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Wednesday 17 June 
 
I spent a happy couple of hours producing signage yesterday, a happy couple of hours 
printing and laminating today, and have walked to St Matthew's, Darley Abbey, with plenty 
of blutack and some drawing pins. We are now ready to reopen for private prayer between 2 
and 4 pm tomorrow (Thursday), then Sunday and Tuesday afternoons as well. You are very 
welcome, but please don't all turn up at 2.05 pm! St Edmund's remains closed while the 
builders are in.  
 
As we ramble on the island of Papa Westray, let me take you to one of the most amazing 
settlements I have ever walked in to. The Knap of Howar is a Neolithic farmstead which may 
be the oldest preserved stone house in northern Europe. Radiocarbon dating shows that it was 
occupied from 3700 BC to 2800 BC, earlier than the similar houses in the settlement at Skara 
Brae on the Orkney Mainland. It is an Historic Scotland unstaffed site, you can simply walk 
in and sit where our ancestors sat 5,700 years ago.  
 
Excavations here have revealed distinctive stone tools, including grinders and borers, 
evidence of a mixed agricultural economy, including barley and wheat production and 
domestic animals. The animal remains have provided dietary information about Scotland's 
earliest farmers. Archaeologists have also found an antler and whalebone macehead, which 
I'm told is evidence that domestic spaces were used for ceremonial and ritual activities.  
 
Nice though domestic spaces are, it will nice to able to go back to one of our holy places for 
ceremony and ritual - and I suspect Neolithic humans would understand how we're feeling.  
 

      
 

  



Thursday 18 June 
 
We managed it! St Matthew's was open for Private Prayer between 2 and 4 this afternoon. 
The weather was so awful we can't say we were overwhelmed with visitors, but the doors 
were open and that's a start. Open again on Sunday afternoon.  
 
The big news of the day is that my new copy of the Baker Rail Atlas of Great Britain and 
Ireland has arrived! Time to get my yellow pen out and start colouring it in. I am so excited!! 
 
I also learned today that Merthyr Tydfil is a "saint station". Apparently Tydfil was the 
twenty-third daughter of Brychan, king of Brycheiniog, by his fourth wife, and she was 
martyred in 480 AD. (Personally, I think one daughter is more than enough). Anyone fancy a 
train ride to Merthyr Tydfil?  
 
We'll go back to Papa Westray tomorrow and have a plane ride. Orkney does not appear in 
my Rail Atlas.  

     
 
Friday 19 June 
 
Morning all. I've had enough of "flaming June", so let's take you North to Papa Westray for a 
world record flight. Papa Westray to Westray, the world's shortest scheduled air flight. 
Gareth had done it on the way to the island, I'd come on the boats - my turn to fly home, he 
would come the slow way.  
 
We were at the terminal building for the 1651 to Kirkwall via Westray. Two of us joined the 
plane, and I got the seat behind the pilot. "Hello", he said, "you're our visitor I assume. It's a 
bit noisy and the corner we turn over to Westray is a bit tight. We're landing on the grass 
when we get there, so don't think I've missed the runway. Your lifejacket is under your seat, 
but if the engine cuts out I can glide into land. Take as many photos as you like." 
 
He wasn't kidding about the tight turn ... we did it wheels-up to wheels-down in 1 minute 46 
seconds. The flight on to Kirkwall was stunning, and we landed at 1714. I collected my 
certificate (and the miniature of Highland Park Whisky - that's been drunk by the best 
daughter a man could have (I'd better say that after yesterday's comment)). I caught the bus 
into Kirkwall, dined at the Skipper's Bar, and collected Gareth off the ferry when he arrived 
two hours later (having left the island five minutes after me).  
 
The day was superb, one I will never forget. I hope you've enjoyed sharing it with me almost 
nine years later. My diary says I enjoyed Rhubarb Cake for pudding. One of my 



achievements this lockdown has been to learn to cook Orkney Rhubarb Cake. One of my 
problems this lockdown is that I have learned to cook Orkney Rhubarb Cake (Peter is more 
cuddly than he was three months ago!). 
 

