
Pooka's Page for Grownups

What inspires a Pooka Story?  Well, usually, it's Pooka's own silly
antics, the questions he asks or the very real mischief he gets into.
But occasionally, it's Something Else.  And, when a Pooka Pages
friend mentioned her cat "Hexapuss", my imagination flipped On
and a little story immediately wanted to be written.  She kindly
gave me permission to use her kitty's wonderful name.

So many of our ideas come from you, our dear Friends and Readers!  That's one reason why our
Pooka Pages Team Facebook page is open to all and not just our Team members...because YOU,
with your ideas and comments, pictures and sharing of Pooka story videos on youtube  are very
much a part of our Team.  Thank you!

And, speaking of which,  reader contacted me on our Pooka Pages Team facebook page and
said her daughter was having a birthday.  It would mean so much to her little girl if Pooka could
say Happy Birthday.
Well, I didn't see the message until the next day which was too late.  But, it gave me an idea.  So
I asked our grownup followers to let us know  the names and birthdays of any of Pooka's young
friends who were having birthdays in October or November.
We've included them, along with Pooka's Happy Birthday
wishes throughout this issue - Including my own grandchildren,
Emily, Samantha, Forrest and, the youngest so far, Tristan who
was born 6 years ago on Samhain Night. (I say "so far"
because Tristan's mommy has just announced she's expecting
another baby, my 6th grandchild, around the Summer Solstice!)

On a final note: Pooka and I wanted to let everyone know that,
we're sorry but, there will be no Yule issue this year.  For the
first time in several years, we'll be spending the holiday and
week preceding it in a Great Gathering of Family here at our
house.
We hope you have a wonderful Yule as well and, if any of you
miss us too much, you might enjoy Pooka's Yule/Imbolc book.  It has lots of stories and fun stuff
going way back to the very earliest issues of Pooka Pages.  It's available on Amazon, but better
order early.  They tend to sell out during the holidays and can take a while to re-stock.

Meanwhile, Pooka, the Team and I will all see you again next Imbolc!
We hope you have a wonderful Samhain that's filled with Magic, Mystery and Joyful Reunions
with Loved Ones!
Lora & Pooka



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, "winter"..
It is a “between” time when communication with the spirits is much easier and many forms of divination are
used.  Many Pagan families set aside a night for remembering ancestors, family, friends or pets that have
crossed over to the Summerland.
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Shadow Cat
Elsie's basket was extra heavy this Market Day.  "I included a few things for old Miss

Penelope," she explained to Pooka.  "She's having trouble getting out and about lately."
Normally, Pooka wouldn't have minded.
But today was Samhain and he knew his witch should be home preparing for the sacred

festival tonight.  Couldn't they have skipped Market Day just this once?
Dutifully, however, the little cat trotted after Elsie through the forest, over the fields and

into the village.  The shops there were already decked out with grinning orange pumpkins and
crimson, gold and purple chrysanthemums.  They turned off the main street and wound their
way along a lane that was lined with small cottages.  Elsie stopped in front of one.

"I'll only be a few minutes," she told him.  "Why don't you wait in the garden?"
The Autumn sun was glowing and the garden was actually very nice.  The first frost hadn't

arrived yet. Foxgloves and delphiniums rose in tall purple and pink  spires while gay white
daisies clustered around their roots.

"Okay," Pooka agreed and then hastily added: "But don't be too long!  Remember, we have
Important Things to do at home."

Elsie smiled and nodded as she entered the little cottage.
Pooka looked around the garden and wondered vaguely if old Miss Penelope by any chance

had a bit of catnip growing anywhere?
He didn't see any...but, in one corner, there WAS a gnarled old apple tree.  Just the thing

for a kitty manicure!
Pooka strolled toward it and, as he did, he spotted a grey cat sitting quietly among its

branches.  He stopped at the bottom of the tree and looked up.
"Hi!"
The grey cat looked down.  "Hello," it said.
"My name's Pooka.  What's yours?  Do you live here?"
The other cat rose and stretched, elaborately elongating his body while digging his front

claws into the thick branch he was perched on.  "I'm Shadow," he said, "And, no, but I used to."
"If you don't live here anymore, then why are you here?" asked Pooka.
"I'm waiting for Penny, my little mistress, " Shadow told him. "She'll be joining me soon."
Pooka had noticed several cars and bicycles parked outside the gate when they'd entered.

Old Miss Penelope must have a number of visitors today.
"Well, until she does, do you want to play?"



"Sure!" said Shadow eagerly.  He scrambled down the trunk of the tree and landed next to
Pooka.

