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  For everyone who’s ever whispered “same” to the moon.

And for my husband—who loves me through mud, moonlight, and mid-project madness.







  
    
      “She believed in magic—and backup generators.”

— Raven Morrigan




“Start where you are. Use what you have. Plant something anyway.”

— Broke Ass Proverb
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  Preface



Welcome to the Messy Middle of Magic




If you came here looking for perfect rituals performed in spotless robes under cooperative moonlight… bless your heart. You might want to set this down before it starts smoking.




This book isn’t about flawless witchcraft. It’s about the kind we actually practice between grocery runs, job shifts, and chicken feed. It’s for the witches with dirt under their nails, receipts in their spell jars, and neighbors who already think we’re a little weird.




I wrote The Broke Ass Witch: Roots & Rituals for Real-Life Magic because I got tired of pretending that a spiritual life required a matching set of anything. It doesn’t. You can light a candle you bought at Dollar Tree and still summon every ounce of power the universe allows. You can cast circle with a laundry basket in one corner and it still works fine.




Here’s what you’ll find inside: stories of dirt and moonlight, reflections that sound like therapy with sarcasm, spells that use what’s already in your kitchen, and gentle reminders that rest counts as ritual. No perfection required—just curiosity, humor, and a willingness to try again tomorrow.




So kick off your boots, pour yourself something warm (or fermented; I don’t judge), and let’s talk about real magic—the kind that keeps the lights on and the soul lit.




With mud, moonlight, and mischief,

Raven Morrigan
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  Prologue

  
  




How to Use This Book

(Or, Directions Nobody Actually Follows)




There’s no wrong way to read this. You can start at the beginning and follow the seasons like a sensible witch, or open to whatever chapter your gut—or your cat—lands on. Magic’s not linear; neither are we.

1 – Read It Like a Conversation.




Each chapter starts with a story. That’s me talking to you from my porch, coffee in hand, trying to make sense of the moon and the mortgage.

2 – Use What You Have.




If a ritual calls for something you don’t own, substitute or skip it. The universe honors effort, not receipts.

3 – Set the Scene (Or Don’t).

Candles or chaos—it’s all sacred if you decide it is.

4 – Don’t Rush the Seasons.




The chapters move through spring to winter on purpose. But if it’s July and you need a winter ritual, flip ahead. Time bends for witches with good intentions.

5 – Write Stuff Down.

Keep a notebook close. Your handwriting is a spell.

6 – Remember Why You’re Here.




You’re not chasing perfection; you’re building connection.

7 – Laugh Often.




If something goes sideways (and it will), laugh first, learn later.




So take a breath, turn the page, and step into the garden with me. Let’s plant a few intentions, tell some stories, and see what grows.




— Raven Morrigan






I

A Gift from Raven Morrigan Books

Thank you for being part of my magical world.

Download more goodies, read new releases, and explore the cottage witch life at:

ravenmorriganbooks.com

If you enjoy Roots & Rituals, consider leaving a review or exploring my other books.







  
  
  Tools & Supplies (Realistic Edition)

  
  




Coffee or Tea – Fuel, offering, and emergency divination device.

Dirt – Free, renewable, and shockingly magical.

String / Twine / Rubber Band – For binding or remembering which jar you just sealed.

Jars & Bottles – Keeps herbs, hopes, and leftover pickles.

Salt – Protection, purification, seasoning.

Candle or Light Source – Wax, LED, flashlight, or phone. Light is light.

Notebook & Pen – Your grimoire and grocery list combined.

Herbs & Spices – Whatever’s in the cabinet.

Water – Rain, tap, or tears. Hydration and purification.

Rock or Shiny Thing – Anchor, talisman, or pocket friend.

Optional Accessories – Blanket fort, familiar, backup generator.

Most Important Tool – You. Your breath and willingness to try again.








  
  
  The Wheel of the Year

  
  




(Or, Why the Dirt Always Wins)

Every witch lives on a clock older than batteries. It ticks in frost and blossoms, thunder and dust. This book moves the same way—one full turn of the seasons, one full breath of life.




Spring – Seeds of Intention

Spring is the season of planting our intentions. Watching them sprout from that small seed. Everything begins messy. Plant what you can and call it faith.

Summer – Roots and Rituals




Growth gets loud. This is the season of effort and laughter. Summer is tender, those tender shoots into full grown plants full of intention. Each watering, each feeding instills a bit more magic.




Late Summer / Early Autumn – Earth Element Ritual Magic

Late summer and early fall is harvest time. From those seeds of intention you nurtured into blooming gorgeous flowers or vegetables it’s time to cut that magic loose into the universe. Gather your crops or create beautiful cut flower arrangements. Harvest what thrived, compost the rest. Gratitude is the best offering.

Autumn – Moonlit Gardening

Light your work with moonfire and trust what’s unseen.

Late Autumn – The Green Witch’s Apothecary

Bottle sunlight and brew the lessons of summer.

Winter – Storm Breaking & Catharsis

Let the winds take what you refused to let go.

Deep Winter – Rest & Renewal

Stillness isn’t absence—it’s rehearsal for what’s next.

So turn the page, sweetheart. The seasons are ready. Let’s see what we can grow.




— Raven Morrigan








  
  
  Symbols & Motifs

  
  




(A Short Field Guide to Raven’s Favorite Magic)

The Oak Tree – Strength that bends but doesn’t break.

The Broom – Cleansing, boundary-setting, transportation between moods.

The Moon – The bossy roommate who controls the lighting and the tides.

The Jar – Containment and creation. Limits that preserve.

The Garden – Faith in physical form. Every weed a lesson.

The Storm – Emotional reset button. Loud, inconvenient, necessary.

The Candle – Intention made visible. One flame says, “I’m still here.”

The Chicken – Comic relief and unexpected wisdom.

The Greenhouse – Sacred middle ground between chaos and control.

The Compost Bin – Transformation at its least glamorous.

The Mug – Portable altar. Contains coffee, tea, or courage.

The Backup Generator – Modern magic. Because even witches need consistent Wi-Fi.

Together, these symbols tell one story: you don’t need grandeur to make meaning—just awareness, humor, and a good pair of boots.




— Raven Morrigan
















  
  
  Chapter 1 – Seeds of Intention

  
  




The Story

The moon was a skinny sliver, hanging over the treetops like it was running late to its own show. The frogs had finally shut up, and the night smelled like rain that changed its mind halfway here.




Raven knelt in the back garden behind her crooked little cottage, knees in the dirt, muttering like someone who’d had just enough caffeine and chaos for one lifetime. “All these books say start small. Well, y’all, this is microscopic.”




The soil was cool and slick, the same color as her coffee when she forgets the cream. Her nails were already black from pulling weeds, but she didn’t care—good witches wear dirt like diamonds.




She had her dollar-store seeds in one hand and her old chipped coffee can in the other. The bag said zinnias but knowing her luck, she’d probably get mutant squash or a single stubborn weed that refused to die.




“Alright, you tiny miracles,” she said, sprinkling them into the furrow she’d scratched with her trowel. “Grow courage. Grow patience. Maybe grow enough prosperity so I can stop pretending exposure pays the bills.”




The chickens muttered from their coop—her audience of skeptics. “Don’t look at me like that,” she told them. “Y’all eat bugs for fun.”




