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This   li�le   magazine   has   been   almost   magically   fortunate   over   the   years   
to   have   a�racted   such   talented   authors   and   ar�sts   willing   to   offer   their   
crea�ve   endeavors   freely   for   you   and   your   children.    And,   some�mes   it’s   
fun   to   know   a   bit   about   the   people   behind   the   ar�cles   and   artwork.   

  
   We’d   like   to   introduce   Sharon   Midwinter   Bennet.    A   dear   friend   of   
Pooka’s   beloved   “Aun�e”   Fiona,   Sharon   also   lives   in   Scotland   where   
her   house   is   ruled   by   2   very   special   cats-   Rosie   and   Luca-   and   the   
garden   around   it   is   guarded   by   a   pet   toad.    A   long   �me   pagan   and   
dedicated   Cra�er,   Sharon   loves   coming   up   with   simple,   crea�ve   
cra�ing   ideas   for   young   children.   

  
Meanwhile,   kids   might   enjoy   knowing   that   the   photo   in   Fiona’s   Le�er   
from   Scotland   is   the   real-life   Meg,   the   cat   with   half-a-tail.    Yes,    just   
like   Pooka,   Grimalkin   and   Edgar   the   Crow,   Meg   is   a   real   cat!    A�la   the   
Bun   is   a   real   rabbit.    By   the   way   -   the   story   of   how   Meg   lost   the   other   
half   of   his   tail   was   told   in   an   earlier   issue   of   the   magazine,   but   perhaps   we   can   persuade   Fiona   
to   share   it   again   soon   for   our   newer   Readers…?   

  
As   editor   and   publisher,   it’s   my   job   to   proofread   (and   some�mes   edit)    the   ar�cles   submi�ed   by   
our   Team.    But,   we   all   have   our   blind   spots   and,   as   a   writer   and   contributor   myself,   who’s   to   
proofread   MY   stuff?    My   li�le   sister,   Linda   Moore,   is   always   willing   to   read   my   stories   and   excels   
at   finding   any   errors   in   punctua�on   or   spelling.   I   have   to   say,   this   is   one   area   that   I’m   grateful   to   
have   a   younger   sister   who   loves   poin�ng   out   my   mistakes!    Thanks,   Sis!   

  
  

We   hope   your   Night   of   Remembering   is   filled   with   fun,   mystery   and   the   happy   presence   of   your   
loved   ones   from   the   Other   Side.   

  
Hap��   Sam����   f�o�   
Lor�,   Po�k�   an�   t�e   Po�k�   Pag��   Te�m   

  
Pooka’s   P.S.    -   If   a   small   black   cat   pops   out   of   the   bushes   at   your   children   while   they’re   trick   or   
trea�ng,   for   goodness   sake,   ask   them   to   at   least   pretend   to   be   scared   and   please   don’t   call   him   
“Cute”   or   “Adorable”!   

  
  
  

  



  
Also   known   as:     Halloween,   All   Hallow’s   Eve,   Shadow   Fest,   Night   of   Remembering   

Samhain  (pronounced  “Sowain”  or  “Sowhen”)  means  the  “End  of  Summer”.  It  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".  This  day  is  a  threshold,  a  magical  moment  between  seasons.  The  curtain                  
separa�ng  our  world  from  the  spirit  world  becomes  thinner  and  communica�on  between  the  two                
worlds  is  much  easier.  We  can  feel  the  presence  of  loved  ones  who've  Crossed  Over  and  welcome                   
them   to   be   close   to   us   again.     
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     Scary   Pooka   
  
  
  

F armer   Gellis’s   plump,   rosy   cheeked   wife   opened   the   garden   gate.    As   she   strolled   along   the   flagstone   

