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Greetings to all Affili ated Groups and Groves – and happy birthday to this Newsletter, 
it has been one full year since the first issue was sent winging across the cyberwaves. 
Over here in the North of England we have experienced a very wet summer. Our 
grove’s Summer Solstice ritual was held during a relentless downpour and the 
weather carried on like that for much of the summer. I’m conscious of other countries 
in the world where prolonged rainfall becomes a problem, or the other side of the 
coin, where not enough rain falls and the land and all who live on it suffer greatly as a 
consequence. At the Equinox, be it Spring or Autumn, it is a time of balance, 
therefore it is my hope that we all get to experience that balance and that our li ves, 
and the earth, are blessed by peace and harmony. 
 
Many Blessings, 
Lynda  
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The Melbourne Grove 
Victoria, Australia 
 
Greetings from the Melbourne Grove (TMG).  As this is our introductory contribution 
to the newsletter I thought I would take this opportunity to provide some background 
history on the grove. 
 
TMG began as an OBOD seed group at Spring Equinox in 1998 when a newly 
initiated Druid, Ovate and Bard decided to join forces and celebrate the eight seasonal 
festivals Southern hemisphere style.  A small grove of tiny saplings was planted and 
over the years the growth of the trees has been mirrored by that of the group. 
 
Although many members live within various parts of Melbourne and its surrounds, 
much of the grove’s activities focus around Mounts Dandenong and Corhanwarrabul 



in the forest ranges east of Melbourne.  In 2002 the Guardians of the Mountain began 
revealing to Grove members sacred places throughout the ranges.  The yearly cycle of 
ceremonies was aligned with these sites and, from their relationship, the sacred 
geometry that exists around the two mounts soon became apparent.  In a country 
where members of the grove can be considered relative (if not total) newcomers, 
connecting with the land takes on a new and particular significance.  Thus, this 
indication of acceptance by the mountain was considered a very special honour.  As if 
to confirm the relationship, the grove was privileged to have the company of two 
young Wurundjeri people at the 2003 Beltane Ceremony, who planted their own tree 
to mark the occasion. 
 
But, as everybody knows all too well , good growth doesn’ t come without its periods 
of chaos!  And so it was, in 2006, that TMG entered such a period.  Elkie, the grove 
chief, retreated on sabbatical and, after the initial upheaval, the grove entered a period 
of dormancy.  Whilst on the surface not a great deal appeared to be going on during 
this time, many changes were taking place within.  Elkie returned a year later with 
renewed vigour and vision, and a new phase in the grove’s li fe was to begin.  The new 
vision was off icially birthed at this year’s southern hemisphere Winter Solstice.  If the 
cold, wet night was a test of our commitment we rose to the challenge admirably and I 
later commemorated this special occasion for the grove in the following poem. 
 

Within the forest we now stand 
Cathedral of the living land 
Honouring the sun’s rebirth 

Among these sentinels of earth 
Linked by roots and branches high 

Deepest earth to darkest sky 
Standing tall with quiet ease 

We find our peace among the trees 
Acknowledging the ancient dead 

Upon whose land we now do tread 
Keepers of this timeless place 
Guardians of this sacred space 

Witness to our solstice rite 
On midwinter’s longest night 
Gathered in our circle bright 

To birth our vision with the light 
Joined in purpose, hand and heart 

Of this moment we are part 
Spirit moving from within 

A bright new phase does now begin 
 
With the off icial birth of TMG’s vision I have now succumbed to the persistence of a 
certain editor of this newsletter and hope that this will be the first of many 
contributions! 
 
Anybody who would like to contact TMG can do so via: 
 Elkie on: whitelk@bigpond.com or myself on whtjoj@aol.com. 
 
Southern hemisphere blessings to all . 
 
