
Pooka's Page for Grownups...

Sometimes, when writing a story, everything just flows.  Most of the
time, I have to pace the floor, bang my head on the desk a few times
and, finally, get up and go for a walk in the hills before an idea will
come to me.  After that, the story will practically write itself.
But occasionally, I have an idea.  I love the idea.  It will make a great
story!
I sit down to tell it, but the words just won't come out "right".  So, I start a fresh page and try
again.  And again... And, finally, I sigh and realize this story just isn't ready to be written yet.
Perhaps it needs to "cook" inside of me a bit longer.
But now, the deadline for the magazine is here and I'm out of time!  So, I look back in the archives
and find a Pooka story from some years back that, hopefully, most of our readers haven't seen
before or, if they have, will perhaps enjoy again.
That's what happened with this issue.

Happily, the rest of the magazine is all brand new stuff!

Fiona's Letter from Scotland tells all about Pooka's visit to her.  The little cat had a wonderful
time with his "Aunt Fiona".  And, despite the teasing he
put up with from her rabbits and cats, Pooka thought his
new Scottish bunnet looked very handsome. He proudly
modeled it for a painting when he returned home and
you'll see the portrait in her letter.)

Recently, on our Facebook page, many people expressed
enthusiasm regarding material for older children.  So,
I'm delighted that, in this issue, we have a new "Growing

Up Pagan" story about Leah's adventures from Raven Moonshadow. Raven doesn't always have time
to write, but when she does, it's a real treat and this story contains valuable lessons for us all
about embracing the changes in our lives.

The rest of our Team has done a Bang Up job as well.  Carmen's Lammas Ritual is one the whole
family can enjoy; Liliane's Lughnasadh Coloring Activity is sure to stimulate your child's own
creativity and Calluna's WitchCraft project is one that everyone will want to make.  And there's
plenty more besides!

So, we all hope you enjoy this issue and that you have a blessed and
bountiful Lughnasadh!

from Lora, Pooka and the Team



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, such as lemons, berries and peaches, are ready to be canned or made into pies and
jams. 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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Camping Out

Elsie was busily bundling the herbs she’d just harvested. She wrapped
the stems tightly with twine before hanging them from the wooden beams overhead.

Perched on the table next to her, Pooka batted playfully at the stray leaves that had come loose.
They went flying off the table and scattered over the floor.

“I’m going to have to sweep all those up, you know,” scolded the witch.
The cat just yawned and stretched.  Not his problem.
Suddenly a figure in the open herb room door blocked the light coming in from the garden.
“Hi, Nathan!” said Elsie.
“Hey!” he answered. He propped his fishing pole against the wall and dropped a sleeping bag on the

floor.  “Want to camp out tonight?  The weather's perfect!”
Elsie looked up eagerly. “That sounds fun!”
Pooka bounced to his paws.  “Can I go too?” he asked.
“Sure!” grinned Nathan but Elsie shook her finger at him and said,  “Only if you behave!”
“How long will it take you guys to get ready?” the boy asked.
Elsie hastily tied and hung up the last bundle of herbs, grabbed a big basket and headed toward the

kitchen.  “Just as long as it takes to get some blankets and pack a few groceries.”
Pooka leaped down from the table and then he and Nathan trailed after Elsie through the cottage

and into the kitchen.  The basket was now sitting on the table and already held a pot, a pan and a small
pitcher. As they walked in, the girl was adding a lemon and a little bag of sugar.

“What’s that for?” asked Nathan.
“So we can have lemonade,” she said.
“Lemonade’s always good!” said Nathan.  He then watched as she tossed in an onion and some

herbs.  He raised his eyebrows.
“To flavor the fish you’ll catch for our supper,” explained Elsie.
A bag of oatmeal along with a little packet of cinnamon was added next. “Breakfast?” asked Pooka.
The witch nodded and the cat was relieved when she did not put any raisins in the basket.  He hated

raisins in his oatmeal.
As though reading his mind, Elsie told him, “I’m hoping there will still be some blackberries on the

bushes.”
Pooka purred.  He DID like blackberries in his oatmeal!
Once the basket was packed, Elsie rolled some blankets around her pillow, tied it all with rope and

away they went.
They found a perfect clearing by the stream and Nathan went to gather firewood while Elsie set up

their camp.  Pooka practiced racing up and down trees and annoying the squirrels.



Before long, Nathan was back and they had a cheery little fire built, but Elsie noticed that the boy
kept rubbing and scratching his legs.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.
“I dunno,” he said.  “My legs keep itching and burning.”
Elsie bent over and looked more closely.  “Well, Blessed Be, Nathan!  You must have stumbled into a

patch of stinging nettle.  Hang on a minute…”
She went to the basket, got her little cooking pot and filled it with water from the stream. Then she

dumped in the small sack of oatmeal and the cinnamon.
Pooka dashed down from one of the trees and galloped over.  “Oh boy!  Is it time to eat?” he asked.
Elsie shook her head as she stirred the pot. “No.  Nathan’s got stinging nettle rash.  This will fix it.”
“Oh,” said Pooka and immediately lost interest.  He went back to climbing trees.
The little witch spread the oatmeal paste over the rash on Nathan’s legs.  “Wow!  It’s working

already!” he exclaimed.
“Leave it on for a while and then you can rinse it off in the stream,” Elsie told him.
By the time he did that, the itching was gone, the redness had almost completely disappeared, and

