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Pooka stretched his little black body awake and glared out of the bedroom window.  It
was snowing again!  Or was it snowing still? It had been either raining or snowing so
much lately that the cat had lost track.

He pawed his witch awake and she batted him away grumbling, “Go back to sleep,
Pooks!  It’s still dark out.”

Pooka planted all four paws on her chest and shoved his cold little nose in her face.

“its morning,” he informed her sternly, “and time for breakfast.  It’s still dark because
the clouds and snow are hiding the baby sun…Again!” And now the cat turned his glare
on Elsie as though she was personally responsible for the weather - which, in fact, a
part of him felt that she was.  She was a witch, wasn’t she?  And hadn’t she done a Yule
Ritual welcoming the newborn Sun?

Elsie yawned and resisted the urge to nestle further down under the warm pile of quilts.
“Okay, okay… I’m up,” she grumbled.

The girl rose and shrugged into her dress and apron.  “It’s not my fault it’s snowing” she
told him. “After all, this is the month of the Wolf Moon and just as it’s always darkest
and coldest before the dawn, the month before the Dawn of the Year, when the
Growing Time comes, is darkest  and coldest as well.”

“What EVER!” sniffed Pooka.  He stomped out of the room, his tail high like an
exclamation mark.  He was in no mood for a lecture right now!

Elsie stuck her tongue out at her familiar’s retreating backside.  The little cat could be so
unreasonable at times!

The atmosphere was not improved when a squabble broke out later between Pooka and
Elsie’s crow, Edgar.  While Elsie was busy breaking up the fight, their oatmeal got burnt
on the bottom .  Even though Elsie carefully dished their portions from the top, Pooka
swore he could still taste the burnt part.  He scraped his paw around the bowl,



pretending to bury it.  Edgar  refused to touch his at all.  Instead, he flew back to his
perch and sat with his wings hunched up around his neck.

The little witch’s shoulders slumped and, again, told herself that it wasn’t her fault. But
she was feeling decidedly gloomy and out of sorts.

After breakfast, there was a hard knock on the door.  Elsie opened it and their friend,
Nathan, came in shaking the snow from his coat and stomping the ice from his boots.

“Hey, who wants to go sledding?” he grinned.

But Elsie felt tired and decidedly out of sorts.  All she wanted to do was curl up by the
fire and read a book.  “Thanks, anyway,” she said, “Maybe tomorrow.”

Nathan turned to Pooka.  “How ‘bout a ride?” he asked cheerfully.

“Talk to the tail!” huffed the cat and turned his back on the boy. “Besides, I have to
catch those shadow bugs!” He dashed across the rug and pounced on a small dark spot
in the corner of the parlor.

Nathan’s eyebrows rose in surprise.  Then he spotted Elsie’s crow crouched on his perch.
“Why is Edgar still inside?”

Elsie shrugged.  “I don’t know,” she said.  “He hasn’t felt like going out lately. I wish he
would though.  I’m getting tired of cleaning up under his perch!”

The boy plopped down in the chair and rolled his eyes.  “Wow!  What a bunch of old
Grumps!”

Elsie raised her face to Nathan, realization dawning there.  “We are a bunch of grumps!”
she said.  “And what shadow bugs, Pooka?”

The cat was even grouchier than ever since the dark spot had just slipped past his paws.
“The ones that have been darting around the house the past few days,” he told her.
“I’ve tried but I can’t seem to catch them.    Neither can Edgar.”

“Oh dear,” murmured Elsie with a finger to her lips.

“What?” asked Nathan.

“We’ve all been really grouchy the past week and if Pooka’s chasing dark shadow bugs
around the house ... We need to do a Cleaning!”

“You mean Spring Cleaning?” asked Pooka suspiciously. The little cat prepared to make
himself scarce!

“Not exactly,” said Elsie. “This is a different type of cleaning.  Imbolc is a time of internal
or “inside” purification. Look at it this way: We’ve been indoors all winter and now the



atmosphere in the cottage has grown stagnant and stuck. That’s why we all feel so
grumpy. And those Shadow Bugs you’ve been seeing?  Those are little dark entities that
have been attracted by the negative energy. The cottage needs a good psychic
cleansing!“

“How do we do that?” asked Nathan.

“I’ll need your help,” Elsie said.  “Would you go see if your grandmother has any
camphor oil? I’m all out and she probably has some for her arthritis.”

“Sure,” nodded Nathan. “Anything else?”