 "Betcha can't catch me!"  and the grey cat took off, streaking across the garden.
Pooka immediately gave chase.  Around the rose bushes, up and down trees, through the

vegetable garden behind the cottage and along the ivy covered fence.  Finally, laughing, they
both collapsed in a large pile of raked leaves while Pooka caught his breath.

Suddenly, Shadow disappeared.  Pooka looked around, curiously.  Where did he go?
"Shadow?"
A grey face popped up through the leaves.  "Boo!" grinned the other cat.
Pooka laughed and pounced, but Shadow was already gone.  His head poked up this time

on the other side of the pile.  "Boo again!" he chuckled.  Once more, Pooka pounced and, again,
he missed.  "I'll get you!" he giggled.

"Boo!"  This time, Shadow was back on the first side.  He winked one eye at Pooka.
The black cat immediately dove and burrowed through the leaves in that direction, and

then another direction and another. But Shadow was always just a bit too quick for him.
Finally, Pooka flopped on his side and panted, "You win!"
Shadow climbed out of the leaves and sat next to him.  "That was fun!" he said.
Pooka agreed.
Shadow looked around, a bit wistfully, it seemed.  "I've missed this garden.  You know,

there used to be a little table and a couple of small chairs under that apple tree," he said.
"Penny and I had lots of tea parties there."

"Back when you lived here?" Pooka asked.
Shadow nodded.  "Don't tell anyone, but when I was a kitten, she used to dress me in doll

clothes!"
Pooka was horrified. "No way!" he exclaimed.



"Yes, I hated it.  And she'd stick me in a doll buggy and we'd go rolling and bumping, up and
down the lane.  But," Shadow added, "I tried not to mind because I loved her so much...and I
still do."

"Yeah," said Pooka.  "Elsie makes me do stuff too... like Lessons.  I mean, some are fun and
interesting, but others...." and the little cat yawned widely to illustrate his point.

"Mistresses!" said Shadow rolling his eyes fondly and Pooka agreed.
"I've been waiting for mine for such a long time," sighed the grey cat.
Pooka opened his mouth to object that they hadn't been playing in the garden THAT long,

when Shadow suddenly leaped to his paws, trembling with excitement.
"Penny's coming!" he cried happily and galloped toward the cottage.
A young girl with pink cheeks and  copper colored curls emerged slowly through the door

and then spotted the cat.
"Shadow!" she cried and they ran toward each other. She scooped him into her arms and

hugged him fiercely. "Oh, my Shadow, I missed you so much!"
The cat purred loudly, butted his head against her chin, wrapped his paws around her neck

and then began licking her nose and cheeks.
They stood like that for a moment as Pooka watched feeling a little confused.

Penny, still cradling Shadow, began to walk toward the gate.  But, as she moved, Pooka
noticed they were both getting a bit blurry.  He blinked his eyes to clear them but it didn't seem
to help.

As they reached the gate, they both suddenly became much brighter and then vanished.
Pooka blinked his eyes a bunch of times now.  What had just happened?
He noticed several people trailing out of the cottage, his witch among them.  They all

looked very sad.
He ran to Elsie and rubbed against her legs.  She picked him up and he snuggled against her

neck, sensing she needed comforting.
"Oh, Pooks," she told him.  "Dear old Miss Penelope just died."
Pooka patted at the tear running down her cheek with his paw.  "It's okay, Elsie.  Really!

Her Shadow was waiting for her."
His witch's nose was running.  She sniffed and then looked at him curiously. "What do you

mean?"
Pooka rested his little black chin on her shoulder.  "I'll explain later. But, when we do our

Remembering Ritual tonight, I have an extra friend I'd like to add."

Happy November 5th Birthday, Gabriel, and Pooka says thanks for the Healing Spell.
He's healing nicely and feeling much better!





Pumpkin Cookies with Salted Caramel Frosting
1 cup sugar
1/2 cup oil
1 tsp milk
1 large egg
1 cup canned pumpkin puree
1 tsp vanilla
2 cups flour
1 1/2 tsp cinnamon
1/2 tsp salt
2 tsp baking powder
1 tsp baking soda

With an electric mixer, beat together sugar and oil. Add egg, milk, canned pumpkin and
vanilla and blend well. In a separate bowl, mix together the dry ingredients. Add the dry
ingredients to the wet ingredients and mix, just until incorporated. Drop batter by spoonfuls
onto a greased cookie sheet.

Bake at 375 degrees F for 10-12 minutes. Allow to cool before frosting.

