Pooka’s Page for Grown-ups
Lora is not well at the moment but she did not want to disappoint our little
readers, so she’s trusted me to stand in for her this issue. That’s a big trust
right there!
This edition is a mix of new stories, new colouring pages; a fabulous
introduction to the craft of Tablet Weaving for children from Fiona Dowson
and previous articles taken from 14 years of past issues. We hope your
children will enjoy this edition just as the same.
Some contributors will be surprised – and I hope delighted – to see their
work in print again. To be honest, it was really difficult to choose pieces to reuse because there were just so many wonderful things to pick from. In the
end, I decided to go back in time as far as possible as those pieces will be very
new to our younger readers and perhaps to their parents too. Thanks to
Carmen Sanchez Bezzard, Evelien Roos, Heather Calluna Bruce and Gwydion
Pendderwen for their pieces in this issue that they didn’t know they’d
contributed!
Liliane Grenier, a very busy mum and highly sought-after commercial artist is
busier than ever. However, she still managed to create two coloring pages for
our kids on a short 24 hour notice. She is amazing!
Thank you, Liliane and thank you to all the contributors here, old and new.
Thanks also to Karen Gillies Rae for letting me borrow her cat, Lugh and
using photos of him in my story. Yes, Lugh’s a real cat too, just like Pooka and
Meg the cat with half a tail. Isn’t he gorgeous! He’s definitely dazzling in the
sun.
Lora, Pooka and I wish you all a bountiful First Fruits Harvest.
Fiona Tinker

We hope you all have a magical Lughnasadh!

Also known as Lammas, Festival of First
Fruits, First Harvest This is the first of the three harvest
celebrations. Earth’s bounty becomes ripe for
gathering. The first loaves of bread are baked
from this year’s grains. Fruits are ready to be
canned or made into pies and jams. The bounty
of the vegetable garden is preserved to feed
people during the coming winter months. In
the midst of all this activity, people still find
time to gather at County Fairs that are today’s
version of the ancient Lughnasadh Festivals.
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Elsie’s Bread
After breakfast and a leisurely bath on the cottage steps, Pooka decided to check on his catnip patch.
He’d almost reached it when a horrible noise stopped him on the graveled path. It was coming from
the cottage behind him. Wait! Was that Elsie? Was his little witch
hurt?
The cat swivelled in his tracks and began racing back. He then
slowed to a trot as his sharp ears began picking out words that
were hiding behind the noise:
“...At your Festival sounds the horn,
Calling the People again,
Child of Barleycorn,
Newly summer-born,
Ripening like the grain..”
Pooka gave a sigh that was mostly of relief. Elsie was singing.
Curious now, he continued to retrace his steps into the cottage and followed the noise toward the
kitchen. He found the girl standing at the wooden table, her floured hands happily pushing, prodding
and kneading a large mound of smooth bread dough. The cat leaped onto the table.
“You're supposed to purr while doing that,” he informed her. “And you’re doing it wrong.” He flexed
his claws, preparing to show her the correct way of kneading - the way all cats know instinctively
from birth.
“I’m doing it right,” Elsie told him loftily. “And I prefer to sing.”
“Whatever you want to call it,” muttered the cat, shaking his ears.
The witch’s hands got still and she glared down at him. “What?”

Pooka cleared his throat. “I said ‘however you want to do it.”
The witch resumed her kneading but one eyebrow rose sceptically.
The cat needed a distraction. “So…,” he said, “that dough is going to make a lot of bread for our
supper tonight,” and then added diplomatically, “I love bread!”
His ploy worked. Elsie relaxed and chuckled. “This bread is
for the Fair tomorrow. So are those…” She jerked her head
toward the kitchen counters lined with jars of herbed
honeys, butters, jellies and jams. “Sally the Flower Lady and
I are sharing a booth again this year.”
“Where did those come from?” asked Pooka. They
certainly hadn’t been there while he was eating his
breakfast!
“I’ve been making them all summer and storing them in the cellar,” said Elsie proudly. “The Country
Fairs today are an echo of the big Taltiu Fairs that were part of the Lughnasadh traditions of our
ancestors. They celebrate the beginning of the harvest season. People come from miles around,
even if they don’t understand anymore exactly what they’re celebrating or why.”
“But what about our own Lughnasadh ritual?” objected Pooka.
“Oh, we’ll have that too.”
Pooka had more questions, but the kitchen was beginning to fill with the tantalizing aroma of baked
bread. Elsie grabbed some potholders and turned toward the oven. She pulled out several loaf pans
and set them on the open window sill to cool before shoving more into the oven.
A tiny blur of wings appeared in the window. “What a lovely smell. Is it lunch time
already?” asked Thistle the Fairy. Her little hands were clasped beneath her chin as she
hovered over the bread. She was obviously waiting to be invited to stay.
“No, these are for the Fair tomorrow,” said Pooka. “Elsie and the Flower Lady have a
booth.”
The pixie’s shoulders slumped. “Oh,” she said. She then perked up and suggested, “Maybe I should
test them for you? You want them to be top-notch for the Fair, after all!”
“I’m pretty sure they’re fine,” grinned Elsie. “Leave them alone.”
Thistle pouted. She then found a perch on the shelf between the flour and sugar canisters. For the
rest of the day, she watched as Elsie turned out loaves of all different sorts of delicious breads.

