.  He told Elsie on the way.  “You’re dear aunt has been digging around the 

attic for weeks, giddy as a school girl to be sharing those old photographs and memories with you.” 

“I can’t wait!” grinned Elsie. 

“Me too!” said Pooka. 

When they arrived, Aunt Tilly flew out of the house and wrapped the little witch in big hug.  They both began 

chattering excitedly and poor little Pooka sitting at their feet couldn’t get a word in.  Finally, he turned to Uncle 

Tiberius and asked, “Where’s my mother?” 

“Ahhh… so you’re in search of your past also, young Pooka?  Very well, let me see… she may be in the barn or 

perhaps the kitchen since it’s almost teatime.  On the other hand, she often enjoys an afternoon stroll through 

the gardens.  Or she might be….” 

Before he could finish, the impatient Pooka had dashed off to find her himself!   

Serendipity was indeed in the garden by the pond and appeared to be counting the fish that darted through the 

shallow water along its edge. 

“Mother!” he cried as he galloped up.  They butted heads affectionately, licked each other’s ears and rubbed 

cheeks…all of which are kitty ways of saying “I love you and am so happy to see you!”   

Then he told her, “It’s almost Samhain and Elsie says it’s a lot about ancestors.  So I want to know: Who are my 

ancestors?” 

 

His mother smiled and her eyes took on a dreamy expression.  “Well, dear, your father is an incredibly 

handsome and dashing seagoing cat.” 

“You mean like a pirate?  My dad is a pirate?”  The kitten bounced on his paws in excitement.  This was great! 

 



 

 

Serendipity looked a bit startled.  “Well, no, not exactly,” she said.  “It’s a small fishing boat.  But they do capture 

loads of lovely cod and sardines!”  

Pooka looked at her and tried to squelch his disappointment.  “I like cod and sardines,” he said loyally.  “Do you 

know who his father was?” 

Serendipity wrapped her fluffy black tail around her haunches and said primly, “Of course I do!  Do you think I’d 

take a husband without knowing his family?” 

 “So who was he?” asked Pooka. 

“Your grandfather was partnered with an elderly gentleman who owned a used bookstore,” said his mother. 

“I’ll bet the old man was actually a wizard!” exclaimed Pooka, his eyes shining brightly.  “And the bookstore was 

filled with ancient grimoires and books of shadows!  Witches from all over the world would come and….” 

Serendipity cleared her throat.  “Actually, I believe he sold mostly romance novels and cook books.”  

“Oh,” said Pooka in a very small voice.  “What about my grandfather’s father?” 

“A farmer,” said his mother. 

The kitten looked up at her hopefully.  “Did he grow herbs and mushrooms and cool magical stuff?” 

Serendipity looked away and he heard something between a cough and a word. 

“Eh?”  he asked. 



She looked back and said, “Potatoes.” 

“Oh.”  Pooka stared glumly at the ground.  How could this be?  A cat, as special as he was, who’d been chosen as 

a witch’s familiar, could come from such humble ancestry?  Not that these weren’t all honorable professions, 

but still…. They certainly didn’t live up to what his heart had imagined.  Not a wizard or witch or pirate in the lot.  

Not even a lousy king.  The kitten was crushed. 

Serendipity looked at her son and then, dipping her head, whispered in his ear. 

Pooka’s eyes got very large and he asked eagerly, “Really?” 

His mother nodded. 

“Wow! That is so cool!”  and the little cat sighed in happy contentment. 

 

On the train taking them home, Pooka crawled out of his traveling basket and settled comfortably into the 

throne of his witch’s lap.   

“So, did your mother tell you about your ancestors?” Elsie asked. 

“She did,” nodded Pooka, purring.  “She said all cats can trace their lineage directly back to the Gods Themselves  

– Freya, Bast, Sekhmet, Mau, the Manekineko and some others too that I can’t remember.  She also told me 

that, in ancient times, WE were even worshipped as gods and that I should never forget it.”  The kitten looked 

up at his witch proudly.  “I promised her I wouldn’t.” 