Caramel Frosting

In a medium saucepan, combine 3 Tablespoons butter, 1/4 cup heavy cream, 1/2 cup
(packed) brown sugar and a pinch of salt.  Cook over medium heat, stirring constantly, until
the mixture comes to a boil. Remove from the heat and stir in a teaspoon of vanilla and 1
cup powdered sugar. Let the frosting cool to room temperature and then stir in enough
additional powdered sugar to make a good frosting consistency (about another cup.) Spread
the frosting over the cooled cookies then sprinkle lightly with coarse salt.

Recipe by Lauren Allen http://tastesbetterfromscratch.com/



Valerian

Most people wrinkle up their noses and say: Peeeyooo when they get a whiff of Valerian.
But, for some reason, cats (including Pooka,) love it; Almost as good as catnip!
Despite it's stinky smell, the oils from this herb are often used in expensive perfumes where
they give an earthy, exotic nuance to the other oils they're combined with.

Valerian is sometimes confused with Valium - a drug grownups might take to calm them down.
Although, the names are similar and they have similar effects, the two are totally different.
Valerian is a safe and effective sleep-aid.  It's
also wonderful for calming nerves when
you've been through an experience that has
you really upset.  An interesting thing about
this herb is that it seems to work in direct
correlation to how much you need it.  It you
just need to relax a little, Valerian will be mild.
If you've experienced something really bad or
upsetting, Valerian will act more strongly!

You can take it in capsule form or as a tea.
However, most people think Valerian tastes as
peculiar as it smells. If you're using it in a tea,
it's best to use an extract and add about 1/3 to
1/2 a dropper-full to some of Elsie's Unicorn
Milk -  Hot milk with some natural maple syrup
added and a touch of almond extract.  That
makes it really yummy and will calm you down
for sure if you've had a bad upset.



Valerian is an extremely important herb in magic.
In most traditions, it's an herb of love, peace and
harmony.  In fact, many witches believe that
Valerian is so powerful that it has the power of
changing bad things into good!  In the Hoodoo
tradition, it is often used in place of dirt collected

from graveyards and can be used to put an issue to rest.
This spell uses Valerian to help put to rest something that is making you feel angry or sad and change
those feelings into good ones.

Spell for Releasing Anger

Feel the anger boiling up inside of you.  Then, get a red balloon and, as you
blow it up, imagine that you are blowing all those mad feelings into it.  Tie off
the opening of the balloon and, with a marker, write what's bothering you on
it's surface.  (Just a word or two or even a simple picture works, but be
gentle and careful not to pop the balloon just yet!) Rub the balloon with
some powdered Valerian or Valerian oil and say:

This spell will explode whatever is bad.
I don't want to be angry, hurt or sad!
The Goddess watches over me,
And as I will, so mote it be.

Go outside, take a sharp pin and pop the balloon.
Visualize all your bad feelings flying off and away. When they are gone, take a few deep
breaths of fresh, clean air before going back inside.



A Letter from Scotland -

Dear Little Witches,

When I was little, half a century ago, Samhain always caused

big excitement amongst us children. We used up weeks

planning what we were going to dress up as for Hallowe’en.

We spent ages working on our costumes and everything was

hand-made – there were no shop-bought costumes back then.  My sisters, brother and I were

really good at making clown, ghost and witch costumes. So was our mum.  She did most of the

work, but we liked to think we’d made our costumes all by ourselves.

Sometimes we had masks to disguise us in case any naughty spirits recognised us and caused

mischief. By wearing masks, naughty spirits couldn’t tell who we were, so couldn’t cause us any

trouble. This disguising is where the Scots word we used for going out at Hallowe’en - guisin -

comes from.

We made Jack’o’Lanterns out of tumpshies (large turnips) and

carried them with us. All those little carved faces floating through

the dark as we went from house to house looked really, really scary!

I don’t think there were pumpkins in Scotland years ago. If there

were, we didn’t see one and I don’t think we’d have known what to

do with it even if we’d been given one!

On the night of Hallowe’en, all the children would gather together

in a big group and get ready to go round the people we knew in the

neighbourhood. Just like now, children were only allowed to go to

the people they knew really well. Staying safe has never changed!



Anyway, all of this just sounds like your Hallowe’en, doesn’t it? But it wasn’t. There was no such

thing as Trick or Treating. Instead, we would knock on a neighbour’s door and chant a little

rhyme:

The sky is blue,

The grass is green.

I’ll sing you a song

For my Hallowe’en.

The neighbour would invite us all in and each of

the children in turn would tell a joke, sing a song, play something on a musical instrument or do

a little dance in exchange for sweeties, nuts and apples.  It was great fun and all the children

could become very competitive to see who could entertain the adults the most.

