
Pooka's Page for Grownups -

Pooka is more excited than if he'd found a whole field of catnip!  Pie Plate
Publishing has told him that, if all goes well, His Book (the one that, he
insists, is all about HIM!) should be out in November.
The first of 4 books, one for each season, this one will include the Winter
holidays of Yule and Imbolc.  It will be available on Amazon and Barnes
& Noble as well as directly from Pie Plate Publishing.
So, for those of his friends who've been asking for a Real Pooka Book that
they can hold and read over and over again, he hopes you're excited too!
We'll let you know more in our next issue and, for those who can't wait,
you can always get the latest updates by "following" Pooka on Facebook:

facebook.com/PookaPagesTeam

Speaking of our Facebook Page.... on there, we recently asked the kids to draw and submit a
Title Banner for this issue of Pooka Pages Magazine.
As a result, our Guest Artist is 10 year old Hope Day.  Pooka thought that the picture she drew
was absolutely perfect, don't you? Congratulations and Thanks, Hope!

If YOUR child has an idea for the Title Banner in our Samhain Issue, message their drawing to
us on Facebook or send it to pookachild@hotmail.com.
Perhaps he or she will be Pooka's next Guest Artist!

We have a new page at the end of each issue.  It's called the Village Market and it will be a place
for our Pooka Pages Team members to share with you  the links to their own personal websites,
blogs, books or other items for sale.  We're including this page as a small way of saying Thank
You for their dedication and the wonderful contributions that go into producing this magazine for
you.
The Pooka Pages has been lucky enough to find an extremely talented little group of people and,
if you visit their sites, you'll be glad you did!

Have a Blessed Mabon!
Lora & Pooka

www.pookapages.com

www.facebook.com/PookaPagesTeam



Also known as: Second Harvest, Cornucopia, Fall or Autumn Equinox, Harvest Home, Alban Elfed
(Caledonia, Druidic), and Winter Finding (Teutonic) and the Witch’s Thanksgiving. The full moon closest
to the Autumn Equinox is called the Harvest Moon.
Summer is drawing to a close and it’s time to get ready for winter.  The final crops are gathered
and seeds are collected for planting next spring. Although the days are still warm, the nights are
getting longer and cooler inviting us to draw closer to the hearth while sipping hot apple cider and
enjoying a big bowl of popcorn.  The festival of the Second Harvest is sometimes referred to as
the “Witch’s Thanksgiving” and is a time of feasting with friends and family while giving thanks
for all our blessings!
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Pooka the Pest

It was a perfect fall evening with just the right bit of chill in the air.  Elsie was curled up in
her wingback chair next to the hearth with her nose in a book and a mug of hot apple cider on the
little table next to her.

Pooka was feeling frisky and enjoying a wonderful game with his catnip mouse.  The two of
them romped around the parlor,  the mouse skittering across the floor while Pooka gave chase.
He'd then pounce on it, toss it a few times in the air (which the catnip mouse really liked!) until it
escaped and the chase began all over again.

They were having a glorious time until the mouse scurried under the table holding Elsie's
cider and made Pooka almost upset the table in his pursuit.

Elsie dropped her book just in time to rescue the mug.  She then scooped up the catnip
mouse and said, "I think that's enough of THAT game for one evening!"  She placed the mouse
in a box on her desk and went back to reading.

Pooka sat on the floor and sulked.
Then he spotted Edgar, Elsie's crow, dozing on his perch in a corner of the parlor.  The cat

tiptoed across the room until he was directly below the perch.  Then, standing on his hind legs,
he reached up with one paw and gave a swift smack to the bird's tail that was hanging down.

The startled crow's eyes popped open.  "RAAAWK!" He took off from the perch and, still
half asleep, began flying blindly around the room.  Several knickknacks went tumbling from the
shelves and a Boston Fern plant on a wicker stand was almost toppled before Elsie, who'd sprung
out of her chair again, held out her arm for the crow to land on.

"There, there now, Edgar, " she soothed.  "It was only Pooka being naughty....AGAIN!"  and
she glared over at the cat.

Pooka noticed that his witch's face was almost as red as her hair.  He suddenly became very
intent on washing his tail.

When he looked up again, Edgar was back on his perch, the knickknacks had been replaced
on the shelves and Elsie was back in her chair.

The little cat was bored.  He dared not risk angering his witch any further, so instead he
decided to be Companionable.  He leaped into her lap and settled down on top of the open pages
of her book.