Elsie rolled her eyes, laughed and hugged him.  “No cat ever does, Pooks!” 

 

 



 

 

 



    

Samhain NightSamhain NightSamhain NightSamhain Night    
 

by Carmen Sanchez Bezzard 

 

The pumpkins glow so very bright, 

On this very special night. 

It’s called Samhain or Halloween. 

This night where magic can be seen. 

For some a night of trick or treat, 

For others a time to gather and meet. 

To welcome the spirits from the other side. 

 To remember them all with love and pride. 

The circle has been cast, the hands entwine, 

In honor of this very sacred time. 

The spirits are called from the directions of four, 

To touch your heart just once more. 

No evil is lurking, no reason to hide, 

From the people we love who have died. 

From the South, the North, the West and the East, 

We welcome them all to share in the feast. 

The feast of thanks for the many blessings we share, 

A feast for our loved ones to show them we care. 

A cookie, called a soul cake, placed outside your home, 

Lets your loved ones know they are not alone. 

Halloween isn’t really scary you see. 

Samhain can be just as you want it to be. 

A mask; a circle of friends; a candy apple or two, 

Celebrate it the way that is right for you. 

 



 

When Elsie was a little girl, she always helped Granny Witch make trick or treats for the kids on Samhain.  Her 

favorite treat to make was Popcorn Balls…. and it still is!   

This is the recipe she uses now.  It’s sweet and salty and everyone that tries it says it’s the best ever!  (Shhhh!  

We won’t tell them how easy it is also.) 

In a saucepan, over medium heat, stir: 

¾ cup light corn syrup 

¼ cup of butter 

2 tsp water 

2 ½ cup confectioners powdered sugar 

1 cup of marshmallows 

½ tsp salt 

 

Heat and stir until it just starts to boil and the marshmallows are 

melted.  Then, stir in: 

½ tsp maple extract.  (Ok, maybe just a touch more….) 

Then, quickly stir it into a big bowl with about 5 quarts of 

popped corn (or 3 bags of microwave popcorn) 

Mix it all up good and then grease your hands with butter and 

very LIGHTLY form your balls. 

Makes about 20 popcorn balls. 

 



A Letter from Scotland 
Dear Little Witches, 

Samhain is my favourite time of the year and the approach of the Cailleach – 

the Old Woman of Winter - brings its own beauty to the countryside. Soon 

enough the Cailleach will cover Scotland in a blanket of snow but for now, it is 

the time of remembering the ancestors and preparing for the coming winter. 

The leaves on the trees are glorious in their autumn colours and the forest is a 

wonderful place to walk and to see the beauty of nature. There is a lovely 

forest near me and it has many different kinds of trees. I told you some stories 

about the rowan tree in my last letter; this time round I’d like to tell you some 

stories about the hazel tree. I’m not sure if this tree grows in America but it is 

very common in Scotland and Ireland. It is a very pretty tree – when it is young, 

the bark on its trunk is a golden bronze colour and when the sun shines it 

glows. It has many stems on its trunk. When it grows it had lots of strong 

trunks coming out from the base and these can twist into fabulous shapes.  

They are great trees for climbing – they grow in shapes that just seem to invite 

children to explore their branches. 

When the forest is quiet, it is easy to be quiet too. 

Being still brings the animals out. Deer and 

squirrels are shy and you have to be really still if 

you want to see them. They both love hazel trees 

though. I watched the deer nibble around the base 

of the tree in this picture and the red squirrels ran 

up and down its branches, collecting hazelnuts 

from the tree. Hazelnuts are good food for the red 

squirrels who live in the forest and they hoard 

them in secret stores for the winter. The red 

squirrel is one of the animals native to Scotland 

and there are lots of them living in this wood.  