As dusk turned the sky to violet, the fairy finally left, darting out the open window with a cheery
wave. Pooka and Elsie settled down to their supper - a yummy stew with freshly baked bread.
Elsie tidied the kitchen while Pooka perched at the table and worked on his Magical Lessons.
Soon it was bedtime.
Pooka didn’t know what woke him. But his head popped up and his ears and whiskers were suddenly
alert. There it was… a noise downstairs!
He glanced at his witch, softly snoring on her pillow. Okay, if it was a
Scary Thing down there, she’d have woken. He slinked off the bed,
down the stairs and crept toward the kitchen. His excellent night
vision didn’t even need the moonlight pouring through the open
window to see what was afoot.
“Oh my gods and goddesses! This one is so good!” sighed little Thistle
ecstatically. Her teensy cheeks were bulging as she chewed a morsel
of Elsie’s Sweet Blue Cheese bread.
Pooka looked around the kitchen. Every loaf had a tiny corner
missing!
“Thistle!”
The fairy jumped, swallowed and looked at him with wide guilty eyes.
“I’ll have to tell Elsie,” sighed the cat.
Thistle’s eyes got even bigger. “Oh Pooks! Do you have to? Maybe you could say YOU were to one
who tasted them? After all, I’m your Friend!”
Pooka looked at her sternly. “But Elsie is my Best Friend. And what you did was wrong.”
The pixie hung her head. Her flaxen bangs covered her eyes but not her red guilty cheeks. “I know,”
she said. “But they WERE so yummy! As good as they smelled. I’m sorry.”
“Yeah, I get it,” said Pooka. “But, I still have to tell her if she notices…”
In the morning, Elsie did notice. “What happened to the corners of my loaves?” she exclaimed
looking around at all of them.
“Ummm… Thistle decided to sneak in and sample them in the night,” said the cat reluctantly.
“Oh, Thistle!” sighed Elsie shaking her head. She looked around the kitchen at all the loaves of bread.
“Well, I don’t have time to make more. I’ll just have to tell customers what happened and hope they
don’t mind.”

Her wagon was soon loaded. They had a quick breakfast and then headed through the forest, over
the hills of farmland and toward the Village. Edgar, Elsie’s crow, flew overhead, cawing excitedly. He
loved the fair… especially the kernels of popped corn that children tended to drop.
As they arrived, colorful flags were already flying, music was playing and the games were starting.
People began streaming through the entrance. Sally the Flower Lady had their booth already set up.
She was hanging floral wreaths and setting out bags of potpourri and fragrant sachets. Elsie hurriedly
began adding her own products.
A couple of elderly women from a neighboring town appeared
at the booth.
“Look, Myrtle, lavender honey and fresh bread!” said the
taller one.
Myrtle leaned over for a closer look. “The corner of the bread
is missing,” she frowned.
“I’m sorry,” said Elsie sadly from the other side of the counter.
“I left the bread out to cool last night and a fairy came and ate
some.”
Myrtle raised a pair of glasses that were on a chain around her neck and perched them on her nose.
“Every loaf has a corner missing,” she observed.
Elsie hung her head. “Yes, the fairy decided to taste each one.”
Myrtle straightened up with a look of delight. “Flossy,” she exclaimed. “Isn’t that cute? This bread is
Fairy tested and approved. It must be good!”
Her taller friend moved in to see. “If that isn’t the sweetest advertising gimmick ever,” Flossy
exclaimed. “I’ll take three loaves.” She then called out to a woman shopping at the next booth over.
“Lucy, this girl says her bread is so good that fairies nibbled on it during the night. You absolutely
must get some!”
She wagged a teasing finger at Elsie, “Very clever, my dear!”

