Pooka’s Page for Grownups
As this Mabon issue is posted, here at Pooka Pages we’re extra grateful to
have two additional contributors.
Although raised on a horse ranch, Francesca is no stranger to growing,
harvesting, canning and preserving fresh food for her family’s table. In
Pooka’s Poetry Corner, she’s shared her love of the Harvest Time in a beautiful Mabon poem
for your children.
When Terri, one of my best friends from high school, showed me the Magic Kitchen Fairies
she’d created, I begged her to do a tutorial for the kids. As generous a friend now as she was
back then, Terri immediately agreed and even took photos of the process.
Despite their busy schedules, we hope to see both Terri and Francesca back in future issues!
Speaking of our Pooka Pages Team, you’ll notice that Mama Witch Carmen’s popular “Lessons
with Pooka” is missing from our pages this time. She’s had a bit of complication resulting from a
recent surgery. Perhaps you’d like to take this opportunity to sit down with your little witchling,
light a candle and send her some happy, healing energy? (Kids are so good at this!) With your
children’s help, Pooka’s sure she’ll be back by Samhain with more Lessons for everyone!
A Reminder - Fiona Tinker’s new book will be released next month. Stay tuned…
Meanwhile, I’m still having trouble producing new illustrations for our stories but it’s getting
better. Hopefully by our next issue I’ll have this worked out and can start drawing again.
Even with social distancing, there are many ways to still make this Mabon special for your
family! Of course, enjoying the “Witch’s Thanksgiving” with all the yummy foods that Pooka
looks forward to, why not create a miniature backyard bonfire?
Take an empty clay pot and saucer (like for planting). Line it with aluminum foil then fill it with
charcoal briquettes and a wad of paper. Light the paper to get the briquettes and flame going.
Then, hold a simple ritual. Have gratitudes written on bits of paper and burn them. Dance
around the flames. Make Smores. Tell stories.
After the flames die down, lie back on blankets and pull out your cell phone and point it at the
Autumn Equinox sky. There’s a free app called “SkyView Lite” that identifies stars,
constellations and planets as well as the Hubble Space Telescope.
Your children will love it.
However you chose to celebrate, Pooka, the Team and I all hope you have a
wonderful Mabon with many things to be grateful for!

Also known as: Second Harvest, Cornucopia, Fall or Autumn Equinox, Harvest Home, Alban Elfed
(Caledonia, Druidic), 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 will
now be getting longer and cooler. The festival of the Second Harvest is sometimes referred to as
the “Witch’s Thanksgiving”. It is a time of feasting with friends and family while giving thanks for
all our blessings! On the Autumn Equinox day and night, light and dark are equal and balanced. It
is a good time to examine how we are balancing our own lives - friends & family, work & play,
quiet time and busy time...
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Pooka’s Harvest

Elsie was on her knees in the garden.

