
 
Do you remember Jane’s thought for the day on her railway walk in May? Here 
are her pictures taken one month later. She writes; 
 
“It’s amazing the difference a month makes where Nature is concerned, despite 
(or perhaps because of) drought conditions.  Totally different flora, apart from 
the field of barley, which had really shot up and was mesmerising, waving gently 
in the warm breeze.  The hawthorn flowers had mostly gone, to be replaced by 
swathes of “nuts”. 
 
Again, we heard skylarks and were accompanied throughout our walk by the 
calling of a cuckoo, seeking a mate.  There was a variety of butterflies, amongst 
them orange tip, speckled wood, meadow brown, small blue and red admiral. 
 
We noticed, too, how big cracks had appeared in the ground, as some of my 
photographs will show.” 
 
 
 
We have certainly had a wonderful summer already. And although there have 
been many disadvantages and genuine suffering caused by the lockdown many 
of us have enjoyed the compensation of living in a place where natural beauty is 
on our doorstep. It has been such a solace to watch the birds searching the 
garden for food for their young, the flowers attracting bees, butterflies dancing 
in the breeze and enjoy the wonderful warmth.   
 



But it’s not without its own drama. 
Magpies frequently visit the 
garden, much to the consternation 
of nesting pigeons and the human 
denizens who rush about flapping 
and clapping wildly to shoo the 
pied scavengers away. And this 
morning our resident male sparrow 
had to show another chap the door 
– he’d been investigating the 
already occupied nest box.   
Who needs television when there is 
so much entertainment just outside 
the back door? 
 
  

 
Prayer  
 
O God, enlarge within us the sense of fellowship with all living things, our 
brothers the animals, to whom you gave the earth as their home in common 
with us.  We remember with shame that in the past we have exercised the high 
dominion of man with ruthless cruelty so that the voice of the earth, which 
should have gone up to thee in song, has been a groan of travail. May we realise 
that they live not for us alone but for themselves and for thee, and that they 
love the sweetness of life. 
 
 
I wonder if you can guess when this beautiful prayer was written – now I’ve 
asked the question you have probably realised that it’s not 21st century and 
even hazard a guess that its Francis of Assisi. 
But you might be surprised to learn that it was written long before that by Basil 
the Great who lived around 330 to 379 A D. It seems so sad that we can still say 
this prayer and acknowledge the ruthless cruelty that still exists towards our 
animal brothers since then and still today. But then when you think of the 
ruthless cruelty that has been exercised against our fellow men over those 
centuries throughout the world… 
 


