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Editorôs Note:  Spring comes and young minds turn to Druidry, 

and meeting other Druids.   Even as we ramp up for the May 3-

5 and June 21-23 reunions at Carleton for the 50
th

 Anniversary, 

a mini California reunion happened at PantheaCon in February, 

and the Quebeckers of Raven Grove went to the British Isles on 

a tour.  And  Druids debated a lot.  So much material this season, 

I had to save more for Beltane issue.    

 
Your Editor is living in Washington DC, anticipating another horde of 

tourists to descend upon his city, and hoping that a few Druids will visit 

him.  There are two large events happening in the Virginia mountains in 

April May, ADFôs Trifolium in April and a pan-Druid in May.  Happy 

travelling. 
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News of the Groves 
 

 
 

 

Black Thorn Protogrove: News from Kentucky 

 

Yes, we are still active, but our numbers are now down to four.  We are still in Louisville, KY.  This email, 

blackthorngrove@earthlink.net, is still our sole method of contact.  We continue to meet once monthly, 

sometimes twice, and still prefer to remain a protogrove using our own ritual and liturgical model.  We do still 

consider ourselves part of the RDNA movement, despite our relative solitude.  Thanks for staying in touch! 

-Chris 

 

Rose Rock Grove: News from Oklahoma 

 

We're still here, though nowhere near as active. Stacy and Lyla are back on the road again, so they're rarely in 

town, and Jeff is in trucking school planning on doing the same. My computer is still broken, so I don't check 

my e-mail very often to say the least. Our membership number is five, and I think this is still the best e-mail to 

privately contact me. I think the best public contact is probably going to be Lyla's e-mail 

atms.dariana@gmail.com. Noises have been made about making a facebook page, we'll send that info if it 

actually happens. 

-Lydia 

 

Awen Grove: News from Alberta 

We are still active. We have 6 members and are based in Calgary, Alberta, Canada. The email address is 

awengrove@yahoo.ca and our website is http://awencanada.com. 

Athelia /|\  

 

Susset Protogrove: News from California 

But grove is defunct and looking for a new location 20 miles East in Vacaville, Ca 

Oriana 

 

Triple Horses Grove: News from California 

 

Our grove is still active. Our website ishttp://triplehorses.weebly.com 

We have three grove officers. Our attendance for any event, ritual or 

otherwise, varies from 3 to 30 but it is usually closer to the 3. 

Our publishable location is Medford, Oregon 

Our contact via facebook is:http://www.facebook.com/Aigeann 

Our contact via email is: triplehorses@gmail.com 

  

mailto:ms.dariana@gmail.com
http://triplehorses.weebly.com/
http://www.facebook.com/Aigeann


 

Oakdale Protogrove ï News from Minnesota 

http://youtu.be/aT5toj4EG8o 

Time lapse/how-to video of traditional bookbinding techniques. Book in the video is the 50th Anniversary 

Edition of the Oakdale Protogrove's condensed and adapted ARDA 

 
 

 

 

To the left is my own mini-reliquary for safely & legally transporting 

the sacramental Waters, but to the right is another reliquary - a bit of a 

gift investment for the Carleton Grove, unbeknownst to them. This is 

something that might have to stay in the Carleton College Archive (if 

non-literature can BE archived) between academic years, but there is 

more inside and it's quite well padded. With all the effort I put into the 

druidic "care package," I kinda want to keep it. But this is something 

meant to be shared. (Is this tax deductible? Hehe) 

 

 

Bushmills Black Bush wasn't my first choice, as I've never had it 

before. My general preferences for the Waters are something at least moderately good quality, in which case I 

based that judgment on price, origin, and interpretation of propaganda on the labels. 

 

I was hoping to find a brand called "The Knot" which is my current favorite (very smooth, "buttery" texture, 

100 proof) but it seems to be a relatively rare import in my corner of Minnesota.  

 

I made sure to select a whiskey with a screw-cap, because I was worried a corked whiskey would leak when 

stored on its side in the lockbox. Can those kind be stored on their side, or will it indeed leak around the cork? 

Every bottle was at least half an inch too tall to be stored in the box upright. 

 

The Bootstrap Ordination Proposal Theory 

 

You could try my favorite alternative, which I call the "bootstrap method," which is basically 

picking yourself up by the bootstraps at the grove level... democratically. 

 

1: Start with a minimum of 3 druids, making sure everyone attests belief in the Two Basic 

Tenets. Here is an excerpt of ARDA-02 under First Order Ordinations: "anyone of the first or 

second orders being able to ordain another person into their own orders, in the absence of an 

existing Priest. This tradition kept the Carleton Druids going from 1985 to 1992" 

 

2: With a minimum of 3 Reformed Druids, hold elections to appoint at least 3 druids to the 2nd 

Order (one election each) - of course anyone can cast a vote for themselves. 

 

3: To appoint someone to the 3rd Order/Priesthood, an election by at least 3 votes from 2nd 

Order Druids. The Priest elect must then vigil, then one of the 2nd Order Druids must preside 

http://youtu.be/aT5toj4EG8o


over ordination the following morning, for in the absence of an existing Arch-Druid, any 2nd 

Order druid can preside over rituals. 

 

4: Once ordination is complete for the new Arch-Druid, they can now consecrate the Waters-of-

Life to the fullest extent, at which point, everyone involved partakes of their belated ordination 

rituals for both the 1st & 2nd orders to retroactively affirm their positions. 

 

Note: some dogmatic/ultra-orthodox Reformed Druids might not recognize the bootstrap 

method until the new Arch-Druid partakes of the Waters under a druid with an apostolic 

succession they can trace back to David Fisher. 

 

Also, it might be just as easy for tech-savvy druids to hold ritual with a 3rd Order Druid over 

Skype. To my knowledge, telephone ordinations have happened in the past, even for vigils. 

 

 

 

White Rabbit Grove: News from Wisconsin 

 

My Grove Revealed, 2013 

 

Nature just dumped another foot of welcome snow upon us, at the top of our Wisconsin hill. I managed to clear 

the paths to the Grove without falling upon my caboose more than once. Most passers-by don't even know my 

Grove is there. That's just fine. 

 

Still, my ministry could use a bit of visibility, as it has evolved into a 

form largely virtual. Belief in one's own existence is worth reaffirming, 

and so I will render here in words what physical form we have. I still 

don't want you to visit. When Season of Sleep ends, in less than two 

weeks, the Grove will be mud, all betwixt and between. Strangers 

would trample us. 

 

 

When first White Rabbit Grove came online, we were in a very 

different physical setting, a riverbank near a protected wetlands area. But then we lost our lease, and the move 

was traumatic on all levels. As I reflect, in this time of preparation for another cycle of green, we have been at 

our present elevation for five years! It's about time I got over my mistrust of its possible impermanence. All 

things have a season. So I celebrate the roots we have established here upon the hilltop. 

 

By the way, despite the Grove's name, there are no white rabbits here, just the regular brown kind. When Mike 

the Fool named us, I believe he was remarking upon the front teeth of the Archdruid, and I admit I'm not 

brown in any season. We also are a Grove with only one human member, the others being plants and animals. 

As the Archdruid fares, so does her Grove, which is as it should be. 

 

Technically we are in an urban area. However our animal members are largely wild-- raccoon, possum, squirrel, 

hawk, crow, skunk, jay, dove, woodchuck, and so on. There are anthills and mole hills. There are bird nests 

and a squirrel majordomo. As well as the herbs and flowers I have introduced, there are the outstanding trees, 

the pillars of our status as Grove. 

 

Most numerous species is the speckled Alder. Alder is a nitrogen-fixing tree, as is black Locust, without the 

inhibiting effect upon growth at its base that Locust has. Alder's much more generous, as well as a pioneer. 



