Also known as: Midsummer, Summer Solstice
This is the longest day of the year when we celebrate the peak of the sun’s power. From now until Yule,
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evening.
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Midsummer Celebrations

The door to the witch’s cottage swung open.

Nathan shuffled the dirt from his boots

before entering and trudged down the hall toward the kitchen.
“Did you get the firewood?” asked Elsie.
The boy nodded. “It’s up on Farmer Gellis’s hill and already set up for the bonfire.”
“I need some waxed paper to wrap these sandwiches,” said Aunt Tilly.
“Lower cupboard by the stove,” Elsie said.
“Grab some of that for these deviled eggs while you’re at it?” called Nathan’s
grandmother from the other side of the kitchen. Aunt Tilly nodded her grey head
adding, “But we call them Sunshine Eggs.”
Grandmother shrugged while filling the last egg. She wasn’t much for making a fuss
about names.
Pooka watched it all from the rocking chair by the hearth in the kitchen. His long
black tail dangled over the side, swishing back and forth like a metronome. He’d
learned long ago that it was better to just stay out of the way and not try to “help” when
it came to the Year’s Celebrations. But his little brother, Grimalkin, bounced from pot to
bowl to platter. “Midsummer is fun!” he exclaimed happily. “Can I stir something?” he
asked, reaching toward the bowl of whipped cream.
Aunt Tilly grabbed a wooden spoon and lightly smacked his paw. “That’s for the
Trifle,” she said. “Stay out of it.” Grimalkin gave her a wounded look and pulled the
paw back. His shoulders slumped and Pooka knew just how his little brother felt.
Suddenly, he felt a breeze behind him as the kitchen window was pushed open. A
little voice whispered, “Pssst...Pooka! We need your help!”
The cat swiveled his head and saw Thistle the Fairy perched on the sill of the
window.
“What with?” he asked cautiously. (Usually, when Thistle asked for help, it involved
doing something he later regretted.)

The fairy fluttered down from the sill, landing next to him on the rocking chair. “The
villagers and farm folk have all decided to honor the Old Ways this year,” she
whispered. “They’re leaving out so
much milk, bread and honey for our
Midsummer Feast that we can’t even
collect it all.”
“You have too many offerings?
And this is a problem... Why?”
grinned Pooka.
“Because, if we don’t take it, they
might stop believing in us!” exclaimed
Thistle. “Duh!” She grabbed one of
his whiskers and gave it an angry
tug.
Pooka immediately realized that
the farmers and villagers not
believing in fairies and the Little
People of the Land anymore would
be disastrous. “What can I do?” he
asked seriously.
“Can you get Elsie’s basket… the one she uses for Market Day? We could use that
to carry some of the stuff in.”
“I can’t carry that,” he objected. “It’s too big!”
“Maybe Nathan’s dog will help?” suggested the fairy. “We need all paws on deck!
This is a Big Emergency!”
Pooka remembered that there were more baskets in the witch’s Herb Room that
were also empty right now. “Grimalkin and I can carry some smaller ones,” he said
eagerly.
Thistle wrapped her little arms around his nose in a fierce hug and Pooka stifled a
sneeze that would have sent the fairy rocketing across the kitchen.
Meet me in the garden!” said Thistle. She fluttered back out the window and none
of the humans in the kitchen ever seemed to notice that she’d been there.
Pooka leaped out of the chair and sidled up to his little brother. “Come with me,” he
whispered.
“Why?” the kitten asked loudly. “All the yummy stuff is happening here.”
“The fairies need our help,” said Pooka in his ear.
Grimalkin’s eyes grew wide. “Right!” His little chest puffed out proudly. “Let’s go!”

Nathan’s big black dog was sprawled
sleeping in the garden under the old
apple tree. The kitten, Grimalkin (who
had a better relationship with the dog
than Pooka did) batted his nose til he
woke up, then told him he was needed.
Meanwhile, Pooka drabbed Elsie’s
large Market basket. He dragged it out
the front door and bumped it down the
cottage steps. The Big Dog picked it
lightly up in his mouth.
Pooka then led Grimalkin down the
hall to the Herb Room at the back of the
cottage. He hung a very little basket
around the kitten’s neck. “You bring this
one,” he said. He then poked his own
head through the handle of another that
was his size. The cats slipped through the open half door into the garden where Thistle
and Big Dog were waiting.
For the next few hours, the animals followed her over the farm fields and through
the village, collecting the people’s offerings along the way. Some left milk or cream,
some left little pots of honey and others had set out cakes or cookies. At one point,
they were spotted by several children out playing. The delighted children clapped and
ran in to tell their mothers: “Mummy! The fairies came.. and they had this great big
dog and two cats with them!” Their mothers smiled, pinched the children’s chubby
cheeks and said, “Of course they came, darling. Midsummer is a very important
celebration for the fairies of the land. Although, I’m not sure what cats and dogs have
to do with it. I hope they weren’t drinking the milk we set out!”
Eventually, Pooka. little Grimalkin and the Big Dog followed Thistle to a clearing in
the Forest.
“You can put them here,” instructed Thistle. As soon as they did, dozens of elves
and fairies appeared out of the bushes and rushed up to unpack the baskets.