A large basket sat next to her as she lifted potatoes and

carrots from the earth. Pooka sauntered over and watched her for a few minutes. He then sat,
wrapped his tail in a neat circle around himself and said: “Elsie, I’ve been thinking. Mabon isn’t
just about eating a bunch of yummy stuff with our friends and family, is it?”
The little witch smiled. “No, it isn’t. It’s the end of the year’s Growing Season. It’s a time to
be grateful, not just for the food that’s grown in the Earth, but for your own growth as well.”
“Well,” said the cat proudly. “I’m definitely bigger and stronger than I was last year!”
Elsie chuckled. “Yes, you are. But, you’ve also grown inside.”
Pooka dipped his head between his front legs and peered at his tummy. “My insides have
grown?” He narrowed his eyes at her. “Are you trying to say I’m fat?”
The girl threw back her head and laughed. “No, Pooks! This is a different kind of growth.”
“I’m listening,” he growled.
“Think about all the stuff you’ve learned in the past year,” she said and then waited while his
furry little brain cast itself back over the months that had passed. Finally, he said, “I learned all
the zodiac signs and how to write my name in runes. I can write your name too!”
Elsie nodded. “What else?” she asked.
After a moment, he added slowly: “I learned not to mess with the orange cat in the alley
behind the village cafe. I learned that the rocks in the middle of the creek may look flat but
they’re also slippery and the water is really cold.”
He shuddered at the memory, then thought some more. Finally, he took a deep breath and
said: “I learned about a bunch of cool herbs besides catnip and that Nathan gets sort of grouchy
if you make too much noise while he’s fishing. I learned that I used to be as big a pest as my
little brother, Grimalkin, so I need to be Patient and that fairies throw the best Summer Solstice
parties. And the reason I can’t stand your singing is because you’re Tone Death, but it’s okay
and not like you’re going to die or anything and Nathan’s grandmother says you can’t help
sounding awful so I should be nice and pretend….”
Elsie’s smile had suddenly turned itself upside down. She quickly interrupted him. “Ahem!
Yes, well... See how much you’ve learned in the past year? You’ve done a lot of growing. And
that is your personal harvest.”
Pooka looked a little surprised as he thought about this. “I guess my insides ARE bigger with
all the stuff I’ve learned.”

Elsie pulled another carrot from the ground. “And Mabon is a time to celebrate and be
grateful for your personal Harvest as well as the harvest from the fields and garden,”
“So, besides eating yummy stuff with friends, this holiday is all about how I’ve grown,”
exclaimed Pooka happily. “Finally, a holiday that’s all about ME.”
“Well, yes, in a way” said the girl carefully. “And for others, it’s all about THEIR growth.”
“It is? Why?” asked Pooka puzzled.
His witch chuckled and tickled him under his chin. “To learn the answer to that, you might have
a bit more growing to do,” she said gently.

Easy-Peasy Pumpkin Muffins
Mr. Clark, who owns the village bookstore, shared this recipe with Miss Epstein, the librarian,
who passed it to Sally, the Flower Lady, who gave it to Nathan’s grandmother who then told
Elsie about it and now Elsie is telling you. Once you try them, Pooka thinks YOU will want to tell
somebody too.

All you need is 1 box of spice cake mix and 1 (15 ounce) can of pumpkin puree.
Mix them together really good and dump by heaping tablespoonfuls into greased muffin
tins.
Smooth the tops of the batter flat. Then sprinkle with cinnamon sugar. (Just mix 1 part
cinnamon w/ 2 parts sugar)
Bake at 350 degrees for 20 - 25 minutes.
Note: Elsie added extra spices - cinnamon, ginger & cloves. She also soaked about ¾ cup of
raisins in a little apple juice for a few hours (just to plump them up a bit) and stirred those in as
well.

A Letter from Scotland
Dear Little Witches,
A heavy mist covered the forest and spread its silvery
fingers towards the Mound of the Sidhe, almost as if it
wanted to hug the fairy thorn that grew from its top. The
rocks that formed the entrance to the mound glistened
and glinted as they were painted with water sparkles.
This mist was definitely an all-grown-up mist and it was
big and heavy. It was hard to see very far. All the familiar
shapes of the forest and the mound had changed into
strange, alien and – quite frankly – scary things. Attila
the Bun huddled under his favourite bush, water dripping
from his ears and whiskers. He did not like this one bit.
“This is horrible,” he complained, as he shook some more water from his ears. “Nothing looks
like it should.”
A gentle breeze shook the branches of the fairy thorn, making it look like it too was scared. Attila
the Bun shivered in sympathy. This wasn’t even a decent smir or sea haar; it was just a wet
haze covering the land and everything around him. And his fur was distinctly damp.
There was a sudden crash and something landed heavily beside Attila. Something quivered and
shook. The shaking covered Attila in even more water.
“MEG!” yelled Attila. “You made me jump out of my skin!”
“Bwwdforhfs!” answered Meg the Cat with half a tail. “Hgiheshfg!”
Attila stared. Meg had eyes the size of saucers and his fur stood up on end; even his little
stumpy tail looked like it was cotton candy on a stick. Attila continued to stare as Meg struggled
to regain his composure and sleekness. Eventually, Meg said, “I got a fright.”
“No kidding,” replied Attila, scathingly. “Was it as big as the one you just gave me?”
“I can see you, little cat,” called a sing-song voice through the mist. “Come out and play some
more?”

