Pooka’s Page for Grownups
The holidays are such a busy time! So this year, I decided to give our Team the
option of taking a break this issue while I did a retrospect using some of Pooka’s
favorite stories and articles from past Yule issues.
A few of them took advantage of the opportunity and will be back for the Imbolc
issue. But most of them labored away, producing some of their best work yet!
In addition, I’m delighted to announce a new Team Member – Liliane Grenier. You’ll
probably remember the wonderful, saucy little witch coloring page in our last issue.
It was from a picture that has become so beloved and passed around on the internet
that Nathalie, who turned it into a coloring page for you, mistook it for a royalty-free
image.
It turned out that the Liliane, the artist, is a Pooka Pages subscriber and was
naturally very surprised to see her painting as a coloring page in the magazine! She
contacted me and couldn’t have been sweeter about the matter. In fact, she even
sent 3 of her own coloring pages for us to use and has joined the Team, promising
more coloring pages in the future (including some geared more for boys.)
Liliane is a talented artist in several areas and also has an
Etsy Shop exquisite, hand crafted Scented Herbal Balls and a
myriad of adorable plush wool animals which you can also
order scented with herbs. (And, by the way, her prices are
excellent!) So stop by for a visit and say “Hi” to our newest
Team Member:
https://www.etsy.com/shop/LilianeG?ref=search_shop_redirect

Speaking of talent, our old friend Rayne Storm has created something for you again in this issue.
You’ll love her Magical Hunt article and maze! Rayne now has 3 books in her New Age Children’s
Workbooks series - “Astrological Zodiac for Kids”, “Elemental Tarot for Kids” (book and tarot deck) and
“Everyday MAGICK for Earth-based Spiritual Families”. All 3 books are available at Amazon.com
We all hope you enjoy this extra large issue of Pooka Pages and that you have a very blessed and
magical Yule holiday!

Blessed Be
From Lora, Pooka and the Pooka Pages Team

Yule 2013
A Birthday Party for the Sun !
Maybe you remember that at dinnertime during the summer it was still light out - but now when you eat
it’s dark. It’s not that dinner’s being served later. It’s that, since Summer Solstice, the days have been
getting shorter and the nights have been getting longer. But that’s about to change!
Yule is celebrated on the Winter Solstice, the shortest day of the year. At Yule, the sun is “born” once more
and gets a little bit stronger and stays in the sky a little bit longer each day after that.
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Pooka’s Yule Present
Story & illustrations by Lora Craig-Gaddis

Pooka sat on the ledge of the window in Elsie’s herb room.

Through the panes of leaded glass he

stared gloomily out at the snow piling higher and higher, blanketing the whole garden and the forest
beyond. He was thoroughly miserable.
In the corner of the herb room crackled a cheery fire on the tiny stone hearth where he could have been
warm and toasty. Pooka preferred to be miserable.
“I want to go outside,” he wailed.
Behind him, Elsie glanced up from the pomander she was making. A little smile twitched at the corner
of her mouth.
“So, go.”
The cat glared at her. His witch said the most ridiculous things sometimes! She knew very well that it
was cold and wet out there and that it had been for weeks!
He stood up and stalked out of the room.
He wandered into the parlor and spotted the Yule tree standing proudly majestic on the far side of the
room. He, Elsie, and Edgar, the crow, had trimmed it a few nights ago with shiny brass suns and
polished silver moons, gingerbread cookie pentagrams and gilded acorns then draped it with garlands
of popcorn and cranberries laced over and under the fragrant branches. At the time, Elsie had told him
he mustn’t sharpen his claws on the trunk. But she’d never said why.
So, Pooka strolled over to the tree and proceeded to do just that. His claws dug in and pulled. It felt so
good! The tree wobbled precariously in its pot and the ornaments danced in the loveliest way. Pooka,
his troubles forgotten for the moment (or perhaps from a sense of pure orneriness ( clawed even
deeper, watching the ornaments swing and sway above him. Suddenly they loomed very large, rushing
toward him! He sprang out of the way as the tree tipped and crashed to floor.
Pooka dove under Elsie’s “reading” chair by the hearth, his little black nose just barely poking out from
under the ruffled bottom. He felt her hurried approach and then her boots stopped inches from his
nose.
He held his breath – then peeked up through the ruffle. Yup, she was mad! Fists planted on her hips,
she scowled down at him. The little cat peered up at her and tried to look innocent. “Edgar did it?”
“Pooka!”
He retreated further under the chair and flattened his ears.

“Well, it’s the only tree around ( and you won’t let me claw the furniture!” he growled.
Elsie sighed and pulled the tree upright again. Then she began replacing the ornaments.

