
Pooka's Page for Grownups
For the past 14 years, I've drawn the Elsie & Pooka pictures on the same
little Wacom tablet so I wasn't surprised when it gave out in the middle of
our last issue.  For this issue, I bought another  tablet.  It worked for, maybe,
5 minutes.  So, I hope the kids will forgive me for pulling out some old
illustrations for our Pooka story instead of the marvelous one I had planned?

Yule will be our next issue and, for those of you who are new to Pooka
Pages, there's an Elsie & Pooka "Yule & Imbolc Book" out.  It has lots of
Pooka stories as well as some of our best recipes, crafts, herbal lore and
spells.  It's available on Amazon for under $10 and, Pooka may be biased,
but he thinks it would be a pretty cool Yule gift for your little witchlings!
But better order early.  They tend to sell out quickly during the
holidays and can take a while to re-stock.

Fiona's "Letter from Scotland" is all about the country's famous Faery
Cats, of which she has two!  (Remember, in her last issue, poor Meg had
lost most of his tail?)  Anyway, she wanted to share some links in case
the children were interested in learning more about these wonderful legendary (and real !) Kellas cats.
Their story is truly fascinating.

http://www.heraldscotland.com/news/12705960.Just_wild_about_the_black_cats/

https://www.amazon.co.uk/My-Highland-Kellas-Cats-Francis/dp/022403961X

http://scotcats.online.fr/abc/identification/kellascataron.html

Have a Spooky Samhain!
from Lora, Pooka & the 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, "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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Pooka's Samhain Spell

Pooka glumly watched through the window as his witch placed pots of purple, gold and
crimson mums on the steps of the cottage. The kitchen smelled of apples and spice.  And, this
morning, their friend Nathan had arrived with a wheelbarrow full of pumpkins, a gift from
Farmer Gellis.

The little cat knew what this all meant.  Samhain was fast approaching - the Night of
Remembering, and the night of ghosts and trick or treaters.

The ghosts didn't bother Pooka.  The trick or treaters did.  In fact, every year they terrified
him.  But, this year, he was determined to do something about that.

He leaped down from the window sill and padded silently to the back of the cottage where
Elsie's Herb Room was located.

Her grimoire was sitting out on the long wooden table.  Pooka pawed through the pages
until he found the Mars Spell for Courage & Bravery.  He studied it carefully.

It said the spell must be done on a Tuesday.  Well, today was Tuesday, so that didn't give
him much time.

As he read through the list of ingredients, he glanced up at the bundles of herbs hanging
overhead.  Yes, most of them were there and it would be easy for an athletic little cat  to leap
up and knock them down.  Others, he knew, would be in the garden.  No problem.  He read on...
A bloodstone?

He suddenly remembered there was a bloodstone ring upstairs in Elsie's jewelry box.
Perhaps she wouldn't mind if he borrowed it?  Unfortunately, the little cat did not plan to ask
her first.  He didn't want to have to explain what he was doing because he was really tired of
everyone telling him that trick or treaters were nothing to be afraid of.  So, he figured he'd
simply borrow the ring and return it when he was done.  Right?  (No!  This was very naughty of
Pooka.)

The little cat read on...   a square of red silk.  He'd seen some in the sewing basket along
with the purple thread that the book listed next.   Dragon's Blood incense.  Elsie had that.  Of
course, he'd have to ask her to light it for him along with the red candle that the spell seemed
to require.  Maybe she wouldn't ask too many questions.

Pooka's confidence was growing. He had this!
Then he came to the final ingredient for the spell.  A dragon's wing?
He tried to imagine first finding a dragon and, second, politely asking if he could have one

of its wings.  If a little cat could summon the courage to do THAT, he wouldn't need the spell!
With one paw, he slammed the grimoire shut.  His little black head drooped and his

whiskers all slumped forward.  It was no use.  Pooka was doomed to spending Samhain hiding
under the couch with the dust bunnies instead of out celebrating with his witch.



He jumped down from the table and trailed out the open door into the garden.  Elsie and
Nathan were on the cottage steps, laughing and carving pumpkins.

