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                 Harvesting Friendship

Something was wrong with Pooka.
The little cat was moping around the garden, smelling the roses and
lavender, yet rarely ventured near his patch of catnip.  He barely
touched his food.  And he showed little interest in joining Edgar the Crow's mischievous antics.
Thistle the Fairy's attempts to lure him into her Games were in vain.
Elsie was worried.  He looked healthy...but something was not right.  The witch watched her
familiar closely.
She noticed that, on Market Day, he'd be energized.  He happily accompanied her toward the
village, chatting the whole way.  Yet, on the way home, his head would be drooping and his tail
dragging in the dust.
Finally, one evening, she sat him down and asked, "Pooka, what's Wrong?"
"Nothing," the cat mumbled and wandered toward the bookshelf, pretending to read the titles.
"No, Something's the matter.  Now what is it?"
"Nothing!  I told you," Pooka said stubbornly.
The witch was wise.  She knew she only had to wait.  She quietly picked up the book she'd been
reading and opened it.
After an hour or so, the cat wandered over to her. He rubbed against her legs a few times
before finally jumping into her lap.
He nervously kneaded with his paws, not realizing he was poking her legs with his claws. "Elsie,
I need a love spell."
"This sounds serious," said the witch, putting her book down on the table next to her.
"It IS!" Pooka assured her.  "You know that fluffy, little white cat - I think she's about my age -
that lives above the Bakery?   The really, really pretty one?  She's always up there, batting at
toys or talking to the bird in the cage next to her or just enjoying the sunshine.
"And, every week, on Market Day, we walk past her.  I look up, but she never even notices me.
I need some sort of spell to make her see me."
After this confession, Pooka gazed up at her mournfully, his huge amber eyes reflecting the
Hopelessness of his Situation.
Elsie thought a moment and then asked: "Have you tried asking if she wanted to play?"
Pooka shook his head sadly.  "What if she said 'No'?  I'd feel humiliated!"
"Have you even tried just saying 'Hi'?"
The little cat buried his head in her lap and covered his eyes with his paws.  "I'm scared to," his
muffled voice drifted up from her skirts.
"Oh, Pooka," sighed Elsie as she stroked him.  She thought a moment and then commented:
"It's almost Lughnasadh...the first Harvest."
Pooka's head lifted from her lap.  "You're changing the subject," he said accusingly.



"Actually, I'm not," she told him.   "A harvest requires preparation.  The ground must be
prepared and the seeds planted.  Right?"
"I suppose so," admitted Pooka suspiciously.
"Well, there are other things we want to harvest during the year besides food. Things like
prosperity, joy, love and friendship.  And, just like the food we harvest from the earth, these
things require preparation, seed planting and tending in order to come to fruition. Spells can
help the harvest along, but they won't take the place of the ground work and preparation.
"So Prepare the Ground.  Start by saying 'hello'.  Then plant the Seed of friendship.  Talk to her.
Invite her to play.  What's been planted must be nourished and cared for in order to grow. Try
to BE a good friend to HER.  Spells along the way can help, but they won't take the place of
putting in the work it takes to harvest a good friendship."
"I guess that makes sense," sighed the cat.

Throughout the next week, Pooka was as nervous as a long tailed cat in a room full of rocking
chairs.
"Elsie?  Do you have a spell for courage?" he asked.
"I could give you a bath in a tub with borage flowers," the witch told him. "Borage is an herb of
courage."
"That's okay," Pooka said hastily.

On the following Market Day, the little cat was silent as they walked through the forest, past
the farmers' fields and into the village.  Elsie worried anxiously for her familiar. Perhaps she'd
need to find another spell (besides a borage bath!) to help him overcome his shyness.
As they passed the Bakery, Pooka stared stubbornly at the cobblestones passing beneath his
paws as though he was counting them.
The fluffy white kitten lounged on the rail of the balcony overhead between two pots of trailing
red geraniums, eyes closed as she basked in the sunshine.
Elsie held her breath.
Then, when it was almost too late and they were nearly abreast of the Shoe Repair Store, Pooka
jerked his head up and glared at the other cat.  "Hi!" he said in a very loud voice.
The kitten peered over the edge of the balcony.  "Hello," she called back.
Pooka's eyes widened and he smiled just a little bit.
Elsie grinned.
They went about their shopping and delivered potpourri to the Flower Lady. Herbal soaps and
lotions were dropped off at the Pharmacy.  They stopped by the post office, returned some
books at library and then had lunch at the cafe.  Neither uttered a word about the incident.
On the way home, the little white cat was again sitting on the balcony. This time, without
hesitation, Pooka looked up bravely and said, "Bye!"
She gazed down at him and answered, "Bye!"
Suddenly the kitten jumped up and ran along the length of balcony, following them.  "Wait!
What's your name?"
"I'm Pooka," said Pooka.
"I'm Trilby," said the white kitten.  "See you next week?"
Pooka hesitated a moment, then shuffled his paws on the cobblestones before casually
shrugging one shoulder.  "Maybe."