Nathan’s good spirits were fully restored. “Want to look for blackberries?” he asked.
“Sure!” said Elsie and grabbed the empty oatmeal sack in case they found any.
They had to look carefully.  There were only a few morsels of fruit remaining here and there on the

brambles.  All of a sudden, Nathan yelled, “Ouch!”
Elsie dropped the bag and rushed over to him.  “What happened?  Did you get poked by a thorn?”

she asked anxiously.
“No!  I got stung by a bee!”  Nathan was shaking his hand in the air and grimacing with pain.
“Hold still and let me see.”
“It hurts!” he said.
“Hold still!” she ordered.
Nathan held still and let Elsie examine his hand.  She delicately scraped the stinger out with her

fingernail, and then led him back to the campsite.



Pooka, who’d been in some bushes pretending he was a wild tiger, heard her digging in the basket
and came dashing over.  “Is it time to eat now?” he asked.

“No,” said Elsie.  “Nathan got stung by a bee.”  She pulled the onion out, cut it in half and handed it
to the boy.  “Here,” she said.  “Rub this on it.”

“An onion?” asked Pooka and Nathan at the same time.
“Yes,” nodded Elsie. “The onion will make it stop hurting.”
In a short time, Nathan’s hand felt a lot better.  He decided to go fishing.  Elsie said she’d stay and

tend the fire so Pooka, who was tired of playing jungle tiger, offered to go with him.
But before long, they both came rushing back to camp.
“What now?” exclaimed Elsie.  Nathan was slapping himself all over with both hands.  “Dang blasted

mosquitoes!” he yelled.  “The fishing hole’s swarming with them!” and, indeed, now that he was closer,
the little witch could see that her friend was covered with angry red bites.  She opened the basket again.

Pooka ran over and peered in.  “Is it time to….”  The witch gave him a look and the little cat sighed.
“I guess not,” he said.

Elsie pulled the lemon out this time and cut it into pieces.  “Dab these on the bites,” she told Nathan.
He did.  There were a lot of bites and it took a while, but gradually they stopped itching.

By now, it was almost dark.  The 3 friends sat on a log and stared at the fire.
“I’m hungry,” said Pooka.  “I don’t suppose there’s anything left in the basket for our supper?”  He

didn’t sound very hopeful.
Elsie just looked at him.
“Breakfast is gone too?” asked the little cat mournfully.
The witch nodded.
“Sure could go for some lemonade,” sighed Nathan.
“We used the lemon on your mosquito bites,” Elsie reminded him.
There were a few minutes of silence and then Pooka said, again, “I’m hungry.”
Suddenly, Nathan’s head shot up as a thought occurred to him.  “My grandmother’s making a big

pot of stew tonight,” he told them.  “With garlic bread!  And she was baking apple pies this morning
when I left.  Want to camp out at my
house?”

"Let's go!" grinned Elsie. Pooka had
already jumped off the log and was
galloping down the trail.



Pooka sprawled on the wooden table in the herb room as Elsie smashed and ground herbs in her mortar.
The fresh herbs smelled pretty good – though not as good as catnip!
“What are we making?” he asked.
The little witch smiled and raised an eyebrow. “ ‘WE’ are making a lotion for bug bites,” she said.
The cat slapped his tail lazily against the table.  “And we’re doing this…why?  Bugs don’t bother us.”
Elsie laughed.  “Maybe they don’t bother YOU.  But they bother people.”
Pooka rested his chin on his paws and smiled.  He figured this was yet another reason why cats were
superior to most humans…

In the story, don’t you think it was a good thing Elsie packed those things in her basket before they all
went camping?  Besides being good to eat, the things she brought were all natural remedies.

Oatmeal - Is excellent for rashes like stinging nettle, poison ivy or poison oak.  It sooths the skin while
pulling out the toxins from the plants. Make it into a paste, and smear it over the rash.  Or, if the rash is
all over your body, make a big soupy pot of oatmeal, strain the liquid into a bath and dump the solid
mushy part into an old nylon stocking secured at the top with a rubber band.  Use the stocking to wash
all over as you sit in the bath.  With either the paste or the bath, make sure the water is barely warm.
Hot water will make your rash hurt worse.

Cinnamon – is a natural antiseptic.  Adding it to the oatmeal helps kill germs and make sure your rash
doesn’t get infected – especially if you’ve been scratching at it like Nathan was.

Onion – When you get stung by a bee, carefully remove the stinger.  Then rub the cut end of an onion on
it.  Any type of onion will do.  The onion has sulphur compounds that neutralize the little poisons that
were in the stinger and are causing the pain.

Lemon juice - is really good at relieving bug bites – especially mosquitoes.  The juice works against the
bug’s saliva, which is what makes the bites itch so much.

Catnip - Of course, if you’d really prefer not to get bitten in the first place, just mix 2 to 5 drops of catnip
oil to each teaspoon of olive oil and then rub this all over yourself.  Scientists have found that catnip is
10 times more effective at repelling mosquitoes than the most powerful chemical deterrent available.
Just make sure Pooka or any other cats aren’t around when you use it.  They’ll find you irresistible!