Pooka couldn't bear to join them.  Instead, his paws carried him into the forest and,
eventually, past Thistle's little house.

The fairy was perched outside pounding on an acorn and called a cheery greeting: "Hey,
Pooka! I was just about to make some soup.  Want to stay for supper?"

"No thank you," he said.
Thistle looked at him sharply and stopped

her pounding.  "What's wrong?" she asked.
Since Thistle was perhaps the only friend

that didn't make fun of his fear of children
disguised as scary creatures on Samhain, Pooka
told her.

"I'm tired of being afraid of trick or
treaters!"

The fairy nodded and fluttered over to him.
"I looked up a spell for courage and I can

get all the ingredients....except one.  That one's
impossible!"

"What is it?" asked Thistle.
"A Dragon's wing!" cried Pooka.  "And then

I'm supposed to put it in a little red bag!  The
spell is stupid! "

Thistle smiled.  (Well, actually, she
smirked.)  "I think I can help you with that."

Pooka's head shot up and his eyes widened.  "Really?  How?"
The pixie winked at him.  "Get the rest of your spell together and meet me in Elsie's herb

room tonight."
The cat still had his doubts, but never the less, he agreed.  Thistle, after all, WAS a fairy!  If

anyone knew where find a dragon's wing, she would.

Pooka checked the Book again.  He collected ingredients from the garden and then made a
mess of Elsie's herb room as he gathered more.  He stole her bloodstone ring from her jewelry
box  and purloined a square of red silk and a strand of purple thread from her sewing basket.

He then found his witch in the kitchen baking cookies and had the nerve to tell her: "I need
a red candle and you have to light it for me.  Oh, and some Dragon's Blood incense too, please."

Elsie's eyebrows shot up.  "Really!  Umm...okay."
She followed her cat into the herb room and did as he requested.  Her eyes strayed to the

open page in the spell book.
"Do you want to tell me what we're doing?" she asked.
"No!"
"Okay," she nodded.  "Just let me know how I can help."
"You could light the candle and the incense for me," said Pooka.  "And maybe help me cast

a circle?"
Elsie knew her cookies were ready to come out of the oven by now.  She muttered a charm

to the Kitchen Gods and agreed to assist her familiar.
The circle was cast, the quarters called and the candle lit.  Incense smoke curled around the

room.   Pooka then waited for the final ingredient for his spell and Elsie waited with him.  They



waited and waited.  Despite her charm, Elsie could smell the Samhain cookies beginning to
burn...

The little cat was almost ready to give up when Thistle darted in through the open top of
the half door.

"Here you go!" she cried triumphantly.  She dropped a small iridescent wing on the
wooden table.

Pooka closed one eye and examined it closely.  "It's beautiful, but it's so little!  Are you sure
this is from a Dragon?  It wasn't a baby dragon, was it?"

The fairy giggled.  "It was from a dragonfly, silly.  That's what the spell meant!"
"It did?"
"Of course!"
The cat looked worried.  "You didn't....?"
"I'd never!  This particular dragonfly has spirit wings now and didn't need this one any

more."
Nodding, Pooka added the wing to the herbs and the bloodstone ring (which Elsie

pretended not to see) and gathered them all onto the material he'd taken from her sewing
basket.

He then chanted:

By candle flame and incense smoke,
The God of Courage I invoke.
Strong and Brave I now will be.
Mars is here.  He stands by me!

He turned to Elsie.  "Would you mind
tying these into a bag and then attaching it
to my collar please?  I'd do it myself but....."

"No thumbs?" she finished.  Pooka
nodded.

She did as he requested, asking: "Do you
want to tell me what this is all about?"

"No."  Pooka shook his head.
Elsie just smiled and tied the bag onto

his collar.  She already knew, of course.  And
if the spell worked, the little witch figured a burnt batch of cookies was a small price to pay!





Pumpkin Cheesecake Parfait
by Emily Tinsman

Nathan's grandmother made this and brought some over to share with Elsie & Pooka.  As the witch
and Grandmother were talking, Pooka ate his all up.  Then, before he realized it, he'd eaten half of
Elsie's too.  It was that good!

