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aster 2022. What a long, strange trip it’s been – My last
annual newsletter was Christmas 2019, and just a few
things have happened since then that have affected everyone on the planet, as well as my family and the U.K. and Europe in particular. I have posted a few things on Facebook over
that time, including a series of “home thoughts from abroad” that
replaced my newsletter in 2020, so I’m going to re-use those
here for those who didn’t see them, with some extra, unrelated
pictures to relieve the monotony (and those who did can skip
over them).
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would go for Christmas, the place that Jane and I got married,
and the place where I felt rooted. Except this year that connection has been severed, and now my home has changed.

Home thoughts from abroad – December 2020
Those of you who have known me a reasonable length of time
will know that I write an annual newsletter around Christmas,
and have been doing so since 1995 – you can find them on my
personal web site (http://equinoxe.dk/News/) if you’re really interested. so this year’s will be the silver-anniversary edition. It
has also been the strangest year in that quarter-century, not only
for me, but for most of the world. Hence, I thought I’d do something a bit different this year, and produce the newsletter as a
series of blog posts getting various things off my chest (as well
as summing up the year) that I will put up on Facebook, with
appropriate pictures from the year, and then gather them together to make my annual newsletter over Christmas, which I
will also mail out to the usual suspects… [albeit 16 months
later].

So to kick off with, here is a photograph I took this morning, of
the those who I am very glad to share Christmas and the New
Year with. This year I really appreciate how lucky I am to have
both Jane and Emily the cat in my life, and how we are lucky to
have a safe and cosy place to live, a garden in which to enjoy
fresh air while keeping the rest of the world at bay, and the technology to write with, talk with and even see those we work with
and care about around the world. I hope that you are equally
lucky.

Home is where the heart is, but where is home?
I was born and brought up in England, and since 1970 I consider
my home to have been the village of Islip in Oxfordshire, where
I lived until I left home, and where my parents still lived. Of
course I haven’t lived there for more than 30 years, and have
been in Denmark for the last 22, but that was the place that I

Christmas dinner 2019 in Islip with my Dad, Paul and Alison

Christmas 2019 family get-together at Paul’s place
My mum died in 2017, and my dad followed this year, so this is
my first Christmas without parents. I am very glad that I got to
spend last Christmas with dad – and enjoyed a family get-together with him and the rest of the family at my brother Paul’s
place on Boxing day. I came back to Copenhagen afterwards,
and the took another trip over to Islip at the end of January, to
relax after the usual hectic months of teaching my conservation
course. On the 27 January, dad had a small tumble in the hallway while hanging up laundry – so small that both he and I
thought nothing of it. The next morning, however, he was very
sleepy and didn’t want to get out of bed, so I managed to raise
him and called a taxi to take us to the local accident and emergency room at the John Radcliffe infirmary in Oxford – the hospital where he had spent a good part of his working life as an
animal technician. He was convinced that there was absolutely
nothing to worry about, and that I was just fussing – and his view
seemed to be shared by all the doctors and nurses that we saw
over the course of a long day. Until, that is, he was given a CT
scan at about 19:00, which showed that he had had a small subdural haematoma – nothing to worry about, as it was mall and
not growing – so they would like to keep him in for observation.
All seemed to be doing well, and the next CT scan showed no
change, but as he stayed in and a third CT scan showed that
there had been more bleeding, and he deteriorated rapidly. He
finally gave up the ghost on the 16th February – just 5 days

before what would have been his 88th birthday. Again, I was
grateful that I could be there at the end, having had another
short time back in Copenhagen between his admission and his
deterioration.

Saying goodbye after dad’s funeral and cremation at Islip village hall.
We held the funeral service at St. Nicholas Church Islip on the
6th March, during another 3-day trip to Islip and I think we did
him proud. I flew home to Copenhagen on the 8th. Yes, home to
Copenhagen – because that’s where my home is now – with Jane
and Emily, and Danish Christmas on the 24thDecember and
English Christmas on the 25th. That was the last time that I visited Islip, and the last time that I visited England. While dad and
I were queuing at accident and emergency, a Polish builder was
just behind us – he had been sent there by his boss who had
heard that there was a new virus in China, and since the worker
had been on Holiday in the area (actually Thailand – the British
have never been strong at geography), he wanted his worker to
be tested for the virus – something that the hospital couldn’t do
at that stage. That virus turned out to be the main reason that I
have not been back to Islip or the U.K. (or anywhere else outside
Denmark) since then. I hope I will be able to do so again in the
coming year (although not for a while), but in the meantime, I’ve
been getting used to and enjoying the comforts of my new home.