"What'cha reading?" he asked (by way of a conversation starter).
"Greek Myths" growled Elsie as she attempted to tug the book out from under her suddenly

very heavy cat.
"Myths are stories, right?" asked Pooka brightly.



"Yes," she said, pulling harder. "But they're also ...mmmph... more than....UGH...that."  The
book finally slid out from under his bottom and the cat was forced to circle several times in her
lap in order to get comfortable again.

"I like stories," he told her... and then waited expectantly.
Elsie rolled her eyes and sighed, "Oh, alright. You really are a pest sometimes," but she said

it fondly.  "This one's about Persephone, the daughter of Demeter who's an Earth Goddess."
Pooka gazed longingly at the box on the desk where his beloved catnip mouse was being

held captive.  "I'll bet Persephone never got in trouble just for playing with her friends!" he
grumbled.

"Actually, she did," Elsie told him.  "In fact, she got in such big trouble that it affected the
whole world!"

Pooka jerked his attention back to the witch.  "She did? Wow!  I gotta hear this story!"  and
the little cat cuddled even more deeply into her lap....

"Persephone's mother, Demeter, loved her very much, but
couldn't always be home with her because, as Earth Goddess, she had
a terribly important job to do.  It was up to Demeter to make sure that
the plants grew year round so everyone, animals and humans, had
enough to eat.

"But plants don't grow year round," interrupted Pooka.
"Everyone knows that."  (He hated when stories weren't accurate.)

"Well, according to the myth, they did at one time," said Elsie,
"but we're getting to that part."

"Demeter warned her daughter not to go far from their house, but
Persephone was a typical teenage girl who loved to go wandering
with her friends.

One day, they were all having so much fun, chasing each other
through the fields and gathering flowers, that they went further than
usual....into an entirely different neighborhood.  Persephone wasn't

worried because she knew she could still be back in plenty of time before her mom got home."

Pooka interrupted again, asking, "Are there pictures in this
book?"

"Yes."
"Well, don't forget to show me the pictures!"
"I won't," sighed Elsie.  "Can we go back to the story now?"
"Yes, please."

"Now, Hades was the King of the Underworld where the
spirits of the ancient Greeks went when they died.  He had a
three-headed dog named Cerberus who usually guarded the gates
of his kingdom. But, sometimes he liked to take his dog up to
the surface for a romp and, as luck would have it, today was one
of those days!

The earth trembled as Hades' chariot broke through the
ground and then Cerberus leaped out and began dashing around
the fields of flowers, rolling, sniffing and having a wonderful
time.



Persephone's friends screamed and ran away, but Persephone loved animals and she wasn't
afraid.  Hades watched as she scratched Cerberus behind all of his ears, tickled his noses with the
flowers she'd gathered and rubbed his belly.

Hades loved his dog and, as he saw Persephone playing with him and laughing, he fell in
love with her too.  Before anyone could stop him, he'd scooped them both into his chariot and
then, with a great rumble, the earth opened up again and they all vanished."

"Oh no!" cried Pooka.
"Oh, yes," said Elsie.

"Demeter, Persephone's mother, came home from work that evening and discovered her
daughter gone!  Weeks went by and Demeter grieved.  She even quit her job as Earth Goddess to
go looking for her daughter.  The land grew cold, snow fell for the first time, plants began to die
and soon there was no food left.  People began to go hungry.

But Demeter didn't care.  All she cared about was finding Persephone.
She asked everyone she met if they'd seen her and finally Hecate, the wise goddess of

witchcraft, suggested she ask Helios, the sun god who was in the sky all day looking down.
Helios had seen what happened and he told Demeter.

Meanwhile, Hades was trying very hard
to make Persephone fall in love with him too.
He set her up in a beautiful cavern, arranged
concerts, plays and games to amuse her.  He
gave her presents and brought her wonderful
things to eat... all her favorite foods.

But the sad girl refused to touch even a
bite.  Her mother had told her that if a
person eats anything in the Underworld,
they must stay there forever, and
Persephone wanted to go home!   She
missed the sun, sky and rain on her face, the
flowers and herbs in the fields.  And no
matter how kind and handsome Hades was,
she still missed her mother and her friends.

She grew very hungry.  Finally, her
stomach growling, she glanced at the
delicious pile of fruit on the silver tray in her
chamber and spotted a pomegranate  with it's tiny ruby colored seeds.  Persephone loved
pomegranates!

"Just a few seeds," she thought, "not the whole fruit..."