Innumerable tiny insects drill its small leaves for sap year round, so that they constantly fall and regrow. My 

herbs and flowers cozy up to their very bases, even twine up their trunks. 

 

In addition they serve as Grove 'furniture'-- tool racks, fence posts, tent pegs, and so on. They tend to remain 

slender and easy to train and prune to shape, never a huge tree. I would change the name of the Grove to Alder, 

if it weren't so cliche to name Groves after species. This Archdruid cannot get over the presentiment that I may 

need to relocate again someday and leave my hill of Alders behind. 

 

It's not surprising to find pioneer tree species so numerous here, as the house that used to be here burned down. 

Another pioneer species, Box Elder, is our second most numerous. Prairie tribes revered this tree, though 

farther east it's largely a colonizer of so-called waste ground, with wood that is weak and easy to fracture. That 

is why many people dislike having Box Elders nearby, as they are prone to drop limbs upon one's house in a 

storm. But if you want a maple in a hurry, they are eager to please, and their plentiful seedlings are sweet in a 

salad. For those who tap for sap, Box Elder is nearly as fine as Sugar Maple for syrup. 

 

I spend quite a bit of time pruning and weeding the Box Elder volunteers so that they don't crowd out the 

sunshine, as well as the other species. However I consider them solid Grove citizens, my 'prairie balsawood'. 

 

There are distinguished arboreal holdovers from before the house fire. The most eminent in my estimation are 

the Chokecherries. When the Archdruid arrived here the parent tree was in its dotage, barely putting out leaf 

any longer, but around its broken down remains have sprung up colonies of suckers and animal-spread saplings, 

with wonderful cherry aroma and shiny foliage. In 2012 I was able to taste the first crop of maybe a dozen 

delicious, stony fruit, suitable for pemmican. Aside from encouraging them to leave the paths clear, I am 

delighted to let the Chokecherries return. 

 

From the previous house's garden I was gifted with perennial flowers, and also the shrubs Lilac and 

Honeysuckle. The latter is considered invasive by the state Department of Agriculture, and I must agree, as its 

bright red berries are never eaten by anything, and it grows so fast that one must constantly cut it back to 

nearly nothing just to let in the sun. However its golden-white blossoms have their charm, and as a young 

Druid on vigil I was very grateful for its gift of dry tinder in a drizzle, so I am not about to forbid it in my 

Grove. 

 

As for Lilac, this fragrant ornamental dots the sites of so many abandoned homesteads that it's practically a 

resident species of the European invasion, like wild apple and day lily. Though it isn't edible like those 

examples, organic gardeners have successfully used lilac leaf spray to make garden crops taste bad to pests. 

 

The Grove also boasts distinguished individual representatives of their species. Foremost among them is our 

huge Blue Spruce, whose dense umbrella of boughs serves as the vestibule of the Grove. Every year it is 

claimed by a squirrel, as it is highly desirable real estate for them, as well as nest site for several types of birds. 

Hawk has left signs of its kills here, sometimes squirrel. Blue Spruce and Fir boughs are the best source of 

bedding if you are going to camp out; I leave it to the critters, as the Archdruid's Residence is in close 

proximity. 

 

If I were ever to vigil again, by preference it would be upon Spruce's spicy and insulating floor of needles and 

boughs. When I had no home of my own once upon a time, the conifers provided. I am glad to have at least 

one conifer represented in the Grove. The previous Grove site ran instead to Cedars both red and white, which 

are primarily incense trees. 

 

Nowadays my Cedar, as well as my delicious Mulberry, have to come from elsewhere. I don't miss them 

greatly because they are accessible in my neighborhood, and the humans haven't objected to my gathering 

thereabouts. 



 

Elm and Silver Maple have crept back as individual exemplars here. Both are fine solid trees with tasty seeds 

for the Grove members who relish such things. And in 2012 I fund a new baby! For the first time in Grove 

history, we will have an Oak. Its two small leaves upon a sturdy stem went brilliant red at frost. My heart is 

glad. I cannot wait for the muddy spring to reveal it again. 

 

I hope you enjoyed this introduction to our Grove. It's not just a bunch of pixels on the web. It's actual beings 

in an actual place on the planet. Because Nature is Good. 

 

Helgaleena, 

Arch druid, White Rabbit Grove 

somewhere in Wisconsin 

  

PantheaCon 2013 
 

Jen, John, Sean and Stacey meet up. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

News from Order of White Oak 
 

At long last my new website is up at http://www.elleneverthopman.com/ It is still 

being tweaked. Please stop by for a visit and send me your suggestions!  Just 

throwing this out as a query - how many folks would be interested in spending a 

weekend at a gorgeous retreat center in Western MA (they will pick you up at the 

airport if necessary) to learn Gaelic chants, prayers and Celtic tree lore? Cost would 

be somewhere around $250 or so (includes lodging and vegetarian food) plus 

instruction. www.earthlands.org If you are seriously interested please message me 

privately. The date would be some time in late summer or fall 2013. 

 

Earthlands | EARTHLANDS 

www.instituteforenvironmentalawareness.org  

Earthlands is a program center and a working community of Earth Stewards that support and promote "Living 

& Learning in harmony with the Earth and All Life". All programs and services of Earthlands are within this 

mission where the focus is on personal growth, ecologically sustainable living. 

 

  

http://www.elleneverthopman.com/
http://www.earthlands.org/
http://www.instituteforenvironmentalawareness.org/


 

News from ADF 

 
NEWS from DOMI --I mourn the loss of George Hersh, PhD, early Vice-Archdruid of ADF. NROOGD priest, 

administrative law judge, biologist, psychologist, dancer, jewelry designer, elder and friend and much more. 

May the Nature Spirits guide him home, may the Honoured Dead welcome him among them, may the High 

Ones grant him rest, and rebirth in due time. As it was, as it is, as it will be; there will be a returning for him. 

 
 

Trillium Spring Gathering  

 

What: Trillium Spring Gathering 

When: April 18 - 21, 2013 

Where: The Log Cabin Campground, 2058 Morgan Frederick Grade, Cross 

Junction, VA (map) 

Organizers: Grove of the Seven Hills, ADF, CedarLight Grove, ADF 

Contact: crystal cedarlightgrove.org 

Website: http://trilliumgatheringadf.org 

 

Come out and enjoy Spring together in the beautiful Virginia Highlands with us! 

Over the past 15 years Trillium has offered outstanding workshops, becoming a favorite way to shake off the 

Winter blahs and welcome the renewing Earth at peaceful TLC Campground in Western Virginia. We bring 

together some of ADF's most dynamic folks for 4 days of games, workshops, ritual, dancing and the 

celebration of our abiding fellowship. This year we'll focus on magic in workshop and ritual, test our mettle in 

the ever-popular Circle Challenge and compete in the festival-wide Cattle Raid of the Outsiders! All paths are 

welcome at Trillium! 

  

http://maps.google.com/maps?q=2058+Morgan+Frederick+Grade,Cross+Junction,+VA
http://trilliumgatheringadf.org/


 

50th Anniversary Reunions of 

Reformed Druidism in 2013 
 

There will be two separate celebrations in 2013 of the 50th 

Anniversary of the Reformed Druids of North America that was 

founded May 1, 1963. 

 

The primary celebration will be the weekend of May 3-5, 2013. 

The secondary celebration (and smaller) will be June 21-23, 2013. 

http://www.rdna.info/reunion.html for more info. 

 

Spread the news! 