Crust Layer:
 24 ginger snaps crushed into crumbs ( You can

also substitute  1 cup of graham crackers)
 1 Tbs butter melted

Pumpkin Layer:
 8 oz of cream cheese
 1 cup of pumpkin puree
 ½ cup sugar
 1 tsp of vanilla
 2 tsp pumpkin pie spice  (*Recipe Below)

Whipped Cream:
 1 ½ cups whipping cream
 3 Tbs powdered sugar
 1 tsp vanilla
 1 tsp cinnamon

Directions:
 Mix the butter and crushed cookies in a bowl and save for later
 Take a cold cauldron (mixing bowl) and whisk and combine all ingredients for whipped cream

and beat till stiff peaks form (but don't beat too long or you will get sweet butter)
 In a 2nd cauldron, beat the cream cheese till it's smooth, then add the pumpkin, the spice,

vanilla and sugar.  Stir till it's all one color.
 Layer the mixture in parfait glasses or a clear glass trifle bowl, starting with the crumbs, then the

pumpkin mixture, and finally whipped cream.  Keep repeating layers until it's filled.

*Pumpkin Pie Spice: 3 tablespoons ground cinnamon, 2 teaspoons ground ginger, 2 teaspoons
ground nutmeg, 1 ½ teaspoons ground allspice and 1 ½ teaspoons ground cloves



Vegan Stuffed Pepper Jacks
by Amanda Storms

A delicious, fun and healthy entree to fill your little tummy before a night of rituals and trick or
treating.    (Note:  For a vegetarian version, simply use cheddar cheese  regular cream instead of  the
nutritional yeast and almond milk. )

Olive oil
1/2 onion, chopped
2 large links Vegan sausage, chopped
3 cloves garlic, minced
1 (15 1/2 ounce can) each pinto, kidney and black beans
1 (15 1/2 ounce) can diced tomatoes
1 Tbsp each  of salt, oregano and thyme
1 tsp each turmeric and chipotle powder
1/2 tsp cayenne
1/3 cup nutritional yeast (for that cheesy flavor)

13 Orange Bell Peppers (enough for a coven!)

Directions: Saute onion, sausage and garlic in olive oil.  Then add the rest of the stuffing ingredients
and let simmer over low heat.

Cut the tops off bell peppers  and remove any membrane and seeds.  Then, use a small knife to make
little Jack O' Lantern faces.  Oil the peppers, sprinkle with salt and bake them for 20 minutes in a 350
oven.  Turn heat up to 375 and bake an additional 15 minutes. When done, spoon in the filling in and
serve.

* Note:  With the chipotle and the cayenne, this may sound too spicy for little tongues, but it's actually
quite mild.
* Another Note:  If you're not feeding an entire coven, this recipe may be halved.

Pooka's Hungry Ghost

"Elsie, there's a ghost in the parlor!" called Pooka.
The little witch was in the kitchen pulling a tray of cookies from the

oven.  She quickly set it onto the table and, wiping her hands on her apron,
came running into the parlor.

 "Who is it, Pooks?  Is it Granny Witch?" she asked eagerly.
"I'm not sure," the cat hedged, "but whoever it is, I think they want

some cookies.  At least 3, please.  Oh, and some milk?"
Elsie planted her hands on her hips and looked at him suspiciously.  "Pooka., ghosts can't

eat cookies... or drink milk! "
"I know, but that's okay," Pooka grinned.  "I offered to help!"



Rosemary
Samhain is the Night of Remembering our ancestors and loved ones who've Crossed Over.

So, what better plant to learn about from Elsie's garden now than Rosemary, the Herb of
Remembrance?

Since Time beyond Memory, Rosemary has been carried at funerals, symbolizing that we
would never forget a loved one.  It's also been carried at weddings and handfastings to
symbolize that the couple would always remember their love for each other and to remain
faithful to their vows.

And, today, there is scientific studies that affirms what our ancestors knew.  Rosemary,
taken as a tea or even just the scent of the herb, does indeed sharpen a person's memory!