The old family home in Islip
Losing dad was a great blow, and I’ve still not come fully to
terms with losing the connections to my childhood home and
Islip – but I’m very glad that dad didn’t have to live through the
privations of COVID-19 on his own, and also thankful that Paul
and Pete are taking on the difficult task of emptying our childhood home of all its memories and eventually passing it on to
someone else.

Driving home for Christmas on the road to Hell.

My grandparents Ruth and Sam Cleeve with their new car in 1960,
which was given to my parents as a wedding present later that year.
Two great songs from Chris Rea bring me to my next letting off
of steam… I have never liked driving, seeing it as a necessary
evil rather than something to enjoy. There are probably several
reasons for this, including the writing-off of our family car in
1972 (see my earlier post about remembrance day:
https://www.facebook.com/Maculinea/posts/10159520022366874), denting my dad’s car door
badly in a collision with the corner of our house when learning,
driving around the M25 in freezing fog the day after taking my
test, and denting the Mettler salesman’s car door badly when I
reversed into it when doing fieldwork in Switzerland. On the
other hand, I want to be a GOOD driver, so no car doors have
been dented by me in the last 25 years, but that also means that
I am filled with adrenaline when I am driving - looking out for
any danger and constantly assessing the road conditions and
moderating my speed accordingly – after all, I know cars can
dent things, and I’m constantly aware that I am in charge of a
heavy lump of metal with a lot of momentum, surrounded by and
filled with soft squidgy life that will probably come of worse if
something goes wrong. It’s a very tiring way to drive, and I know
it’s not how most other people drive.

Comet NEOWISE C/2020 F3 at 02:00 12th July 2020
And part of that difference is speed limits – I am one of the few
people that I know that treat speed limits as a maximum which
should only be approached under ideal conditions, and which
one should normally drive slower (sometimes much slower) than
depending on the conditions (visibility, precipitation, bends in
the road, approaching junctions, traffic lights etc.). Jane is another of these strange creatures, I am happy to say, but she

enjoys driving, so we get by just fine. Sadly the average Dane
and many other drivers seems to regard speed limits as the speed
that they should maintain – if there is a speed limit of 80 km/h
on this road, then I should be driving at 80 (well, 88, actually,
since we know there is 10% leeway – hell, why not make it 90 –
and if 90, why not 100?) whatever the conditions.

Emily, elegantly relaxing on one of my aardvark cushions
Unfortunately, this attitude to speed limits also seems to apply
to how many people treat the various restrictions that have become necessary because of the spread of COVID-19. Many extremely useful epidemiological models have been produced
since the start of the year, which predict how the spread of the
virus will be based on our increasing knowledge of the virus.
Yes, some things were wrong in those models (COVID-19 does
not spread quite like influenza, as first assumed), but they have
been improved considerably as time has gone on, and have
formed the basis of many “speed limits” that have been introduced in different places at different times. However, the virus
has continued to spread. This isn’t because the models are
wrong about the biology of the virus – that is very well understood and predictable (although new mutant strains may behave
slightly differently) – No, it seems to be because of those people
who don’t stay below the speed limits – it only takes a few – and
even more who do not take conditions into account when “driving” – if conditions change we need to be even more strict about
transmission routes, and restrict ourselves even more than the
limits imposed legally – it’s not rocket science (but it is epidemiological science).
So, I am not driving home for Christmas this year – partly because I am already at home (see above) – but I made a decision
months ago that even if things were looking brighter on the virus
front in December, I still planned to stay at home. I am very
happy that Jane’s parents have made the same decision, and that
we won’t visit them over Christmas as planned. I’m not happy

that we won’t see them – that would be wonderful – but I am
happy that we have cut off that potential transmission route, and
we won’t be the cause of infections outside our household.
So, whatever “tier” you are in, or your current lockdown status,
please please drive carefully and moderate your behaviour depending on the conditions. Don’t game the system – it’s not a
matter of not getting caught, or of your liberal interpretation of
rules that are not clear – be on the safe side and think of others
(including your own family) before you drive. Then I hope we
can all avoid heading straight to Hell.

COVID-19 outdoor clobber, winter 2020

Reasons to be cheerful – part 4
2020 has not been the best of years for me and for many others
– but my last two sets of ramblings have perhaps been more negative than reality. While there have been many things that have
been more difficult and more awkward this year, there are also
some great things that have come out of it, useful lessons learnt,
and many reasons to look forward. I hope that they will materialize and not be forgotten in the next few months.