The hazel has catkins in the winter and these are 

commonly called lambs‘tails. Sheep farmers don’t 

like them in their houses though as they think 

bringing them in will cause a poor lambing season 

in February and they will have fewer lambs than expected.  

The wood of the hazel tree is very bendy and, in the past, people used the tree for all sorts of things, from 

building shelters to making small boats called coracles. Druids use the wood for wands and staffs made from 

hazel wood are very magical indeed. Twigs from the tree are still used to help people find water or other things 

hidden underground. This is called dowsing and it is great fun to do – you never know what you are going to 

find. 

The hazel tree – like the rowan - is so important that its name is used both as a first name and as a place name. 

The Scots Gaelic word for Hazel is Coll and many places are called after it, such as the Isle of Coll, which lies off 

the west coast of Scotland in the Hebrides. Can you imagine an Island of the Hazel Trees? Doesn’t that sound 



wonderful?  Like the rowan, the hazel is a special tree and it won’t surprise you to learn that there are many 

stories about the magic of the hazel tree. Let me tell you one of them. 

Manannan Mac Lir is the God of the sea and in his kingdom is a magical well, called Connla’s Well. Connla was 

the son of two famous warriors: Cu Chulainn (say coo-coo-lyn) of Ireland and Aife (say ee-fee) of Scotland. 

Manannan was his special protector and this is why Connla’s Well was in Manannan’s kingdom.  

Nine hazel trees grew around Connla’s Well and each of the 

trees would come into flower at the same time. They grew nuts 

at the same time too and these nuts would fall into the water of 

Connla’s Well.  The nuts made the water magical and anyone 

who drank the water from the well had the gifts of wisdom, of 

knowledge and of poetry. The fish who lived in the well ate the 

nuts and this turned them in to magical fish. Anyone who ate 

the fish had knowledge of all things and this is how the great 

Scottish and Irish hero, Fionn MacCumhaill (say Finn MacCoul) 

got his magical gift - but his is a different story… 

Many people wanted to drink the water or eat the fish from 

Connla’s well and many went looking for it. But there was one 

naughty Goddess who thought that the water should be shared 

with people in other kingdoms. Her name was Boann and she 

would become the mother of Angus Og. However, this story takes place before she had to be all sensible 

because she was a mother and a grown-up – it takes place when she was a young girl and could just about get 

away with being naughty. This is what she did.  

Boann snuck into the Hall of Manannan Mac Lir. There was a cauldron bubbling away over the fire and the 

contents smelt good. Boann felt her tummy rumble, but she wasn’t here to eat. Manannan’s white horses were 

in their stables, snoring gently, asleep. The sea would be calm tonight as Manannan too was asleep, snoring on 

his throne. No riding the white horses over the waves of the sea 

this night.  

Boann crept forward; she could hide in the shadows of the hazel 

trees. But she would have to be careful - Manannan’s magical 

pigs were under the trees and they too were fast asleep, 

grunting happy pig noises. It seemed as if a magical sleep spell 

had been cast across the whole of Manannan’s kingdom and the 

only person awake was Boann. Softly, quietly, carefully, she crept 

towards the hazel trees. One of the pigs made a snurfling noise 

and rolled over in his sleep. Boann froze, but the pig carried on 

having pleasant piggy dreams and took no notice of her.  

Boann reached the circle of hazel trees around Connla’s well. She 

stopped for a moment – now she was here should she do what 

she came here to do? Then she remembered how much she 

wanted the water of knowledge. Taking a deep breath, Boann 

walked around Connla’s Well anti-clockwise three times. On the 

third time she did this, there was a massive whoosh! and the 

water from the Well soared upwards. The land caught the water 

and suddenly, with many magical sound effects, there were 

seven sacred rivers in the land of Ireland. And beside each river 

hazel trees grew. 



Boann was startled – she only wanted a little of the water to be on the land. Something had gone wrong with 

her magic and she had much more than she bargained for. Connla’s Well still stood, with its magical fish 

swimming happily and eating nuts. The nine hazel trees still stood guard around it, dropping their magical 

hazelnuts into the well. But Ireland now had seven magical new rivers whose waters had the power to grant 

wisdom, knowledge and poetry, and all of them flowed from Connla’s Well.  