A Letter from Scotland

Dear Little Witches,

You’ll never guess who came to visit me! Pooka! All the
way from California – I was very surprised indeed and very,
very happy to see him. He was a little tired – after all, 5045
miles is a long, long way for a little cat to fly on a broomstick – but, after a long sleep and a good feed,
he was just as excited to be here as I was to have him as a guest.

Pooka spent a few days getting used to Scotland. It’s not as warm as California and it’s a lot wetter. Poor
Pooka had to wear a bunnet to keep his head warm and dry. The other name for this is a Tam O’Shanter,
which is also the name of a really famous poem by Scotland’s National Poet, Robert Burns. And it’s also a
style of hat.  This is probably why we call it a bunnet - a poem on your head wouldn’t keep the rain off,
it’d just go all soggy and the words would run down your neck.

Anyway, once Pooka got his bunnet, he was much, much happier. He managed to ignore the cat sniggers
from my two cats and he managed to ignore the rabbit sniggers from my two rabbits. The rain wasn’t
dripping into his ears and that was what mattered.  Apart from my animals being a bit rude about his
head wear, they all got on well once they learned to understand each other’s accents. Did you know that
animals have accents too? Neither did I until I heard Pooka meow in an American voice and my cats
answer with a Scottish one. It was funny to listen to!

Pooka settled in well and after a day or so, he wanted to explore this bit of Scotland and to hear some
stories about the people and the landscape. We went for a little walk by the sea shore to look at some of
the amazing rocks there. Three of them are called ‘The Three Kings’ and Pooka wanted to know why.
This is the story of the Kings:

Once upon a long, long time ago, King Indulf ruled in the north, in what was still called by some,
Pictland.  This King was a bit bad-tempered, but on the whole that was okay, as you had to be a fighter
to hold on to your crown in those days.  There was always somebody ready to challenge you to a sword
fight with the hope of being able to try on your hat – your crown – for size, after the battle.  Indulf knew
this. So did his people and they grew used to the sound of sword fight as their King and his warriors
fought off yet another person who wanted his crown. It could get a bit noisy around here eleven
centuries ago.

Indulf had musicians at his castle. He had pipers aplenty and he had a musician called Drosten. This
Drosten was the best musician in the whole castle. He’d traveled about a bit and learned to play the
rebec. A rebec is like an early fiddle, so Drosten was a fiddler. He was an amazing fiddler – even the
screeching sea birds would quieten down when Drosten played his music.



The God, Manannan Mac Lir, has a secret
hideaway here for when he wants to get
away from ruling in the Irish Sea. Back then,
there was nothing Manannan liked better
than to snooze in the sun, listening to
Drosten play while the waves washed around
him.  And there was nothing he liked less
than the noisy sound of King Indulf and his
armies beating off yet more enemies who
wanted the King’s hat for
themselves.  Vacations are meant to be
peaceful after all.

King Indulf had managed to fight off lots of
enemies: the King of Norway, the King of the
Danes and the King of the Pirates.  That’s a lot of sword fighting and Manannan was seriously fed-up
with it all. What a racket they made! What a fuss over a hat!

One day Manannan listened happily as Drosten sat on the cliffs playing his fiddle. Now Gods don’t often
do this kind of thing, but even the Gods can lose patience with some silly humans and Manannan had a
plan. Manannan showed himself to Drosten.

“Drosten,” he said, “your music gives me pleasure and peace. I thank you.”

Drosten was most surprised, but he managed to stutter his thanks. He felt very honoured indeed.

“But,” continued Manannan, “we both know that fool, Indulf, will break the peace of this place soon
enough with his fighting and his battles.  What say you to helping me end it once and for all?”

Drosten liked the sound of this very much indeed. No more fighting to distract him? Yes please!

So Manannan told Drosten his plan. It sounded easy. Drosten just had to fiddle. He could do that fine.

A few days later, King Indulf stormed around the castle,
shouting for his sword, wailing for his warriors and bellowing
for his bowmen.  They were going to have a fight bigger than
any fight before – all three Kings were on the way to make
war. The ships belonging to the Norwegian King, the Danish
King and the Pirate King were all sailing towards Indulf’s
castle.  Indulf gathered his warriors, his pipers and Drosten
together. They went to the beach to meet their enemies
when they landed.  King Indulf was so angry he was almost
purple with rage. No-one had seen him quite that angry
before and even his own men were a little frightened of him.

The only one who wasn’t frightened was Drosten. He knew what Manannan had planned.



The ships of the three kings came nearer and nearer.  The warriors banged their swords on their shields,
making an enormous din.  But it didn’t scare away the three kings and their armies. They kept sailing
towards the shore.

The Pipers played their loudest, fastest music – music that promised a battle should they step
ashore.  But it didn’t scare away the three kings and their armies. They kept sailing towards the land.

King Indulf yelled insults and threats, turning an even deeper purple with anger. But it didn’t scare away
the three kings and their armies. They kept sailing towards the beach.

And Drosten stood and watched.

