
Lorton Spring 2020 
 

This is a time which we and future generations will look back on and try to remember or imagine the 

feelings and atmosphere which the inhabitants of Lorton lived through.  Memories fade fast and the 

shock of the events can quickly become the new normal so it seems good to try to capture and record 

something of the experience before it is lost.  This brief narrative aims to imperfectly describe this 

time for the benefit of the Parish archives but more importantly it is hoped that it might stimulate  

others to contribute their accounts and thoughts of the time – not only in writing but maybe also in 

pictures, poetry or recordings. 

Shortly after Christmas of 2019 some reports started to filter into the news of a new virus – 

Coronavirus – affecting the Wuhan province of China.  We had seen it all before with SARS and Bird Flu 

and experts assured us that it was unlikely to be infectious enough to spread far.  Political life in the 

UK had been dominated by the issue of Brexit for the preceding year, February was the least sunny on 

record and Liverpool were runaway leaders of the Premier League. However the news from China   

became slowly more prominent and concerning.  Factories there were closed down, causing delays in 

the delivery of manufactured goods and creating problems here for things such as car production.  

Then came the announcement that the City of Wuhan had been put into a strict lockdown – 

unimaginable that a population roughly the size of London and Manchester combined were 

imprisoned in their homes and an example of how different Chinese society was to ours.  Reports of 

isolated cases in other parts of the world began to make the headlines.  Attendees at an International 

Conference in Singapore were affected and then European cases started to emerge.  February half 

term and the peak of the Ski Season seemed to make some Alpine resorts hot spots of infections, but 

the prospect of   resulting cut price holidays encouraged a number of people to take advantage of the 

opportunity of a cheap break. 

Early British cases were isolated and quarantine centres set up.  Initially these were mainly used for 

returned holidaymakers from cruise ships where the infection had caught hold but before long 

community transmission was recognised and fears grew that we might be more affected than was first 

thought.  Northern Italy rapidly emerged as a place where the infection – now called Covid-19 by the 

media – was wrecking havoc with high numbers of deaths and the virtual collapse of the local Health 

System.  Pandemic was eventually declared to be underway by the World Health Organisation and in 

Mid-March daily briefings were started by the British Government to encourage us to wash our hands 

and to explain its strategy to “Defeat the Virus”, with “Delay” replacing “Isolate” as the  objective to 

prevent an overwhelming of the NHS and other services.  Toilet rolls disappeared from supermarket 

shelves amidst panic buying of what people feared to be without most and baking flour also ran short, 

presumably inspired by the feeling that years of Reality TV cook programmes had equipped the nation 

with the skills to survive.  Attempts were made to maintain business as usual – the Cheltenham Horse 

Festival and the European Cup game between Liverpool and Athletico Madrid went ahead but the Six 

Nations Rugby Tournament suffered cancelled matches and following the first fine weekend of Spring, 

crowds of people in popular tourist spots, including the Lake District, caused the unthinkable.  The 

Prime Minister, Boris Johnson, made a TV Broadcast on the evening of 23 March to announce a        

nationwide lockdown – no travel to work unless essential, no leaving home except for one piece of  

exercise or for purposes such as food shopping whilst maintaining a distance of at least 2m from non-

household members.  The world as we knew it had changed in a way not experienced so dramatically 

in this country for over 80 years. 



In Lorton the Wheatsheaf Pub was closed to all but virtual quiz nights but the Village shop became a 

hive of activity, serving a larger proportion of residents needs than before and providing a delivery 

service for those households shielding vulnerable people.  The School was shut, with chalked 

messages of love to its pupils on its wall.  It was lambing time and farmers were busy moving stock 

about as usual but there was very little other traffic and pedestrians and cyclists quickly began to 

reclaim the road, moving singly or in family groups and trying to remember to keep their distance 

when meeting neighbours.  The weather was cool, with pockets of snow still present on the Fell tops 

but it was dry and sunny and a sort of holiday feel existed at the same time as an air of apprehension 

and threat.  Many local people were badly affected by the unexpected loss of income, with no 

certainty when things might return to normal, and most had concerns for the health of family and 

friends.  At the same time there was a certain “guilty pleasure” in enjoying the fine spring weather at 

home instead of being in the usual workplace routine. 