A warm breeze rippled across the yard, smelling faintly of mint and tractor grease. The two big oaks in the front yard sighed in that way trees do when they’ve seen everything and still can’t be bothered.




She pressed the last few seeds into the soil with her thumb. “And this one,” she said, “this one’s for forgiveness—preferably for myself, for trying to be everything, everywhere, all before Tuesday.”




The moon slipped between clouds, throwing a little silver across the beds. Raven sat back on her heels, mud streaking her shins, and felt the tiniest flicker of satisfaction.




“You don’t need crystals or imported moon water,” she muttered. “You just need a patch of dirt, a handful of hope, and a willingness to look ridiculous.”




She poured water from the coffee can. The ground drank greedily. Somewhere, a barred owl called out, low and throaty. Raven smiled. “Yeah, me too, buddy. Me too.”




When she finally stood, her knees cracked loud enough to scare the cat off the porch. She brushed her hands on her jeans, left perfect muddy handprints, and admired the crooked rows she’d made.




“They’re not straight,” she said to no one, “but neither am I, so we’re good.”




Then she looked up at the sliver of moon and said, “Alright, old girl. I planted the damn things. Your move.”




The wind rustled the oak leaves like applause. She took that as a yes.




Raven’s Reflection

People romanticize planting like it’s peaceful. Lies. It’s mostly sweat, bugs, and the constant inner monologue of why did I think this was a good idea?




But it’s also the truest form of magic there is—putting something tiny and fragile into the ground and trusting it to become food, or beauty, or at least a decent metaphor.

Seeds are the universe’s way of reminding us that you can start over, even if last season was a dumpster fire. You can mess up, you can fall apart, you can forget to water for a week—and somehow life still tries again.




Raven doesn’t plant because it’s cute. She plants because it’s therapy with dirt under your nails. Every trowel full of soil is a prayer that says, Please let this year suck less than the last one.

Grounding, for her, isn’t serene music and incense. It’s remembering to breathe between tractor payments and chicken feed runs. It’s noticing that the oak still stands even after the storm.




When she drops seeds into the earth, she’s also dropping guilt, anxiety, and the twenty-seven things she meant to do better. The soil doesn’t judge—it just transforms.




People ask why witches work with the moon. Simple: the moon minds its own business and keeps showing up. She has many faces and can pack a punch. That’s the goal.




Magic isn’t candles and crystals; it’s persistence. It’s putting your boots back on and trying again tomorrow because quitting doesn’t grow tomatoes.




Raven believes in manifesting, sure—but she also believes in backup generators, extra coffee, and duct tape. Manifestation’s great, but preparation keeps the lights on.




When she says a spell over her garden, it’s not about control. It’s about partnership—her sweat, the soil’s patience, the weather’s mood swings, and the moon’s messy schedule all trying to make something beautiful together.




She laughs at herself plenty. “I’m out here whispering affirmations to lettuce,” she’ll say, “and the lettuce doesn’t even have ears. But I do it anyway because it makes me remember I’m part of something that grows.”




Hope isn’t a straight line; it’s a stubborn weed.




The Magic of Seeds

Seeds are the universe’s middle finger to despair. They’re tiny, unimpressed, and absolutely confident they’ll become something bigger.




Raven likes that kind of attitude. She keeps packets everywhere—junk-drawer, glove box, even one in her wallet next to an old grocery list that just says wine & miracle.




When life hits sideways, she’ll pour a handful into her palm and remind herself, every single one of these started as dirt and potential. That’s all any of us are.




She plants them the way other people light candles—half prayer, half dare.




Because here’s the truth: the moment you push a seed into soil, you’re saying, I still give a damn.




You’re betting on sunlight, on rain, on your own ability not to forget about it for a week. You’re betting that tomorrow’s worth showing up for.




That’s witchcraft. Not perfection—participation.




Spell – Sow What You Want

You’ll Need

• A few seeds (whatever survived in the junk drawer)

• Some dirt or a pot or a crack in the sidewalk

• A scrap of paper and a pen that still works if you shake it


	Write what you want to grow—not a grocery list of wishes, just one honest sentence. Something like: Peace that lasts longer than my coffee.

	Fold the paper twice and tuck it under the seeds.

	Say, out loud or under your breath:




“As roots take hold and find their way,

I ground my hope in earth today.”


	Cover it with soil. Pour a little water, or tears, or last night’s leftover sweet tea—liquid’s liquid.

	When it sprouts, smile. If it doesn’t, laugh. Either way, the spell worked; you remembered what wanting feels like.




Raven swears the first sprout always shows up on a day she’s run out of patience. That’s the point—the earth waits you out.




Broke Ass Bonus

No fancy moon-charged crystal water?




Use what’s in the Brita pitcher—or, honestly, straight from the hose. The moon doesn’t care; she’s seen worse.




No flowerpot? A coffee can, an old Tupperware, or the plastic tub that once held potato salad.




No trowel? Spoon. Or your hand. The five-fingered shovel is timeless tech.




No incense, altar, or playlist of ethereal chanting?




Hum “Jolene.” She understands devotion and bad decisions.




The broke-ass way isn’t about less; it’s about enough.




Enough dirt, enough light, enough nerve to start.




Remember: rich witches collect crystals. Broke witches charge their phones by the window and call it lunar alignment. Both work fine.




The Witch’s Journal

Grab your notebook—the one with the coffee ring on the cover—and write while the dirt’s still under your nails.

Prompts:


	What part of me is ready to sprout again?

	What am I done apologizing for shrinking?

	Where in my life do I keep planting in shade when I need sun?




Tape the empty seed packet here, or that grocery receipt that got you through a lean week.




Proof you can turn anything into intention.




At the bottom of the page, scrawl this in your own messy hand:




Even broke witches make things grow.




Then close the book, not because you’re finished, but because the moon’s already moved on to the next phase—and so will you.







Closing Thought

Raven rinses her hands in the rain barrel and watches the mud spiral down. The air smells like iron and promise.




“Alright,” she says to the night. “We’ve planted hope, sarcasm, and one questionable squash. That’ll do.”




The porch light flickers, the chickens mutter, and the old oak creaks like it’s laughing. 




Somewhere deep in the soil, a seed shifts.




That’s how all magic begins—not with thunder or prophecy, but with a tired woman, a patch of dirt, and the stubborn belief that something good might still take root.




She looks up at the moon, crooked smile and all.




“See you next round, sister,” she says. “Bring rain.”
















  
  
  Chapter 2 – Roots and Rituals

  
  




The Story

The first storm of summer had come through like it owned the place—lightning loud enough to rattle dishes, rain sideways, thunder that made the chickens swear off laying for a day.




Now the yard steamed under a bruised gray sky, and Raven stood on the porch, hands on hips, surveying the mud like a general after battle.




“Fantastic,” she muttered. “Free irrigation and a new swimming hole for mosquitoes.”




Her broom leaned against the railing, damp and sulking. “You and me both, sweetheart,” she told it.




The air was heavy with that after-storm perfume—ozone, mud, and the faint metallic bite of wet earth. Somewhere in all that mess was the smell of relief.




Bills waited on the kitchen table, emails screamed from her phone, and the greenhouse needed patching again. But none of that mattered for five blessed minutes.




Something deeper called—low and steady, like the hum that sits beneath silence.