The first king’s ship came as close to the shore as it could. Then the second king’s ship came as close to
the shore as it could. Then the third king’s ship came as close to the shore as it could. King Indulf was
practically jumping up and down with rage. Did I mention he had a bad-temper?

There were many insults and threats between all of the kings.  Drosten sighed and took up his fiddle.

As Drosten played, the music drifted on the wind. It spoke to the souls of men. It sang them songs of
peace, of love and of harmony.  All the shouting and the threatening and the banging of swords on
shields stopped as every head turned to listen to Drosten’s music.  When he knew he had everyone’s
attention, he stopped playing.

“My Kings,” he said calmly,” I have a message for you all from a greater King. He says he cannot
understand why you argue about this piece of ground. You have your own lands and this world is big
enough for us all. He says if you continue this fight by walking on this land, you will pay a heavy price for
it.”

For a moment, there was complete silence. Astonished faces looked at Drosten. He calmly gazed back.

Then the Norwegian King burst out laughing and yelled something that’s not for little Pooka ears to hear.
Enough to know it was very rude! The Danish King and the Pirate King were equally as rude and all three

Kings roared with laughter at the thought of the musician and his
fiddle who dared to threaten them.

With a roar, the Norwegian King sprang out of his ship. With a shriek,
the Danish King vaulted out of his ship. With a blood-curdling bellow,
the Pirate King jumped out behind the other two. And all three kings
began wading ashore.

Drosten picked up his fiddle. He drew the bow across the stings.
Strange music, never heard before, called across the beach.  The
tempo of the music picked up.  As the three Kings ran up the beach,
flashes and sparkles came out of the end of Drosten’s bow, crackled
their way through the air, flashed silver in the sun – and hit all three
Kings.



Who suddenly weren’t there anymore.

Instead, there stood three rocks in a line down to the sea.  First, the Norwegian King, then the Danish
King and finally, the Pirate King - all turned into stone.

King Indulf turned from purple to grey with fright. His warriors wet themselves. His pipers panicked. All
of them turned and fled back to the castle. All of them fled, except Drosten.

Manannan appeared again. “I thank you, fiddler,” he said. And then he took the enchanted bow from
Drosten’s hand and threw it into the sea. The bow turned into a rock to remind everyone that this is a
place of peace.

From that time on, Manannan could slumber more easily in his holiday home. And bow fiddle rock is
quite the attraction for tourists, even now.

I’d like to say King Indulf learned a lesson and was less angry with the world, but that wouldn’t be true.
However, the story of the three Kings lasted, even if no-one can quite remember their names now.  And
not many boys are called Indulf now.  But Drosten? Ah – that’s different. His name lives on in a lot of
boys even now. The Pictish name Drosten is one that came down to
our times. It changed a bit, but if you know a boy called Tristan, he’d
have been called Drosten in Scotland eleven hundred years ago.

Pooka loved this story. He loved exploring the rocks even more. He
took some photographs to share with you. Can you see the faces of
the Kings in the rocks? Manannan sleeps peacefully in his cove, with
the waves washing around him. And Drosten’s bow is just behind him
– a reminder to be quiet whilst Manannan is at rest.

It was really lovely to have Pooka here for a little while. He’s gone
home now. Watch out for him wearing his bunnet, even in the heat of
California. He was extraordinarily proud of it!

Till the next time, Fiona Tinker
(Photos by Fiona and Pooka)



Lughnasadh is sometimes called "The Corn Harvest".  In Europe, "corn" was a common name
meaning wheat, barley or any other type of grain. But, in the Americas, corn means those juicy,
round kernals of goodness that grow in long clusters on a thick, tall leafy stalk.  When you say
"corn" to Americans, most automatically think of the kind that's golden yellow, but this grain
actually comes in a rainbow of colors including white, red, blue, pink and purple!

Pooka love, love, LOVES Corn Chowder and this is how Elsie makes it:

Sauté 1/4 pound of bacon or pancetta (cut into bits) with 1/3 cup diced onion.  Cook a bit, then
add 1/4 cup finely chopped bell peppers and 1 or 2 minced cloves of garlic.
When the bacon and onion are cooked, add 2 c water, 3 chicken bullion cubes (or 3 tsp bullion
paste) 1 tsp tabasco sauce (or a teensy pinch of cayenne), 1 potato diced into small cubes and 1

cup corn (canned or frozen). Simmer until the potato is tender, then add 1/2 cup sour cream and 2 cups heavy
cream.  Heat while stirring and serve with hot, fresh buttered cornbread on the side.

Popped Corn
Who doesn't love going to a movie and settling down with a big bag of popcorn?
But, did you know that people were enjoying popcorn long before movies were even invented?
In fact, back in the 1800s (when your great-great grandparents were little) popcorn was even sprinkled with sugar,
topped with milk and eaten as a breakfast cereal!
When  Elsie was little, Granny Witch would make popcorn the old fashioned way - the way HER grandpa did it.
In the evening, after dinner, she'd get an ear of dried corn and, using her thumb, she'd pop the kernels off the cob.
(You might want to ask a grownup to use a knife.  Granny had tough thumbs!)
Granny Witch would heat a bit of oil in a pot and then add enough kernels to cover the bottom.  She'd clap the lid
on real fast and then gently shake the pot as the kernels inside exploded
into fluffy white crunchy morsels.  When the popping sounds slowed, she
knew they were done.
At that point, she and Elsie would dump the popped corn into a bowl, lace
it with melted butter and sprinkle on a little salt. Then they'd take it out
on the porch to enjoy while looking at the moon.
Today, certain types of corn are specially grown to pop up big fluffy in a
microwave.... but Elsie still likes doing it the way Granny Witch taught her.
Just for fun, you should try it some time!



