
Pooka's Page for Grownups

Thanks to our facebook friends for all their great ideas for this issue!
You were a great help and inspiration and you'll see quite a few of your
suggestions in this issue.

Our Big News first....

The new Elsie & Pooka Yule & Imbolc book is now available on
Amazon and Barnes & Noble.  It has 64 pages with full color
illustrations for only 9.95
Apparently it takes a while for an Amazon book from the U.S. to show up
on Amazon sites in other countries, but please be patient.  Pooka's
publisher assures us that it will be posted there soon!

And now, I have an apology to make.   Last  Samhain, in rescuing a
terrified kitty, I received a bite on both sides of the joint in my thumb.

After 4 visits to Urgent Care, 14 antibiotic shots and complete rounds of 2 separate oral antibiotics,
I've still only recovered partial use of the thumb... a point that was painfully brought home to me
when I tried to draw the illustrations for this issues Pooka story.  I just couldn't do it.
I hope the kids won't be too disappointed.  I tried to take advantage of old pictures and a
"something" found on the internet....

For those of you (like Pooka!) who are sadly missing Fiona Tinker's Letter from Scotland, please
understand that she's simply extremely busy with classes this month and she will be back!

Also, Christine's Rune Lesson's will be picked back up in the next issue.  Poor Christine has had
an accident prone winter on top of run-ins with various viruses.  She needed a little time off to
recuperate. ( Let's all send her our best healing thoughts and energies!)

Carolina Gonzalez has thrilled grownups and little ones alike with her beautiful and unique
coloring pages.  Unfortunately for us, the ones in this issue will be her last contributions. Her
business is entering its busiest season and she simply does not have the time.  We're so grateful for
all she's done!

That's all for now...
Pooka and I along with the whole Pooka Pages Team hope you'll have a blessed Yule filled with the
light of family and friends!

Lora



Yule 2014
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!
At Yule, the sun is “born” once more.  It's his birthday and everyone celebrates! Starting with Yule,
the baby sun gets a little bit stronger and stays in the sky a little bit longer each day.
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Pooka and the Grumpy Gnome

With his wooden sled bumping along the forest path behind him, Nathan was singing at the top of
his lungs:

"Sledding is such fun Ho!

I could do it all day long.

The only thing more fun though,

Is making up this song!"

It was quite a fine song ... So far anyway.  His friend, Elsie, would be impressed!

Unfortunately, the boy couldn't seem to think up a second verse and so he contented himself with
singing this one over and over and over.

The sled caught on some shrubs.  Nathan untangled it, then turned back around and found Elsie
standing in front of him.  The little witch was grinning.  So was her cat, Pooka.

"Oh. Hi."  Nathan tossed his bangs out of his face.  "I made up a song for you.  Want to hear it?"

"I think I did," chuckled the girl.  "I think the whole forest has been hearing it for quite a while now.
Is there more?"

"Not yet, but there will be," Nathan assured her.  "Hey, I was just coming to see if you want to go
sledding?"

Pooka dashed behind the boy and leaped onto the sled.  "Oh, Elsie, can we?"

She smiled but shook her head and raised the large basket she was holding.  "We have an errand,
Pooks.  Remember?"

"Where are you going?" asked Nathan.

"Every year we decorate a tree with treat -ornaments for the birds.  It's our Yule present to them."

"Dumb birds," grumbled Pooka as he climbed reluctantly off the sled.  He'd really wanted to go
sledding.  Edgar, Elsie's crow, who'd been following them, scolded the cat from a nearby branch.

"That sounds like fun," said Nathan.  "Want some help?"

"Sure!" Elsie said.  "Why don't you leave your sled here and we can pick it up on the way back?"

She led the way a bit further along the path before veering off.  A few minutes later, the little group
found themselves in a clearing with a handsome pine tree in the center.

"This is the tree we use every year," Elsie told Nathan.  "That way, the birds are used to it and know
to look here for food each winter."