Boann had that sinking feeling you get when you know you’ve been naughty, you know you are going to be 

found out and you know you have some big, big explaining to do. Boann also realised that everything was quiet 

– there was not a snore, not a snurfle and not a grunt to be heard. She looked up into the wide-awake eyes of 

the pigs, the white horses - and into the eyes of Manannan Mac Lir himself.  

Boann was terrified. She stared at Manannan, wondering what he would do. Her knees shook as she looked at 

him. She had that guilty look on her face that very naughty children get when they are caught red-handed. She 

waited to see what Manannan would do. 

And do you know what he did? 

He winked at her. 

That’s right. 

He winked at her. 

You see, Manannan knew what Boann was going to do 

before she did it. There’s no point drinking from 

Connla’s Well, with its magical hazelnuts in the water, if 

you don’t want the gifts of wisdom, knowledge and 

poetry, isthere? 

And Ireland still has seven sacred rivers, one of which – 

the Boyne – is named after Boann, in memory of her 

naughtiness the night she crept into Manannan’s 

Kingdom to release some of the water from Connla’s 

Well. 

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading about hazel trees and some of their stories.  

Till next time, 

                Fiona TinkerFiona TinkerFiona TinkerFiona Tinker    

 

 

 



 

 

Pooka sighed happily as Elsie folded the paper and 

placed it back in the envelope for safekeeping.  He 

hopped down from her lap and indulged in a nice 

long stretch. 

“I love Auntie Fiona’s letters!” he said.  “I always learn so much from them… and she’s funny too!”    

Suddenly, the kitten had a thought. “Hey, Elsie – Do we have hazel trees here in America?” 

The little witch nodded.  “In fact, the Native Americans used to make beads of hazel wood and string them into little 

necklaces for babies when they were teething.” 

Pooka looked at her curiously.  “So the babies would have something to bite on?” he asked. 

“Maybe,” said Elsie, “but they also believed it helped with the other problems teething babies can have – like fever, skin 

rashes and diarrhea.  Apparently the wood helps balance the acid and alkaline in the body that gets out of whack and 

causes all those side effects.” 

“Poor babies!” said Pooka sympathetically.  “I’m glad I didn’t have to go through all that when I was teething.”  

“The wood has other uses too,” Elsie told him.  “Adult Indians would drink it in tea for fevers and heartburn and use it as a 

poultice on old sores that weren’t healing properly.”  

“Sounds pretty useful,” said Pooka vaguely as he scratched under his chin with a hind paw.  His attention was wandering 

and the little cat was starting to think about his dinner.  But his ears pricked back up when Elsie added, “The wood and nuts 

of the hazel are also used a lot in magic.” 

“They are?”  He bounced back into her lap, eager to hear this part. 

The little witch smiled and said, “Hazel wood makes excellent magic wands.  The twigs can be made into an amulet that’s 

hung in the house to protect it from lightening and, when worn, protects the wearer and brings them good luck. But their 

most important magical aspect has to do with divination.” 

“Really?  How?  Tell me!” demanded Pooka. 

“Well, back in Colonial and Victorian days, on Samhain, young women would name a hazelnut   for each of their suitors and 

then toss the nuts into the fire.  The nut that burned the brightest and longest was the person who loved them best.  And 

witches will often drink a cup of the tea before doing a divination to help them see true. 

The hazel tree has a long association with Samhain and it’s said that the wood and nuts should be gathered just after 

sundown on that day because this is when they’re at the peak of their magical powers.” 

Pooka jumped up and ran to the window.  “It will be dark soon,” he told her.  “Come on!  We have to go find a hazel tree!” 

Elsie laughed.  “Pooks, it’s not Samhain yet.” 