Sabbat Plants
by Carmen Sanchez Bezzard

Lavender Blossoms of Lughnasadh

Lovely Lavender with buds that look like curly purple hair,
On long, thin stems that sway gently in the Summer air,
Your lovely scent grows stronger in the Lughnasadh sun:
Waving you like a wand is lots and lots of fun.
When you are dried and put in a pouch and placed on the pillow of my bed,
You help to keep sweet dreams running through my head.
I gather you and tie your stems and hang you up to dry.
I love to touch your leaves and buds; your scent makes me sigh!

Patchouli – A Lughnasadh Plant of Strength

Dark green leaves thick and green,
In the sun you give off such a gleam.
Your scent is earthy like the smell of dirt
I like to rub your leaves all over my shirt.
I use you in spells for money and extra power,
Especially when the moon is in its waxing hour.
For earth celebrations your oil can’t be beat,
I rub it on my forehead and feet.



Jimmy meets Mother Corn
by Evelien Roos

Jimmy woke to the sound of singing and drums. Yet he could not understand the meaning of the words.
He liked the rhythm of the song though, and the cadence of the words was also very pleasing. He went
inside to see who was singing. It was a male voice, so he guessed Isobel had a visitor. No, he corrected
himself, several visitors. Other voices had just joined in, as had other instruments. He hurried into the
living room, only to stand still, utterly non-plussed. He could hear the music and the voices, but no one
but a dancing Isobel was there. He watched Isobel butt-wiggle some more, then cleared his throat.
“Oh! Hi Jimmy! Like the music?” Isobel asked him.
“I do, but who is making it? Where are your male companions? I can hear them singing, but I can’t see
them.”
Isobel laughed heartily, waved a remote and the music stopped. “That’s right!” she smiled. “I rarely play
cd’s anymore, so you have never heard this.” She opened a tiny drawer in the cabinet with the TV on it,
and took out a shiny, silver disc. “The music you hear has been put on this disc, so we can hear it played
over and over again. The technicalities are a bit sketchy, even to me, but I love music, and this way, I can
listen whenever the mood gets me.”
Jimmy sniffed the disc and found it a bit odd that such a tiny silvery thing can make such beautiful music
appear, but he wasn’t about to complain. He was happy he could ask for it to be played again, whenever
he felt like it.

“Next question…” he wavered. “…What was the song about? It was really nice, but I couldn’t understand
one word!”
“Don’t fret. Neither could I.” Isobel told him. “It is music made by First Nations people.” Correctly
interpreting the look on Jimmy’s face, she told him “The original people, who have always lived on the
American continent. Some people call them Native Americans, or Indians, but most of them seem to
prefer First Nations, since their people made Nations on the continent, before the others even thought
of building a boat to sail the oceans.”
This made sense to Jimmy. It also triggered a memory. “Lugh played a joke on me last year, with your
cornhusk dolly. He called the First Nations people, Native Americans. Do you think he was being rude?”
Jimmy liked Lugh a lot, and the idea of him being intentionally rude felt wrong. Isobel smiled. “No, dear



heart. I think he just didn’t know. A lot of people don’t know. And even within the community of First
Nations people, there are discussions on this.”
Jimmy nodded, reassured a bit.
Jimmy pondered the First Nations people. Last year Isobel had told him about how corn, as we know it,
was originally only known to the people on the American continent, and that it had been a staple in their
diet for eons, before the Spanish, English, French and even Dutch people came to their lands. He
wondered if they too had Gods and Goddesses, like Lugh and the Cailleach.
He felt a tingle in the air, and, knowing it was near Lughnassadh, at first he assumed it would be Lugh,
visiting, but the energy he felt, was different. More feminine, and somehow, foreign. He looked up and
saw a woman standing in the back yard. Her skin was a beautiful russet colour and her long, straight hair,
was black as a crow’s wing. She wore a leather dress and leather sandals, adorned with colourful beads,
and carried a woven basket on her hip.
“Greetings, little guy.” She said. “I am Atina (pronounce Ah-tuh-nah), Mother Corn. My people are the
people of the Sahnish, or Arikara, nation.”
Jimmy nodded and then, with his down-to-Earth manners, said: “I am honored by your visit, Atina, but
why are you here?”
Atina smiled a beautiful smile, full of warmth and love. “You had questions, I can provide some answers.
You wondered if the original people of the America’s had Gods, like the people from European descend.
As you can see, they do. Every tribe, or nation, has their own set of Gods and Goddesses, some
worshipped by several tribes, like Wakan-Tanka or the White shell Woman. All tribes have their own
mythology and ways of doing things, explaining things. But none of them is wrong. You should always
remember that all Gods are One God and all Goddesses are one Goddess. We are all what you make of
us.”