path   that   led   to   Elsie’s   co�age,   she   made   a   mental    list   of   everything   she   needed   to   get   later   in   the   
Village.    She   noted   the   pumpkins   sca�ered   among   the   pots   of   colorful   chrysanthemums   lining   the   steps   
of   the   co�age.   
“I   really   should   get   some   Mums   for   my   own   porch,”   she   thought   and   added   them   to   her   list.    She   raised   
her   hand   to   the   polished   brass   knocker   on   the   door.   
Suddenly,   a   small,   black   form   sprang   from   behind   one   of   the   pots   and   grabbed   her   ankle.   
“Boo!”   yelled   Pooka.    He   then   darted   away   and   disappeared   into   the   garden.   
The   woman   shrieked   and   jumped,   nearly   tumbling   off   the   steps.   
The   door   opened   and   a   startled   Elsie   asked,   “What   happened?”   
The   farmer’s   wife   pressed   a   hand   to   her   chest.   “That   cat   of   yours   nearly   scared   the   life   out   of   me!”   she   
exclaimed.   “I   came   by   for   a   jar   of   comfrey   ointment.    But   now   I   think   I   need   to   buy   some   hawthorn   for   
my   heart   as   well.”   
Elsie   heard   snickering   coming   from   behind   a   lavender   bush.    She   frowned   sternly   in   that   direc�on   and   
then   asked   her   neighbor   to   come   in.    “How   about   a   nice   cup   of   tea,”   she   said,   “and   maybe   a   slice   of   
warm   pumpkin   bread?”   
S�ll   giggling,   Pooka   tro�ed   into   the   forest.   
It   wasn’t   long   before   he   spo�ed   his   friend,   Nathan.    The   boy   was   si�ng   with   his   back   against   a   tree   at   
the   edge   of   the   creek.    The   business   end   of   the   fishing   pole   he   was   holding   bobbed   lazily   in   the   creek.     
Pook   went   into   stealth   mode.    Body   low   to   the   ground   and   hidden   by   the   tall   grass,    the   li�le   cat   crept   
slowly   forward   on   padded   paws.     
Nathan   yawned   and   scratched   the   back   of   his   neck.    Pooka   froze.   Once   the   boy   was   focused   on   his   
fishing   again,   the   cat   inched   forward….   and   then   sprang   through   the   air.   
“Boo!”   he   yelled   as   he   landed   in   Nathan’s   lap.   
Nathan   leaped   up   and   dropped   the   pole.    “What   the…?!”   
Pooka   went   tumbling,   but   was   laughing   too   hard   to   care.   
The   boy   snatched   his   pole   off   the   ground   and   glared   at   the   cat.    “That’s   not   funny!”   he   said.   “You   scared   
all   the   fish   away!”   
Pooka   grinned.    “The   fish   weren’t   the   only   ones   that   I   scared!”    and,   with   that,   he   sauntered   off,   his   tail   
high   in   the   air.   
The   cat   found   many   more   vic�ms   that   day.     



Elsie’s   crow,   Edgar,   was   hiding   a   stolen   “Sparkly”   under   a   holly   bush.  
When   Pooka   “booed”   him,   the   bird   took   to   the   air,   leaving   behind   several   
feathers   as   well   as   the   “Sparkly”.  
A   small   squirrel   was   busy   grocery   shopping   under   a   big   old   walnut   tree.   
Pooka   leaped   out   from   behind   the   tree   and   yelled,”Boo!”   
The   squirrel   gave   a   loud   “Eeeek!”   and   raced   up   the   tree.    Moments   later,   
a   shower   of   hard   walnuts   rained   down   on   the   naughty   cat’s   head.     
Pooka   didn’t   care.    This   was   fun!   
Eventually,   he   spo�ed   his   friend,   Thistle.    The   fairy   was   explaining   to   a   
foxglove   that   the   young   plant   shouldn’t   worry   because   her   flowers  
weren’t   due   to   come   un�l   the   following   year.    When   Pooka   “Booed”   
them,   Thistle   was   simply   angry.    But   the   poor   li�le   foxglove   was   so   upset   
that   she   produced   flower   buds   immediately!   

Well   sa�sfied,   the   naughty   cat   tro�ed   back   to   the   co�age.    It   was   ge�ng   late   and   he   s�ll   had   to   face   his   
final   challenge.   
He   entered   quietly,   looked   around   and   listened.    He   could   hear   his   witch’s   footsteps   overhead   on   the   2nd   
floor.   Perfect!   
He   squeezed   himself   into   a   dark   corner   by   the   bo�om   of   the   stairs   and   waited….   
Before   long,   Elsie   came   down   the   stairs   carrying   a   basket   of   laundry.    Just   as   she   was   reaching   the   
bo�om   of   the   steps,   Pooka   launched   his   body   in   front   of   her.   
“Boo!”   he   yelled.   
“Boo   yourself,”   she   said   and   calmly   stepped   around   him.   
The   li�le   cat   sat   on   the   step   for   a   moment   frowning.    Finally   he   galloped   a�er   her.     
“How   come   I   didn’t   scare   you?”   
Elsie   set   the   basket   down   and   planted   her   hands   on   her   hips.    “Well,   for   one   thing,   you’re   my   familiar,   so   
I   can   always   sense   your   presence.    And,   for   another,   I   was   expec�ng   it.”   
She   looked   down   at   the   cat   and   asked:   “What’s   up,   Pooks?    Why   are   you   trying   to   scare   everyone?”   
Pooka   suddenly   felt   uncomfortable.    “Because   it’s   fun?”   he   mumbled.   
Elsie   sat   on   the   bo�om   step   and   pulled   the   cat   into   her   lap.   “Uh   huh,”   she   nodded.   “And   what’s   the   
other   reason?”   
Pooka   didn’t   answer   right   away,   but   finally   confessed:   “I’m   prac�sing.    The   Trick   or   Treaters   will   be   here   
in   a   few   days.    I   figured   if   I   got   really   good   at   being   scary   that   maybe   I   could   scare   them   first   and   then   
they’d   run   away   before   they   scared    me .”     
The   li�le   cat   then   waited   proudly   for   his   witch   to   congratulate   him   on   the   brilliance   of   this   plan.    But   
when   he   glanced   up,   Elsie   wasn’t   smiling.     
“But,   Pooks,   these   are   your   friends   that   you’re   scaring.”   
Pooka   shi�ed   around   in   her   lap.   “Like   I   said…   I   was   prac�cing.    And   it   really   was   fun!”   
“Not   for   them,”   Elsie   told   him.   
The   cat   hung   his   head.    His   whiskers   drooped   and   his   ears   fla�ened.    “I   know.    I’m   sorry.    I   won’t   do   it   any   
more.”  
The   witch   kissed   his   li�le   black   furry   head.    “Good,”   she   said.   