Word traveled through the Fair and by mid-morning, all of Elsie’s bread loaves were gone.
The little witch grinned at her cat. “Remind me to bake a loaf for Thistle when we get home,” she
said.

From Elsie’s friends, Evelien, Eleanor and Andy in the Netherlands comes this wonderful recipe:

Lammas Quiche
with corn, smoked salmon and chives
Serves: 6

For the dough:
7 ounces of plain white flour
1/2 cup water
3 ounces butter
Pinch of salt
For the filling:
10 1/2 ounces of dried peas or beans for
"blind" baking 5 ounces of fresh corn
grain, straight from the cob Butter
Freshly ground pepper
Salt
Nutmeg
8/10 cup milk
8/10 cup cream
3 eggs
2 egg yolks
2 tbsp chopped chives
5 ounces smoked salmon in slices
3 ounces of grated cheese

Preparation:
Mix all ingredients for the dough and knead thoroughly. Let the
dough rest under a cloth on a cool, dry and draft free spot. Dust
your working space with some flour and roll the dough to 3/4
inches thickness. Butter a 10 inch pie dish with a minimum height
of 1 inch and dust this also with flour.
Cover bottom and sides with dough and press down slightly. Let a bit
of dough hang over the sides and set a bit of dough aside for finishing
touches.
Heat the oven to 338 degrees Fahrenheit. Cover the dough with
aluminium foil and fill with the dried peas or beans.
Bake the dough `blind´ for about 15 minutes.
Take from the oven and let cool. Remove the foil with the peas and check the dough for holes. If
necessary use the remaining dough to fill these. Cut off the excess dough outside of the dish.
Make the filling:
Freshen the corn grains under the cold tap and soften them by boiling them in unsalted water for 20
minutes.
Again freshen the corn and drain them well.
Melt a small pad of butter in a pan and add the corn grains. Season with freshly ground pepper.
Boil the milk and cream with 1 ounce of butter. Season with a dash of nutmeg, freshly ground pepper
and salt.
Beat the eggs and yolks in a bowl. Mix the cream with the eggs, stirring slowly. Sieve this mixture and
let cool slightly.
Now add the chives.
Cut the smoked salmon slices in thin strips. Mix the salmon, corn and half the grated cheese and fill
the pie.
Then put in the egg-cream mixture and cover this with the rest of the cheese. Bake the quiche for
45 minutes on 302 degrees Fahrenheit. Serve with a fresh salad.

(Images from clipart)

Rose Geranium, with its soft bright green leaves and dainty little purple flowers, is an easy plant for
you to grow. You can put it in a pot or stick it in the ground. Indoors or out. And it smells so good
whenever you brush past it that you’ll want to just scoop its branches up in your arms and give it a
hug!
If you can’t resist the hug and accidentally break off a branch, that’s
okay too. Just stick the branch in some dirt, water it and soon you’ll
have a brand new rose geranium - and that’s a good thing, because
you can never have too much of this marvelous plant.
Put it on a cut and it will stop the bleeding. A poultice of the leaves is
even good for bruises. It kills nasty old germs (antiseptic) and helps
remove the inflammation when a boo-boo gets all red and hot.
It’s especially good if you have an older brother or sister who gets bumps on their faces. Suggest
they rinse their face each night for a week in a rose geranium tea and see the difference!
Rose geranium has a magical, uplifting property. When someone is sad and depressed, smelling
the fragrance of this humble little plant can work wonders to help them feel happy again.
In magic, it’s good for love and friendship spells. When it seems like everyone’s cranky and
quarrelling in your home, simmer some leaves in a cauldron on the hearth or a pot on the stove.
Peace will be restored! A couple of the soft leaves slipped into your pillowcase at night will help
you sleep and have beautiful dreams.

Elsie’s recipe for a Magic Friendship Cake:
Think about your friends and the people you love as you light a pink candle in your kitchen. Now,
make a white or golden sheet cake according to the recipe on the box. Add an extra teaspoon of

vanilla and a teaspoon of almond extract. Pour into a pan and cover the top of the batter with rose
geranium leaves before placing in the oven. When the cake is done, remove the leaves and let the
cake cool.