"Uh oh," murmured Pooka.
"Uh oh is right," nodded Else.

"At just that moment, her mother was bringing her case to the Highest Court - Zeus, who
was the King of all the Greek Gods.  Zeus summoned all the players in this little drama before
him in his great hall to hear their case.

"Persephone is a Child of Earth and she belongs at my side," argued Demeter.
"But I love her," pleaded Hades.  "I want to make her my Queen!"
"And, Persephone?  What do you say?" asked Zeus from his throne.



The girl twirled a lock of her hair around one finger and stared at the ground.  "Well, umm,
Hades is really cute and all that, but, sir, I really miss my mom!"

Zeus consulted the big Law Book next to him, then said, "And I'm assuming you didn't eat
anything while you were Hades's guest?"

"No sir! Nothing," Persephone assured him quickly.  "At least,"
she added, " almost nothing."

Zeus looked up. "Almost nothing?"
"Only  a few pomegranate seeds," she whispered.
Zeus thought for several long minutes, then rose from his

throne.  "Alas, the Law is clear.  If one eats of the food of the
Underworld, one must remain there forever.  However, this girl," he
added, "only ate part of the fruit.  Therefore, it is my decree that for
each seed consumed she will spend one month of the year with
Hades.  The rest of the year, she will be with her mother."

"And so, for several months each year, Persephone must live in the Underworld and, during
that time, Demeter is sad.  Frost covers the land and nothing grows.  It is Winter then and people
have learned to put food aside at the end of the growing season so they'll have enough to eat.

Then, in Spring, when Persephone returns to Demeter, her mother is happy, the earth warms
and things begin growing again.

And that, according to the Greek myths, is why the earth now has its seasons."

Elsie looked down at the cat in her
lap and smiled.  Pooka was fast asleep
His little paws were twitching as he
dreamed of catnip mice that scampered
through the fields of Persephone's
flowers and begged for him to chase
them....



Persephone



Pomegranates

Pomegranates are delicious and can be used in all sorts of recipes including those for meats, salads,
drinks, jellies and desserts.  But they usually never make it into the kitchen because most kids like to just
break open the round fruit right there in the garden and start snacking.
Grownups don't mind because pomegranates are so good for you, packed with healthy vitamins and
minerals.
Not only that, pomegranates are wonderful for your heart.  Because of a compound found only in this
fruit, they lower cholesterol and reduce plaque - the hard stuff that builds up in arteries, keeping your
blood from flowing like it should.  It's good for your heart and also a natural blood purifier and
antioxidant...good for everyone! Pomegranates are even great for the skin and complexion.  (Tell that to
your older teenage friends who are fighting acne!)
Recent studies have suggested that pomegranates are good for things like joint pain that your

grandparents may have from arthritis and or even some
forms of cancer.  Health wise, it's definitely one of Nature's
Power Foods!
This fruit has been enjoyed and considered sacred by many
cultures for thousands of years.  It's image is often found in
religious pictures and carved on temples of various religions
around the world.
In ancient times, it was a sacred symbol of both Life and
Death.  Pomegranates were both brought to weddings and
laid on graves.
Babylonians believed that if a soldier ate the seeds before a
battle, then nobody could beat him.  The Chinese believed
the juice could make a person immortal.  The pomegranate
was considered sacred not only in Greek tradition, but also to
ancient Christians, Buddhist, Islamic, Zoroastrian and Jewish
cultures.  And, to pagans, it is a symbol of the Goddess in all
her many aspects.
All this.... and tasty too!



Pomegranate Spell Against a Bully

Lots of kids are starting school now and a sad fact is that all schools have their bullies - bigger
kids who pick on smaller ones or those they think are weaker in some way then they are.
Often times bullies are simply kids who are picked on at home and only need a bit of kindness,
friendship and understanding.  But, if the bully in your neighborhood or school decides to pick
on you and sneers at your offer of friendship, here is a spell you can do to help the situation.

First, tell a grown up what's happening.  Then, have the grownup help you do this spell:

Make a drawing of yourself and the bully, side by side.  Tape it on a wall behind your altar. Have
a candle on one side to represent the Goddess and another, on the other side of your altar, to
represent the God.
In front of your  image in the picture, place a big candle in your favorite color to represent your
great big light.  In front of the bully's image, put a short, little brown or gray candle, to
represent their small, mean light.
Have your grownup light some incense on the altar for you. (Patchouli is a good one for this!)
Eat 3 pomegranate seeds.  Feel their heart strengthening power flow into you and say:

I am strong and I am free
(Bully's Name) has no power on me.

