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300 years from now, long after these words 
lie rotted in the earth, there will dwell 
a wood. In the heart of  this wild place 
will stand a great family of  oaks, circling 
a peaceful glade: a place of  foregone 
dreaming. There will be a knowing in this 
wood. Its story will be painted with winter 
lichen on shining limestone. Migrating 
skeins of  geese will call its memory across 
each spring’s budding canopy. Summer’s 
evenfall will shine its flourishing, and 
autumn’s curling leaves will sing its song  
as they cascade to the forest floor.

Listen. Can you hear the whispers of  the 
White Wood? It’s calling to you, longing for 
you to hear its story…

Once upon a future time, there stands a 
town. Its days of  music and laughter… they 
are no more. The town is grey - not from 
the stone that borders its broad streets or 
the winter’s sky that looms overhead, but 
in the hearts of  its people. For you see, the 
people of  that town have forgotten how 
to make fire. Each setting sun heralds the 
embrace of  an icy shadow that tightens its 
grip until the first light of  dawn. Darkness 
takes their hope away, and though they 
sleep, they can never dream. 

On this day yet to be, three children walk 
from this town to its borderland. They stand 
at the edge of  a wood, peering deep into the 

300 years to grow...
300 years to stand... 
300 years to die... 



8 9

wild darkness. Many times they have come 
here, longing to glimpse the magic within. 
Not once have they entered the wood or 
glimpsed anything more than shadows 
between the trees. But on this day they see 
something new within the darkness: a light, 
at first only a distant glimmer, like a fading 
star. Slowly it becomes brighter. The children 
gasp in wonder as they spy great antlers 
entwined with the forest canopy and strong 
rooted legs walking slowly towards them: 
The White Hart. The stare of  this great stag 
speaks to them: “Come… come… the White 
Wood is calling”.

Three curious children, six fumbling feet 
and thirty trembling toes take the first steps 
beyond the world they know. The light of  the 
White Hart guides them deeper and deeper... 

...into the heart of  the wild.
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After some time the children clamber 
up a hillside and descend into a clearing. 
The creature halts his pilgrimage, and 
the children look around to see they are 
encircled by seven great oak trees, twisted 
bark shimmering as the sunlight drapes 
itself  across their canopy. At the foot of  
each tree sat pale stones, protruding from 
the earth like teeth, scrawled with the chalk 
bodies of  ancient sea creatures. High above, 
the rhythmic flutter of  ashen wings cast 
shadows on the forest floor, blanketed with 
wood anemone like freshly fallen snow.

“The White Wood”, whisper the children. 
They sense that they know this place, as if  
they have journeyed here in dreams.

“Why did you bring us here?” asks one 
child, turning to where the stag had stood, 
but he is gone. They are alone, and the 

White Wood extends its circle of  silence 
around them.

In the serenity of  the clearing, the 
children’s senses expand and they begin to 
notice something new. Dead leaves rustle 
below with the journeys of  insects. The oaks’ 
canopy high above sings with the wind. The 
land beneath their feet quietly trembles with 
a deep molten memory. The light streaming 
between the veiled canopy warms the 
children’s curious faces. They sense that the 
creatures, the trees, the land and the light of  
the White Wood wish to tell their story. 

This is what they say...
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Our story began long ago, deep 
underground, inside soft white eggs. It 
was dark and we were alone. We burst out 
and found ourselves surrounded by other 
ants just like us. Our people. We worked 
hard to make this place our own. We dug 
underground gullies to help falling water 
run clear, we put up walls to protect from 
invasion and cleared the land of  the dying. 
We helped life in this place to flourish. 
When the day’s work was done we would 
climb up the rough-barked sky paths 
until we reached beyond the canopy. Our 

The Tale of The Creatures

eyesight is poor, but up there we could sense 
space all around and feel a cool light on our 
backs from high above... the moon. The high 
air seemed to go on forever, and we felt free.