  



A   few   days   later,   the   sun   was   se�ng   and   Samhain   began.    Pumpkins,   now   carved   with   faces,   glowed   
along   the   co�age   steps   in   the   violet   autumn   twilight.   Inside,   the   hearth   fire   burned   brightly.    An   extra   
plate   was   set   on   the   dinner   table   for   friends   and   family   visi�ng   from   the   Other   Side   of   the   Veil.     An   altar   
was   arranged   before   the   fireplace   for   their   ritual   later.     
Pooka,   paws   tucked   into   his   furry   chest,   purred   in   his   basket   next   to   the   hearth.    He   could   already   sense   
the   first   arrival   of   Elsie’s   family   ghosts   and   welcomed   their   jovial   presence.   
And   then,   there   was   a   knock   at   the   door!     
“Trick   or   Treat!”   A   greenish   brown   zombie   with   white   hair   leaned   over   and   leered   through   the   
diamond-paned   window.   
Pooka’s   fur   sprang   straight   up   and   tried   to   leave   his   body!    His   eyeballs   bugged   out   of   their   sockets   and   a   
moment   later   the   cat   was   squeezed   into   the   darkest,   dus�est   corner   under   Elsie’s   parlor   sofa.   
His   witch   opened   the   door!    Heart   pounding,   Pooka   shrank   even   smaller.    Finally,   appeased   by   the   sweets   
Elsie   had   given   them,   the   Trick   or   Treaters   le�.     
The   li�le   cat   crept   slowly   out   from   under   the   couch.    The   girl   raised   her   eyebrows   at   him   and   grinned.     
“I   wasn’t   ready,”   Pooka   mu�ered.    He   deliberately   turned   his   back   on   her   and   concentrated   on   cleaning   
away   the   yukky   dust   bunnies   that   were   clinging   to   his   fur.    By   the   �me   he’d   reached   the   �p   of   his   tail,   the   
li�le   cat   felt   more   composed.    He   stomped   toward   the   window   and   leaped   onto   the   sill.     
“This   �me,   I    will    be   ready!   I   am   Pooka   the   Scary!”   he   told   himself   firmly.    He   crouched   behind   the   curtain   
with   one   eye   peeking   out.   Then   he   waited….  



It   wasn’t   long   before   several   shadowy   figures   emerged   from   the   dark   forest.     They   crossed   the   bridge   
that   spanned   the   small   creek   and   the   garden   gate   swung   open.   They   were   coming   up   the   path   toward   
the   co�age.    Pooka   felt   his   fur   bristling.    They’d   reached   the   porch…     
Pooka   took   a   deep   breath   and   sprang   
from   behind   the   curtain.    His   back   was   
arched.    His   black   tail   was   puffed   to   three   
�mes   its   normal   size.    Balancing   way   up   
on   his   �ppy-toes   in   order   to   look   even   
bigger   and   scarier,   he   yelled,   “Boo!”   at   
the   top   of   his   lungs.   
The   startled   Trick   or   Treaters   jumped   a   
bit.    Then   a   vampire   in   a   purple   cape   said,   
“Look,   guys!    It’s   a   cute   li�le   Halloween   
ki�y!    ”   
A   green-faced   witch   cooed,   “Awe…he’s   
adorable!”   
The   short   red   haired   clown   next   to   her   
asked,   “Can   we   pet   him?”   
Pooka   deflated   like   a   li�le,   black   popped  
balloon.   He   slunk   from   the   window   and   
trailed   toward   the   stairs   leading   up   to   the   
bedroom.    “I   give   up,”   he   told   Elsie.   “Just   
let   me   know   when   they’re   gone.”   

  
  
  

  
  



Elsie’s   Garden   
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  

Cloves   

Imagine!    If   you   lived   in   ancient   China   and   were   about   to   speak   to   the   Great   Emperor,   it   was   the   
Law   that   you   must   first   chew   on   a   bud   of   Clove.   Why?    So   you   wouldn’t   offend   his   Majesty   with   
your   bad   breath!   
Yes,   Cloves   do   sweeten   your   breath.    But   they   do   much   more   than   that.   
The   word   “Clove”   comes   from   the   French   word   for   “nail”   and,   indeed,   the   dried,   unopened   
flower   buds   of   this   tree   do   look   like   the   nails   used   in   carpentry   back   in   the   old   days.     
On   the   islands   of   Indonesia,   where   the   plant   comes   from,   parents   would   plant   a   Clove   tree   for   
every   new   child   that   was   born.    If   you’d   been   born   there,   a   Clove   tree   would   have   been   planted   
for   YOU.   
Clove   is   a   great   medicinal   plant.    When   you   have   a   toothache,   just   rub   a   bit   of   clove   oil   on   the   
gum   next   to   the   tooth   and   the   pain   will   go   away.    It   
will   even   help   kill   the   bacteria   infec�ng   the   tooth.   
(You’ll   s�ll   need   to   see   a   den�st   though.)    It’s   pain   
relieving   proper�es   are   even   good   when   used   in   a   
massage   oil   for   sore   muscles.   
If   you   have   a   teenage   brother   or   sister   who’s   ba�ling   
acne,   suggest   they   dab   a   bit   of   clove   oil   on   the   spots  
to   make   them   disappear.   
  A   tea   of   clove,   peppermint   and   ginger   is   helpful   
when   you   have   the   farts   or   feel   like   you’re   going   to   
barf.   
They’re   added   to   all   kinds   of   yummy   foods   from   all   
over   the   world.    Elsie   uses   them,   along   with   other   
spices,   in   her   hot   Autumn   Apple   Cider.    They’re   an   
important   ingredient   in   gingerbread   and   even   savory   things   like   chutney,   ketchup,   pickles   and   
Worcestershire   Sauce.    However,   in   cooking,   just   like   in   magic,   Clove   is   a   powerful   spice   and   a   
li�le   goes   a   long   way.   