Joanne White       
 



Tangwen’s Grove 
South Warwickshire, England 
 

 
PEACE ONE DAY 
21st September 2008 

 
Parliament Square, London 

 
 
Making our way towards the Houses of Parliament the presence of dozens of police 
was obvious, and you can imagine how we smiled at the synchronicity: the Royal Air 
Force were holding a service at Westminster Abbey commemorating those airmen 
who had died in the last world war at exactly the time of our rite.  The Prince of 
Wales and his wife were attending, hence the police presence. 
 

There were around 25 of us, the number for which 
we’d asked permission from the police and local 
authorities to make our gathering legal under the 
new anti-terror laws.  The sun shone beautifully, 
the grass was dry, as we stood in our circle in 
Parliament Square, the Abbey’s bells pealing so 
loudly we had to raise our voices to hear one 
another.  And beautifully, perfectly, just as we were 
slipping into our meditation on peace, overhead 
screamed four fighter jets in a fly-past honouring 
the RAF dead, right over the Abbey and our 
gathering.   
 
For those unfamiliar with the setting, the place is 
li ke a large square roundabout.  The traff ic was 
snarling and beeping, big buses revving and 

pausing, now and then some heavy drum and bass erupting from an open car window, 
police and ambulance sirens regularly adding to the cacophony, Big Ben chiming at 
each quarter hour, helicopters whirring above, protestors shouting or chanting, the 
chatter of tourists walking past, the earth beneath us vibrating as each subway train 
passed below, all amidst the constant hum of the city itself.  Brian Haw, the longterm 
Christian war protester is still encamped on one pavement, statues of war heroes and 
politi cians stand fixed in their glory beneath the plane trees, and upon the grass sat 
small groups of families, couples, tourists – and us. 
 
 
And we found peace.  The shared intention was so clear, even those whose spiritual 
practice has not been extensive could find the current of peace, as we let ourselves be 
fully a part of the fabric of nature in that moment in time and space.   For some 40 
minutes or so, utterly within the nature of that place, we were an integral part of the 
sacred song of peace. 
 
 
 



Roused by the soft tones of the drum (soft simply because of the noise levels around 
us), we then each spoke of what inspired us, what provided us with the strength to 
allow us to find that peace, and in doing so we honoured our gods, our ancestors, 

nature, each other, giving thanks for each 
relationship that nourished, fuelled, and 
taught us. 
 
Standing up, we each then acknowledged 
how we are complicit in destroying peace, 
recognising our faili ngs, honouring the 
gods of war and all those currents that do 
not support peace, aspects of our world 
and our nature that thrive upon the friction 
of conflict – yet still we stood in peace.  
And that peace we then shared in chanting 

and song, expressing its easy tides and harmony, directing the magical flow in 
particular towards the Houses of Parliament before us. 
 

We had arranged with the authorities that our gathering would last just two hours, and 
we closed our rite with the sharing of cookies.  Most who came had made or bought 
peace cookies, and some of the gathering took them around the Square to the 
protestors (many of which were Muslim and fasting for Ramadan), to families, to 
tourists, as we sat and shared their sweetness with tea and water. 
 
It was a beautiful gathering.  There was no protest, no yelli ng, no fighting for what we 
assert to be right, no judging of wrong.  Yet this was not fluff .  It was exquisitely 
powerful.  Peace must begin with peace within, and if we can find it, express it, share 
it, and within such a place, we have crafted a good day - and we did.   
 
Emma Restall Orr 
Tangwen’s Grove 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



The Oak and Feather Grove 
East Lancashire, England 
 

Peace One Day 
21st September 2008 

Tockholes Wood, Lancashire 
 
Having had such a wet summer here in England’s 
Lancashire it came as a relief (not to mention somewhat of 
a surprise!) when Sunday 21st turned out to be such a warm, 
sunny and dry day! The OaF Grove had invited friends and 
family and those who could make it had gathered at the 

Visitors centre near Tockholes Wood in the Darwen area. We walked through the 
lovely wood to where Holli nshead Well was waiting for us and settled down in a 

natural grove of beech trees nearby. 
During the ritual each of us spoke 
of our beliefs, experiences and 
hopes of peace. These ranged from 
personal inner peace to the 
peacetime experienced by countries 
no longer ravaged by war. A 
constant focus was that of the 
simple peace felt by communities 
giving and sharing, working 
together in love and harmony, 
providing for those less fortunate 
so that their basic needs are met. 
 