Elsie was amused to notice that, afterward, her little familiar seemed to walk with  a  jaunty
swagger on the road home.

A week later, it was Market Day again.
Pooka wolfed down his breakfast and
then rushed his witch out the door.
Along the road to the village, she
found herself trotting to keep up with
him.
Once they'd reached the village, he sat
in the road, tail swishing impatiently
and raising a cloud of dust outside the
Flower Shop as Elsie delivered her
potpourris and perfumes.
Not far beyond that was the Bakery.
As they approached, Pooka looked up.
The little white cat was there!
She saw them and leaped to her paws,
craning her neck over the edge of the
balcony.  "Hi Pooka!"
"Hi, Trilby!"
She seemed to be waiting for him
when they left the village for home.
"Bye, Pooka!  See you next time?"
"Yes, see you then!" the cat called
gaily. "Bye!"

Pooka was happy all week.

The next Market Day, Elsie had to run along the road to keep up with him! He didn't even wait
while she conducted her business with the Flower Lady and, instead, dashed on ahead.
When she'd caught up, she found Pooka parked under the balcony over the Bakery, deep in
conversation with the little white cat overhead.
"So, we'll meet at the park across the street?" Trilby was asking.
"Sounds great!" agreed Pooka and, as his witch approached, he rose and fell in step with her.
"You may be on your own next Market Day," he informed her.  "I have plans. Trilby and I are
going to the park to play."
Elsie smiled.  "Still need that Love Spell?" she asked casually.
"Hmm, no," said the cat.  "I think I'm good."



Bees - a Magical Critter

Bees have always been associated with Lughnasadh.  Is it because they're so active at this time of year,
happily buzzing around, collecting and distributing pollen from plants?  Perhaps it's because of all that
lovely honey they're busy making?  Or maybe it's because of how wonderful honey tastes on the bread
that is also a symbol of the holiday?

Nobody likes getting stung by a bee!  But bees are usually non-aggressive little creatures who only sting
when a terrible threat is eminent... like when someone's hand or bottom is about to squish them.  And,
the really sad part is that, when a bee stings you, your hand or bottom may hurt for a while, but the
little bee dies anyway from losing its stinger.

When Pooka found that out, he felt really sorry for bees!

But then Elsie told him what powerful, magical little creatures they are and how they've been honored
all over the world since the beginning of time itself.  In Egyptian, Celtic and Greek mythology, bees have
symbolized the soul and its ability to pass Between Worlds.  Bees are the Messengers of the Gods She
also explained that bees not only give us their sweet, golden honey, but without them to pollinate plants,
many of the foods we depend on would be gone.

Bees have been associated with the sun, the harvest and a symbol of powerful magic in Egypt, Sumeria,
Greece, Europe, the British Isles and South America.  They've been considered Messengers of the Gods
almost the world over since very ancient days.

Their honey was made into food and drink that was considered a gift from the Heavens.  It not only was
delicious, it healed wounds, could stop a cough, inspire poetry, music and love and bring wisdom and
knowledge of the future.  Bees are also a symbol of good luck and financial prosperity.

Small wonder then that witches have traditionally also been Bee Keepers, carefully tending the hives
and talking with their tiny inhabitants.  But witches aren't the only ones who talk to the bees.

There's a widespread English folk custom called: "Telling the Bees".  This meant that the bees should be
kept informed of any important family events...especially births, marriages or
deaths.  Someone from the family would always go out to the hives and tell the bees
of any important events.  This person should always be the Bee Keeper or someone
the bees liked.  It was considered a token of respect and otherwise, the tiny critters
would take offense and abandon their hives - which, of course, meant no more
honey, pollination of crops, luck or prosperity to the family!