The next morning, Pooka burrowed his way out from under the quilt on Elsie’s bed and sprang to the
window. Outside the world was still white and the sky was a gloomy gray. His breath made a moist fog
on the inside of the glass. The little cat’s whiskers drooped as he turned away. He felt very depressed.
He wound his body around her ankles in desperation as she tried to dress. “Elsie, you’re a witch. Make
the sun come back!” he pleaded.
She leaned over and picked him up, cuddling him and scratching in all the right places.
But Pooka’s purring stopped when she told him, “I can’t. This is up to the Goddess. She’ll give birth to
the sun when it’s time.”
When would that be? Pooka wondered. It seemed like it had been cold and dark forever! Just thinking
about it, he shivered.
Elsie went downstairs and lit the fire in her little stove. Soon the cheery kitchen warmed and the
cottage smelled of cinnamon and fresh baked rolls with icing. Pooka curled up in the pillow on the
rocking chair and watched Elsie feed Edgar his bits of breakfast. The crow cawed, “More, more,” and
opened his beak wide, but Pooka knew Edgar would stash at least half of what he got around the
kitchen in order to retrieve it later.
“Why are you feeding him so much?” he asked. “Won’t we run out of food? What if Winter never
ends?”
“No, we won’t run out. And, of course, Winter will end, silly!” smiled Elsie. “But, while it’s cold out,
critters like Edgar need an extra layer on their bodies to stay warm.”
“Where’s my extra?” Pooka demanded.
Elsie raised one eyebrow. “If you aren’t going outside, you don’t need it!”
Pooka scowled at her.
But he cheered up later when Elsie poured eggnog for each
of them and pulled out all the lovely things she’d been
baking the past week. The candles and lamps throughout
the cottage were lit and a specially decorated oak log was
laid on the fire. Elsie lit incense and the tall golden Yule
candle wreathed in holly. She strummed on her little
mandolin and sang songs, Edgar cawing along while Pooka
laughed at them both and buried his head under a pillow.

And there were Presents! Elsie laughed and clapped her
hands as Edgar and Pooka excitedly ripped open the brightly
covered packages. Soon, Edgar was stashing and retrieving
the assortment of shiny baubles the witch had made for him.
Elsie cuddled in her chair by the fire, her nose buried in a
book from Aunt Tilly as Pooka played with his new catnip
mouse. For some reason he felt deliriously happy batting it about and pouncing on it, even after one
button eye was missing and its tail was soaked with kitty drool.

It was very late when Edgar was finally snoozing on his perch in the kitchen and the cat and his witch
trundled up to bed.
Pooka purred as he burrowed under the quilt to tuck himself behind Elsie’s knees. It had been a
wonderful, magical night!\\\\
Hours later, the house was very dark and very quiet when Pooka felt Elsie climb out of bed. Sleepily,
he watched her dress and head down to the kitchen.
In a short while, she came back upstairs and got him. “I have something to show you,” she said.
Wrapping herself in a thick hooded cloak, she bundled the cat in a small blanket and stuffed him in a
basket along with a thermos and some Yule cakes. With another, larger quilt slung over her shoulder,
they headed outside. The stars above sparked like tiny jewels through the crisp cold air and the snow
crunched under her feet like potato chips.
“Where are we going?” asked Pooka.
“You’ll see,” answered the little witch mysteriously.
She headed for a hill on Farmer Gellis’s land that overlooked the forest. Once there, she spread the
thick quilt on the ground and they sat down, still wrapped in their blankets. Elsie poured warm sweet
milk laced with anise & maple into a pair of mugs. Pooka stuck his nose out of the quilt and lapped his
up eagerly. He couldn’t help purring as his tummy warmed and the only chill that reached him was the
frosty air coming through his little black nose.
“What are we doing?”
Elsie sipped from her mug and told him, “We’re waiting.”
“For what?”
“You’ll see.”
So Pooka waited. Within a few moments, the forest was bathed in a faint golden light and the sky
became a rosy pink and blue. And peeking over the tops of the hills and trees was a faint small orb of
light.
Pooka’s eyes widened, miniature mirrors of what was before him. “What is it?” he whispered.
“It’s the sun,” Elsie whispered back. “It’s the newborn baby sun.”
“Will the snow go away now?” Pooka asked eagerly.
“No,” she told him. “The sun’s still newly born and weak; it must grow stronger. But each day now will
last a little bit longer. And before too very long, all the snow will be gone and you’ll be outside playing
again.”
To Pooka, huddled in his blanket, this all still seemed to be a long time off. But at least it was
Beginning! He marveled at the magic of the baby sun being born and felt that, somehow, this was the
best Yule present of all!

Pooka says:
Yule occurs on the Winter Solstice when the days suddenly begin getting longer again and the nights
start getting shorter. The word Yule means “wheel,” and reminds us that the wheel of the year is ever
turning and that, even though there are still a couple of months of cold ahead, we are now growing
toward the Light. We move toward the Light months, then turn into the Dark Months and then the Light
Months of sunshine come again(the Wheel is ever turning.