  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  

Clov�   Spell�   
  

Poke   dried   Clove   buds   into   oranges   and   place   them   in   a   bowl   during   the   Yule   season   to   a�ract   
good   luck   and   prosperity   during   the   dark   part   of   the   year.   

  
If   you   ever   feel   threatened   by   a   bully,   burn   some   cloves   and   “wash”   yourself   with   their   smoke.   
It   will    act   like   a   psychic   bodyguard.    For   extra   protec�on,   �e   clove   buds   onto   a   red   string   to   
wear   around   your   neck.   

  
If   someone   is   saying   bad   things   about   you   that   aren’t   true,   take   a   red   candle   and   push   a   bunch   
of   cloves   into   it.    Then   burn   the   candle.    It   will   help   stop   the   gossip.   

  
If   you   have   a   special   friend,   make   li�le   cloth   bags   for   both   you   and   your   friend.    Put   7   cloves   in   
each   bag.    Put   the   bags   on   a   ribbon   and   give   one   to   your   friend.   
Then   you   both   wear   them   as   a   necklace   

  
Cloves   are   wonderful   for   sharpening   your   natural   psychic   abili�es.   
Use   them   in   tea   and   burn   them   as   incense   when   reading   tarot   
cards,   rune   stones    or   any   other   type   of   divina�on.   

These   li�le   brown   buds   are   also   an   important   ingredient   in   Elsie’s   
Co�age   Potpourri.    They   dispel   nega�vity   and   protect   the   home   
while   “waking   up”   the   other   ingredients   and   focusing   them…   sort   
of   like   a   Team   Captain.   

Clove   buds   may   be   li�le,   but   they’re   super   powerful.    Just   like   
YOU!   

  
  



  
  
  

Autumn   Apple   Cider   
  

A   perfect   po�on   for   a   crisp   fall   night   by   the   fire   with   molasses   cookies   or   a   slice   of   warm   
gingerbread.    By   the   way   -   Not   only   is   this   a   yummy   drink,   the   fragrance   while   it’s   simmering   will   fill   your   

home   and   the   ingredients   a�ract   prosperity.   
  

In   a   medium   sized   cauldron   (or   large   pot)   heat   1   gallon   of   apple   
cider.   
Add:   
¼   cup   brown   sugar   
1   tsp   allspice   
½   tsp   nutmeg   
2   tsp   whole   cloves   
1   orange   sliced   into   sec�ons   
A   few   cinnamon   s�cks   broken   into   pieces   

  
Simmer   for   20   minutes,   then   strain   and   serve.   (Pooka   likes   a   dollop   
of   whipped   cream   on   his!)    You   can   refrigerate   any   le�overs.   

  
  

Spicy   Pumpkin   Seeds   
When   you’re   done   carving   your   jack   o’   lanterns,   don’t   

waste   the   seeds!    They   make   a   wonderful   Samhain   snack   to   
nibble   on.    And   in   this   case,   even   Pooka   thinks   a   li�le   bit   of   
spicy   is   really   Good!   

Clean   2   cups   of   pumpkin   seeds,   then   toss   them   in   a   bowl   
with   2   Tbsp   of   oil,   1   tsp.   Worcestershire   sauce,⅛   to   ¼   tsp   of   
hot   pepper   sauce   (like   Tobasco),   ½   tsp   salt,   ¼   tsp   cumin   and   ¼   
tsp   cayenne   pepper.   

Dump   the   seeds   in   a   baking   pan   lined   with   greased   foil   
and   spread   them   out.    Bake   them   in   a   250   degree   oven   un�l   
lightly   browned…   about   45   minutes.     

If   you   don’t   eat   them   all   right   away,   you   can   store   any   le�overs   in   a   sealed   container.    But   they   really   
are   best   when   warm   and   crispy!   

  



  
  
  



  

  

A   Letter   from   Scotland   

De�r   Lit���   Wit���s,   

A �la   the   Bun   sat   by   himself   in   the   Otherworld   under   his   
favourite   bush   beside   the   Mound   of   the   Sidhe.   It   was   a   
wet,   miserable   day   made   all   the   more   miserable   by   the   
fact   that   the   Seelie   Court   had   already   moved   out   and   the   
Unseelie   Court   were   in   the   process   of   moving   in.   The   
Summer   faeries   had   given   way   to   the   Winter   faeries   and   
A�la   knew   the   �me   of   darkness   approached.   