Icing Glaze:
While the cake is baking, make a very strong tea of rose geranium
leaves. Strain the leaves out. Then, in a bowl, put 2 cups of powdered
(confectioner’s) sugar, 1 tablespoon of softened butter, ½ teaspoon
vanilla and ¼ teaspoon salt.
Stir in 3 to 4 Tablespoons of the tea until it’s smooth and slightly
thinner than regular frosting. Now, ice your cake and decorate the top
with sliced strawberries and fresh mint leaves.
Share the cake with people you care about. Its magic will help
strengthen old friendships and form bonds with new friends.

A Letter From Scotland
Dear Little Witches,
Angus Óg and Bride had spent the time since the summer Solstice
making sure all was well in Scotland and Ireland; and for sure it
seemed to be. The lands were green and food grew in the fields. The
first harvest was just about ready and the time to celebrate it would follow the gathering-in. Angus
knew there was work to do still, but for the moment he’d eavesdrop on his two favourite little
friends, Attila the Bun and Meg the cat with half a tail.
Angus stayed invisible so he could surprise them. Instead, he was the one surprised. The animals
were glum and a little out of sorts. Both Attila and Meg lurked under their favourite bush near the
Mound of the Sidhe and an air of gloom floated around them.
“It’s boring,” sighed Attila. “We can’t go to the
Puck Fair again this year. They’ve had to cancel
it this year too.”
“I know,” wailed Meg. “It can’t be helped and all
that, but I was so looking forward to seeing King
Puck crowned once more.”
Both the cat and the rabbit let out a groan and
then stared into the distance at nothing in
particular.
Angus Óg felt very sad to see his two beloved
little friends like this. He understood how they
felt – the world had been strange for almost two years. Everyone knew why huge crowds were still
not a great idea. But it was hard on rabbits, on cats and on people when all the big exciting things,
like Ireland’s wonderful Puck Fair, were put on hold. Angus frowned as he thought about ways to
make Lughnasadh special for his two animal friends.
Then he smiled his cheeky, mischievous smile. The deep purple light that acted as a bridge between
the world of the Sidhe and the human world glowed and pulsed as magic was called in to being.

“Ooooh,” said Meg to Attila, as his half a tail began to buzz
and throb. “There’s magic…”
But he didn’t finish his thought because in front of them,
where there had only been grass a moment before, sat a
magnificent white cat, shining in the sun. This cat sparkled
and spangled and glinted and glimmered. His blue eyes
stared knowingly at Meg and Attila.
Meg and Attila stared back, confused.
“Who… who are you?” stammered Attila the Bun. Meg just stared, with his usual surprised expression
on his face.
The cat turned a proud head towards them. “I am Lugh Lamh-fada, the Shining
One,” he said. “This is my festival, named after me. I am here to challenge Meg
the cat with half a tail in cat Lughnasadh games. The prize will be the title of The
High King of Cats. You will need cunning. You will need skill. You will need courage
beyond courage. Do you have these things? Do you accept my challenge or are you
a scardey-cat?”
Lugh stared at Meg, and then added, “You should also know that I graduated from
kitten school after six years of study with the highest of honours.”
Meg felt his fur bristle a little. He knew he wasn’t the bravest or smartest of cats.
He’d left kitten school as soon as he could - which was just after they’d taught him
all the cat tricks to avoid eating the tablets humans insisted on trying to feed cats
at times. Meg was proud that he’d come top of his class in eating around the
tablet sneakily disguised in food; spitting the pill out thirty yards after his human
thought he’d swallowed it and, if all else failed, simply throwing it up again. What
else did a cat really need to know? And what was this cat doing here?
Angus Óg made himself visible. “I think this is an excellent challenge, Meg. We can have our own
Lughnasadh games here on the mound.”
Attila the Bun nodded enthusiastically. After all, Lugh had not challenged him so he was determined
to enjoy whatever happened next. Meg just nodded. If Angus thought it was a good idea, then it had
to be… surely?
Lugh smiled a confident smile. Meg groaned inside – what had he let himself in for? Meg noticed that
some Sidhe folk had come out from the mound to see what the fuss was and were now settling down
to enjoy whatever shenanigans this strange cat had in mind.