It also works for purification and protection.  Elsie uses rosemary in incense, her parlor
potpourri and her bath.  A rosemary bush grows by her garden gate to protect her cottage from
any bad energies entering.  (Thistle, by the way, thoroughly approves...perhaps because
rosemary is an herb that also attracts fairies and good luck!)

And, as any grownup can tell you, rosemary is
delicious, adding that special Something to soups,
stews and breads.

When it comes to being good for your body,
rosemary is just as important!  Besides boosting your
brain cells, it helps your body fight off illness like cold
or flu, get rid of toxins and helps your blood around
inside you like it's supposed to.  In fact, medicinally, it
acts the same way it does magically - it purifies and
protects.

The rosemary plant is beautiful, evergreen and, at
certain times of the year, covered with little blue
flowers.  It's also easy to grow whether you live in a
hot or cold climate.  You can grow it from cuttings and,
once established, it needs only moderate watering.
You can even grow it indoors on a sunny window sill.

At Samhain, we all want to purify, protect and,
above all, Remember.  What other herb can do all of
this?  Pooka thinks rosemary is the perfect Samhain
herb!



Rosemary Spells

Before studying for a difficult test:  Dab some rosemary oil in the middle of your forehead and
on your throat and wrists. (If you're a cat, then dab a little on your fur.) Say 3 times:

Rosemary's for Memory,
and Remember I will.

With ease will this knowledge
Come back to me still.

Now study for your test.  When you're finished, say the chant once more.
On the day the test is given, apply the oil again, and smell it frequently while writing or saying
your answers.

If you're having trouble with nightmares,  place rosemary under
your pillow.

Use a sprig of rosemary to mark your place in a
book.  It will help you remember what you have read.

Rub a dab of rosemary oil on your hairbrush.  It not only helps remove
tangles.  Your hair grow faster and be extra shiny and healthy.



A Letter from Scotland -

Dear Little Witches,

When Pooka cat came to visit last year, one of the things he

wanted to know about was all the different kinds of animals

in Scotland. He had a lovely time investigating things and a

great time listening to stories about all the mythological

animals we have, like the Loch Ness Monster, Kelpies and

Stoor-Worms.  I’m not sure if he believed them all, but one story that gave him a lot of food for

thought was the story of the Cait Sidhe – the fairy cat.

The Cait Sidhe is from the very north of Scotland.  It is about the size of a small dog, with a

white flash on its chest and sometimes, on its nethers. It has random weird white hairs that

make it sparkle in the moonlight – it’s really strange to see, because it is definitely a black cat.

Its paws are a bit bigger than a normal cat and it is a ferocious hunter.

These fairy cats did not have a great reputation and people were a bit scared of them. In the

past, folk would watch over a person who had recently died, just in case the Cait Sidhe tried to

steal their soul away before it could go to the Otherworld.  They wouldn’t even light a fire in the

room, just in case that made it too comfortable for the fairy cat. People used to believe the Cait

Sidhe could turn into a witch nine times in its life – and be the kind of nasty witch you find in

weird old tales. Folk made sure they left out milk at Samhain for the Cait Sidhe because they did

not want the ‘curse of a dry cow’ – no milk supply – in the following year.

But folk also admired these big black cats, along with the other special cat we have, the Scottish

Wild Cat. Both kinds of cats did not like living with humans very much and their fierce

independence was admired.

People admired them so much that hundreds of years ago, the area of Scotland called Caithness

was the home of the tribe of folk known as the People of the Cat. Many of the Scottish clans

took the wild cat as their clan emblem. If you have MacBain, Chattan, MacIntosh, MacPherson

or MacGillvary ancestors, you are people of the cat. One of the clan mottos is: ‘Touch Not the

Cat Bot (without) a Glove.’  Very sensible advice if you are talking about wild cats or fairy cats!



It’s also a warning about not messing with the clansmen – they are, after all, folk of the wild cat

and well able to fight to protect their territory.