“What a haul!” exclaimed Grimalkin happily. “Do we get some?”
“Come back after your witches’ celebration,” said Thistle.”But don’t let anyone follow
you!”
“We were wondering where you’d got off to” Aunt Tilly scolded her kitten when they
arrived back at the Cottage. Before little Grimalkin could blabber the truth, Pooka said,
“Oh, we were just helping a friend.”
The elderly woman nodded. “That’s nice.”
Pooka saw Elsie press her lips together like she was trying not to grin. “Shall we
go?” she said.
They all marched through the Forest toward Farmer Gellis’s meadow hilltop where
Nathan and his Grandmother were already waiting. The boy lit the fire. As it blazed
up, they all gathered in a circle.
Aunty Tilly raised her arms and announced,
“Today is Midsummer. The sun has reached the
highest point in the sky and it is the longest day of
the year. After this, the Growing Time will begin to
slow as the Wheel approaches the Time of Harvest.”
Their ritual continued and, after it was done,Elsie
pulled out her little banjo mandolin and everyone
began to sing. Nathan’s dog sat next to the little
witch, pointed his nose to the sky and howled. No
one was sure who’s singing was the worst - the dog’s
or Elsies!
Soon they opened the picnic baskets. Grandmother and Aunt Tilly toasted the
holiday with Elderberry wine. Elsie and Nathan enjoyed cold glasses of Lavender
Lemonade. There were sandwiches, Sunshine Eggs, pickles and potato salad.
Afterward, they roasted marshmallows over the fire while watching the Sun set.
Eventually, everyone returned home holding lanterns to light the way. When they
came to a fork in the road of the Forest, Grandmother, Nathan and his dog went one
way while Elsie, Aunt Tilly, the crow and the cats went the other. “Goodnight! Merry

Midsummer!” they all called over their shoulders.
Back at the cottage,Elsie yawned loudly. “I’m ready for bed. How ‘bout you
Auntie?”
Aunt Tilly agreed. “The washing up will
wait til morning.”
The witch and her aunt winked at each
other. “Good night!,” they called loudly.
Grimalkin trailed after Aunt Tilly to the
guest room and Pooka followed Elsie up
the stairs to their bedroom.
As soon as the girl was asleep, he
raced back down the stairs. He padded
stealthily into the guest room and heard
loud snoring. Confident that Aunt Tilly
was asleep, he leaped onto the bed to let
his little brother know it was time to go join the fairies.
But the snoring wasn’t coming from Aunt Tilly. Grimalkin lay sprawled on his back,
snuggled next to her, sound asleep and snoring so hard that his whiskers were rattling.
Pooka poked his brother’s round, little exposed tummy with his paw. “Wake up!”
Grimalkin giggled in his sleep, so Pooka poked him harder… maybe a lot harder.
“Wake Up! We have to meet the Fairies!”
The kitten snorted and opened his eyes. “Fairies? Oh yeah, I forgot!” He rose and
stretched, from his little paws to the tip of his stubby talk and then announced, “I’m
ready!”
Pooka peered at Aunt Tilly. The elderly witch still looked sound asleep. The cats
bounded through the Guest Room’s open window and raced across the garden. “We
have to get the Dog,” cried Grimalkin.
“He’s not a cat,” argueded Pooka. “He’s too big to slip out a window.” Nevertheless,
they raced towards Nathan’s Grandmother’s house where the Big Dog was waiting for
them. He grinned happily when he saw the cats, then used his huge paw to easily
open the latch on the back door. “Come on, little buddies!” he woofed.

They all ran toward the place in the forest that Thistle had shown them. It was easy
to find because the entire clearing had an iridescent glow from the fairy lanterns strung
everywhere. And, if that wasn't enough, all they had to do was follow the sounds of
small harps, tiny flutes and high pitched giggling.
What happened during THAT Celebration is a Big Secret that only the Fairies know.
Oh, and now Pooka, Grimalkin and the Big Dog know….but they won’t tell. And, when
the cats dragged home the next morning, Elsie and Aunt Tilly grinned but they never
said a word.