It really was enjoyable too and the best houses to visit were the ones where the adults also

loved Hallowe’en. They’d have games set up for their little visitors and invite us to join in for a

laugh. There would be doukin fur aipples. This is apple bobbing – you could try to catch one by

dipping your face into the bowl or you could catch an apple by spearing it with a fork held in

your mouth. You’d think that doesn’t sound hard, right? The apples were floating in a big bowl

of water that had been swirled around and you either had to dunk your face very fast or drop

the fork from your mouth and hope you caught an apple.  It’s still a great game and we got very

wet before we managed to catch our apple.

There were other games too – the boak box was always exciting. Boak means to feel sick, so

you are probably wondering what could be good about that!

The boak box was really a series of small boxes all joined together and covered in black material,

so you couldn’t see what was in there. Each box had a small hole in it, just the right size for a

child to put their hand in. We each had to choose one of the holes, stick our hand in and guess

what it was we could feel.  There was a prize for guessing right.



That sounds like a lot of fun – and it was – but I bet you are still wondering what could make

you feel sick with this game. Well, can you imagine what cold porridge feels like? How about

mucky cat food? Or slimy spaghetti?  Euuurgh!

One year, one of the teenage sons of the people we were allowed to visit changed one of the

boxes at the last minute. My friend put her hand in and… and… SCREAMED. We all joined in,

just for the look of the thing. Then we screamed for real when she pulled her hand out and it

was all dripping blood! The lady of the house screamed too – and her son rolled around on the

floor, killing himself laughing.

He had swapped the original bowl for a bowl of chopped-

up raw liver in that one box and this is what my friend had

plunged her hand into. He got in so much trouble from his

mother for this, but I don’t think he actually cared a jot. He

thought this the best joke ever. It is pretty funny, looking

back on it now, but it wasn’t at the time – it was a real

Hallowe’en fright!

Teenagers can sometimes be funny creatures, can’t they?

We had older cousins and teenage friends of the family.

And they liked to celebrate Hallowe’en by trying to find

out who they would marry and they would tell each

other’s fortunes. They’d peel an apple and keep the peel

as one long piece. Then they’d throw the peel over their shoulder and see if the peel made the

letter of the name of their true love. Another thing they would do is drop melted wax into a cup

of cold water. Whatever shape the wax made was a clue to their future – a bit like reading tea

leaves.

The teenagers also liked to scare themselves silly and it was funny to listen to them. Some of

them said they would hold a candle to a mirror at midnight because the face of the person they

would marry would appear behind them.  All the teenagers I knew back then boasted they had

done this, how scared it had made them and talked about whom they had seen. I didn’t believe



them then – and as not one of them

married the person they said they would

marry - I don’t believe them now!

Now we are all grown-up and the more

serious side of Hallowe’en is more

important. We still have fun but the

sacred part of the festival is the centre of

our celebrations. We still do this a bit differently from what I understand happens in America. I

know both sides of the ocean celebrate with a meal where the ancestors are honoured and

remembered, thanks for the year are given and the New Year to come welcomed. Our

celebration is called a Dead Supper. Everyone brings something to share and we all sit down to

eat. There is an extra place laid for any unseen guest who would like to join us. The meal is a

celebration, just like it is everywhere. The guest place is the first one served – it is the important

place of memory and ancestors.

What is different though is that we do not eat in silence. It is a noisy, talkative meal and it goes

on for hours and hours. Towards the end of the meal, we bring out the Quaich – our shared

drinking cup. This bit gets solemn as we pass it around the table. Each person holds the cup,

speaks their thanks, their memories of ancestors and their hopes for next year. We all listen to

each other; no-one speaks when the person holding the Quaich is talking.

At the end, we salute the guest space then take the Quaich and all the guest food to the outside

altar. Then we light a bonfire and do ritual in circle. After that, we sit around the fire, talking

and having a lovely time in each other’s company.

I sometimes miss being a child and all the silly fun we had back then. But being a grown-up is

nice too and I love the way we celebrate Samhain with our special friends now. I’m still very

glad that it wasn’t me who put my hand into the boak box and grabbed the raw, chopped-up

liver though!



However you celebrate Samhain, remember those you come from, honour them and have a

wonderful time with your family and friends.

Wishing you all Samhain Blessings and a Happy New Year.

Till next time,

Fiona Tinker



by Momma Witch Carmen

The third article in the 'Color of Magic' series is Samhain, the Pagan Halloween.
It is important to remember that color magic is  a very important tool for witches,
young and old alike. Sometimes we may think of Samhain in the colors black and
orange, but we don't want to forget about how magical purple, bright green, bright
yellow and a few more can be as we plan our celebrations and
trick or treating.