  
 

  
 

    
 
Saturday 20 June 

 
Almost the summer solstice, and it has been a beautiful afternoon. I have spent it in front of a 
laptop, so the church website www.stedsandstmatts.co.uk is now up to date with a service for 
tomorrow, sermons, noticesheet, and a ceiling update. I want Caroline Audley back from 
furlough - though she would (quite rightly) point out that it is my fault for not producing all 
this material earlier in the week. Now I want a walk, but Julie Barham wants her supper. 
Thank goodness it's the longest day, there will still be time to go for a walk after supper 
before it gets dark. 
 



More walking is required. I stood on the scales this morning. Remember the old joke - you 
know life is bad when you stand on a set of "speak your weight" scales and the voice says 
"one at a time please". 
 
In 2017 we were on the Orkney island of Burray in a cosy cottage and these photos were 
taken by sun and moon light at midnight on 9 July. It was magical. 
 
George Mackay Brown was an Orkney poet. Twitter directed me to this - have a listen to 
https://www.facebook.com/watch/?v=10158781580770459 - it's marvellous.  
 
Twitter also found me the poem 'Orkney Summer' by Robert Rendall. Written in June 1947 
which I've attached. 
 
Happy Midsummer everyone. As my dad always said "Now the nights start drawing in." 
 

 
 
 



     
 
Sunday 21 June 
 
Let's celebrate Midsummer's Day (which is so much more romantic that The Second Sunday 
after Trinity). 5000 years old, now with 36 stones (once it had 60). The Scottish geologist 
Hugh Miller, visiting in 1846, wrote that the stones ‘look like an assemblage of ancient 
druids, mysteriously stern and invincibly silent and shaggy’. (As a shaggy priest myself I can 
understand that). It is part of the heart of Neolithic Orkney, and is well worth a visit. 
 
We visited several times on our 2011 holiday. On one occasion Julie managed to walk all the 
way round (Neolithic people did not worry about disabled access), and on another occasion 
Gareth and Hannah had fun with the camera.  
 
Gareth and I went one afternoon on a tour with the World Heritage Site ranger. It was 
fascinating, despite the fact it was cold and wet (we had the woolly hats on in August). This 
circle, and the stones at Stenness, sit between salt and fresh water, a real liminal place. There 
are all sorts of theories about why they were built and what they were used for. One theory 
was that it was a place to find partners - and they must have need to widen the genetic pool in 
the several centuries that people met here. As the wind raged and the rain lashed, it was 
difficult to feel it would help the romance.  
 
Julie and I drove over late one August evening - very atmospheric, and rather romantic! 
Happy Midsummer Day.  
 

   
 



   
 

   
 

 
 
Monday 22 June 
 
Father's Day is not the world's easiest day for many of us. I was grateful to Hannah and Harry 
for phoning, and to Julie for texting them to remind them a phone call would be appreciated.  
 
In the absence of a very expensive present, I treated myself to a bag, pen, tea towel and fridge 
magnet from the Welshpool and Llanfair Railway. The fridge magnet has joined the 
collection on (you've guessed it) the fridge - we started the collection in 2014 when I had a 
sabbatical and we travelled the country (we called it "directed study"). Lots of happy 
memories.  



 
 
We had a wet day trip to Llanfair with Roger and Julie (my Julie's cousin and his lovely wife) 
back in February. It was very wet. I have never seen the River Banwy so high. The railway 
has a wheelchair lift (in case you think the ramp is a bit steep, I assure you the lift has a bit 
further to rise).  
 
The railway, like all the other preserved lines, has been closed for several months now. It is 
unlikely to re-open before August. The finances of hundreds of heritage sites across the 
country are not in a good place, although there has been a lot of generosity. If you'd like your 
own tea towel, you can buy a Tracks to Recover pack from their website 
https://www.wllr.org.uk/ 
 

    
 

  
 

 



Tuesday 23 June 
 
Many decades ago (it must have been about 1977) when Harlow was a new town, a group of 
O level geographers were sent to do a questionnaire. Me and my friend Phil were dropped at 
a "neighbourhood shopping centre" to interview 20 people who used the shops that afternoon. 
We had designed our questionnaire and we were ready to go.  
 