Witches not only talk to bees.  They also listen to what they say back. Bees can tell a witch many things
from weather forecasts to village gossip to things that are going to happen in the future.  But, just like
the fairies that bees have always been associated with, a witch must listen very closely in order to hear
what they are saying!



Herb Honey
Herb Honey is extra yummy and so easy and fun to make that, once you start, you won't want
to stop.  You'll keep thinking up new herbs and combinations to try.

You can use either dried or fresh herbs.

If you use dried ones, simply put about 3 tablespoons
of the herb in a jar and cover it with about a cup of
honey.

I f you use fresh herbs (which is the way Elsie prefers)
make sure the leaves or petals are clean and dry.  Put
a small bundle of the sprigs or petals in a jar and,
again, add about a cup of honey.

In both cases, make sure the herbs are immersed in
the honey.  Poke them down with your finger if you
have to.  (Be sure to lick your finger clean afterward!)
Seal the jar with a lid and place it on a sunny
windowsill for 2 weeks.  Then, strain the herbs out
and store the honey in your pantry or refrigerator.

Rosemary, sage, lavender, mint, thyme and fragrant rose petals all make delicious honeys.  You
can also use spices like vanilla beans, cinnamon sticks, cloves and star anise.
Try using a single flavor or make up combinations like Rosemary/Lavender or Vanilla Rose.
No matter kind of herb honey you make, it's going to taste Good!



A Letter from Scotland

Dear Little Witches,

It’s an exciting time here as we get ready to celebrate the Feast

of Lughnasadh – the time of the first harvest - in Scotland and Ireland. Sometimes we can forget where

our food comes from because we are so used to going to grocery shops for it, but if there were no

harvests, there would be no food in those shops and we would starve. The harvest is important and our

ancestors knew just how important it was.

Some of you will probably know this festival as Lammas, which comes from an old English word meaning

first loaf. It too honours the first harvest. But if you or your ancestors are Irish or Scottish, this feast is

named after the Celtic God, Lugh, and it is Irish and Scottish rites and rituals we use to celebrate. Even

today, the importance of this time is honoured in the Gaelic name for the month of August – Lúnasa (Say

loo-nah-sah.)

But who was Lugh and why did he have a festival named after him?

Just like any of the Old Gods, Lugh has a lot of stories and some of them probably became muddled up

over the centuries, so depending on which old book you read, you’ll have a different version of his story.

There were three main tribes living in Ireland centuries ago: the Tuatha Dé Danann, the Fomorians and

the Firbolgs. They didn’t always get on together and sometimes they fought each other. Other times

they lived in peace and married each other.  Lugh was the son of Cian, a Tuatha Dé Danann King, and

Ethniu, who was a daughter of the King of the Fomorians.  Just to add to this, our ancestors used to

foster out their children when they reached seven years of age. They sent their children to the

households of other important people in their lands to learn all sorts of things. Lugh was sent to the

household of a Firbolg noblewoman, called Tailtiu. Lugh learned a lot in Tailtiu’s household, as we shall

see. Tailtiu was extremely fond of Lugh and loved him as if he was her own son. Lugh grew up very

happily in her household.



But time moves on, as it always does, and the day came

when Lugh had to make his way out in the world and find

his own path. Tailtiu had taught Lugh well and he knew

he had a lot to offer, so he took himself to the court of

Nuada, the High King of Ireland, at Tara. When he

reached Tara, the gatekeeper would not let him in unless

he had something special to offer to the king.

“What have you that will be special to the king?” asked

the gatekeeper.

“I am a wright, the finest in all Ireland,” replied Lugh.

“I like your confidence, boy,” said the gatekeeper, “but

King Nuada has the finest chariots in all Ireland, thanks to

the wright he has.”

“I am a smith, the finest in all Ireland,” said Lugh.

Again the gatekeeper said, “I like your confidence, but Nuada already has the finest smith in all Ireland.”

This did not disturb Lugh. He went through all the things he could do: Champion, swordsman, harpist,

Bard, poet, historian, musician, magician and craftsman – and each time the gatekeeper said to him, “I

like you confidence, boy, but the King already has...”

Lugh finally said to him, “But does the king have one person who can do all these things?”