The   voice   of   the   Cailleach   Bheur   –   the   Old   Woman   of   
Winter   -   cut   through   the   air   ordering   everyone   about,   
making   them   scurry   and   drop   things   nervously.   The   Cailleach’s   owl   screeched   along   with   her,   
just   to   add   to   the   noisiness.   A�la   pulled   his   ears   in   �ght,   trying   to   drown   out   some   of   their   
racket.   The   rain   dripped   off   the   bare   twigs   of   the   bush   and   dropped   onto   his   head.   At   the   top   of   
the   fairy   mound,   the   lone   thorn   tree   dripped   so   much   water   it   looked   like   it   was   weeping.   A�la   
already   thought   it   was   a   sad   day   and   it   seemed   like   the   weather   agreed   with   him.   

Added   to   this,   A�la   hadn’t   seen   Meg   the   cat   with   half   a   tail   -   or   Angus   -   for   a   while,   for   at   least   
half   a   day.   He   felt   very   alone,   very   fed   up   and   very,   very   sorry   for   himself.   “Where   are   you,   
Angus?”   he   called,   so�ly.   A�la   looked   behind   him   hopefully   –   but   no-one   was   there.   That   was   
odd   –   Angus   was   always   there.   What   had   happened?  

He   tried   to   stop   himself   from   crying.   What   he   would   do   to   squabble   with   Meg,   to   nuzzle   into   
Angus’s   hand!   Where   had   they   gone?   

Just   at   the   point   where   A�la   felt   he   couldn’t   be   any   sorrier   for   himself,   a   li�le   mouse   ski�ered   
to   a   stop   in   front   of   him.   “You   A�la?”   it   demanded,   much   more   aggressively   than   any   mouse   
had   a   right   to   be.   

“Er,   yes…”   stammered   A�la.   

“Message   for   you,   from   Meg,”   con�nued   the   mouse   in   its   confident   tone.   “Join   him   in   the   
human   world,   you   know   where,   you   know   how.”   The   mouse   looked   at   him.   “Got   it?”   



“Er,   yes…”   stammered   A�la   again.   

“Good!”   And   with   his   message   delivered,   the   very   self-assured   mouse   darted   away.   

Although   A�la   was   a   bit   taken   aback   by   the   odd   li�le   messenger,   he   was   also   very   happy   to   
know   that   he   hadn’t   been   abandoned   by   his   friend.   He   knew   exactly   where   Meg   the   cat   with   
half   a   tail   was   –   he   was   with   their   favourite   human   in   her   world.   

A�la   smiled,   stretched   and   focused.   Soon   he   began   to   glow   and   his   fur   sparkled   and   shimmered   
with   a   bright   sheen.   Then   the   air   around   him   changed   from   the   ordinary   everyday   light   of   the   
Otherworld   to   the   purple   light   of   the   Between   the   Worlds.   With   a   happy   sigh,   A�la   the   Bun   
jumped   into   the   purple,   soared   through   it   and   landed   in   the   evening   light   of   the   human   world.   

“Ah,   there   you   are,”   said   Angus,   as   he   bent   down   to   stroke   A�la’s   fur.   “You   got   Meg’s   
mouse-o-gram   then.”   

“I   did,”   answered   A�la.   “What   a   weird   way   to   get   a   message.”   

“Worked,   didn’t   it?”   grumped   Meg.   The   he   turned   his   a�en�on   back   to   the   human   in   front   of   
them.   

The   God,   the   cat   with   half   a   tail   and   the   rabbit   watched   as   the   human   set   up   her   Samhain   altar.   
The   orange   and   black   colours   of   the   candles   and   cloth   made   the   silver   bells   decora�ng   the   large   
black   scrying   mirror   stand   out   beau�fully.   Some   orange   flowers   were   carefully   placed   at   the   
back.   A   black   marble   bowl   sat   centre   of   the   altar,   ready   to   be   filled   with   offerings.   Two   black   
candles   were   set   in   wall   sconces   on   each   side   of   the   mirror.   A   ram’s   skull   was   added.   Then   a   
seeing   stone,   a   shell   and   a   feather   were   laid   carefully   at   the   front.   A   beau�ful   white   swan   statue   
was   given   pride   of   place.   Lastly,   a   small   
card   with   a   sign   of   Angus   was   added   just   
to   the   side   of   the   offering   bowl.   

“I   like   that   she   does   that,”   said   Angus.   “It   
makes   me   happy   she   remembers   too.”   

“Remembers   what?   What   is   it   for?”   asked   
A�la.   

“It’s   a   birthday   card   for   Angus,”   Meg   
chipped   in.   “She   always   does   that.”   

“This   next   bit   is   really   important,”   said   
Angus.   “Watch.”   