Feel free to float this picture and blurb out on social media: 

 
Where Druidism in America began! On Saturday, at Noon, on May 4th, the Carleton Grove of the 

Reformed Druids of North America will celebrate it's 50th anniversary with a service on the Hill of 

Three Oaks on the campus of Carleton College in Northfield Minnesota. All Reformed Druids, other 

Druid organizations, their friends, the curious, and well-wishers are welcome to join us for a lovely 

slate of activities, maypole dancing, picnics, discussion, and campfires all that weekend, May 3rd to 5th. 

A smaller but similar gathering will occur on Alumni weekend on Saturday June 22nd. Please see 

http://www.rdna.info/reunion.html for more details, contact info and maps. Updates will be posted 

regularly. Please RSVP by email to mikerdna@hotmail.com or Facebook message your interest to 

mike.thefool with your name, people travelling with you, contact information, email addresses, which 

dates you plan to attend, what Druid group you belong to, and list what special interests, requests or 

needs you have. 

 

Rough Schedules 

The final schedule is here, with things getting 

shuffled about no doubt at last minute without 

warning by an hour. Ad hoc tours, discussions, 

and alternative rain-event locations will be 

designated. 

 

The tentative May Reunion event schedule, as 

of January 22, is: 

 

May 3 - 8pm Campfire at Druid's Den (in the trees near the Hill of Three Oaks) 

May 4 - Noon 50th Anniversary service for Reformed Druids of North America at the Hill of 

Three Oaks 

May 4 - 1 pm Picnic at the Stone Circle of the Upper Arboretum 

May 4 - 8 pm Campfire at Druid's Den (in the trees near the Hill of Three Oaks) 

May 5 - 5:30 am Sunrise service at Hill of Three Oaks 

http://www.rdna.info/reunion.html


 

and the Summer Reunion tentative schedule, as of January 22 is: 

 

June 21 - 8pm Campfire at Druid's Den (in the trees near the Hill of Three Oaks) 

June 22 - Noon 50th Anniversary service for Reformed Druids of North America at the Hill of 

Three Oaks 

June 22 - 1 pm Picnic at the Stone Circle of the Upper Arboretum 

June 22 - 8 pm Campfire at Druid's Den (in the trees near the Hill of Three Oaks) 

June 23 - 5:30 am Sunrise service at Hill of Three Oaks for vigilers. 

 

Resources 

Maps of the campus, arboretum, travel info, hotel listings, and advice are in a travel document 

called Reunion Travel, Maps and Lodging 

 

Joining the RDNA Facebook group page is a good way to keep up with developments. 

 

Regular e-mails of any updates will also be mailed out every few weeks by 

Mikerdna@hotmail.com (or message me on Facebook to mike.thefool) to those who have 

voluntarily RSVP'd with him.  I will not be at the events (due to problems) by John Michael 

Martens and Richard Shelton will be there at those times (more or less). 

 

Feel free to bring a gift to the Carleton Grove, but bear in mind TSA at the airport. I can 

provide a mailing address in Northfield if you need to mail it.   

 

Reunion Rules - Version 2.0 
1. No campfires except in designated firepits.  

2. No camping in the forest 

3. BYOB, BYOF, BYOStuff. 

4. Do not damage the arboretum. 

5. The students are hosting us, respect their wishes for the schedule. 

6. Do not get wildly drunk, cause trouble, or be impolite. 

7. This is primarily an event for Reformed Druid activities, but liturgical demonstrations, blessings, readings and gifts from other 

groups can be worked into services and the schedule, with enough planning. 

8. There is little to no crash space or financial assistance available. 

9. There are no merchant table opportuntities, but feel free to talk about your products or services.  

10. You may wear ritual or casual clothing.  

11. The reunions are *not* planned as a clothing-optional event.  

12. Use of illegal substances is not welcome.  

13. Carleton College is private property and posession of firearms is not permitted. Displays of edged weapons may be inappropriate 

to some guests.  

14. Fire conditions will determine whether campfires, candles or other burning objects are safe and permissable in designated spots.  

15. Please coordinate any ordinations, vigils, marriages, or other liturgical activities with the organizers.  

16. If foul weather occurs, alternate indoor activities will be available. 

17. There are no fees to attend, nor any membership requirements to be in any branch of the Reformed Druidic movements. Please be 

respectful of others' differences.  

18. Do not take photographs or record proceedings without advance coordination, and permission of those present.  

19. What you do in the woods on Beltane morning with your sweetie is none of our business. 

20. Have fun! 

  

http://www.rdna.info/reunioninfo.docx
http://www.facebook.com/groups/2455316244/


 

Road Trip to the British Isles 

 

Pennyôs Thoughts from the 

British Isles 
 

So it was, on a chilly October evening that I felt a need, a 

need to visit my former home, my birthplace, and my 

parents who still lived in Wales, where I was born.  To 

travel so far, and yet the place is always near, for I carry my 

birthplace forever in my heart. The Land of my Fathers 

remains ever close. Hiraeth was upon me, and had crept up 

on me, shortly after Samhain, which upon reflection makes 

perfect sense to me. This yearning  filled me with 

melancholy. I had, not a week past, met our grove members 

and been part of a very emotional Samhuuin ritual, and then 

while in deep meditation felt myself being called to a 

mountain top associated with my childhood, in the middle 

of a raging storm and chanting Awens on the wind. I later wrote a poem of my experience of the longing and 

yearning of Hiraeth. My connection to the land of my birth and ancestors was calling me home, and so it was 

on that chilly October night in Canada that I answered, the call, and found myself up in the Black Mountains of 

Wales, chanting. 

 

In the days that followed, I invited my grove members to accompany me on my journey across the Atlantic. 

Karen accepted my invitation, and so we spent some exciting hours booking flights, which was followed  by 

weeks of planning for our journey. My parents where incredibly excited at the prospect of seeing me, as they 

hadnôt laid eyes on their daughter for two years past.  

 

It was all very euphoric. How does one pick sacred sites to visit when there are so many in that part of the 

world?  I tried to bear in mind, while pondering these wonderful sacred sites, what would my dear grove sister 

Karen like to see. So we proceeded to devise lists of places and I equated the time it would take to visit the 

sites.  By process of elimination we narrowed it down to the most important places we would like to visit. Not 

forgetting our gracious hosts, mum and dad, who wanted desperately to spend time with me.  

 

We booked flights for late January with a return in early February. This gave us the opportunity to spend 

Imbolg with another Grove, and escape the the coldest time of winter in Canada. This however, wasnôt without 

its complications. Luggage allowance leaves little room for regular clothing when carrying ritual clothing. That 

being said; it was a must that we were to be ritually attired for Imbolg. The only exclusion from my luggage 

was my staff, I was terrified of placing it in the cargo-hold of the plane. So I decided that I would cut a new 

oak staff, from one of the numerous oak trees surrounding my mumôs garden. This I did, and placed upon the 

newly cut staff my dragon pendant,  the one Sebastian had so graciously carved and gifted to me that past Yule. 

The venue was set, flights booked, invites and meetings arranged and luggage prepared way ahead of time. The 

only thing remaining was for Karen and I to prepare ourselves psychologically for a very special pilgrimage. 

Our plans were to examine, where possible, trees, cromlechs, stone circles, and megalithic structures on the 

route to Glastonbury. 

 

We set out from Ottawa, on a cold January afternoon. For the first time in years I found myself not sleeping on 

the plane. Most of the  six hours of flight time were spent happily chatting about our expectations although 



there were brief periods when my stomach roiled and boiled, as they say. For me, this was a pilgrimage back to 

my birthplace, where  the hills and valleys, the sea and mountains formed my early life. The mountains, echoes 

of ages past when bards  would tell their tales, the myths and legends of the Mabinogi were plucking at my 

heart and I soared ever high. This is my birthplace. This is the soil that has felt and heard my footfalls. This is 

the Land of my Fathers. It recalls a quote from none other than Master Tolkien himself  ñ Welsh is of this soil, 

of this this island, and is the senior language of the men of Britain; and Welsh is beautifulñ. I was longing to 

plant my feet in Welsh soil and feel that connection grow in me again.  