The valley became quieter.  Without the usual background hum and rumble of road and air transport 

bird song seemed more prominent, with the first Cuckoo calls being heard loud and clear.  On 

Thursday evenings at 8pm residents stood on their doorsteps and clapped and banged pots and pans 

as part of the nationwide demonstration of support for health and care workers, giving an almost 

Alpine feel at times with cow bells part of the noise drifting between High and Low Lorton.   The 

sense of community was a strength, with many people in need of support experiencing acts of 

kindness and  generosity.  There was also a harsher element with some fear that visitors and second 

home owners might bring the virus into the area and swamp the capacity of the sparse medical 

facilities. 

The weeks rolled by.  It was the driest April on record, the sun shone day after day and it got 

warmer, melting the residual snow and encouraging beautiful displays of spring flowers and 

blossom.  Many people took residence in their gardens, some with more time on their hands than 

normal having a go at outdoor projects, washing cars and generally cutting lawns to Wembley 

standards.  Other parts of Cumbria, such as Barrow in Furness, were badly affected by the virus but 

fortunately the Valley was not a hot spot of infection and a certain relaxing and almost comfort with 

the situation was felt by some, though increasing tinged with the knowledge that a return to normal 

life was not going to happen quickly or easily.  The May Day Bank Holiday had been moved to Friday 

8 May to celebrate VE Day and a lot of analogies were made with the “wartime spirit”.  The 

celebrations were cancelled but bunting was put up around the Yew Tree Hall and School, giving a 

slightly eerie feel of a party without any guests.  Then on the following Sunday the Prime Minister 

announced the first tentative moves to come out of lockdown and the Village entered a less 

insulated phase of its journey. 

Julian Cruikshank, Lorton 



 

What a wonderful world - Louis 
Armstrong style 
 

I see trees of green 
And lambs with ewe 
Flowers that bloom  
For me and you 
And I think to myself 
What a wonderful world 
 
I see skies of blue 
And clouds of white 
The bright blessed day 
The dark sacred night 
And I think to myself 
What a wonderful world 
 
The colours of the rainbow, 
So pretty all on view 
On windows and in homes 
Saying NHS -“Thank You” 
Seeing friends waving hands, 
We stand alone yet close at 
heart 
We skype and we zoom, 
Miles apart.   … (back to top) 

 

Ann Peck tweaked the 
words of a well known 

song and we sang along 
with her for the 8.00pm 
celebration for the NHS 
(whilst observing social 

distancing). 



Ann Roberts hand wrote notes of 
comfort and hope to all those on St 
Cuthbert’s electoral roll.  Nadine  
was one of the happy recipients 



Liverpool FC became Premier League Champions 
It was a night to remember for Dave Hulme., ………….. 



The churches were all closed but the 
church community have worked hard 
to keep in touch with each other and 
‘The Link’ magazine came out each 
month. 
 In June the churches opened for 2 hrs 
each week for private prayer and in 
August for public worship. 





‘Social Distancing’ 
 

Rosamund Macfarlane 
and Kathryn Mitchell wild 

swimming. 
 

Taken by  
John Macfarlane 



 

A number of readers have asked me to pass on 
their thanks to Lee and Arwen at the village 
shop for their sterling support of our 
community. Lee is there every morning, having 
collected supplies in Cockermouth. Open 10 - 5, 
there is almost nothing they do not stock ! 
Appropriate social distancing is in place, and 
take away coffee and ice cream an added 
bonus. The valley is so lucky to have this 
brilliant resource, shopping is a pleasure in such 
an environment. When he finishes at 5.00 Lee is 
often to be seen loading up orders to deliver to 
those unable to collect. A BIG THANK YOU.  