Garden wildlife #1

First I can count many blessings – Jane and I are both well, as
is Emily the cat, despite a false-alarm visit to the vet when we
thought she had a broken tail. All of our living relatives are also
fit and well, even if this year has not turned out exactly as
planned, and we’ve even had the joy of a new addition, with the
arrival of my first cousin twice removed, Esme. Some things that
I thought would be difficult have turned out really well. I am very
happy that my dad’s cats, Misty and Katie, have found a happy
new home with Chris Hargreaves and her mum, where they are
loved and bring much joy. Teaching students at the university
on-line, rather than in the classroom, is damned hard work, but
I’ve been able to use the situation to actually get more individual
face-to-face (albeit virtual) contact than usual – although this
means spending three times as long preparing and conducting
lectures and practicals. Research has had to take more of a
back-seat, but I have been able to participate in more virtual
seminars and in more varied fields than in a “normal” year, so
I am looking forward to trying out and integrated some new
things in the coming years. Although I have not visited any of my
brothers or more distant relatives in England since March, we
have seen each other (admittedly only in two dimensions) much
more frequently, and sung together at virtual jam sessions not at
the Bull in Clifton-upon-Dunsmore, and managed to play silly
games on boxing day.

I am a scientist, and more specifically an evolutionary ecologist.
This year the world has suddenly been reminded of the importance of science, and has seen evolution and ecology (interactions between organisms) in action – I would never have believed at the start of the year that most of the world would be
exposed to such things as mathematical (epidemiological) models, r-numbers, PCR, sequence mutations and the like, and that
most people have come to appreciate how important they are for
our societies. Yes, societies, because something that has also become clear is that Margaret Thatcher could not have been more
wrong when she declared that “there is no such thing as society” – the behaviour of groups of people when challenged with
a pandemic has required real society-level decisions and actions, even when those in power don’t admit this. In recent years
there has been a strong tendency by those in power in many
countries to belittle and demonize experts – often aided by very
questionable standards among the different branches of journalism. I am hopeful (but not holding my breath) that the role of the
expert, particularly the scientist, has been partially restored by
the pandemic, and that this will eventually be reflected in a different attitude in the media. I am very proud to have been involved in filming of a Danish wildlife series that premiered this
year – “Vilde vidunderlige Danmark” (“Wild, wonderful Denmark:
https://www.dr.dk/drtv/serie/vilde-vidunderlige-danmark_155688), and that another series “Giv os naturen tilbag”
(“Give us nature back” https://www.dr.dk/drtv/serie/giv-os-naturen-tilbage_208260) has received a lot of air-time and provoked discussion, along with the continued activities of David
Attenborough and Greta Thunberg.

Virtual jamming, not at The Bull, with unappreciative audience
But there are also many other reasons to be optimistic that
things will become brighter, even if some of the current promises
may be forgotten in time…

Garden wildlife #2

Garden wildlife #3
I am hopeful that it will be recognized by politicians that lives
and health matter far more than economics for the vast majority
of people, but that the two are not divorced from each other –
The countries that have come out worst in this pandemic are
those where market-driven reasoning is put above welfare, and
those that are doing best economically are those where health
and welfare have been taken most seriously. I hope that this lesson is remembered, and it gives me cause for optimism that

economists are also starting to return to the roots of their discipline and starting to think about more than simple market
shares, monetary wealth and growth (listen to this year’s Reith
lectures by Mark Carney: https://www.bbc.co.uk/programmes/b00729d9). The complete humanitarian disaster that
is Donald Trump is finally out, although he is trying to break as
much as possible before he leaves, but I am confident that Joe
Biden can restore some semblance of humanity to the United
States, and make America nice again. Brexit is happening, and
although the majority of the Tory party seem to want to live up
to their long-deserved description as the nasty party, there are
sometimes flashes of humanity and morality, which I hope the
general British public will allow to flourish.
COVID-19 vaccines are currently being rolled pout across the
world, a great example of how scientific endeavour can help humanity, particularly combined with the dedication of health
workers who are not in it for the money. There may be some dark
clouds on the horizon caused by jingoism and unfounded conspiracy theories, but I have (hopefully not misplaced) confidence
in humanity to disperse them and allow a new dawn in 2021.