The   woman   reached   for   a   box   and   took   from   it   a   decorated   twig.   Photographs   hung   from   the   
small   branches.   She   placed   the   bo�om   end   of   the   twig   into   a   pot   of   earth   before   the   altar.   Then   
she   stood   back   and   began   to   sing   an   ancient   song.   

“Ahhhhh,”   sighed   Angus,   contentedly.   “That’s   the   call   of   invita�on   to   Gods   and   ancestors.   Some   
of   them   are   the   people   in   those   pictures.”   

The   song   stopped.   Angus   whispered   happily,   “I   am   here.”   

Meg   purred   and   twined   himself   around   his   human’s   legs.   She   laughed.   “Stop   trying   to   trip   me   
up,   Meg!”   She   picked   up   her   cat   with   half   a   tail   and   walked   into   her   kitchen.   Angus   and   A�la   
followed.   

The   kitchen   had   been   transformed   into   a   feas�ng   hall   with   a   long   table   set   for   at   least   fi�een.   
The   black   crockery   gleamed   in   the   candlelight.   Delicious   smells   wa�ed   in   the   air.  

“She’s   wai�ng   for   her   friends   to   arrive,”   said   Meg.   

“We’re   here,   aren’t   we?”   asked   A�la.   

“There   are   others   s�ll   to   come,”   said   Angus.   “Some   people,   some   animal,   some   human,   some   
spirit.   We   are   not   the   only   guests.”   

Meg   watched   as   a   large   chicken   was   removed   from   the   oven   and   inspected   for   cooking   
progress.   The   smell   of   the   meat   made   his   belly   rumble   loudly.   Everyone   laughed   and   Meg’s   
human   said,   “Don’t   you   get   fed   up   with   my   greedy   cat,   Angus?”   

Meg   looked   astonished.   “I   know   my   human   can   see   A�la   and   me   because   we   live   here,”   he   
said.   “But   she   can   see   you,   Angus?”   

“Yes,”   replied   Meg’s   human.   “I   can,   but   
only   some�mes   and   mostly   only   when   
Angus   wants   me   to;   except   for   these   
three   days   of   Samhain.   In   the   �me   of   no   
�me,   the   �me   of   the   thinning   of   the   veils   
we   can   see   back   and   forward,   here   and   
there,   yesterday,   today   and   tomorrow.”   

With   that,   she   turned   to   Angus.   
“Welcome,   my   Lord   Angus,   “she   said,  
bowing   towards   him.   



Angus   smiled.   “I   am,   as   always,   happy   to   a�end   your   feast   and   your   ritual.”   

“We   are   honoured,   as   we   always   are,”   she   replied.   

“This   is   the   grown-up   stuff,   isn’t   it?”   asked   A�la,   huffily.   “It’s   boring.   Where’s   the   games?   

Laughing,   Angus   pointed   to   the   large   bowl   of   sweets   by   the   front   door,   the   bucket   of   water   with   
apples   swirling   in   it   ready   for   doukin   and   the   s�cky   buns   on   strings   swinging   from   the   ceiling   
ready   to   be   caught   by   small   mouths.   

“Oh   there   will   be   plenty   of   games   for   those   children   who   come   singing   for   their   Hallowe’en,”   he   
said.   “But   for   some   humans,   this   is   their   most   sacred   �me   of   the   year   and   that   is   what   is   being   
prepared   for   here.”   

Meg   glared   at   A�la.   “Some�mes   learning   stuff   is   hard,”   he   said,   “but   it’s   never   boring.”   Meg   
could   have   saved   his   breath   –   A�la   was   in   the   middle   of   the   huge   bowl   of   sweets,   happily   
digging   through   them   as   if   he   was   looking   for   his   favourites   –or   a   surprise   carrot!   

Suddenly   there   was   a   change   in   the   air   and   a   smell   of   electricity.   Meg   the   cat   with   half   a   tail   felt   
his   fur   stand   on   end.   He   did   not   feel   frightened.   Not   in   the   least.   If   anything   what   he   felt   was   the   
exact   opposite.   He   felt   an   overwhelming   sense   of…   of   love.   

The   air   shimmered   a   li�le.   Then   a   black   Labrador   dog   with   his   tongue   hanging   out,   a   white   cat   
with   a   blue   eye   and   a   green   eye,   a   black   fluffy   cat,   a   red   cat,   a   red   rabbit   and   a   small   white   one   -   
and   the   sleekest,   smallest   black   cat   Meg   had   ever   seen   –   all   appeared.   Behind   them   stood   an   
elderly   lady   who   looked   a   bit   like   Meg’s   human,   and   behind   her   several   more   shimmering   
shades   of   ancestors   and   friends   gone   before.   

“Your   guests   are   beginning   to   arrive,”   said   Angus.   “The   living   ones   are   on   their   way   too   –   they’ll   
be   here   in   about   10   minutes.”   

“Thank   you,”   she   said,   “�me   to   start   the   bannocks.”   

With   that   magic   word   and   right   on   cue,   Meg   jumped   up   on   to   a   seat;   staking   his   claim   to   a   place   
at   the   Samhain   Feas�ng   Table   before   there   were   more   guests   than   somewhere   to   sit.   

