
Isolation Week 10 

Isolation Times! 

Your Final  weekly pictorial antidote to the global pandemic 

A Pandemic Special! 

Welcome to the tenth edition of Isolation Times! 

Well, this is the final and bumper edition of Isolation Times. It has been a 
privilege to share the many photos and contributions with you over the past 
10 weeks. 

I have to acknowledge all those who made the photo-journal possible. Start-
ing with my eternal thanks to the dramatis personae who contributed so 
much. In order of appearance we enjoyed spectacular works from Maria 
Callas, Luciano Pavarotti, Angela Gheorghiu, Jonas Kaufmann, Plácido Do-
mingo, Kathleen Ferrier, Joan Sutherland, Montserrat (and Jock) Caballé, 
Anna Netrebko, Renee Fleming, "Jussi" Björling, Bryn Terfel, Dame Janet 
Baker, Sir Thomas Allen, Dame Kiri Te Kanawa, Cecilia Bartoli, Anne Sofie 
von Otter and José Carreras. 

Next I must thank all those who took the time and effort to send in their 
contributions but never made it to the printed page. Maybe next time? 

Then I express my gratitude to the U3A interest group leaders who forward-
ed my emails to their respective memberships. Their selfless and generous 
contribution enabled the Times to reach many more readers. Also my warm 
thanks to the General Secretary of the Probus Club of Ledbury for distrib-
uting it each week without fail. 

And finally, my thanks to you, dear reader, for your many kind comments 
saying how much you enjoyed the photos, or that the walks inspired an en-
joyable old memory to resurface and be relived. I have to say that Linda and 
I have been humbled by the many fascinating stories and comments readers 
have fed back to us, making us realise that the journal has touched many 
people in so many ways we hadn’t even considered. Not only have these 
stories made our efforts over the last 10 weeks worthwhile, it has inspired 
us to keep going since our first, tentative efforts way back in mid-March. 

And so, with our gratitude and thanks we sign-off, until the next pandemic! 
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A CIRCULAR WALK AROUND CLEEVE HILL 

Again, another first for us! Although we’ve explored the towns and villages 
in the area, especially Winchcombe, with its fabulous ‘wool’ church, Stan-
way, Stanton, Greet and Hailes Abbey etc., we have never actually been up 
to the hill and common. I’m so pleased we did as the views are spectacular! 

Parking down a country lane, with the view in the photo above, we walked 
across the main road and climbed up, following the track to Cleeve Hill Golf 
Club and onto the lower slopes of the common, where the views opened up. 
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Panoramic views Westwards towards May Hill in the distance and the Welsh 
hills beyond, visible in the clear skies. Below is the view looking back down 
the track, towards the Cleeve Hill Golf Clubhouse, and the Severn vale. 
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We continued up the track through the busy golf links to the summit. 
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We soldiered on until we came to the steep escarpment that falls away to-
wards Woodmancote, Cheltenham and the race course, yielding the most 
stunning Westerly views and also a suitable venue for rock climbers! 
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Dabbling in electronics and communications in a former life, I was interested 
in the comms masts high on the escarpment overlooking Presbury Hill Re-
serve, another SSI and full of tracks to be explored on another day. 

The masts form part of SARCOMM, a nationwide secure digital radio network 
providing a national digital VHF network for Search and Rescue teams, Fast 
Water teams, and Dog teams. It is run on a not for profit basis and I have to 
admit to never hearing of it! I can see that the masts bristle with VHF dipole 
antennae and microwave relay dishes, so it all makes sense (to me!). 
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We struck a sharp left at the masts, turning Eastwards onto the high com-
mon and Easterly views began to open up as the ground rose in front of us. 
We walked past bemused sheep eyeing us from the shade under a tree! 
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As we walked our route back, more wonderful views opened up, looking 
across past Winchcombe to the Cotswolds. The tower of St. Peter’s church in 
Winchcombe was clearly visible in the valley before descending off the hill. 