The two animals under the bush jumped again on hearing this voice. They knew the call of The
Cailleach all too well. “What did you do this time?” whispered Attila.
“N-nothing,” stuttered Meg. “Well, nothing
much. I thought I was stalking a slow worm
and it wasn’t until I jumped on it that I
realised what it actually was.”
“And what was that?” queried Attila, sternly.
“The Cailleach’s bootlace - her boots were
undone. I made her jump too.”
Meanwhile, the voice of The Cailleach called
to Meg through the veil of vapour, still
cajoling him to join her and play.
“I don’t think so,” muttered Meg. “Oh, help!
Where’s Angus Óg when you need him?”
“Where I always am,” came the voice of
Angus from behind the bush the two friends
huddled beneath. “I’m right with you even if
you do not always see me.”
Attila and Meg scuttled out from beneath
their hiding bush and ran to Angus, who
scooped both of them up into his arms. His
eyes twinkled with laughter as he looked at the two bedraggled, soggy animals. “A slow worm,
Meg? Really? A pretty little lizard like that?”
Meg snuggled his head into the crook of Angus’s arm. “Please just make her go away. She
scares me and she’s not that fond of us, is she? Between her and the Lord of the Mound; I don’t
know which of them is the bigger baddie.” Meg’s half a tail throbbed in sympathy, remembering
the time it had been a full tail and why it no longer was, thanks to an angry encounter with the
Sidhe Lord of the Mound many moons ago.
*Cailleach artwork by Wendy Andrews

“I hate all this mist – it’s like a cloud has fallen from the sky,” added Attila.
Angus said, “But it is beautiful, and it’s all just part of the time of year. It’s the time
of the Autumn Equinox, remember?”
Attila and Meg looked at him.
Angus sighed, knowing they only half-remembered. “Come on, I’ll tell you again.”
With that, he seated himself on the ground under a tree and looked at the two
little friends on his lap.
“It’s the time of balance between the seasons, the earth takes a breath before it
slides from summer to autumn. This mist is a magical mist. It’s a veil between the
two. When it lifts, we’ll see all the colours of the new season in the trees and
berries. The loud summer colours will make way for the browns, oranges and
reds of autumn. The mist is nothing to be frightened of – think of it as a painter’s
dust sheet over the world as the earth works its magic beneath. In a few days,
this time of stillness will pass and we’ll move on to the next song of the year.”
“But The Cailleach is here,” said Meg. “It’s not winter when it’s autumn.”
“Indeed,” said Angus, “but she is no baddie, as you put it. She is the Queen of the
Unseelie Court and their time to rule is coming. At Samhain we have to leave the
mound and let them move in for their half of the year, remember? The Cailleach
is the Goddess of Winter and she knows her time is approaching. We’ve still got
some warm days to enjoy but we’ll have nippy mornings and evenings to remind
us this time won’t last forever.”
Attila and Meg thought about this briefly, remembering the many times they’d
helped these twice a year house moves and how their help usually ended up in
trouble of some kind.
“She’s cross with me already,” said Meg. “I didn’t mean to give her a fright.”
Angus laughed. “That’s the trouble with mists; you can’t see things properly in
them. Even if it had been a poor little slow worm, it would have only been looking
for somewhere to hibernate. The mists tell the animals the long sleep time is
coming and they need to be prepared for it.”
“Bootlaces don’t hibernate though,” snorted Attila, “especially when they’re laced
through the Cailleach’s boots.”