I am excited to share with you all the magic in the colors
of Samhain, my favorite Sabbat. All the many colors of Halloween
bring about so many feelings and images. How can you make magic
with the colors? How can black make you smile? Which colors can
make you excited and which ones make you scared? How can you
change how the color affects you?

You have the magical power to have fun at Samhain with the colors and you
have the power to help bring back loving memories and feelings by using colors as
well.

So get ready to brew up a bewitching spell or two,

And feel the affect that color magic has on you!



Color Associations for Samhain

Black - The color associated with Dark and Scary Places, Comfort, Cats, Capes
(although it can be fun to be a little scared at times you will see how you can
change any fear you may have through your own color magic spell)

Brown - Soil/Dirt - It absorbs the falling leaves for renewed energy in Spring

Bright Green - Fun and Excitement of Samhain, Cat's Eyes, Scary Witch Face

Orange - Jack-o-Lanterns - Creativity (How much fun can you have
creating those fun or scary faces!)

Purple/Violet - Imagination and Spirituality (Two very important
parts of Samhain)

Red - Delicious Candy Apples, Love and Transformation (Now that is a big word but
it just means change...at Samhain when you put on your costume you are
'transforming' yourself into something or someone else.)  How magical is that!)

Silver - Mystery and Charm of Samhain

White - Ghostly Spirits, Happiness (Trick or Treating sure makes me Happy!) and
Skulls (These do not have to be scary; they are used as reminders of our loved
ones who have died.)

Bright Yellow- Illumination, The color of the Jack-0-Lanterns eyes, nose and
mouth as the light shines through and the brightness of the stars.

Take Away My Fear of the Dark Spell

Many people are afraid of the dark...not just children.
Sometimes we can remember what made us afraid but most times
we cannot. You can help yourself to overcome your fear by using
several colors of magic and your imagination.

Before  you start your spell you want to say these words to guide you in your
spell work. It is a good idea to have an adult help you with this so that they can
read it as you do what is needed. I'm sure it might help them too.



I cast this spell with love in my heart to help me get over a fear of dark places.

It is a spell just for me, and when it is done, I hope to see only colorful spaces.

I ask the God and Goddess to guide me as I work on my color filled potion.

And whenever I feel the darkness coming, may this spell turn it into a colorful
ocean! So Mote It Be!

Lay down on your bed. Close your eyes and focus on the darkness. Think about the
places or times that darkness makes you most afraid. Imagine that all those fears
are brewing inside a big black cauldron. (You know that a cauldron is not scary; it's
a pot for brewing food and your magical spell creations)

Now imagine taking a big purple spoon (the color of imagination) and
begin to stir the dark and scary feelings counter clockwise, also
referred to as widdershins.  In this way you are removing your
negative feelings about fear.

As you stir the black potion of your feelings very quickly in the
widdershins direction, imagine that the black darkness is changing
colors. See a swirl of bright green (for fun and excitement) mixing

with a swirl of red (transformation/change). You are imagining your fear going away
with each color as, by stirring with your imaginary purple spoon, you change the
black to colors that reflect more positive feelings.

Next, add yellow to the swirling cauldron of colors in your mind's eye of
imagination. See the bright yellow swirls change into tiny pinpoints of color, like
the stars in the dark sky. There is no fear in the yellow, is there? There is no fear
in the bright yellow stars! You should be starting to feel less afraid. When you can
see more of the colors you added and begin to feel less fearful it is time to add
the last color. Isn't your imagination a powerful magic tool?

Keep stirring that cauldron widdershins and imagine a swirl of orange flowing into
the pot. Orange is for creativity and you are creating a less fearful place in your



mind and heart as you continue to stir. There should be no fear, or very little fear,
now.

Now change directions by stirring the pot in a clockwise direction,
also called deosil. This direction brings much positivity to your
potion. As you stir it clockwise, imagine all the colors spinning very
fast and as they do, with each deosil stir you see your potion
getting more black and darker. But now, you should not be feeling
fear over the fact that your potion is getting darker. You have
used the colors of magic and your imagination to change the potion
from a negative feeling of fear to positive feelings of fun,

brightness and creativity.

As you begin to mix your potion a little bit slower, you should begin to feel calm,
comfortable and peaceful. You can now see and feel the black, darkness as a
comfortable place rather than a fearful place. You have taken dark and fearful
feelings, swirled magical colors within, stirred the negativity away, and
transformed the black into a positive potion with no fear.