She opened her basket and pulled out a long garland strung with popcorn, cranberries and various
colored grapes.  The children draped them along the branches of the tree while Pooka and Edgar
played in the snow.

Next, she handed Nathan some pinecones coated in suet and birdseed with bright ribbon loops at
their tops.  "We hang these on the branches," she told him.

"We should have brought a ladder," Nathan said as he hung the cones.  "There's no way I can reach
the top half of the tree."

"Your right," agreed Elsie.  "The tree's grown a lot since last year!"

"I could help!" offered Pooka eagerly.

Elsie raised an eyebrow.  "I know you can climb up there, but can you hang the treat-ornaments?"

Pooka looked sadly at his paws.  "No thumbs," he said.  "I guess not."

"We'll just do the best we can," said the witch.

Nathan bent over to pull some fruit slices on ribbon loops from the basket.  "These will be really
pretty hanging on .....HEY! OWE!"

The pinecone he'd just hung had flown out of the tree and banged him smack in the back of the head.

"That was weird," muttered Nathan.  He carefully reattached it and then added an orange slice next
to it.

Next to him, Elsie was hanging an apple slice when suddenly same pinecone went flying again and
knocked her hat off.

"What in the Name of the Goddess?" she asked as she bent to retrieve the hat.  As she did, the apple
slice whizzed past her face.

Nathan stepped back and planted his hands on his hips.  "I think this tree's attacking us!"

Pooka narrowed his eyes.  He crouched low to the ground and the tip of his tail twitched furiously
back and forth as he stared intently into the pine branches.

Nathan hung another orange slice and was immediately hit by
another birdseed pinecone.

"Well, Blessed Be!" he exclaimed.

Pooka sprang into the branches of the tree.  Edgar followed, cawing
and squawking and flapping his great black wings.

A moment later, the cat reappeared in front of the children - a
squirming, struggling tiny man in his mouth.  He dropped the little
fellow onto the snow and firmly planted a paw on top to pin him
down.

Elsie and Nathan both stared.

"What is it?  A fairy?" asked Nathan.

"No."  Elsie shook her head.

"It's too fat to be an elf," said Nathan.

"I'm not fat!  I'm extremely well-nourished!" grunted the little man
under the weight of Pooka's paw.

The witch looked more closely at the base of the tree and saw a tiny
door there.



She sighed.  "Let him up, Pooks. I think he's a gnome."

Pooka flattened his ears and growled but lifted his paw.

The gnome was indeed a curious sight, only a few inches tall - if you didn't include the pointy red
cap on his head.  In fact, with the white beard reaching down to the belt that encircled his round
little belly, he almost looked like an extremely grouchy, miniature Santa Cause!

"I didn't know there were any gnomes in this forest," said Elsie.

The gnome sprang to his boots and said, "I recently relocated, Okay?"   He then shook a tiny fist at
the children.  "And, what are you doing - hanging all these doodads on my tree?  Don't you know
you'll scare the birds away?"

"But these treats are FOR the birds," Elsie explained.  "We hang them on this tree every year when
food is scarce for them.  It's part of our Yule celebration."

"But don't you realize that foreign things dangling from branches only frighten birds?"

Just then, a hungry brown sparrow landed on one of the
pine branches and began pecking happily at an orange
slice.

The gnome glanced up and  shrugged his shoulders.
"That bird is clearly so terrified that she doesn't know
what she's doing."

Elsie and Nathan grinned and Pooka rolled his eyes.  The
gnome looked a trifle embarrassed.

Then he pointed at the tree and scowled.  "You do this
every year, you say?  Well, with all that practice, why aren't you doing a better job?  You've only
decorated the bottom half of the tree where predators, like this cat, can easily get to my little
feathered friends."

"I'd never....!" objected Pooka indignantly and Edgar bobbed his head in agreement.

"That's because we couldn't reach higher," Nathan said.