It was Early Closing Day. We spent two hours stood in the shopping precinct, and two people 
walked past. It was not a successful afternoon. I don't think I have ever been back to  
Harlow.  
 
A group from Derby University have been helping us with St Matthew's churchyard. We had 
a fascinating evening with them back earlier in the year, and it was good to see some St 
Edmund's people there too. We are blessed with two lovely churchyards (and I am not being 
sarcastic).  
 
Louise Wright, a student doing an MSc in Conservation Biology has produced a 
questionnaire to explore how connected residents of Derby feel to nature and how this might 
influence our views on natural environments and local conservation projects. Lockdown 
means she can't even stand in a "neighbourhood shopping centre" and ask people to fill it in!  
 
If my local facebook readers could help, she'd be very grateful 
 
The survey link is here: https://tinyurl.com/naturalderby (I hope) 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



Wednesday 24 June 
 
I see from the news that various things can open from 4 July, including places of worship. I 
know as much as you do - and will continue to follow the CE's guidance which can be read at 
https://www.churchofengland.org/more/media-centre/coronavirus-covid-19-guidance-
churches 
 
A reminder that it took about 25 hours of work to get St Matthew’s in Darley Abbey open for 
private prayer. 6 hours to get the church empty of everything (books etc), 12 hours of 
cleaning, 4 hours of printing and laminating labels, and 3 hours to write a risk assessment to 
be signed off by the Archdeacon. And that was just so people could come in as individuals or 
families and pray. Now we need to know what we do about social distancing, singing, and 
everything else - and get all that sorted. We will do our best so we can do something on 5 
July, but please don't expect a huge reopening service followed by coffee and cake. (This is 
cake from last year's Bicentenary Celebrations to remind us what we're missing!). 
 
The builders are in at St Edmund's, so that church building will not be reopening on 5 July. It 
would be good to be back worshipping in that church by the end of July - we'll see. 
 
I will continue to provide worship material on the church website, as will most other 
churches. We are not closed, it's only our buildings that are. When we reopen our buildings 
for worship, there will be people unable to attend - and we must make sure they/you are 
provided for as well. 
 

 
 
Thursday 25 June 
 
A very hot trip to the Crematorium today to say farewell to Betty, one of our congregation at 
St Matthew's. She was a retired headmistress, loved her Book of Common Prayer and the 
King James Bible, and we will have a Memorial Service for her at some point in the future. I 
would chat to her after the Evening Service - and if I had used the psalm as printed on the 
noticesheet rather than the psalm somewhere in the back of the Prayer Book, I would get a 
telling off.  
 
For several years in retirement she had been part of the community of Lichfield Cathedral. 
Julie and I have only visited that lovely Cathedral once since we moved to Derby - have a 
look at http://www.northernvicar.co.uk/2017/09/04/lichfield-staffordshire-cathedral-church-
of-st-chad-nave-and-transepts/ 
 
I did a google for "Lichfield prayer" to find an appropriate Chad prayer. I found the virtual 
prayer wall the Cathedral has set up as a place for prayer in these times of Covid. I had a look 



through and found that someone had posted "Remembering Betty ... She was a Tour Guide 
for many years and a member of our Congregation. She was a prime mover in bringing me 
into our community and I thank God for her friendship. May she rest in peace and rise in 
Glory. Amen." Rather nice. 
 
Over the last few summers when St Matthew's has been open three afternoons a week, Betty 
would often wander in for a chat - usually with a thermos of tea. A reminder that the church 
is open now for prayer and quiet on Sunday, Tuesday and Thursday afternoons, 2 to 4 pm. 
You'd be very welcome (whichever you village you live in. St Edmund's is full of 
scaffolding). As far as reopening for worship goes, the CE website is still saying "Following 
the Prime Minister's statement on 23 June, we are awaiting publication of the detail of the 
Government's guidance before updating our advice." 
 
