Isolation Times!
A Pandemic Special!

Isolation Week 05

Your weekly pictorial antidote to the global pandemic

Welcome to the fifth edition of Isolation Times!
Please keep sending your contributions to my email address
mike@brynbank.com. I’m continuing to expand the content to include a
range of topics that you are happy to share. Otherwise it’s going to be last
year’s holiday snaps! All ideas are welcome so please keep them coming!
Now, I have received many poems and text-based contributions, which I
can’t really use as I’m creating a photo-journal. I’m really looking for visuals
with some explanatory text to wrap-around. It occurs to me that someone
should start an Isolation Times Literary Supplement , where poetry and texts
can be explored as a separate publication. Such an edifice is too highbrow
for my simple talents, so there’s a massive opportunity for somebody with
knowledge of words to get this going.
Since the sun kept shining last week my task to paint the summerhouse has
fallen by the wayside. I have deferred it to this coming week, but luckily
they’ve forecast rain!
Thanks for reading and contributing to this journal and I hope you enjoy the
pictures! Remember to keep taking the tablets.
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A RECCE WALK TOWARDS LITTLE MARCLE
Yet another sunny and warm day dawned and we wondered
where to go today. We hadn't walked to Haygrove Fruit Farm
for some considerable time, so with this in mind we set off
walking first down to the New Mills roundabout, in all its
Spring colours, then into The Riverside Park, where we saw
the most amazing display of cherries. Day by day the trees
show more green, making us forget that it’s still only Mid-April
and just half-way through Spring. We’ve been so lucky!
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Walking through the park and crossing the sun-speckled Leadon, set
amongst rolling countryside and woodlands made the setting simply idyllic.
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Crossing the Leadon using the metal bridge, we struck off across open fields
passing the industrial landscape of the UBL (Heineken) siloes on our left.

Arriving at Haygrove we saw the sylvan Redhill woods in all its splendour,
rising above the fields. The scenery in April is changing by the week and we
were lucky to capture this scene. By May the woods will be verdant green.
[The fictional Mr Verdant Green in the novel by Cuthbert M. Bede (a pseudonym of Edward Bradley) was a first year undergraduate, and probably the
first chump, at Oxford University.]
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Walking through Haygrove, we saw some incredible displays of soft fruit
canes and apple orchards just coming into flower. This, set under blue skies
amongst rolling countryside and woodlands made the setting idyllic.
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So we carried on through the fields until we came to Falcon Lane. Walking
past a cottage we waved at the wonderful character looking down on us
from his perch! We struck left, across more open fields, towards a lake.
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Walking through Woodside Country Park, the manicured countryside set
around a lake and a glorious bank of cowslips made quite an impression.

We walked on through open countryside arriving at Baregains Lane, a mile
or so from the conurbation of Little Marcle. Being somewhat tired in the hot
sun, rather than press on we decided that discretion was the better part of
valour and reluctantly turned back to retrace our route home.
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Through yet more open countryside, we walked until we saw Ledbury rising
above the fields. With the spire of St. Michaels and All Angels clearly visible
in the distance, we came to the end of another stimulating foray.
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PERCY’S BANK
Unbeknown to "Jussi" Björling, his walk of last week almost coincided with
ours, which I’ll write about in next week’s edition. Jussi said that he clambered down what he calls Percy’s Bank (because the famed Percy once
made them climb up!). The steep path between Whiteleaved Oak and Howler’s Heath is actually named Hanging Lift, and has a clearing at the bottom
white with lady’s smock. He sent in this fabulous picture for us all to enjoy.
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ON MY e-BIKE
Meanwhile, we were honoured
to have a contribution from
Bryn Terfel, who took the time
to contact me, whilst ‘resting’
between world-wide engagements, to tell us of his rides on
his e-bike. Bryn likes churches
and went first to Coddington
Church, taking a well-earned
coffee break at a bench in the
churchyard.
Sir Bryn Terfel Jones, CBE
(Welsh pronunciation is Tervel),
is a Welsh bass-baritone opera
and concert singer. He was
initially associated with the
roles of Mozart, particularly
Figaro and Don Giovanni, but
has subsequently shifted his
attention to heavier roles, especially those by Puccini and
Wagner. [I’m not sure I would
define Puccini’s works as
‘heavy’, but I’m only a novice in
the great scheme of things.]
Fortunately, he likes bike-riding
in our area (not aria!).
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Bryn says he also e-cycles to the Holy Trinity at Bosbury and Much Marcle’s
St Bartholomew. Now, of course, he takes a flask now that the coffee shops
are closed (note the ‘essentials’ in the tree!). Bryn remarks that he was in
Bosbury yesterday, but still gets lost along the numerous little lanes. It’s
wonderful countryside to cycle through, especially now it has greened up!
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ON MY PUSH-BIKE
Not to be outdone, Renee Fleming emailed again but this time with a cycle
ride called the cider route - lots of apple trees but sadly no cider! The orchard at Much Marcle was where we went wassailing earlier this year and it
seems to be doing very nicely! The blossom is fantastic at the moment!
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You may recognise the rest stop at Much Marcle by the commemorative tree.

Blimey, Renee might have bumped into Bryn and we could have had a duet!
O Soave Fanciulla, maybe? That’s not to heavy; but then there would be no
romantic moonlight in the middle of the day…?
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THE BLUEBELLS AT THE FRITH
Having been told that the bluebells were out, we navigated Top Walk again
to see for ourselves. You should try to get there, but if you can’t then just
enjoy the pictures! One of the best shows, and so early in the year, too!
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Bluebells carpet the woodland floor / Packed so tightly that insects tip-toe
Softly and quietly between them. / Their beauty unlocks a woodland door
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With such colour of delicate blue, / And a fragrance that is heaven sent.
They droop their heads in the spring rain, / With their beauty making all
things new.
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Excerpts from Bluebells, a Poem by David Wood, bring this week’s Times to
a close. More next week. Please keep the contributions coming in! Many
thanks in anticipation.
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