The Goddess and God
my protection will be.

Repeat these words 3 times, as you watch the candles burn.
Do this every night, along with eating the 3 seeds, for 3 nights in a row.  On the 3rd night, let
the bully's candle burn down to a little puddle of wax. Put some pomegranate seeds and the
wax from your candles into a bag to wear around your neck or put in your pocket.
 Then go out and face that bully!



Harvest of Mabon
by Carmen Sanchez Bezzard

The second of three harvests is now at hand,

And the crops are gathered that grow from the land.

The leaves begin to fall gently to the ground,

And autumn colors can be seen all around.

The ripe fruits will soon become jams or baked into a pie.

The herbs are plentiful and hanging in bunches to dry.

The nuts that are gathered in the beginning of Fall,

Aren’t food just for the squirrels...nuts can nourish us all.

The mornings are cool with sun filled crisp days.

We give thanks to the Earth...for her bounty, we give Praise!

The God and Goddess bless us

 with this second harvest of three;

A bounty of Nature’s Autumn gifts to be shared

by the animals and with friends and family.



A Letter from Scotland

Dear Little Witches,

Autumn is fast approaching here and there is a change in the

air. There are berries on the rowan trees and the nights are

getting colder. Soon the summer birds will fly away and the

leaves will fall as the earth prepares for her winter sleep. The

Autumn Equinox marks the change from summer to autumn and it is a time of balance – one of

the two times in the year when night and day are almost the same length. September 23rd is the

Equinox this year in Scotland. It is also the start of the star sign, Libra. Do you know what a star

sign is, Pooka?

A star sign is the special picture the stars make in the sky at the time you were born. There are

twelve different pictures but they don’t follow the months as we know them now because

these star pictures are really, really old. People have used star pictures for an amazingly long

time. The stars helped them navigate sailing over the seas before the invention of radar and

radio, which is a very practical and very clever thing to be able to do.

But people also told magical stories about the pictures they saw in the stars in the sky. The star

picture of Libra is a woman who holds an old-fashioned balance – a weighing machine with two

plates - which needs both plates to have the same weight on each one so it can be equal.

Libra’s star picture time runs from September 23rd to October 22nd and this star picture’s time

starts right at the Autumn Equinox. If your birthday falls in the time of the balance, part of the

story about you is that you are said to be one of life’s peacekeepers, who likes to have balance,

peace and harmony around them.  Libra children are also very artistic, clever and friendly. Isn’t

that a nice star story? And the best of it is, even if you are not a child of Libra, you have your

own star story too – perhaps a grown-up can help you find out about your special star story?



What’s that, Pooka? Hmmm – I think you have to ask Lora what your star story is, but I don’t

think there is a star cat, sadly.

One of the things I like to do when the weather gets colder is to re-visit the local museum. It

has a fabulous collection of things, including a lot of Pictish and Celtic bits and bobs found here

when people were digging in fields. But I think the nicest things in the museum are two very

simple wooden Quaichs.

Try saying ‘quake’, Pooka, that’s probably the nearest a little cat will get.  What is it?  Oh!

Well, a Quaich is a very special kind of Scottish drinking cup that, like the star pictures, is very

practical but also has magical stories attached to it. It is a small bowl, with two handles, called

lugs. Lug is the Scots word for ear, but don’t worry; the handles don’t really look like ears.  They

are balanced and the lugs let the bowl be held by two hands. Centuries ago, they were made

from one piece of wood and the handles often have a special carved design on them. These

designs tell stories and there is a lot of love and protection carved into them.

A father would make them for his children so they would always have a cup to drink from. Over

time, rich people wanted Quaichs made from metal and some even had them made out of

silver. They are cups for friendship – to share a drink from your Quaich is to show a friend they

are important. Quaichs are still used to toast people at celebrations.

In the museum are two of the loveliest

Quaichs I have ever seen. They are not

as old as many of the other things in the

museum, but they are still several

hundred years old.  Amongst all the

glitter and shine in this museum, these

two small simple wooden Quaichs stand

out. They have the colour of age and

use on them.

One Quaich is smaller than the other; as

if it was made as a child’s drinking cup.

It is no bigger than three inches across.