The gnome looked at them thoughtfully and stroked his beard.  "Food for the birds, you say?"     He
took off his cap and scratched his head. "Yule offering?  Hmmm...."  Then he polished his glasses
and harrumphed.  "Well, errr.... perhaps... just Maybe, I can help. I can hang the treats on the
uppermost branches.  But first," he glared at them,  "make that cat go away.  Gnomes do NOT like
cats! They hunt birds and mice and other small creatures."

Edgar flapped his wings and cawed: "Pooka's my friend!"  and Pooka growled:  "Right now I'm
thinking cats don't like pompous little gnomes!"

Elsie stepped in.  "As you can see, the crow and cat are best friends. And the only mice that Pooka
hunts are stuffed with catnip.  Besides," she added, "you don't have to like each other in order to
work together.

We all want to see the birds get fed this winter.  Right?  Nathan and I can't reach the upper branches
to hand you the ornaments, but Pooka and Edgar can."

The gnome stared at the cat sternly and thought about this.  Finally he sighed and shrugged his
shoulders.  "Okay," he said.

Soon, the pine tree was decked with treats from top to bottom and the gnome had reluctantly
mumbled that maybe witch's cats were okay.



Elsie pulled some incense from her basket and lit 4 candles, one for each quarter, around  the pine.
Then, they formed a circle around it's base - except for Edgar who perched on the tippy-top of the
tree like a Yule ornament - and recited:

"This Tree is blessed

by God, Goddess and Me,

Three times blessed this tree will be.

By water and fire, by earth and by air,

Blessed Be all who seek shelter here.

And that includes You, Mr. Gnome!" she added.

The little man's rosy cheeks puffed out even
rounder and the children suspected there was a
smile hidden under his beard.  "Actually, the
name's Jeremy," he told them, "and we're all going to this again next year,
right?"

Nathan helped Elsie spread a quilt out on the snow a little distance from the tree.
They all settled down and enjoyed warm gingerbread and hot spiced cider while
watching all the birds (including Edgar) flocking to the tree and enjoying the
buffet they'd created.

"It's a Tweet Tree!" declared Pooka and even the grumpy little gnome laughed.





Pine

When Yule is over, don't let the grownups just drag that pine tree to the curb!   Instead, ask them to
harvest its leaves first.  They're good for lots of things - both magical and medicinal.

Tell your grandparents that, in an herbal bath or rub, pine will help relieve the aches of arthritis and
sore muscles.  They'll treat that tree with a lot more respect.

You'll probably hear at least one adult complaining this season about weight gain over the holidays.
Suggest a tea made of pine leaves.  It will help them shed those unwanted pounds.  And for a stuffy
nose or winter cold, nothing beats inhaling the scent of pine oil combined with peppermint and
eucalyptus.

If you know a grownup who owns a shop, casually mention that a pine tea floor wash will increase
his business (especially if they add Bay leaves.)  Pine is one of the best herbs for prosperity!

And, in the home, a floor wash  using a decoction of pine will magically clear the air of bickering
and squabbles.  (Probably a good thing to use after the whole family has gathered for the holidays!)
Whether in a bath, a floor wash, incense or aromatherapy lamp, pine cleanses and purifies.  It's a
natural disinfectant, getting rid of both nasty germs and bad vibes.

In the old days, the Pine (who's
leaves stayed green throughout the
winter) was a symbol of the
continuing force of Life.  For this
reason, pine wood was often used
when making coffins.  It symbolized
that Life continues after Death.

No wonder this amazing tree is
honored and decorated as a symbol
of Yule!



Yule Eve
by Lora Craig-Gaddis

Twas the Eve before Solstice,
the cottage was bright
with candles that lit up
the year's longest night.

The Yule tree was all decked out
with garlands and toys

that dangled and danced
and brought Pooka great joy.

And under the Yule tree
were presents for all -
with catnip for Pooka,

for Elsie a shawl.

For Thistle, the fairy,
and Edgar, the crow,

gaily wrapped presents
tied up with a bow.