We used Isaiah 40 "Comfort ye, comfort ye my people, saith your God" and John 14 "If ye 
love me, keep my commandments" - we listened to the lovely setting by Thomas Tallis (find 
it on youtube and relax). 
 
Back at home, Selwyn the cat has spent the day asleep on my study chair. He has decided it is 
too hot to work, and too hot for me to work.  
 

  
 

        
 
Friday 26 June 
 
2 hours in the garden to start the day, then the phone goes. "Dad, I'm all right but ...". Turns 
out beloved daughter has been in a road traffic collision (not her fault) and is en route to 



Leeds General Infirmary. I drive north, sit outside the hospital for almost two hours, collect 
her, collect Simbha the cat, drive back to Derby. A sore Hannah, but no lasting damage. The 
same can't be said about the car - which was my car before she got it, and we have done many 
miles together. At least we now know the airbags work! 
 
A huge thanks to police, paramedics, and the NHS. Next time we moan about taxes, just 
remember what they pay for. Sitting outside A&E (I wasn't allowed in because of Covid) I 
was amazed at the number of ambulances arriving and departing during the course of a 
Friday afternoon. 
 
Sitting there I had the pleasure of a latte. I am normally a tea drinker, but occasionally enjoy a 
Costa latte. Usually it's a Costa because they tend to have flat access and an accessible loo, 
unlike many local cafes. I had been wanting a post lockdown latte for a while, but didn't 
expect my first to be from a hospital shop's machine. 
 
I had time to read the new History Today. One cheerful article on "Pandemics now and then" 
and a discussion about "Who is history's worst political adviser?" An editorial on the beauty 
of gardens, with a special mention for Moseley Old Hall - National Trust, which we found 
last summer and must go back to. We purchased this lovely rose when we were there. 
 
Eleanor Parker discusses whether the pandemic will see a boom in local history or will it spur 
a desire for global perspectives. She writes about medieval monks, nuns and anchorites: - 
"there is one thing we can learn from them: physical isolation does not have to limit the scope 
of your interests or the freedom of your mind." 
 
There's a review for a new book "The Mother of Beauty: on the golden age of English Church 
monuments, and other matters of life and death" by Nigel Andrew. Another book to add to 
my list. Simon Bradley, the reviewer, concludes "Long may the parish churches of England 
remain in use, and unlocked, so that others may follow in his trail". Amen to that. 
 

                
 
Saturday 27 June 
 
Slightly less frenetic today! On the church website www.stedsandstmatts.co.uk you will find 
St Edmund's July magazine, a report on the roof work, a noticesheet, a readings sheet, an 
Order of Service for tomorrow and a couple of sermons from Clive. Not bad for a morning's 
work. 



Then a six mile walk through the Park (where a four year old was walking faster than me - 
hello Danny), round the west side of Quarndon, a new footpath off Windley Lane, and back 
across Quarndon Common. I even stopped for a doze at one point. You can keep your 
beaches.  
 
You can also admire the lily in my garden. We've had some tree work done, so I have a new 
area to plant up. Anyone got any ideas, and if you've got any plants we could have (please) 
 

         
 
Sunday 28 June 
 
As Julie and Hannah are keeping each other company, I can escape. I spent a few hours at 
Renishaw Hall gardens, about half an hour's drive away, just off junction 30 of the M1. It's an 
RHS partner garden so I got in for nowt. Currently they are accepting on-line bookings for 
either morning or afternoon, and I was able to book yesterday. No crowding anywhere - a 
very relaxed and lovely visit.  
 
The house dates to 1625 and was built by George Sitwell (1601-1667), the gardens are 
beautiful. Beds of roses, hedges that are immaculate, gorgeous colour combinations. I 
explored and took a lot of photos. I also went for a walk round the lakes at the bottom. 
Waterlillies and swans. Extremely peaceful. 
 