The other is a bit bigger – perhaps four and a half inches across. They are deeper than modern

Quaichs; four to five inches deep. Each has been made from one solid piece of wood. They have

been made with love and you can really feel that love still glowing from them. The lugs of the

larger Quaich are carved with a complicated Celtic knot pattern. There is the tiniest mistake in

the pattern on one of the lugs, as if a tired daddy lost his concentration for a moment.  These

Quaichs, darkened by the smoke of peat fires, tell me the story of a father’s love for his children.

Who was this man who made them? Who were the children he made them for?

 I don’t know, Pooka, but I like to tell stories about the things I see around me too and this is

what I imagine.

The man who made these Quaichs loved his children very deeply.  I can see him, patiently

sitting by the fire on a cold winter’s night, carving and turning the wood slowly to create the

shape of the bowl. Opposite him sits his wife, knitting furiously and telling him all the local

gossip while he moulds the wood in his gentle hands. Their children are asleep in bed.  I see him

glance happily at his wife. He smiles. She is beautiful and the firelight makes her even more so.

He doesn’t say much, but that doesn’t matter. His wife talks for both of them and the lilt of her

Gaelic fills the house. His love is expressed through his hands and his children will drink like

kings. The magical patterns he carves on the Quaichs will protect his children and keep them

safe from harm.

Did you like my little story, Pooka? People have told each other stories since there have been

people – it’s what makes us people. Stories about the stars, stories about the things we see

around us – or in a museum. Stories are good. And as we move to the time of the autumn

balance, perhaps the Libra children will make up stories about the things they see around them

too. And if you are a very good little cat, Pooka, they may even tell you some of them.

Till the next time,

Fiona Tinker



Harvesting the Last Berries
by Carolina  Gonzalez



Professor Pooka

Mabon was only two days away when Aunt Tilly arrived with Pooka's little brother,
Grimalkin, in tow.

"Here I am!" she announced. "All ready to help with the Harvest Feast!"
Elsie flew into her aunt's arms and gave her a big hug.  "And I'm so glad you are!"
The two of them were hard at work all day in the kitchen while Pooka and Grimalkin worked

very hard at staying out of the way.

 In the evening, after supper, they collapsed in the parlor.  Elsie settled into her wingback
chair by the hearth, with a notebook and pen.  Aunt Tilly took the chair opposite and pulled out
her knitting.  They began discussing their Mabon plans and making lists of who was coming,
what dishes they were bringing and what had yet to be prepared.

Grimalkin climbed onto the sofa next to Pooka.  There was a worried look on his little gray
face.  "Big Brother, I just don't understand what this Mabon holiday is about.  Can you explain it
to me?"

Pooka assumed his best "Teacher" expression and said in a Very Wise Voice:  "It's simple
really.  You get a whole bunch of people together for a great big feast.  Usually some kind of
really yummy roast, mashed potatoes, gravy, a bunch of different vegetables (that being a cat,
you're allowed to ignore).   There will be bread and jams, nuts and pickles. And then there's
pumpkin pie and apple pie and lots of lovely whipped cream...."    Pooka stopped there.  He
realized that despite the fact that he'd just finished supper, he was actually starting to drool a bit.

"So, it's all about eating?" asked Grimalkin.
"That's right," Pooka nodded.
Aunt Tilly may have  been getting on in years, but her hearing was still pretty sharp.  She

looked up from her discussion with Elsie and said, "Mabon is much more than that!"
"Like what?" Grimalkin asked.
"Well, dear, it's about celebrating and giving thanks for the Harvest.  In the old days, people

celebrated the actual harvest, but nowadays, when food is more available year round in stores,
some like to celebrate their personal harvest... the things they've accomplished in the past
growing season."

The kitten leaned toward his brother and whispered, "Do I have a personal harvest?"
Pooka rolled his eyes and muttered, "I doubt it."
Aunt Tilly tried again.  "It's also about  Balance.  Mabon falls on the Autumn Equinox when

day hours and night hours are equal and in balance,  So this is a perfect time for us to find our
own balance as well."



Little Grimalkin leaped from the sofa onto the back of one of the chairs.  "How's my
balance?" he grinned.

"Looks good to me," his brother told him, "but I think Aunt Tilly's talking about a balanced
meal!"

Grimalkin hopped down again.  "So the holiday IS all about eating.  That reminds me - I'm
hungry.  Want to see if there's anything left in our bowls?"

