
 

 

Walks in May 
By Pam Hunter 

 

1st May 
What a lovely day for a walk! The countryside was looking so refreshed after 
a few days rain. The hedgerows were burgeoning with bluebells and a white 
froth of cow parsley. The trees were almost in full fresh green leaf. The 
visibility that day was so sharp, it really was wonderful. 
 
 
Today I was singing For The Beauty Of The Earth, which seemed really 
appropriate. The earth really did look beautiful. We are indeed surrounded by 
love. I felt a bit sad during the verse about human love, as it is a year since 
George passed away. I really missed my family and I just wanted a 
comforting hug. But God’s love is always there and I do feel His presence 
and the peace that it has brought me , especially during these weeks of 
lockdown. 
 
 



 

 

     As you may know by now one of the benefits of lockdown for me has 
been rediscovering my love of walking. It has brought such comfort and 
such a sense of well-being.  The hymn that has been in my mind during the 
past few days is Dear Lord and Father of Mankind. I have loved this hymn for 
many years. It was played at my mum’s funeral and it was sung in church the 
Sunday after my dearest elder daughter had passed away. I’m afraid I just 
cried all the way through it, but nevertheless some of the words reached out 
to me and brought me comfort. Now the words ‘forgive our foolish ways’ 
make me reflect on our current situation. I was leaning over a gatepost 
singing this when I was suddenly aware of a couple going past, I don’t know 
what they thought of me! I was also interested to hear that the Bishop of 
Dover, Rose Hudson-Wilkin, said she sometimes uses it as a basis for 
prayer. 
 
I have loved watching the spring flowers emerging. One of my favourites at 
this time of year is Herb Robert, a member of the geranium family. 
 It grows like a weed in my garden, but I really love its delicate pink flowers 
and so it is welcome. I was interested to learn many years ago when I was 
on a walking holiday in the Dordogne; in French it is called Herbe Robert. 
Further research has revealed that it is named after an 11th century French 
saint, Robert of Molerne, founder of the Cistercian order, and he used it to 
cure various diseases. Perhaps someone should consider it now!  It has 
many nicknames, Stinking Bob, Red Robin , Death come Quickly, Storkbill to 
name a few. 
As a little girl I loved the Flower Fairies books by Cecil Mary Barker. I still 
have a copy. This is what she says about Herb Robert. 



 

 

 
14th May 
At last I was able to meet up with my sister Mary after all these weeks, 
although social distancing did make it a bit strange. We did a walk together 

going down to Bowrish Saw Mills and then back up along the footpaths to my 
house. The bluebells along the lane were beautiful. Mary and I are very close 
and I have missed seeing her. She has been such a wonderful support to me.  
 
 

  
 
 

Little Herb Robert, 
Bright and small, 

Peeps from the bank 
Or the old stone wall. 

Little Herb Robert, 
His leaf turns red; 

He’s wild geranium, 
So it is said 

 
 
 
 
 



 

 

21st May 
This week I went to see Mary and we did a really nice walk from her house 
 down to the River Tamar walking along towards the Saltash bridges. It was 
such a warm, sunny day and the visibility was amazing looking back towards 
Tavistock and the moors. 
 

 
My walks have really brought me closer to God during these recent weeks 
and helped to think and reflect upon this beautiful world where we live , to 
think about those things that matter to me, my family and friends and how 
much I value and appreciate them, and to think about all those less fortunate 
than I am, those who are ill, those who are struggling especially with mental 
health at this time. I pray for all suffering in anyway due to coronavirus and all 
the wonderful frontline and key workers working to save lives and to keep us 
safe. 
 
I miss all my church family and look forward to the day when we can be 
together again. Although we are living in times of isolation, nothing can isolate 
us from the love of God.  
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