 

As the plane descended into Heathrow, I looked out the window. The sun was shining, unusual for this time of 

the year, no fog. Tears trickled down my face. The plane landed. I caught my breath, and marveled how good it 

was to feel alive, to be here at this very moment. Mum and Dad, smiling faces, and watery eyes filled with 

emotion, I caught my breathe again.  

 

 

Just another four and half hours by car, until we reach the mountains that signal the nearness of home. The 

glorious greenery, the dampish air that makes breathing so easy. I reveled in it all as we sped down the 

motorway. Karen and I taking photos from the car. Then it happened, ñCroseo i Gymruò (Welcome to Wales). 

We sped over the Severn Bridge  into Wales. More tears. More smiles.  

 

My parents live in the village of Garnant on the hillside 

across from the north black mountain range that forms 

part of the Pembrokeshire & Brecon Beacons range of 

the National Parks of Wales. These are on the borders of 

two counties: West Glamorgan and Dyfed. The area is 

of outstanding natural beauty and ranges down the 

valleys and rolling hills to the sea coasting the areas of 

Swansea, Gower and Pembrokeshire.  

 

We eventually arrived home. I had two things in mind. 

First, a massive mug of tea. Second, to run upstairs and 

stick my head out of the skylight to look at the delights 

of Mynydd Ddu, the hilly range that dominates the 

landscape on the west side of the house. Itôs a wondrous 

sight of rugged, unspoiled beauty, tall dark mountains of 

rock, shrouding the eastern area of the valley. I felt great, 

but something greater than I was out there! 

It is the greatness of echoes and whispers from the 

mountains that tell of invaders. It is the music  of the 

people who farm on the mountainsides, and of the 

miners who toil inside. The mountains are the heartbeat 

of Wales. 

 

Next morning, I once again stuck my head though the skylight, to watch the dawn come over Mynydd Ddu. I 

felt like a child taking itôs very first step on an adventure; full of wonder, full of awe, and full of inspiration. 

From a druidôs perspective (for this was my first visit to my birthplace since I was initiated) I was filled and 

nourished by Awen. Although my words donôt do it justice for Awenôs expanse is infinite and ever nourishing 

as the three rays suggest. I felt inspired, ready for an adventure. Nature itself was speaking to me loud and clear. 

 

We visited many places in our travels, both in Wales and England. My only regret is that we didnôt make it to 

Ireland. Certainly, another visit will be planned, and I will once again have the pleasure of casting my eyes on 



such beauty as Tara and New Grange, but for now, I am totally enchanted with love for my homeland of Wales. 

The mountains, the valleys, the trees, the very soil, echo my name. 

 

In Wales we visited The Gower, Cerrig Cennen Castle, The Welsh National Botanical Gardens, Carmarthen, 

Aberglasney, St Faganôs Welsh National Folk Museum, Gwal-y-Filiast AKA Bwrrdd Arthur,  Llanglydwen, 

Snowdonia, Yns Mon, Bryn Celli Ddu, Caernarfon Castle, Beaumaris Castle, Llyn Cerrig Bach, Ty Mawr, and 

Penrhos. 

 

All these sites are magnificent.  

 

The Gower coastline boasts numerous awards for itôs spectacular coastline, and its nature sanctuaries. Most 

recently Rhossilli beach was rated as the best in the U.K., third in Europe, and tenth in the world by 

ñTripAdvisorò. 

 

Gower is also noted for the discovery of The Red Lady of Paviland, an Upper-Paleolithic -era human male 

skeleton. The skeleton, first thought to be female has now been classified as a male. Discovered in 1823 it is 

the first human fossil to have been found anywhere in the world, and at 33,000 years old is still the oldest 

ceremonial burial of a modern human discovered in Western Europe. The bones were discovered 1823 by Rev. 

William Buckland, during an archaeological dig at Goat's Hole Cave; one of the caves between Port Enynon 

and Rhossili, on the Gower Peninsula, South Wales.  

 

Cerrig Cennen Castle is situated to the North of 

Swansea, close to lovely village of Trapp. The 

fortress sits high up on the hillside facing the Black 

Mountains. The first structure it would seem was 

12th century, since then it has been replaced to what 

we see today. The stronghold has a very eventful past 

surrounding it, from Welsh royalty to King Arthur 

warrior stories. Besides the obvious spectacular 

scenery of the surrounding countryside and the 

mountains, one of the castleôs most exciting features 

for me, is the cave, that leads out and down from the 

inner ward into the bowels of the castle itself. There 

lies a very steep passage that leads into a limestone 

cave. There has been much speculation as to what this space was used for. From my prospective, I had, what I 

would term, as a rather odd experience down there. I had the sensation that people had been trapped in there, 

and still were trapped, and that I was being watched. I had to venture back up to the inner ward to ground 

myself twice. The first time I had this sensation, I was overwhelmed with heat, which remained with me for 

some time. The second time I was more prepared. I did post a picture with an orb on it, in the location I sensed 

all this, the picture is on FaceBook. I wasnôt scared, just somewhat overwhelmed. I also attuned again, up in 

the inner ward, and sensed more activity. I have yet to to speculate on my experience. 

 

The Welsh National Botanical Gardens and Aberglasney House are especially interesting for those who like 

the restoration of historical buildings, landscaping, plants and trees. I highly recommend these attractions.  

 

The Welsh National Botanical Gardens is a centre for botanical research and conservation spread out around a 

beautiful 600-acre Regency park, with 200-year-old historical features, modern architecture, landscapes, and a 

collection of approximately 100,000 different plants.  There are a variety of restored buildings, an apothecary, 

Middleton Hall, as well as numerous gardens to suit all tastes, complete with the largest greenhouse I have ever 

seen. Conservation is at the heart of the gardens, hence ñ The Welsh Rare Plants Project ñ, which you can be 

read about on their website.  



 

Aberglasney House has a little special place in my heart with its the magnificent restoration of the house, and 

its the various gardens, The Cloister Gardens and the Yew Tunnel are particularly lovely and enchanting. The 

atrium in the house, would make a wonderful meditation room, with light cascading in from the sky lights and 

windows. 

 

Carmarthen is a delightful market town, filled 

with the mysteries of Merlin, as is the whole 

county. You will find a marvelous statue of 

Merlin in the town, which was carved with a 

chainsaw. There are numerous legends 

associated with this county, as well as many 

megalithic stones and cromlechs. You can 

check out numerous online sites for this 

ancient welsh town.      

  

The Welsh National Folk Museum in St 

Fagans, is a must for all who wish to get a 

full experience of Welsh culture and history. 

They have an outdoor museum as well an an 

indoor museum. Sadly the indoor museum 

was closed at the time of our visit, and so was 

the wood henge site. Many buildings have been moved from the original site to the museum, where they have 

been restored, complete with authentic furniture. You will see beehives, farms, a wood henge, tanneries, kilns, 

miners cottages, a Celtic village, just to name a few. Inside you will be able to enjoy exhibits of love spoons, 

welsh knots, weaving, bardic chairs etc. A fantastic day out, you will need the whole day to properly appreciate 

this site. 

