Pooka’s Page for Grown-ups

Pooka was out adventuring and hurt his leg. It’s not broken, but he’s
unable to touch his paw to the ground and has been holed up in the
back of the house ever since, taking his meals in bed and refusing to
budge except for infrequent, slow trips to the litter box.

It happens to be the leg his “book signing” paw is attached to, so until
it heals, I’m afraid he won’t be able to “pawtograph” any books for a
while.... which works out in a way since 7" House has fallen way
behind schedule on publishing the Elsie & Pooka books.

We have a “new kid on the block™ — a rescued10 week old grey
kitten. One look in his eyes told me this kid was very magical!
He says his name is “Grimalkin”. Curious as to why such a
small cat would insist on such an awkward name, | looked it up.
It means “grey cat” and hearkens back to ancient times when the
Scottish goddess of witches was called “Mither 0’ the Malkins”.
Back then, apparently, witch’s cats were mostly grey tabbies.
Grimalkin had to be welcomed to the family by being included
in our story this issue!

Rayne Storme, our Pooka Pages contributor, also has a new
little feline familiar. His name is Algonquin and he insists on
co-writing her articles! Until his typing skills improve, Rayne is
forced to do some extensive editing. Never the less, I’m sure
your child will enjoy the rain-sticks craft she put together for
this issue.

And speaking of Pooka Pages contributors, I’m sure everyone
has missed Christine Drago’s enchanting craft projects lately. (Everyone especially loved her Fairy
Lanterns in the Beltane Issue!) Christine’s been in the hospital, so please help your children light a little
candle and send her their strongest healing thoughts!

For Grownups Only - About 8 years ago, | created a website that was patterned after a witch’s
cottage. Each room was filled with spells and recipes from my personal Book of Shadows — much of
which was not available anywhere else on the internet. Folks loved it! ... a little too much. Instead of
copying the information for their own use, (as | intended), they copied and pasted my anecdotal writings
onto their own websites as though the words were their own. Discouraged, | took the site down.

I receive letters to this day asking me where it went and for a particular spell or recipe it contained.

Well, folks, Gruenwold Cottage is back. The link is lurking at the bottom of http://www.pookapages.com

Warning: I’m an old fashioned witch who actually does follow a family tradition that dates back many
generations. (I know the idea has been poo-poo’d in recent times, but in my case it’s true.) Some of the
rooms in the Cottage contain love spells and hexes. If this bothers you, simply don’t go there!
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Lammas, Festival of First Fruits, First Harvest

Story Book Chair — Familiar-In-Training

Coloring Page — Blessing of First Fruits

Witch Crafts- Make a Cute, Easy Apron

Elsie’s Kitchen — Freezer Pickles & Boxty
Elsie’s Herb Garden — Freezer Pickles & Boxty
Little Book of Shadows — Magic Weeds Spell

Witch Crafts — Rain Sticks by Rayne Storm
Wee Witchlings Read-Along — Small Contributions
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The Storvbook Ghkailr *.

Familiar in Training

Pooka perched on the kitchen counter and watched as Elsie ladled blackberry jam into the waiting jars
beside him. He purred in satisfaction as she popped a cinnamon stick into each jar before sealing it.

On the scrubbed wooden table a few feet away were rows of other jars that had already been processed
and were waiting to be carried down to the cellar. They gleamed like jewels against the light streaming
through the kitchen window.

“How come you never enter your stuff in the Lughnasadh Fair?” asked the little cat.

Elsie winked at him and flashed a mischievous grin. “Because if Lavinia Hinkle’s jams and pies didn’t
win, there’d be no living in the same town with her.”

Pooka snorted because Lavinia Hinkle was the grouchiest person in the whole village. “There’s no living
with her now!” he said. “That woman’s just nasty. She’s like a wasp.”

Elsie shrugged. “So why stir up a wasp’s nest? Besides, | think winning prizes at the Fair is one of Miss
Hinkle’s few pleasures in life. ”

Pooka was about to argue further when he heard the door of the cottage bang open.
“Helloooo? We’re here!” came a thundering voice.

He and Elsie grinned at each other. “Aunt Tilly!” they both cried.

The little witch’s feet stampeded down the hall and her cat was right behind her.

Aunt Tilly’s broad figure filled the entry with her long purple skirts, her ridiculously large hat and her
even bigger smile. “My darling girl!” she exclaimed, dropping the overnight satchel she carried.

It landed with a thump and two gray ears poked out.

Elsie flew into her aunt’s arms for a fierce hug. “You made it for Lughnasadh!”



“Of course | did! Somebody’s got to help you put up the
fruits of first harvest,” said Aunt Tilly. “Not to mention,
help eat the first feast of the season!”