The back door opened and the screen door slammed. Jimmy turned to look and saw Isobel wandering
out. He turned back to Atina, but she was gone. Where she had been, her basket stood, filled to the brim
with ripe, golden corn. “Thank you Atina.” Jimmy whispered. “You have made a lot clear to me, and yet
given me lots to think about.” And, as he heard Isobel squeal in delight over the golden corn cobs,
silently he added ‘and a nice meal too.’







Lammas/Lughnasadh Ritual
by MommaWitch 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.



ANIMAL TOTEM TALISMAN

Summer is at its peak and all around you can see our animal friends playing,
caring for their growing young, and gathering food to store for the colder
months that are fast approaching. The animals have much to teach us and
each animal holds special meaning and power. The plant life is also thriving, supplying us all with abundance of food
and medicine. Like the animals, plants also hold special meaning and power. You will learn how to make a talisman
diffuser to bring both plant and animal energies to aid you through your day.

What you will need:
 Terra-cotta air dry clay
 Clay roller or rolling pin
 Cardboard toilet paper tube
 Straw
 Toothpick
 Colored ribbon or cord
 Scissors
 Parchment or wax paper
 Bead (optional)
 Essential oil

Note to parents: Some essential oils can be harmful to children. Always
supervise children with the use of essential oils and never allow them to be ingested. All oils I have listed for the
necklaces are safe for children ages 2 and up in the use of aromatherapy.  For more information on essential oil safety
with children you can visit : http://herbalacademyofne.com/2014/08/using-essential-oils-for-children/

First, take about a golf ball sized piece of clay and roll it out on the parchment paper until it is about 1/8 in thick.
Take the toilet paper tube and press it firmly into the clay until it cuts all the
way through. If your circle gets stuck in the tube when you lift it off, just
gently press around the edges and it will fall right out.
Next, take your straw and make a hole near the top for your ribbon to be
strung through.

Now using your toothpick, on the back side of the pendant you will carve
your initials. We carved ours using the Pictish Swirl alphabet, said to be an
ancient language of the Picts from northern and central Scotland. Here is a
chart of the alphabet, but you are welcome to use any alphabet you would
like.



Next on the front, still using your toothpick, you will carve the
animal totem of your choice.

Next you can press a bead in the coordinating color under the
animal carving to add more decoration. Allow your talisman
to thoroughly dry overnight.
When it is dry, thread the coordinating color of ribbon or cord
through the hole, long enough to be able to slip over your
head when tied. Now you may rub one to two drops of the
essential oil over the pendant and allow it to soak in
thoroughly before you wear it. Now you can carry the power
of the animals and plants to aid you when you need it.

Below and on the next page is a list of animals, their power, the color associated with that power, and the
essential oil best to use to enhance that power.

POWER ANIMAL TOTEM COLOR OIL

ENERGY ANTELOPE ORANGE MANDARINE

STRENGTH BUFFALO GREY CEDARWOOD



LUCK CROW GREEN GERMAN
CHAMOMILE

HAPPINESS OTTER BLUE GERANIUM

WISDOM BEAR PURPLE SANDALWOOD

GOOD
HEALTH

DOLPHIN GREEN LAVENDER

PROTECTION BADGER WHITE CYPRESS

COURAGE HORSE RED TEA TREE

CREATIVITY SPIDER YELLOW NEROLI



for Older Kids

The Road to Thankfulness
by Raven Moonshadow

                                       (Illustrated with Clip Art)

“I can’t believe we’re really doing this. This is the single worst moment EVER!” Leah was in a most disgruntled
mood.

“Oh, get over yourself, Leah,” retorted her older sister, Kat, walking by with blankets in hand. “Life isn’t always
about you. Besides, we knew this was coming for months now.”

Leah watched, disgusted, as strange men walked in and out of her family’s house,
taking box after box with them and loading each one onto the truck. It seemed
horribly unfair to her that they had to move across country, away from other family,
away from their schools, but, more importantly, away from HER friends. It was her
friends she would really miss most. She was surprised at how relaxed everyone else
seemed. Didn’t they feel the weight of the change happening in their lives right now?
Weren’t they mad as Hades that nothing was being done? Leah looked out the
window and saw her three younger brothers running around laughing and playing.
Her younger sister, Marie, was putting some books into reading bags, and Kat was
helping their mom & dad. Leah let out a long sigh.

“Relax. You’ll be back to visit with family in the summers, and you can catch up with your friends. There’s also
Skype and FaceTime chatting that can happen during the school year. Besides, you will be making new friends in
no time flat,” came a voice from behind her. It was Leah’s mother. Leah swore that woman could read her mind,
and she did always seem to have the most sound advice when needed. Still, the thought of this move seemed one
part exciting, one part horrifying; a guaranteed recipe for disaster in Leah’s opinion.