“Oh, yeah…”  The cat looked disappointed for a moment, but then he brightened and said, “Well, in that case, let’s go start 

dinner!” 

 



 



Jimmy Remembers  

By Evelien Roos 

 

Jimmy the hedgehog was sitting in the Stone Circle, pondering on the seasons. Since Lughnassadh and Mabon, 

the air had cooled down noticeably and the leaves had begun to turn. Lugh had died and Winter was on its way. 

In a way Jimmy felt sad about that, but on the other hand, he might get to see the Cailleach (pronounce KAL-y-

ach) again. She was the Old Woman of Winter after all. And the Goddess of Death, he suddenly remembered.  

About six months ago he’d been here, in the same spot, listening to Her explain all about how Death was 

necessary for Life to go on… Jimmy had cause to remember this event. Just a few weeks ago a very dear but old 

friend had died. Jimmy was still a bit sad about that. Paul was another hedgehog and he and Jimmy had often 

searched for food together. When Jimmy had called by Paul’s den that one day, there had been no answer to his 

call and he had gone in to find his old friend dead in his sleep.  

Remembering his meeting with the Cailleach, Paul’s death suddenly got a new meaning. It was still a sad idea, 

knowing Paul would not come along to find food anymore, but on the other hand it felt good to know that his 

death meant that new hedgehogs could be born. And maybe, just maybe, Paul’s soul would be in one of those 

baby hedgehogs and become a new friend and he, Jimmy, would be a friend to the new baby, like Paul was to 

him, older and wiser, to learn from and go to for advice.  

Remembering specific moments with Paul, Jimmy felt a warm glow of fondness wash all through his body. It was 

almost as if Paul was standing right next to him!  

“That’s because I am!” Jimmy could just hear him say. He smiled and turned to find himself nose to nose with 

Paul!  

“Bubut… bubut…” Jimmy stammered. Paul was there, yet not quite. Jimmy could see every grey hair on his 

snout, but the silhouette of the Stones could still be seen through him.  

Paul smiled. “I know, right?” he chuckled. “ I’m dead, as dead as can be, yet here I am!”  

Jimmy nodded silently, a bit scared of his friend.  

“It’s all because it’s Samhain. Then the World of the Living and the World of the Dead are very close together 

and you can cross over for a chat.” 

 This surprised Jimmy. “Really? I thought dead was well… gone and gone for good, unless you count 

reincarnation.”  

Paul nodded. “Many think that. But you should have known. You talked to the Cailleach, and She told you she 

would return after the Summer. And Lugh (pronounce Looh), who told you He would be back too.”  

Jimmy was stunned. “How do YOU know? I never told you that.”  

Paul smiled and answered: “I’m in the Summerland now. As are they, well Lugh is, the Cailleach has just left to 

walk the Earth for another Winter. Your ponderings on Her and me called me to you and She asked me to 

remind you that Life and Death are circles, like the Year, and I will come back, just not right away! I won’t 

remember being me, or who you are, but if you pay attention, you just might recognize my soul.”  



Paul cocked his head, as if to listen, then nodded. He turned to Jimmy. “I have to go now. Take care dear young 

friend, until we meet again!” and he was gone. Just at the end of the circle Jimmy could see the Cailleach walk 

away, raising her hand in salute.   Jimmy smiled. 

Later that day Isobel came to the Stones, carrying a large Jack O’ Lantern.  

“Hello Jimmy! Today is such a special day for us Witches and Pagans!” She put the pumpkin down and frowned. 

A trail of grass, leading away from the Circle’s centre, seemed brown and withered somehow. 

 Jimmy noticed and said: “I know. The Cailleach has returned, it’s Samhain.”  

Isobel nodded. “Why yes it is, and with Samhain we honour the dead and celebrate the New Year.”  

Jimmy thought on this. “So we’re going to remember dead friends in our ritual today…” he deducted.  

Isobel nodded.  

“Could you include a friend of mine?” Jimmy asked. 