‘Touch Not the Cat’ is also a clan motto I could have done with

knowing about when I was little. When I was about seven or eight,

my family were camping in Argyll, which is part of the west coast

of Scotland. I was poking about in the undergrowth and I found a

nest of what I thought were beautiful, tabby kittens. There were

three of them and they were the most adorable little things. I had

a lovely time playing with them for a little while. Then - from out

of nowhere – came this ball of spitting, snarling, sharp-clawed fury that set about me and sent

me running for my mum. That was my introduction to the Scottish Wild Cat, and one I haven’t

forgotten fifty years later. It hurt and it served me right for messing with mamma cat’s babies.

Now Pooka found all that very interesting, but what he wanted to know was why my cats were

so huge. And his little eyes grew wider and wider as I told him.

The Cait Sidhe may well be fairy cats from stories but Scotland is a country where magic

happens. Many years ago, the veils between the worlds thinned enough for the fairy cats to

come in to our world. We had the wild cats and now we had the big black fairy cats too.

At first, the Cait Sidhe kept away from humans – but every now and

again, there would be a sighting and a story would grow in the

telling about these large black cats, how they hunted in pairs and

how they would turn and glare at humans before bounding away.

Over time though, the fairy cats had kittens – and those kittens had

kittens and so on. Suddenly, there were more and more stories

about the Cait Sidhe and lots of folk from lots of places became very

interested in Scotland’s cats. They became even more interested

when one was captured in the Moray village of Kellas, not very far away from where I live. A

few more specimens were captured and this is when myth, magic and the everyday became

one. What is now called a Kellas cat would seem to be the Cait Sidhe of folklore. How amazing is

that?



What’s even more amazing is how common they are in this part of Scotland. Pooka’s eyes

nearly popped out of his head as he realised that the reason my two cats are so big is because

they too are Cait Sidhe, Kellas cats.

I got them from a farm. The farmer said they were eight- weeks old and I remember thinking,

‘more like twelve!’ so even as kittens they

were a bit bigger than normal. They are

black cats with blacker stripes, white

sparkles and the white spot on the chest

and nethers. They’ve grown huge – Meg

weighs about 20 lbs and Mog is enormous

– 26lbs. That’s almost two stones of cat

and boy, don’t you know it when he flops

against you for a cuddle! They are BIG

cats and I’d forgotten how small and

delicate normal- sized cats are until I

looked at Pooka sitting between my two.

The photograph of my friend, Sharon,

holding Mog should give you an idea of how big he is.

Meg and Mog are sweet-tempered most of the time. Their paws and claws are much bigger

than your average cat and they do hunt a lot, which is not great, even if it is their nature. The

funniest thing Mog ever brought home from a hunt was a big fish that someone had prepared

for cooking. Someone lost their dinner that day!

So, at this time of Samhain, think about the things that can cross the veil from the realms of the

Otherworld to ours. All stories start somewhere and not everything is just a myth, as the Kellas

cat shows. Leave out a gift for those who pass through on this night, and leave milk for the Cait

Sidhe, just in case one or two pass your way in the night.

Till Next Time,

Fiona Tinker



Sabbat Symbols - Guess Who or What I am? by MamaWitch Carmen

Some call it Halloween, a night of magic fun and trick or treats.
But we witches also call it Samhain and like to have a remembrance feast.
When it is time for masks, costumes, bobbing for apples and fun,
I call it Halloween and celebrate right along with everyone.

Then at midnight, which is sometimes called the Witching Hour,
This night becomes solemn and filled with love as I remember my ancestors' power.
As witches we know that our loved ones, pets included, never really die.
They live on in spirit and we really never have to say good-bye.

This Samhain night, after the fun, we know that the spirits of our loved ones will roam,
And find their way back to us as we welcome them home.
We light the jack-o-lantern and set a soul cake and piece of Halloween candy on a plate by the door.
The light guides them and the treats tell them that this night they need roam no more.

We place a picture on the altar, light a candle and maybe shed a tear or two.
Our hearts feel all the love and the life they shared with us, so of course we feel a bit blue.
Tears of love are really memories that roll down upon our face
So on this night we let them fall but we do so with happiness and grace.