The moving van soon departed. With their cars all packed, it was time for the family to say goodbye to their house
and start heading west towards their new home. As each said their goodbyes to the house, Leah ran to the
gardens. She thanked the plants for their nourishing foods that had
been provided all those years, she thanked the earth for it’s ability to
help the plants live and thrive, and last, but, certainly not least, she
thanked the fairies that she knew were living there and left them gifts of
root beer and sweet honey cakes, asking that they continue to watch
over the gardens and everything growing there. Leah heard her mother
calling and she bid farewell to the gardens and took off towards the
sound of her mother’s voice. They all gathered together in a circle, and
holding hands, the family offered thanks to the land spirits and left gifts
of local beer, tobacco and sandalwood.

And then they were off! Two cars and a van full of kids, adults, two dogs and a cat.



*****

Three or four days is what their mom had said; that’s how long it would take to get to their new home. Three or
four long, painful days is all Leah could think as they started their trek across the country. Leah opted to drive with
Kat. When she wasn’t being tormented by her, Leah actually liked hanging out with her big sister. She always
knew that Kat meant well in what she was saying, even if it didn’t come out that way.

“The full moon is tonight. And Lammas is right after. I suppose we won’t be celebrating and honoring either of
those,” Leah spoke softly. Though she knew there were more pressing things to discuss, missing ritual and
ceremony weighed heavy on her mind. They were as much a part of who she was as the hair on her head or the
color of her eyes.

“Hogwash. You know neither mom nor dad would just pass over a full moon or a Sabbat without doing something,
even if we are driving across the country. I know there’s something planned. Mom ALWAYS has something
planned. Have you ever known our mother to NOT do something? C’mon, Leah. That would be like mom
forgetting to put clothes on when she went to the grocery store. Not gonna happen. Don’t worry so much. It may
not be grandiose, but neither will pass without being recognized and honored. Besides, if mom SHOULD happen
to forget, which she won’t, I promise that you and I will do something together. Got it, kiddo?”

Leah nodded in agreement. Knowing that Kat was on the same page as she was made Leah feel all the better.

The drive continued pretty quietly, every so often making quick stops so that either the humans or the animals
could go to the bathroom. Leah thought that the cat had the best deal of all. He was riding in the van and had
access to his litter box. Then she remembered that, while the cat may be lucky to have use of his bathroom at will,
those who were riding in the van with him had to suffer the smells he made. Poor mom! And her poor brothers
too! Ah, well. Such is life, she supposed.

They stopped for the night at a campground. Leah wasn’t sure where they were; Ohio she thought she heard her
dad say. Needless to say, she didn’t much care exactly where she was, just that they were eating supper and
didn’t have to sleep in the car. After dinner, her dad started a fire. As the sun sunk down past the horizon and the
darkness swept over their part of the countryside, Leah noticed the moon above them, shining brightly. She
silently gave her prayers to the moon and thanked the Goddess for watching over her family, asking that she
remain ever watchful for the remainder of the journey. When she brought her gaze down from the moon and
glanced around, she noticed the family all sitting with her round the fire. Kat had some crazy grin on her face, and
Leah realized her sister held in her hands batches of special “Blue Moon” cookies. Their mother really didn’t
forget! Singing songs one would sing in sacred circle, sending prayers and blessings to the moon and beyond, the
family laughed and chattered, held hands, and then rounded it out by sitting in the stillness and quiet with
nothing but the stirring of nocturnal animals to be heard for miles.



Leah slept soundly and awoke early to quickly breakdown the
campsite with the rest of the family as they headed off onto
Day 2 of the “Roadtrip of Madness.” At least, that’s what Leah
was calling it. Most people would fly, or take a train, or
something. Not her family; they had to make it an adventure.
The second day was much like the first. Pit stops, rest stops,
stops to stretch legs, etc. They even stopped at a local
farmstand at one point. That night they again made camp.
This time their mom broke out the cast iron cauldron (some
families called it a pot, but not Leah’s family) and the hanging
tripod so they could cook over the fire that their dad had
already started. Leah joined her two sisters and her mom in
fixing dinner. She was curious what they really could honestly
be eating for her mom to have gotten out the cauldron. Then

again, Leah thought, her mom was never known for traveling without a cauldron, so it shouldn’t have surprised
her as it did.

Homemade corn chowder, made over an open fire in a cauldron with food purchased earlier that day at the farm
stand and some fresh baked bread, along with local honey that had also been purchased at that same stand. Leah
couldn’t think of any other way to spend the first harvest festival, Lammas, that would have been better than how
they celebrated that night. As the women of the family were making dinner, Leah’s dad and her brothers began
gathering the husks from the corn they had freshly shucked. By the Goddess! Leah was gobsmacked that her dad
knew how to make corn dollies so well. As dinner was cooking, the three girls all joined in and soon had a make
shift altar made from mostly corn husks and adorned with corn dollies, acorns, leaves, small berries that had
dropped from some bushes and some of the bread from their dinner. With bellies full, the family gave its thanks
to the Goddess, to the land where they slept, for the food they ate and left their offerings out on the altar.

Never had Leah thought that their simple way of honoring the moon, the Goddess, and the turning of the Wheel,
as they had honored them on this trip, could be more fulfilling than other moon rituals and other Sabbat
celebrations. Was it because she was road weary that she felt it was something more than it was? Or was it just
something different altogether? Leah pondered these thoughts as she made her way to her tent with half-closed
eyes, a satisfied belly full of amazing food, and a heart overflowing in gratitude.