Then they came. They looked like us, but 
we knew them by their real name: Slave-
makers. These ants told us they had come 
to help; to free us. But without thought 
they made us leave our land and took our 
children to work for them. We had to live on 
the edges far from our homes. Many who 
resisted were killed. Their darker dreams 
spread through the land and the world we 
built with care and patience was left to ruin. 
In time my people forgot what it meant 
to be free; to create lives for themselves 
without the cruel rule of  our masters. Now 
we work without reason. We eat without 
care, cut from the land that made us.
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But there are those of  us that still do not 
forget. We remember the cool caress of  the 
moon, and of  the space high above where 
anything feels possible. We know that as long 
as we continue to tell our story, there is a 
part of  us that will always be free.

This is the story of  the White Wood.
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Our story began long ago, many years 
before the birth of  any creature. The forest 
that once stood here was a kingdom of  
wonders. Ash, oak, pine and birch were our 
ancestors. Their roots were deep and their 
canopy was full of  song.

Then gossip began to circle, first as a 
whisper on the wind, then as cries from 
southern crows: “war, war, war” they cawed. 
These were the games of  strange beasts with 
weapons of  metal. We knew the world would 
never be the same again.

They came to this place and cut every 

last one of  our people from their roots. 
They lined them up, and marched them 
off to join the great battle beyond the sea. 
There they were set to work creating a city 
of  destruction. They saluted in trenches, 
propping up hundreds of  miles of  mud. 
They lay as bridges to be marched across, as 
huts to be sheltered within, as boxes to store 
these machines of  death. My people were 
proud to be serving their land. But none 
returned. There they lay, splinters in the 
fog. The war was nearly lost because there 
weren’t enough of  us to replace the fallen.

Far from that barren wasteland this 
hillside lay as another, a battlefield of  lost 
lives. Over time, the surviving humans 
returned and grew our young in neat rows. 
Still, nothing was the same. 

Then one day, amid ruined streets of  

The Tale of The Trees
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a distant city known as Kassel, bombs 
stopped falling, and in their place… acorns, 
twisting skyward not as explosions but as 
7,000 majestic oak trees. They transformed 
that place so much that the very air of  the 
city was cleaner. A new story. Humans came 
from across the globe to marvel at these 
sentinels of  hope. One of  these journeyers 
gathered acorns, and journeyed back to 
plant them here in this very place. 

That is who we are.

We stand together as the children of  past 
destruction, proudly circling this place of  
peace for all those that seek our shelter.

This is the story of  the White Wood.
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Our story began long ago, in a time when 
my great globe skin was covered in ocean. 
It was an age of  chaos and violence. Then, 
through these dark and toxic waters, beings 
began to squirm. As they swam, the poisons in 
the water were sucked into their bodies, and 
when they died they sank far below into my 
welcome embrace. The weight of  ages pressed 
them deeper into me. Into stone.

I am those ancient bones.

The Tale of The Land

I lay waiting there for an eternity, long 
after the waters fled, and memory sank 
deeper. In time, beings who thought they 
could own me came and carved me up - first 
in their minds, and then with deep trenches 
that ran across my skin like scars. My 
peaceful grass hairs were trodden into a land 
of  mud and wire. They called me Lochnagar 
Alley. From this wound they tunnelled 
deeper inside me, digging out my white sea 
bones and filling me with explosives. Above, 
thousands of  lives sat waiting in fear.

There was a moment of  silence, and then 
the loudest sound that humans had ever 
created erupted from inside me. I heaved 
and flared, a tremendous and magnificent 
column rising up in the sky, higher and 
higher. There I hung for a moment like the 
silhouette of  some great cypress tree, before 
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falling away in a widening cone of  dust and 
debris. A deep crater sat like a scream in 
the wasteland. That was just the beginning 
of  the destruction: mud made red with spilt 
dreams of  foolish beings. It fed me, and in 
time my disfigured skin grew green once 
more. 

On a warm day, small feet clambered 
into my crater, and gathered my ancient sea 
creature bodies. In pockets they carried me 
over land and sea and land again to this very 
spot on which you now stand. Here I was 
planted like seeds, and my sea creature bones 
fed the trees and helped them grow strong. 

My journey from chaos to peace has led 
me here. I am the page on which the tale of  
this place is written.

This is the story of  the White Wood.
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My story begins long ago, long before 
creatures crawled, trees grew or land spoke. 
It was the beginning of  all time. There 
was only the dark then; an empty void of  
nothingness. 