Angus tried hard not to laugh because he did think the idea of the Goddess of
Winter getting a big fright from a small cat stalking her bootlaces was very funny
indeed. But he also knew The Cailleach could be a little bad-tempered at times
and he didn’t want Meg worrying about what she might do to him. “How about
you give her the present of the magic in an apple as a way of saying sorry?” he
suggested.
“Ooooh yes!” squealed Attila, “that is a good idea! And we could leave her some
things to decorate with when she moves back in to the mound!”
“What things?” asked Meg. “Flowers and boughs will be dead and dried up by
the time that happens.”
“Exactly!” said Attila, happily.
With Angus’s help, Attila the Bun and Meg the Cat with half a tail, gathered
together things they could find in the forest, things they could see clearly
enough to think The Cailleach might enjoy them. When they finished gathering,
they looked at their collection of berries, leaves, nuts and flowers.
“Excellent,” said Angus as he picked them up. With the two animals following
very closely at his heels, he strode to the back of the Mound of the Sidhe.
Together, the three of them laid out the presents for The Cailleach on a flat
stone.
“Now for the magic of the apple,” said Angus. He pulled a lovely red apple from
his pocket. He took a knife from his pouch. “Do you remember how to do this?”
“No,” answered Meg.
“Yes,” squealed Attila, happy to show once again how much smarter that Meg
he was. “Cut the apple across its middle
horizontally.”
Smiling, Angus did as Attila said. Then he
pulled the two pieces apart to reveal the
magic in the centre of an apple – two
beautiful five-pointed stars. “There,” he said,
as he placed the two pieces of apple neatly
on the centre of the stone. “The Cailleach will
know it was just you being you, Meg, and that
you didn’t mean any harm.”

“Thank you,” called the voice of The Cailleach through the tendrils of mist.
“What now?” asked Attila.
“Why, bannocks of course,” replied Angus, “isn’t that how all the best stories end?”
Meg showed his happy cat grin. He’d been forgiven and there would be bannocks in his
immediate future.
His grin grew even bigger and happier as Angus Óg, Attila the Bun and Meg the Cat with half a
tail moved away from The Cailleach and disappeared into the fallen cloud in search of
somewhere dry to make a cooking fire for bannocks. Maybe the mists of the Autumn Equinox
weren’t so bad after all!

Till Next Time,

Fiona Tinker

Apples
Ok, maybe apples aren’t an actual herb. But they’re not only delicious to eat. They’re also
magical, medicinal and they’re sacred to Mabon!
We’ve all heard the saying that “an apple a day keeps the doctor away”, but WHY?
Well, for one thing, apples are a natural antioxidant which means they fight infections and not
just in your body. When you bite into a juicy sweet apple, those antioxidants also fight tooth
decay which means less trips to the dentist.
Apples are wonderful for grandparents. Their juice has been proven helpful in fighting the
effects of aging on the brain.
This sweet fruit has a long history in magic. Cut an
apple in half sideways to reveal a five pointed star - a
special symbol of witchcraft. At Mabon put a basket of
apples on your altar for prosperity. At Samhain, peel
an apple in one long strip, then toss it over your left
shoulder to see the initial of the person you’ll marry
someday. Apples have been used in all sorts of love
spells since way before the days of Romeo and Juliet.
The seeds are often used in spells and talismans for
protection and the slim, straight branches of the tree
make wonderful wands that are packed with the
powerful energy of the Goddess.