Open your eyes; see and feel the brightness of your room giving you renewed
energy. Now, pull your blanket over your head and feel the comfort of your very
own peaceful place in the darkness. What a great place to calm yourself after a
busy, exciting and fun day...a black, dark, no fear shelter.

You may need to do this spell several times until you do not feel so afraid of the
dark. Each time you are finished casting your spell give yourself a big pat on the
back. You are on your way to losing your fear of the dark and you are doing it by
simply using your imagination and of course, the Colors of Magic.

Remembering Your Love Ones With A Skull of Color Magic

Samhain is an important Sabbat for remembering your loved ones who have
died.  It has a similarity to the Mexican holiday Dia de los Muertos (Day of the
Dead) and both Samhain and Dia de los Muertos are celebrated with skulls.

However most times the Samhain skulls are white, black, purple or even made of
gemstones while the Mexican's paint their skulls and flowers.



I thought it would be a fantastic idea to remember your loved ones with your
family by doing some color magic together. By looking at the colors listed above
and the color chart below, you can learn what the colors mean. By decorating and
coloring your skulls and printing the names of loved ones, even pets, on the back
of them, you will honor your loved ones who will always be with you in your heart.

Once you have colored them and cut them out you can place them on your altar or
on your feasting table as a welcome to their spirit. Have fun with your 'Skulls of
Color'. What a beautiful and colorful memory you are making!



Don't forget to post pictures to Pooka Pages. We would love
to see your colorful memories.

As you keep studying and doing more with colors, you will have
fun creating your own spellwork  understanding just how colors
affect you every day. I hope you will share some of your
creativity with Pooka Pages so we can learn from you too.

Wishing you a blessed and bewitchingly magical Samhain





Hexapuss

Pooka sprawled on the steps of the pharmacy, waiting for Elsie.
Today was Market Day and the little witch was inside delivering an order of her herbal remedies
and lotions. Since the pharmacy was an excellent place to catch up on any village gossip, the
cat suspected she'd be a while.
So, when a strange black kitten came swaggering down the cobblestone road, Pooka's ears
pricked up.
"Hi," he said as the kitten approached closer.  "I'm Pooka.  What's your name?"
The kitten halted and stared at him.  Then, to Pooka's astonishment, it leaped into the air and
planted all four of its little paws on the ground just inches in front of his nose.
"I am Hexapuss!" the black kitten announced loudly in a fierce voice.  "Better not mess with Me.
I am a Witch's Familiar!"
Startled, Pooka had sat up and drawn back as the kitten landed, but now he looked down at the
little bit of spiky fluff curiously.  "Really?"  he asked. "Where's your witch?"
"I don't actually have one yet," Hexapuss admitted.  "I'm still shopping. But, when I find one,
we shall do Terrible Spells together!  We will make weeds grow in everyone's garden and cause
all the milk to turn sour."
Pooka knew that weeds grow with or without magic, but the  sour milk part alarmed him.
"Don't you like milk?" he asked.
"Well, yes, and just between us, I wouldn't object to a nice saucer of it right now . But
everyone knows that witches turn milk sour. After that, we shall terrorize the entire village!"
Pooka felt the beginnings of a smile creeping toward his whiskers.  "And how will you do that?"
he asked.
Hexapuss sat down next to him on the steps and puffed his little chest out proudly.  "We shall
fly on a broomstick over the streets the village and make everyone duck and run out of our
way!"
Pooka thought that sounded like fun! But he knew Elsie would never go for it.
"What else?" he asked.
The kitten's eyes gleamed.  "We will cackle like crazy and spread our wonderful Evilness
everywhere.  We shall live in a nasty hut  in the woods and collect poisonous plants.  Or  maybe
a cobweb filled Victorian mansion on a hill. Witches are terrible housekeepers!"
Okay, maybe Elsie did cackle a bit if she heard a good joke.  But what evilness?  Elsie just liked
to help people.  And as for dirty?   Pooka thought of Elsie's immaculate little cottage and her
Aunt Tilly's sparkling manor house.
"Really!" he exclaimed.



