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Some thoughts on summer 

I’m fortunate to live in a house with a pantry. It’s one of my 

favourite places in our house. As well as providing an outlet 

for my need to have things organised, visible and easy-to-

reach, it also has, on the back of the door, a calendar. Each 

month, as the calendar page is turned, new photographs 

come into view of two of our Godchildren – Benjamin and 

Timothy. I look at it several times a day and, as well as 

thinking about the boys, and sometimes offering a quick 

prayer for them and their parents, I enjoy seeing the seasonal 

scene in which they’re set. How swiftly the months and 

seasons seem to come and go! 

My life, admittedly, is more connected with the liturgical 

calendar, which determines the church’s year and seasons. 

They, too, seem to have fairly rattled by over the last year and 

a half. We are now launched into Ordinary Time which comes 

after the 50 days of Easter, Whitsun and Trinity, and lasts all 

the way through the Summer until November and a season of 

remembering. Appropriately for the season in which we hope 

to enjoy the great outdoors, our gardens and window boxes, 

the colour for Ordinary Time is green. For those gazing upon 

altar coverings, clergy robes and vestments, or even just the 



bookmarks hanging from the lectern Bible, it’s a reminder of 

growth, nature and fruitfulness.  

The garden at home is large – that’s often what happens 

when you move into a vicarage. Even if it’s a bit bigger than I 

might have chosen, it never fails to impress me. I am amazed 

at the resilience of plants which have lain seemingly dormant 

and hidden beneath the earth through the foulest Winters, to 

suddenly nudge themselves once more out of the ground and 

then almost take over the garden space around them. There’s 

a constant battle here with Japanese Anemone – I don’t 

recommend it unless you have a lot of space! 

Some words of Jesus, recorded in the Gospels, tell us that 

unless a grain of wheat falls into the earth and dies it remains 

alone; but if it dies, it bears much fruit. This reminds me of the 

need for seasons to keep turning, for plants in the garden to 

flourish and then whither, and our lives to contain times of 

light as well as shade. As we very much look forward to an age 

free from Covid, and certainly free from face-coverings and all 

that hand sanitizer, I wonder what new growth and fruit will 

come into our lives in the future. I hope that this Summer will 

be one which lingers – that we will be able to enjoy seeing 

how we’ve all grown as a result of a long gestation during the 

lockdowns, to share stories and the discovery of new 

interests, and to be so very thankful for the gift of creation 

and the natural beauty which, even though I’m a Southern 

import, you can’t really get anywhere else but in the beautiful 

North-West. 