I drove back through Staveley, Chesterfield and Belper. Not exactly the Peak District Tourist 
Hot spots, but I fancy a walk beside the Chesterfield Canal, a trip to Barrow Hill Engine Shed 
and to be a miller at Heage. There's a lot to be said for a staycation.  
 

  
 



  
 

  
 

 
 
Monday 29 June 
 
Another trip to Leeds - such fun! Car breakers' yards are depressing places. I joked on Friday 
that it was good to know the airbag worked, it was only today that I realised the car has side 
airbags too. We also saw the van that ran into her and that car that pushed the van in - not 
good. I had never thought of a car recovery firm as a factor after an accident - the staff today 
could not have been more helpful, getting the car open and all her stuff transferred to mine. 
Thank you! 
 



We forget the level of danger that we accept on our roads - only occasionally does it hit you 
(in Hannah's case, quite literally). Once I did a lot of cycling - after all, I was born in 
Cambridge - but it would take a lot to get me back on a bike. Too many cars and lorries. If I 
go to Darley Abbey I have to cross the A38 on a busy roundabout - when they built that main 
road, no one thought to put a bike route in. We've recently had a major consultation on 
improving the A38 through Derby, but (as far as I can see) the only mention of the word 
"cycle" is in the phrase "life cycle of the project". No sign of a green revolution there. 
 
I like public transport, buses and trains. I am fortunate to live within a short walk of a bus 
every ten minutes into Derby and up the Derwent Valley. They are not easy with Julie and 
her wheelchair, which is why we tend to jump in the car. But by myself, I'll train every time. 
(The photo is of the signal box at Hexham from a lovely afternoon out back in January) 
 
At the moment we are being told not to travel by public transport due to the Covid risk. 
While not wanting to play the risks down, I do wonder whether my risk is higher sat on a 
train or pounding down the M1 dodging the lorries. After the miles I've driven in the last 
week, it seems as if motorway traffic is almost back to normal. Not much sign of a green 
recovery so far. 
 

 
 
Tuesday 30 June 
 
While the Prime Minister is telling us to "build, build, build", I have just been to church to 
sort out noticeboards. At St Edmund's we remain closed while building work continues - 
hopefully the investment in our building will have a positive outcome (more than just 



"doesn't our ceiling look clean"). A reminder that St Matthew's is open for Prayer and Quiet 
from 2 to 4 this afternoon (and Thursday and Sunday). I do believe buildings are important - 
though, as others have commented, across the country there seems to be a greater desire to 
have them open for prayer than there does to actually go and pray in them. 
 
I have also publicised the fact that Items for the Food Bank can be left in Primrose's Book 
Shed at the Vicarage, and we'll take them down to the collection point for Derby. One day we 
might learn to build a Society where everyone is fed. I've also left some St Edmund's 
magazines in there as they can't be collected from church. 
 
I had a look at the job's pages (or should that be jobs' pages?) in the Church Times (as I 
always do!). Quite amusing that the advert for an Assistant Bishop in the Newcastle Diocese 
is small than the one for an Archdeacon in the Newcastle Diocese - and typical that posts at 
this level get sorted quickly, while parishes stay vacant for months. The Diocese of St 
Edmundsbury & Ipswich want someone to look after seven village churches as a half-time 
post - that sounds like hard work. 
 
There is a nice looking job as Senior Chaplain in Norway. "Willingness to travel is essential". 
Mr Portillo tells me they have marvellous railways in Norway. I also remember Slartibartfast 
from 'Hitch-hiker's guide to the Galaxy' who designed "the crinkly bits round the edges". I 
have just done a google and I find there is a Classic Car Rally called the Slartibartfast Rally, 
which drives the fjords. Now, who do I know who has a brand new hire car outside our front 
door? Surely she can't damage that as we head to the Land of the Midnight Sun. 
 

   
 

     
 
 