Lemon Balm – the
Happy Herb

Pooka wandered over to a corner of the garden where Elsie was busy digging in the earth with her
trowel. The cat peered curiously into the hole she’d created and then looked up, touching his cold
little nose to her hot face. “Watcha doing?” he asked.
“Planting Lemon Balm,” she said. “Would you mind moving? You’re rather in my way.”
The cat obligingly stepped to one side and sat on the pile of dirt she’d just excavated. “What’s
Lemon Balm?” he asked.
The little witch rubbed the sweat from her brow, leaving a streak of dirt in its place. “I call it the
Happy Herb,” she said brightly.
Pooka swished his tail in irritation. “That’s dumb,” he announced. “Everyone knows that Catnip is
the Happy Herb.”
Elsie grinned. “Maybe for you. But for humans, Lemon Balm is probably
better than any of the drugs in Mr. Ambercromby’s Pharmacy for treating
depression, anxiety or sleep problems.”
Pooka snickered. “I know for a fact that you have no problem sleeping,
Elsie. I hear you snoring all night long.”
The little witch’s smile vanished. “Well, some people do need it,” she said
stiffly, “And, for the record, I don’t snore. I purr… softly.”
Elsie often adds dried Lemon Balm to her House Blessing Potpourri.
Besides it's lovely, soft lemony fragrance, it's gently protective and
encourages a calm, harmonious, happy atmosphere. In the old days, bee
keepers would plant it around the hives to keep their little honey-producers happy and content.
It's actually quite easy to grow and doesn't care where you plant it – sun or shade, good soil or poor
– as long as you remember to water it. But, be careful. Like other members of the mint family,
Lemon Balm likes to spread out and will try to make your whole garden Happy!

Midsummer Fruit Butterfly
MommaWitch Carmen put on her apron to create a fun Midsummer treat for you and
for the butterflies. Ask a grown-up for a little help and have fun making a Midsummer
Fruit Butterfly and Feeder. As you follow the steps below, look at the picture to guide
you in making your butterfly.
Gather a banana, one strawberry, an orange and
an apple.
Peel the banana and slice it.
Cut one slice of apple then cut the slice in half.
Cut one slice of orange and cut in half.
Cut one slice from the top of a strawberry.
Use the banana slices for the body. I did two
layers to raise the body a bit.
Place the apple and orange slices by the body
for wings. Add small pieces of strawberries and
apples for wing decorations.
Place the strawberry slice at top of the body for
the head.
Cut small pieces of apple for the antenna, eyes,
and mouth.
Cut a small piece of strawberry for the tail end.
Share your butterfly fruit salad and enjoy your
creation.

Now, what to do with all those fruit scraps. Well, of
course you can eat some of them, but did you know that
butterflies love fruit. If you have a butterfly garden, you
can feed them by adding a butterfly fruit feeder. Many
butterflies do not live on flower nectar alone. Some
prefer, even need, overripe fruit to feed on. Butterflies
are particularly fond of sliced, rotting oranges,
grapefruit, strawberries, peaches, nectarines, apples
and bananas. So, after you have enjoyed your fruit
treat, share the scraps with the butterflies.
You can easily make a butterfly fruit feeder with an aluminum pie pan. Put a little water in the
pie pan and then place the fruit in the water. Place the butterfly feeder in the butterfly garden.
Do not worry if the fruit turns a little brown and gets soft. Butterflies love it when the fruit starts to
turn to nectar.
This is a refreshing way to celebrate Midsummer while nourishing both yourself and the
butterflies.

Summer Rain Banishing Spell
When rain is coming, use sidewalk chalk to draw a symbol of something you want to go away.
Draw a circle around the symbol to help focus your Magical Imagination. Pretend you can see
the chalk glowing with light. Then, stand in the middle of the circle, right on top of your drawing
and look up at the skies. Say:
Water is clean and so today,
Water will wash this problem away.
Then, go inside and, through a window, watch as the storm washes away the drawing.

On Midsummer Eve, be sure to leave a little bowl
of milk (maybe sweetened with a bit of honey)
outside for the Fairies.
Midsummer Eve, just at dusk, is the best time to
see the fairies. If you want to increase your
chances of seeing one, rub your eyelids with the juice of fresh Thyme leaves
crushed between your fingers. Then keep a sharp lookout…
Fairies can be quite mischievous, especially on Midsummer Eve. They like to play tricks on
people. To protect yourself from their pranks, wear a garland of flowers and leaves around your
neck or head. Marigolds, Ivy and St. John’s Wort are especially good, but actually any leaves
and flowers will do. As you weave the garland, repeat these words: “I am your friend and
asking please, Just play nice and do not tease!”