The Yule Log
by Lora Craig-Gaddis

What with fireplaces being replaced by
central heating and the forested
countryside giving way cities, many
people today don’t even know about the
Yule Log. Yet, from very ancient times to
relatively recently, this was a very
important part of the holiday festivities.
Some historians think it was the indoor,
mid-winter counterpart to the pagan
bonfires of mid-summer.
Many
customs
and
ceremonies
surrounded the log. First of all, it was
considered very Unlucky to buy it. The
family was either given one or they went
out and chopped it down. Then it was
hauled home and often was so big that it
took a team of horses to drag it! The log
was carried around the house three times
before being brought in and you had to
make sure your hands were very clean when you handled it. Otherwise, it was a sign of disrespect and you
would have very bad luck all year!
Once inside, the log was decorated with holly or other winter greenery and red berries. It was sprinkled with
grain and wine or cider and then carefully lit.
In the beginning, the Yule Log was supposed to burn for 12 days. As fireplaces got smaller, however, this
tradition was shortened to 12 hours.
Any parts of the log that were left unburned were saved to bring luck, protection and prosperity to the home
throughout the coming year and then used to light the next Yule Log. The ashes from the wood were used in
protection charms and scattered around fields and gardens to encourage healthy growth. It’s very bad luck to
just toss the ashes out.
Many Pagans today save a log from last year’s Yule tree to use as this year’s Yule Log and families have just as
much fun decorating it as they did in old days. If there’s no fireplace in the home, a hole is bored into the top of
the log to serve as a candleholder. Hopefully the candle is a nice, big fat one that will burn for the traditional 12
hours.
If you do burn a Yule Log this year, there are certain chemicals that you can sprinkle on it to make the flames be
different magical colors:
Potassium Nitrate = Violet
Borax = Vivid Green

Barium Nitrate = Apple Green
Copper Sulphate = Blue

Table Salt = Bright Yellow

(Of course you will have an adult with you when you try this, Right?)