 

Gwal y Filiast , (Bwrdd Arthur). This was my favorite site, of all the wonderful places and sites I visited with 

Karen. Situated near Llaglydwen in the Preseli Hills, Gwal y Filiast, nestles a hidden gem of a small cromlech, 

surrounded by a grove of enormous beech trees. The cap stone points in a westerly direction towards Afon Taf 

( River Taf ), which can be heard clearly from the site. This site really was like going on an adventure. It took 

quite some time to find it. I got the impression that I was most definitely being tested, but I was determined not 

to give up. After receiving directions from villagers, and having problems with the ordnance survey map. We 

arrived at the lay-by located north of the site. We proceeded to get on our wellies and boots and warm clothing, 

cause itôs quite a walk down to the site. We had arrived bang on cue, it was twilight. My favorite time to do 

workings of the mystical kind. The access to the site from the north, takes you down a public footpath, which 

runs right past a farm.  

 

There were no sign posts except at the head of the lane which read ñ Penbontbrenñ. This is the name of the 

farm, which seems to translate to ñabove the wooden bridgeò.  Down the farm lane, past the farm house, down 

through a series of gates and tracks, I would say approximately a mile from the road where we parked. It 

seemed to take along time to get down, and the footing was muddy and wet. In the twilight the darkness 

descended and was quite ominous when surrounded by trees and the sound of swift moving water from the 

river Taf. 

 

It was also odd in the sense that once through the last gateway, the atmosphere changed, from one of being 

tested and not welcoming, to a deep sense of peace and sanctuary. Walking the last couple of hundred yards 

into the grove of woodland was like passing through some kind of boundary.  As I attuned to my surroundings 

I looked up because I could feel the unmistakable presence of the trees. They where protecting the cromlech. 

They stood like sentries around the whole site, great big beech trees. The sun was nearly setting amongst the 



trees, and I wondered what other people had made of this view. Karen entered the grove behind me. I felt this 

to be a special place protected by other custodians as well as the big beech trees. 

 

 The whole site created for me a shift of consciousness. I was very happy to be here. I walked over to the 

cromlech, and stood, just looking. I went in and sat, and smiled as the sun dipped out of sight. The feelings I 

had in the cromlech were of acceptance, and I would have been happy to stay all night, in a dreamlike state. I 

came out and thought to take some photos but realized I had forgotten to bring my camera. Karen obliged, and 

we got some photos.  I will definitely visit the  ógreyhounds lairô  again, and maybe spend quite a few hours 

there. It was a surreal experience that I will forever hold dear.  

 

Snowdonia is breathtaking, you will be swept off your feet, and find yourself on the doorstep of Dinas 

Affaraon in a blink of an eyelid. For those of you who are lovers of the Mabinogi and the myths and legends of 

old, just a few hours in this national park, will leave spouting words of poetry and endearment. It will penetrate 

your psyche and perhaps even leave you with a sense that, there is something greater than oneself. For me this 

was over whelming, in fact I sniveled away in the car, with Karen comforting me because I had denied myself 

for many years to feel such beauty, but now I had awoken to it. It was calling to me, ñhere I am, look at meò. 

My connection to this land and in particular the mountains, had awoken my dragons heart and it now nourished 

me. The steep winding road up the valleys, surrounded by the walls and peaks, of rugged wild beauty, left me 

feeling humbled. I was in awe of the living breathing landscape that encompassed me. From the coal mining 

valleys of South Wales to the slate mining valleys of North Wales through which we now travelled, 

industrialization changed the face of my country. Still this soil calls to me, and echoes in my being, just as 

much as I breathe new life into it, with each word that forms in my mind and I put down on paper, it breaths 

new life into me, and this is how I would describe this connection. I have seen many mountains, in many 

distant lands, but none speak to me, like The Land of My Fathers. This wondrous, bleak, wet landscape is my 

home, and I have been gifted with what I seek.  

Awen. 

 

Beaumaris Castle and Caernarfon Castle are great examples of castles in Wales. Our landscape is littered with 

castles, ranging from modern reproductions  like Coed Coch, to castles built during the campaign of Edward 

the First in North Wales and from these stemmed many more. 

 The remains of these fortified residences still dominate a lot of the Welsh landscape. Each built in different 

periods, each with its own style, from moats, to caves and dungeons. Castles can be explored until the heart is 

contented, and you get a taste of what life could be during those times. Of interest to some, Caernarfon in 

modern times was the place of the Investiture of HRH Prince of Wales. The plastic balcony the Royals stood 

on mars the facade of the castle to this day. 

 

Ynys Mon, the Druids Isle, The Honey Isle, has a very colorful and disturbing history. There are many sites 

here, that one such as myself would wish to spend lots of time. We where incredibly fortunate to meet with our 

gracious host for the day, and fellow country man, Kristopher Hughes. A very charismatic, like-minded, druid 

author, who is a native of this soil. We met in the tea rooms of Plas Newydd and Kristopher guided us around 

many of the sacred sites as time would permit.  

 

We visited Bryn Celli Ddu ñ the mound of the dark grove ñ where, Kris and the Anglesey Druid Order (ADO) 

meet for gatherings to celebrate, the solstices. The chamber itself dates to around 2,000 B.C., but the history of 

the site dates back a further thousand years. The mound which envelopes the structure is marked by a circle of 

small kerb stones, set at about 30 metres in diameter. Excavations have uncovered evidence of hearths outside 

the entrance, together with an ox burial inside a three-sided shelter, and a scattering of quartz pebbles. The 

procession up to the chamber, draws you in. Offerings were given to Briant, in the lovely rivulet, and Kris 

lovingly said a few words. The chamber itself was incredibly atmospheric, as Kris smudged with herbs, 

described the effect of the sunlight hitting the quartz in the rock walls. There is a stone pillar inside, one which 



I would assume would have been used for ritual purposes, as well as a replica of a pattern stone outside. The 

original can be found in the National Museum Of Wales. 

 

 Another site is Llyn Cerrig Bach, a lake 

next to an RAF military base, where over 

150 Iron Age offerings were discovered. 

Recently the finds have been dated from 

between 300BC to 100AD. Given such a 

broad range, it is now thought that this 

wasnôt one offering but many offerings. 

There was a very odd atmosphere here,  

perhaps a feeling, a sense that I was walking 

in the footsteps of people before me. The 

ancient side-by-side with the modern - 

parallel with the military RAF base.  

AT Penrhos, in the centre of  a farmerôs field 

stands maen hir, two standing stones or 

portal stones. It is a mystery left to be 

discovered, as to what these stones represent, 

what they did. They have been dated 2000 to 

1500 BC, facing  outward to Snowdonia and 

and Holyhead. It is clear that this area has been a site for much activity and many more discoveries are yet to 

be made, since it is very near to Plas Meilw (TY Mawr). 

 

Ty Mawr is a site of around 10 or more stone remains, of circular huts, dating back to early Neolithic and 

Bronze Age. The complex is fairly well preserved. Grinding stones are easily visible giving one a sense of 

home life of this period. Some of the remains are identified as store houses and other, more elaborate, are 

assumed to be houses of important personages. This site certainly gives you a feel of how our ancestors lived. 

 

Trefignath burial chamber boasts magnificent tall portal stones, and implements of stone and flint have been 

found at the site.  The dating suggests that this has had been used over a long period of time, and the site  does 

emphasize to the significance of these monuments in Neolithic times.  

 

Our excursion in Anglesey was during a damp misty day.  However, Kris us treated us to tea and cake at his 

home, where he and his partner Ian, gave us great insight into their wonderful experiences along their spiritual 

journey. So nice of them to share with us. Karen and I left with nice memories of nice people living in a very 

interesting area of discovery. 

 

Well our edifying ramblings through Wales 

now stretched across the border into England. 

Lots of educative sites to browse. the Long 

Man Of Wilmington, Glastonbury, Stonehenge, 

West Kennet Long Barrow, Avebury and more, 

but time was everything, and we were pushed 

to the limit to take them all in. 