So celebrate Halloween with costumes, scary faces, laughter and knocking on door after door,
Then come home, relax and honor your ancestors and, in love feel your own spirit soar.
Now here is a Halloween/Samhain decoder puzzle for you to figure out,
To see if you remember what this holiday is all about.





the Bat

It's fun to get scared sometimes and, at Halloween, we all  love to feel that spooky little chill
run up our spine - even grownups!  But, some of the things that people say are supposed to
scare us aren't really scary at all.  Take the bat for instance.

Bats are nocturnal which means they usually come out at night, soaring silently through the air
like winged mice or rats.  They came to be associated with witches and dark sorcery.  Then,
when someone during the Victorian Era, wrote a best-selling book about Dracula, a vampire
that could change into a bat, the poor little critter's reputation really went down the tubes!
Suddenly everybody was terrified of him... which is silly, because a bat has never hurt anyone.

They are, however, very magical.  Bats have an amazing super-power called echolocation.
While flying, they send out a series of chirps and clicks.  The sound bounces off solid objects like
trees and houses and, by listening to the echo, the bat can tell exactly where the object is, even
if they can't see it.

You can align yourself with this super-power by making a bat
amulet to wear. (Maybe you could model one out of clay or
paper mache?) It will help you to not get lost and, if  somehow
you do get turned around, it will help you find your way home.
A bat amulet can also help you to avoid obstacles and dangers
in your life...like the school bully or a car coming around a
corner as you're trying to cross a street.  Of course, you still
need to be watchful and careful, but your amulet will help you
do that also.

Since ancient times, bats were messengers between this world
and the next.  If you're out at night and happen to see one -
especially on Samhain - they can carry your message to the
Other Side, delivering it safely to a pet, friend or family member
who has died.  Now, what's so scary about that?



Happy Birthday
Samantha will be 18 years old on the same day her little brother,
Forest turns 10. Sam says Forest was the best birthday present ever!
Along with their cousin Tristan who turns 6 on Samhain, they'll all
be celebrating at Elsie's cottage with Pooka and he can't wait!
Backyard Smore's for everyone!

Oh my!  Is Killian really going to be 6 on November
8th? Peighton, you'll be a big boy, 5 years old on
December 9th.  Pooka hopes you'll always take good
care of your little sister, Madelyn, who'll be 4 the
same week on December 1.
Laila will be 7 on November 6th and Binky will be a
whole  4 years old on December 13th.



Pumpkin Candle for Your Ancestors
By Amber

Pumpkins are great symbols for Samhain. So for this craft we will be using pumpkins to honor
our ancestors.

Items needed:
A small pumpkin  (like a sugar pumpkin)
wax
wick
Scents (optional)
Crayons to color candle (optional)
Permanent marker/paint

Directions: (Note:  Ask a Grownup to help you with this
project.) Cut the top off your pumpkin and remove the pulp from inside like you would a jack-
o-lantern.

Melt the wax in a double boiler. If you want to add colors or scents or even bits of herbs
(like rosemary for remembering the ones your candle will be honoring). Put your wick in the
pumpkin and secure by the top by winding it around a pencil laid across the opening.  Make
sure your wick reaches to the bottom of the pumpkin.

 Pour the melted wax into your pumpkin, about an inch at a time, letting each layer cool so
the bottom of the wick doesn't come loose and float up. Once all the wax is completely cool,
you can take a marker and write your ancestors named on the outside of the pumpkin.
(Grownups:  This is a perfect time to talk to your children about your family heritage.)

(Optional:  Use silver, black, gold or purple
rinestones and tacky glue to outline the letters.
OR, you can trace the letters in tacky glue and
then outline them with bits of twine for a more
rustic appearance.)

On Samhain, burn your pumpkin candle to
honor your ancestors. The next day, dispose of
the wax and pumpkin according to your
tradition.



Happy Birthday Brenna! Pooka can't believe you'll be 6 years old on November 29.
Siobhan Brighde will be 12 on November 7th and, on December 9, Fauna will turn 5.  (Pooka thinks, for
her birthday, she really needs a black kitty just like him!)

