
Isolation Week 01 

Isolation Times! 

Your weekly pictorial antidote to the global pandemic 

A Pandemic Special! 
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Be it known that the author wishes to disassociate himself with any opin-
ions , views or comments contained in this journal. Children should not try 

this at home. Please drink responsibly if at all possible. 

Welcome to the inaugural edition of Isolation Times! 

I wondered what I could do to help in these difficult times, where the gen-
eral populous are excluded from meeting and live barricaded in their own 
homes. It’s odd, we seem to have spent the last 10 years or so, devising 
ways of relieving rural isolation of the old and vulnerable, whereas now the 
opposite is true and we are instructed not to socialise! This cannot be good 
for our health and wellbeing, particularly older folks. Then I considered what 
tools I had at my disposal to connect with less-fortunate friends and col-
leagues and this thought struck me: being of sound mind and body (well, 
OK the latter may be true but many question the former!) I could create a 
personal journal of our expeditions, travails and insights that occur during 
these difficult times. 

We have been blessed with the most gorgeous sunny weather this last week 
and I’ve been snapping away taking photographs of the wonderful world 
that surrounds us. We’ve been walking every day observing the 2m rule and 
have visited some wonderful locations close to Ledbury. But when the 
weather breaks, I’ll struggle to fill the journal and will welcome your pictorial 
contributions, whether submitted anonymously or readily identifiable. Any 
photo of people must be submitted with their consent for publication. So, I’ll 
be grateful for anything upbeat and positive and interesting to the wider 

audience.  

If you like the journal then please 
forward it on to others as appropri-
ate. If you don’t like it, just bin it. I 
won’t be offended and each to their 
own. 

In the meantime, Oscar Wilde’s wit-
ticism ‘Everything in moderation, 
including moderation’ comes to 
mind, making it the perfect time for 
another bottle of champagne! 

Enjoy! 
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ISOLATION DAY 1 

Today we met with our daughter, son-in-law and 3 
year old grandson at Eastnor Deer Park, on the 
first sunny day of the week. It was pretty busy 
with many families and dogs, and some seemed 
oblivious of the 2m rule. Later in the week my 
daughter texted to say that the park was closed—
we checked later in the week when we walked to 
Eastnor and found that it wasn’t. However, there 
was a rather stern notice stating that in future, 
offenders not observing the rule will be shot on 
sight. On our return visit there were only a very 
few people venturing forth! 

ISOLATION DAY 2 

We fancied a nice walk today in the glori-
ous sunshine, so we went to Dover’s Hill, 
just above Chipping Campden. It’s an ex-
pansive National Trust site with wonderful 
far-reaching views across the Severn Val-
ley and beyond. We ate our picnic lunch 
on a seat overlooking this amazing view. 
Then, putting on our boots, we walked for 
a couple of hours in the sunshine. We 
passed only a couple of walkers during the 
whole afternoon. Bliss! 
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As we walked across the headland more wonderful views opened up... 

Dover’s Hill takes its name from Captain Robert Dover who in 1612 trans-
formed a local feast into the ‘Cotswold Olimpicks’, an event that continues to 
this day. There is evidence of Roman occupation in the area and there are 
raised strips in the grass, which are the remains of a medieval ridge and 
furrow open field system. 
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We carried on walking across the headland and into a wood, then descend-
ed along a footpath to the village of Aston sub-Edge, a pretty Cotswold 
hamlet sitting peacefully under the hills. Aston was a settlement in Domes-
day Book, comprising 6 villagers, 6 slaves, 3 female slaves and 1 men-at-
arms. Nowadays, the men-at-arms have all gone. 
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The village war memorial has a poignant in-
scription to Edwin Smith who was killed in ac-
tion when HMS Repulse was sank in 1941. HMS 
Repulse was a Renown-class battlecruiser built 
during the First World War. The Royal Navy 
suffered their greatest loss as a result of a sin-
gle engagement, when the Capital ships HMS 
Prince of Wales and HMS Repulse were sunk by 
Japanese warplanes, some 50 miles off the 
coast of Kuantan in Malaya, with the tragic loss 
of over 840 officers and men, 513 in Repulse 
including our humble Royal Naval Volunteer 
Reserve cook. The ship took over 20 minutes 
to sink, thereby many lives were saved. 

ISOLATION DAY 3 

In the morning we shopped in Tesco and found food, essentials and luxuries 
including a toilet roll. Overjoyed we scurried home but not without noting 
that the valiant Max the Fish wasn’t at his usual station. Fished out or 
Fished off?  It’s just been announced: Lockdown—it’s official! 

After lunch on our sunny terrace we slipped out of the leg-irons and, on 
another gloriously sunny day, motored down to Dymock to enjoy the wild 
daffodils Narcissus pseudonarcissus. What a superb display awaited us, with 
the flowers in their prime and intermixed with sparkling wood anemones, 
Anemone nemorosa growing in abundance in Shaw Common. There was no
-one else around to see this remarkable sight. Post Acropolis or what? 