Lugh spoke again. “It is a cat bragging competition,” he said, “to show which of us deserves the title
of High King of Cats.” With that, he turned to Angus Óg, Attila the Bun and the assorted Sidhe folk.
“I can stretch in three different directions at once,” Lugh said, boldly. “Do you have a cat that can do
that?”
“We do,” answered Angus Óg, patting Meg’s head gently.
“I can balance and jump in five different directions at once and always land on my feet,” Lugh said,
proudly. “Do you have a cat that can do that?”
“We do. Well, most of the time. The half a tail causes balance problems sometimes,” admitted Angus
Óg.
Lugh looked smug.
Meg sighed. It wasn’t his fault his tail got caught in the door of the fairy
mound years ago – well, mostly not his fault. He cringed at the memory
of being chased from the mound for stealing a bannock, the heavy rock
door being slammed on him… and half his tail being left behind because
he hadn’t been quick enough in making his escape.
“I can stalk and pounce on my prey so silently it never knows what has
happened,” Lugh said, boastfully. “Do you have a cat that can do that?”
“We do,” answered Angus Óg. “But we’re not always happy about it.”
Lugh ignored the criticism in Angus’s comment.
“I can yowl so loud it hurts human ears,” Lugh said, bombastically. “Do you have a cat that can do
that?”
“We certainly do!” answered the Lord of the Mound, who’d been quietly enjoying the boasting game.
Meg looked a little ashamed, thinking of other times he’d been chased away by the summer faeries
because the noise of his singing was ruining their music.
Lugh looked a little put out at the support Meg received. However, he was not a cat to be put off a
plan very easily, so he continued:
“I can sleep in the most awkward of places and positions; places where lesser cats may fear to tread,”
Lugh said, smugly. “Do you have a cat that can do that?”
“We do,” laughed Angus Óg. “Meg can sleep on a sunbeam, snooze on starlight and meander back on
a moonbeam.”

“Ah,” said Lugh the Shining One cat, not in the least bothered by Angus’s support for Meg, “but do
you have a cat who can do ALL of these things at once?”
With that comment, Lugh became a fast, shimmering, glimmering streak of white fur that only
paused for a sliver of time when showing sleep. He moved so fast and so gracefully that even Meg,
who’d been sulking a little, was impressed.
Lugh came to a stop as quickly as he’d started. “Do you agree
I am the High King of Cats? That I, Lugh, am the Master
Crafts-cat who outshines all other cats?”
Meg gulped. Maybe he should have stayed in kitten school
just a little longer? He was about to answer yes to Lugh’s
question and agree that he was indeed the High King of Cats
when Angus said, “Ah, but there is one cat craft you seem to
have forgotten to bluster about, Lugh.”
Lugh turned his bright blue eyes on Angus Óg. “And what is
that?” he said, haughtily.
“The magicking of bannocks!” shouted Attila the Bun.
Meg grinned. “Can you do that?” he asked, “because I can.” All the pride common to cats was back in
Meg’s voice now. Truth to tell, he’d been a little intimidated by the beautiful, shining and clever
visiting cat. But no more!
Meg felt his magic half a tail buzz and power gather. “Bannocks come by magic laws. Bannocks now
between my paws,” he sang, softly.
Suddenly the air was filled with the smell and sound of bannocks cooking and bannocks being slapped
onto the ground in front of them. Bannocks appeared around them, tens and tens of them piled high.
“STOP, Meg!” came a muffled scream from under a small hillock of bannocks. With tears of laughter
in his eyes, Angus freed Attila the Bun from beneath the bread.
Meg looked surprised. He’d hoped his magic would work but he’d never thought it would work that
well. Then he saw the Lord of the Mound give him a wink and he understood he may have had a little
help from the Sidhe folk. No matter, what Lugh didn’t know wouldn’t hurt. Meg smiled to himself. He
knew where he belonged.
“Lugh,” he said. “I’m happy for you to be the High King of Cats. I don’t want that. It’s not for me. I’m
happy here in the two worlds I live in. There’s enough to be doing with that and with keeping Attila
amused too, I’m busy and content. You be the King and a long reign to you.”