She grabbed her satchel from its hook. Inside were shears, twine, a jar for samples, and the same half-empty thermos of coffee she’d been reheating since dawn.




The ground still squished under her boots as she walked toward the oak at the far edge of the property. That tree had survived tornadoes, termites, and two different owners who’d tried to cut it down. It didn’t bend—it endured.




Halfway there she stopped beside the herb bed. The storm had flattened half her mint patch and flung basil across the yard like confetti. She snorted. “You wanted water—well, now you’re baptized.”




She crouched and started trimming, humming under her breath. The roots were fine—muddy but solid. The plants hadn’t given up, they’d just laid low. “Smart move,” she said. “Maybe I should try that sometime.”




She dug her fingers into the soil until her palms filled with that cold, grainy weight. Every storm reminder lived down there: frustration, fear, too-many-tabs-open brain. The earth didn’t judge. It just took it, mulched it, and offered back calm.




Lightning flickered far off, a polite encore. She pressed her hand to the wet ground.

“Alright,” she whispered. “You win. I’ll slow down.”




The soil’s pulse beat against her skin—patient, steady, older than every mistake she’d made.




By the time she headed home, her satchel bulged with mint, plantain, and a few stubborn stalks of yarrow that smelled like rain and second chances. Mud streaked her jeans, her hair was wild, and she felt lighter.




“Not bad for free therapy,” she said to the oak as she passed. It didn’t answer, but a breeze lifted the branches just enough to count as applause.




Raven’s Reflection

Grounding is the witch’s version of plugging yourself back in before you short-circuit.

People picture it as tranquil—bare feet in perfect grass, serene smile, birds harmonizing. Lies. Sometimes grounding means ugly crying in the dirt while the neighbor’s dog watches.




It’s not about peace; it’s about presence.




You touch the earth so you remember you’ve got weight and worth.




Raven used to think being “spiritual” meant floating above it all. Then life handed her tractor repairs, taxes, and a cracked greenhouse panel in the same week. Enlightenment’s cute until you need zip ties.




So she learned to root instead. To breathe through the mess instead of pretending she wasn’t knee-deep in it.




When the world spins too fast, she squats down, palms flat on the ground, and mutters, 

“Alright, planet, you’re big, I get it. Let me borrow five seconds of your patience.” Works every time.




The ground never ghosts you. You can ignore it for weeks, and it still holds you when you fall.




Grounding, she says, is what turns magic from daydream to doing. Energy without roots just burns out; energy anchored in dirt gets results.




She swears you can tell how grounded someone is by how they handle grocery-store lines. The calm ones? They compost feelings for fun. The rest of us need practice.




Her advice: when life feels like static, go outside. Touch something that can’t lie—a rock, a tree, the tractor tire that refuses to inflate properly. Instant clarity.




Because the planet’s been spinning through worse storms than yours, and it’s still here. You will be too.

The Magic of Grounding

Grounding isn’t glamorous. It’s muddy, loud, and occasionally smells like chicken poop. But it’s the glue that keeps your soul from rattling loose.




You can meditate on mountaintops if you want; Raven just steps outside and grabs the nearest handful of soil. Same result, fewer mosquitoes.

Ways to drop anchor when life’s trying to carry you off:

1 – Barefoot Reality Check




Kick off your boots. Feel every pebble, stick, and regret. Wiggle your toes like you’re testing Wi-Fi signal with the planet. That tingling? That’s connection, not tetanus—hopefully.

2 – Salt & Smoke Reset




Cup a pinch of salt. Breathe your worries into it, then toss it into running water or down the drain. Wave your hands through herb smoke—rosemary if you’re fancy, dryer lint if you’re broke. Works either way.

3 – Mud Mask for the Soul




Mix dirt and water, smear it on your palms, and whisper, “I’m of this earth, sturdy and stubborn.” Rinse. Admire how grounded and mildly exfoliated you feel.

4 – Sound Check




Sit until you can name five layers of noise: wind, insects, highway hum, heartbeat, breath. Congratulations—you’re officially back in your body.

Spell – Root Down

You’ll Need


	A bowl of dirt or sand

	A candle (any color; Raven uses whatever’s not fused to the table)

	Two hands and a willingness to stop doom-scrolling for five minutes





	Light the candle beside the bowl.

	Plant your palms flat in the dirt. Feel grit, grain, and maybe last year’s mulch.

	Say:




“Storm above, storm within,

I root myself and begin again.”


	Inhale steady; draw calm up through your arms.

	Exhale nonsense back into the earth—it composts better there.

	When the candle flame stops wobbling, you’re done.




Save that bowl; it’s a reset button you can dig your fingers into any time the world gets loud.




Broke Ass Bonus

No candle? Phone flashlight—just don’t text your ex mid-ritual.

No bowl? Plant yourself on the ground and call it ergonomic witchcraft.

No dirt? Potting soil, kitty litter, sandbox sand. The earth won’t judge your budget.

Magic isn’t about supplies; it’s about stubborn hope with a side of improvisation.




The Witch’s Journal

After you ground, write before the brain starts multitasking again.

Prompts


	What storm am I still holding in my body?

	What part of me feels like the roots—steady, unseen, essential?

	Where can I let the soil handle what I keep trying to fix?




Glue in a leaf, a pebble, or a photo of the mud on your boots. Proof you showed up.

At the bottom of the page, in your own handwriting:

Roots don’t fear storms—they drink from them.




Closing Thought

Raven wipes her hands on her jeans, leaving perfect muddy fingerprints across her thighs. 




“Fashion statement,” she mutters, and looks toward the oak.




The tree stands quiet, solid, unimpressed by drama. She takes a deep breath that tastes like rain and rust.




“Alright, Earth,” she says. “You win again. Thanks for the therapy session.”




She heads for the porch, boots squelching, the world a little quieter inside her skull. The broom leans where she left it, smug as ever.




“Don’t start,” she tells it, and smiles.




Because in the end, that’s all grounding really is—remembering the planet’s still turning, the roots are still holding, and you’ve survived every single storm so far.








  
  
  Chapter 3 – Earth Element Ritual Magic

  
  




The Story

By August, the Arkansas heat had turned downright personal. The air hung thick enough to butter bread, and the soil cracked in maps that led nowhere.




Raven shoved the greenhouse door open with her hip and winced at the blast of oven air. 




“Perfect,” she muttered. “Sautéed witch à la mode.”




The tomatoes were sulking, the basil dramatic as ever, but the rosemary was thriving like an overachiever. She respected that.




She slung her old canvas satchel across her shoulder—patched, sun-bleached, still smelling faintly of dirt and determination. Inside: pruning shears, muslin squares, twine, and a jar half full of lukewarm coffee.




Today wasn’t for planting; it was for checking on what had survived her neglect.




Out past the coop, the dust rose behind her boots. The chickens followed, gossiping. “Yeah, yeah,” she said. “Complain all you want, ladies—at least y’all get shade.”




Down by the fence line, yarrow and goldenrod pushed through the clay like gossip that refused to die. Plantain sprawled low and patient. Mullein towered above them all, fuzzy leaves soft enough to wipe tears or mistakes.




She crouched, snipped a few stems, and nodded approval. “Still kicking. Guess we’re all too stubborn to quit.”




At the creek—the one that usually babbled but now only sulked—she knelt to refill her jar. The trickle was warm but alive. Mint sprouted in the damp bank, defiant as hope. She plucked a handful, rubbed the leaves between her palms, and breathed in the sharp green scent.