 “Any one you want sweet, any one you want...” Isobel replied warmly. 

 

 

 



 



 

                            Little WitchCraftsLittle WitchCraftsLittle WitchCraftsLittle WitchCrafts        

                                    By Mathew Two-Shoes 

 

What would Samhain be without....MASKS!! We all love to go out, dressed up in our favorite costumes to go trick 
or treating. But did you ever wonder what our ancestors used masks for originally? They would put them on to 
ward off mean and evil spirits. Cool, huh? 

Well, we're going to make our own 
masks today; and they are really 
simple. What you will need are some 
masks which you can pick up at any 
craft store. The ones my mom got 
are cloth, not plastic. I think they 
look much better and can hold up a 
bit more than the plastic can. Next, 
my favorite...PUFFY PAINT!!! I LOVE 
this stuff! And you can get it in pretty 
much any color you want, with or 
without glitter too! That's it! (Pretty 
simple huh?) Just start decorating 
your masks any way you want. In 
the picture you can see the ones my 
mom and I did up for examples.  

The only bummer part...you have to 
wait for the puffy paint to dry, which 
will take a few hours. So, while you 
wait; do some of the yummy recipes 
or color one of the pictures in this 
issue. Your masks will be dry and 
ready to wear in no time.  

 

***For the older kids and adults, if 
you want to get real fancy; you can 
see some I made up with feathers, 

leaves, and flowers. SUGGESTION: Unless you have a hot glue gun, this may take several days and stages with 
regular tacky glue/craft glue. But they look awesome! *** 

 

 



Kids -  This is an ongoing “Wheel of the Year” project from 

Nathalie Dussault.  If you’ve missed the instructions and previous 

pictures, you can find them in the “Photos” section on our 

Facebook Page:  www.facebook.com/PookaPagesTeam 

 



 



Little Druid’s Irish Little Druid’s Irish Little Druid’s Irish Little Druid’s Irish 

Year Year Year Year     

--------    Samhain Samhain Samhain Samhain  

 by Caoimhin Ó Coileáin 

 

Welcome friends, 

It's me Little Druid. I'm writing from my little tent in the 

Green Glade on the Honey Hills about the sacred festivals 

we all celebrate. These are important to me, as it is to my 

friends, just like the Celtic gods and people, because it is 

how our world moves and grows. These days most of our 

brothers, mothers, sisters and fathers call it the wheel of 

the year and its made today from many sources. I'm going 

to talk to you about one of those sources - the Irish year. 

The Irish calendar was made for farmers and fishermen whose lives depended on the swells of the tide and the 

time to plant their crops. Funnily enough the life of the moon is more important than that of the sun to know 

when to plant, and its the moon that causes the tides. So the moon was more important as a calender. They still 

celebrated the changing of the sun – the equinoxes and the solstices – but the four lunar festivals were crucial to 

their life. These were held at the four points of the year on the full moon. 

A solar year has twelve full moons and every four years a thirteenth. So the festivals are usually three moons 

apart except for every leap year. In order they are Samhain (October usually), Imbolc (February usually), 

Bealtaine (May usually) and Lughnasadh (August usually.) On October 18
th

 of this year the traditional Samhain 

will happen. Today most pagans celebrate Samhain by the solar calender and have it coincide with Halloween on 

the 31
st

 of October. 

Samhain is the start of the Celtic year. They believed that before something could grow (before Spring which we 

see as the start) you need the empty fields. Before something can be made you need the materials. Out of 

nothing comes something. And so the beginning of their year was the winter season. Every year they believed 

that coming up to Samhain the year was ending. And so time ended, it died with the end of the year; the night of 

Samhain, the special night known as Oíche Shamhna. Then in the morning it is born again and time grows once 

more. 

This is the magic of Samhain – it is outside of time. Everything that was and that will be and that is happens all at 

once! This is why we can contact our ancestors more easily and that is why they are with us during Samhain. 

