
 



Three small Devotionals honouring the Ancestors of Blood, Kin, 
and Land, to take place over Three Nights. 
 
You will need:  
 

● A candle to serve as your hearth 
● A bowl to receive offerings 
● Incense, if desired 
● Grains (or another offering) for the Earth Mother and 

the Three Kindreds 
● A libation to pour for each group of Ancestors 

 
 

 
Each night before you begin, purify yourself by simply washing 
your hands and face. Use this time to quietly focus on the work 
you are about to do. Once you are finished, head directly to your 
shrine to begin.  
 
[Light the candle. If desired, further purify self with incense.] 
 
I am here to honour the Ancestors on this Samhain night.  
 
Earth Mother, the first of my offerings is given to you.  
Uphold this rite, as you uphold my life each day.   
[pour out the grains] 
 
I stand at the Sacred Centre, at the Fire, Well, and Tree, 
I stand between the worlds, the Land, Sky, and Sea, 
Here, I meet the Kindreds -- the Gods, Dead, and Sidhe, 
And I have come to bring worship to the Powers.  
 
Kindreds Three, Shining Ones, Ancestors, and Land-Spirits, be 
welcome at my hearthfire. I pour out this offering to you.  
[pour out the grains] 
 
 



Choose the next appropriate section for your rite:  
 
First Night: Honouring the Ancestors of Blood 
 
I bring offering to the Ancestors of my blood, those generations 
of people whose deeds and actions have brought me to this 
place. Mighty Dead, I offer to you this night. I remember your 
names, and I will share your stories with my inheritors, that 
they may also remember you. I am grateful for my memories 
of you, and know that your wisdom endures in the Well and in 
the Waters of the Earth. I pray, O Ancestors, that you will 
support the enduring line of my family and work now and in 
the future.  
 
[Pour out the libation. Contemplate the Ancestors of Blood.] 
 
 
Second Night: Honouring the Ancestors of Kin  
 
I bring offering to the Ancestors of all of the folk of my 
communities. I honour your achievements in life, you 
multi-talented folk, with your individual stories and lives well 
lived. I acknowledge your hardships, those which you 
overcame, and those which shaped you. Though I may not 
know you, I honour your memories, because my friends 
honour your memories, and what is remembered, lives.  
 
I bring offering to the Ancient Wise, the Ancestors of our 
Druidry. Through the Deep Gate I praise you and your works, 
you who kept the old ways in ancient times. I keep the old 
ways even now, and so I honour you -- priests, bards, 
magicians, for your continued inspiration and guidance at my 
fires, in my rites, and in our songs.  
 
[Pour out the libation. Contemplate the Ancestors of Kin.] 
 
 



Third Night: Honouring the Ancestors of Land 
 
I bring offering to the Ancestors of this Land -- the spirits of 
nature that have lived and died here, and the ancestors of this 
city, both its builders and the original inhabitants of this place. 
I honour those who came before the settlers, those indigenous 
peoples who lived here, and whose descendants still live here. 
In this beautiful place I honour you, for our lives are linked on 
this common ground.  
 
[Pour out the libation. Contemplate the Ancestors of Land.] 
 
 
[Each night, say:] 
Ancestors, I thank you for your presence at my hearth. 
Be honoured, this night and every night.  
 
Earth Mother and Kindreds Three,  
I thank you for joining this rite and giving your blessings. 
Be honoured, this night and every night. 
 
The rite has ended. So be it.  
 
[Extinguish your candle.] 
 
   



 
ADDITIONAL PRAYERS 

 
A Samhain Prayer 
 
Amid the falling drops of rain, 
Under the greying sky, 
I pause in the presence of the spirits. 
It is your season, Mighty Dead, 
We feel you stirring in the Earth. 
Let us hear your whispers in the leaves, 
Emerge from this timeless autumn. 
Come to us now, on the breeze, 
And we will carry forth your memories. 
 
 
Welcoming An Cailleach in this Season of Winter 
 
Welcome An Cailleach, Winter Goddess, Bone Mother, 
It is your season, and you are with us once more.  
Look favourably upon us: 
Let your lessons strengthen us, but without harshness. 
Let your cold purify us, but without fear.  
Let the starkness of the season also reveal its magic. 
Accept this offering, An Cailleach,  
As the wheel turns towards the depths of winter.  
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Rev. Lisa Wasilkowsky Malik is a Priest of Ár nDraíocht Féin, 
serving the Gods, Folk, and Land in Oshawa, Ontario.  

 
Visit her online at  

hazelandrowan.wordpress.com 