 
After sharing bread and mead and giving thanks for harvest being safely in at this 

time of year we closed the circle 
and left the shady grove to picnic in 
a sunny meadow adjacent to the 
well . 
As I left the grove, bringing up the 
rear as usual, I looked behind me 
and was suddenly halted. In the 
quiet still ness the sun was shining 
into the glade, dappling the ground 
and branches, and within the hush 
all I could hear was the sound of 
leaves gently drifting from the trees 
to the mossy ground. As I stood 

and felt the peaceful beauty of the scene before me it occurred to me that what I was 
witnessing, almost tangible and held in one perfect fragile moment, was peace at it’s 
most simple. 
 
Lynda 
 



Genesis Order of Eclectic Pagan Druids 
Portsmouth, England 

Peace One Day 
21st September 2008 

Portchester Castle, Portsmouth 
 

 
 
 

Hail ! On Sunday 21st September The Genesis 
Order of Druids from Portsmouth held a public 
ritual in the grounds of Portchester castle with 
permission from English Heritage. We had a 
good crowd of people taking part, it was a nice 
peaceful ceremony and we were blessed with 
nice warm sunny weather with some people 
even getting sunburnt. We had a guest goddess 
for the day, Xowie from the south west eclectic 
coven was Cerridwen and we presented her with 

an offering in thanks for a bountiful harvest. 

 Sarah, Archdruidess of the Berengaria Order, also performed the raising of her new 
Pendragon. After the cake and mead was blessed and passed around the circle I also 

said a few words in remembrance of Richard 
Wright, the Pink Floyd keyboard player who 
recently passed over. Apples decorated with 
ribbons were presented to each celebrant in the 
circle in remembrance of our ancestors, after 
which our Priestess, Emerald Pixie, held a healing 
circle and a number of people requested healing 
for family members and friends and a few words 
were said in recognition of Peace One Day. After 

the circle was closed our resident bardic band 'Cool Banana' played a few songs and 
brought the afternoon to an end. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 



Ergyng Grove 
Herefordshire, England 

Coming out of Hibernation 
Ergyng Grove has been hibernating for a couple of years for all sorts of reasons like 
time and space - , but now it’s niggling at me to wake up again and join with others 

who’d like to celebrate our land and the seasons.  
A funny time of year for the hedgehog to come out of 
hibernation, normally we would be going into it 
around the Autumn but something is stirring and so 
the Grove is coming to li fe again.  
We intend to meet again at the beginning of the year, 
at Samhain on either Friday 31st Oct or Sat 1st Nov at 
Arthur’s Stone, Dorstone, Hereford. I’m not sure if it 
will be a day or night meeting, it’s 3-4 days after the 

new moon so ‘ twill be in the dark phase – good for new beginnings.  
I am a shaman so our rites come out of Celtic shamanic ways. The site has strong 
connections with both Gwyn ap Nudd and Ceridwen, who both like to be celebrated 
there. Two cauldron keepers and watchers over the dead, out of the ancestral worlds, 
they offer much but also ask that one gives in return – of course - . 

I go there just about every week as I collect my milk – 
unpasteurised, organic, yummy! – from a farm just 
below the site. It doesn’ t seem right to be so close 
without going to say hello so I know it very well . If 
you’d li ke to join me please email:  
grymalkyn@peagreenboat.demon.co.uk  
Looking forward to having company again for the 
celebrations. 
 