Then I was born: a word, a song, an idea. 
With mighty force I reached out and made 
everything you know, everything you are. I 
have seen endless lives come and go. I have 
seen forests grown from deserts burn to the 
ground. I have seen great mountains rise 
from oceans and dissolve into dust. I am the 
glint in the eye of  a newborn child, I am the 

The Tale of The Light

idea that builds great civilisations, and I am 
the explosions that turn them to ashes. A 
single life means little to me. 

Looking at times to come, I do not know 
if  humans will live to see a bigger tomorrow 
or destroy themselves in greed and 
ignorance, but one thing I know for certain 
is that a bright light will always create a 
shadow, a darkness that hides beyond the 
reach of  my light. The brighter the light, 
the darker the shadow becomes when we do 
not call on it to teach us its unknown ways. 

In a time of  shadow not too long ago, 
humans came to this place. Together, with 
muddy fingers, they planted trees. I saw them 
as they smiled and worked away, digging in 
their dreams for a more peaceful future. 

They were shining. For you see, just as the 
moon reflects me, so too can humans make 
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the choice to bring light to the darkest of  
places.

This is the story of  the White Wood.

The children sit in silence as the stories of  
the White Wood dance through their senses. 
But as the sun sets they realise that they are 
cold, they are hungry, and that they are far 
from home. The darkness is coming. They 
call out to be guided back, but the White 
Wood begins to rise in a mighty rumble; a 
great creak and clamour of  unrest.

From below amongst the leaf  mulch, small 
voices mutter, “My people made this soil, we 
know every rock, plant and creature in this 
wood. Ours is the real story of  this place.”

The trees begin to swing their great 
branches, groaning, “It is we who have 
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restored life here. We have seen thousands 
of  creatures like you come and go. Ours is 
the real story, not yours.”

With a force that sends the children to 
their knees in fear, the land groans, “I am 
home of  you all, your roots, your body. 
Mine is the true story of  this place.”

The clouds scatter from the sky, sending 
blades of  moonlight through the clearing. “I 
am the truth. Your words will dissolve into 
dust. Follow my way or you will all perish” 
the light hisses from above.

The moonlight intensifies, scorching the 
soil. The land tightens around the trees’ 
roots, squeezing them so hard they swing 
their branches in pain, sending the animals 
running for shelter. The children cower in 
fear as the noise grows louder and louder, 
until the youngest child rises to her feet.

“Listen!” she shouts through the chaos. 
“You all speak of  peace, but I see none of  
that here, only hatred. Can you not see that 
all your stories are true?!” 

The children stand together and speak their 
story into the darkening night. The White 
Wood stands tall in the darkness and listens.
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Our story begins long ago. It is a tale that 
our mothers told us, and their mothers 
before them. In those times, geese made 
their homes in our town. They would nest 
amongst our houses, and bathe in our rivers. 
There were so many that when they took 
flight, the people would stare in wonder at 
the chorus of  honks and beating wings high 
above. They brought joy to those days.

Then began The Great War. When news 
came from the south, the geese called each 
other into the town square. In a flurry of  
feathers they took off, and flew to join the 

great battle in the sky. But there were five 
that stayed behind. They were hissed at by 
the people, who plucked their feathers as 
they passed, and sent them from the streets. 
The people said they were cowards, but 
we know they were the bravest of  them all, 
because they flew facing the winds of  peace 
when all others turned away. They stayed 
on the edge of  our town for a time, and 
then one day they were gone. Though the 
people watched the skies, secretly hoping for 
their return, they never did.

Lives went on in the town. It is said that 
long ago a wood was planted to remember 
all those whose lives had been lost. A living 
memorial to peace. It was a beautiful dream. 
But over the years the people stopped visiting 
that place. Their lives were too busy and they 
became fearful as new birds of  war circled 

The Tale of The Children
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overhead. Their mournful cries got into their 
hearts. They forgot how to bring warmth to 
their homes, and the light in our town began 
to fade. Darkness took our town, and the path 
to that place of  peace became forgotten to us.

That is the story of  the White Wood.