At this, the gatekeeper allowed Lugh to enter the Halls of Tara. He explained to Nuada that Lugh claimed

he was the finest in all the arts he stated. Nuada was amused and said to Lugh, “If you can beat my

champion, Oghma, in strength, you can join my warriors.”

Lugh and Oghma tested each other’s strength, much to the delight of the people of Nuada’s court.

Eventually, Lugh won. After this, he played his harp for the king and entertained the crowd in the hall.

At this time, the Tuatha Dé Danann were fighting with the Fomorians and the Fomorians had the upper

hand.  Lugh thought this was not right. Nuada let Lugh take command of the warriors and Lugh led the

Tuatha Dé Danann warriors into victory over the Fomorians.  There are a lot of stories about this war

and all sorts of magical and interesting things that happened, but it would make a very long letter, so



enough to say Lugh led the Tuatha Dé Danann to success. One of

the things that Lugh demanded was the Fomorians shared the

secrets of farming with the Tuatha Dé Danann: when to plough,

when to sow and when to reap.

Remember Tailtiu, Lugh’s lovely foster-mother? Well, she was so

happy that farming was now spreading across Ireland that she set

to work clearing the plains of Ireland for agriculture. Sadly, she

worked herself too hard and she died from exhaustion.

Lugh was deeply unhappy and sad at this, and to honour Tailtiu,

he created a festival at the first harvest in her memory – the

Festival of Lughnasadh.  Three days of games and feasting were

held at what is now called Teltown, in Ireland.  There were

swordsmanship contests, horse riding and horse racing, running competitions, poetry competitions,

dancing, music, singing, good things to eat and drink and all kinds of wonderful, happy things.

Doesn’t that sound like a lot of fun? Bet you think it belongs in the past, right? Well, these particular

games above lasted until the 18th century, so they lasted hundreds and hundreds of years. But these

were not the only Lughnasadh games held in Ireland, Lugh spread them across Ireland and celebrating

the first harvest at Lughnasadh is still very popular.

Would you like to know a little about a modern Lughnasadh festival? You would – then read on!

In a little town called Killorglin, in County Kerry, there is a wonderful Lughnasadh celebration held every

August. Lots and lots of people go to this festival to give thanks, to sing, to dance, to meet people, to

race horses, to show their animals and to be happy the first harvest is collected in. All the things people

did at Lugh’s first games still happen at Killorglin’s fair – the Puck Fair.

Now you may remember Puck from my last letter, the naughty fairy that turns everything on its head

and causes happy confusion. I’m not sure this is the same Puck, but something like that happens here –

people can forget all their problems and just be happy for a few days. To make sure that happens, they

people of Killorglin have a temporary king for the three days of the holiday.

He’s not any old king.  Oh, no!



The young men of the village go in to the mountains and capture a fine-looking wild goat. On the first

day of the festival, called The Gathering, the goat is taken to the town square, where he is greeted by a

young girl. The little girl previously won a competition which makes her the Queen of Puck Fair for the

year. She has a very beautiful dress and a very important job to do – the Queen crowns the wild goat as

King Puck!

Once King Puck is crowned, he is placed on a platform above the square to rule over his people for the

three days of the festival and the celebrations begin. Don’t worry about the goat though. King Puck is

very well looked after and he is released in a lovely ceremony on the last day of the festival.

Some of you might have older relatives that tell you to ‘stop acting the goat’ when you are being a bit

silly or naughty. I’d imagine that expression travelled to America with some of your ancestors. It

certainly travelled to Scotland with mine!

Yet acting the goat is exactly what people are allowed to do celebrating Lughnasadh – whilst the real

goat gets to act the human and be the king.

It’s a wonderful, wonderful fair – maybe one day, when you are older, you could travel to Ireland to

celebrate the first harvest with King Puck – and with Lugh, whose cleverness gave the Tuatha Dé Danann

the secrets of farming; and whose love for his foster-mother gave us a wonderful festival that

remembers her and what she did so we could eat through the dark times of winter.