A nice thought is to leave out some milk or other drink for your favourite ancestors and spirits. Me, I like to write 

a letter for them to read. 

Enjoy Samhain my friends. 

Little Druid on Samhain, 18/10/13, be starring in his first picture adventure aimed at children between 3-6. The Sticky Alphabet is a 
beautiful picture book charting Little Druid's adventures when he meets a magical friend and his journey to find the secret of writing. 
Little Druid, the Sticky Alphabet is published by Clan Raven Cub, look us up on facebook http://goo.gl/KhzaZC for 
more information and links to the book! 



RuneRuneRuneRunessss        
by Christine Lynn Hostetler 

 

As of last issue of Pooka Pages, you have the complete set of the first Eight Runes called Freyr's Eight. Now we 

start the second set called Hagal's Eight. Soon you will have your Rune Books filled with the complete Futhark 

Runes! I'm so excited...so let's start the next set with the first two Runes. And what a great time of year for these 

first two...it's perfect! 

 Hagalaz, Haegal, Hagal  

ALPHABET: H  

MEANING: Hail, snow, fire & ice polarity, balance 

This Rune represents balance and unification of opposites. Life & 

Death, Hot & Cold, Light & Dark...you must have both to keep things 

in check and balance. The every winding circle is constantly 

spiraling.  If you stop that then there is no balance, no unification, 

no life.  

**Go over the "Wheel of the Year" with your grown up and discuss 

how balance and unification plays a part of the year and of our 

every day** 

 

 

 

 

Nauthiz, Naudhiz, Nyd  

ALPHABET: N  

MEANING: Need, necessity, distress, patience, sorrow  

Sometimes what we want is not always what we get; and that may be 

because it isn't what we need at that time in our lives. Sometimes you 

may have to make a choice on something. EXAMPLE: You want a new 

toy, but mom or dad tells you "Not right now, another time". Of course 

you are not happy; but mom & dad may have a reason as to why you 

can't have that new toy at this time. Maybe your brother or sister has a 

cold and needs medicine, or you may need new shoes or clothes. 

Maybe food needs to be put on the table first. Your grown up may 

have a very good reason, and you must understand that. Necessity 

comes before want and need. This is where patience comes in, you 

may not get that new toy right now; but if you are patient and willing, 

it will come to you in time and it is well worth the wait. 

 



 

Witchy Favorite ThingsWitchy Favorite ThingsWitchy Favorite ThingsWitchy Favorite Things    
By Carmen Sanchez-Bezzard 

(Sing to the tune of “My Favorite Things”) 

 

Black cauldrons boiling and children are singing, 

A joyful trick or treat as the doorbells are ringing. 

Eye of newt, spiders’ legs; little bat wings, 

These are a few of my favorite things. 

Bright Jack-o-Lanterns with candles a’ glowing, 

Kids dressed as ghosts with their white sheets a’ flowing, 

Witches and vampires and fairy glitter wings, 

These are a few of my things. 

When the night falls, when the wolves howl, 

And the moon rises high, 

I simply jump onto my favorite broom, 

And then I take off and fly. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

                                                                                                            Noises 

It was Samhain   night and Pooka kept hearing strange 

noises!  First he heard a strange bumping  outside.  His 

eyes got as big as pancakes and he hid behind 

Elsie.  “Don’t worry”, said Elsie.  “It’s just the 

wind blowing a tree  branch against the 

cottage.”   Then Pooka heard a scratching 

 behind the wall.  He hid under some pillows.  

“Don’t worry”, said Elsie. “It’s just a  mouse.”  There 

was an awful screeching  outside.  Pooka hid behind 



the sofa. “It’s just an owl”, said Elsie.  

Then came a  like a bunch of firecrackers in the 

kitchen.  Pooka hid under a chair until Elsie 

said, “Don’t worry.  I’m just making popcorn”. And then he heard 

a soft voice say: Hello Pooka.  “Don’t worry”, said 

Elsie.  “It’s just a ghost…” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 


