
Pooka's Page for Grownups

Pooka is nagging me (Yes, he can be quite a pest sometimes!) to remind
you that his first book will be published shortly after Samhain.  Since
this book covers the Winter holidays of Yule and Imbolc, he's certain
that it will be a wonderful treat tucked under the Yule
tree for the little witches in your life - almost as good as
finding catnip in their stockings!

The book will be available on-line at Amazon.com, Barnes & Noble and, of
course, directly from the publisher, Pie Plate Publishing at
www.pieplatepublishing.com
Pooka's wringing his tail in anticipation and hope the kids enjoy it!

Speaking of stories - Be sure to dim the lights and give kids a cozy quilt to huddle under when
reading Fiona's Letter From Scotland.  She's shared a marvelous "Ghost Story" from ancient
Ireland told only as she can - nice and spooky but with a touch of humor that will leave them
giggling at the end.

For the tinier witchlings, in this issue we're bringing back our popular Wee Witchling's Read-
Along stories.  These mini-stories, filled with more nouns than action, are surprisingly difficult
to write, but they're so important to so many of our littlest "readers" that I promise to do my very
best to include them from now on.

Meanwhile, children of all ages should enjoy Liliane's wonderful coloring pages, Rayne's
Activity Pages, Heather's beautiful Craft Project and Carmen's Lesson and Game. And what
would a Pooka Pages be without Evelien's "Jimmy" story?  We guarantee a giggle with this one!
Our whole Team has worked very hard on this issue for the kids and we do hope they like it!

Have a very blessed Samhain!

from Lora, Pooka and the Pooka Pages Team

www.pookapages.com
www.facebook.com/PookaPagesTeam



Also known as: Halloween, All Hallow’s Eve, Shadow Fest, Night of Remembering
Samhain (pronounced “Sowain” or “Sowhen”) means the “end of summer” and harkens back to the days of the
ancient Celts when the year was divided in two parts – the warm half, or “summer”, and the cold half, or
“winter”.  It is a “between” time when communication with the spirits is much easier and many forms of
divination are used.  Pagan families set aside this night (or the night previous) for remembering ancestors,
family, friends or pets that have crossed over to the Summerland.
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Pooka and the Haunted House
The door to the cottage stood open and, as Nathan entered, he could hear the witch and her

cat arguing in the kitchen.
"You wouldn't fit," Elsie was saying.
"I would too," Pooka insisted.  "And, that way, if any show up, I can jump in really fast and

hide.  Here, I'll show you."
"Noooo!" Elsie's voice exclaimed and then sighed, "Oh, Pooks....."
Nathan walked into the kitchen and was greeted by a rather odd sight.  On the table were

several freshly carved jack o' lanterns.  One of them seemed to have sprouted a full head of black
hair complete with a long ponytail that was sticking straight up.

Closer examination revealed that the hair was actually a cat's fat furry bottom poking out of
the small opening at the top of the pumpkin.  The rest of the cat was inside the pumpkin and
Pooka's voice sounded a bit muffled as he said, "Umm, Elsie?  Maybe you were right.  I think
I'm stuck!"

Nathan laughed and Elsie, who was stirring a pot on the stove, shook her head in despair and
then asked,  "Nathan, would you mind....?"

"Sure," he grinned.  He tipped the jack o' lantern on its side, grabbed the cat's tail and
instructed:  "Okay, I'll pull and you push."

A moment later, the rest of Pooka had popped out of the pumpkin.  He shook his head and
little orange stringy bits flew off and landed around the kitchen.  Gazing up at his rescuer
forlornly, the cat said, "Well, it SEEMED like a good idea."