 

Rosemary Riley - The Link  

“We can arrange deliveries in the valley to people self-isolating; a big thank 
you to the wonderful team of volunteers who are taking these deliveries 
out. These are all people who live in the village, giving their time to help 
others in need - a wonderful community response. “ 



  

Corona, early days  
  
  
The novelty will fade, will disappear; 

Let’s get this straight, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet: 

Those quickening, warming feelings that we get 

When Skyping those we treat as near and dear 

Will grab the centre stage ~ this much is clear ~ 

We’ll Cherish. Every. Call. 

                                           But do not let 

The folk who are alone slip through the net, 

~ No sounding board to josh their rational fear ~ 

Do not abuse the privilege we hold: 

Share thoughts and news and jokes with all we know; 

Such minutes brush the shadow hours away. 

A friendly word from you will be as gold, 

A thoughtful jewel for someone feeling low; 

And this will bond a mutual human day. 

                      
 

                                       John Scrivens     
 

   Gill and John Scrivens, Tenters, Lorton 

 

Many of us have our personal rituals in our 
families.  Our four grandchildren’s birthdays 
are well spaced out during the year,  and with 
Christmas added we all have a reason to meet 
up every few months for chat, hugs and 
laughter.  In another time we have always had 
our weekly routines of exercise classes, helping 
out in charity shops, meeting friends. The 
church, clubs and organisations, we all have 
our rituals, the events which we set up to 
enable us to meet regularly, to celebrate, to 
comfort, to do things together.  They are the 
warp and weft which we weave into the fabric 
of our lives to give them meaning.   
This year it is all different, and for many this 
has been hard. There is a sense of disconnect in 
our world.   

 
Gill Scrivens 



LOCKDOWN ON CONKIE'S CORNER 
 
No.1 Son wanted us to sit out the virus at our main home, 
arguing that Cumbria would be infinitely safer than S.W. 
London.  (In the event this proved to be not entirely the 
case).   
No.2 Son wanted us closer to hand,  To us, it was a no 
brainer.  Aside from the fact that we had to take delivery of a 
brand new car from Carlisle three days before lockdown 
kicked in, it was no contest.  House arrest in our cosy blue 
and white seventeenth century cottage in the beautiful Lake 
District, or relative confinement in our 6th floor flat 
overlooking the Thames. Both options would mean no family 
visits.   So.... 
 
We isolated ourselves for two weeks just in case we'd 
brought a Covid hitch-hiker up from the M6 service station 
we'd been reluctantly obliged to visit on our way north and 
after accepting, sterilising and putting away our first (ever) 
on-line grocery delivery, we made arrangements with Lee at 
the village shop (cometh the hour, cometh the man)  to have 
our small weekly order delivered by oh-so-kind neighbours 
over the road and then we settled down to wait it out as 
quasi-vulnerable septuagenarians. 
 
The weather was on our side, but our poor car lurked 
reproachfully outside wondering when its new owners would 
take it out for a spin in the now burgeoning and increasingly 
lovelier surrounding countryside, while day after day, in 
relentless sunshine, we sat reading in our garden which 
borders the village street and observing our fellow residents 
from High and Low Lorton wander by on their daily  constitutionals as prescribed by Boris.  I was 
rereading the Herries Chronicles which describe a pre-industrial revolution Cumberland, a state to which 
it seemed to us, it was rapidly returning. No longer were neighbours whizzing by in their cars with a 
perfunctory wave.  They were positively ambling and eager to stop for a bit of craic. 
We spoke to people we had previously only nodded at.  We sighted "new" neighbours who had lived in 
the village a couple of years but had remained, to us at least, unseen.   
Meanwhile, the garden was pruned and weeded, courtesy of the man of the house, within an inch of its 
life and I discovered dusty corners inside our cottage which I never knew it had. 
 
Inevitably, even our idyll began to close in.  Hills are known to lift the spirits but eventually they merely 
serve to beckon and challenge. So, the time had come to be bold and venture into 
Cockermouth!  Keswick on the other hand might be a step too far.  What had been a buzz in the 
marketplace pre-Covid became even less than a hum during lockdown, but we had heard that it was now 
busier than ever, making social distancing well nigh impossible. Also, how could we possibly go into Friars 
wearing masks which would filter the delicious aroma of chocolate.  No, it was not on.    
Now, however, after almost exactly four grandchildrenless months, we find ourselves contemplating, 
almost inconceivably, a journey to the Smoke!. 
But, can we face that service station again?.... 
   