By Linda Craig-Moore

Yule Log Ritual
by Carmen Sanchez

A Yule Log rests on the table waiting for light,
To help brighten this very longest night.
The log has three holes and in each one a candle I place,
To illuminate the dark and make this my sacred space.
The Forest King glows with the candle of green
And red is where the Winter Goddess is seen.
To help brighten the Spirit on this longest night,
I add a brilliant goldgold-sparkled candle of white.
Adorned with evergreens, pine cones and oil of bayberry,
For peace, prosperity and a Yule that is merry.
This Winter Solstice, Lord and Lady, please bring back the Sun
So the days will get longer when this night is done!
The Wheel will keep turning and the Sun will return
return
But this night is the time for the Yule Candles to burn!
I light the three wicks but let not all the wax melt away;
For good luck, they are lit again on New Year’s Day.
~~~Blessed Be the Yule Season! So Mote It Be!~~~

YULE LOG
by Carmen Sanchez
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Peanut Butter Yule Log
The Yule log is such a traditional part of the holiday that, for over a hundred years now,
people have been making a dessert version to serve at the end of their Yule Feast. The old
recipes are a little complicated and tricky. But Elsie and Aunt Tilly have come up with an
easy one that you can do:
In a heavy saucepan over a very low heat, melt 1 12-ounce package of peanut butter flavored chips
(cookie section of the grocery store) with 1 14-ounce can of sweetened condensed milk (NOT
evaporated milk).
Add 1 cup of miniature marshmallows and stir until those are melted too.
Turn off the heat and let it sit until it’s still warm, but cool enough to handle without burning yourself.
Then put it on a big piece of waxed paper and shape it into a log.
Wrap the log in the waxed paper and chill it overnight in the refrigerator.
Then, with a big fork or a butter knife, make lines of chocolate frosting along the log so it looks like
bark.
To serve – mound some whipped cream or Cool Whip on a plate to look like a bed of snow. Place your
Yule Log on top and place holly leaves (either real or artificial) around and maybe a few maraschino
cherries to look like holly berries. Then, dust the whole thing with powdered sugar to resemble more
snow.
Stick a golden birthday candle in the top of the log and have a parent light it and have all gather
around to sing “Happy Birthday” to the sun!
After everyone has finished singing and admiring your creation, cut into slices and serve each piece
with some of the whipped cream snow.

Elsie’s Most Excellent
Gingerbread Hot Cocoa
In a heavy saucepan, whisk together:

3 egg yolks
3 ½ cups of whole milk
¾ cup of sugar
1 tsp. cinnamon
1 ½ tsp. powdered ginger
½ tsp. powdered cloves
1/8 tsp. salt

Turn the fire on to a medium heat and cook it for about 10 minutes, stirring the whole time, until the
mixture starts getting thicker. Make sure it does not boil and that you stir all the way to the bottom of
the pot.
Once it begins to thicken, turn the fire down to the lowest it will go and add 1 cup of finely chopped
white chocolate baking bars (like Nestles). Keep cooking it on low, stirring it the whole time, until
the chocolate has melted. Then stir in ½ teaspoon of vanilla and ladle it into mugs. Top with a
dollop of whipped cream and a sprinkle of cinnamon.

Makes enough for 4 people or one Pooka.

A Letter from Scotland
Dear Little Witches,
Winter is here and Scotland is becoming very, very cold. There is snow
on the high ground and the hills and mountains look like they are
wearing fluffy white hats. The mountain hares have changed their coats
and their fur has turned from summer brown to autumn red to winter
white. Mountain hares are very clever hares and changing their coats’
colours like this means they can hide easily from any animal who might
want to eat them. Other animals have bedded down for the winter and
the deer have come down from the hills to the lower grounds where it
will be easier for them to find food. All the animals know it is the time of
darkness, of freezing winds, of snow and ice that will last for at least
four months.
We don’t get much daylight in the north of Scotland in the winter. The
sun gets out of bed around 9am and goes back to sleep about 3.30pm
now. As we come up to the longest night, the sun will be even lazier,
getting up even later and going to bed even earlier – around 2.30pm.
There’s more dark than day – we are really glad to see the winter
Solstice and know the wheel of the year has finally turned slowly back
towards spring.
But this dark time of year is ruled by the Cailleach – the Old Woman - and there are many, many stories
about her. I’d like to share some of them with you.
The Cailleach is an ancient Goddess of Scotland and Ireland and there are stories on both sides of the
Irish Sea about all the magical and wonderful things she does. Some of the stories in Scotland say she
is so ancient that she is the mother of all the Gods here. She is very, very tall and uses the big
mountains as stepping stones. She made some of the mountains too, by breaking up the land with her
magic hammer and throwing the earth around in heaps. The Cailleach looks frightening in winter – she
has only one eye and her skin is blue. (I told you it was cold!)
However, when winter is coming to an end, she travels to a magical island to drink from a special well.
The water in this well makes her sleep for a little while and, when she wakes up she is a young,
beautiful girl again with lovely red hair and two blue eyes. As summer passes, the young woman grows
old again, ready to become the Cailleach once more and rule the next winter time. She looks after all
the animals who live in the glens and the hills. The mountain hares, sheep, goats, cattle and deer are
special to her. She loves them and they love her.
One of the stories I like about the Cailleach is to do with her shaping Scotland and making the lochs
(lakes) rivers and mountains. The Cailleach had a servant, called Nessa, who was a bit lazy and a bit
forgetful and always making excuses for the things she hadn’t done. The Cailleach and Nessa
squabbled a lot about Nessa’s laziness and the Cailleach could get really cross with her. One of Nessa’s

jobs was to collect water from the well so the Cailleach could cook in her cauldron. Nessa was meant to
put a cover on the well to stop the water coming out when she had finished using it, but one day she
forgot to do that. Suddenly, the land was covered with a LOT of
fresh water and the Cailleach got wet up to her knees. The water
from the well had turned into a deep, deep loch.
The Cailleach was now really fed up with Nessa being so slapdash