Unfortunately many non-scientists (and quite a few scientists,
too) do not see this advantage, and the phrase “there is no evidence that…” has become synonymous in most people’s minds
with “it is not true that…”. Unfortunately there are often vested
interests or disrupters out there who will exploit this for their
own advantage or aggrandisement. One clear example is the tobacco industry that exploited the fact that there was no clear
evidence that smoking tobacco causes lung cancer until there
was. We are currently seeing the same from the fossil fuel industry and climate change. Subjective use of evidence can be beguiling – when Jørn Lomborg came out with his book “The skeptical environmentalist: Measuring the real state of the World”
in 2001, I agreed wholeheartedly with the title (one should be
sceptical about everything, and one should try to measure the
real value of things as much as possible), except that is not what
he did – he cherry-picked a small number of scientific studies,
distorted the results and conclusions of others, exploited lack of
evidence arguments and ignored the vast majority of scientific
studies that actively refuted his thesis that climate change was
not anthropogenic. There are certainly many on the other side
of the argument that go beyond the available evidence, but the
Danish Commission on Scientific Dishonesty ruled in 2003 “the
book to be scientifically dishonest through misrepresentation of
scientific facts, but Lomborg himself not guilty due to his lack of
expertise in the fields in question”. This year he came out with
“False alarm: how climate change panic costs us trillions, hurts
the poor, and fails to fix the planet”. It will be interesting to see
what the reaction is…

My mum’s Wisteria in 2021

Truth and uncertainty
One of the major themes of 2020 is a continuation of what has
been happening for the previous decade or so – a subjectification of what is considered to be true, or correct. I hope that this
trend, which has led to the misappropriation of the idea of fake
news, will be rapidly killed off by the objective truth of what has
been happening to us because of COVID-19, but I fear that it
won’t. Opinions matter, but there are usually ways that those
opinions can be tested, and their validity assessed. The one that
I am most familiar with is the scientific method, which allows
the rigorous testing of hypotheses, the rejection of those that are
not supported by measurements, and the subsequent refinement
of new hypotheses that get closer and closer to the observed true
nature of things. This is now a well-established method that has
been developed over the last five hundred years or so, and has
allowed humanity to progress out of the dark ages and into the
modern era. Unfortunately it is still widely misunderstood, and
particularly one of the core parts of the scientific method – that
there is uncertainty, although it allows unsupported hypotheses
to be rejected, it does not allow the truth to be definitely proved.
Different scientists will therefore hold different views within this
framework, and so there is often disagreement among experts in
a field. This is a strength, not a weakness, as it allows hypotheses
to be refined and new hypotheses to be put forward, which can
be tested.

Dali’s The persistence of Emily
Most people don’t like uncertainty, and it only takes a few people
acting in bad faith to undermine major endeavours. The anti-vax
movement is a clear example of this, with a hard core of a few
people pedalling misinformation for their own ends sowing
doubt among a much larger number of people who have genuine
concerns about a procedure that is invasive, and is sometimes
counterintuitive – maybe showing celebrities being vaccinated
against COVID-19 will help, but I think this issue highlights a
worrying lack of public understanding of science that needs new
approaches to address.
We also see a similar approach to issues of racism, sexism and
many other sorts of discrimination. The “black lives matter”
movement in 2020 was, for me, another major step forward, but
has also been very misunderstood by many people led astray by
a small number of white supremacists. By any objective assessment, black lives in America are held to be of less worth than
white lives – whether one looks at the likelihood of death in many
situations, poverty, lack of health care, susceptibility to COVID19 and other diseases, education and almost any other measure

of what we hold dear in societies. The opposing “All lives matter” movement is appealing, because the name is true – except
that at the moment it seems that black lives don’t matter – so this
should mean that anyone who supports the idea that all lives
matter should also actively try to improve the lot of black people,
which is not what we see.

Frozen soap bubble at -10ºC, January 2021
L.P. Hartley famously wrote that “The past is a foreign country;
they do things differently there.” Re-assessing our past with
modern standards can be fraught with difficulties, but it has also
been encouraging this year to see a genuine grass roots movement against slavery traditions in the U.K., with the removal of
statues etc. While this movement is positive, I’m not sure the
wanton destruction of artworks is – but I am ambivalent about
this – to me adding plaques to statues that give context would be
a better plan, but then this could also provide a rallying-point
for those who share antisocial views. Winston Churchill regularly tops polls of “the greatest Briton”, and there is no denying
that his wartime leadership was important for the defeat of the
Third Reich, but he did some dreadful things during his life that
are conveniently forgotten by most – just ask someone from Ireland or the Indian subcontinent. His memorials should also be
seen in a more nuanced context. The “Me too” movement has
also been another highlight of the past couple of years, and the
modification of sexist behaviour and attitudes to LGBT(QIA)
people that has become entrenched is long overdue. People
can’t really be pigeon-holed – other people are not like you, or
like the caricatures put forward by many religions and other organizations – and embracing that type of difference – that type
of uncertainty - is very difficult.