Pooka stared at the satchel. He’d never seen one with ears
before.

Elsie told her aunt, “I’ve already got most of the jams and
jellies done, but there are still the green beans, corn and
other stuff to do. By the way,” she peered around behind her
aunt. “You said ‘We are here’. Who’s We?”

“Me and Grimalkin,” her aunt replied pointing to the satchel.
The ears rose slowly from the opening and were followed by
the small, pointed, grey tabby face of a young kitten.

Elsie laughed and clapped her hands in delight. “I get it
now. Grimalkin means ‘grey cat’!” She bent down and
pulled the rest of the kitten from the bag, snuggling him
under her chin. The kitten purred loudly.

Pooka went from bewilderment to feeling distinctly out of
sorts at the sight of his witch cuddling another cat.

“So who is he?” Elsie asked.
“He’s from Serendipity’s lastt litter,” said her aunt.

Pooka’s eyes grew very big. Serendipity was Aunt Tilly’s familiar. She also happened to be His mother
s0... This must be his little brother! He looked at the kitten with new interest.

Aunt Tilly rubbed Grimalkin’s ears and said, “Serendipity’s getting ready to retire. This little one and |
hit it off. He’ll make a first-rate familiar one day so | brought him along.”

Elsie gazed at her own cat proudly as she cradled the new Kkitten. “Pooka’s doing really well in his
magical studies. 1’ve a feeling all Serenditipy’s children grow up to be excellent familiars. Pooks, do you
mind babysitting your little brother while Aunt Tilly and | are busy in the kitchen?”

Pooka’s little chest puffed out proudly. “Sure!” he said.

Grimalkin squirmed in Elsie’s arms and she set him on the ground. “Come on, Aunt Tilly. Let’s get you
settled in the guest room and then we can get to work.”

“Sounds good to me,” nodded her aunt. “And, maybe Pooka can teach Grimalkin some of the things that
he’s been learning.” She grabbed her satchel and followed her niece up the stairs.

“Umm....okay.” Pooka was a little less confident now.

The kitten marched over and shoved his nose in Pooka’s face. Pooka blinked down at him, slightly cross
eyed.

“Hi,” he said.



“Hi,” Grimalkin said back. They stared at each other for a moment, and then the kitten asked, “What do
you want to play?”

“No,” said Pooka, “you don’t understand. 1I’m your big brother and I’m supposed to teach you stuff.”
Grimalkin cocked his head to one side. His ears and eyes really were ridiculously large, Pooka thought.
“What sort of stuff?” the kitten asked.

“Magic stuff, | guess,” said Pooka. He was a bit nonplussed. The subject of magic was so big. He’d
been studying with Elsie for 2 years now and felt he’d only just begun to scratch the surface! Where to
begin?

He made up his mind. “Follow me,” he said and headed for Elsie’s herb room. Grimalkin followed
obediently.

When they arrived, Pooka leaped onto the long wooden table where Elsie mixed her concoctions. The
kitten scrambled up after him. Indicating the gleaming jars of botanicals neatly lined along the shelves,
Pooka told him: “These are herbs. Herbs are green things that grow in the earth. Each one can be used
for magic or cooking or healing...”

“Are those herbs?” cried Grimalkin staring in fascination at the bundles hanging overhead.

Pooka warmed to his subject, feeling a bit more confident now. “Yes. They’re gathered from the garden
and hung to dry before.... Hey!”

The kitten was leaping into the air, batting furiously with both paws at the bunches of herbs dangling from
the rafters.

“These are good for playing with!” Grimalkin announced happily.

“Don’t do that! They’ll fa........ ” His admonishment trailed off as one of the bundles came crashing to
the ground. Grimalkin pounced on it and began “killing” it with great delight. His teeth and hind claws
reduced Elsie’s carefully grown and harvested herbs to fragments within moments.

Grimalkin grinned up at him in satisfaction. “I like herbs. They’re fun!”

Pooka looked at the gray kitten lying in the middle of the mess on the floor. “Just wait until you discover
catnip,” he said sagely. But Grimalkin was already eyeballing the other herbs hanging from the rafters.
Pooka decided he should probably continue their herbal lesson another time.

“Come on,” he said.

They entered the parlor and Pooka showed him Elsie’s altar. Grimalkin used his claws to climb the altar
cloth, almost pulling it and the contents of the table down. It was a good thing that Pooka’s butt was
solidly planted up there to give it some extra weight.

When the kitten arrived at the top, Pooka began his instructions: “This is the altar. It’s where our witches
do most of their magic stuff.”

Grimalkin plopped his body down on the handwritten pages of Elsie’s open book. “This is a good place
for a nap!” he announced.