I hope you enjoy watching this Youtube clip about the Fair: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=muh7JMApr8Q

Till next time,

Fiona Tinker



from alextoys.com



Elsie's Ribbons

Elsie rose from her bed and exchanged her white nightgown for her everyday

black robe.  She slipped her white apron over her head then sat at her dressing table and brushed the
tangles from her hair.
She carefully selected a blue one from the rainbow of ribbons hanging on her dressing table and settled
it around the brim of her black pointed hat.
Pooka, who was sitting on the bed, finally asked the question that had been bothering him for
months...ever since he was a kitten.
"Elsie, why do you always pick a different ribbon for your hat?
The witch smiled at the little cat's reflection in the mirror of her dressing table.
"Well, some mornings I wake up feeling a bit out of sorts...so I put a  happy yellow ribbon on my hat.
Some days I'm tired, so I put an orange or red one on it to give me energy.   Sometimes, my mind is
going all over the place, so I put a brown ribbon on my hat to  help 'ground' my thoughts."
"You wear the blue ribbon a lot," said Pooka. "Why is that?"
"Blue is a calming, peaceful color that helps me have patience," answered Elsie.
"So you can put up with me and my shennanigans?" teased the cat.
He was really just kidding, but Elsie  didn't reply.  Instead, she just smiled and asked:  "Are you hungry?"

After breakfast, Pooka went outside to play.  But instead of annoying the butterflies or rolling in his
catnip, he found himself simply sitting in the middle of the garden and looking around at all the colors.
He began thinking about Elsie and her hat ribbons.
Elsie emerged from the cottage a while later, scissors in one hand and a basket looped over her arm.
She was headed for the lavender bushes until she saw Pooka.  She changed direction toward the cat and
crouched down in front of him.
"What's up?"
Pooka looked around and sighed,  "Colors are so beautiful and magical."
The witch nodded, so Pooka continued: "And you're so lucky!  You get to pick a different one to wear
each day.  But I'm stuck every day wearing the same color....Black!"

Elsie thought a moment and then said, "Yes, but black is a mysterious
color that represents the occult - which means knowledge that is  secret
and hidden.  That's why witches so often wear black."
"Really?" asked Pooka eagerly.  "Hidden how?"
Elsie explained that, while white reflects all colors,  black absorbs all the
other colors of the spectrum, yet reflects none of them.
After she told him that, Pooka groomed his black fur proudly.  He rather
liked being a Cat of Mystery!



by Momma Witch Carmen

Have you ever thought about color and how magical it might be? Did you know that colors have
special magic powers? Color Magic is a very important tool for witches, young and old alike.
Colors can actually reflect our moods and help us to go through each day with the right kind of
energy.

With this issue, I am excited to create the first of a series of eight articles about color magic,
one for each Sabbat issue.

Get ready to let an explosion of color come into your life by learning just how very important
colors are and how wonderful it will be to understand how to use them in your magical
workings and every day happenings. Let the 'Color of Magic' fill you with a rainbow of wonder.

Colors of the Sabbat and Meanings - Lammas marks the first of three harvest Sabbats. Lammas
colors are green and all shades of color that make you think of the sun and harvest, from gold and
yellow to deepest orange. We can't forget the colors of some luscious berries that are ready to be
picked and will  be lip smacking yummy.

 Brown - With the warm, hot days of summer many of the grains and summer flowers are
starting to wither and die; some will be used for food for us and the animals. Those that aren't
used for food will fall to the ground to become fertilizer for Mother Earth and/or drop their
seeds to grow once again in the next year. These plants take on a brown hue. Brown is also the
crust on the fresh baked breads that come from the crushed grains. This makes the color sound
yummy, doesn't it? So you certainly want some delicious bread on your altar representing
brown.

 Gold - This is the color of the sun ripened wheat and grains. It is also a color that symbolizes the
strength of the God. Sheathes of wheat and suns are perfect on your altar to bring a touch of
gold.

 Orange - The beautiful sunrises and sunsets; calendula and nasturtium flowers. How magical do
you feel when you see a beautiful sunrise or sunset with those beautiful shades of orange?
Aren't you filled with joy and wonder? The magic of the orange hues brings brightness to your
ritual and all the faces around you.



 Yellow - Another sun symbol and delicious corn as well; both perfect for your Lammas
celebration. But did you know that yellow is a very 'smart' color. It is energy for the brain. Now
that should help you think of more wonderful ways to decorate for Lammas.

How you can use color magic in so many ways:

BROWN is a color used for earth magic and for pet health. When you are planting seeds or
flowers, take some time to really look at the dirt and rub it into your hands and fingers. You will
fill wondrous, tingling energies of Mother Earth. This is Her magic coming through the brown
dirt making your hands a magical tool for planting. I like to call this my 'Dirty Brown Garden
Spell'.