"What are you hiding from?" Nathan asked.  "Ghosts?"
Pooka snorted.  "Don't be silly!  I'm not afraid of ghosts."
The boy looked surprised.  "You're not afraid of ghosts on Halloween? What then?"
Pooka ducked his head, suddenly embarrassed and Elsie answered from the stove.  "Trick or

Treaters," she said.
Now Nathan was really astonished!  "What?  You're kidding, right?  You do know they're

just kids in costumes."
"I don't care," Pooka said defensively.  "They're scary.  They have horrible faces and strange

clothes that flap in the wind and they make loud noises at the door."  He looked anxiously around
the kitchen.  "I really need a better hiding place this year!"

Elsie followed his gaze to the cupboard where she kept her dishes and said sternly, "Don't
even think about it!"

To distract the cat, Nathan asked, "But ghosts aren't scary?"
"Of course not," Pooka said.  "Ghosts are just friends or relatives visiting from the Other

Side of the Veil."
"But, not all ghosts are friendly," Nathan argued.



Pooka shrugged.  "Not all people are friendly.
That doesn't mean I have to be afraid of them."

Elsie lifted the pot from the stove and poured its
contents over a large bowl of popcorn.  "Why don't
you butter your hands up and help me shape this into
balls," she told Nathan.

"Only if I get to eat one when we're done," he
said, flashing her a grin.

Elsie laughed.  "Of course!"
The boy looked thoughtful as he helped form the

popcorn balls. "Well, if you two aren't afraid of ghosts,
maybe when we're done with these, you'll go with me
to the big old Beasley House on the other side of the
village?"

"Why?" asked Elsie.  "Nobody lives there."
"I know," Nathan nodded.  "It's deserted and

everyone says it's haunted.  I want to check it out but I
don't want to go alone."

"Are you afraid of ghosts?"  Pooka asked.
"Maybe..... just a little," the boy admitted.
"I'd go with you another time," Elsie said, "but this afternoon I've got too much to do.

Besides making treats for the kids, I have to get ready for our Samhain ritual tonight."
"I'll go," volunteered Pooka.

The Beasley House (named for its former occupant) stood slightly apart from the other
houses and cottages at the end of a road.  The iron gates to the property were rusted open, but
Pooka and Nathan hesitated before stepping through them.  Even the cat had to admit that the
place looked pretty spooky.  Tall weeds had taken over the yard and a tattered lace curtain
fluttered through a broken upstairs window pane.  It didn't help that the clear blue Autumn sky
and turned gray and overcast on their way here.

As they climbed the steps to the porch, the old boards creaked and groaned beneath Nathan's
boots.  He cupped his hands around his eyes and peered through the leaded oval glass of the front
door.

"Wow," he said, "whoever lived here must have left in a big hurry!  All their stuff is still
here."

Pooka leaped onto a window sill and looked in.  "That would be Mrs. Beasely," he told his
friend.  "And I guess you could say she left in a hurry.  She died."

Nathan's eyes grew large.  "I bet she was murdered!"
"I don't think so," Pooka said doubtfully.  "I heard she was really, really old."
"Well, still, it's probably her ghost that's haunting this house," insisted Nathan.
"Let's go in and find out," suggested Pooka.
Nathan tried the doorknob.  "It's locked."
Pooka leaped down from the window and trotted down the steps.
"You're not going to just give up, are you?" Nathan called after him.
"Of course not," Pooka replied.  "I'm going to see if there's another way in around the back."
"Oh.  Good idea!  Wait for me!"
They made their way through the sad remnant of what had once been a rose garden bordered

by apple trees.  A few apples were still clinging to the gnarled old branches, but most of the fruit
lay rotting among the fallen leaves on the ground.



There was indeed a door in the back of the house and when Nathan tried the knob, it turned,
rusty and reluctantly, in his hand.  The boy pushed the door open on creaking hinges and they
found themselves in an old kitchen.

It was much darker inside the house than it had been outside.  Nathan switched on the
flashlight that he'd brought.  "See?" he said.  "I thought of everything!"

Cats see just fine in the dark, but Pooka didn't want to hurt his friend's feelings by pointing
out his deficiency in this area.

