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Our first long-term holiday of 9 consecutive days covered 1800 miles of English 

countryside.  We concluded that it was too great a distance for this tiny country if one 

is to digest the concentrated sites of this “Green and Pleasant Land.” As working 

residents however our time limits took us beyond what was ideal. 

 

Our first call involved a few hours revisiting the magic of the fishing village Clovelly 

on the Devon North Coast. We then pushed on to flirt a little with the Welsh Border 

before entering Gloucestshire. The Royal Forest of Dean confronted us with its 

tranquillity and tiny villages. At St Briavels we enjoyed a coffee and fought out way 

past the old player piano and antiques in the Post Office to seek directions to ‘Lindors 

Manor’, a Methodist Holiday Centre where we would spend two days. 

 

St Briavels shelters behind the remains of a 12th century Norman Castle intended to 

monitor infringements of the Welsh into England. The village sits on the edge of a 

limestone plateau 800 feet above the Wye Valley so leaning back in our car seats we 

took the narrow tree covered track down into the valley. The Forest is one of the 

largest in England and courtesy of Nelson’s vision for shipbuilding it is full of 

massive English oaks.  

 

 We discovered Lindors Manor, a charming 19th century place with nothing but the 

best. Furnished with dark timber panels, full-length curtains and chandeliers the thirty 

elderly holidaymakers welcomed us warmly around the meal table. Most were 

Christian people and there was an organised morning and evening devotion with 

optional day and evening programmes.  Like Treloyhan Manor at St Ives and four 

other Methodist centres, it is a good example of Christian tourism at its best. 

 

At Symonds Yat Rock (Celtic for gate) a cruise on the River Wye in a narrow boat 

decorated with flower boxes occupied one morning.  Sixteenth century pubs lined the 

river and the owners still own the ancient licenses for hand-operated ferries that 

transport their clients across the river!!  We sipped coffee in the sun, watched swan 

signets riding the wash of our boat and then there was the aqua flash of a kingfisher 

escaping into the trees. This is the place where peregrine falcons, one of Britain’s 

fastest birds, (can dive at 180 miles per hour) often nests high above the river in the 

limestone cliffs.   

 

Summer hay fever affected both Beryl and myself, but strangely unlike Australia 

everything remains green. The Western Morning News Report was sad. Nine men 

linked with the Anglican Church in SA had been arrested and Archbishop Ian George 

had resigned. In local politics the UK Independent party who recently won 12 seats in 

the European Parliament now boasts of massive funds to fight any attempt Mr Blair 

makes to ratify the new European Constitution. 

 

The Forester’s Brass Band squeezed into the Conference room one evening for our 

entertainment. Their excellence was obvious from the outset. The conductor dressed 

in black appeared shy, her blush and slight bow a little self-conscious. My thoughts 

turned to holiday trivia. I noted fingers that automatically released spittle onto the 



floor. Did they pay for their green jackets, braid and loose bow ties?  How did their 

partners cope with the long hours invested in achieving such precision?  What would 

happen if their music sheets were jumbled? News of who we were had got around and 

I was privileged to lead morning devotions and Beryl played the grand piano before 

we left.   

 

We headed for Lytham St Annes further north on the Coast to stay overnight with Rev 

Ros and Geoff Bond from SA.  It is a wealthy area built around retired cotton farmers. 

Ros’s church was impressive and almost cathedral like with a congregation similar in 

size to ours at Hayle. After hearing more news about the UC in SA we pressed on 

passing through Blackpool, the ‘Surfers Paradise/Fun Park’ of the West Coast. We 

stopped at the tiny village of Silverdale for morning tea with great Aunt Louie, a 

ninety-year-old aunt of our daughter in law Rachael. It was special to meet someone 

of our extended English family. From here we lunched at Grange on Sands before 

heading through Coniston and Ambleside to arrive at Keswick in the Lake’s District. 

Keswick is long known for its International Christian Convention, “All one in Christ 

Jesus.” 

 

‘Honistor House’, a central B&B run by Sue and Phil provided an ideal squat. Red 

geraniums from the window box hid behind the white lace curtain like painted ladies 

behind a veil. This is a place for profound natural beauty, stunning mountain peaks, 

trees and lakes. With places like Troutbeck, Ullswater, Pooley Bridge, Windermere 

and Borrowdale. It is the place of Beatrix Potter and Peter the Rabbit treasures tucked 

away at Hawkshead. It is the home of Wordsworth, a National Trust haven and a 

photographers paradise. Avoiding the rain we visited the Derwent Pencil Museum, 

home of the world’s first pencil. (Cumberland Pencil Company formed in 1832 and 

Lakeland coloured pencils) 

 

We toured scenic routes and I had to lean forward over the steering wheel to catch a 

glimpse of the towering mountain peaks. We engaged narrow roads between dry stone 

fences and felt the impact of the awesome country. The feeling of being small and 

finite alongside the seeming infinite was a little similar to the feeling one experiences 

in the Flinders Rangers in SA. 