Pooka's friend, Connar Logan will be 11 on December 1 and, on the same day, Gabriel, turns 6 year old.
Little Bridget will be 2 on November 9 and Atticus turns 4 years old on the 25th.  (Pooka wishes he could
be there to have some cake with them!)

On November 24th, Leopold will be 3 years old and probably writing his first novel.
Pooka's lovely friend Willow will be 11 on December 2nd. Sophia will be 7 on December 9th.  (Sophia
means "Wisdom", so make sure you do good in school, Sophia!

November and December are extra special months for one family! Sarah will be 14 on December 5th,
her brother Dominic will turn 7 on December 8th and little Allana will be 5 on November 1st.
Kaeldra and her twin Ayla both turn 6 on December 9.  Their brother, Joshua will be 9 on November 21.
Sounds like a party to Pooka!

Brianna - a whole 7 years old on November 12th!  Stop growing so fast, honey!
 And, Luna, you'll be 7 on November 9th.  Your name means "moon", so be sure and take a moment on
your birthday to go out and say "Hi" to Her.
On November 15, Owen will be 1 year old and, on December 9th, Aimee turns 12 - almost a teenager
now!
Anais will be 3 on November 17th. Kitana's birthday is November 16th.
Rook will be 7 on November 15th and Turin will turn 5 on November 22.
On November 12th, Mai will be 9 years old and, on November 24th, Lucas and Urban will both be 9.
Will's birthday is Nov. 21 and Elizabeth's in on Dec. 8

Can you find which pumpkin Pooka is hiding in?



Eirwen will be 3 on November 19 and Oliver turns 2 on
November 11th.
On Dec. 4th, Wednesday will be 8 years old and, on
October 17, Nikki turned 9.
Phoenix will be 10 on Nov. 21st and Dec. 7th is
Emmalyne's birthday.

Baby Cayden is due Dec 5th.  Welcome to the World, Cayden!
There are a bunch of birthdays in one family: Mia's is on Nov. 15th, Payton's is Dec. 1 and Nik's is Dec. 4.
Happy Birthday, everyone!
Skyler's birthday is on the 14th and she'll be 12. Corbin turns 7 on Nov. 21st.
Kami Joanna will be 10 on Nov. 17 and Pooka's old friend Connor turns 8 on Dec. 13th.
On Nov. 2, Raina will be 2 years old. Antonio will be 10 on Nov. 23 and his sister, Amanda turns 8 on
Dec. 15th.
Nov. 12, Erin will be 5 and Kayla turns 4 Nov. 22nd. Ronan is going to be 9 on Nov. 19th. Jesse Noikolas
will be 10 on Nov. 24 and Samuel Lloyd will be 5 years old on Dec. 2nd. Krystal is a kid at heart and will
be 29 on Nov. 22nd.
Lydia's birthday is Nov. 20 and she'll be 7 years old.  On December 5, Kaida turns 8.





Jimmy Has His
Doubts by Evelien Roos

Jimmy, Isobel, Celia and
Mara were having afternoon
tea, when a knock came to
the front door. Isobel glanced
around the room, but no-one
was reacting like they were
expecting someone, so she

just got up to answer. Jimmy, ever curious, trotted along behind her. She opened he door, but
not a soul was in sight.

“Hello?” Isobel asked, suspicion in her voice. There was no answer, but as she turned to
close the door, three tiny black blurs entered the hallway. They were about the same size as
Jimmy, and he saw a grey shimmer of magick around them. Alarmed he called out. “Errr,
Isobel…”

 Isobel turned her eyes on him and saw… three black kittens. They were fuzzy and each had
those adorable, big blue eyes. “Awwwwww!” Isobel cooed and in one swoop, she gathered
them all up. “They are just too cute! Girls! Look!”

 Mara and Celia came running and swooned over the kittens, same as Isobel. Jimmy
pinched his brow together. These ‘adorable kittens’ were still shimmering with magick, and he
did not like it one bit.

The rest of the evening was spent fawning over the cute little furballs for the humans, and
scowling in his corner for Jimmy. The kittens were sleeping soon enough, and Jimmy tried
talking to Isobel again.

 “Isobel, I think you should be careful with them. They shimmer with magick and I’m not
sure if it is good.”