Years of fine grey dust covered the counters, table top and floor.  A loaf of bread on one
counter had been reduced to nothing but a mass of green mold.

"Ewe!" muttered Nathan when he saw it.
They made their way into the dining room where the table was set with dusty china and

goblets as though waiting for a ghostly party to sit down to a Samhain Feast.  The tarnished
silver candelabras in the center of the table were covered with cobwebs.

"This is creepy," whispered Nathan to Pooka.  The silence of the old house seemed to forbid
speaking in normal tones.

The dining room led to a dim hallway.  At the end, they could see grey light coming through
the oval glass of the front door.  An entry to a parlor filled with Victorian style furniture was just
to the right.  The faded oriental rugs were littered with the leaves of dead houseplants and framed
portraits of stern gentlemen and pale women stared down at them from the walls.

As they explored the dim room, there was a sudden faint tinkle of music.  Nathan froze.
"Pooks!  Hear that?  I told you there was a ghost!'

Pooka heard.  He also saw the little music box sitting atop a table that Nathan had just
bumped against with his hip in the darkness.  But he said nothing.  It looked like his friend was
having too much fun for the cat to go spoiling it.

They left the parlor and climbed the stairs to the second floor.  Another hall at the top
opened on to a series of bedrooms.  Nathan directed his flashlight into each and stopped cold on
the 3rd.

"Pooka!" he whispered urgently.  "Is there a body in that bed?"
The little cat bravely entered the room and stretched up on his hind legs to investigate.

"Nope, just a pile of laundry," he said.  "Sorry."
Nathan swallowed his disappointment and said cheerfully, "Well, still, that could have been

the very bed that old Mrs. Beasely died in."
Pooka decided not to tell him that, according to Elsie, Mrs. Beasely had died in a hospital.
They began to enter the next bedroom.  Suddenly Nathan jumped back through the doorway.

"I think I saw the ghost!" he exclaimed in a loud whisper.
Pooka craned his neck around the boy's legs and peered into the room.  He didn't see a ghost.

What he did see, however, was a long lace curtain fluttering in the breeze through the broken
window he'd noticed earlier.  The cat chuckled and Nathan peeked into the room again.

"Oh," he said.
Pooka noticed through the window that the sky was getting darker. He was suddenly

anxious to get back to Elsie for their Samhain feast and festivities!
"I think maybe we should go now," he told Nathan.
"Okay," the boy said.  "But first, there's one more door I want to check at the end of the

hall."
"I'll be downstairs," said Pooka.
At the foot of the stairs, he sat and waited for Nathan.  Suddenly, the air next to him grew

icy cold and a bluish mist began to gather.  It swirled and became more dense, gradually forming
the shadowy shape of a thin, very elderly woman.

She bent over him and whispered ominously, "Kitty, you might want to leave now.  We
have Visitors!"

Pooka looked in the direction where her bony finger was pointing.



Suddenly, a red demonic face with long white fangs could be seen through the oval glass
pane in the front door.  It was immediately joined by a hideous green face covered with warts
and crowned by a tall, pointy hat.

The cat felt his tail puff up as his fur spring straight out in all directions.
"Nathan!" he screamed.  "We have to get out of here Right Now!"
Pooka streaked across the hall, through the kitchen and shot out of the open door like a little

black bullet.  Nathan's boots pounded after him.
They raced through the apple orchard and behind the other houses until they reached the

main street of the village.  There, in the twilight, beneath the golden glow of a street lamp they
stopped, their sides heaving and their eyes huge.

"What was it, Pooks?" gasped Nathan.  "The ghost?"
"No," the little cat panted.  "It was the Trick or Treaters!"





Treats that aren't Tricky
One of Pooka's favorite parts of Samhain is in the days leading up to it when Elsie is in the kitchen
making treats for the holiday. Pooka would love to help but, being a cat, it's a little difficult.  YOU can
help though!  And here are some simple, fun treats that even the smallest witch can assist with....

