
 
Day 8: Thursday 20 May 

Dounby to Finstown 
 

A walk today across the flatish inner mainland, skirting the Harray Loch. 
 

 
 

This morning we gathered where we concluded yesterday, in Dounby. Some of us are feeling the effects 
of walking, so we lost one pilgrim for a day’s rest, but gained a couple of new members of the group. 
Having these join us was lovely, new stories to hear, new people to get to know. We said some prayers 
together, considered the theme for the day, which was ‘Change’, then we were off.  
 
Yesterday we had walked among fields displaying the animal husbandry and agriculture knowledge of 
the farmers here. Although we thought about growth, today we acknowledged that good and 
productive farming is a response to the changing seasons of the year. There are many here that live in 
this rhythm of change, constantly adapting to it. 
 
The landscape around us had changed over time as well. The introduction on the St Magnus Way 
website includes these words: 
 
‘Were Magnus to be walking with us - and who can say for sure he isn’t? - there would be some features 
in the landscape that are unchanged since the 12th century. But much has also changed – 



improvements to drainage gave a new road through the marshland in Harray and farm land has 
extended in every direction, with wire fencing a relatively recent phenomenon. Farming is both more 
efficient and more lonely than it used to be – highlighting that change is rarely wholly good or wholly 
bad.’ 
 
The changes to the land prompted reflection on the changes in ourselves. Some in today’s pilgrim group 
had worked abroad, all in Asia as it happened. Here there were stories of new languages learned, new 
foods explored and enjoyed, the engagement with different cultures and customs in order to build 
relationships. Time spent in work and service elsewhere had brought life-long change. We wondered 
how some can embrace these sort of changes, while others draw back, with a much smaller capacity for 
such demanding adjustments. 
 
I was involved in a long conversation reflecting on how to encourage churches, that is their 
membership, to engage with change. Our faith has sustained generations of people, across all cultures 
and contexts, by adapting and changing. We could say it has been incarnational. If we follow Jesus Christ 
then we know (because Jesus told us!) that we will have to leave things behind, and embrace a future 
which is only just appearing.  
 
Near the edge of the loch we saw a ruined croft, a house not fit for purpose any more. Next to it a house 
that had been adapted and extended, so that it could withstand the storms of the winter months, when 
the weather seems to come in sideways. We stood and looked at this visual parable, sobered by the 
thought that actually if there is no change there is death.  
 

 
St Michael’s Church 

We stopped to eat lunch, sheltering from the 
wind behind a wall at St Michael’s Church, 
overlooking the Harray Loch. 
 
After lunch we prayed together, a time of open 
prayer, taking to God the very things that have 
been at the heart of our conversations. This is 
such a special part of each day, a true 
acknowledgement of the presence of God with 
us, which we feel all the time. 

 

 
At this point in the journey I decided to return to Kirkwall. 
My ankle was too sore to do the rest of today’s stage. 
 
So another change has to be acknowledged – the change of 
growing older and having aching bones, and maybe a little 
arthritis.  
 
I have begun to reflect on the spiritual consequences of 
only doing part of a stage. But more on this on Saturday, 
when we travel to Kirkwall. 
 
Thursday evening I am off to bless a toilet, then tomorrow 
morning we meet together again in Finstown. The forecast 
is for strong winds, so we will see how we do. 

 
 