“It’s called a Book of Shadows,” said Pooka sternly. *“It’s where our witches write their spells, rituals and
formulas.”

“A book?” cried Grimalkin happily. “Okay. Read me a story.”
“It’s not that kind of book!” exclaimed Pooka. He was growing rather exasperated with his little brother.

Grimalkin sat up and sniffed the pages. “Too bad,” he sighed crestfallen. Then he immediately
brightened up. “Look, Pooka! This is really good for claw sharpening!” and the kitten began shredding
the pages.

“No! Don’t do that!” yelled Pooka.
Grimalkin looked up startled. “Huh? Why not?”
“This is a very special, sacred book,” explained Pooka.

“Well, I have very special, sacred claws,” countered Grimalkin. “I’m descended from a long line of kitty
Goddesses, you know. Our mother told me so. Hey! What’s this?”

He stuck his little nose in one of the jars of incense and promptly sneezed. Incense flew everywhere.
“Grimalkin, you’re making a mess!” wailed Pooka.

The kitten shook his head till his ears rattled. “Eeeuw! What was that stuff?”



Pooka buried his face in his paws. He quickly peeked up, however, when he heard the kitten cry: “Hey,
look! A toy!”

“Grimalkin, NO! * ...but it was too late. The kitten had spotted Elsie’s crystal ball and, with a mighty
swipe of his paw, knocked it off its stand. The ball went rolling across the altar and Grimalkin smacked it
again. It crashed to the floor and the kitten leaped down after it. Candlesticks went flying.

“Stop!” cried Pooka.

“Don’t worry! I’ll get it!” Grimalkin yelled as the crystal tried to escape under Elsie’s reading chair. He
hit it again and the ball skittered across the rug until smashing into the fireplace hearth.

“That was not a good toy,” announced Grimalkin sadly. “It broke into a million pieces the first time |
played with it.”

Pooka just stared at the shattered crystal in horror. “That ball wasn’t for playing with,” he finally said.
“It was for scrying.”

“What’s scrying?” asked Grimalkin.
“Seeing the future,” said Pooka numbly.

Grimalkin cocked his head to one side as he surveyed the shards of broken glass. *“I don’t think anyone
can see the future in that,” he said.

Pooka gazed around at the incense scattered all over the altar, the Book of Shadows pages that had been
shredded, the candlesticks on the ground and the shattered crystal by the hearth. He glared at his little
brother. “I can see YOUR future when Elsie finds this mess,” he growled.

Grimalkin’s eyes grew even bigger and he gulped loudly.

Drawn by the commotion, Elsie rushed into the parlor. Her face grew a scary shade of red as she took in
the damage. Pooka almost felt sorry for his little brother.....until the furious witch shook her finger at
him.

“Pooka! You were supposed to be babysitting your brother!”
The cat looked at her in astonishment. “I didn’t know that meant | was supposed to actually siz on him!”

Grimalkin went over to watch as Elsie began picking up the larger pieces of broken glass on the floor.
“Pooka says he can see the future in those,” the kitten told her, “but I don’t think so.”
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The Blessing of First Fruits
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Spiced Freezer Pickles

When its really hot and yukky outside, did you know that eating a nice cold pickle will actually make you
feel cooler? It's true...and this is an old trick used by vendors at Summer Renaissance Faires.

Since Lughnasadh is a time for canning and freezing the early harvest, why not make some easy freezer
pickles to enjoy?

Take 6 cups thinly sliced cucumbers and 2 tablespoons pickling salt.  Put them in a gallon plastic
freezer bag. Cover them with water and let them stand overnight. Then rinse and drain them. Put
them back in the bag. In a pot, combine:

1 big onion sliced pretty thin
1 Y2 cups of sugar
1 cup of white vinegar
34 cup water

1 tablespoon of pickling spices
1 tablespoon of celery seeds

1 tablespoon of whole cloves

1 teaspoon of dried mustard

Cook this over a low heat and let simmer or 5 minutes. Let the liquid cool, then strain it and pour it over
the cucumbers. Stick them in the freezer.
Defrost 8 hours in the refrigerator before eating them.

Elsie’s Boxty (Potato Pancakes)
Boxty on the griddle, boxty in the pan, If you can't make boxty, you'll never get your man

Boxty is an old traditional Irish dish that has inspired lots of poems and sayings — maybe because
everyone loves it so much! This is Elsie’s mother’s recipe. She never liked to fuss in the kitchen much,
but her Boxty always stuck her in that room because everyone kept asking for more! It's good at
breakfast with eggs or for dinner with sausage or porkchops.