 

 

Our first visit was to the Anederida Grove open 

gathering to celebrate Imbolg. This was a a new 

experience for both of us. Here was our opportunity to gather at the foot of ñThe Long Manò in a larger grove 

of people all under the wing of Damh the Bard, and Cerri Lee.  



 

Karen and I are of RDNA and OBOD 

lineage, and we wanted to experience 

Imbolg in the U.K., which offered a 

slightly different ritual. Our grove 

( Clairière du Corbeau - Raven's Grove ) 

is very eclectic in itôs nature, so I wasnôt 

disappointed  when I experienced a larger 

grove with different traditions, but along 

with the different traditions were some 

very familiar ones. I particularly enjoyed 

the uplifting chanting, the holding of 

hands, and the eisteddfod. The location 

was enchanting, and the friendly welcome 

very heartfelt. Karen and I made new 

friends and we enjoyed a really instructive 

and uplifting experience.  

Our next place of call was Glastonbury and here we stayed for two nights at Bere House,   a pleasant 

comfortable B&B. If the future is kind and I am sure it will be, I shall return to Glastonbury and hopefully 

Bere House will again make me very welcome.  

 

 Glastonbury has been described as a New Age Community and in many ways attracts people with New Age 

and Neopagan beliefs. It is also notable for myths and legends related to Glastonbury Tor, Joseph of Arimathea, 

the Holy Grail, and King Arthur. In some Arthurian literature Glastonbury is identified with the legendary 

island of Avalon. Joseph is said to have arrived in Glastonbury and stuck his staff into the ground, and it 

flowered miraculously into the Glastonbury Thorn. The presence of a landscape zodiac around Glastonbury has 

been suggested but no evidence has been discovered. The Glastonbury Festival, held in the nearby village of 

Pilton, takes its name from the town. 

 

A lovely sunny English morning; not hot, but blue skies and just enough warmth to be comfortable. Breakfast 

was nice and we and headed out. The first sight of the Tor was  from the street outside of Bere House. The Tor 

towered over the town. I imagined the view must be spectacular from such a lofty height. 

 

We strode up the street, cloaks on and staves at hand. How refreshing it was to be so 

attired but draw no curious attention. We walked past the Chalice Well Gardens to the path leading straight up 

the Tor, rather than taking the winding terraces which would have have impinged upon our tight schedule. One 

day I shall take the winding terraces and count every step of the way, and tread the labyrinth up to the Tor. 

 

At the top stands St Michaelôs Tower. Excavations have revealed the outlines of two churches of St Michael, 

of which only the 15th-century roofless tower remains. Glastonbury Tor also has a grisly past. Abbot Richard 

Whiting was executed here in 1549 on the orders of Thomas Cromwell, the first Earl of Essex for his 

adherence to the Roman Catholic faith.  

 

St Dunstan, who became abbot of Glastonbury in about 940, introduced the Benedictine order. Around about 

1190, seven years after a fire had destroyed the abbey completely, monks proclaimed they had 'found' the tomb 

of King Arthur and Guinevere - quite possibly as a way of attracting pilgrims and supplementing their coffers. 

The Tor is further known as being one of the most spiritual sites in the country. Its pagan beliefs are still a 

cause for much celebration. It can also be very windy and cold (it was). 

 

From the top the view is wonderful.  The summit of the Tor, is indeed breathtaking, you can see for miles. 

There are many myths and historical attributes to Glastonbury Tor, far to numerous to mention. But once on 



the summit, you do get a sense of its spirituality. So much history, so many tales associated with this site. It is a 

very special place, and one can easily sense and visualize what it must have looked like as ñThe Isle of 

Avalonò. I happily sat looking out over the expanse. When we had taken in enough, of the lofty heights I was 

drawn to quickly descend where I grounded myself, and gradually attuned to the lower terra firma.  

 

For me it was somewhat overwhelming. The St Michael and the St Mary, dragon lines ( ley lines ) which 

connect many of Albionôs important archaeological and pagan sites, seemed a little to much, and the energy 

left me feeling dizzy. Down below I felt much better.  

 

From the Tor we and headed to the Chalice Well 

Gardens.  The feel of this place, was quite 

different to the headiness of the Tor. The gardens 

are serene and peaceful with ample opportunities 

to find a suitable place for reflection, 

contemplation, and meditation. Exquisitely 

designed and cared for, a sanctuary for all, not 

just for someone of my persuasion. Water 

features throughout, spiral walkways, devotional 

spaces, phenomenal yew trees. You really feel it 

in your being, that Spring had been born here. 

The Chalice Well itself was adorned with fresh 

cut flowers and candles for the Goddess. Perched 

above the well, a bird, happily ate away at seed 

left no doubt by a bird lover. 

 

This is a place to be nurtured and nourished, a place of tranquility and contemplation, a place where you feel 

the goddess in her many forms.  A place that I feel, I will visit many times.  

 

At lunchtime we stopped off at Bere House, changed, and headed into town for lunch and shopping. 

The town itself, is unlike any place I have ever been. Every faith, spirituality, religion is in this town. For 

druids, like Karen and myself, it is a most agreeable and uplifting place to be. Such wonderful esoteric stores, 

organic stores, pubs and restaurants. We had a wonderful lunch in the Rainbow Cafe, all manner of vegetarian 

delights served here, washed down with a bottle of dandelion and burdock pop! I think we hit every esoteric 

store that we could find, along with all the clothing shops. At this point I began wondering about luggage 

allowances, but just couldnôt resist being just a little of a spendthrift. We shopped until the stores closed, 

returned to Bere House, showered, changed, and returned to town for dinner. This we had in a wonderful pub  

named The George and Pilgrim. Over 500 hundred years old. Stained glass windows adorned the lounge, suits 

of armor and tapestries adorned the walls. What a lovely place to be. Glastonbury is a must for people on a 

spiritual path. The acceptance in this small town is what makes it so very special to people like myself.  

 

Another glorious day, and we are driving to Stonehenge, West Kennet Long Barrow, and Avebury.  

 

At Stonehenge it is rather peculiar to stand at the edge of such a magnificent monument, and not be able to 

touch the stones, to feel the stones, to connect directly to the stones, except in oneôs psyche. Yes, this is a 

world heritage site. There was a time, when you could walk to these stones and greet them. It saddens me that 

this is no longer the case because of deterioration at the site. The English Heritage Trust has fenced and roped 

the entire monument as an act of protection. Druids are allowed to officiate pagan gatherings for the solstices, 

and archeological digs are permitted. 

 

Stonehenge is now a mirage of the old and the new. Tour buses, gift stores, cafes, people and traffic 

everywhere. The tour guides are well versed in their knowledge both from an archeological point and a pagan 



perspective. I think they have done rather well with that particular point; however, everything else is somewhat 

marred. To find the sacred you need to put all the tourist clutter out of your mind and I found that very hard to 

do. I have been fortunate to visit the stones a few times, but now their profundity is markedly less. People 

travel from all over the world to come and see Stonehenge. And todayôs travelers are not so different from 

travelers of long ago.  

 

 So many theories, still elusive as ever. Their 

meaning for people back then and now, is vague and 

ambiguous but we still feel reverence while visiting 

these giants of this sacred circle and wonder at their 

mysteries. The stones dominate the landscape, 

beacon-like they demand our attention. 

 

West Kennet Long Barrow is one of the many 

prehistoric monuments that are part of the Avebury 

complex of Neolithic sites situated along a 200-meter 

contour line overlooking Silbury Hill, one-and-a-half 

miles south of Avebury. There is a small lay-by on 

the main road and then a ten minute walk to the 

barrow. On our walk to the barrow we spied a clootie 

tree. Further along the walk I felt myself being drawn toward the tomb area. 