and lazy. She was so angry about all the water ruining her
cooking and getting her wet up to her knees that she turned
Nessa into a river goddess. The Cailleach knew she’d be better at
that job than she was as a servant.

The loch and the river are still here – lots of tourists go to visit
Loch Ness every year and if you ever visit Inverness, you can walk
along the banks of the beautiful River Ness. And you’ll know the
lovely story about how the loch and the river were made, so
maybe you can throw a small silver coin into the river to ask
Nessa, the river goddess, to grant you a wish.
(Artist Unknown)

Another lovely story about the Cailleach is what happens to Scotland when she washes her shawl. Her
shawl is enormous because a small shawl would look very, very silly on a huge, ginormous Old Woman.
I mean, her shawl is so massive it would cover your state - easily.
That is a lot of shawl to be washing and the place she chooses to wash it is in a stretch of water
between the West Coast of Scotland and the Islands called the Hebrides. This particular bit of water is
called the Sound of Jura and something very special happens here. The seabed has a big hole in it and
fresh water flows from one direction to meet sea water coming from another. When the tides are
right, they mix together and a huge whirlpool happens. The whirlpool is called Coire Bhreacain – Corry
Vreckan - and it means the ‘Cauldron of the Plaid’. (A plaid is a bit like a big shawl.) Imagine a washing
machine spinning round really, really fast – the Corry Vreckan is a bit like that, only a heck of a lot
bigger. It can be dangerous at times, but when it is not too fast, you can sail across the whirlpool. It is a
wonderful feeling – the power of the whirlpool is fabulous, it’s very exciting and a bit scary. And you
sure get an idea of how teddy feels when he has a bath in the washing machine!
Anyway, the whirlpool is the Cailleach’s cauldron and when it is spinning around, she uses it to do her
washing because it’s the only place big enough for her to wash her shawl. The sea whooshes and
whirls, sloshes and sploshes, churns and turns – and the Cailleach’s shawl is clean and white again. The
Cailleach then spreads her white shawl across the mountains to dry – and that is our first winter snow
in Scotland. The Cailleach’s plaid covers the land in a blanket of white.
I could tell you lots and lots of stories about the Cailleach but I’d better just tell you one more or this
will be a very long letter indeed.
The shepherds of Glen Lyon do more than look after their flocks of sheep – they are the keepers of the
Cailleach’s house and this is how it came about…

A long time ago, a very, very tall man came into the
Glen. He brought his wife - who was even taller
than her husband – and she was about to have a
baby. They were looking for somewhere to rest and
somewhere quiet for his wife to have her baby. The
people of the Glen made them very welcome and in
time, his wife, who was the Cailleach, had a little
baby girl. The three giant people stayed with the
people of the Glen for a while, but one day the
Cailleach told them it was time she and her family
moved on. She thanked the people of the Glen for their kindness and promised them that as long as
they remembered her and remembered to be kind to strangers in need, she would look after them all
by making winter milder and shorter in Glen Lyon than in other parts of Scotland.

The people were amazed at this promise, but they knew they
had been deeply honoured to have the Cailleach live amongst
them. They built a small house up on the hills overlooking the
Glen and in it they placed three stones in the shape of the
Cailleach, her husband and her baby daughter. Ever since
that time, the shepherd takes the stone figures out of their
house at Beltane and places them so they can look down into
the Glen. Towards the end of summer, the shepherd re-turfs
the roof of the Cailleach’s house and, at Samhain, the shepherd puts the Cailleach and her family safely
into their house for the winter. This happened thousands of years ago and it still happens today.
Not long ago, a water company wanted to build a dam in Glen Lyon and it would have meant damaging
the Cailleach’s house. The public anger at this meant the water company had to withdraw their plans.
The blessing of the Cailleach is more important, even today.
Stay warm and safe if you too have a visit from the Old Woman of Winter. Have a wonderful Yule
wherever you are.
Till next time,

Fiona Tinker
If you’d like to look at the Corry Vreckan Whirlpool, there are some lovely photos and a video here: http://www.whirlpoolscotland.co.uk The first part of the video explains the land under waves and why the whirlpool happens, but if you slide it
along, you will find yourself on a boat sailing up the sound of Jura and across the whirlpool.
The Cailleach’s house can be seen here: http://www.celticcountries.com/traditions/297-the-shrine-of-the-cailleach-atglen-lyon
And the uproar at the English Hydro company’s plans here:
http://www.scotsman.com/news/curse-of-glenlyon-haunts-hydro-plan-1-1596318

Yule is the Sun’s birthday! How do you celebrate when
it’s your birthday? One way is by making a wish, then
blowing out the candles on your cake. Elsie has a
special Yule candle that is only lit on the Winter
Solstice. The rest of the year, it is carefully
carefu
packed
away with the rest of her decorations.

To make a Yule candle,, you will need to get a fairly big candle. It can be red, white, gold or yellow. Take a big
nail or other pointy object and carve sun symbols into the candle. Make the parts you ccarve
arve out about 1/8 of an
inch deep. Take your time and do a good job. Think about the sun and all the things we need it for as you’re
carving.
In a small bowl, crumble some mistletoe (a “sun” herb) into tiny bits. If you like, you can mix the bits of mistletoe
mis
with glitter.
Put glue in the symbols you carved on the candle and fill the designs with the crumbled mistletoe. Let it dry.
You now have a special Yule candle.

A Birthday Ritual for the Sun
On your altar or a small table, place pinecones, smal
smalll evergreen boughs, bay leaves, apples and
other natural decorations of the season. Besides these, have a bell and your Yule candle.
Ring the Bell and say:

Hear the bell that I have rung
Solstice Time has now begun
Happy Birthday, baby Sun!
Light the Yule candle and say:

Soon the dark will go away
For the Light is born this day.
Sing the birthday song:

Happy Birthday to you, Happy Birthday to you
Happy Birthday, dear Sun! Happy Birthday to you!
Make a wish for the Sun to grow stronger as each day ahead m
moves
oves toward spring, and then
