Between Friday 10t and Sunday 12t October 2008 | took part in the EBP annual retreat at Llangasty, near Brecon in Wales.

| felt like we were truly retreating from the world, from the hubbub of city life, as we made our way along ever narrower country
lanes until we arrived at our destination. Although we'd only travelled for about an hour and a half outside Bristol, this felt remote
and set apart from the rest of life — an oasis in time and space.

Set next to a large lake and surrounded by jagged mountainous terrain, Llangasty’s spell set to work on me as soon as | arrived. | felt
calmed and humbled by the landscape. It felt like hallowed ground, sacred space, encouraging us to tread lightly, speak softly, and
succumb to its pace, in tune with the weather and the changing of the seasons.

| felt the daily offices and services provided a prayerful cocoon of warmth and friendship in which to commune together. The
silence observed in the mornings allowed me took look within and without, and reflect. The meditations led by Canon Ivor were
insightful and challengmg but most of all funny, realistic and orlgmal He spoke to my mind and my 1magma’clon on many aspects
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On the Sunday morning | decided to walk up the m
one side, and not another soul walked there that mommg

hmg’c—eep muddy pathded directly up

| journeyed upwards, not knowmglwbere the %a’ch migt sad. Eve e path rose 3 ' ; t was not until | reached
the very top that the fog began nd reveal the spectacular panoramic views of ins, valleys and the lake. I lay on my-
back at the top of the mountain, lo e A: sere my fear, like the fog, dissipated, and
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