If your pet isn't feeling well you could wrap him or her in a soft, warm brown blanket or wear a
brown shirt (even your clothing becomes magical when you know what the colors mean) The
blanket and/or your shirt becomes a sort of charm for your pet's comfort.  You have just
created a magical 'Cozy Brown Charm of Pet Comfort'.

Now sit down while cuddling your pet against your chest and think about the charm you have
created. Breathe in and out very slowly, three or four times. Your calm breathing and your
heart beat will help your pet to feel very close to you while your loving and calming energies
pass from you to your pet. You have now performed two very wonderful and magical acts of
kindness for your pet with a charm and a spell.

When you wear specific colors of clothing to project the meaning and energies of that color,
you are performing a 'Color Magic Clothing Spell''. This particular spell is the 'Magical Brown
Clothing Spell for Pet Calming'.  You should always remember that in the giving of your magical
energies to your pet or anyone else you are also receiving those energies in return (And Ever
Mind the Rule of Three, What Ye Cast Out Comes Back to Thee)

You may notice that the spell titles are a bit long. I do this with most of my spells because it
helps me remember what the colors mean and, the more spells I do, the easier it becomes to
remember the meanings. We will do more of these as this series continues.

How magical is the strength of the Gold? Do your eyes light up whenever you see the color gold?
Sometimes the gold will have a sparkle to it. It is a very strong color and has the magical energy
of reaching your goals. This is the perfect color to call upon when you are studying for a test.



Perhaps you could light a gold candle before you study and ask the God to help you with your
studies. If you don't have a gold candle then envision gold sparkles throughout your brain and
concentrate them on an area of your studies that seems hardest to learn for you. Always be
thankful to the God for helping you with your `Gold Spell to Reach My Goal`.

When you go to school the day of your test, remember from the Brown section above what was
said about the magic of color in clothes? Let's see if you can fill in the blanks to help you with
your energy needs for your test. Today I will wear a ________ shirt to help me with my test. It
will be my Magical _____________Spell for   _________________  my  _______________.
(Answer at the bottom of the article.

ORANGE is one of my favorite colors. Two of the magical qualities of orange are adaptability
and creativity. Adaptability means being able to get used to your surroundings. For instance,
you may not like to be in a particular room for some reason. Let's say it makes you fell jittery;
you know, like bugs are crawling on your skin. That is not a fun way to feel. At these times,
bringing the color orange into your mind will release magical energies to help you ease into
your surroundings. Think of a bright orange flower, or a big orange crayon;  anything that you
can think of that is orange. Using the magic of color in this way is called 'visualization' magic.
You may have to concentrate on this for a while, (Orange, Orange, Orange) but once you feel
the magical orange energies of adaptability taking over and the yucky feeling leaving you, you
can finally give a big chuckle and say, "Creepy, crawly bug feeling, you have no power over me!"
Now isn't that a very special magic; and you can use it for many times when you are feeling
uncomfortable with a place or situation.

Creativity; we all have but sometimes we just can't seem to find what it is. We each have our
own unique creative gift. It could be painting, playing the piano or another instrument. I love to
write and garden but it took me a while to become good at it. Many times we all need a little
extra help to point us in the right direction and build up our confidence. Orange is the perfect
color for this.

When you wear orange you are not hiding from anyone or anything. Your light doesn't just
shine on the inside; by wearing orange you are shouting to the world, in your own special
magical way,  that you are creative and confident. Try it and you will be so glad you did. Aren't
you beginning to love 'The Color of Magic'?

Peach - Part of the orange color family, peach is much lighter and is also called a soft color. A
peach is very magically delicious fruit but also a very magical color that means love and wisdom.
This is a great color to use when you want to make new friends. Let's do a magical friendship
spell.

Get a piece of white paper and a peach crayon. Draw a heart and then write the name of your
new friend. Then say,

"I wish to bring the love of friendship into my life. May I work very hard to

be a good friend to (name)____________, with the hope that by being

a good friend, (name)__________ will become a good friend to me .I ask



this to be right for both of us! Thank you God and Goddess! So Mote It Be!"

Guess what? You have just done the "Peachy Keen Friendship Spell"! All it took was a bit of
color and the right words from you.