Isobel frowned. “But look at them, Jimmy.” she objected.
Jimmy leveled her a stare. “You know you can not be sure they are not evil because they

look cute.”
 Isobel sighed. “You’re right. But you can also not be sure they are evil because they’re

magick. I mean… most magick is ok, right?”
 Jimmy nodded.
“We’ll just keep an eye on them.”
With a sigh, Jimmy agreed.

The next morning, Jimmy woke because Isobel screamed.
“What. What’s wrong?” he asked, as he ran into her room. Isobel was holding up a ball of

wriggling worms.
“Did you get peckish last night?” she asked with a hint of steel in her voice.
Jimmy gaped. “NO! I mean… I had enough at dinner.” A little giggle had him whip around.

From the corner of his eye, he saw a small black blur whisk away. “The kittens!” he called, and
Isobel cocked her head at him.

“Are you sure? Sounds like you’re jealous.”



Jimmy just huffed and scurried to where the three kittens sat, mewling and blinking
owlishly. “I know you did this… I’m keeping my eyes on you…” he threatened.

Isobel sighed and made breakfast.

Celia and Mara were there early that day, and Jimmy had a sneaking suspicion it was
because of the kittens. They were discussing whether or not they were to be turned over to the
SPCA, when another knock sounded. When Isobel opened the door she let out a surprised, and
slightly breathless “Oh.”

Three tall men stood on the porch. The one in front spoke in a gruff voice, while his green
eyes scanned the hall. “Hello, ma’am. Sorry to disturb you this early in the day.”

His eyes fell on Jimmy and he glanced at one of his companions. The dark haired, blue eyed
man squinted at Jimmy, then shook his head nearly imperceptible. The other nodded just as
slightly.

“See, me and my partners here, we are with Animal Services, and we were looking for
three…” Isobel opened the door wide to let the men in. “I’m glad you came, gentlemen.
Yesterday three little, black kittens were abandoned on my steps.”

The last man, taller than both others, with longer hair licked his lips. “Er… did they cause
any… trouble?”

Surprised by the question, Jimmy looked the three tall men over and gasped. In the darker
hallway the dark haired man glowed with a bright, blue light. He turned his head and tilted his
head at Jimmy, but he didn’t say anything. The other two gathered the kittens and, after a nod
from the blue eyed man, put pretty, silver collars on them. The kittens mewled and lay their
ears flat in their necks. Their grey shimmer dimmed.

“Thank you for caring for them, ma’am.” the tallest said in a friendly tone. They took a
kitten each and they left the house. Curious, Jimmy followed them on the porch.

“Easy as pie, Sammy.” the guy with the gruff voice said.
The tallest scoffed. “Only because Cas, being an angel, could identify them.”
Cas looked at the kitten he held, and in a deep, gravelly voice replied: “These ladies were

lucky. Phooka are known to cause major trouble. These rune engraved, Celtic collars will hold
them until we can send them back
to Avalon.”

The men got into a big, black
car and drove off. Jimmy went back
inside, once they were out of sight.
“Isobel, what is a Phooka?”

Isobel blinked. “Errr… they are
Celtic spirits. Pretty mischievous.
They’re shapeshifters. Usually they
appear as black animals, like horses,
raptor birds or…” she trailed off
and her eyes grew wide. “Black
cats.” she gasped. “Oh my Gods...
We should warn those men!”

Jimmy smirked. “Seeing that
the blue eyed one was an angel, and I learned about Phooka from them… I wouldn’t worry.”



                       Costumes

Elsie, Pooka and Nathan were carving

pumpkins for Samhain. As they worked,

Nathan said: "I can't decide what to be this year.  Maybe a

vampire?  Or should I be a ghost?  What if I'm a

spooky clown?"   "They all sound good," said Elsie.

"I don't like any of them," said Pooka. Nathan

shrugged.  "Well, what are you going to be Pooka?" "A



cat," said Pooka firmly. Nathan rolled his

eyes, then asked, "Okay, what about you,

Elsie?  What are you going to be?" "I think I'll be a

witch," winked Elsie.