Celebrating our 12th wedding anniversary with Port Meirion in 2020

Those were my thoughts at the end of 2020. Sadly, not everything has changed for the better since then, and the new dawn
that I hoped for has been obscured by clouds, although still there.
The main theme of 2021 has, once again, been the COVID-19
pandemic and all that that has entailed, and this is still far from
over, despite the general impression that you might have got in
2022. The development and roll-out of vaccines has been a truly
great achievement and combined with the evolution of less virulent variants of the SARS-COV-2 virus has meant that the current health situation is generally much better than at the end of
2020. Jane and I are triple-vaccinated, and still haven’t contracted the virus yet (according to all the PCR and lateral flow
tests we have had over the last two years) – and we would like
to keep it that way. However, as far as can be ascertained (and
that is not terribly certain, given the roll-back of testing), there
are currently more people infected with SARS-COV-2 in western Europe (and probably elsewhere, too) than ever before. Vaccines have been effective at reducing the hospitalization rates
and death rates for those infected, but less so at reducing transmission, so we’re all still at the mercy of evolution that could
lead to more virulent variants, and the large number of infected
people can only make that more likely. The importance of vaccination and truth and uncertainty was once again hammered
home to me in January this year, when a good friend, Sarah
Kraak, died of COVID-19 – almost certainly the “benign” omicron strain. She was not vaccinated. Such a waste of a compassionate, innovative and philosophical life; such a tragedy for her
friends and family, and such an indictment of our current posttruth society. Luckily she is one of only two people I know who
have died through COVID-19, probably because of my particular bubble of acquaintances, but there are plenty who have suffered more than “a bad cold”. I, for one, am continuing to wear
a face mask on public transport, and am testing myself before
teaching classes or before planned meetings with many strangers
or vulnerable people. I am pretty happy with how the pandemic
has been dealt with in Denmark in general, and still very grateful
that I have had the resources (Mostly Jane, Emily, our wonderful
house and garden, and Danish infrastructure) to be able to cope
with lockdowns, self-isolation and other ways of reducing transmission.

Partial solar eclipse, June 2021
The main theme of 2022 so far, on the other hand, has been the
sickening invasion of Ukraine by Putin’s Russia. Another clear
case of how truth and human lives seem to mean so little to people with power – I worry about what is cause and what is effect
here – Is it really power that corrupts, or the corrupted that get

power? Unfortunately this is reflected across the globe as can be
seen in the outcomes versus expectations of Brexit, the lack of
truthful dealings by Boris Johnson and his cabinet, and the total
lack of compassion for refugees and asylum seekers by the governments of the U.K., Denmark and elsewhere, despite the attitudes of most of the powerless people. The daily news bulletins

Decade 1: My dad was always interested in biology
and wildlife (he was known as "beetle" at school),
which may well have influenced my choice of
career.

Decade 2: VE day in Shenfield, Essex - The second
world war cast a long shadow over his generation he was always frugal and modest.

Decade 3: He married my mum, Janet Elizabeth
Cleeve - in April 1960 - which he often said was the
best decision of his life.

show unbelievable, and incomprehensible atrocities committed
by the Russians in Ukraine, and I believe that these reports contain more truth than the propaganda put out by Putin and the
Kremlin, but the current climate of disrespect for experts, capitalism at the expense of real governance and sensationalism in
the media is not encouraging.

Decade 4: He was always interested in amateur
dramatics and musicals, but particularly the
operettas of Gilbert & Sullivan - and used his bass
voice to good effect in many local productions (and
family gatherings).
Decade 7: With granddaughter Chrissie, doing one
of his favourite activities (reading aloud), and
another (being a cat cushion).

Decade 5: Always interested in natural science
(particularly biology and geology), but not afforded
the opportunity to take A-levels or go to university,
he joined the Open University as one of their first
students, graduating in 1977.

Decade 6: With my mum and his mum and dad in
1985 - Family was always important, even if he was
never very demonstrative about it.