A Letter From Scotland
Dear Little Witches,
The birds were chirping their heads off in the depths of the
woods surrounding the Mound of the Sidhe, the fairy mound
where Angus Óg lived for half the year. The tweeting and
twitting was really, really loud and even Meg the cat with half a
tail, who was more inclined to look on birds as potential dinner, was curious about why there
was all this fuss. He looked up into the trees, trying to see what it was that the birds were
shouting about.
Attila the Bun ignored the birds. Instead, he looked curiously at his friend, wondering how it was
possible to forget so much. Attila sighed. He supposed that when the focus of your thoughts
was food, more precisely, bannocks, everything else just didn’t matter.
“They’re telling the other birds that it is almost time for the magical marriage of Bride and Angus
at Schiehallion, our sacred mountain in the middle of Scotland. We went there once a few years
ago - don’t you remember? All the fires? All the dancing and singing? All the food?”
“Oh, yes,” replied Meg, “I do. That’s when you learned to do the glowing magic thing, isn’t it?”
Attila stared. Only Meg could reduce the wonder of living in the Otherworld and becoming an
enchanted rabbit as ‘glowing magic.’ Then he smiled to himself - that’s why he loved his friend.
Meg never took anything too seriously.
Suddenly they heard the noise of footsteps heading their way. Both animals darted under a
bush so they could see without being seen. A tall woman walked towards them, carrying
flowers, ribbons and fruit in her arms. She was singing and talking to the black Labrador dog
that always walked beside her.
“It’s fine. I know who that is. It’s just Douglas Dog and his human, Lorna,” said Attila. “He’s like
me, lives in the Otherworld and visits his human often.”
“She can see him?” asked Meg.

“Yes,” answered Attila. “Always.”
“Does he get into as much trouble as
we do?” asked Meg.
“Not a chance. He’s far too sensible.
Unless there’s bacon involved, then
it’s maybe a different story,” said
Attila, with a smile in his voice. He
watched the woman closely. He was
used to seeing the humans who
walked in the woods and visited the fairy mound, even if they didn’t always see him. But they
didn’t usually take a walk in the woods with arms full of flowers, fruit and ribbons. What was
going on?
The little friends saw the woman and the dog approach a fairy thorn that grew from the top of
the mound. Once they reached it, Lorna began to decorate it with the things she’d brought with
her. Cotton ribbons were loosely attached onto branches, fruit was spiked onto the prickly
thorns and flowers decorated the tree from top to bottom. When she had finished, she stood
back to admire her work.
“It’s very beautiful. Thank you, Lorna,” came the voice of Bride from behind the woman. Without
anyone noticing their arrival, both Angus and Bride were just there. The sun lit the tree, making
it shine in joy. Four white birds circled overhead, sending kisses to the human lady, gifts from
Angus Óg in appreciation of her dressing of the tree to celebrate the summer Solstice. The
noise of the birds in the woods grew louder as they told each other about the feast that awaited
them when everyone had gone home.
But it looked like the birds would have to wait a little longer. Lorna sat under another tree and
began to meditate.
Angus watched her, thoughtfully. “I think,” he mused, “I think she deserves to know she is loved
by us. She always remembers us, not just at the festivals. Look how she’s honoured us this
midsummer by remembering an old way to give thanks to the Gods of her land.”
“We have a wedding to enact, a bonfire to light and a feast to reign over,” said Bride.
“I know, I know.” Angus shook his head, “But what’s midsummer without a little bit of mischief
and magic?” He grinned, looking for all the world like a small boy who’d scrumped an orchard
full of apples without getting caught.

“I thought it was me who was the trouble-maker,” said Meg, quite
curious about what Angus had planned.
“Oh, definitely!” Angus grinned, “but this time, I am going to have a little
fun!”
Bride sighed and wandered off to talk to the birds.
Angus looked down into two pairs of eager eyes. “Do you want to help
me? You’ll have to change shape for a little while.”
Needless to say, he didn’t have to ask twice! Both Attila the Bun and Meg the cat with half a tail
shook their heads yes. Laughter filled the wood as Angus outlined his plan.
Meanwhile, Lorna finished her meditation. She’d been running with the hare in her mind’s eye
and her whole body felt relaxed and peaceful. She gathered up her things and began to make
her way home through the woods.
“Now!” said Angus, raising his arms.
There was a whoosh as a golden light spiralled and danced around Attila and Meg. They felt
themselves changing, shrinking, shape-shifting. The magic lasted for a minute then all was
silent and normal.
Normal, did I say?
In the space where a rabbit and a cat with half a tail ought to be stood two of the prettiest fairies
ever seen. Their wings were stunning jewels shining in the summer sun: one all reds, one all
greens. They looked like drawings that had walked out of the most expensive children’s book
ever.
“Are you kidding me?” muttered Meg.
But Attila had discovered that his wings worked and he happily buzzed
around Angus.
“Show Meg what else you can do,” Angus said to Attila.
Attila flew around in his fairy shape, arms out, legs tucked neatly behind him. Then he pulled his
arms and legs in quickly and suddenly – no fairy - just the most beautiful dragonfly in many
shades of red.