 

The sun was beginning to set, and my feelings were similar those I experienced at the cromlech in Preseli Hills 

- a presence of peace. I gave offerings and scattered them around. In the barrow was a distinct smell of old 

damp air that permeated throughout. 

  

When Karen gifted our grove with stones 

collected from this site, the smell was again 

noticeable, it is a smell I recognize from other 

ancient sites. 

 

This particular barrow, is in good shape, and 

has endured well against the elements and 

excavations. It is the second longest in Britain 

and measures 100 meters, with two chambers to 

the left, two chambers to the right, and one at 

the end.  It has been excavated by John Aubrey, 

William Stukeley, and most recently Piggott and Atkinson in 1955-56.  

 

These  tombs, contained pottery of various kinds, beads made of bone, stone and shells, flint tools, and animal 

bones. Its funerary importance is obvious, along with the fact that itôs aligned east-west, in accordance with the 

daily path of the sun. Very few intact skeletons have been excavated and it leads to assumptions that bones 

were often removed for rituals 

 

 Avebury, just one-and-a-half miles from West Kennet contains the largest stone circle in Europe. One large 

circle encloses two smaller circles. Unlike Stonehenge you can walk through the stone circles and touch the 

stones. A large henge ditch surrounds the outer circle and encloses the complex. It has been built and altered 

many times. It is part of the wider complex of Neolithic and bronze age monuments in the same area: 

Stonehenge, Silbury Hill, West Kennet. We arrived just after sunset, which is a shame, because I much 

preferred this site to Stonehenge. It is more accessible. The stones seem plonked down randomly and tourism 

at the site seems quite light compared to Stonehenge. There is a very welcoming feel to this site, you can go 



and explore, for as long as you wish. I would have loved to have seen it in the daylight and have put it on my 

list for a future visit.  

 

 So, my trip to ñThe Land Of My Fathersò 

closes. Someone in UK sings of a ñNew 

World in the Morningò and that now seems 

to be my course and my home. It is 

goodbye to the old world, but I shall return. 

Wales has magnetism and close 

associations with Celtic  lore that are close 

to my heart. 

 

Karen and I had a fantastic time. It was 

incredibly busy, but inside of us we had a 

need to see what we planned to see, and 

apart from our called-off Irish trip, we were 

quite successful in our itinerary. 

 

For me and my personal beliefs, this trip 

was a reaffirmation. My sense of belonging 

and connection to Wales is incredibly strong even though I have chosen husband and hearth in a beautiful 

country far far from Wales. I have tested my bonds and I have love for all.  

 

My practise of druidry has made my bonds with the land, the seasons, and nature stronger. However, there 

exists a disconnection felt by a lot of us that our bonds are not strong because we have not nurtured a sense of 

belonging.  

 

Our connection to land, nature, culture, and people bonds us like links on a chain, and gives us a sense of 

belonging and welcoming. When we feel we belong and feel welcome, we have a sense of  participating in life. 

When we participate in life, we feel we are contributing to its enrichment.  Neighbor not talking to neighbor is 

how we start to weaken the bonds that give us participation, contribution is lost, and so is the sense of 

belonging.  

 

My sense of belonging and welcome enables me to participate in life and contribute to lifeôs enrichment. These 

are the core values that form the foundations of my druidic practice. 

 

Enjoy! 

Penny Leyson-Young 

  



 

Druid Poetry 
 

 
Penny 

 

A Bardic Blessing 

 

A clear blue sky on a warm Sunny 

morning. 

May you be the Flower blooming on this 

Sunny Day. 

And none dare pluck you as they walk 

your way. 

The bees come visit and your seeds live 

and bloom on another Sunny day. 

 

TDK (George King) 

 

 



 

 

The Quest 
As above, and so below, 

I walk the middle plane, 

As those before and those ahead, 

I search for knowledge gained. 

 

My fingers touch the earth upon, 

my eyes gaze to the skies, 

my feelings are whispered words, 

as I ask a thousand why's? 

 

The search is but a life long query, 

my quest is nary straight, 

much like a dusty book in an old library, 

the answers are worth the wait. 

 

j~anglehart 2013 

 
I see often request for helping small animals that of course need room to live and protection from the grinding killing 

Civic wheels of Man. 
 

And yes I do help every day. 

In my humble and simple way. 

A bit of food both from plate and Pay. 

Goes to the Goddess's children each and every Day. 

For surely in these hard times for Nature, this is the Druid Way. 

 

But what of Wars and wrongs, of GMOs deadly Farms? 

We have only weak and chicken peep to say of these great Harms. 

 

Once we were the right had of Kings and of our wisdom they did obey 

Now those new elected Kings do in our good names awful crimes every hour of the Day. 

 

Today's Druids, few do dare or perhaps do care enough put their names much less their life on the Ley. 

 

Lets put on our robes bring our Bells and our Votes demand new wiser Kings and a better Way. 

 

Or Fracking and GMO clones with flying Drones. 

Creating a dead land with fearful serfs in camera Zones. 

Will be all that's left and no one will have a rightful tongue. 

Or legal right to give a Druid's say.  

 

It is all been Written in the Past. 

We have let the deadly die be cast. 

But now we must take a stand. 

Extend our hand and take their bones away. 

For it is up to us the Druids to weaver the better way. 

TDK  (George King) 

  



 

 

 

Druid Child written in the milk of Oimelc's ink  

 

Let bars of Iron not bind its mind to be another Man Cow. 

Or touch the burning brand of Adam to its Shining Brow 

So few are born like it with the Third Eye. 

Goddesses Ceridwen's special gift, the Awen of Why. 

Be it born a She or He the Druid Soul carieth not a Jot. 

For it is not the sex that has cast this special child"s sacred Lot. 

But in its Blood there is an invisible third stand of cosmic DNA. 

The Ancient Oak's hidden Gift to the Druid's Soul Way. 

And with it, a Child is born in the knowledge of the Ley. 

This rare blood carries special kinship to all that's wild or pagus still alive Today. 

To it Awen flows down from the ancient and sacred Oak that Groves. 

Only in the far off lost lands of the Fae. 

Where they guard its ancient life each Night to Day. 

Through all five seasons of the mystic Dark and Light. 

From those on Earth born to the ancient evil Way. 

Yet still rule over man, even to this very modern Day. 

Their goal to cut down this Ancient and sacred Oak. 

And of its wood, finish Humanities final Yoke. 

To gain ultimate power for them there is no other Way. 

Still as long a Druid child is born and remembers ancient Ley. 

A blind and lost Humanity will remain somewhat free for another Day. 

 

If this tale rings deep in the well of mind for You. 

Doubt not its flash of strange but sweet Awen. 

As Goddess Ceridwen has blessed your tongue with just a drop or Two 

And she need not to give reference to old Men with Silk and Bordered Robes 

That used the wood from our sacred Groves to feed the fires of their Roman Globes. 

 

The Druid King 

Copyrite George King February 22, 2013 

 

 

 

 

When you die, only three things will remain of you, since you will abandon all material things on the 

threshold of the Otherworld;  

1. what you have taught to others,  

2. what you have created with your hands,  

3. and how much love you have spread.  

So learn more and more in order to teach wise, long-lasting values. Work more and more to leave the world 

things of great beauty. And love, love, love people around you for the light of love heals everything. 

~ French Druid Triad - Francois Bourillon 

 

  



 

Spring Did Come. 

 

Spring did come, 

On butterfly's wings. 

On a flitting bird, 

And the song it sings. 

 

Spring did come, 

When the flowers bloomed, 

When it filled the air 

With a sweet perfume. 