blow out the candle and say: Blessed Be!
Some Sun Symbols:

What’s one of the best things about Yule – besides presents, that is? The Smells!
The Piney scent of evergreens brought into the house, the fragrance of spices that
fills the kitchen and the gentle aroma of bayberry candles… Don’t you wish you could
just put some of those wonderful smells into a jar and give them to someone you love?
Well, you can! One way is to make a Simmering Potpourri for them.
1 cup of cinnamon sticks (broken into small pieces)
1 cup of star anise
1 cup of dried orange peels (broken into small pieces)
1 cup of whole allspice berries (break some of them up a bit using a mortar & pestle)
½ cup of whole cloves
20 drops of orange oil, 10 drops of cinnamon oil and 10 drops of clove oil
Put it all in a jar and shake it up. Then let it sit for a day. Cut a circle about 2 inches bigger than the top of the
jar using pretty holiday fabric. Cover the lid of the jar with the fabric circle and put a rubber band around it to
hold it in place. Over the rubber band, tie a bright ribbon and add a tag giving instructions. If you want, you can
cut out and use the ones below.

Pooka says: Don’t forget that
kitties like presents too! Put some
dried catnip in a jar use it to store
your cat’s favorite toys. Every time
you pull one out, it will have the
catnip scent that makes your furperson go wild! When the toy starts
to loose its fragrance, just drop it
back in the jar for a few days.

By Evelien Roos

Cranberry.
Well it is the season to be jolly, and loads of people
are going to have a wonderful Seasonal feast, often
accompanied by cranberries, or cranberry sauce. So,
does this yummy berry have anything else to offer us,
than a great taste?
Of course! It has for ages! The Native Americans used
it often!
Cranberries are closely related to bilberry, both of
which are
re edible fruits and medicines. In the 17th
century, cranberries were used to treat stomach
complaints, diarrhoea, liver and gallbladder disorders,
blood conditions, appetite loss, scurvy, and cancer.
Nowadays the most common medicinal use of cranberry is to treat urinary tract infections. Cranberry is also
used to manage or prevent the following:
Gum disease
Diarrhea
Diabetes
Stomach problems
Atherosclerosis, or hardening of the arteries
Eating whole cranberries appears to be safe, but drinking excessive aamounts
mounts of juice could cause an upset
stomach, or cause kidney stones. Also people who use warfarine to thin the blood, should take care. Since
cranberry may increase the blood-thinning
thinning effects of warfarin, it's important to avoid cranberry products if
you're using this medication.
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

THE HOLLY KING
In some Celtic traditions, the Summer half of the year is ruled by the Oak King and the
Winter half is ruled by the Holly King, also known as Father Winter or Old Man Winter.

Cinnamon
Isn’t it funny the way some holidays seem to have a certain “smell” or “flavor”? One of the smells and flavors
associated with the Yuletide Season is cinnamon. I’ll bet there’s some on the spice shelf in your kitchen. Ask a
grownup to open the jar so you can have a whiff. You’ll see what I mean!
Cinnamon comes from the bark of a tree. Elsie doesn’t grow it in her garden because this particular tree likes to
live in warm, rainy places like India, parts of China, Japan and Madagascar. But she always keeps some on hand
in her kitchen and herb room.
Besides being wonderful in food (just try to imagine apple pie without it!), cinnamon has been used as a
medicine since the time of the ancient pharaohs of Egypt. Chinese herbalists were writing about its healing
properties over 4,000 years ago!
Today, cinnamon is often used to flavor toothpaste and scientists have found that even the cinnamon flavoring
in chewing gum helps kill bacteria in your mouth so you don’t get cavities. Cinnamon can also help stop the pain
of a toothache AND it makes your breath smell really good. Cinnamon has also been used for colds, flu, upset
tummies and when you have gas (which Elsie calls the “putt-putts”).
Most often, however, it is added to other herbal remedies. For one thing, it makes them taste better. But the
other reason is that cinnamon wakes up and stimulates the other herbs and the body, helping the remedies to
work better and faster. This is interesting because that’s also cinnamon’s most important magical use. When
combined with other ingredients in an incense or spell, it acts as a catalyst – wakes the other stuff up, kicks it in
the pants and gets it going.
Cinnamon has often been used in spells to help
students get better grades. Once again, magic and
science support each other. Scientists have
conducted studies showing that people who chew
cinnamon gum or even just smell the spice will
understand information faster and remember it
better. You might want to remember that the
next time you have a test coming up in school!

Cinnamon is magical herb often associated with money and prosperity. When Elsie’s friend
complained that business was slow at his café, the little witch suggested he sprinkle cinnamon & basil
(another good money herb) outside the entrance. It worked so well that, the next time they were in the
village, Elsie & Pooka could hardly find an empty table. (Of course, their friend made sure they were
seated AND brought Pooka a free tuna sandwich!)
Prosperity Potion
Here is potion you can brew to help bring prosperity to your home and family:
Make a tea using the following herbs and spices:
Bay leaves (crushed)
Nutmeg
Basil

Cinnamon sticks
Ginger
Sage

Let it simmer for 15 minutes. When cool, strain it and pour it into a spray bottle. Use green
paint or a green felt marker (the waterproof kind) to write this rune on the bottle. Spray
the potion around the inside of your house once every 7 days. You can also dip a
paintbrush in the potion and “paint” the rune on your front steps or porch.

A Prosperity Charm
Another way to bring prosperity into your home is to take a circle about 6 inches across of green
material. On one side, paint the same rune as above. Then flip the circle over and, in the center, make
a little pile of cinnamon and mistletoe and add a folded up dollar bill. (fold the dollar so the pyramid with
the eye over it is facing out) Gather the fabric around the herbs and dollar to form a pouch and tie it
closed with a gold chord or ribbon.
This charm I make for my family
To bless us with prosperity
And as I will so mote it be.
Hang the pouch up high near the front entrance of your house.

Jimmy Sees a
Miracle
by Evelien Roos

Jimmy was lying in his den, fast asleep. Before
going into hibernation, he had eaten his fill, but