Tan - This is a shade of brown. Are you feeling extremely excited today? Do you want to calm
down a bit and rest? Imagine yourself floating on a tan cloud (not white-that's too bright). The
cloud is very soft and you feel like you are sinking into it. The tan blanket of air takes away your
jitters and hyper energy feeling. Relax and soon you will be ready to tackle your next project
feeling rested. What you have just done is called color meditation. It is another wonderful way
to us color magic.

So many shades of YELLOW at this time of year. Let's think about the clothing spell we talked
about earlier. Did you know that you can use the magic of yellow to help make someone smile
who might be feeling a bit down. Yellow is a bright color that holds the energies of healing and
happiness. So if you are feeling down or will be visiting someone who is sad, wear something
yellow. As you put your yellow clothing on or carry something yellow, think about the joy and
sunshiny feel you get. You are passing your feelings on to others in your very own special
'Magical Yellow Spell of Joy and Happiness'.

Below you will find the Lammas Magic of Color Page for you to refer too. There are more than
four colors; there are many shades of the Lammas colors and their meanings. You will be able
to create your own Color of Magic spellwork as well as help you with your emotions every day
as you continue earning with this series.

Answer to the Gold spell fill in: gold - clothing - reaching - goal

Part Two of 'The Color of Magic' will focus on the colors of Mabon; Red, Deep Gold, Shades of
Brown, Violet, Yellow, shades of Orange, Indigo and Green.

Wishing you a blessed and bountiful first harvest celebration.
Lammas Blessings from Momma Witch Carmen





Half-Century Potpourri

"Granny, your house always smells so good," said little Elsie once during a visit.  "Why is that?"
"Come here, child," said Granny Witch.  She held up a large old ginger jar that she kept on a
table by the front door.  Lifting the lid, she said, "Smell this."
Elsie stuck her nose over the top and smiled.  "It's like an entire garden filled with flowers and
spices and fairies," she said.
"And how does it make you feel?" asked Granny.
"Like Good Things are about to happen.  Fun things like stories and games. But cozy things too,
like baking and crisp, clean sheets.  It makes me feel happy. Is it magic?"
Granny nodded.  "It's a very old recipe that goes back many 100's of years.  It's called Half
Century Potpourri."
"Because only old people like you can make it?" asked Elsie.
Granny laughed and pretended to pull one of her braids.  "Don't be cheeky, girl!  It's called Half
Century Potpourri because that's how long the fragrance lasts!  And this batch, created by your
great-great granny has blessed this home for generations."
"I want to make some!" cried little Elsie.
"Well, right now, while all the summer flowers are blooming is the perfect time!" announced
Granny Witch and she led Elsie into the herb room and showed her how.
"You want your flowers, roses and herbs only partly dried," she said.  "Sort of like soft leather."
Elsie, who'd already made plenty of potpourris in the past, objected.  "But won't they just mold
then?"
Granny Witch laughed. "Not in this recipe.  It may not look pretty, but this is the way potpourri
USED to be made, and the fragrance would fill a home or castle for years. It's not pretty.
Potpourri means "rotten pot."  You want pretty?  Add some dried flowers, pine cones and stuff
on top when it's done and you set it out.  But THIS is how REAL potpourri was made back in the
old days!  It was a powerful spell that smelled wonderful and would protect and bless the home,
all who lived there and all who entered."
"I want that! Show me, Granny!" cried Elsie eagerly.
And Granny Witch did....



Half Century Potpourri

On a new moon, crush together with a mortar and pestle:
7 dried bay leaves
1/4 cup whole allspice berries
1/4 cup whole cloves

Mix them with:
3/4 cup coarse sea salt
1/4 cup brown sugar

In a big bowl, make a flower/herb mixture by combining:
1 quart (4 cups) of partially dried fragrant flowers (like
jasmine, lavender, orange blossom, violets etc.)
2 quarts (8 cups) of very fragrant, leathery dried rose
petals
1 cup of partially dried herbs (like marjoram, lemon
verbena, rose geranium, thyme, etc)
1 good spoonful of orris root powder.

Layer about 1/4 of the flower/herb combination in the bottom of a crock and top with a layer of
about 1/4 of the salt/sugar combination.  Continue layering like this, ending with the salt and
sugar combo.
Sprinkle the whole thing with 2 tablespoons of brandy.
Put a plate on top of the herbs and put a weight on top of the plate... a large crystal is best but
even a large garden rock will help channel your magical energies into this potion.