In return, Lugh grinned back at Meg. “I’m happy in my human world too,”
he said. “Angus just asked me to visit and play the boasting game of the
warriors from the old days and old stories. It was fun, wasn’t it?”
Meg the cat with half a tail and Attila the Bun burst out laughing. Trust
Angus to make a disappointment over Lughnasadh plans into a pleasure
and joy!
Angus Óg beamed at the Sidhe folk, Meg, Attila and Lugh. “About these
bannocks…” he began.
But Meg, always a bannock-greedy cat, had started eating already.

Enjoy Lughnasadh but don’t try to sleep on sunbeams – leave that to the
cats!
Till next time,
Fiona Tinker

Pooka thought you might like to see a picture
of him when he went to Kitten School too.
Looks like he paid more attention than Meg!

Lammas/Lughnasadh Ritual
by Momma Witch Carmen

This is a time to honor Lugh the Sun God who shines his bright, warm rays to nurture the crops and
who also loves to play games of strength. We also honor our Harvest Mother/Grain Goddess who
helped by bringing forth the bounty from the Earth. Together, because of their joining together we
can share in the harvest of grains, corn, berries, nuts, herbs and veggies too. This holiday is also called
the Lammas or the Bread Festival as the grains where that were gathered were to make different kind
of breads.
You can plan a Lughnasadh Ritual and invite your friends and family to take part in it with you.
Take your time and think wondrous and fun thoughts of the first harvest as you prepare your altar
and share your ritual.
What you will need;
1. A small bowl of 0ats or Grain (for North - Earth)
2. A Leaf or Feather (for East - Air)
3. A Sun or bright Flower(for South – Fire)
4. Small Bowl of Water or Sea Shell (for West - Water)
5. Small Pitcher of Apple Cider and Bread or Bite size Corn Muffins (for the Fruit
and Grain Offering of the Harvest) “I bet this is making you hungry already.”
6. A twig wand (for casting your circle) tie a few gold, yellow, or red ribbons on it
7. A battery candle decorated with gold and red ribbons or painted with
gold and red designs. (for the Spirit of the Harvest Mother and the Grain
God)
8. Pentacle (Color the Lammas Pentacle on the next page and cut it out to use on
your altar if you don’t have a Pentacle)

Note: You will be sharing a harvest drink and beverage so you will also need a
small paper cup for each person. In our Circle we like to call them our ‘sacred
paper cups!”
Below are images to be colored, cut out and placed on your altar to help you remember the
direction and the element.

Decorate your Altar – Look at the ‘drawing’ below to use as a guide for placing your items. Use the
items listed above or any others you would like if you don’t have some of the items. You might
want to draw your own symbols, color them, cut them out and place on your altar.
Any work done with your hands is very magical and sacred.

Take a walk outside and gather any other Lammas
items such as herbs, grains, fruits, nuts, acorns,
berries and flowers. Fill in the empty spots on your
altar with these harvest items and maybe even some
goodies from your kitchen; with your parent’s
permission of course.
When you are happy with your Lammas Altar it is
time to begin your ritual. The very first thing you
should do is say your own private blessing of your
altar. It could be words like below but just remember
that it is perfectly wonderful to use whatever words
you would like.

My altar is my sacred place that brings a smile to my
face.
God and Goddess watch over me and my friends and
family.
So Mote It Be”

At this time it would be so nice if you would take a picture of your altar to share with Pooka Pages
later. We love seeing what you have created.

Gather friends and family around your Altar – (If you asked them to bring harvest items for your altar
ask them to put them on the altar now)
Cast your Circle and Call in the Elements
Take your wand from the altar and stand facing toward East. Pointing your wand out in front of
you, feel the energy of your wand flowing to your fingertips. Turn slowly clockwise until you come
back to east again while saying:
“From the east the air is blowing, from the south the Sun brings heat,
From the west the water is cooling, from the north the earth soothes our
feet.” “We welcome the blessings of the elements and know that they will
be with us in our celebration and stay with us when we leave. So Mote It
Be.”
Blessing of the Grain God, Harvest Mother Goddess and Spirit
While still holding your wand, walk to the front of the altar and face north. Point your wand straight
up to the sky while saying:
“The Spirit of the golden harvest blesses us today.”
Then place your wand back on the altar. Turn on your battery candle and say:
“Oh great Grain God and Harvest Mother,
We are happy to celebrateyour gifts from the earth.
Thank You! So Mote It Be!”
Turn On Your Heart Light
Place your hand in the person’s hand to your left. Turn on your heart light energy by smiling at that
person and squeezing their hand. Then say:
“My heart light shines bright like the Lammas Sun,
as I celebrate the first harvest and share with everyone.”
Each person does this around the Circle until all hands are joined. Then together you all say:
“We have made a harvest of our energy and shared it with each other.
We are filled with the love of the Grain God and the Harvest Mother. So Mote It Be!”
Sharing the Lammas Fruit and Grain Harvest (Remember to not drink or eat all of the
offering…you should always give back to the earth and nature’s creatures.)
Pass the sacred paper cups around. Pour a little apple cider into each cup; you might want to ask an
adult to help you. It always makes me happy when I can help out. Ask a friend to pass the bread around
for each person to take a piece. Before eating and drinking everyone should say:
“We drink and we eat the blessings of the Lammas harvest! So Mote It Be!"