A silence settles in the woodland as the 
stars begin to flicker serenely. All life in that 
place is listening. Through the silence of  
the undergrowth a familiar light emerges: 
The White Hart. In the moonlight he 
shines even brighter, as if  processing with 
a thousand burning candles nestled in 
his antlers. The children rush to his side, 
running their fingers through his silvery 
coat. His eyes speak to them:
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“We thank you, children. With 
your wisdom and courage you have 
welcomed the return of  peace to this 
place. Since your people left I have 
been the keeper of  this wood, but I 
cannot restore this balance alone, for 
although I stand here to keep peace, 
I was once the greatest warrior this 
land has ever known. These ageing 
antlers have clashed with many 
enemies. My crooked back has held 
the weight of  battles beyond counting. 
I am tired, and I am old. With your 
wish for a different future you have 
called in a new dawn to the White 
Wood, and so I gift to you my life so 
that you may carry this light with you 
always.”

As the great stag lowers his frail body 
to the ground, his light begins to fade. It 
is as if  the darkening night is draining all 
life from their circle. The children rush to 
embrace the vast body of  their old friend, 
their tears merging with his matted fur. 
Deep in their sorrow, they do not see that all 
around them the White Wood is alive with 
movement. Ants quietly lift the chalk onto 
their waxen backs, and bring each stone to 
the centre of  the clearing. Then the oaks 
bend their canopy down, sending a shower 
of  sticks into the circle of  stones. As the 
light fades from the White Hart, a small 
flame is ignited before the children’s eyes. 
They gasp in awe as the light of  the dancing 
flames sends the darkness around them far 
from that circle of  life...
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...The children’s fire.

It won’t be long until the children use that 
flame to guide their way from the White 
Wood, back to their home. It won’t be long 
after that until they share that fire with all 
the people in their town, who will warm 
their frozen hearts and begin to dream once 
again. And it won’t be long after that until 
many venture from the town to discover 
that peaceful place once more. 

But in this time, 300 years from now… 
let us imagine the children in that clearing, 
illuminated by the light of  the fire. Let them 
warm their hands. Let them laugh and 
remember. Let them tell future stories to the 
White Wood as the night darkens.

Let them dream of  a peaceful future.
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To the Future

The ‘Great’ War of 1914-1918 cost the lives of 

almost 150,000 Scottish soldiers, alongside 

an undocumented number who died from 

trench-borne diseases. One hundred years 

on, the White Wood has been created by artist 

Caroline Wendling and the community of Huntly, 

Aberdeenshire as a living monument to peace 

which will outlive any of those who planted its 

seeds. It consists of oaks from Germany, stones 

from France and over 1500 native Scottish plants 

– all of a white nature.

The oaks were raised from acorns collected from 

Joseph Beuys’ 7000 Oaks art project in the German 

town of Kassel. The stones from the contested area 

in Northern France were buried deep in the ground 

next to the oaks. Only in around 300 years, when 

the matured tree roots have pushed up the stones, 

will the artwork be fully visible.

Artist and storyteller, Ben Macfadyen has 

given us The White Wood Story, a future myth 

developed with local historians, farmers, writers, 

artists, long-term residents and those involved 

in the original planting. This took place across all 

seasons - listening, writing, and observing the 

story the land wished to be told with hundreds 

of local pupils who performed, crafted, wrote, 

walked, sang and dreamed into the themes of 

peace and ecology.

Now it sits in your hands: words to be read 

aloud to those who share the dream that peace 

can flourish even in darker times. May the White 

Wood continue to be a cherished memorial to 

just such a vision for generations to come.

The White Wood can be found at the edge of 

the Bin Forest outside Huntly. O.S. grid reference: 

NJ 512421
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Near the town of  Huntly in Aberdeenshire, lies 
the White Wood - a living monument to peace 
which will grow over 300 years. The White Wood 
Story is a future myth developed by Ben Macfadyen 
with local historians, farmers, writers, artists and 
residents of  Huntly. Now it sits in your hands: 
words to be read aloud to those who share the 
dream that peace can flourish even in darker times. 
May this ensure that the White Wood continues to 
be a cherished memorial for generations to come.


