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BLANDS. June 29th. 2000

A goodly number of members and friends met with Phil Hudson, a previous secretary and old
friend of the society, at Blands Farmhouse in the Lune Valley just south of Wennington. What a

cornucopia of delights Blands has to offer! Underground tunnels, perpetual motion machines,
Roman Pillars, mediaeval roads, sunken gardens, and a monastic gatehouse being just a few. Phil
trod us through the grounds exuding a healthy scepticism, which never seemed to disguise the idea
that here was something quite extraordinary and inexplicable.

There were many barely
visible field markings and
these together with the
ancient road and its
gatehouse could possibly
hold the key to the
mystery of the house and

its land. Blands has a

unique way of guarding its
secrets.

There are some pillars in
the cellar holding the
house up. These are
probably genuinely
mediaeval in origin, (some

even say they are Roman,)
and they keep the house

away from the rushing
stream above which it is

built. Naturally, the
society wanted to see these, but a pair of geese had built their nest right across the entrance, and
one does not disturb sitting geese! Some of the slimmer members among us squeeze through a tiny
hole at ground level into the cellar, the reports of what they saw making those of us not able to
make it very envious.

This was a fascinating visit, leaving much food for thought and we are very grateful to Phil for
guiding us round.

PIEL ISLAND, September 23rd.2000

The 15 or so members who gathered at Snab point on Walney Island could not believe their luck.
The weather the week before had not encouraged the thought of walking across the sands and the
days following were stormy to say the least. But the gods were with us that beautiful, bright, warm
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Saturday morning as we donned our Wellington boots and clutching Morecambe Bay tide
timetables, we set out determinably towards the retreating sea for all the world as if we were going

to push it out ourselves.

The tide was reluctant to leave because the southeast wind was blowing the water back into its
channels, and, as we waited, we could feel the sand quickening beneath our feet. Rachel Newman
strode out with confidence and after satisfying herself she had not lost anyone she arrived once

again on Piel Island with its charismatic castle. Rachel had directed the dig here and knew more

than anyone about this wonderful place. It was soon very clear that the more one knew and the

more that was archeologically discovered, the deeper the mystery grew. Why would monks from
Furness Abby build a beautiful house here and then tum it into an impregnable fortress? And what
did Lambert Simnel think of it as he passed by, staying a while within its walls.

The pub provided some of us with pies and peas and it was noted that no one dared to sit in the

throne of the King of Piel, even though he had left for the main land in his tractor. All too soon the

time came to leave this magical place, and we set out to walk homeward over the hard, dry sand.

What a wonderful day this had been and how lucky we were to have Rachel to lead us. The depth

of her scholarship enriched us all.
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