Then gather the leftovers and place them back on your altar. After ritual is over you may pour the
cider onto the earth and sprinkle some bread offerings as well. Do the same with any other items
on your altar that can nourish the earth.
What Lammas Means
Everyone should hold up their Lammas item and one at a time share what it means to them. This is
a great way to learn about the Sabbat and how others see it as well.
Chant of the First Harvest of Three – ‘Harvest Mother, Lugh Sun King’
Celebrating with song and dance is so much fun. The God and Goddess love to hear voices singing
loud with praise. So step back from the altar and stretch your hands up to the sky and wave them
around. Move that energy. Turn around in circles and clap your hands.
When you are all energized sing this Harvest Chant with joy, happiness and fun. It is sung to the
tune of ‘Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star.” So hum that a bit before you start. It’s ok to practice it a bit
and in our circle we like to sing three times. On the third time we get to know the words really well
and sometimes we don’t even have to look at the words by then.
Harvest Mother, Lugh Sun King
Lammas day is what you bring.
With the Earth, with Sun and Rain,
You bless us with corn and grain,
Fruits and nuts and veggies ripe,
We can’t wait to take a bite.
Harvest Mother, Lugh Sun King
Lammas day is what you bring.
On this first harvest of three
We gather friends and family.
We play games for Lugh this morn.
We bake bread and shuck some corn,
Harvest Mother, Lugh Sun King
Lammas day is what you bring.
Celebrating what has grown;
In our sacred Harvest Home.
Harvest Mother, Lugh Sun King
Lammas day is what you bring.
Energizing the Earth Farewell Meditation
The Earth has used up so much energy for this first harvest and you can help to re-energize her.
Once again raise your hands to the sky. Feel the energy flowing into your hands, down your
arms and flowing right to your heart. Softly and slowly chant:
“Farewell the center, the earth and the water,
Farewell the fire and the air that’s all around,

Farewell the Grain God, the Harvest Mother and my friends,
Farewell this sacred space until we meet again.”
Bring your hands down to your sides and look down towards your heart.
Send some of the energy to your feet.
Walk slowly and softly around your circle in a clockwise direction. Think of the earth as a cloud.
Stay silent and take slow, deep breaths.
When you are back to your beginning spot, sit down on the grass. Place the palm of your hands on
the earth.
Close your eyes and stretch your fingers in the grass. Send your energies to the earth.
Open your eyes and look at each other…you all should feel rested and have a smile.
Circle Opening
Stand up and join hands and say:
Our Harvest Circle has ended,
Yet our Harvest of love and friendship remains.
So Mote It Be!

Now go enjoy some games and your first harvest feast.

Witch Crafts

Magical Weaving
by Fiona Dowson

Weaving is magical.
Spells are woven.
Loads of things are woven.
It’s a really witchy thing to do. Take thread and weave it into
something lovely, usually as a gift for a friend.
Presents you make are worth so much more than anything you just buy. By making a gift
you weave your own energy into it. There’s a little bit of you inside that gift.
Tablet weaving is really easy. That’s a secret so don’t tell
anyone. Most people think weaving is really difficult.
You don’t need a loom to tablet weave. All you need are some
small cards. Some people even call this card weaving.
You don’t even need a frame. Take a stool, or even a chair if
you place it on a table, turn it upside down and use the legs to
tie your weaving to. Easy!
If you’d like to learn how to do this why not take a look at my YouTube video Tablet
Weaving For Children Here and check out Shelagh Lewin’s website Here
which has loads of info on it.
Cards are easy to make. All you need is some card, a hole puncher and
different coloured pens.
You thread different coloured wool through the holes in the cards then
make the pattern by turning the cards

There are plenty of patterns you can make. Many of them
are really easy and still look really good.
Why not find yourself some cereal packets and a pair of
scissors and make some square cards, punch holes in
them to thread the warp through and have a go. All the
info you need is on the YouTube video and Shelagh’s
website.
You can make a friendship band in an afternoon.
It really is magical.
Enjoy!