Meg, in the shape of a fairy or not, knew shenanigans when he saw them and a huge grin
crossed his face. “Let’s go accompany Lorna out of the woods!” he yelled. Well, as much as a
little fairy can yell, which is generally a lot quieter than a cat.
Angus watched as the two of them flew after Lorna. They flashed and flickered in and out of her
sightline, sometimes as fairies, sometimes as dragonflies – and sometimes, just to be naughty,
they’d pull their arms and legs in really, really quickly as they flew passed her eyes, making sure
she saw them change from fairy to dragonfly.
Lorna stopped and stared. Shook her head and walked on. Attila the Dragonfly and Meg the
Dragonfly followed her and played their ‘now you see me; now you don’t’ game again and again.
Lorna laughed aloud. “I must be more tired than I thought!” she said to no-one in particular, as
Douglas Dog looked up at her, his tongue lolling out the side of his mouth with dog laughter at
the trick being played on her.
“Back now,” called Angus softly, as Lorna reached the edges of the wood. With that, they
returned to him. Another whoosh, sparkles of silver and they were back to themselves. Meg
anxiously checked his tail – yep, it was still all there. Well, half of it anyway.
“Have you finished playing now,” asked Bride, who had returned from her visit with the birds.
“Honestly, what are you three like, playing tricks like that?” But she found it hard to keep a stern
voice, the laughter wanted to come out. She’d seen the delight and confusion on Lorna’s face
and knew it would be something Lorna wouldn’t forget in a hurry.
“Time to celebrate the summer Solstice a little more sensibly,” said Bride.
“The Sacred Marriage,” said Angus.
“The bonfires and the party,” said Attila the Bun.
“The bannocks,” sighed Meg, happily.
Off they all went – each in their own proper shape – to welcome the summer Solstice and
celebrate the strength of the sun at the sacred mountain in the heart of Scotland.
And the birds in the wood sang happily too – once they’d finished pecking their feast from the
thorns.

Solstice Blessings
Fiona Tinker

By MamaWitch Carmen

When you see a seashell on the beach and hold it to your ear.
What is this wondrous magic that you can clearly hear?
Is it the ocean waves that flow back and forth with the tide?
Or is it the echo of the wind blowing, across the ocean, so wide?
When you spot the seashells laying in the sand,
Do you realize that they probably come from a far-away land?
Do you think about their journey as they washed from shore to shore?
Do you wonder what it feels like to glide along the ocean floor?
Seashells are filled with elemental magic from everywhere they have been.
The Sand of the Earth, and the Air of the Wind.
The Midsummer Sun is the Fire, and the Water is the Sea.
Sacred Summer Spirit is part of the elemental energy.
When you think about all these things, can you feel the magic seashells bring to you?
Take time to enjoy them, and the beauty of the ocean view.
Breathe in the air and feel the power of the sea.
Wiggle your toes in the sand and feel the tingling energy.
Then look to the sky and give thanks as you gently pick the seashells up.
Take them home and put them in a basket in your room, to bring you good luck.
A day at the beach is filled with magic and fun!
Collecting seashells is a way to celebrate Midsummer and give praise to the Sun!

Summer Solstice Sun Weaving
by Mim Burrows
You will need a circle of hard cardstock. (We used the cardboard disk
from a packaged pizza.) You’ll also want long ribbons (or yarn) in sunny
shades of yellow and gold, some glitter and a bit of glue.
Cut small triangles around the edge of the disk.
Tape the end of the ribbon (or yarn) to the back side of the cardboard
circle, then bring it over to the front and start weaving it back and forth
round the tips of triangles. You can change ribbon colours as you go.
When you feel it’s full enough, tie off the ribbon.
Then tie more strips of ribbon on the points forming the bottom half of your
Sun allowing them to dangle down and flutter in the breeze.
Add a dab of glue to each triangle point and sprinkle with glitter.
Tape or glue a loop of yarn or ribbon toward the top of the back side so
you can hang your sunny creation up for everyone to admire!
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