“Thank you,” she whispered. It wasn’t habit; it was contract. The earth gave, she gave back. That’s how the whole thing stayed spinning.




When her satchel was half full, she straightened, vertebrae popping in protest. “Don’t start,” she told her spine. “You signed up for this.”




She headed home with the sunset behind her, orange and ridiculous. The air hummed with crickets, and sweat glued her shirt to her back. Somewhere between exhaustion and satisfaction, she grinned.




“Harvest day for the broke-ass witch,” she said. “Profit margin: sanity restored.”




By the time she reached the porch, the sky had gone purple. She laid the herbs out on the table, tying bundles while the first stars blinked awake. The scent filled the kitchen—mint and earth and hard work made holy.




She hung the bundles from the rafters, kissed her fingertips, and tapped each one. “For health. For patience. For not throat-punching anyone this week.”




The jars on the shelf caught candlelight, turning her small kitchen into a cathedral.




“Alright,” she sighed, stretching her back. “We’ve bottled perseverance again. Cheers to that.”

Raven’s Reflection

Earth is the element that calls your bluff. You can’t fake grounded. The soil knows when you’re performing.




It teaches in chores, not lectures. Haul compost, pull weeds, scrub jars—that’s the curriculum. Every blister is a diploma.




Raven used to think spiritual meant spotless. Then she realized nothing grows in sterile dirt. Life needs mess, moisture, bacteria, and a little manure—figuratively and literally.




Earth magic isn’t glamorous; it’s honest. It says: Show up, dig in, and stop whining.




When her mind spins, she sticks her hands in the compost pile. “Everything rots eventually,” she tells herself, “might as well turn it into something useful.”




That’s philosophy and therapy in one squishy handful.




She loves fire for passion, air for ideas, water for emotion—but earth? Earth keeps the lights on and the bills paid. It’s the reminder that even miracles need maintenance.




The element teaches reciprocity: take a root, leave a seed. You can’t just grab; you’ve got to give. She swears that’s why her herbs thrive—because she compliments them and leaves coffee grounds like love letters.




Working with earth is also working with time. Growth doesn’t care about deadlines. Seeds sprout when they’re ready, not when your planner says so.




When she forgets that, she hears her grandmother’s voice: Patience, baby. Corn doesn’t check the calendar.




So she slows down. She weeds her impatience. She lets the dirt do its slow, steady sermon.




Grounded magic isn’t glamorous, but it’s loyal. The ground never ghosts you—it’s always right where you left it.

The Magic of Earth

Earth magic is what happens when patience and persistence shack up and have a dirt-covered baby.




It smells like sweat, coffee, and compost.




Raven says working with earth energy is just remembering you’re built of the same stuff you trip over.




When you want to manifest something real—money, stability, courage—don’t light more candles. Grab a shovel. Move actual matter.




Ways she works with it:

1 – The Daily Touch

Stick your hand in the nearest plant pot. Tap the dirt like you’re checking a pulse. Say “Still here.” The plant appreciates the company; so will you.




2 – The Five-Senses Ritual

Step outside. List what you can see, hear, smell, taste, and feel.

If the last one is “sweat,” congrats—you’re alive.




3 – The Threshold Sweep

Sweep your porch or doorway like you’re erasing old gossip. When you finish, toss a pinch of salt and mutter, “Only calm crosses here.”




4 – The Forager’s Pledge

Before cutting or harvesting anything, whisper, “I take in measure, I leave in kindness.” The plants remember tone, so skip the attitude.

Spell – The Bones of the Earth

You’ll Need


	A small stone or crystal (driveway gravel is fine)

	A handful of dirt

	A candle (brown, green, or “whatever I found under the sink”)





	Light the candle.

	Hold the stone in one hand, dirt in the other.

	Say:“Stone and soil, flesh and bone,Hold me steady, make me home.”

	Press the stone halfway into the dirt. Picture roots wrapping it, wrapping you.

	Snuff the candle, thank the dirt, and dump it back outside so the world stays balanced.




Keep that stone as your anchor. When life wobbles, pocket it.




Broke Ass Bonus

No fancy stone? The gravel in your driveway has seen things—it’s qualified.

No candle? Use sunlight, flashlight, or the open fridge at midnight; photons are photons.

No bowl? Cup your hands. You were born with built-in altar space.

Earth magic doesn’t invoice you. It just expects participation and maybe a little gratitude.




The Witch’s Journal

After any earth work, write what shifted. What did the dirt teach you? Where did the calm settle first?

Prompts


	What have I taken that I need to replace or repay?

	Where in my life am I being asked to endure instead of escape?

	What daily act could become sacred if I slowed down?




Smear a thumbprint of dirt or draw a little spiral in the corner. That’s your signature today.

At the bottom, write:

The earth doesn’t rush—and still, everything blooms.

Closing Thought

When Raven finishes for the day, she leans her shovel against the porch rail and stares at the horizon bleeding gold into purple.




Her hands ache, her knees complain, and she’s got a streak of mud on her cheek that looks suspiciously like war paint.




“Not bad for unpaid therapy,” she says to the chickens. One clucks like agreement.




She grins. “See? Everyone benefits when we touch the dirt.”




Because in the end, earth magic isn’t about results; it’s about relationship.




The planet keeps turning, the roots keep reaching, and she keeps showing up—broke, sweaty, and blessed.








  
  
  Chapter 4 – Moonlit Gardening

  
  




The Story

By the time September rolled in, the heat had finally quit shouting and started to sulk. The days were brittle around the edges, but the nights—those were honey-soft.




Raven stepped off the porch barefoot, jar of water in one hand, old trowel in the other. The grass was cool and a little damp, perfumed with hay and somebody’s early-season bonfire.




The moon hauled herself over the pecans—full and yellow, smug as a cat in a sunbeam. Silver poured across the beds. The tomatoes had collapsed in exhaustion, basil had gone feral, and the marigolds strutted on like they owned the place.




“Y’all did good,” she told them. “Messy, but good.”




She crouched beside the lavender. The flowers were long gone, but when she brushed the gray spikes the scent still rose sharp and clean. “Still working overtime, huh?” she said. “Same.”




Somewhere a frog croaked approval. The chickens rustled in their coop, pretending not to care.




Raven poured a thin stream of moon-charged water over the roots. Steam rose and vanished. “Little sip of moonshine for the garden,” she said.




Her grandmother used to say plants grew by the sun but dreamed by the moon. Raven finally understood—night was when everything exhaled.




She moved slow through the rows, snipping here, watering there, whispering blessings that sounded suspiciously like advice.




“Rest easy,” she told the zinnias.




“Stand guard,” she told the rosemary.




“Quit judging,” she told the mint.




When the jar emptied, she sat on the porch step and let the moonlight wash over her. It painted the greenhouse silver, caught the tractor’s chrome, and turned every jar in the kitchen window to glowing treasure.




The night hummed: frogs, crickets, her own heartbeat syncing with it all.She lifted her face to the sky. “You and me,” she whispered, “keeping everything growing in our own time.”

Raven’s Reflection

The moon’s a show-off and a therapist rolled into one. She’ll drag every hidden thing into the light and then whisper, “See? Still beautiful.”