Bones
Stick a marshmallow on either end of a pretzle rod. Dip them in melted
white chocolate and refrigerate for 20 minutes.

(You could even dust them with a bit of cocoa powder to make them look old
and dirty!)

from Prego & Mommy Chat on Facebook

Butterfinger Candy
Melt 1 cup of Candy Corn in the microwave for 30 seconds,
then stir and put it back in the microwave another 15
seconds, then stir again until it's all melted.  Stir in 3/4 cup
peanut butter. Stir some more and spread it in a
parchment lined, square baking dish.   Pop in in the freezer
for 20 minutes.  Then melt 1 cup of semi-sweet chocolate
chips in the microwave the same way.  Spread this on top and put it back in the freezer for 45
minutes.  Then, have a grownup cut the candy into bite-sized pieces.   YUM!!!

Photo from recipeboy.com





A Letter from Scotland

Dear Little Witches,

It’s my favourite time of the year soon – Samhain! It is the Celtic New

Year and I love the excitement of this festival. We do lots of things in

Scotland and Ireland to celebrate and it is the most important of the

three big festivals I celebrate with friends and family. We still use the

old moon counting, so Samhain will fall at the time of the full moon on

6th November this year. In the old days, Samhain lasted for three days

before the full moon and three days after, so our party on the Saturday

will fall in what is called ‘the time of Samhain’.

The word Samhain is actually the Gaelic word for ‘November’ and it’s

said sah-vin. It also means ‘the month of the winds’ and that is certainly

true for Scotland – we will have fierce winds that will blow all the leaves from the trees and leave them

bare for the wintertime. The animals will have to come down from the hills and go into their winter

quarters / fields to make sure they are able to survive the winter. There are lots of stories about the

winds and what they bring with them, but I will save them for another time as I want to tell you a

different story about Samhain.

The Feis of Samhain (the feast of Samhain) was a time when the High Kings of Ireland met at the sacred

centre of Ireland, at Tara. It was a time for feasting, for music and for games. The Feis lasted for seven

days – they must have had fabulous parties back then!

One of the things people enjoyed in the evenings was listening to stories and spooky stories are

especially good at this time of year. Would you like to hear a creepy old favourite from the firesides of

long ago? You would?

Read on…

Once upon a long time ago, Queen Maev ruled the Kingdom of Connaught in Ireland, with her husband,

Ailill. Back in those days, the rulers often had to fight off enemies and when they’d killed a great enemy,

they would hang his body outside their fortress as a warning to others who might try to steal their land.

This is not exactly nice as a home decoration, but we kind of do the same when we put up plastic

skeletons!



Anyway, it was the time of Samhain and Queen Maev was hosting a feast too. She invited all the

nobles in her area. All the nobles saw the bodies hanging around on her fortress walls as Queen

Maev’s warning not to mess with her. What a lovely welcome to a party that must have been!

However, the party got underway and Queen Maev greeted everyone, reminding them that at

Samhain the doors to the Otherworld were wide open and that meant the dead could come and

go as they liked.

Ailill asked the guards to be extra watchful, just in case… well, you know. And the guard told him

that it was all fine outside the fortress but the two bodies of the dead enemies hanging around on

the inside walls were moaning and threatening revenge on Queen Maev.

A Druid stood up and said, ‘The way to stop that is to cut some willow twigs from the sacred tree

and tie them around the corpses’ ankles.”

 Everyone just looked at him. It sounded like a grand plan, but who was brave enough – or stupid

enough – to try it? Eventually, a young warrior, called Nera, volunteered to go. His friends, Conor

and Fergus, agreed to go along with him.

The three warriors left the warm feasting hall and crept out into the cold night, making their way

towards the willow tree. The wind howled and the clouds scudded against the moon. Strange

shapes and weird noises made them jump. As they passed the bodies of the enemies, one of the

dead men laughed at Nera. The three men raced to be first to reach the willow tree, desperate to

find enough twigs to twist into a bracelet to put around the ankles of the dead men. Anything to

stop a dead man laughing at them.