"Yes, that's why I haven't washed myself for a whole week. I want to look good for my job
application,"  Hexapuss told him.
Suddenly the kitten sprang to his feet hopefully.  "Look -  Here comes one now!"
Pooka glanced up and saw Elsie coming out of the pharmacy.  "Sorry," he said, "but that's MY
witch."
"YOU'RE a familiar too?"  Hexapuss looked impressed.  "Will you introduce me?  Maybe one of
your witch's friends has an opening?"
"They might," said Pooka, "but it's not what you think.  Witches don't make people sick or scare
them.  They heal and comfort them.  Also, I'm afraid they walk, bicycle or drive more often than
fly. And they like their houses - and familiars - to be nice and clean."
Hexapuss took this all in and began to look rather glum. "That's not at all like in the storybook I
was reading," he said.  "In fact, it sounds sort of boring."
Elsie was almost upon them, but had paused while Edgar, her crow, flew down from a nearby
lamp post to land on her shoulder.
Suddenly the kitten brightened.  "Hey, maybe I can be a pirate!  I've heard that can be exciting ...
although I may have to change my name."
"The harbor is that way," said Pooka helpfully.
The kitten waved a paw and bounded down the pharmacy steps toward the little fishing boats
and off in search of his New Big Adventure.
"Who was that?" asked Elsie.
"Hexapuss the Pirate," Pooka told her and then he started laughing.
Elsie grinned.  "What's funny?"
"Nothing," chuckled the cat.  "I'm just glad you're a Real Witch and we don't have to drink sour
milk or live in a dirty cottage."



Halloween Favorite Things

(Sung to the Tune...My Favorite Things)

by Carmen Sanchez Bezzard

Black cauldrons boiling and children are singing,

A joyful trick or treat as the doorbells are ringing.

Candy corn lollipops, chocolate bat wings,

These are a few of my favorite things.

Bright Jack-o-Lanterns with candles a’ glowing,

Kids dressed as ghosts with their white sheets a’ flowing,

Witches, vampires and fairy glitter wings,

These are a few of my favorite things.

When the night falls, when the wolves howl

And the moon rises high,

I'm dreaming I jump on my favorite broom,

And then I take off and fly.

Happy Birthday, November 5, to Tammie (who's a kid at heart)



The Crow

There are lots of reasons why witches (including Elsie) often have crows as friends and
familiars.  They are very magical birds!

Crows are associated with many of the Old Gods and Goddesses and thought to be
Messengers from the Other Side, sharing both wisdom and prophesy.

Besides that, they are clever, loving and loyal (if somewhat demanding!) companions to
any human or witch they adopt as their own.

A crow that has bonded with you will consider your family as its own and  will warn you of
danger, protect your home and any other pets living there. A crow will also consider it his right
to be with you every hour of the day!  This can make going to school or the grocery store a little
difficult. Your crow, depending on how bonded he is to you, might consider it his duty to go
with you.

This is because Crows are very attached to their families and a crow that has bonded to you
will consider you as Family.  A female crow, in Nature, will stay close to the nest for a few years
before finding a husband so she can care for her little brothers and sisters. Even after she gets
married and flies off to join her husband's family, she will still travel back, often many miles, to
visit and spend time with her own family.  Her parents and younger siblings are always
delighted to see her!  She'll stay a few days before flying off again to rejoin her husband.

And, unlike many other animals, crows mate for life.
Did you know that crows have funerals?  They do!  If a crow dies, all the other crows in the

area (as many as 100 sometimes) gather around and your ears can be deafened with their
cawing and crying.  And then, as suddenly as if an orchestra conductor waved his baton, they
will all sadly fall silent and fly back to their various homes.

Crows, Ravens, Jays and Magpies are all members of a family of birds called Corvids.  They
are extremely smart, often called the Einstein's of the bird world and can even learn to talk like
the bird in Edgar Allen Poe's famous poem, "The Raven."



Did You Know:

It's bad luck to kill a crow.  If, by some accident, you do, then it is said
you must bury it while wearing black.
The Celts believed that the Crow escorted the souls of the dead, guiding
them to the Other Side.  Crows were associated with Lugh, the God of the
Sun and with the triple Goddess, Morrigan.

In Norse mythology, ravens or crows carried information of this world to the great God
Odin.

The Oracles of Greece (women sought by both commoners and kings to learn the future)
would always be flanked by two crows.

In Greek, Australian and American Indian lore, crows are known as
Tricksters ... probably because they love playing jokes and have a great sense
of humor!
In nearly every culture, crows are associated with magic, the supernatural,
spirits and ancestors.

If you have crows living by your house, keep a dish filled with unsalted peanuts, fruit and
other foods out for them.  Crows eat just about anything and are especially fond of hamburgers
and french fries! Maybe one will become YOUR special friend!