Pooka and the Spider

Pooka darted under the claw-footed tub in Elsie’s bathroom
and clapped his paws together. “Gotcha!” he hooted.
Suddenly he felt hands gripping his tummy and dragging him
backwards. “Pooka, NO!” cried Elsie.
Bewildered, the cat looked up at her and then glanced down
at his front paws. They were empty. He wiggled out of Elsie’s
grasp.
“I’ve been stalking that spider all morning!” he told the witch angrily.
“Why?” she asked.
“Because it’s a spider. It runs. I chase it. I am a Cat, you know! Besides, some spiders can
hurt people, right? So, I was protecting you.” Pooka raised his little chin in the air, squinted his
eyes shut and flattened his ears to the side. He became the perfect picture of wounded dignity.
Elsie laughed and the cat’s eyes sprang open.
“What’s so funny?” he demanded.
“Have I never told you the witch’s old adage that says: ‘If ye wish to live and thrive, let a spider
run alive’?”
“No,” mumbled Pooka angrily. “I’m pretty sure you neglected that part of my education.”
“Well, let me remedy that now,” grinned his witch. “Unless a spider is poisonous and actually an
immediate threat, either leave it alone or move it to somewhere else.”
“But why?” cried Pooka. “I thought you didn’t like spiders in the house?”
“I don’t,” said Elsie. “And, when I find them in the cottage, I relocate them to the Garden.”
“But, but…” sputtered Pooka.
Elsie picked up the little cat, sat on the edge of the tub and settled him into her lap. “Spiders are
sacred to the Goddess,” she explained. “In some traditions around the world, She actually
takes the form of a spider. They are seen as the Weavers of Fate and Destiny and represent
wisdom, hard work and perseverance.”
“Perseverance? What’s that?”
“Sticking with a job until it is finished,” explained Elsie.
“Yes, but that stuff is symbolic,” Pooka objected. “What good are they really?”
“Well, the obvious answer,” said Elsie, “is that they catch and eat other bugs.”
“Yuck!” spat Pooka.
“Yeah, I know!” chuckled Elsie. “But I sure don’t want our cottage or garden filled with flies and
ants, do you?”
“No way!” Pooka agreed.
“Also, their webs are medicinal. When you get a nasty cut, spider webs make great bandages.
They’ve been used like this since the times of the ancient Greeks and Romans. They stop the
bleeding and keep the wound from getting infected. Their webs even promote healing. And a

spider’s web is powerful in magic. For instance, you can use a spider’s web in a binding spell
when you need to stop someone from doing something bad.”
“Like the orange alley cat in the Village that always tries to bully me outside the Post Office?”
asked Pooka, his eyes very wide..
Elsie nodded.
Pooka leaped from her lap and peered under the tub. “Oh no! Little spider, where are you? I’m
not going to chase you anymore. You can stay right here in the bathroom and spin a nice big
web while I tell you all about this nasty orange cat that I know!”
Elsie’s eyes rolled toward the ceiling. “I don’t know about that,” she said. “How about we find
her and then just carry her gently out to the garden? You can talk to her out there….”

To stop Someone from Spreading Lies
 When someone spreads a nasty rumor about you that isn’t true, this is a sneaky form of
bullying and it is not nice! Besides standing up for yourself and telling the truth, have your
grownup light 2 candles for you - one red and one black. Then, color a small piece of paper
red. You can use either paints, chalk or crayons. Then, in black, write the liar’s name on the
paper. (Red is a warning color that means Stop...just like a red traffic light. When combined with
black, it’s a reversing spell, so that what the other person is doing comes back to reflect on
Them.) Then fold the paper up into a very small bundle and wrap it in cobwebs. Say:
Lies are bad
And just like glue
With this web
They’ll stick to YOU.
Then bury the paper and melted wax in the earth. Cover it with dirt and then stomp on it three
times really, really hard, saying:
This my will as said by me,
And as I will so shall t it be.