"Sure!" said Pooka and the two cats headed down the hall toward the kitchen.
Aunt Tilly shook her grey head in defeat, then asked her niece, "Where were we, dear?"
"We were discussing who should bring the fruit salad," Elsie said and then, in a parting shot,

she called after the two cats:  "Mabon is also about Gratitude!"
"Yes, and I'm always grateful for food," Pooka called back.
Grimalkin sighed.  "I'm so glad I have you to explain these things, Big Brother."
"That's what Big Brothers are for," Pooka said kindly.



Jimmy learns about Pumpkins
by Evelien Roos

Jimmy was just sauntering through the garden on a crisp, sunny morning in September. He
ended up on a patch at the very edge of the garden where enormous leaves grew with big, yellow
flowers and all along the stems there were vines all curled up, like cork screws. Some of the
flowers had shrivelled and looked droopy. But between the stem and the flower, a little yellow
bulb had formed.

Jimmy tried to nuzzle the stem, but it pricked his tiny nose. “OW!” he exclaimed. And sat
on his hind legs to rub his aching nose.

All of a sudden he heard a tiny laugh, like the chattering of a teeny bird. He looked up and
there he saw Bluebell Cherry, the Faery. She sat on one of the yellow flowers and was laughing
so hard, that she was holding her sides.

Grumpily, Jimmy muttered: “Laugh it up, firefly… At least I can sting back.” Bluebell
sobered and flew down. “So sorry, Jimmy. But your face looked so FUNNY!”

With another huff, Jimmy glared at the plant. “What is that any way? And why is there so
much of it?”

Bluebell did a surprised summersault. “You don’t know what this is?” But then she quickly
redeemed: “But you come from the forest, of course you don’t know it… This…” she announced
“Is a pumpkin patch. Humans, like your Isobel, plant these plants, to harvest their fruits when the
leaves are turning.”

Jimmy cocked his head. “What? Like apples?”
Bluebell wrinkled her tiny nose. “Kind of... These fruits are WAY bigger and often cooked,

pureed and baked into pies. And a lot of humans like to put them around their house, to show
that they like the Fall season. Your Isobel picked a few this very morning. I think it is only fair to
warn you…” she paused, probably because she thought the dramatic effect was needed. Jimmy
fell for it.

Alarmed he sat up again. “Warn me???? About what?”
Bluebell gloated a bit, happy she had gotten Jimmy rattled. “The season is coming.” “What

season? Fall? I know that!” Jimmy bristled.
Bluebell almost burst with glee. “No, silly! The season of… Pumpkin Everything!” As she

shouted that last bit, she did a backflip in the air.



Jimmy was not amused. “If you’re going to be annoying, go someplace else.” He grumbled
and quickly scuttled back to the house.

As he entered the kitchen, a delicious smell tickled his nose. It smelled sweet, yet spicy! He
loved it! A bit more cheerful, he went in search of Isobel. The smell followed him into the living
room.

There sat Isobel, sipping a steaming mug that smelled just like the kitchen, only with a hint
of coffee and cream. Isobel had a smudge of flour on her cheek and she was wearing an apron,
also with many floury smudges and handprints. “Hello Jimmy… Why the sourpuss face?” Isobel
greeted him.

Jimmy took another sniff from the spicy smell and answered: “Someone was just teasing me
something about a new season. She really ticked me off.”

Isobel frowned. “New season? What new season? I think four is very adequate.” Jimmy
nodded in agreement and then said: “The season of Pumpkin Everything… What is that
anyway?”

To his great annoyance, Isobel burst out laughing. “Whoever she was, she was right!”
Seeing the disgruntled face Jimmy made, she quickly explained. “Fall is the season that the
pumpkins ripen, and those are so versatile, you can make almost anything with it! Like this
coffee I have here. I made some Pumpkin Spice Syrup just this morning and I added it, and some
whipped cream, to my coffee to make it all the more delicious. In the oven I have two Pumpkin
pies baking. And tonight I will have a Pumpkin and Brussels sprout dish for dinner.”

Jimmy stared at her. “How many Pumpkins did you get? Like twenty or so?”
Again Isobel laughed. “Noooo, silly, just a few. Pumpkins are actually quite big, when they

ripen. What you saw were the new ones, only just forming. Those grow ten times as big, or even
bigger. Here, let me show you.” And she picked Jimmy up, carried him to the kitchen and sat
him down on a large, bright orange pumpkin.

“Why didn’t you cook this one?” Jimmy asked as he sniffed about the surface.
“This one was so nice in shape and colour, that I decided to use it as a decoration, to

celebrate Fall. And if I get very lucky, I can grow a few more like those in about a months time,
so I can seriously start decorating.”