Stir the ingredients every day until the next new moon.

The Bay Leaves in the mixture will protect
your home, the salt will remove any
negative energies and the sugar will bring
smiles and sweet tempers. Rose petals fill
the home with love.

The clove and allspice are catalysts that will
activate and energize  the other flowers and
herbs you add. Just make sure to choose
your other ingredients carefully and focus
your intentions as you make the potion.

Note:  This mixture is traditionally stored in a Ginger Jar, but any closed ceramic or dark glass
container will do.  Take the lid off whenever you need its magical fragrance to fill your home
and then cover it again.  If the fragrance fades, a few spoons of brandy will revive it.



Jimmy and Isobel Save the Day

by Evelien Roos

Jimmy sat dozing in the warm August sun after a summer storm, when he heard his name being
called. He opened his eyes and looked around. Bluebell, the faery, came darting through the
yard. "Jimmy, Jimmy! Come quick! It's an Emergency!!!" Jimmy shook himself fully awake. "An
Emergency? Should I get Isobel?" he asked. Wringing her tiny hands, Bluebell nodded. So Jimmy
scurried into the house, calling for Isobel. When she came hurrying down the stairs, he called:
"Isobel! Bluebell just came to fetch us. There's an Emergency!" Isobel grabbed her emergency
bag and Jimmy's hamper. "Come on then, Jimmy. Get in." she urged and picked up the basket
even before Jimmy was well inside.

They followed the twittering, and clearly panicked, Bluebell through the forest. "Here... here it
is!!! Look!" the tiny faery squeaked. Gasping for air, Isobel put the hamper down and Jimmy
hurried out. "What? What's wrong then?" he demanded to know, but he saw what was wrong
soon enough. A lage tree branch had snapped off during the storm, and it had caved in a
hedgehog burrow. "Oh no! We have to help them, Isobel." Jimmy cried. Isobel pushed her
sleeves up and started pulling on the large branch, but it wouldn't budge. She tried pushing, but
to no avail. The branch was wedged in right and proper. Jimmy started digging around the
branch, trying to loosen it a bit, but still the thing wouldn't even move. All the while Bluebell
was darting around them, shouting instructions and telling them to hurry. "Bluebell!" Jimmy
finally snapped. "You're not really helping." The faery clapped her hands over her mouth and
sat down.

After over fifteen minutes, Jimmy's digging had made the branch move a bit, but Isobel still
couldn't lift it. Sweating and panting, she sat down with her head in her hands. "We'd need a
crane to get that thing to budge." she stated. Suddenly her face lit up. "That's it! Jimmy, could
you hand me those two rolls of gauze?" Wondering what his smart human would do, Jimmy
delivered the required gauze and sat back. Isobel looked around and saw quite a few woodland
critters sitting around. "Jimmy, please ask that squirrel if he could help. I need this roll of gauze



to be tossed over that branch." she pointed. Jimmy asked the squirrel, who happily obliged.
Isobel tied one end to the branch and then she took the other end and pulled, pulled PULLED!!!
Finally, the branch gave way, and the disheveled snouts of an entire family could be seen.

Jimmy sat with the Father hedgehog, who eyed his burrow sadly. "Oh my goodness." he sighed.
"My whole house a shambles. Where should I live now." Jimmy didn't know, and he asked
Isobel. "Oh, they can come with us for a while, until Spring is back again. I have a solution!" she
smiled. So, after Isobel had caught her breath, she went home with five hedgehogs in tow.
Once home, she went straight to the shed and came back with her arms full of supplies. A large
terracotta pot with a bit missing from the edge, two boards, a hammer, nails and lots of straw,
hay and even uncarded wool. "What are you going to do, Isobel?" Jimmy asked quizzically. "I
am going to put some straw between these boards, nail them together, and put the pot on top.
The gap in the side is big enough for an adult hedgehog to crawl through. The rest of the stuff is
to insulate the nest for the winter." Jimmy was in awe. His human was so clever! After a bit of
crafting, the new hedgehog residence was ready. They put it in the yard, right where the stairs
to the porch connected to the house, so the warmth, radiating from the heated cottage, would
warm the hedgehogs too. Jimmy and Isobel sat in the late afternoon sun and happily watched
the hedgehog family stuff their new nest with hay, straw and wool.