The remainder of the trip was exactly the same; up early to get on the road, driving all day and stopping close to
dinnertime for the night, only to get back up and repeat. On day
four, Kat screamed out excitedly from the driver’s seat.

“We’re here! We’ve made it! Wa-hoo!” Leah nearly jumped out of
her skin at her sister’s all to exuberant excitement, but she felt that
same excitement (and thankfulness to be getting off the road),
although she’d never admit that to Kat.

They stopped not too far from their new home to take in the
amazing scenery. The air was crisp and so fresh, not like the stale,
polluted air that was thick with humidity she had been accustomed
to breathing. Leah swore she could see for miles and was just in awe
at everything she took in to view. Her spirit felt a renewed sense of
life. Before that, she didn’t think that there had been anything
missing. Now, though, she felt that spark, and it ignited a flame. Her
soul was stirred and felt the call of the Great Earth Mother speaking
her name in everything.



Leah thought about how much she had complained and whined over this move that she wholeheartedly refused
to believe would happen if she wished hard enough. All of that worry, the stress and the strife was whisked away
on a swift breeze. She felt renewed. A tear rolled down her cheek because she knew she was home.

Filled with gratitude and great thanks for her family, she hopped back into the car with Kat, and the three vehicles
drove the last few miles to their new home. As they were driving, Leah had a huge grin spread across her face and
happiness seemed to be spilling forth from the whole of herself.

“What’s gotten into you?” Kat asked inquisitively, one eyebrow raised as she attempted to keep one eye on the
road and another on Leah.

“This trip. Our family. I’m… I’m just so thankful. It was exactly what I needed, exactly when I need it,” replied Leah.

“Well,” Kat began. “You know what Mom says. The Goddess gives you what you need at the right Divine time, and
shows you what you need to know.”

“You know what else Mom says?” asked Leah. “Adventure awaits!”

WISHING YOU AND YOURS A MOST BLESSED LAMMAS.
MAY THE HARVEST THAT YOU DRAW BE BOUNTIFUL AND BLESSED.



          RUNES
by Christine Lynn Hostetler-Johnson

Brightest Blessings my wee ones!

Last time we discussed what our Runes could be made from,the making of, and the starting of Dedicating your
Runes.  I know, it's a lot of information; which is another reason we made our Rune books.  This time we will finish
the subject of Dedicating your Runes and what Bind Runes are and how to make those.

 So, get your books and quills ready and let's get started!

DEDICATING Part Two

While I can tell you how to dedicate your Runes; you & your grown up may have your own way that you are
comfortable with or that will better work for you.  Let me tell you this:  THAT IS FINE.  Everyone is different and
unique, as is the way you may do things within your magick circle.  But I will give you a simple basic outline and
you & your grown up can adapt and go from there or do it however you feel is right for you.

 GROUND & CENTER

I'm sure that all our wee witchlings know how to do this.  Even Elsie makes Pooka do this I'm sure.
(Though I hear he can be a very impatient kitty from time to time)

 Make sure you thank your Higher Powers (Odin, Freja, Thor, or whomever you feel comfortable with) as
you light your incense, candles, and/or smudge sticks.

 Dedicate your Rune with it's proper name as you inscribe it (ex: "This Rune is Feoh"), keep repeating it in
your head till you are done inscribing that Rune.

 Next; hold it up, look at it, and say it's name out loud three times.  Then say it's meaning outloud three
times.  Write this down in your Rune Book along the the date and time.  Then write down whatever
comes to your mind.

 Meditate on the meaning as you write.  Focus on that Rune only (make sure that cookie that you will have
for a snack later doesn't pop in there while meditating)

 Once done, thank your Higher Powers as you close down your circle and snuff out your candles and such.
(Make sure you have a grown up help so you don't get burned)



BINDING RUNES

Q: What is/are Binding Runes?

A: Binding Runes is an over lapping of 2-3 different Runes to make into a single symbol.  What this combination is
believed to do is create a more powerful Rune for the spell work, charm, etc.  It isn't wise to use more that 3
because it can cause it to lose power in what you are trying to accomplish.

**Remember; when working blessings, spell work, prayers, and meditations while using Runes, always do your
workings for the highest possible good.  Respecting "Harm none" always in ANY workings you do.  If you believe it,
then it is so.  If you say it, you can not take it back.  (Remember when your grown up says "If you can't say
anything nice, don't say anything at all"? )

How a Bind Rune  is created is very important.  They should be kept as simple as possible so that each Rune is
clearly seen.  Show below are some examples of what some Bind Runes look like.

They can be made to help aide in protection, healing, etc.  It depends on the Runes you use to create your Bind
Rune.

Since this will take a bit, I want you for now to focus on dedicating your Runes, making a pouch or bag for them.  I
also want you to think how important it is to be careful in your spell work (with or without Runes).  It is important
not to hurt yourself or others when it comes to your workings.  Next issue I will explain how to choose what Runes
to use for Bind Runes, how to draw them together, and what
they can be used for and achieve.  Until then my wee ones,
don't get ahead of yourselves.  There's a whole world of things
to do with Runes and how they can help; so try to be patient my
little witchlings.  Till next time!  Brightest Blessings!