"Edgar Goes to the Light", oil on canvas, Lora Craig-Gaddis





Jimmy Finds a
Thief by Evelien Roos

Jimmy was happy and content.
Samhain was coming and the
cottage was filling with the
wonderful, spicy scents of autumn.
Isobel had about four pies cooling
down on the counter. By the smells, Jimmy could identify them as blackberry, cherry, apple and
pumpkin.
“Don’t you go nibbling on them. My friends from the Mabon celebration are coming over, and I
don’t know which one they’ll want.” Isobel chided him. The love and magick Isobel had used in
making the pies, shimmered around each one.
“Isobel, why did you put magick in the pies?” Jimmy asked curiously.
Isobel arched her eyebrows. “Did I? Oh, right. It must be my way of stirring. I always stir one
counter clockwise, one clockwise stir. And I add a blessing in my head.” Isobel huffed. ‘Huh.
Guess that works then…” she mused with a big smile.
Jimmy chuckled and scurried off to spend the afternoon outside, waiting for Isobel’s friends.

When he came back into the cottage, Isobel was looking at him with an angry glint in her eye.
“I’m very disappointed in you.”
Jimmy blinked. What was she talking about?
“Don’t you act like you don’t know what I mean. Why did you eat from my pies?”
What? Jimmy gasped. “Excuse me? I did not! I was outside all afternoon.”
Isobel unceremoniously picked up the little hedgehog and carried him into the kitchen. “Then
how do you explain this?” she snapped.
Each pie was nibbled from and the tooth marks were small. Small enough to come from a
hedgehog, but Jimmy had really been outside all this time.
He turned his little head to Isobel. “I am sorry the pies have been ruined, Isobel, but it really
wasn’t me.”
Isobel looked down into his eyes and saw real sadness there, along with a silent plea to believe
him. She sighed. “Ok. I believe you. But then who did?”
Jimmy wrinkled his nose. “Put me down, please, near the pumpkin one.”
 Isobel shrugged and put him down gently.
Jimmy sniffled around the pie tin and sneezed.
“Bless you!” Isobel said. Jimmy snorted. “Thank you. I smell something though… It’s a bit
musky… I think I might be able to follow the trail…” He pressed his little nose down and snuffled
until he caught the musky scent again. “Got it…” he muttered and started following his nose.



At the edge of the counter Isobel picked him up and lowered him to the ground. Following the
scent, jimmy picked up the pace and dribbled into a dark corner between two cabinets. “Isobel,
I found a little hole. I think the thief is in there. I’ll go in and see.”
Isobel worried her lower lip with her teeth. “Be careful, Jimmy.”
Jimmy nodded and wriggled into the tiny hole.
He just got his butt inside, when he found himself nose to nose with a mouse. It’s cheeks were
bulging and crumbs stuck to it’s whiskers.
“Hey! Watch where you’re going!” the mouse snapped, spraying Jimmy with crumbs and
pumpkin filling.
 Jimmy huffed in annoyance. “You! You stole from that pie. Why did you do that?”
The mouse tilted it’s head. “Steal? I didn’t steal. It was there, no-one was eating it… so I took
some.’
Jimmy was taken aback. He hadn’t thought about that. For animals, any food that was lying
about, was free game… “Alright, I see why you would say that. Please, try and find your food in
the meadows or forest. The lady in this house doesn’t know about animal rules, so she leaves
her food out sometimes. And I wouldn’t want her to start putting out traps.”
The mouse rubbed its nose clean and twitched it. “You mean to say there is a human in there?
Ew! I do not want to tangle with a human. I will take up your advice, hedgehog. I will close off
this pathway and stay out of here! Thank you!”
 Jimmy smiled and went back to report to Isobel.
“A mouse… Awe, the poor thing must be hungry.” Isobel said gently. She cut the nibbled parts
off her pies, put them all on a saucer and shoved it right in front o the hole in the wall. “Happy
Samhain, little mouse!” she whispered. Jimmy smiled. His human was so special!



Thistle's Surprise

Elsie was carving pumpkins for Samhain.

Pooka and Thistle the fairy looked on.  Finally,

Thistle stomped her tiny foot.  Why do you just

carve faces she asked.  Why not make something

useful?  And then Thistle flew off in a temper.



Elsie and Pooka looked at each other.  What

could she carve? Pooka whispered an idea in her ear.

Elsie grabbed a pumpkin and hollowed it out.

Then she carved a rectangle and 2 two squares.

She made a round hole in the top, then hollowed out the

pumpkin stem and shoved it in the hole.

Then Elsie found some scraps of lace from her

sewing basket for curtains. She even quickly

crocheted  a tiny rug. Then Pooka



went and found Thistle.  Come look! said Pooka.

Grumbling the whole time, Thistle followed Pooka

back to Elsie's cottage.  She saw a little fairy

sized house made from a pumpkin! Thistle

was so delighted that she moved right in.  And THAT is how you keep a

grouchy fairy HAPPY!