“Let   the   Feast   of   Samhain   begin,”   he   said,   very   grandly.   “Well,   the   ea�ng   bit   of   it   anyway!”   

Sam����   Ble���n��   to   yo�   al�.   Til�   Nex�   Tim�...   

Fi�n�   Tin���   



  



  



  



  

  
  

  

Samhai�   Tabl�   Decoratio�   
b y   Sharon   Midwinter   Benne�   

On   Samhain,   many   pagans   like   to   get   together   with   
family   and   friends   to   remember   our   ancestors   and   loved   
ones   who   have   passed   while   sharing   a   meal.   This   makes   a   
lovely   table   decora�on   for   such   an   occasion.   

You   will   need:   

1   kitchen   paper   towel   roll   inner   tube   (or   2   toilet   roll   inner   tubes)   
1   paper   plate   (you   could   cut   circles   from   a   cereal   box   or   similar)   
Black   paint   
Tissue   paper   in   Samhain-y   or   autumnal   colours   cut   to   A5   size.   (about   6   x   8   inches   or   148   x   210   
millimeters)     
String   
Glue   
Scissors   
3   LED   Tealights   

Cut   the   cardboard   tube   from   a   paper   towel   roll   in   half   (no   need   to   do   
this   if   your   using   the   toilet   roll   inners)    Take   one   of   these   and   cut   
roughly   1/3   off   so   they   look   like   this:   

Paint   the   plate   and   tubes   black   and   set   them   aside   to   dry.   They   are   
likely   to   need   a   second   coat   so   you   might   want   to   do   this   the   day   
before.   

  

  

  



Take   6   pieces   of   �ssue   paper   and   fold   them   like   a   fan.    Snip   each   end   into   a   V   shape   then   a   W   

     

  

Tie   a   piece   of   string   round   the   middle.    Open   each   end   out   so   it   looks   like   2   fans.    Carefully   separate   the   
�ssue   on   one   side   and   then   the   other.   Go   slowly   but   a   few   small   tears   won’t   affect   the   end   result.   
Repeat   un�l   you   have   around   6   flowers.     

  

  

Once   all   the   paint   is   dry   you   can   start   s�cking   all   the   bits   together.   
Use   scrap   paper   to   fill   the   cardboard   tubes   so   the   tealights   sat   at   the   
top.     

For   a   li�le   extra   decora�on   you   could   make   more   of   these   using   a   
pipe   cleaner   to   �e   the   �ssue   in   the   middle   and   make   a   stem.   Use   
these   to   fill   a   small   vase   

  

A   nice   final   touch   is   for   you   and   your   
family/friends   to   write   the   names   of   loved   
ones   who   have   passed   and   roll   it   up   into   a   
li�le   scroll.   

  
  



  
  
  
  
  

  
  
  
  
  
  

Picking   Pumpkins   

  
  

Elsie    and    Pooka    were   in   the    field   

picking   out    pumpkins    to   carve   into    Jack   

o’   Lanterns .     Elsie    spotted   a   small   round   

pumpkin .     Pooka    sat   next   to   it.    “Not   big   enough,”   

Pooka    said.     Elsie    saw   a   tall   thin    pumpkin .    



Pooka    sat   next   to   it.    “Too   narrow,”   he   told    Elsie .   

“Okay,   how   about   this   fat    pumpkin ?”   she   asked.      

Pooka    went   over   and   sat   next   to   it.    “Too   short,”   he   said.   

Elsie    was   getting   frustrated!    “  Pooka ,   what   are   

you   looking   for?”   she   asked.    “A    pumpkin    big   enough   for   

me   to   hide   in   from   the    trick   or   treaters ,   of   course,”   

said     Pooka .   

  

  



  

  

  

On   Samhain,   Tristan   will   be   9   years   old   and   his   

Granny   Witch   can’t   wait   to   spend   his   birthday   with   him!   
Catarina   is   a   li�le   sea   witch   who’s   familiar   is   a   

small   black   cat   named   Shoki.    Catarina   will   be   5   on   Nov   

4th.   

On   November   25,   Alex   will   turn   18.    We   hope   

she   takes   a   break   from   all   her   volunteer   work   in   order   

to   celebrate!   

Mikayla   is   a   water   child   and   wonderful   ar�st   

who   will   be   13   on   Dec   13.    She’ll   be   celebra�ng   with   her   
pet   snake,   Ghidorah.   

Diccarra’s   6th   birthday   was   on   Oct.24.    That’s   pre�y   special.    But   an   even   bigger   milestone   in   

Diccarra’s   life   will   occur   next   month   when   she   becomes   a   Big   Sister.   

Eula   is   a   li�le   witchlet   who   loves   bugs   and   mermaids.    She’ll   be   6   on   Nov.   5.   

On   November   4,   Camille   will   really   have   something   to   sing   and   dance   about   because,   on   that   

day,   she’ll   turn   7   years   old.   

Rhion   will   probably   win   the   Nobel   Peace   Prize   one   day   because   he’s   such   a   great   mediator   when   
his   friends   are   arguing.    Merlin,   Ragnar   and   Pooka   are   so   proud   of   him!    Rhion   will   be   5   on   Nov   

26.   