To Protect Something from being Lost
If something is very precious to you and you’re worried about
losing it, draw a picture on a small piece of paper to represent
whatever it is - a bicycle, a book you’ve loaned out, a wandering
pet…
Ask a grownup to light a candle using a color that harmonizes with
the special thing. For instance, for a bicycle, you could use yellow
- air and transportation. For a pet that wanders, brown represents
Home where you want them to stay or at least return to.
Lay four strands of your hair on the paper along with a bit of rosemary. Then fold the paper
several times so that the picture, the rosemary and your hair are all inside. Then carefully wrap
the bundle in cobwebs and seal it with a bit of melted wax from your candle. (You can ask your
grownup for help.) Put the bundle in a Very Safe Place where it won’t be disturbed and that you
won’t forget.
Now, there WILL come a Time to release your spell. This spell is not for selfishly hanging onto
something that you should let go.
Perhaps you’ve outgrown that old bike and are ready for a new one. In time, your pet may grow
old and need to cross the Rainbow Bridge to the Goddess. (If you love your pet, you must allow
it to do this.) When the time comes, take your bundle and place it in a silver dish. (In a pinch, a
metal pie plate will work.) With your grownup’s help, light a white candle. Say 3 times: “(Name
of thing or pet) I release you.” Then, allow your grownup to use the flame from the candle to
burn the bundle to ashes. Then, all by yourself, take the ashes outside and blow them into the
air.

Herb Garden

A Mabon Mobile
by Mim Burrows

You will need:
A willow ring, or if you don’t have access to willow you could use a
circle cut from card or a coat hanger etc
Cardstock paper
Tissue paper
Pva glue (or any white glue)
Ribbon or string
Screw eyes
Pine cones
Cut out some symbols of Mabon from cardstock. We chose
pumpkins, acorns and apples.
Give them a layer of paper mache for a bit of dimension and paint and decorate once dry.
Screw a small screw eye into the bottom of each pine cone ( you
could just tie ribbon around the pine cone but we like this finish.) Cut
a strip of ribbon or string for each pine cone and attach them to the
ring.
Take all of your painted Mabon symbols and glue them to a long
strip of ribbon. This will hang in the centre of your mobile. Take the
ribbon through the centre of your mobile and join it to the rest of the
ribbons. Tie them all off making a loop to hang the mobile with.

To Preserve Autumn Leaves

 by Elsie

(Pooka says: Your Grownup can help you with this so you
don’t burn your little paws.)
Collect leaves in vivid fall colors. While they’re still fresh and
pliable (not dry and crispy), use tongs or a tweezer to dip
them in either melted bee’s wax, paraffin or leftover white
candle wax that you’ve saved. Lay them on waxed paper from the grocery store, carefully
straightening them out flat with some sort of tool like a chopstick. When they’re cool, peel them
gently off of the waxed paper.

When you’re done: Use the leaves to decorate your Fall altar.
Or, wrap them around votive candle holders and seal with white glue, clear varnish or mod
podge.
Hot glue them onto a circlet of ribbon or cardboard to create a Mabon crown for your head.(Be
sure to include some ivy leaves. They can be preserved in the same way!)
You can even lay them onto clear contact paper and then cover with more contact paper to
create special Mabon placemats for your harvest feast.



Magic Kitchen Fairy

by Terri Owen Ireland

Supplies:
1 wooden Clothes Pin (to hold your wishes together)
1 – 4 in. cinnamon stick ( to promote energy and good health)
2 Bay Leaves ( to ward off negative energy)
1 Star Anise (to protect good fortune and luck)
1 piece of fabric 4in x 4in (to keep your fairy warm)
2 pieces of raffia, yarn, or ribbon for the hair and hanger
Moss, flowers or other natural items for decoration
Hot glue gun & glue or Tacky Glue
Paint if you want to color your clothes pin (do this first)
Directions: 

Wrap cloth around clothes pin and glue under the head and down the back.
Glue the hanger behind the head of the clothespin.
Glue the cinnamon stick ¼ in. under the head & equal on both sides.
Glue the bottom end of Bay Leaves at an angle to the cinnamon stick.
Glue Star Anise to the front under the head.
Glue the raffia or your choice of hair to the top of the head.