But Jimmy wasn’t paying attention anymore. He just thought: ‘If I can get off this thing, I
can look for Bluebell and tell her I’m sorry.’



Pumpkin Recipes for Mabon
by Evelien Roos

If you would like to make your own Pumpkin Spice Syrup like Isobel did, please ask a Grown Up
to help you… It requires actual cooking, and heat.

Pumpkin Spice Syrup
1 cup water
3/4 cup dark brown sugar
2 tablespoons pumpkin puree
4 3-inch cinnamon sticks
1 whole nutmeg
3/4 teaspoon whole cloves
3/4 teaspoon whole allspice

Combine all ingredients in a small saucepan. Bring to a simmer over low-medium heat. Simmer
for 15 minutes, stirring occasionally. Do not allow to boil. Remove from heat then let it cool to
room temperature.
Drain mixture through a fine-mesh sieve to remove the solids. Keeps, refrigerated, for one
month. Shake before using.



If you are adventurous, you might ask for the Pumpkin and Brussels Sprouts dish for Mabon.

Pumpkin and Brussels Sprouts  Dish (serves four):
One pumpkin, diced
One pound of Brussels sprouts, halved
4 cloves of garlic, minced
4 shallots, or 2 onions, sliced
Dash of oil (olive or canola)
1 teaspoon of ground cumin
1 teaspoon of ground coriander

Two tablespoons of herb or vegetable bouillon powder of 2 cubes of said bouillon
Cayenne pepper and salt to taste
Dash of soy sauce
Water

Sauté the shallots or onions in the oil and after a few minutes, add the spices and garlic. Next
add the vegetables and stir-fry for another few minutes. Then add a bit of water and the
bouillon. Stir well, turn the heat to low and let it simmer for about ten minutes. Season it with
salt, Cayenne pepper and maybe a bit of soy sauce. Delicious with rice or mashed potatoes!

Canadian Apple-Pumpkin Dessert (serves four):

One pound of finely diced pumpkin
One pound of finely diced, sweet apple
1 Tablespoon (or more) cane sugar
Glob of butter or shortening (if you are vegan)
Two hands of raisins
Pinch of salt
3 ½ Ounce of coarsely chopped walnuts of hazelnuts

Preheat the oven to 356 degrees (180 Celsius)
Take a greased, oven safe dish, and put the apple and pumpkin in it. Add a small amount of
water and cover with the rest of the ingredients. Put the dish in the oven for half an hour. Serve
with vanilla custard or ice cream.





a Mabon Banner by Heather Calluna Bruce

You will learn to make a beautiful festive batik-style banner for Mabon that
uses washable glue instead of messy hot wax.

What you will need:

Cotton fabric (washed and dried)

Assorted acrylic paints, a paint tray, plates or
old pie tins for mixing paint & wide paint
brushes

Washable glue (we used Elmer’s washable
glitter glue)

Stencils and leaves

a Stick and some Yarn

Scissors and a Spray bottle (optional)

Something waterproof to protect your working surface. (We use a plastic shower curtain for
projects like these. It’s large and reusable.)

What you do: Cut the fabric to the size and shape you want
your banner to be.

Lay your fabric on the wax paper or protective surface of your
choice.

Lay out your design with your stencils and leaves or you can
also make up your own design free-hand with just the glue.
Just remember to make your designs big and wide because
the glue will spread and run together a little as it settles and
dries.

Trace your stencils and leaves with your glue. Add any other
designs you would like to have on your banner as well, like
spirals, stars, lines inside your leaves or whatever else you
may feel to be connected to Mabon,  fall, or things you like.



Remember, everywhere you put the glue, it will become white again when you wash it off.

Let the glue dry now for about 24 hours to make sure the
glue is bonded well to the fabric.

Next you will need to wet the
entire banner with water by
using a wide paintbrush dipped
in water, or we used a spray
bottle, which made it a bit
easier and a little faster.

Pour out small amounts of the acrylic paints and mix them with
some water to make them a little
soupy. Start by painting in your
stenciled designs, allowing the

colors to mix together, similar to doing watercolor painting.

Next, paint the background using the same process.

Let the banner dry COMPLETELY when you are finished painting.
We allowed ours to dry overnight to make sure the paint set well
in the fabric. If you go to the next step without letting your
banner dry all the way, the paint will wash out and you will have

a blank white
banner again.