From between the two lights, 
Grymalkyn 
 
 

 
 
 
The Sacred Grove of Truth 
Queensland, Australia 
 

Greetings one and all ,  

Well here in the land of Oz we had a beautiful Spring Equinox and our thoughts were 
with our Northern Hemisphere brothers and sisters going into Autumn. For us the 
beginning of the new year is the 21st/ 22nd of September where for our Northern 
Brethren it is the 21st/22nd of March. How different it all i s especially when we do 
our perambulation which is always following the sun and so here in the south we go 
from east, north, west, south and then to east again where you all go in the opposite 
direction and I know how strange it was for me while in England to go the opposite 
way. Still many it seems find it hard to break from the tradition of their ancestors and 
celebrate Northern Hemisphere times and still perambulate clockwise but I find that 



when they do this they lose the feeling of the Rite as the energies are all different and 
one must go with the flow of the energies of the land at all times.  

We ate our corn and salt and drank our wine and then meditated and called upon the 
Universal God letting our thoughts to be free of any selfish desire and directed into 
the channels that express our good wishes for the building of a better world for all 
mankind.  

It is only by creating and maintaining proper thoughts of a certain vibratory nature 
that a connection is made between the material body and the Astral or Psychic body 
that help maintain the psychic and material bodies in a harmonious relationship.  

The psychic body likewise demands for itself food and nourishment. It is a unique 
kind of food. It is the demand for this special food to satisfy the psychic body that 
eventually leads us to the studies that are within our tradition. The food that satisfies 
the psychic body is given to all of us in the form of our continued studies. It becomes 
just as essential to those who are advancing in evolution as are the daily meals our 
psychic self demands.  

It is the demand for this ethereal nourishment that compels us to make sacrifices of 
our times and resources to help others. This demand as well , requires us to meet in 
assembly at our meetings and to participate in festivals li ke the present symbolic one. 
It is the desire for this spiritual nourishment that compels us to spare no time or effort 
to secure knowledge of the right sort to satisfy the ever-increasing appetite of the 
psychic body.  

The true fountain of youth is that knowledge that rejuvenates the psychic body, that 
stimulates it, that allows it to express itself fully within the mortal shell . That is why 
we do not explore the Earth in the hope of f inding a secret fountain of youth already 
prepared by Nature. Instead, we begin with ourselves, wherein there is an ever li ving 
spring. We start with the use of good thought combined with right living and we learn 
that the fountain of happiness is within our own breasts and consciousness.  

None of us wants to li ve in the same material body forever. Like the clothes we wear, 
the body requires purification from time to time, and the purification must come 
through the Cosmic. Therefore, it is the Eternal Life of the psychic body, which is 
composed of the Divine Essence, with which we are connected. The material body 
suff ices only as a vehicle for the expression of this psychic self. We cannot fully 
direct the psychic body until we have been students, through perhaps more than one 
incarnation, it is then that we begin purifying the objective self and our thinking and 
living. This is the great secret; the transmuting of the baser elements of our physical 
being for the better manifestation of the gem of the psychic self, so that its lustre may 
be seen in our evolved personali ty and in our enlightened thinking and living. So the 
foundation for attaining mastership is good thought.  

We have dedicated this day the 21st of September as the beginning of the New Year 
when all Nature is reincarnating by a process of mystical awakening from the winters 
sleep and preparing to adorn herself with flowers and balmy weather for our joy and 
gratification. It is a time for meditation, and the renewal of the ideas that have kept 
our order alive and distinctive for centuries. It is time to be brought in tune with the 
pulsating heart of Nature. The realization that each of us plays a part and has a 
function in this glorious scheme of creation should flood the consciousness of every 
one of us.  

Empedoclies, (Terry Rundell ) 



 
 
Many thanks to all who have contributed to this newsletter, your contributions are 
always greatly appreciated and I look forward to receiving them all . If you have any 
poems, articles, pictures etc you would like to have included in the Winter/Summer 
Solstice issue please send them before the deadline of December 14th. 
 
This and previous issues of the newsletter are available to members on the TDN 
Website at this address http://druidnetwork.org/en/affil iatedgroups/newsletters  
 
Please remember to share the newsletter with members of your group or grove.  
 
For more information on the Peace One Day events not reported in this newsletter 
please visit the Website here: http://druidnetwork.org/en/peace/peaceoneday 
 