Mabon

By Francesca Urban

My mama's second greatest love is the harvest
The gently crinkled leaves on each potato vine
The shimmer of wind whispered corn silks
The balance of the moonglow and of the sunshine
As bairns, our first love was the Mabon gathering
The festival celebrating the brilliance of summer
We gather, we collect, we share and we replenish,
Supporting the life and the growth of one another
Mama shoos us about, this way and that
Picking and harvesting the baskets we share
She smiles to us, her sweet face that we love,
You’re my sweetest first dears, she declares.
She gathers the peppers and the tomatoes
Baskets full of blazing brilliant hues
Goldens and reds, burgundies and greens
Wearing her old cotton apron and worn, weathered leather shoes.
The wheat has been gently sun dried,
The fresh herbs wait patiently to be cut
Pumpkins, squash, garlic and onions
Must be cured before the root cellar is shut
The still is still quietly distilling
The brandy, the wine and the vinegars fermenting
The meats are smoking, and the pork is salt curing
The loaves are rising and the bannocks resting
Then comes a moment of gold-spun crimson
The scythe has paused in its rhythmic beat
Mama’s skirts shush for just a moment
While she measures what is left to complete
And in that moment, we can all finally pause,
Once the harvest is finally done
Our great gathering of family could finally begin
And we can celebrate Mabon with everyone.

Learning with
Pooka
Moon Water
Pooka

woke in the night and sat up on

the bed, squinting his eyes against the
bright light of the moon shining through
the window. Smacking his kitty lips, he
realized that his mouth and throat were dry.
He leaped softly from the bed so as not to disturb his witch and padded his way downstairs and
into the kitchen.
Drat! He’d drunk all the water in his bowl during the day and Elsie had forgotten to check it
before bed. Now what?
Suddenly, the little cat remembered that his witch had put a bowl of water on the parlor window
sill that night. At the time, he’d thought little about it, but now he realized she must have been
very tired and put his water in there by accident.
He trotted into the parlor, leaped to the table next to the open window where the bowl sat and
his little pink tongue went to work. The water was wonderful and tingled on his tongue in the
most delightful way!
Suddenly a light shone in the parlor and there was Elsie in her long white nightgown, a glowing
candle in her hand. “Pooks, what are you doing? “
The little cat looked up startled. “I was thirsty?”
“But that’s Moon Water!”
Pooka instantly looked worried. “You mean it’s magic? Will I turn into something? I mean, it
tasted okay… in fact it was really good! Sort of sparkly!”

Elsie smiled. She moved to the opened window and gazed out. “Moon Water is magical, but it
won’t turn you into anything.”
“Then, what IS Moon Water?” Pooka asked.
Elsie blew out her candle and whispered, “Look!”
Pooka stared at the bowl and, to his astonishment, he saw a tiny moon floating right there on
the surface of the water. He bravely batted it with his paw. The moon in the bowl danced and
shimmered.
“You caught the moon in the water?” he marveled.
“Sort of,” said Elsie. “Look out the window. The moon on the water is a reflection of the moon
up there in the sky. Some of her essence has flowed into the water. Do you see that crystal
stone in the bowl?”
He did now.
“On the night of the full moon, you place a bowl of water where Her face will be reflected in it.
The crystal helps the water to absorb the moon’s energies. Then you have Moon Water,” the
witch told him.
“And what do you do with it?”
asked Pooka.
“Lots of things,” Elsie told him.
“Witches use it in spells, for
divination and to cleanse and
bless certain objects.”
This was all really cool, but it
was quite late and the little cat
yawned. “Well, I guess my
tummy’s blessed now and I’m
definitely not thirsty anymore.
Shall we go back to bed?”

Pooka looked at the Mabon

table before him. There were

feast on the

honey

potatoes and fresh baked

eggs

,

stew with rich

,

brown gravy. “

pie?” cried

carrots, mashed

bread. There were deviled

pea

salad a yummy

Elsie! Where’s the apple

Pooka. “I didn’t make any,”

Elsie said.

apple

crisp with

Pooka’s head drooped. All this great food and no

pie for dessert? Then she told him: “I made

ice cream instead.”

Pooka perked right up.

apple