When they returned to the corpses, Fergus and Conor were really scared and they couldn’t bring

themselves to put the bracelets on the dead men. But Nera had the bravery of the three of them.

He approached the body that had laughed and put his bracelet around its ankles.

The dead man said, “Thank you, Nera, for setting my soul at rest. Can I ask you another favour?  I

am thirsty and cannot travel to the Otherworld without a drink. Will you carry me to the river so I

may drink before I leave?”

Nera agreed to this and he put the dead man on his back. Conor and Fergus were terrified by all

this, and they ran back inside, leaving Nera and the corpse to their own devices.  Nera carried the

body towards the river, but before they reached it, they came to a house. A woman and her

children stood in the doorway, watching Nera carry the dead man. The woman offered the dead

man a cup of water and he took it. But instead of swallowing it, he spat it in the faces of the



woman and her children. They all fell down dead.

“What did you do that for?” asked a very angry Nera.

The dead man laughed, “You should never trust the Dead at Samhain – don’t you know it is our

night for walking the earth?”

Nera grew angrier and yelled, “That’s it, you are going back to the fortress where you belong!”

The journey back seemed to take a long time and the body grew heavier and heavier on Nera’s

back. But eventually they reached the fortress. Or at least, they reached the place where the

fortress had been. All that was left was cinders and ashes and everyone in the fortress had been

killed in a fight that seemed to have come upon them unexpectedly.

Nera stared.

Suddenly, there was a shout, “There’s a human left alive here!”

Nera dropped the dead man as he saw a long line of Otherworld Warriors, stretching all the way

back to the fairy mound that lay behind the fortress.

The dead man demanded that the warriors did not kill Nera, but that they took him back to their

King in the Mound, which they did.

The King of the Mound was impressed by Nera’s bravery. He decided that Nera could stay in the

Otherworld and he sent him to live with a fairy woman, called Eithne. The only thing Nera had to

do each day was collect firewood for the King of the Mound.

Time passed and Nera fell in love with Eithne, as the heroes of stories tend to do. And she fell in

love with him. Nera was almost happy. The only sadness in his heart was the death of his friends

and the destruction of Queen

Maev’s fortress.

Eithne saw his sadness and she

said, “Your friends are not dead.

It was a trick of the Samhain night

– your company are still sitting at

the feast, waiting for you to come

back in after tying the bracelet

around the dead man’s ankles.”



Nera was astonished.

Eithne then explained that not a minute of time had actually passed in Nera’s world, though it

seemed he had been in the Otherworld for many, many months. She also told him that what he

had seen was a warning of what would happen next Samhain – unless he could escape and warn

Queen Maev.  Together they hatched a plan. Eithne would dress as Nera, pretending to be him

and take the King of the Mound his firewood. Nera would dress as Eithne.  Then, pretending to

be her, he would act like he was going out to collect herbs, but really to return to his world and

warn Queen Maev of the danger from the King of the Mound.

They did this and Nera escaped from the Otherworld.

Nera knew that he would not be believed unless he had some way of proving his story. He picked

some summer fruits from the gardens of the Otherworld – and when Queen Maev saw them, she

knew he spoke the truth. When the King of the Mound and his Otherworld warriors did try to

attack, Queen Maev, Ailill and their warriors were prepared. The King of the Mound was

defeated and his mound was destroyed.

And that is how Nera saved the people of Connaught – by tricking the tricksters of Samhain night.

Now isn’t that a really spooky story to tell by firelight at Samhain?

I hope you all have a lovely time celebrating, remembering your ancestors and sharing stories,

songs and jokes. Just watch out for those skeletons hanging around outside houses – and if any

of them try to tell you they are thirsty – ignore them!