Soak the banner for about 15-20 minutes in a
tub, bucket, or sink filled with warm water.
Gently rub off the glue and rinse the banner
thoroughly and allow it to dry. It is kind of
wrinkly after this step, so you might want to
get a grown-up to help you iron it flat if you
don’t like the wrinkles.

Next, lay the banner face down and place your
stick across the top where you would like it to
hang. Fold the fabric over the stick and glue
down the edge. Or if you know how to sew,
you can stitch a sleeve at the top for the stick
to through.

Tie your yarn on each end of the stick and hang
your banner for Mabon.



Cinnamon
Fall (or Autumn) is coming and with that, a lot of people
start baking again. Preferably pies and, in a lot of pies,
Cinnamon is used.  Why?

For starters, it is absolutely delicious, but also because in
ancient times it was used to prevent food from spoiling.
The Egyptians thought this spice was so good at
preserving, they used it in their mummifying process!
Romans believed cinnamon's fragrance to be sacred and
burned it at funerals.

Cinnamon is warming, it stimulates appetite and digestive
juices, so it is perfect for indigestion, gas and bloating,
stomach upset and diarrhoea. It is often combined with
other common digestive herbs such as Dandelion root,
Fennel seed, Chamomile flower and Gentian root.  Its
natural sweetness is used to satisfy sweet cravings when added to teas and recipes. And the taste of
more bland herbs in your tea will be enhanced!

Cinnamon is also beneficial for fighting infections and inflammation of the respiratory tract – the simple
common cold, cough and sinusitis are relieved and comforted. Acting as a warming, circulatory
stimulant it is indicated for chilblains or poor peripheral circulation leading to cold hands and feet.

Daily use of honey and cinnamon powder strengthens the immune system and protects the body from
bacterial and viral infections. (Perhaps you can put some on your toast in the morning?)

Or maybe, if you have a teenage brother or sister, you could suggest this one to them: Apply a paste of
three tablespoons of honey and one teaspoon of cinnamon powder on pimples before sleeping, cover it
with a band aide so they don't mess up their pillow, and wash it next morning with warm water. Do this
for two weeks to remove pimples from the root.

Well, that’s it for this issue. See you in the next Pooka Pages! And remember: any weed can be a healing
herb!

Evelien Roos



How Much Do You Know About Mabon?

Choose an answer from the list below and then draw a picture of your answer.

I fall from the mighty oak tree and squirrels love me.

_____________________________________

 I can be green, red or purple and I grow in bunches.

_____________________________________

I am woven and used to carry the harvested crops.

_____________________________________

I am the balance of day and night Mabon.

_____________________________________

I am cooked and placed in jars until you want to put

me on your bread.

_____________________________________

We come in many colors and cover the ground.

_____________________________________

I am a decoration on many altars and filled with

harvest foods.

_____________________________________

I am a delicious drink made from fruit that you might like to drink hot.

_____________________________________

Answers:

Jam Acorn Leaves Apple Cider Basket Autumn Equinox     Grapes Cornucopia



Runes by Christine Lynn Hostetler-Johnson

 Laguz, Lagu, Laukaz
MEANING: Lake, water, flow, moon, the tides, psychic Alphabet:
L

Rune of intuitive knowledge. Can indicate psychic experiences
especially if the moon is right. It's also an artistic rune of
creativity. Writers, Artists, and Crafters summoning up and
drawing upon the wonder and beauty of imagination.

 Meditating with this rune can help enhance psychic and creative
abilities. Remember, your imagination is where your dreams and
goals begin. Grasp them and never give up on them. Put them
down on paper, drawing, or craft project.

Inguz, Ingwaz, Ing
MEANING: Kinfolk, The God Ing, fertility, family ties, new

beginnings.

ALPHABET: NG (you see that right...two letters together. )

As you may have noticed, this rune has more than one way of
being drawn. You may do whatever you are comfortable with;
but, the one on the right is the most familiar in ancient writings.

This rune can predict family harmony. A possible marriage may
be coming, or a new baby in the family. Healing in health and
improvement in the homestead are also indicated by this rune.
This rune was often found on houses, barns, and other
buildings around the homestead for protection as well as fertility
in the of, of animals, and in fields for bountiful harvests.

Project time! With the leaves starting to change, the crops
getting harvested, and nature getting ready for her long sleep during the winter months...use your
imagination! Get creative with whatever and use it to make a protection rune for the home. Go! Have fun!
And share with us what you have made! Pooka would love to see them!!!!!
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