Sally Birch, Wayside Cottage 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sunday 29 March 
Today is Edith, my youngest grand-daughter’s 5th birthday, I’m sure she will have a lovely day but it will 
be rather different. Everything has changed so in the last week and it takes time to come to terms with it 
all. It is very hard having to cancel people’s holidays but overall I am managing to transfer bookings to 
later in the year or even to next year. While I have been phoning or emailing guests several have asked 
that I keep my blog going. 
By Saturday, as I walked down to the lake by Lanthwaite Wood car park, some of the logs from the big 
log pile by the entrance had been used to effectively close the car park to vehicles. 
 
 

5 April Second week of lock down 
All my walks at present are from the door and I think as we are more restricted we are much more aware 
of our surroundings. Loweswater is a quiet place at the best of times but it is noticeable how much 
quieter it is at the moment, probably 
like it was fifty years ago. The bird 
song however is beautiful. 
Sadly we are very aware of death and 
our own mortality at this time: 
Loweswater churchyard is a beautiful 
place to have a quiet think. One of 
the graves that always makes me 
smile is that of Chris Todd, who as his 
gravestone reads ’Gathered these 
fells for 60 years’ 
 

Excerpts from a blog on ‘Crummock Water Cottages’ website 
 

By Joan Warren  
https://www.crummockwatercottages.co.uk/tag/lockdown-2020?order=asc 

 

Joan Warren, Foulsyke 

https://www.crummockwatercottages.co.uk/tag/lockdown-2020?order=asc


12 April Week 3 of lockdown 
During the past week Spring really seems to be arriving, the verges have started to take off and the Jack in 
the Hedge will very soon be in flower. The trees in the woods have suddenly become a lot greener and 

underneath there are carpets of white wood anemones.  
It was very hazy and still on Good Friday. I decided to go out 
on my bike to Buttermere: it was beautiful but quite eerie.  
There was no-one about apart from a few cyclists and some 
farm vehicles (and a police car). The sheep are the kings of 
the road. I could also stop on the roadside to take pictures! 
A knock on effect from the lock down:  the chickens no longer 

need to be in lock down.  

 

19 April Week 4 of Lock Down 

We are now into the fourth week of 

staying at home and the sun keeps 

on shining. Many of my walks are 

variations of Crummock shoreline 

because we have been asked by 

Mountain Rescue not to go onto the 

fells. 

One of the positives at the moment 

is that we seem to be seeing more 

red squirrels about both in gardens 

and in the woods. 

 

April 26th Week 5 of Lockdown 
Week 5 of lockdown has been another gloriously sunny week, it was quite windy and cool at first but then 
it became very warm and still. There has been no rain at all this month, it is very dry everywhere and the 
lakes and rivers are noticeably low.  
I had a walk up the Mosedale valley which was an old rather boggy route to Ennerdale. I went as far as 

the holly tree which is marked on the OS map as the Mosedale Holly Tree and, according to Wainwright, is 

the only tree in Lakeland to be given 

a name! On the way home I went 

into the now empty car park at the 

Kirkstile with its superb backdrop of 

Melbreak and could not help but 

think about the enormity of what is 

happening at the present time. 



May 3rd, Week 6 of lockdown 
It is often difficult to come to terms 
with the natural beauty and normal 
progression of Spring when our world is 
turned upside down.  In our sixth week 
of lockdown, the sound of the cuckoo is 
an everyday occurrence and swallows 
are starting to investigate places to 
nest. Welsh poppies are adding bright 
spots of yellow in the hedgerows 
although the cow parsley is beginning 
to muscle in.  In the fields there are still 
many new lambs appearing and the 
older ones are now finding their feet 
and are charging around in little gangs. 

I intended to include a picture of Lorton shop as they are open and providing a valuable service to the 
community. I went through Lorton on my bike yesterday but there was a car in front of the shop so no 
photo. 
 