Till the next time,

Fiona Tinker



Witch Hat Tic Tac Toe
Nine witch hats and ten game pieces to be colored by you.

After they are colored here is what to do.
Cut out the game pieces and get ready to play.

Witch Hat Tic Tac Toe is perfect for fun on Samhain day.
You can play it with a friend, sister or a brother.

You can play it with your dad or a cousin or your mother.
Just get three hats in a row then cackle, “Heeheehee, I have won!”

Then play another game or two and have lots of Halloween fun.





Honoring the Spirits of Loved Ones
by Carmen Sanchez Bezzard

Samhain is celebrated in many ways.  You might put on a costume and go trick
or treating or go to a party and ‘bob’ for apples. Maybe your family likes to drink warm
apple cider and tell spooky stories. There are so many fun things to do but did you know
that there is another very important way to celebrate Samhain?

Samhain is a time to remember our Loved Ones who have died. This can be
someone from your family, a friend or a pet. However, as Pagans celebrating Samhain,
we believe that nothing really "dies" or “disappears”; everything transforms or changes.

In nature leaves change color in the fall. They fall from the trees and onto the
ground where they become one with the earth. They give the earth food and in that way
they are transformed. A caterpillar weaves a cocoon and changes into a butterfly. A
seed is planted and becomes a flower or a tree; the seed has been transformed into
another beautiful life.

It is the same way with your loved ones. Life never really ends…it just takes a
new form. That new form is called a ‘spirit’. While we are on this earth our spirit gives
life and movement to our bodies. When we leave this earth our spirit lives on. So let’s
explain a little bit more about what ‘spirit’ is by doing the following.

Close your eyes and point to you. You might think this is silly but that’s ok. Point
to what you think is the real you. Keep pointing as you open your eyes. Are you pointing
to your head, your toe or maybe your hands? Are you pointing to your eyes?

Do you think you are your toe? Do you think you are your hands or your eyes? Of
course not! These are just part of your body.  Now close your eyes again and point to
the you that is inside you. The part that makes you laugh or cry; the part that makes you
feel happy or sad; the part that makes you jump for joy or feel love for your family,
friends and pets. You can’t see it but you know it is there because you feel it.  That is
your spirit. You are trying to point to the you that comes from deep inside. That is not
your toe or your eye or your finger, but it is the real you. It is the part that will separate
from your body and live on forever; your spirit will live on, as well, in the hearts and
memories of all those that love you

Your spirit is beautiful and strong and so is are the spirits of your loved ones. You
can make a special Samhain keepsake to share with your family and friends to honor
these spirits. It is called a Spirit Tree.  You may have to ask your parents for the names
of relatives and friends that you may not have met. As you are working on your project
think about your relatives, friends and pets who have died and crossed over to the
Other World.  Think of the things you remember about them or what you have been told.
When you think of them you honor them with your thoughts and love. This is very
powerful magic.



The bare tree is symbol of the God at Samhain, the third harvest festival. The trunk
represents the God’s strength and the branches are His arms reaching to the sky. The
leaves are a blanket to cover Mother Earth. Color the tree and the leaves on the ground.



Apples are a symbol for the Goddess and
Mother Earth. They are also one of the last harvest
crops and are a sign of life because they can give your
nourishment over the winter.

The apple is a very sacred fruit. When you cut
an apple in half crossways, you will find a five-pointed
star which resembles a pentacle. A pentacle is sacred
to witches of all ages. It represents Earth, Air, Fire,

Water, Spirit and the Circle of Life.

Color and write the names of your dead loved ones on the apples. Cut out your
apples and glue your apples to the branches on the tree. Doesn’t the tree look alive and
bursting with beauty and food?

When you are finished, sit back and admire your work. Say a blessing for your
loved ones and the magic of Samhain.