Page 11 

Following my bleating about the summerhouse, Anne Sofie von Otter was 
moved enough to email me from Sweden to share the views from her sum-
merhouse! Although the skyline is vaguely familiar, the irises are spectacular! 

VIEWS FROM THE SUMMER HOUSE 
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A SHORT WALK IN THE HINDU KUSH 

Ok— I exaggerate; there were no snow-capped mountain peaks when we 
took our short walk around Marcle Ridge. Whereas Eric Newby walked the 
wilds and mountains of Nuristan in the freezing cold, we merely sojourned 
around the ridge on another gloriously hot afternoon. The first batch of pho-
tos are looking East with wonderful views towards the Malverns. 
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As we emerged from woodland, I saw the extensive remains of an old two-
chamber limekiln. Agricultural improvement created an increase in demand 
for lime, as it was spread on fields to reduce the acidity of the soil and so 
increase its fertility. It also improved the structure of heavy soils, making 
them easier to work with and helped to suppress weeds. Many of the farm-
ers with larger landholdings had their own limekilns for this purpose. Lime 
was found to prevent blight in hops and was also useful in preventing 
clubroot in turnips, once the basic root crop grown in Herefordshire. 
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Continuing on across open fields we could see the village of Woolhope in the 
valley and the edge of Hay Bluff in the distant Black Mountains. 

Dodging in and out of woods following the path, we turned the corner and 
began walking back, continuing our route below and parallel with the ridge. 
Walking along the paths in dappled sunshine, it was evident that Spring was 
rapidly turning into Summer! Cow parsley provided a splash of colour. 



Page 16 

We passed a charming farm with its own boat-
ing lake, hidden in a fold in the countryside. It 
had a feature mill-race complete with mini wa-
terfall. Apart from the sheep we were complete-
ly alone during the entire walk. Except, of 
course, for the birdsong! Finally, the path took 
us to a minor road where we climbed a stile 
(next page) and continued on our way up the 
ever rising ground back towards the ridge. 
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As we climbed, so the distant views slowly reappeared over the lush country-
side. Finally reaching the ridge road, the start of our journey, we crossed the 
road and looked over again towards the town of Ledbury. You can see clear-
ly the houses to the left and right, with the spire of St. Michaels and All An-
gels dead-centre. Our short walk on a gloriously sunny day was complete: 
now back home for a much-needed rest with tea and cake! 
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A TASTE OF LEDBURY’S FRONT GARDENS 

Josep Maria Carreras i Coll, better known as José Carreras, took photos on a 
recent walk around Ledbury, photographing some stunning show-stoppers in 
several front gardens. You need to match the name to the flower! We have 
Peony, Arabis, Allium, Weigela, sun rose (Helianthemum) and Hestercombe 
Daisy (Erigeron). Many thanks, José, and I had no idea you lived so close! 
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A WALK UP MAY HILL 

Although we have walked May Hill before, it being such a prominent feature 
on the skyline, I thought it only fitting to end with this particular walk that 
we did a couple of weeks ago, just at the end of the bluebell season. In fact, 
we didn’t know about the bluebell wood at all, but having been told about it 
by a colleague, we ventured forth on yet another hot, sunny afternoon, shar-
ing the views with several ponies and horses, enjoying the common land. 
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The hill was known originally as Yartleton Hill and was renamed apparently 
because of the May Day events held here, when Morris dancers used to 
dance in the new dawn. A ceremony on May Day morning has been carried 
out for several centuries; originally it included a mock battle between youths. 
The immediate summit is topped with mature Corsican pines, which were 
planted in 1887 to mark Queen Victoria's Golden Jubilee. 
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As well as the fabulously panoramic views, including down to the snaking 
river Severn, we walked back another route encompassing the largest single 
display of bluebells we have ever seen—now sadly almost over, but never-
theless absolutely breathtaking. We have made a note to return next year, 
so that we might indulge in a favourite pastime. And so, dear reader, our 
walk up May Hill in the sunshine concludes my photo-journal of the last ten 
weeks. I hope you have enjoyed reading it as much as we have creating it.  
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