 

 We walked under a canopy of green 

 up a steep gully,  

 along a winding path to Airaforce  

where white water gushes. 

Falling, falling, smashing, rushing, rushing, 

between, around, over rocks,  

making an urgent escape. 

We walked again in an open field 

to the sound of many waters. 

Long seeded grass swayed in the breeze. 

The sun shone on yellow buttercups, 

like bright specks sprinkled on a green carpet. 

We savoured the moment to stay longer,  

but unrelenting time kept whispering, 

‘move on,’ ‘move on.’ 

 



White pencil thin lines of cascading water marked the mountain fells and in Keswick 

we strolled through the Saturday Market to examine antiques, bed quilts and more 

postcards. We bought some strawberries and a few gadgets and moved on. 

Surrounded with exquisite natural beauty, eloquent merchandise and artistry I realised 

that this sort of beauty was behind the lens of our Nikon camera. In fact it is 

impossible to capture, duplicate or record, it is beyond the mind or imagination to 

retain or hang on to. This sort of confronting beauty reflects and expresses the 

Creator’s beauty. Yet as magnificent as it is no object or part of nature is ever as 

magnificent or beautiful as the uniqueness of being a person. Didn’t Jesus say that we 

were worth more than the sparrows? The unique beauty of Jesus was described as ‘the 

lily of the valley, the bright morning star and the fairest of ten thousand.’ In 

Philippians 2:6 Paul says, “Jesus was in the form of God. The natural world is 

secondary to Jesus, whose beauty inspires adoration and worship of the soul.  

 

We left the Lakes District for the open slopes of the Yorkshire Dales. Stone fences 

stretched for miles. Some climb steep hillsides to form a patchwork of small 

matchbox like paddocks. Some are covered with moss that clings like a velvet cover 

and some are speckled with stubborn lichen that refuses to die. 

 

We paused at Stricklandgate Methodist Church, Kendal for worship, and then pushed 

on past sheep with black faces and shaggy fleeces that roam the slopes. Beryl 

knowingly suggests the grass is rank and a vitamin balanced feed seems in short 

supply.  

 

I reversed the car off the road to take a photo. The tall grass hid a deep-water crevice. 

One back wheel sank deep and held fast. Two lady hikers attempted to help, but the 

mobile phone was out of range. I left Beryl in the car and hitched a ride to the White 

Lion Inn on the B6160, not far from Cray Bridge. The Inn was an old Drover’s haunt 

refurbished with an open log fire. It was Sunday afternoon and the farmer’s son’s who 

could help us were laying concrete. I had to learn to wait. 

 

While mindful of Beryl, I had time to catch my breath. Across the road on the treeless 

slope was property owned by the National Trust. Clouds rolled behind its peak and I 

counted five horse riders treading the high ground in single file. Water ran under a 

stone bridge and a small river ran parallel to the road. A photographer complete with 

tripod emerged from behind a wooden gate and a family of hikers with backpacks left 

on the next stage of their walk. 

 

The boys arrived in a Landrover and soon had us on our way while daises on the 

roadside swayed on their stems and like nodding faces in a grandstand seemed to 

cheer us on our way. 

 

We arrived in Shipley to stay with Aunty June, Rachael’s Auntie. Here we enjoyed 

genuine hospitality, Yorkshire Pudding and a slower day to recuperate. We strolled 

around the early streets of the village and looked over the Salts Mill, (now 1853 

Gallery), courtesy of Sir Titus Salt. This is wool textile country just south of the Dales 

where the Scott Family (Rachael’s parents) grew up in very different days. We met 

Eileen’s brother Neville and enjoyed the company of Kate, Nigel and the girls. 

 



From here we headed south to a B&B called ‘Hill Barn,’ a short distance from 

‘Bourton-on-the-Water. A squirrel paced our car along the top of a stonewall as we 

cruised along, and from the window where we stayed a wild pheasant and two hens 

roamed the open field. The Cotswolds is an area built on the wealth of the wool trade 

in Medieval England and it spawned Manor Houses built with a mellow golden 

limestone. It is the place of Stratford on Avon and the Royal Shakespeare Company. 

It is the place of ancient Roman Roads, village markets and canal narrow boats. 

 

Amid the quaintness that has been described as the best preserved part of Old 

England, we felt a sort of magnetic attraction and like General McArthur we declared, 

“we will return”!! The price of petrol was high and our own energy supplies were well 

drained by now. Although it is hard to admit, we just can’t stay the pace of our 

younger years!!!  It was time to head for a coffee at the Paynter’s dairy farm near 

Launceston, North Cornwall, four hours away on the A30. 

 

What a time we had had and what a privileged people we are to share in God’s 

wonderful world, to catch a glimpse of His hidden eternal power and divine nature. 

Romans 1:21 and to know that Jesus is Lord who plans to make all things new even 

the creation that awaits the coming of the Son of Man in all His beauty. Romans 8:21 

 

 

 