Alexa   turns   10   on   Nov   12   and   Pooka   would   love   to   hear   her   play   the   

piano   some�me.    He’s   heard   she’s   already   very   good   at   it.   

Fauna,   who   will   be   9   on   Dec   9th,   will   most   likely   be   starring   someday   in   

a   Broadway   musical.    (Goblin   and   Gremlin   are   hoping   she’ll   be   able   to   

get   parts    in   the   play   for   them!)   

Weston   is   a   super-smart   kid   with   5   older   siblings.    He’ll   be   9   on   Nov.   1   
which   is   Samhain   Day.    Dyson   and   Chaos   are   both   hoping   for   a   piece   of   

birthday   cake!   



On   Nov   8,   Dracen   will   be   5   years   old.    Pooka   thinks   it   would   be   really   cool   if   Dracen   could   be   a   

real   cat   when   she   grows   up!   

Allyssa-Fae   officially   enters   her   teens   on   Dec.   7.    Pooka   really   hopes   
he   and   Elsie   can   get   �ckets   in   a   few   years   when   Allyssa   is   

performing   in   her   first   rock   concert.   

Tyson   wrote   and   told   Pooka   that   Emily   will   be   9   on   Nov.   9th.    Happy   

Birthday,   Emily!    (and   Tyson   wanted   Pooka   to   remind   her   that   dogs   

like   cake   too!)   

On   Nov.   13,   Loken   will   be   7   years   old.    NASA   will   be   very   lucky   one   

day   when   he   joins   their   team.   Meanwhile,   Mason   and   Judas   would   

like   to   remind   Loken   that   cats   prefer   to   keep   their   paws   firmly   
planted   on   the   ground   so   please   don’t   volunteer   them   for   any   missions   into   space!   

Brianna   turns   7   on   Nov.   12   and   Twilight   really   hopes   the   new   ki�en   will   have   her   own   name   by   

then.    They’re   both   looking   forward   to   helping   Brianna   blow   out   her   birthday   candles   and   they   

think   she’ll   be   a   wonderful   veterinarian   someday!   

Ziggy   wanted   Pooka   to   wish   Kellen   an   extra   Happy   Birthday.    Kellen   will   turn   9   on   Nov.   16.   

Henry   will   probably   be   in   the   kitchen   cooking   up   something   special   on   Nov.   11   because   that’s   the   

day   he’ll   turn   9   years   old.    Pooka   bets   whatever   it   is   will   come   out   yummy.     

Cody   will   be   celebra�ng   his   big   13th   birthday   on   Nov.   11   with   li�le   Stubs   and   Pumpkin   Seed.   
Both   guinea   pigs   are   pre�y   sure   that   their   friend,   Cody,   will   find   a   way   to   include   them   in   the   

fes�vi�es!   

Deanna’s   birthday   is   Nov.   16   and   Pooka   hopes   she   has   a   wonderful   day   of   celebra�on!   

On   Nov.   15,   Norah   Beth,   Ar�st   Extraordinaire,   will   be   8   years   old.     

Violet   Marie,   a   rough   and   tough   li�le   cowgirl,   will   be   galloping   into   her   5th   birthday   on   Nov.   7.   

Pooka’s   hoping   that   Fiona   gets   an   All-Pink   celebra�on   a,nd   plenty   of   art   supplies   on    Dec.   7   when   

she   turns   5.   

On   Nov.   18,   Coen   will   be   11.    Pooka   hears   he’s   really   good   at   building   stuff   and   thinks   that   is   way   
cool!   

Li�le   witchling,   Iva   Jewel’s,   birthday   is   Oct.   28.    Happy   Birthday!   

Quinn   was   a   cat   in   his   past   life.    In   this   one,   he’s   a   magical   boy   

who   will   be   6   years   old   on   Nov.   23.   

Pooka   hopes   that   Fiona   finds   a   way   to   make   her   5th   birthday   on   

Nov.   23   be   a   Spooktacular   Event   with   lots   of   fun,   (slightly)   scary   stuff.   

  
Pooka   has   a   wee   toothache...but   he   knows   just   who   to   call   for   

help.    Jadzia     



  

Luna   is   going   to   be   a   veterinary   den�st   when   she   grows   up   (which   Pooka   thinks   will   be   pre�y   

soon   because   she’ll   already   be   5   on   Nov   13!)   
Milly   will   be   turning   the   magical   age   of   13   on   Dec.   10.    Milly   is   already   on   

the   way   to   becoming   a   Wise   Woman   Healer.   

Mia,   who   will   be   5   on   Nov   15,   is   already   an   adept   li�le   Po�on   Maker.   

Kayla   loves   playing   Minecra�   with   her   li�le   sister,   Jadda.    Kayla’s   birthday   

is   Nov.   12.   

River   Fern   will   be   turning   7   this   year   on   Nov   7.    This   li�le   witch   is   growing   

up   so   fast!   

And   EmmaLee’s   birthday   is   Nov.   3;   Adrian’s   is   Dec   11.    They’re   all   grown   up   now   but   Pooka’s   so   
glad   they’re   s�ll   his   friends.    Happy   Birthday!   

  

  
  

  