Raven tracks her phases the way other folks track bills. New moon: hide and plan. Waxing: hustle. Full: celebrate or cry—dealer’s choice. Waning: throw stuff out and rest before the next round.




Working with her isn’t about controlling anything; it’s about rhythm. The sky’s reminder that even chaos has a schedule.




Raven’s favorite nights are the in-betweens—the sliver moons. That’s when she feels most like herself: not bright enough to blind anyone, not dark enough to disappear. Just working quietly, getting ready for the next big glow.




She swears plants listen better by moonlight. “They don’t interrupt,” she says. “Unlike people.”




The truth is, moonlight gives everything permission to soften. The garden, the witch, the whole damn world exhales.




That’s why she gardens at night. Not because it’s mystical—because it’s quiet. No phone buzz, no neighbors asking if she can “just help with one little thing.” Just her, the dirt, and that nosy celestial flashlight reminding her that cycles are proof of progress.




She calls it photosynthesis for the soul.

The Magic of Moon Gardening

Moonlight’s a free grow-light for witches who can’t sleep.




It coaxes blooms, loosens roots, and exposes whatever nonsense you’ve been avoiding.




Plants feel her pull the same way tides do; roots drink deeper when she’s bright, and everything gets contemplative when she’s thin.




Raven times her chores by it, not because it’s mystical but because it works—and because a calendar full of moon doodles looks cooler than “Dentist 3 p.m.”




New Moon – Plot and Rest

Everything’s dark; good. Hide. Plan. Write intentions in dirt or Sharpie.

Waxing Moon – Grow and Grind

Energy’s rising. Plant the literal seeds and the metaphorical ones. Chase opportunity, but hydrate.




Full Moon – Shine and Spill

The light exposes everything—your progress, your procrastination, and that jar you forgot in the fridge. Celebrate anyway.




Waning Moon – Clean and Quit

Trim dead leaves, delete toxic texts, empty jars. The universe loves a declutter.

She marks phases on her porch rail in chalk—primitive spreadsheet, low overhead.

Spell – Harvest the Glow

You’ll Need


	A bowl or jar of water

	A mirror or shiny spoon

	A few petals or leaves that don’t mind moonbathing





	Set the bowl where moonlight hits it.

	Drop petals one at a time, naming things you’re grateful for—coffee, good hair days, functional knees.

	Whisper:“Moon above and earth below,Let this water catch your glow.”

	Leave it out an hour (or until the mosquitoes declare victory).

	Strain the petals; use the water to bless plants, crystals, or your tired face.




It’s basically spa night meets witchcraft, and the moon always approves of self-care.




Broke Ass Bonus

No fancy jar? Jelly glass, mason jar, or that mug you swore was clean.




Clouds covering the moon? Point the bowl at where you know she is—faith counts as Wi-Fi.




No garden? Sprinkle your moon water on the welcome mat; you’re still seeding peace where you stand.




Raven swears she once charged water in a kiddie pool during a thunderstorm and hasn’t had a bad hair day since.

The Witch’s Journal

After any moon session, jot what phase it was, how you felt, and what the world whispered back—owl calls, cloud shapes, the sudden urge to text your ex (don’t).

Prompts


	What truth did tonight’s light drag into focus?

	What am I ready to release with the waning?

	What deserves to shine next round?




Tape a sliver of dried petal here or draw a sloppy crescent—proof you were awake with the sky.

At the bottom, write:

The moon changes, and so do I. That’s not chaos; that’s choreography.

Closing Thought

When the chores are done and the yard smells like mint and night air, Raven leans on the porch rail. The moon’s climbing higher, nosy as ever.




She raises her jar in salute. “Cheers, old girl. Thanks for the therapy session.”




Somewhere, a frog starts a slow beat; the oaks sway; the world hums in 4/4 time.




Magic, she thinks, isn’t about control—it’s about cooperation.




The moon shines, the dirt breathes, and the witch keeps showing up with mud on her knees and hope in her hands.




She takes one last sip of moon water, grimaces—it tastes like determination—and laughs.




“Alright, darling,” she says to the sky. “Your turn to wax poetic.”




The light catches her grin, and for a moment the whole garden glows like it’s in on the joke.
















  
  
  Chapter 5 – The Green Witch’s Apothecary

  
  




The Story

Autumn didn’t so much arrive as saunter in wearing flannel and smelling like woodsmoke. The air had bite again, the sky ran on pumpkin-spice hues, and Raven’s garden was sighing itself to sleep.




She walked the rows in her oldest hoodie, coffee steaming in one hand, basket in the other.




The basil had bolted, the marigolds were mostly memory, and the zinnias looked like hung-over drag queens after pride week—faded, fabulous, and still standing.




“Alright, beauties,” she said, bending to snip stems. “You did your part. Time for me to turn you into something useful before frost eats your face.”




The rosemary, smug and evergreen, brushed her arm. She clipped a few sprigs.




“Show-off,” she muttered.




By noon, her basket overflowed—sage for cleansing, mint for nerves, goldenrod for good vibes, a few stubborn marigold heads for color therapy.




She paused at the compost bin, dumped in the brittle remains of summer, and saluted it. “Here’s to decomposition and emotional growth.”




Inside, the kitchen had gone full witch-lab: jars, funnels, labels, the faint smell of vinegar and ambition.




The big oak table groaned under bowls of herbs, a bottle of cheap vodka (“for tinctures, not trauma—but maybe both”), and enough honey to make a bear jealous.




Raven rolled up her sleeves. “Let’s bottle some sunlight before the world goes gray.”




She crushed lavender with her hands, the scent rising like a prayer and a punch line. Into a jar it went, drowned in oil until it glowed.




Rosemary followed—protection and memory—then citrus peel for joy.




She drizzled honey over lemon balm, humming something that wasn’t quite a song but close enough to count.




Each jar clicked shut like a small victory.




The light shifted gold through the window, catching the herb bundles she’d hung to dry.




The whole room smelled like hope disguised as hard work.




When she finally sat, back aching, she surveyed her creation: twenty-three jars of medicine, magic, and maybe a little madness.




“Not bad for a woman who can’t keep a houseplant alive in February,” she said.




The kettle whistled, the dog barked, and somewhere outside a chicken sneezed.




Perfect soundtrack for alchemy.




She poured tea, lifted the mug toward the shelves, and said, “Here’s to preservation—of herbs, of energy, of sanity.”

Raven’s Reflection

The apothecary is where magic meets maintenance.




Raven used to think witchcraft was about lightning bolts and epiphanies. Turns out it’s about labels, patience, and remembering which jar is cough syrup and which one is floor cleaner.




Every autumn she relearns the same lesson: transformation doesn’t always glitter. Sometimes it ferments.




She saves everything—peels, petals, rainwater, scraps of faith—and watches them change shape.




What dies becomes medicine; what’s bitter becomes useful. The trick is giving it time.




She calls it witchcraft for people who pay mortgages.




You don’t need a tower; you need a pantry and a stubborn streak.




Her grandmother used to say, “If it smells halfway decent and hasn’t killed you yet, it’s healing.”




Raven lives by that—within reason.




The Green Witch’s way isn’t about hoarding herbs or owning 400 mason jars (though she’s close). It’s about respect.




The rosemary you snip at dusk, the mint that grew through the fence—each one’s a little sermon on resilience.




The apothecary is her gratitude journal made physical: shelves lined with reminders that she did the work, that growth happened, that something good came from chaos.