But the best present by far,
when the next day'd begun,
was the morning sky's gift

of the new baby sun.



WitchCrafts

Yule Pentacle Wreath
by Heather

The wreath has a very long history spanning many cultures and beliefs. They
were once used as crowns to show that someone was victorious or as a symbol of
pride. They were also hung on doors of homes as a way of identification, sort of
like the way we use house numbers today. Many wreaths that are made around
the winter solstice represent the strength of life overcoming the forces of winter.
You are going to learn how to make a simple pentacle wreath in honor of Yule
and the strength of life which will overcome the coming winter to bring forth
new life in the coming spring.

What you will need:
 Grapevine wreath
 Scissors
 Ribbon
 Evergreen and decorative floral stems (found in

the Christmas or floral dept. at craft stores)
 Battery lights (optional)

First, cut a length of ribbon enough to make a pentagram
inside your wreath. I lay my ribbon out on top of the wreath
and draw a pentagram with it and then cut a little extra so I
know I’ll have enough. Thread your ribbon through the top
center of the wreath leaving extra to tie for the hanger. Now
thread your ribbon through the wreath where each point of
the pentagram should be going from top center, right bottom,
left center, right center, left bottom, and returning to top
center, tying the two ends together and making a loop for the hanger.



Finish the picture by drawing your idea and then color it all in.



Jimmy Celebrates Yule
by Evelien Roos

Jimmy crawled out of his warm basket because he heard a noise in the living room. He pattered
down to the noise and found Isobel hauling a tree into the house. Alarmed he scrambled up to her
and asked: “What are you doing? Have I made you think I long for the forest? Because I don’t. If I
need the forest, I’ll go out!”

Isobel put the tree upright in a corner and laughed. “No, silly… This is our Yule tree for the year!
I’m bringing it in to he house for decorating.”

 Jimmy looked wary. “Like for Samhain?” Clearly the scare the Jack o’ Lanterns had given him was
still haunting him.

Isobel felt sorry for him and squatted down. “Kind of like Samhain,” she admitted gently. “but a lot
less scary.”

Jimmy breathed a relieved sigh. “Can I help?” he offered, but Isobel declined.

“A lot of the decoration is hung high up. But you can help me pick out the decorations for my
Critter Tree. That is that little spruce right at the edge of the forest. I read about this idea in a Pagan
newsletter. I will decorate that tree too, but only with things that the forest animals can eat from it.”

This idea sounded wonderful to Jimmy, since so many of his forest friends were hungry during the
Winter. They agreed that Isobel would decorate the house, and then they would go outside.

Later that night Jimmy wondered aloud if his forest friends would know that the tree was there for
them.

“Well, if you want to make sure, you can go and tell them tomorrow.”

Content, Jimmy snuggled against Isobel and watched the flames reflect off the Yule tree ornaments.



The next day Jimmy braved the chilly begin-of-Winter air and went in search of his friends in the
forest. At first they did not believe him, but when he took a few of the bravest of them to see the
tree, the word spread like wildfire. Very soon he was surrounded by curious forest animals, all
wanting to see this food tree. Jimmy told them that it was a gift from “his human” and that they
were welcome to eat to their content. Isobel had stocked up on the edible decorations and could
redecorate for at least four more times.

As he dribbled back to the house, he could just see the tree and a bunch of forest animals in the
twilight. This sight made him feel all warm and happy inside.

As he came in the kitchen, it smelled wonderfully of warm apples and spices. Isobel had made
warm apple cider. She was staring out the window at the edge of the forest, smiling. She heard him
coming in and turned. “Looks like they are happy with the gift,” she commented.

Jimmy nodded and together they resumed watching his friends enjoy the food on the tree, until it
became too dark to see them against the dark forest behind them.

Then Isobel picked up Jimmy and took him into the living room. There, she put him down next to
their own tree, and told him: “I have a gift for you too.” She gave him a cute little collar, made from
enameled silver. It looked like a string of holly leaves and –berries. She put it on at his request and
he rushed over to the Yule tree, to see how it looked in a silver ornament, dangling from the lowest
branch.