So much for world events. These last 28 months have been pretty
tough for me too, and quite different from previous years. I still
miss my dad (and mum) tremendously, but I guess that will always be the case. He would have turned 90 on the 21st February
2022, so another thing I put together for Facebook was a series
of images – one for each decade of his life (even if the last one
was only just under 8 years long). I did visit my brothers in the
U.K. for the first time since dad’s funeral in October 2021,
which allowed us to finally scatter his ashes, as well as visit the
house in Islip for the last time – It was sold shortly afterwards,
and I hope the new owners will enjoy village life as much as we
did. The trip also allowed me to take part in a real live jam with
my brothers (and others) at the Bull inn in Clifton-on-Dunsmore,

Decade 8: He and mum visited me twice in
Copenhagen, and the first time they had quite an
exhausting schedule of site-seeing (here resting in
the round tower and looking out over the city).

Decade 9: In his favourite chair, with some of his
beloved books, explaining something to the rest of
us.

although my stay in a local hotel was memorable for the wrong
reasons – water leaking through the ceiling of the room and a
loud (and unexplained) alarm in the middle of the night.
I am looking forward to another visit to the U.K. next month,
when my sister-in-law, Marion, turns 60, for which she and Pete
have arranged various events. This is just one of many 60th birthdays this year – my good college friends Waseem and Steve already passed that milestone earlier in the year – celebrated over
zoom – while Julie, my brother Paul and his partner Alison will
turn 60 in the latter half of the year. It is only a couple of years
until my own 60th birthday, which will perhaps give my brothers
a chance to visit Denmark. The family continue to be happy and
generally healthy (though Marion’s MS inevitable only gets

worse over time, luckily rather slowly). My nieces Chrissie and
Carys are now both at college, carving out their own niches. I
get constant joy from living with Jane and Emily the cat, who
are both doing well (although there was yet another scare with
Emily last year when I thought we would lose her – she had some
sort of infection, and also may have eaten something toxic – but
she was back to herself after a couple of weeks of antibiotics and
painkillers).

It was very nice to have a (socially distanced) visit from Jo Byrd, and
tour round Copenhagen, in September 2020
Jane and I celebrated our copper wedding anniversary on 20
March 2021 – which is 12½ years according to Danish tradition
(‘though my suggestions for celebrating 6¼ years or 3.125 years
didn’t meet with approval). We share our actual wedding anniversary with Jane’s uncle Bent and his wife Annelise, except that
they had their 40th wedding anniversary in 2020. Since both anniversaries were during periods of lockdown or severe restrictions, we celebrated them both on 20th September 2021 with
a joint meal at Esperhus Kro, not far from where we all live.

Joint anniversary celebrations with Jane, Annelise and Bent
I continue to enjoy my work, although the last couple of years
have been much more stressful than usual, mostly because online teaching has taken so much longer to prepare. I did manage
to do a couple of days of fieldwork last summer – in woodland
outside Copenhagen and a day trip to Jutland – but I look forward to being able to do more fieldwork and research this year.
I took another day trip to Jutland (this time Århus) last September to record a radio program about the butterflies I work with,
along with my master’s student Andreas, as part of the
“Vildspor” (“wildtrack”) program on Danish Radio 4. Well
done Andreas (and the Vildspor team). It's in Danish, so if you
want to hear my Danglish, here's your chance (it makes me
cringe listening to it, but others have been kind enough to say it
was better than expected 😉 ) : https://www.radio4.dk/program/vildspor/?id=ensianblfugl_ep_18_09_21

Bedstraw hawk-moth from Grene Sande, Jutland
I have also been kept busy being involved with organizing our
departmental retreat last December, and am now a member of
the study board for Biology, which certainly stretches my Danish even further. Apart from the trip to the U.K. last October, I
have not been outside Denmark (and very rarely outside Copenhagen) for the last 2½ years – so I am also looking forward to
attending the International Union for the Study of Social Insects
(IUSSI) international congress in San Diego, California in July.

Mischa, Me and Jane enjoying dinner at the Skovlyst brewery
We are currently enjoying a visit from Mischa Dijkstra, an old
friend and colleague who I last saw some five years ago, and
who is staying with us over Easter. I have very much appreciated
the break from work and thinking about other things. Being in
contact with friends and family and hearing of everyday goingson definitely reinforces my faith in humanity, and counters the
general frustration with those in power. Nevertheless I would
like to wind up by remembering some of those who didn’t make
it through the last year – Sarah, mentioned above, but also Flávia
Maria Silva Carmo (Og de Souza’s wife) and Max (Stefan) Garzarolli – All so full of life last time I saw them, and gone before
their time – they will be sadly missed.
I hope that the last couple of years have not treated you too
badly, and that there are plenty of things to look forward to in
the rest of 2022. Maybe we will see each other again soon, one
way or another.
Happy Easter!