She laughs when people call it spellcraft. “It’s just cooking with better lighting,” she says. 




But deep down, she knows—it’s also faith in slow miracles.




Because every jar she seals whispers the same thing back:




You survived another season. You turned effort into essence. Keep going.

The Magic of the Apothecary

The apothecary is what happens when a witch’s pantry and a scientist’s lab shack up and start labeling things.




It’s equal parts chaos and competence—where vinegar becomes potion, honey becomes healing, and yesterday’s weeds become next week’s remedy.




Raven doesn’t pretend to be an herbalist saint. She’s more “see what happens if I mix this and hope it doesn’t fizz.”




But that’s how half of history’s medicine started, right? Curiosity, desperation, and good lighting.




She keeps three categories on her shelves:




1 – The Fix-It Jars

Tinctures, salves, teas—the practical stuff. These are the jars you reach for when life bites, burns, or breaks your nerves.




2 – The Faith Jars

The ones labeled Calm, Courage, Don’t Hex Your Coworker. They work because she says they do—and sometimes that’s enough.




3 – The Maybe Jars

Mysterious color, questionable smell, no recollection of making them.

She keeps them anyway. Mystery’s an ingredient too.




Her rule: if it smells fine and glows under moonlight, it stays.

Spell – Bottle the Season

You’ll Need


	A small jar or bottle (bonus points if it used to hold pickles)

	Dried petals, herbs, or leaves from this season

	A drizzle of honey or a splash of oil

	A bit of string and a label that makes you smile





	Layer your herbs like you’re building a memory.Whisper what each meant to you—growth, rest, survival.

	Add honey or oil, sealing sweetness around the mess.

	Tie it shut and say:“Season turns, but I remain;Work and wonder, joy and pain.”

	Store it on a sunny sill or dark shelf.Each time you pass, shake gently and thank it for holding your progress.




Congratulations—you just made bottled gratitude.




Broke Ass Bonus

No fancy jars? Baby-food glass, jelly jars, thrift-store finds.




No herbs? Use tea bags, dryer lint, or that one basil leaf you’ve been nurturing on the windowsill.




No honey? Sugar water. It’s all just molecular optimism.




Raven says if it’s sealed, named, and made with intention, it counts.




Magic’s flexible like that—especially for the fiscally creative.

The Witch’s Journal

Write while the kitchen still smells like vinegar and victory.

Prompts


	What am I preserving from this season?

	What am I finally ready to compost?

	What transformation am I trusting to take its sweet time?




Tape in a label, smear a little honey across the page corner, or draw the jar you made.




At the bottom, write:

Every season spoils without gratitude. So I label mine with thanks.





































Closing Thought

Evening settles in slow, copper-gold. The jars on Raven’s shelves catch the last light like they’re hoarding it for winter.

She leans back in her chair, tea cooling between her palms. Outside, the oaks whisper gossip, the chickens mutter bedtime stories, and the world tilts toward frost.

“Alright, loves,” she says to the jars. “Do your thing. Turn all that chaos into comfort.”

Because that’s what magic really is—preservation. Of herbs. Of hope. Of the parts of us too tender to throw away.

She blows out the candle, and the room glows for one heartbeat longer on stored sunlight and stubborn belief.
















  
  
  Chapter 6 – Storm Breaking & Catharsis

  
  




The Story

By November the sky had opinions again.




Wind rattled the greenhouse panels, rain slapped the porch hard enough to test the caulking, and the air smelled like static and wet leaves.




Raven leaned against the doorframe, watching water rush down the yard toward the compost heap.




“Guess the universe wanted a rinse cycle,” she muttered.




The chickens had already declared mutiny, huddled under the coop stairs glaring at her like she’d personally scheduled the storm.




She smiled. “Fine. I’ll take the shift.”




She pulled on the slicker that had seen better decades, grabbed a bucket, and stepped out into chaos.




Rain hit her face like applause—loud, cold, relentless.




Lightning split the clouds, thunder followed close enough to rattle her ribs. Every sensible part of her said go back inside.




But another part—the one that believed in transformation by inconvenience—kept walking.




At the edge of the property the oaks whipped and swayed, defiant as saints.




She set the bucket down, turned her face up, and let the downpour soak her hair.




Sometimes you don’t need cleansing smoke or moonlight—you need a storm to scream louder than your thoughts.




The thunder rolled again, a growl from the belly of the world.




Raven shouted back, half-laughing, “Yeah, I hear you! I’m working on it!”




She could feel every muscle unclenching, every worry dissolving into the rain.




Bills, deadlines, expectations—all rinsed down the slope with the mud.




When the lightning paused, she crouched and pressed her palm to the trembling ground.




“Alright, Earth,” she whispered, “we’ll survive another tantrum together.”




The smell of ozone and compost rose around her—half death, half promise.




By the time the storm began to ease, her boots squelched, her mascara had surrendered, and her spirit felt lighter than her rain-soaked jacket.




She trudged back to the porch, wrung out her braid, and grinned at the sky.




“Thanks for the therapy, you dramatic bastard.”




Inside, she toweled off, made tea, and listened to the soft hiss of water dripping from the eaves.




The storm had spent itself; so had she.




And in the silence that followed, something new began to breathe.

Raven’s Reflection

Storms are the planet’s way of saying, We need to talk.




They strip the air, shake the trees, reset the static.




Humans aren’t any different. We hold pressure until we either explode or cry in the produce aisle.




Raven used to fear tempests—lightning meant power outages, floods, and broken fence posts.




Now she calls them “celestial exorcisms.” They take what she can’t carry anymore and fling it into the ditch.




Catharsis isn’t polite; it’s primal. It’s messy sobbing, angry mopping, loud music at 2 a.m.




It’s emotion with mud on its boots.




She’s learned that weather mirrors the body:




Wind—anxiety.




Rain—release.




Thunder—truth finally saying something.




So when the sky starts grumbling, she doesn’t hide. She matches its tone.




She opens the windows, lets the scent of petrichor invade the kitchen, and reminds herself: cleansing doesn’t always smell like sage.




The trick is to let the storm finish its sentence. Don’t rush the rain; don’t scold the thunder. Listen until the quiet feels earned.




Afterward, everything’s clearer—the sky, the heart, even the to-do list.




And when the first fragile beam of sunlight hits the soaked ground, she always whispers the same thing:




“Reset accepted.”

The Magic of Release

Raven says every witch needs a good cry and a towel that can handle it.




That’s magic in its rawest form—saltwater, sound, surrender.




Release work isn’t glamorous; it’s maintenance. You unclog pipes, you unclog emotions.




Storms just make the metaphor wetter.




Here’s how she scrubs her spirit when life starts sounding like static:




1 – The Noise-Match Method

When thunder rumbles, hum back. Doesn’t have to be pretty. Meet the sound and ride it out. The goal is vibration, not vocal talent.




2 – The Rain-Rinse

Step outside. Let the downpour baptize your stubbornness. Whisper, “Take what’s not mine anymore.” Watch it swirl into the mud.




3 – The Sweep-Out

After the storm passes, fling open every window and sweep. Doesn’t matter if you live in a cottage or a closet apartment—get the air moving. Tell the stale energy to find a new landlord.




4 – The Aftermath Cup

Make tea or something stronger. Stir counter-clockwise while listing everything you’re done carrying.