Elsie thought, then shook her head.  “I think I’ve got everything else. But take a bath
before you come back and try to wear something white.”

Nathan sniffed at his armpit.  “Why?  Do I stink?”

Elsie laughed.  “You’re fine!  But, before a purification ritual, you want to prepare by
taking a special bath.  Carve a pentacle in your bar of soap and, as you wash, imagine
your Spirit being cleaned along with your skin and hair.”



Nathan groaned. “I already had one bath today!”  but, then after seeing look in Elsie’s
eye, he nodded.  “Okay, I shall return, not only clean, but purified!”   Elsie patted her
friend as he left and then went upstairs for her own purification bath.

Pooka perched on the edge of the tub and with huge eyes he watched it fill with water
and little moons from the potion she’d added.

“I am NOT getting in that!” he announced.

Elsie laughed.  “No, Pooks, you don’t have to.  This is just for humans.”

The cat breathed a sigh of relief but, in the spirit of the ritual, he liberally applied his
tongue until his black fur was silky and gleaming.

Edgar sat on a corner of the sink and preened his feathers with his beak.  Every so often,
he’d give a loud “Caw!” just so Elsie and Pooka would look up and see what a good job
he was doing!

Nathan returned a short while later.  “Here’s the camphor,” he
told the witch as he handed her a small brown bottle.  “I found
a white shirt, but that was the best I could do.”

“It’s good enough!” Elsie smiled.  She lit some incense in a dish
and handed it to Nathan along with a solid brass bell. Then
grabbing her broom, she headed toward the attic.  “Follow me,”
she called over her shoulder.

Once there, she instructed Nathan to wave the incense around
the room in a counter-clockwise motion and to slowly,
continuously, ring the bell. Meanwhile, she began sweeping in
the same direction.  As she did, she chanted:

“Besom sweep and besom clean;
above, below and in between;

Before my broom the nasties run,
The cleansing magic has begun.

Besom broom and willow stick,
Chase out nasties, quick, quick, quick!”

From the attic, they proceeded through each room upstairs in
the same manner.  Pooka and Edgar joined in, each lending
their own magical concentration while trying not to get stepped
on.



Downstairs, they repeated the process in the kitchen, the herb room, the parlor and
cellar.  Elsie even opened each closet in the cottage and repeated her chant while
Nathan waved the incense and rang the bell inside.

When they reached the front door, Elsie opened it and continued her chanting and
sweeping onto the front porch, ending with a mighty:
 “This is my will as said by me,
And as I will, so mote it be!”

Nathan waved his plume of incense  over the porch and rang the bell loudly 3 times.

As they re-entered, Pooka peeked cautiously around the cottage.  No more shadow bugs!
They were gone. “It worked!” he cried.

But Elsie wasn’t through. “Now we have to seal the area that we’ve cleansed,” the little
witch told them.

She followed the same route through the rooms as before.  She and Nathan faced every
outer wall in the cottage, arms raised and palms almost touching the wall, charging it
with magical energy.  And, with fingers dipped in camphor oil, they drew a small
pentacle of protection on every window, mirror and picture they came across.

Nathan nodded and looked around once they’d finished.  “This feels a lot better!” he
said.

To Pooka it seemed as though every wall in the cottage was now faintly glowing.  He
liked it!

“We aren’t done yet,” Elsie told them.  “Whenever you make bad energy go away, you
have to fill the space then with good energy!”

“How do we do that?” asked Pooka.

“There are lots of ways,” smiled Elsie. “One is by singing.”

Nathan and Pooka exchanged looks of alarm.  It was a well known secret (meaning that
everyone knew except Elsie) that the little witch couldn’t carry a tune if you handed it to
her in a bucket.

“I brought my drum!”  said Nathan quickly.  “How about if we do some drumming
instead?”

“And Edgar and I can dance,” added Pooka.

“Yes!” agreed Elsie.  “Drumming, dancing, singing… they all make Good Energy!”



Pooka gently put his paw on her shoulder and said, “Elsie, I hate to break it to you
but…”

The little witch narrowed her eyes at him.  “The Goddess loves my singing!  However,”
she added with a giant mock sigh, “I’ll spare you mortals and go get my drum.”

Nathan and Pooka looked at each other in astonishment.  She did know!  At the same
time, they both cried, “Thank you, Elsie!”  Even Edgar flapped his wings and cawed his
approval.

The girl threw her head back and laughed, then went upstairs to get her drum.

Yes, the atmosphere in the cottage was, indeed, much happier!


