
 
Day 10: Saturday 22 May 

Orphir to Kirkwall 
 

 
 

Today was the final day of walking. Six of us began in Orphir, saying prayers together, and hearing the 
introduction to the theme of the day: ‘hospitality’. 
 
Orphir was the peaceful place we had ended yesterday. The Round Church is in a burial ground, on the 
edge of the sea (Scapa Flow). Today it had only occasional visitors, but previously it had been a place of 
hospitality. Here the Earls had entertained guests, sometimes drinking too much, with violence 
following. In contrast, we were reminded of the power of hospitality, as in the story of Thora (see 
Tuesday’s blog), where it turned the heart of a murderer towards repentance and recompense. The 
encouragement today was to consider the power of hospitality in our own lives: where had we been 
welcome, which meals were indicative of generosity and kindness shown to us? How do we show 
hospitality to others? 
 
The first part of the stage today took us down to the beach. We walked the cliff tops to Scapa Beach. All 
week I have been struggling for words to describe what we have been seeing. Today was no exception, 
the sky was blue, the sun warm (thank you, Lord), and wild flowers bloomed along the route. The vista 



out to sea was so beautiful it was breath taking. Red-necked divers bobbed in the ocean, peregrine 
falcons flew overhead, gold crests sat on the fences. All was well in our world, all at peace. 
 

 
 

The lovely day brought out other walkers. Everywhere here people are friendly. There is a ready 
welcome, and chat comes easily, a reminder that true hospitality comes from an expansive and 
generous heart. 
 

After six days together, our pilgrim band was very relaxed with each other. Some of us had begun on 
Monday as strangers, but it is not possible to pray together so often, to share stories and food, and not 
become close. Today we laughed often and very deeply – what a healing experience this was.  
 

 
Towards Scapa beach we passed the whisky 
distillery. Orcadians produce very fine food 
and drink (fish, meat, wine, beer, butter, 
cheese, ice-cream) all from their excellent 
local produce.  
To this is added time: time to sit, to enjoy 
good service, to struggle to choose between 
mouth-watering options. The hospitality of 
the islands is readily offered. Come and try it 
for yourselves. 
 

 
 
Four of us had our lunch by Scapa beach. We compared our aches and pains. There was a bus stop just 
by, so tempting! But we had one final stretch to walk, the road into Kirkwall itself, and once we had 
dragged ourselves to our feet this turned out to be one of the easiest walks of the week. We could see 
St Magnus’ Cathedral on the skyline, and soon we were out of the countryside and into the town. 
Passers by said hello, everyone today was full of smiles – we felt very welcome. There was a deep sense 
of completeness, that the pilgrimage was coming to a good and happy end.  
 
In my mind I thought of all those who I have carried in prayer through the week – the sick, the bereaved, 
the confused and anxious. I thought of the churches in the diocese and their priests, and those churches 
without one. I thought of my family at home, so generous in encouraging me to do this, and friends who 



have prayed (and some walked) with me where they are. My desire was that everyone was caught into 
the pilgrim’s blessing that was mine today.  
 
In Kirkwall I swapped my back-pack for a crozier, and we gathered as six by the door to St Olav’s church 
– the place where Magnus’ bones rested waiting for the cathedral to be completed. Then, to my very 
great surprise, from around the corner appeared a very good number of the congregation of our St 
Olav’s church in Kirkwall. They had come to walk with us the final 400 yds to the cathedral – to 
accompany us on our spiritual homecoming. My heart was full.  
 

 
 

Now because of the coronavirus, the cathedral was not open today – it is cleaned and ready for 
tomorrow. A little frustrating, but given that this pilgrimage did not look likely to happen only a few 
weeks ago, we did not complain. (I will visit on Monday) 
 

Outside the cathedral we stopped as a group to pray – open, extemporary prayer, as the Spirit led us.  
I blessed the gathered group – then we drank mead and ate cake!! And then we were done. 
 

 
 

This is not the final blog – there will be one for tomorrow (Pentecost) and then one on Monday, when 
the cathedral will be open, and I will be able to go and sit a while with Magnus. 
On this holy eve, may the wind of God blow upon you all. 