He turned to Isobel and said: “I love it! But… I don’t have a gift for you…”

Smiling, Isobel picked him up and cuddled him. “You have. You have given me your company, and
love. You have stopped my loneliness. That is your gift to me. Thank you.” And she kissed him
softly on the nose.



by Carolina Gonzalez



Yule Tree Blessing
By Jenna Sea Northey

Blessed be the Yule tree
Lit up this Solstice morn

Glistening in the light of day
As our blessed Sun's reborn
A symbol of everlasting life

The strength within the storm
Blessed be the Yule tree
Lit up this Solstice morn

Yule Tree

by Carmen Sanchez Bezzard

Oh wondrous evergreen, symbol of everlasting life,

You stand tall with the God’s strength on this holy night.

We hang a sun ornament in celebration of the next day;

When the rebirth of the Sun God brings warmer weather our way.

An angel reminds us of the Goddess and her arms filled with love.

We add a moon and star for the Winter Solstice sky above.

Our home is blessed by the glory of you, our sacred tree,

By the joyous love of the God and Goddess, So Mote It Be!





To make your ornament stiff, glue the page to thin cardboard (like from a cerial

box). Color the ornament and add glitter or "puffy" paint and Cut it out. Punch a

hole in the top of each wing and hang with ribbon.



The Yule Sing Along
by Carmen Sanchez Bezzard

Sing to the tune of " My Favorite Things" from "The Sound of Music".

Yule trees with bright lights and garlands of popcorn,

Boughs filled with pine cones, a reindeer with gold horns,

Gold suns and silver moons dangling from strings,

These are a few of my favorite Yule things.

Plates of baked cookies; warm cocoa on the table,

Gathering together to listen to a fable,

Of Winter Solstice and tale of tree kings,

These are a few of my favorite Yule things.

When the stars shine,

When the moon glows,

When I can not sleep,

I throw off the covers and climb out of bed and into the hall I
creep.

Please tell me once more of the trees in that story,

They share nature’s seasons with pride and in glory.

Holly King now hands his crown to Oak King,

These are a few of my favorite Yule things.

Thoughts of tomorrow put a big smile on my face.

Family and friends will be filing up each space.

We’ll light the Yule Log and carols we’ll sing.

These are a few of my favorite Yule things.

When the dawn comes,

When the birds sing,

When the Wheel has turned,

We’ll stand in a circle and we will join hands in joy of the Sun’s return.



Playing With Dragons

Pooka looked out the window at the snow coming down. It was

too cold to go outside, so he cuddled on his pillow next to the  hearth to

gaze at the fire. His eyes were getting sleepy when suddenly he

saw something strange in the fire. Was it a lizard?   No!   It was a tiny

dragon!   It's body was red and gold and it winked an emerald

green eye at him.  "Want to play?" the little dragon asked.

"Sure!" said Pooka happily.   "Okay, catch!" said the dragon.



Pooka heard a POP and the dragon tossed a small glowing ember

out of the hearth towards him. The ember landed on the rug.

Oh no! Pooka saw smoke coming from the rug. He quickly

planted a paw on the ember to put it out. Ouch! The ember was hot!  "You

missed," said the dragon.  "Try again." There was another POP and the

dragon tossed another ember.  This one landed by the Yule tree.

Pooka ran over and stomped it out with his paw.  "You're going to burn down

the cottage!" he scolded the dragon.  "I'm just playing," the

little dragon said.  Just then, Pooka heard Elsie coming.

The dragon ran and hid behind one of the logs in the fire.



Elsie took a fireplace poker and moved the logs around in the

hearth. She saw Pooka crouched next to the Yule tree. "What

are you doing, Pooka?" asked Elsie. "Learning a valuable Lesson," said

Pooka.  "If a dragon asks if you want to play, you should probably say

No!"



Elsie's
Village Market