this was a cold winter again and his little body
had burned all that food right up, to keep warm
enough. So, in one of the most dismal nights,
Jimmy slowly woke up to a growling tummy. A
bit miffed, he trotted towards the cold outside
world. Snow blanketed the Earth and Jimmy’s
breath made little clouds in the air. Remembering what the great Pan had told him, he made his way to the Stone circle to
ferret for worms. When he came there, he saw a soft, golden glow and he heard singing:
“The Goddess rest ye merry too and keep you safe from harm..
Remember that we live within the circle of Her arms.
And may her love give years to come a very special charm.
O oh tidings of comfort and joy
Comfort and joy,
O oh tidings of comfort and joy….”
Jimmy recognized the voice of Isobel and ran towards the light. “Isobel!” Isobel swirled around and exclaimed: “Jimmy!
What are YOU doing up? You should be hibernating!” Jimmy cuddled into Isobel’s lap and told her he had gotten hungry
and wanted to get some food. Then he asked: “ But what are YOU doing here in the middle of the winter night? Shouldn’t
you be asleep too?” Isobel smiled and snuggled deeper into her warm cape. “I want to see the birth of the Sun God. That is
today.” Jimmy looked around… “ I don’t see any pregnant Goddess, ready to give Lugh (pronounce Looh) back to the
world.” he complained. Isobel laughed. “ I don’t think the Goddess will appear and go into labour right in front of us…”
A movement caught Jimmy’s eye and he chuckled. “Guess again…” Isobel turned around and almost dropped Jimmy in
amazement. For in the centre of the Circle, bathed in a soft glow like starlight, stood a beautiful lady, very obviously
pregnant. She smiled at the companions and said in a voice, gentle like a warm fire, “ Don’t go. I’d love your company.”
Jimmy, who had grown rather used to Gods and Goddesses by now, boldly wriggled free from Isobel and ran towards the
Goddess. “Are you really going to give Birth right now?” “Jimmy! “ Isobel exclaimed. “That’s rude!”
The Goddess smiled and said: “ That’s ok, Isobel. It is an honest question.” Then She looked at Jimmy and answered: “Yes, I
am. And therefor I would like the company you and Isobel can give. Giving birth is an exhausting job, and without someone
to talk to, it’s a bit scary. Normally I have Shaman Claus to keep me company, but it seems he’s run late.” Isobel frowned.
“Shaman Claus? Like Santa Claus? Isn’t he just a myth, thought up by a clever marketing division?” The Goddess smiled
again. “No. He is my Yuletide friend. All myths have a truth at the core. The Muses wanted him to get the credit he deserves
for being here every year, a Yule deity. So they put that idea in the mind of the marketing people.” Isobel nodded, and
Jimmy wisely put his thought in too. “Could that be why he’s late? Because he had other things to do, as Santa Claus?” And
the three discussed this and other things all through the night. As the morning came closer, the Goddess got more and
more restless, moaning and rubbing her belly. Jimmy had seen this with female hedgehogs and said: “Not long now!” Then,
suddenly, the clearing bathed in a warm, golden light. As it grew dimmer Jimmy noticed two things: the Goddess was gone,
and through the trees he could just see a weak ball of light: the Newborn Sun. “Welcome back Lugh!” he said. And Isobel
shed a tear at the beauty of the fresh morning and all that she’d seen that night. She cuddled Jimmy and said “Happy Yule!”

Sharing the Holiday
Snow crunched under Elsie’s boots as she trudged through the streets of the village. Behind her, Pooka padded, his own
paws silent as he trotted on the ice. The little cat, however, was very noisy and vocal. The Yule season was upon them
and he was excited!
“I hear bells coming from the church. Is that to announce Sacred Time?”
“Yes,” said Elsie.
He spotted an evergreen wreath on a red door. “Elsie, Look! The Wheel of the Year!”
Elsie smiled over her shoulder and continued walking.
Pooka saw a pine tree in a window. Its branches glowed with tiny lights.
“Elsie, little Sun symbols! ”
“Aren’t they pretty?,” said Elsie. She kept walking. Pooka trotted behind her, his little head swiveling back and forth as
he took in the festive sights and sounds. The village was crowded with shoppers all rushing about with happy
expressions on their faces and their arms filled with packages. He could feel the sparkle of magic in the air!
As they passed the bakery, Elsie almost bumped into an elderly woman just coming out. “I’m so sorry, Miss Epstein!”
The girl stooped to pick up the bag her friend had dropped.
“No harm done,” smiled the town’s librarian. “By the way, that book on beekeeping you asked for is in.”
Elsie grinned. “Thank you! I’ll stop by the library on my way home. Here’s your bag and have a merry Christmas.”
“And a happy Yule to you, my dear,” said Miss Epstein.
The two parted and Elsie resumed making her way toward the pharmacy. Pooka trotted after her but he was quiet now
and his furry little brain was puzzling over something.
When Elsie delivered her lavender lotion and comfrey salve to the pharmacist, he heard the curious phrase again.
“Merry Christmas, Mr. Ambercromby!”
“Thank you. And you have a good holiday too, little one,” beamed the kindly shop-owner.
Elsie got her book from the library and they headed back home. Now that Pooka was listening, he heard the same words
being echoed everywhere. “Merry Christmas!”
As they left the village and entered the forest path leading back to their cottage, he finally asked, “Why do you say Merry
Christmas to people? And why are they saying it to each other? The holiday’s called Yule!”
“Because most of the people in the village are Christians,” said Elsie. “And Christians celebrate Christmas at this time.”
“What’s Christmas?” asked the cat.

“That’s when they celebrate the birth of the son of their God.”
“Well, we celebrate the birth of the sun. Isn’t that the same thing?”
“No,” said Elsie. “The words sound the same but they’re spelled differently and have different meanings.”
“Then how come the village is filled with all those Yule symbols?” demanded Pooka. “I mean the lights, the bells, the
presents everyone was buying. The mistletoe and holly and the wreaths on the doors – those are all pagan!”
Elsie stopped walking and looked down at the cat thoughtfully for a moment. She then tucked her cloak beneath her and
sat on a snow bank under a tree alongside the path. Pooka jumped in her lap.
“Long, long ago,” said Elsie, “Everyone was pagan. And they all loved the Winter Solstice celebration – just as you and I
do today. When a new religion came along, Christianity, the people who changed over to it didn’t want to give up the