Page 7 



Page 8 

We crossed the road and carried on walking through Greenaway’s wood to 
Betty Daw’s Wood, then walked along the B-road adjacent to the very noisy 
M4 back to the motor, enjoying the daffodil-strewn pastures and woods 
along the way. 2020 is one of the best displays of daffodils that I have seen, 
and I can’t possibly suggest that you visit soon before they all go over. 

ISOLATION DAY 4 
Again we wriggled out of the shackles and walked to Eastnor church by way 
of Conigree woods. It was hotter still today, and this time we met many oth-
er escapees in the woods and fields, some having a most enjoyable picnics. 
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There is a section where the path rises to a crest and beyond is laid out the 
church, farm and castle almost hidden in the trees. Each time I walk towards 
the crest I can hear the strains of John Ireland’s A Downland Suite playing in 
my head. If you don’t know it, do find it and you’ll see what I mean. 
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Composer John Ireland had a particular love for the Sussex Downs, where 
he lived much of his life in a converted windmill. The Downland Suite reflects 
his appreciation of that landscape and is among the most loved of his many 
works. With the wide, open-skies in my photographs it’s not hard to imagine 
the Sussex Downs when walking in our own gorgeous Hereford countryside.  
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The 12th-century church of St John the Baptist at Eastnor was redesigned 
and rebuilt by Sir George Gilbert Scott in 1852 and is a grade I listed build-
ing. We sat in the sun on a bench by the church and ate our sandwiches, 
enjoying the bird song and quiet nature—a perfect day! 
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Finally, we roused ourselves from our bench and looked around Eastnor, 
paying close attention to the New Fountain on Eastnor Village Green. Lady 
Henry Somerset presented the new fountain to the village in 1898.  The 
fountain, standing in the centre of the green was on four huge oak pillars, 
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with three entrances and an ornate covering. On the wall over the well are 
two pottery panels, modelled by Lady Henry Somerset, depicting Christ and 
the woman of Samaria. The inscription is from John 4, Christ in conversation 
with the woman 

14 “Whosoever drinketh of this water shall thirst again. But whosoever 
drinketh of the water that I shall give him shall be in him a well of water 
springing into everlasting life.” 15 The woman said to Him, “Sir, give me this 
water that I thirst not, neither come hither to draw.” 

Alongside the well, there was provided a drinking trough for cattle and hors-
es, and two smaller ones for dogs. 

ISOLATION DAY 5 

Yet another beautiful sunny day, so after a 
successful morning shop in The Co-op we had 
lunch on the terrace again—trout fillet and 
salad. Then we slipped the surly bonds of re-
strictions (with apologies to John Gillespie 
Magee Jr. for mangling the opening of his 
beautiful poem High Flight) and motored to 
Hollybush car park. We walked up the vertigi-
nous path up to Midsummer Hill. The views 
from the summit were spectacular! 
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In the abandoned shelter there is a 
sheet remembering Captain Som-
ers-Cocks. The background to this 
is that Midsummer Hill was given to 
the National Trust in 1923 by the 
Rev. & Mrs H. L. Somers Cocks, in 
memory of their son, Reginald, 
who was killed in the First World 
War. (Note that a commemorative 
stone that was on the summit is 
now in the churchyard of St John 
the Baptist Church in Eastnor, 
where we ate lunch.) The Rever-
end Herbert Haldane Somers Cocks 
was the son of Arthur Herbert 
Cocks, (6th Baron Somers), and 
heir to the Eastnor Estate who, 
along with Verena Somers Cocks, 
walked to the site of the New 
Fountain on Eastnor Village Green 
for the official opening, accompa-
nying the Lady Henry Somerset. 
How’s that for a bit of history? The 
photos (left) from the summit do 
not do justice to the 360 degree panoramic views that extend to the horizon. 

ISOLATION DAY 6 

And yet another beautiful sunny day, although a little cooler. After lunch on 
the terrace again we walked the Town Trail and Riverside Walk. 
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Sun streamed through the buds and new leaves of the beech and hazel 
along the Town Trail. Noted that the ducks were not self-isolating! 

Deadon Ditch was flowing well, reminding me of The Brook, a romantic po-
em by Alfred Lord Tennyson: I come from haunts of coot and hern, / I make 
a sudden sally / And sparkle out among the fern, / To bicker down a valley. / 
By thirty hills I hurry down, / Or slip between the ridges, / By twenty 
thorpes, a little town, / And half a hundred bridges. A little town of Ledbury, 
perhaps? It’s a wonderfully evocative poem so beautifully observed. 
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We could see that work on the new housing estate off Gloucester Road has 
ceased again. 

Finishing the Riverside Walk and walking back to the station we saw two 
magnificent  cherries in full bloom.  

Well, that’s all for now, folks. Let’s hope I can report more misdeeds next 
week. We shall be battling with the pesky celandines! 
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