Week Seven 
What a change in the weather as we 
come to the end of the seventh week of 
lockdown. Yesterday we were sweltering 
in shorts and t-shirts and today we are 
wearing jackets and woolly hats to go out 
as a windy Arctic chill hits us.  
As I got down by the Kirkstile I had to 
smile as there is a Loweswater Gold van 
in the car park. The Kirkstile are now 
doing Click and Collect beers! 
Most of my travels this week have been a 
bit of a bluebell search and I cycled down 
to Rannerdale on Tuesday. There have 
been issues with social distancing and protecting the bluebells and for a while there was a one way 
system from Cinderdale Common with a viewing point. We were also asked not to go through the gate 
into the bluebells.  However I understand this is no longer operating so perhaps another visit is required.  
 
 
 



 

May 17th Starting to come out of lockdown? 
It’s interesting that in these strange times when there has been no difference between days most of us 
develop some sort of routine. As we are trying to emerge from full lock down it no doubt will all change 
again. I have missed having guests in 
the cottages and seeing people around. 
It will be good to welcome visitors back 
but I think everyone here is concerned 
that having such sudden unlimited 
travel within England could jeopardise 
safety for places like the Lake District. 
The most noticeable changes at the 
moment are in the lakes and rivers 
where the lack of rain has meant that 
water levels are low. As you walk round 
the lake beyond the bridges the water 
is usually up to the wall. At the moment 
you can walk along the shore to the 
outflow of Dubs/Park beck. 
 

24 May, Bank holiday weekend 
At present there is no information on when I may be able to re-open the cottages except that it is hoped 
to start opening the hospitality sector from July 4th. Guidelines and conditions will be issued: I hope they 
come before too long so we can plan and work towards receiving guests again.  My top priorities will be 
to give guests the confidence to stay at the cottages and to ensure that my staff and myself are safe 

working around the cottages and for myself 
also to feel safe living alongside guests. 
My friend Judy and I met for a cycle ride this 
week which was lovely, we went down to 
Lorton and then to Rogerscale before turning 
left towards Brandlingill.  There is a very small 
nature reserve by the junction which is covered 
with common bistort. We will have to return 
for the orchids. 
We then sat on the verge by the road for coffee 
and cake and had a good catch up before 
cycling home via Mockerkin. 
 
 

Sunday 31 May 10th Lockdown Post 
This is my 10th weekly lockdown blog: our 
world and our view of it is very different from 
when I began. Although there are still many 
restrictions in place most people are able to go 
out and about and as we carefully start to go 
about our ‘new normal’ daily lives I think it is 
time to move towards my more regular 
monthly posts. I have enjoyed writing these 
rather special blogs and would like to thank 
everyone who has emailed to say how much 
they have appreciated Loweswater in 
Lockdown. 



14 June 
It was strange not writing a blog last Sunday but everything is changing 
as we are all able to get out and about more and starting to plan 
towards the future. We are expecting to hear this week about re-
opening: we are now able to access draft guidelines of how to make 
our properties safe for everyone when visitors return. There is a lot to 
think about, a lot to do and I think the cottages will look and feel rather 
different. I am buying specialised cleaning equipment and products as 
well as PPE for the cleaners and myself so we can deep clean. Guests 
who are booked in July and August are being very helpful and flexible 
about dates so I can leave gaps between lets: as well as the cleaning I 
think it gives a lot more confidence to everyone if a cottage has been 
left empty for a few days.  
I think many of you saw the awful footage of the amount of cars 
‘parked’ around Buttermere the other weekend. A few days later I 
cycled to Buttermere and had to smile at one of the solutions in the 
village. 
 
 
 

Saturday 4 July – re-opening 
The first guests are here! It is lovely to see them again. After all the uncertainty, changes, endless lists and 
preparations the day when we can welcome visitors back has finally arrived. And it’s raining! 
It has been a busy few weeks getting ready for re-opening; risk assessments, more specialised cleaning 
equipment, PPE, reorganising the cottages and the way we work to give guests confidence in their 
accommodation. In addition I have applied for and received both Visit England and AA Covid 19 
accreditation and my son 
Paul has been busy adding 
a Covid information page 
to my website which will 
soon be up and running  
In one of my earlier blogs I 
mentioned a small nature 
reserve just beyond 
Rogerscale. The 
information on the gate 
had said that in June you 
could see the greater 
butterfly orchid. So last 
week I cycled over, there 
they were, right in the 
middle of the field, 
difficult for me to 
photograph but it was 
very satisfying to find 
them. 
 