In a bowl, mix enough pancake batter for four people with 1 cup of leftover mashed
potatoes. Add a tablespoon of dried parsley, a teaspoon of caraway seeds, and a tablespoon
of onion powder, 2 eggs and a sprinkling of salt and pepper. If its too thick, stir in some
milk or sour cream.

Mix it all up good then cook on a buttered griddle like you would pancakes.

Serve it with a good dollop of sour cream! Makes about 6 to 8 servings.
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(Instead of using a pole, you can staple a ribbon loop to the top and
hang your banner from a tree or balcony.)




WXt Trafifs

“In Life a little Rain Must Fall...”
and when it doesn’t, it’s time to make a

RAIN STICK

--Rayne Storm--

You Will Need: (per stick)
-- (1) Paper Towel Rolls or Mailing
envelopes
-- (1) piece of cardstock or light cardboard
(cereal box)
-- (1) Rubber Band
-- Some Masking Tape, scissors ,A Glue
Stick (Runny Glue is NOT recommended)
-- Some Aluminum Foil (for Younger
Children)

Or small nails/thumbtacks (for older
children)
-- Filler: (up to 1 cup) Rice, plastic beads,
un-popped Popcorn, wooden beads

-- Yarn, construction paper, marker, crayons, paint, beads ect.
to decorate your Rain Stick with

Instructions:

-- Trace one open end of the tube onto cardstock/cardboard, add another 3/4” — 1” around the outside of
the drawn circle. (Make two; one for now and one for later) Now cut out the larger circle and add the
little “slices” to it.



Apply a good helping of glue stick to one end of the tube about 3/4” -1” from the edge.

-- Place the cardstock circle over the end, and fold the tabs over the side, pressing it into the glue. Attach
the rubber band to hold in place. Let glue set up for 15 minutes or so.

-- Remove Rubber Band. Attach masking tape over tabs, letting the masking tape overlap on the tube.

-- Now add Filler:

*FOR YOUNG CHILDREN:
Take 1-2 small pieces of Aluminum Foil and gently
crumple it into a long shape to fit inside, loosely. Than
add your filler of rice or beads — in small amounts at a
time. Place your hand over the open end and shake gentle,
adjust with more or less beads until the sound — sounds
right to you — like a gentle rain or a down pour!

* FOR OLDER CHILDREN:

Along the spiral in the tube/paper towel roll mark out
small dots 1” apart. Poke the nails (which is short enough
to insert into the tube without going all the way through to
the other side) or thumbtacks into the tube at each dot you
marked on the spiral. Once all are in, use the masking
tape to tape over top of all the nail/thumb tack heads.
Than add your filler of rice or beads — in small amounts
at a time. Place your hand over the open end and shake gentle, adjust with more or less
beads until the sound — sounds right to you — like a gentle rain or a down pour!




-- With the other circle, you set aside earlier —
Cut “slices” into it too (if you hadn’t already).
-- On the open end of the tube, apply a good
helping of glue stick to one end of the tube
about 3/4” -1” from the edge.

-- Place the cardstock circle over the end, and
fold the tabs over the side, pressing it into the
glue. Attach the rubber band to hold in place.
Let glue set up for 15 minutes or so.

-- Remove Rubber Band. Attach masking tape
over tabs, letting the masking tape overlap on
the tube.

-- Now Decorate!!!

TO USE:

-- Make a Rain chant (or use one you already
know), and with Rain Stick in hand, go out
side, do a little dance, say a little chant and
shake up a little rain!

BOTTLE OF SUNSHINE!

And just in case you end up with too much rain.... make yourself a bottle of sunshine! In a little spray
bottle (like for watering plants, or wetting down your hair in the morning) and add to it some yellow
flowers, plants, ect. (make sure they aren’t poisonous or prickly before picking — ask a parent/guardian
first), you can even add a yellow stone or a plastic “sunshiny” waterproof object. Then leave your bottle
(leaving the spray top off the bottle) in your conjured rain until it is filled up. Once full, or mostly, attach
the spray top back on the bottle.

TO USE:

-- Make a little Sunshine Chant (or use one you know, “rain, rain go away / come again another day...”)
and with your bottle of sunshine, go out into the rain, do a little dance, say a little chant and spray the rain
away.

** Keep on hand (for up to 1 week in the fridge), to spray yourself lightly whenever you feel a little sad
and could use a little sunshine for yourself!

NOTE: Why do you add Rain water to your bottle of sunshine, when you want the rain to go away?
Because Sunshine (fire), can be a very strong and overwhelming element to work with, and little can go a
long way, so we dilute it (water it down) a bit — with its partner element, Water. :)
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Be a good Iittle witch -
and see you next time!