 

Spring did come, 

On the morning's breeze. 

Spring did come, 

On budding leaves. 

 

Spring did come, 

On blades of dew. 

Spring did come, 

In skies of blue. 

 

Spring did come, 

With a joyous ring. 

 

Spring did come... 

 

Welcome, Spring! 

 

By Macy Dvirnak 

 

  



STORY: The Druidôs Parable 
Video Story Based on Robert Larsonôs Tale 

 

 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ztxxdz-nAiY 

 

This lovely by Celestial Elf (at Mikeôs suggestion) is taken from the 2nd Epistle of Robert in 

the Book of Apocrypha. http://orgs.carleton.edu/Druids/ARDA2/doc/2part2-1.doc  on page 67 

of 90 in the file (labeled 82 on the document) 
 

Chapter the Sixth 
1. Finally, in answer to Brother Morrison, I will now relate this incredibly ancient Druid fable which I have 

just written. 

2. Ahem. 

 

3. Once in the long ago there were three Druids, and very fine Druids they were, too. It came to pass that each 

of them inherited a piece of land with a large rock on it. 

4. Now the First of these Druids went to his land and looked at his rock and immediately fell in love with it. 

5. To make his rock even more beautiful he fell to rubbing and buffing it until it bore a bright polish. 

6. Every day he would rub and buff it till it almost outshone the sun, so bright it was. 

7. The people who lived nearby would often come to see the rock and say what a wonderful, bright rock it was 

being. 

8. Now eventually the Druid died and went to the Sidhe hills as all good Druids do. But the wind and rain did 

not die. 

9. Slowly it was that the rock lost its polish, but lose it it did. No longer did the people come to see the rock, 

now neither wonderful nor bright, for of what interest is a mere rock, except to geologists? 

 

10. The second of the Druids went to his land and looked at his rock and thought what a wonderful statue his 

rock would make. 

11. So he took a hammer and chisel and carved a statue of his god out of it. Paint he put on his statue, and gold 

and jewels also, until it looked exactly like his idea of his god. And the people who lived both near and far 

came to marvel at the statue and worship at it, saying such things as "You could swear that it's alive, that it's 

being." 

12. To which the Druid would reply, "It is." 

13. Eventually the second Druid too died and went to the Sidhe hills where all good Druids go. But the wind 

and rain did not die, nor did human nature change. 

14. Thieves came and stripped the statue of its gold and its jewels. Wind and rain completed the destruction, 

until the statue once again resembled nothing so much as a rock. 

15. And the people stopped coming to marvel and to worship, for, after all, who wants to worship a rock after 

he's had the most wonderful statue in the world? 

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ztxxdz-nAiY
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16. The Third Druid went to his land and looked at his rock. Then he climbed upon it and looked about him, 

liking what he saw. 

17. He planted flowers, trees and bushes about the rock and lichen on it. Every day he would herd his cows and 

sheep on the land about the rock, sitting on or resting against it. 

18. As time went by, the flowers, the bushes and trees grew and the lichen covered the rock, giving the Druid 

an even more beautiful view and a softer 

seat to watch his herds from. 

19. So beautiful did the Druid's land 

become, that people came from far and 

near to sit with him and watch the deer 

and fox play and the flowers bloom, for 

it was said to be the most beautiful and 

peaceful place in the world. 

20. The time came when the third Druid 

died and went to the Sidhe hills where 

all good Druids go. But the flowers did 

not stop growing, nor did the bushes and 

trees and lichen. 

21. Still did the deer and fox play in the 

Druid woods, and still were cows and sheep herded about the rock. 

22. The Druid's name was forgotten, but some people still came to sit on his rock and look at his woods, for it 

was yet the most beautiful and peaceful place in the world. 

23. And so it remains to this day. 

 

24. Beannachtai na Mathar libh. Siochain 

Robert, ArchDruid, Berkeley Grove 

28 Mean Samhraidh, 14 y.r. 

(July 2nd, 1976 c.e.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NEW PODCAST 

 

CHARLTON HALL  

I have a podcast called 'Druid Nation.' Each Sunday at 2 p.m. EST we record a Round Table discussion for the 

podcast. This week's topic will be 'alternative energy,' if anyone would like to participate. We record via Skype. 

Please contact me if you're interested! The podcast is here:www.druidnation.com 

  

http://www.druidnation.com/


 

MORE   Druid Videos 
 

 
Eostre Greetings by Celestial Elf 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4lZ-YKIeXww 

 

 

 
Native American Ritual (Rogue Media) 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tvvaqTFUmj0   -Sebastien 

 

 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OjpbarjvuDU   -Sebastien 

 

 

Really good conference on 

Brehon Law. For me the 

Brehons was the perfect example 

of what happen the last Celtic 

Laws and society. Really 

important part of Irish history! :-

)  -Sebastien   http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cN52LnC020g  

 

 

http://www.youtube.com/wat

ch?feature=endscreen&v=3

QLJPtRXKrA&NR=1 

Here's a fine ritual approach 

from southern California 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4lZ-YKIeXww
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tvvaqTFUmj0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OjpbarjvuDU
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cN52LnC020g
http://www.youtube.com/watch?feature=endscreen&v=3QLJPtRXKrA&NR=1
http://www.youtube.com/watch?feature=endscreen&v=3QLJPtRXKrA&NR=1
http://www.youtube.com/watch?feature=endscreen&v=3QLJPtRXKrA&NR=1


channeled by a bodhisattva squirrel. ï Helgaleena 

 

 

Hey everyone, it's your favorite 

sometimes Bard back again 

hehe. I really should keep up 

with this page more but I've 

been super busy at work for the 

most part. I was watching this 

video and was amazed with how intricate his bodhran skills are, and I had to share it. Enjoy :) 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-gfPVwBoaiY  

 

 

 

For St. Patrickôs Day Mike recommends the following videos: 
¶ 1959 "Darby O'Gill and the Little People" is still the best leprechaun movie. You might find the accent 

a little thick in spots, but you'll like the special effects, and Sean Connery's break-through pre-Bond 

role. Little romance, humor, and a touch of culture. Based on the popular books by an Irish writer who 

wrote of her memories on the turn of the century. 

¶ http://youtu.be/3KsXcNZ5Tj4 Part 1 of 10 videos. Enjoy. 

¶ Leprechaunôs Christmas Gold  http://youtu.be/x8sRpCeocVk   

¶ Leprechaunôs Gold Cartoon   http://youtu.be/ALVNQkXYKk0  

¶ The Wee men  http://youtu.be/Uqr5yrBJdms  

¶  

Oriana Recommends 

Quiet Man, Evelyn, Angela's Ashes, Leap Year, Circle of Friends, Ballykissangel (been there! :D) Tara 

Road, Finians Rainbow, the magdalene sisters, Secrets of the Roan Irish, Scarlett 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Making it up as we go along. Hope you enjoy 

this video, and it blows your mind. 

 

http://youtu.be/ODetOE6cbbc 

 

 

If you like that one see the following three youtube channels 

http://www.youtube.com/user/DarkMatter2525    Dark Matter 2525 

 

http://www.youtube.com/user/TheThinkingAtheist  

 

http://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PL0886D8914D5FA08F  Messed-up Bible Stories 

 

  

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-gfPVwBoaiY
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http://youtu.be/ODetOE6cbbc
http://www.youtube.com/user/DarkMatter2525?feature=watch
http://www.youtube.com/user/TheThinkingAtheist
http://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PL0886D8914D5FA08F


 

Druid Pictures 
 

 

 
Ostara Blessings from snowy Quebec :) ïJulie 

 

 

 
 

 
Thomasô altar 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 