Then sip clockwise to call peace back in.




She swears it works better than retail therapy and leaves fewer receipts.

Spell – Thunder Wash

You’ll Need


	A bowl of rainwater (or tap water, we’re not divas)

	A pinch of salt

	One loud playlist or an open window for thunder





	Drop the salt into the water and say:“Sound and storm, clean and clear,Shake loose the weight I’ve carried here.”

	Dip your fingertips, flick the water around doorways or over your heart.

	When the thunder rolls, exhale—long, deliberate, final.

	Dump the rest of the water outside and tell it, “Your problem now.”




Raven’s rule: if you can feel your shoulders drop, the spell’s complete.




Broke Ass Bonus

No thunder? Play a storm video. The sky won’t audit you.




No bowl? Use a mug, pot, or the dog’s water dish (ask permission).




No salt? Sugar. The point’s intention, not chemistry.




Magic done in sweatpants counts. The universe grades on effort, not aesthetics.

The Witch’s Journal

Write while the air still crackles.

Prompts


	What storm did I just survive?

	What still needs rinsing out?

	What beauty appeared when the noise stopped?




If the pages get wet—good. That’s evidence.




Tuck a bit of dried leaf or a raindrop stain inside; they’ll remind you what release looks like.




At the bottom of the page, scribble:




I am not broken. I am freshly washed.







Closing Thought

The storm has moved east, muttering to itself.




Raven steps outside into air so clean it almost hurts to breathe. Puddles flash bits of moonlight, and the oaks drip like they’re applauding slow.




She raises her face to the sky. “We good?” she asks.




A soft rumble answers from far away—agreement, apology, maybe applause.




She grins. “Same time next year.”




Inside, she lights one small candle, the flame steady and smug. The scent of damp soil drifts through the open door, promising rest.




Because that’s the gift of the storm: not destruction, but definition.




It tears away what’s loose so you can see what’s built to stay.
















  
  
  Chapter 7 – Winter Rest & Renewal

  
  




The Story

December crept in quiet, all silver breath and stiff-joint mornings.




The garden was asleep, tucked under a patchwork quilt of leaves.




Frost feathered the greenhouse glass like gossip from the night before.




Raven stood in the doorway of the poly tunnel, mug in hand, watching her breath puff little ghosts into the cold.




“Alright,” she told the frozen basil, “you earned your nap.”




The chickens had no such luxury; they muttered in their coop, scandalized by snow.




She refilled their feeder, nudging a stubborn door hinge with her hip until it shut.




The world had slowed, but she hadn’t—yet.




Every year she promised herself she’d rest more, and every year she found new projects to overthink.




This morning she made a deal with herself: no chores, no brewing, no fixing.




Just one day to exist without producing a single damn thing.




She lasted nine minutes.




By the tenth, she was rearranging jars in the kitchen.




By the eleventh, she’d started bread.




By noon, she admitted defeat.




“Fine,” she said to the empty house. “We’ll call it active rest.”




Still, the rhythm was slower. The kettle hummed instead of whistled, the light came through soft and blue.




The oak trees outside were stripped bare, bones against sky.




They looked like honesty felt—raw, unadorned, necessary.




She brewed tea with dried mint from summer and a pinch of lemon balm.




Each sip tasted like stored sunshine and good decisions.




When she finally settled by the window, blanket up to her chin, the silence was so complete she could hear the hum of her own heartbeat.




The garden slept, the sky waited, and she—for once—let herself match the pace.

Raven’s Reflection

Rest is rebellion.




In a world that worships productivity, choosing to pause is practically witchcraft.




Raven’s terrible at it.




Her brain’s a crowded marketplace even when her body begs for hibernation.




But winter reminds her that stillness isn’t failure; it’s fertilizer.




Nothing blooms all year, not even ambition.




The soil doesn’t apologize for sleeping. The trees don’t panic when they’re bare.




They know the secret—growth hides underground first.




Raven tries to remember that when guilt taps on her shoulder whispering, shouldn’t you be doing something?




She answers, I am. I’m regenerating.




Rest looks different for everyone.




For some it’s blankets and books; for others, it’s quiet walks or messy journaling or staring at chickens until enlightenment strikes.




The goal isn’t stillness for its own sake—it’s returning to yourself long enough to hear your own weather report.




Her advice: stop treating exhaustion like a personality trait.




Let your body thaw. Let your spirit idle.




You’re not a machine; you’re a season in motion.




And if anyone calls you lazy, tell them you’re practicing sustainable witchcraft.

The Magic of Rest

Winter isn’t a punishment; it’s an invitation.




Everything that works hard in the light has to recalibrate in the dark.




Raven finally understands that the pause between seasons isn’t empty—it’s incubation.




The soil’s planning, roots are whispering, even the worms are networking.




Rest doesn’t mean doing nothing; it means doing the right amount of nothing.




How she practices it:

1 – The Permission Ritual

She writes “I am allowed to stop” on a scrap of paper, burns it in the woodstove, and watches the smoke spell duh across the ceiling.




2 – The Cozy Sabbath

No alarms, no phone, no expectations. Just coffee, cats, and the satisfaction of ignoring every productivity guru on the internet.




3 – The Gratitude Audit

Before bed she names three things still working: the roof, the knees, and the stubborn will to try again next year.




4 – The Candle Vigil

A single flame on the table, glowing against the frost outside. A promise that warmth returns. Always.




Rest is her quiet protest against burnout.




It’s also cheaper than therapy.

Spell – The Hearth Reset

You’ll Need


	One candle (or the glow from your oven light)

	A mug of something warm

	A blanket that’s seen better decades





	Light the flame. Sit. Breathe until the shoulders drop.

	Hold the mug; feel the heat bleed into your palms.

	Whisper:“Flame within and flame without,Melt the hurry, ease the doubt.”

	Sip slowly. Each swallow is a truce with yourself.

	When finished, snuff the candle and thank it for reminding you that light doesn’t have to roar to exist.




Congratulations—you just practiced sacred laziness.




Broke Ass Bonus

No candle? Phone flashlight, lava lamp, or open fridge door—light’s light.




No fancy tea? Hot tap water with honey counts; add whiskey if you’re negotiating with ancestors.




No blanket? Coat, cat, or curtain—innovation’s part of the craft.




The point isn’t the props; it’s the pause.

The Witch’s Journal

When the world’s quiet, your pen should be too honest for comfort.

Prompts


	What have I earned the right to release this winter?

	What tiny spark am I protecting until spring?

	What part of me finally believes rest is productive?




Press a little wax from your candle onto the page or tape in a fallen leaf. Proof that even stillness leaves evidence.




At the bottom, write:

Rest is a spell that keeps the next season possible.

Closing Thought

The cottage creaks in the cold, a sleepy old friend settling deeper into its bones.




Raven sits by the window, tea cooling, moonlight glazing the jars that line the shelves.




Outside, the oaks stand stripped and proud, guardians of the quiet months.




She sighs—the good kind that empties space for something new—and whispers, “We made it.”




Because winter isn’t the end of the story; it’s the breath before the next incantation.




The soil sleeps, the witch rests, and the wheel keeps turning—slow, sure, sacred.




She pulls the blanket tighter, smiles at the glow of the hearth, and says, “Wake me when the seedlings start gossiping.”
