 
Here is a card which I found, during lockdown, whilst reading my 
Father's diary of 1940; written by my Mother to my Father. My 
brother was 6 months old before my Father saw him so it feels 
an amazing picture for the 3 of them to share.  Googling the 
artist I see Margaret Tarrant 
illustrated lots of the 'antique' 
children's books I love. 
It also, of course, is ideally 
opportune for the present time.  Had 
it not have been for the lockdown, I 
would not have had time to be 
looking at these relics of the past - 
my father's diaries of which I have 
40 years' worth and all the letters 
written by both during the war. 
 

Ann Peck, White Ash 



Bob and Carole Baird of Park View, Lorton with a rainbow painted by their grandson Fraser, aged 3½ yrs.  
People have put rainbows in their windows as a way of saying ‘Thank you’ to all key workers who have 
continued working through lockdown. 
Bob and Carole’s daughter has been doing their shopping each week and brings Frazer and Isaac, 1 yrs. 
with her in the car when she drops it off so they can wave to each other through the window.  Since 
restrictions have been lifted they’ve been able to come and play in the garden.   
Isaac is too young to have been affected by the changes but it’s been more difficult for Frazer who 
recently got very upset when he was at Crummock Water and couldn’t play with a little girl he saw there. 

 

Prayer for a Pandemic 
 

May we who are merely inconvenienced 

Remember those whose lives are at stake. 

May we who have no risk factors 

Remember those most vulnerable. 

May we who have the luxury of working from home 

Remember those who have to choose between preserving their health or paying their rent. 

May we who have the flexibility to care for our children when their schools close 

Remember those who have no options. 

May we who have to cancel our trips 

Remember those who have no safe place to go. 

May those who are losing their margin money in the tumult of the economic market 

Remember those who have no margin at all. 

May we who settle in for a quarantine at home 

Remember those who have no home. 

As fear grips our country, 

Let us choose love. 

During this time when we cannot physically wrap our arms around each other, 

Let us yet find ways to be the loving embrace of God to our neighbours. 

Amen. 



 

Lorna and Keith Meadley at The Grange Country House, 
Loweswater have brightened up the notice board in their 
grounds by  putting up pictures from their grandchildren 
Rebecca and Emily. 

Bethany, Emily and Rebecca proudly showing some of their mum’s needle felt work. 



A view of the village 
and Lorton valley 
from Harrot. 

Celebrating VE day  

During lockdown the Pub turned blue  
We nearly had a drought 

Some of us had to resort to drastic measures 

A very low river! 
 

Liz and Steve 
Irlam 



 

LORTON VALE “STAY NEAR HOME” WILDLIFE SURVEY APRIL 2020 
 

Thank you so much to the households who volunteered to participate in this survey and 
completed returns over two weeks in April. We used a simple sighting code for how 
frequently sightings occurred (or did not) each day. 
The chart shows the most common wildlife we saw. There was some geographical variation. 
Exciting other sightings included: Stoats, Treecreepers, Sparrow hawks, Owls (barn and 
tawny), Hare, Dippers, Curlew, Housemartin, Yellow hammers, Osprey, Peregrine, Otter, 
Ring Ouzels - and stop press - Merlin. Interestingly, a good number of red squirrel sightings 
and very few greys.  
We hope you find the results interesting. My sense is that the wildlife is enjoying the peace 
and quiet and “lack or human chatter” – and dogs. Bird song is almost deafening, but in a 
lovely way! 
Thanks again to those residents who took time to record their sightings. 
 