Jimmy Sees a Monster
by Evelien Roos

Jimmy was back in the pumpkin patch, but this time he was with Isobel. The patch had grown
pumpkins at an alarming rate and a lot of them were a bit hidden under the big leaves. Therefore,
Isobel asked Jimmy if he could crawl under the pumpkin vines and look for ripe pumpkins.

He scuttled about under the green leaves, smelling the earthy smell of Fall all around him. Isobel
told him it was October already and she wanted loads of pumpkins for Samhain. Remembering
his last Samhain, Jimmy furtively looked around him. No Spirits to be seen, but then again, he
was not thinking about an old, departed friend, like last time.

Jimmy spotted a flash of orange between the thick pumpkin stems and hurried over. In awe he
looked op at the huge pumpkin that nestled between the leaves. “Isobel! I will need your help
with this one! It is three times my height!”

Sitting on top of the last, and largest pumpkin they found, Jimmy rode along in the wheelbarrow.

“I like this one, Jimmy” Isobel told him. “It is so big! That will be perfect to gut and carve.”

Jimmy, who was enjoying the ride with his nose in the air and his eyes shut, did not hear her. He
thought about the delicious pumpkin pies that could be made with this harvest and his tummy
agreed that a tiny slice would be very welcome after all this hard work.

At the house, Isobel unloaded the pumpkins and Jimmy went off, in search for some bugs, as an
appetizer for the pie. When he returned, it was already twilight and getting darker by the minute.
He hurried up to the house. But… what was that??

Creepy, glowing eyes were lurking about the garden path… No, glowing faces, with eyes, a nose
and a mouth, all glowing orange.



Jimmy got really scared and ran towards the back porch, but there was another one! The biggest
of them all! And the eyes looked angry and the mouth had big, sharp teeth silhouetted against the
orange glow. Jimmy could not help himself; he screamed.

The back door flew open and Isobel came running out. “No! Isobel! Stay there!! It hasn’t moved
yet… Maybe it’s deaf.”

Isobel looked stunned. “What? What are you talking about?”

Jimmy carefully took a few steps closer. He could smell warm pumpkin, dead leaves, Isobel, but
no smell came from the monster that lay between him and his friend. He was puzzled to no end.
Again he sidled closer.

The creature radiated warmth, but did not seem to move. Not even its eyes… The pumpkin smell
grew stronger.

Suddenly Isobel burst out laughing and came over. She had finally figured out what had scared
poor old Jimmy. She bent down, picked him up and cuddled him. “Silly little hedgehog… It’s
only a pumpkin! I carved those faces in them, and added a candle to make them glow. It’s
tradition to make these around Samhain. They are meant to guide good Spirits home, and scare
bad Spirits away.”

Jimmy shuddered. “They are working,” he noted.

Chortling, Isobel took Jimmy inside the warm kitchen. “Poor Jimmy. That must have been scary.
Can I make it up to you with some fresh pumpkin pie?”

Jimmy brightened immediately. “Yes, please!”



Making a Leaf Mask
by Heather Calluna Bruce

People have been using masks for thousands of years for things like ceremony,
hunting, plays and costumes, and honoring Spirits. You will learn how to make
your own mask with natural materials to honor the spirits of nature.

What you will need:
 Plain mask (you can purchase one like in the

picture at a party store or you can make your
own by tracing and cutting the template out of
cardboard or a thick paper sack).

 Leaves, feathers, seeds, nuts, sticks, bark,
mosses, flowers, or anything you feel you
would like to incorporate into your mask.

 Craft glue or older kids may choose to use a
low-temp glue gun.

 Scissors

First, go out on a nature walk and gather your leaves and other
natural materials for your mask.
Note: If you would like your mask to last more than one day, you
may want to preserve your leaves first by placing them between
newspaper and pressing them in books for about two weeks. Then
you brush them with Mod Podge and let dry. They become flexible
and well preserved.
- Next, start gluing your leaves to the mask starting with the nose,
then work your way along the outer edge.
- Finish around the eyes with smaller leaves, and then add any extras like flowers, moss, seeds,
and such. The sky is the limit on how creative you can get with the materials you add to finish
your mask. If you used craft glue, let the mask dry completely before wearing it.