  
  
  Epilogue – The Wheel Keeps Turning

  
  




Winter cracked open one pale morning in February.




The air still bit, but the light had changed—warmer somehow, a little more insistent.




Raven noticed it first in the chickens. They’d started gossiping again.




She stood by the window, coffee in hand, watching steam curl upward like prayer smoke.




The frost glittered on the greenhouse roof, the oaks dripped slow tears of thaw, and something in her chest finally exhaled.




The wheel was moving.




All her jars lined the shelves in quiet testimony—each one a bookmark from the year that was.




Seeds planted, storms endured, moonlight bottled, rest hard-won.




She ran a finger along the glass, dust catching the morning sun.




“Not bad for a broke-ass witch,” she said.




The cottage hummed around her, alive with small noises—the kettle burbling, the woodstove sighing, the world waking up again.




Everything she’d done—every handful of dirt, every whispered spell, every sarcastic prayer—had circled back to this: proof that life renews itself whether she’s ready or not.








  
  
  Raven’s Reflection

  
  




Magic, she realized, isn’t about grand gestures.




It’s repetition.




It’s the way the broom leans in the same corner, the herbs hang from the same beam, the moon rises no matter how messy you feel inside.




She used to think transformation was fireworks; now she knows it’s maintenance.




Sweep. Plant. Laugh. Sleep. Repeat.




Some days she’s a walking sermon on gratitude.




Other days she’s a swamp witch in pajamas muttering at the compost bin.




Both count.




Because real witchcraft is cyclical—it forgives your chaos as long as you come back to the work.




She looked around her kitchen and thought of all the versions of herself who’d stood there: the tired one, the hopeful one, the sarcastic one, the one who cried into bread dough.




All of them built this life one spell, one seed, one stubborn sunrise at a time.








  
  
  The Magic of Continuance

  
  




There’s no finish line in this craft.




Every spell has a sequel, every season a rerun.




Spring will pull her back outside soon, hands in the soil, brain full of plans.




She’ll curse at weeds, talk to bees, and invent new names for whatever the weather’s doing.




And when the next storm hits, she’ll know exactly how to stand in it—open-palmed and unafraid.




The cycle keeps her honest:




Plant. Grow. Harvest. Rest. Begin again.




It’s not a ladder; it’s a wheel. And that means every ending is secretly an invitation.








  
  
  Closing Thought

  
  




That evening, Raven stepped onto the porch, mug refilled, boots muddy, heart steady.




The sky blushed gold and lavender; the first frogs tested their voices.




She raised her drink to the horizon.




“To the wheel,” she said. “To the mess, the miracles, and the middle ground.”




The breeze answered, soft through the oaks.




And there she was—woman, witch, gardener, smart-mouthed believer in backup generators—standing right where magic and reality shake hands.




Because the work never ends.




It just shifts, like seasons, like light, like hope.




Raven smiled, tipped her mug toward the coming dawn, and whispered,

“Your move, Universe.”








  
  
  Author’s Note

  
  




Hey, you.




Yes, you—the one who made it all the way to the end with dirt on your hands and a little hope under your nails.




If you picked up this book because you wanted some grand mystical secret, surprise: it’s you.




You are the magic, the method, the mess, and the miracle.




I wrote this because I kept waiting for my life to calm down before I started practicing again. Spoiler: it never did.




So I learned to make magic between grocery runs, during thunderstorms, and while the chickens yelled commentary.




If this book taught you anything, I hope it’s that witchcraft isn’t about perfection—it’s about participation.




You can be broke, tired, and still divine.




You can swear, laugh, spill your herbs, and start over tomorrow.




The universe doesn’t need your polish; it just needs your presence.




To everyone who ever whispered, “Is this enough?”




Yes. It is. You are.




Now close the book, go outside, and find one small beautiful thing—an acorn, a cloud, a patch of sunlight—and claim it as your sign that you’re still here and still becoming.




With mud, moonlight, and sincere mischief,




Raven

(Who totally believes in magic and backup generators)








  
  
  Notes & Resources

  
  




(or: the Broke Ass Witch’s Cheat Sheet)

Moon Phases (the short, sassy guide):


	New Moon: Hide. Rest. Dream. Pretend emails don’t exist.

	Waxing Moon: Build momentum. Start new projects. Water plants and yourself.

	Full Moon: Charge everything—crystals, water, your phone, your attitude.

	Waning Moon: Declutter, delete, detach. If it doesn’t serve your peace, compost it.




Common Herbs & Their Gossip:


	Rosemary: Protection, memory, and proving your kitchen smells better than anyone else’s.

	Lavender: Calm, cleansing, and pretending you have your life together.

	Mint: Money, freshness, and drama management.

	Sage: Cleansing, clarity, and the occasional overuse by your ex.

	Basil: Love, luck, and reminding mosquitoes they don’t pay rent.

	Yarrow: Courage and wound healing—physical, emotional, and spiritual hangovers.

	Dandelion: Wishes and defiance. It grows where it pleases. Be like dandelion.




Everyday Tools that Count as Witch Gear:


	The coffee mug that sees all.

	That one lighter that always disappears until Mercury goes direct.

	Grocery bags that double as spell-supply transport.

	A porch light that counts as moonlight when the sky refuses to cooperate.

	Whatever’s in your pockets: lint, receipts, and maybe your next incantation.




A Few Practical Reminders:


	You don’t have to buy fancy anything. The dirt outside works fine.

	Your ancestors don’t care if your altar’s dusty. They just like the company.

	Rest is part of the ritual.

	The most powerful spell you’ll ever cast is saying “no” and meaning it.




Recommended Reading & Listening (if you like homework):


	Braiding Sweetgrass by Robin Wall Kimmerer

	The Year of the Witch by Temperance Alden

	Witchery by Juliet Diaz

	The Green Witch by Arin Murphy-Hiscock

	Any playlist that makes you feel like the forest might crown you queen.




Final Note:

If you forget every spell in this book, remember this one:

Touch the earth. Breathe. Try again tomorrow.

You’re already magic, darling. The rest is just seasoning.

— Raven 🌙







  

  
    About the Author
  


  
    Raven Morrigan is the woman behind the cauldron—part storyteller, part gardener, full-time believer in magic and backup generators.




She lives in a crooked little cottage in Arkansas with her husband, a crew of opinionated chickens, two oak-tree guardians, and more herbs than shelf space.




When she’s not writing, she’s usually in the greenhouse, coaxing something to grow, or on the porch with coffee and a cat in her lap.




Raven writes under the creative banner of Raven Morrigan Books, weaving humor, heart, and homegrown witchcraft into stories that remind readers that the sacred and the messy often share the same space.




Also by Raven Morrigan:

Witch, You Good?

The Broke Ass Witch’s Book of Spells

Broke Ass Witchcraft




Junie Fern and The Day the Crayons Flew (from the Junie Fern series a whimsical world where a curious girl, her familiar a very opinionated mouse named Oliver the mouse, remind us our magic is not something to be afraid of. 




Raven believes in laughter as a ritual, resilience as spellwork, and coffee as sacred offering.




Her mission is simple: to help other beautifully imperfect souls find wonder in the ordinary and courage in the dirt beneath their feet.




Find her online at https://ravenmorriganbooks.com/ for updates, new releases, and more tales from the patchwork life of a broke-ass witch just doing her best to bloom.
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