John Macfarlane  26.4.2020 



Judy and John Hudson 
Graythwaite, Loweswater 

 
OUR LOCKDOWN FAMILY 

 
For 15 years we have had a Barn Owl box 
high up in one of our barns and only once 
during that time have Barn Owls nested 
there.  So it was with great excitement 
that soon after Lockdown we noticed 
some activity around the box.  There was 
a quick trip up the ladder and a peep into 

the box and to our joy there were 4 white eggs, about the size of chicken eggs.  We were 
reluctant to disturb the sitting parent so we didn’t look into the box for about another 28 
days. 
 
We had installed a camera into the box a few years ago and we were looking forward to 
sitting in comfort and watching the Barn Owls and their developing young.  But this was 
not to be.  Either the parent birds inadvertently knocked the camera as they flew in and 
out or that they didn’t like the infrared light that emanated from it and deliberately 
knocked it to one side.  We suspect the latter.  So we kept our visits to the box to a 
minimum but it was enough to track the owlets’ development. 
 
About 30 days after hatching they took us by surprise and were gone!  As you may have 
guessed from the photos they were not Barn Owls but Tawnies!  But there’s nothing wrong 
with a Tawny! 
 
For the following days and weeks we could see the young at dusk flitting from tree to tree 
and hear them calling to their parents (keewik, keewik), and the parents replying.  This 
little family of owls became our family in Lockdown.  They were lovely lodgers, and they 
gave us great joy at a time when we were unable to see our real family. 
 

 

April 26th 
About 2 days after hatching 4 
beautiful balls of white fluff.  



 

May 5th 
11 days old 

4 bigger bundles of fluff with a 
few developing feathers.  

May 10th 
16 days old 

Owlets with recognisable owl 
faces and sharp beaks 

May 16th 
3 weeks old 

Beginning to flap their wings 
and move around the box 



Anyone have any buttons spare? Hi all, urgently 
needed, any buttons you can spare 15mm or bigger? I'm 
helping the Scrub Hub effort making headbands for NHS 
and care workers who are getting sore ears wearing a 
mask all day long. A button on each side of the headband 
allows them to put the mask elastic around that rather than 
their ears. I can come round to pick up - or drop them in to 
Lee at the shop tomorrow? xxx Diana PS. Also need 
elastic - Wilko is now sold out! 

Diana Clarke, High Swinside  
Making re-usable fabric facemasks 

Chris Mills wearing a mask made  
by Christine Edmunds 

https://nextdoor.co.uk/news_feed/?post=17592194035842


What is impressive is the reaction 
when it is generally believed we 
face a real crisis, but what I do find 
disturbing is what is considered to 
be not a real crisis. What will have 
the most serious long term impact 
on this planet, the coronavirus 
pandemic or the effects of climate 
change and the degradation of the 
environment through human 
activity?  The pandemic has 
grounded planes and closed 
airports whilst climate change even 
failed to halt their expansion.  Am I 
being unrealistic in hoping that one 
positive outcome of the pandemic 
will be to persuade people that it is 
not necessary to fly as much as we 
have been doing?  I hope not.  
 
Roger Peck, White Ash 

We’ve watched 
Green 
Hairstreak 
butterflies at 
Hope Gill, 
visited sheep 
folds and 
wondered 
about the men 
that built 
them, we’ve 

seen Swifts arrive at the Village and 
got battered by wind and the sound 
of Sky Larks on Broom Fell.   I worry 
for people’s health and jobs but for 
the first time I’ve dared hope there 
could be changes to the way we 
treat the environment. 

 
Pip Wise, Fold End, Lorton 



What I've been doing in lockdown.  
1. Writing postcards to my kids. 2 each 
per week, all the writings of Jane Austen. 
2. Painting dining chairs. 
3. Trying to grow from seed as garden 
centres were shut. Nasturtiums very 
successful. 
4. Imitation art. 

  Eleanor Gardiner 



Imitation art 
Eleanor Gardiner as Picasso’s ‘Child 
with Dove’ and Chrissie Baker as L.S. 
Lowry’s ’The Bearded Woman’  



I have been doing sketches of wildflowers 
around the local lanes this spring during 
lockdown 'exercise'.  

Christine Walmsley  