fun of the old ways. So they decided to use the birthday of the sun as the birthday of their God’s son too. Sort of like
one big birthday party! They kept the old customs and symbols and just gave them a slightly different meaning.”
Pooka thought about this for a few minutes as he snuggled against Elsie’s warm tummy.
Elsie looked down at him. “My bottom’s getting cold,” she said. ‘Can we go now?”
“Okay,” said Pooka. He hopped down and scampered ahead of her along the path.
As they opened the garden gate, he looked with new awareness at the round wreath of evergreens on Elsie’s front door.
Inside the cottage, Elsie stomped the snow off her boots and Pooka paused at the entrance to the parlor. He could smell
apples and sweet spices and the pine scent of the little tree in the corner. The lights on the tree twinkled and
decorations danced on its boughs. Beneath it, gay packages were filled with surprises to be discovered on Yule morning.
Elsie was hanging up her cloak as he turned to her and said:
“You know what? I’m glad we can share our Yule customs with the villagers. I’d really hate for them to miss out on all
this Wonderfulness!”
The little witch smiled. “Yeah, me too.
By the way, Pooks, did you know you
were standing under the mistletoe?” She
scooped the cat up and planted a kiss on
his nose. “Happy Yule!” said Elsie.

Pooka saw lots of pagan symbols in the
village that day. As you wander around
your town, see how many YOU can find!

A Little Yule Box to cut out and assemble:
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The End

Chase the Chickadee’s Treasure
A Rupert’s “Short” Tale
by Kyrja, Illustration by Tonia Bennington Osborn

Rupert the rabbit heard a strange noise just up ahead,
So he stretched out his long, brown legs, and away he sped!
The weather was turning colder and soon it would snow,
This was something all of his friends would already know.
Some of them were gathering food they would put away,
So they would have plenty to eat in the cold, dark days.
Others were finding safe, warm places where they belonged,
Getting ready for a cozy sleep all winter long.
The noise he heard up ahead was one he’d heard before,
When it got colder, he knew he’d hear it more and more.
His friends would look for food whoever it could be found
Even stealing from others, once snow covered the ground.
And, yes, Rupert was right, as he found out right away,
Scat the squirrel was there, giving Chase a very bad day.
Chase was a Chickadee, a bird that was rather small,
He was no match for a hungry Scat, no match at all.
Scat wasn’t the squirrel’s real name, everybody knew that,
Because he was always stealing, he was told to “Scat!”
Chase was screeching at him, saying to be on his way,
He had worked very hard to put all his food away.

“It’s mine! It’s mine!” the bird tweeted, his voice rising high,
He jumped from branch to branch then flew up into the sky.
Rupert watched Scat poke his nose in a hole in the tree,
Then saw him pull something out, as happy as could be.
But then Rupert saw him sniff what he held in his claws,
Whatever the squirrel had smelled made him frown, and to pause.
“Scat!” Rupert called out, looking way up into the tree,
“What are you doing?” he asked, “Will you explain it to me?”
“It’s mine! It’s mine!” Chase called out again. “As you can see!”
“That squirrel should not be taking things that belong to me!”
“This is all yours?” Scat looked up at the bird in the sky,
“You would eat this awful stuff? I can’t imagine why!”
That’s when Rupert understood just what was wrong with Scat;
Why he was always in trouble for stealing this and that.
Rupert looked at Chase as well, and saw one angry bird.
So spoke right up before Chase could say another word.
“Tell me, friend Scat,” Rupert said, “how far do your eyes see?”
“I have a feeling I know what your trouble might be!”
“Who are you?” the squirrel replied. “You’re much too far away.”
“How well my eyes can see isn’t something I can say.”
“They work fine and have always been just the way they are,”
“Although I must say I can’t really see very far.”
Chase landed then, stretched his neck, to look closely at Scat,
Then shook his head saying, “I never imagined that!”
“What was your name,” Rupert asked, “before you became ‘Scat?’”
“Squint!” he answered right away, “Why did you ask me that?”
Rupert saw Chase nod his head, then go into the tree.
He came back out saying, “This is for you, Squint, from me.”
Chase chirped once, then gave Squint a nice, big piece of white bread,
“Instead of being mad,” he said, “let’s be friends instead.”
Rupert left the two of them to make plans in their tree,
Squint would help guard the treasure of Chase the chickadee.
Chase could fly much, much further than Squint would ever roam,
So he would bring the things Squint liked back to their shared home.
Rupert smiled and stretched his legs, hopping on his way,
Glad he could be a small part of such a happy day.

Rupert Gets a Hug
by Tonia Bennington Osborn

www.toniaosborn.com

Rupert Helps Clean Up

by Kyrja, illustrated by Tonia Bennington

Osborn

Pagans have a deep love and respect for the earth, so you’ve probably
heard the grownups in your family talk a lot about things like recycling,
pollution and the need to conserve water and electricity.
But WHY is this so important? And what can a little kid like you do to help?
In Kyrja’s new book, you will find the answers along with Rupert the rabbit and his friends. You will see HOW
it hurts the animals when you leave trash lying around or when a stream gets dirty. And you will see how
even someone as little as you can be a Hero and help save Mother Earth.
In these pages, Rupert’s adventures are sometimes funny, sometimes sad and sometimes even a little scary.
You will be eager to see what happens next and how the animals find a way out of their various
predicaments… because you know they do! And, on every page, you will be charmed and captivated by
Tonia’s lovely and colorful illustrations.
When Miss Epstein, the village librarian, got this book in, she couldn’t wait to tell Elsie and Pooka about it.
And, once they’d read it, they couldn’t wait to tell YOU!
Why don’t you tell your librarian about it so that other kids can enjoy it as well?

Note: Some people have reported difficulty in making their “Wheel of the Year” project
because of variations in the size of the sections. This is something that’s happened
when formatting the magazine. Nathalie’s original drawings are all precisely to scale.
You can get them (along with instructions for the project) on our Pooka Pages Team
Facebook page: https://www.facebook.com/PookaPagesTeam
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