Put on your finished mask and go outside and honor the nature Spirits with a song, poem, dance,
or whatever you feel connects you to the Spirits of nature and the Earth.

This is a song we like to sing to honor the Spirits of nature.

Sacred Trees
by Lorraine Bayes

Come on and walk along with me
Down a path so peacefully
To a place where you are free
Step softly if you please
While the wind sings quietly
As we walk among sacred trees

The Forest is a home
For all the plants and animals
A place where they are free
Look closely and you’ll see
How they live in harmony
As they walk among sacred trees

Come on and walk along with me
Down a path so gracefully
The air is fresh and clean
This is a prayer for all the trees
Forever there for you and me
Please let the earth be green
And walk among sacred trees

Blessed Be!





Pooka’s Revenge

Elsie sat on the steps of her cottage.  She was

busy carving pumpkins for Samhain. Pooka sat next to her

and watched.  His ears pricked up when he heard the garden

gate open.  Then his eyes bugged out. A monster was coming

toward them! Pooka vanished!    “Grrrr!” growled the monster.

Elsie glanced up and almost dropped her knife.  Then she

started laughing.  “ Nathan! You startled me.” Nathan laughed and

took off his mask.  “I wanted to try out my Samhain costume,” he said.

Suddenly, it was Nathan’s turn to look startled.  “ Elsie!  One of your



pumpkins is alive!  It’s moving!”    “What?” said Elsie and

turned to look. Nathan started backing up.   “And its eyes are

watching us!” he said. Pooka poked his head out of the pumpkin

where he’d hidden when the monster arrived.  “Ha Ha, Nathan!” he

laughed.  “I scared you back!”

Can you find which pumpkin Pooka is hiding in?



Thyme  by Evelien Roos

I have been writing these pieces for quite a while now, and to my
shame I have not yet covered one of the most common herbs used
in both the kitchens and as a First Aid. Which herb? Thyme of
course! Often used in pasta sauces and with all kinds of stews and
meats. It has been widely grown in both Europe and the U.S. It
originally came from the Mediterranean region. It came to North
America with the first colonists, being used primarily as a food
preservative and for medical relief in many ailments.

Down through the centuries it has been used for various ailments,
from melancholia to epileptic seizures. In ancient times thyme was
one of the first herbs used as incense. It was often mixed with
equal parts of lavender and sprinkled on the floors of churches in
the Middle Ages to eliminate any unwanted odors. In ancient
Egypt, thyme was one of the ingredients used in the
mummification process. It has also been used as a perfume among
some ancient cultures.

Thyme has antiseptic qualities that make it useful for a mouthwash and to combat tooth decay. Its
antiseptic qualities also make it useful in cases of anemia, bronchial ailments, and intestinal problems, as
well as a skin cleanser. It has been known for anti-fungal properties that can be used to treat athlete’s foot
and has anti-parasitic properties that are useful against lice, scabies, and crabs. It has shown useful for
colic, excess gas, sore throats, and as a hangover remedy. Thyme also proves beneficial as an expectorant
to loosen and expel mucous.

Make a poultice by mashing the leaves into a paste for use on skin inflammations and sores. For gastric
issues or bronchitis, make a tea of 1 teaspoon of leaves to each cup of boiling water and steep 10-15
minutes. Use only once a day. Add small amounts of honey to sweeten, if desired.

Make a coughing-syrup by making a strong infusion, then, in a pan, add equal amounts of sugar (or
honey) and infusion, heat it, but do not let it boil. Let it simmer and stir for about five minutes. That
should have dissolved all the sugar or honey and make a niche sticky syrup. Use one tablespoon in the
morning, noon and before going to bed. That should clear up your cough!

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



Elsie's
Village Market