Quick Craft Work – Corn Husk Dolly

Harvest Spirit Dolls
by Heather Calluna Bruce

Spirit dolls have been used throughout history by cultures all over the world for healing,
protection, spells, and much more. You will learn how to make a harvest spirit doll to call
forth abundance of a good harvest in the coming season.

What you will need:
Air dry clay
2 sticks (one about 12” for
the body and one about 8”
for the arms) String
Scissors
Pencil
Wax paper
Floss
Cuttings of wheat or other grains
Feathers, flowers or other
seasonal cuttings to mix
with the grains
Fabric scraps cut into strips (oranges, browns, reds, yellows, greens)
Beads, glitter, sequins, or any other supplies you would like to
decorate your doll
*Optional* clay face mold

1. Tie your two sticks together with the string to make
a “t”. Cut off the extra string.
2. Make your base to hold the doll by taking a fist
full of the clay and roll it into a ball. Set it on the wax
paper and press it down firmly to flatten just the
bottom.
3. Stick your “t” into the base and
press the clay firmly around it.
4. Make the head by rolling another fist full of clay into a ball.
Now you can make a face on it with your beads or face mold if
you have one, or you can also leave it blank if you like. How you
decorate it is completely up to you so use your imagination and
have fun with it. We used a mold for one doll and made a face
from beads on the other.

5. Bundle your grains, feathers, and flowers with the floss. Cut off any extra long stems.
Make a hole in the top of the head with the pencil and insert the bundle firmly.
We tied yarn for hair around one of our bundles to make a harvest Goddess doll and
inserted small sticks in the head for antlers for a God doll.
6. Press the head onto the top of the “t”. This is where you may have to add a little
more clay to your base if the head makes the “t” top heavy.
7. Tie the strips of fabric, ribbon, and yarn to the “t” to make
the doll’s clothing. We found it was easier
to start at the bottom and work your way
up to the arms. Now let your doll dry until
the clay is hardened.

Harvest Spirit Blessing
May the harvest spirits watch over the
growing fields, To bring forth abundance
of Earth’s bountiful yields.
Gifting us with the grains, vegetables, and fruits
to eat, How blessed we are for this wonderful
treat. ~Blessed Be~

Pooka’s Poetry Page
LUGHNASAD DANCE
by Gwydion Pendderwen
Lugh, the light of summer bright
Clothed all in green
Tailtiu, his mother true
Rise up and be seen
At your festival sounds the horn,
Calling the people again
Child of barleycorn, newly summer-born
Ripening like the grain
Lugh grew tall from spring to fall
Then sought to find a wife
But Balor came and made his claim
And swore to take Lugh's life
The two did fight from morn till night
When Lugh did strike him one
Balor's eye flew in the sky
And there became the sun
Lugh was wed and made his bed
With Erinn in the north
And there they lay through many a day
And soon a child came forth
The child grew tall from spring to fall
Setanta was his name
But then at length, by honor's strength
Cuchulain he became
You can listen to Gwydion singing his poem here: Lughnasad Dance

Saving Seeds

Pooka watched

flowers into a

Elsie shake some dried

bag. "What are you doing?"

asked. "I'm saving the

Pooka

seeds to plant next year",

Elsie told him. Then he saw her gathering dried

beans and putting them into an
envelop
e.

"Why are you doing that?"

Pooka asked. "I'm saving them to

plant next year", said

served

Elsie. That night

peas with their supper.

Elsie

Pooka did not like

peas. He shoved them to one side. "Why are you doing that?"

asked Elsie. "I'm saving them to plant next year," smiled

Pooka.

Pooka would like to wish everyone whose birthday falls between August 1st and September

20th a very happy birthday! He is sorry he didn’t

manage to do a birthday list this time but he is

thinking of you all. Have a wonderful day!

