FACEBOOK RAMBLINGS – 1 TO 16 JULY 2020
Wednesday 1 July
I took John's funeral this morning. One of the pillars of St Edmund's and a great support for
me. You meet some lovely people doing this job. Rest in peace my friend.
Then I went for a 7 mile walk. Quarndon and a bit further.
I had a text from NHS Blood Donation to say my platelets, donated in Sheffield last week,
are now in Middlesbrough University Hospital. I have to say I have never been round the
town of Middlesbrough, though I have changed trains there (the station had a lovely cafe).
I have also changed buses in Middlesbrough. 12 years ago I had a job interview to be Vicar
of Pickering. When it was over I needed to get to Durham where Pops Barham was an
undergraduate. The easiest way would have been bus back to York and train north. Or I could
take the bus over the Moors to Whitby, then another bus over more Moors to Middlesbrough.
Then there was supposed to be a bus on to Durham. I had time to go to the loo, then buy tea,
then sit and wait.
15 minutes after departure, I was the only passenger, and there was no bus. When it came the
driver apologised - "I've never driven this route before. I got lost. Do you know the way back
to Durham?" We found it - life is such an adventure.
I sat in the churchyard St Paul's Quarndon and said Evening Prayer. I gave thanks for all
NHS Blood and Transplant have done for us, and prayed for whoever is ill enough to need
my platelets.
The Book of Common Prayer Collect for the week is appropriate:
O Lord, we beseech thee mercifully to hear us; and grant that we, to whom thou hast given an
hearty desire to pray, may by thy mighty aid be defended and comforted in all dangers and
adversities; through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.
I did ask myself whether I had "an hearty desire to pray" or whether, having walked 5 miles, I
just needed a sit down before doing the final two!
Thursday

Thursday 2 July
25 years ago today I was ordained a priest in St Edmundsbury Cathedral in Suffolk (the photo
is actually of my deaconing the previous year).
My stole was made for me by the nuns of All Saints Convent in Oxford (thanks Gareth
Hateley) and had some TLC a couple of years ago (thanks Rita). I would love to wear it this
weekend and celebrate communion in (at least) one of my churches surrounded by my friends
- but sadly that is not possible.
I've spent the morning talking to undertakers, writing notes and posting out 50 St Edmund's
magazines to people who don't subscribe, and I'm going to spend the afternoon doing on-line
safeguarding training - so please don't expect a facebook post telling you this is the most
wonderful calling in the world. It doesn't feel like that at the moment!
My grandad (the one who worked for the University and made the waistcoat I wore on VE
Day) lived in Kingfisher Cottage. I like the idea of Jesus as King, and "fishers of men" (to
quote the chorus we used to sing at Sunday School). He died while I was training at Lincoln,
but my ordination stole is a lovely reminder of him. You'll remember he had to wait two
years after VE Day before he was de-mobbed, so I need to learn patience from him.
Grandad had a tea towel with the Irish Blessing hanging up in his kitchen - if you don't know
it, listen to Bob Chilcott's version at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_Clm2iyqS0o. This
cartoon was in Private Eye recently. I hope they don't mind me copying it, but it seems to
sum up the present time. Keep smiling!

Friday 3 July
One of the bible readings used when priests are ordained is the start of Isaiah chapter 6, when
Isaiah responds to the call of God.
In the year that King Uzziah died, I saw the Lord sitting on a throne, high and lofty; and the
hem of his robe filled the temple. Seraphs were in attendance above him; each had six wings:

with two they covered their faces, and with two they covered their feet, and with two they
flew. And one called to another and said:
‘Holy, holy, holy is the LORD of hosts;
the whole earth is full of his glory.’
The pivots on the thresholds shook at the voices of those who called, and the house filled
with smoke. And I said: ‘Woe is me! I am lost, for I am a man of unclean lips, and I live
among a people of unclean lips; yet my eyes have seen the King, the LORD of hosts!’
Then one of the seraphs flew to me, holding a live coal that had been taken from the altar
with a pair of tongs. The seraph touched my mouth with it and said: ‘Now that this has
touched your lips, your guilt has departed and your sin is blotted out.’ Then I heard the voice
of the Lord saying, ‘Whom shall I send, and who will go for us?’ And I said, ‘Here am I;
send me!’
In the Authorised version of the bible it uses the phrase “his train filled the temple … and the
house was filled with smoke”, which just proves that God is a railway enthusiast.
I was ordained deacon on 3 July 1983. 45 years earlier, in 1938, the London and North
Eastern Railway’s class A4 locomotive 4468 Mallard broke the world speed record for steam
as she descended Stoke Bank on the East Coast Main Line near Grantham at 126 mph. It was
a Sunday and officially they were testing new Westinghouse brakes. The driver was Joseph
Duddington (a man renowned within the LNER for taking calculated risks) and the fireman
was Thomas Bray. Duddington was 61, so at the age of 57 I still have another 4 years to
achieve a world record. Derby may be an LMS town, but Friargate station and the line at the
south of Darley Park were LNER – so no doubt there were celebrations in some of the Derby
pubs as news of the record breaking run became public.
Mallard was designed by Sir Nigel Gresley. After the War it, and other members of the class,
were the mainstay of services on the East Coast Main Line from London Kings Cross to
Newcastle and Edinburgh - now London North Eastern Railway. This was always a faster
line than the London, Midland and Scottish Company’s line from Euston. The Midland route
from St Pancras via the Settle and Carlisle line was simply advertised (by the Company) as
“The Best route”, and I wouldn’t argue with that. Mallard was retired in 1983, and now rests
in the National Railway Museum at York.
The line drawing was produced by Peter Utting, a Reader in my parish at Cockfield when, in
1988, I celebrated the fifth anniversary of my ordination as a deacon and the fiftieth
anniversary of Mallard’s run. The model was produced by Noah, Caroline Audley’s son, after
I sent him a postcard of the loco. Thank you Noah - it's great! His mother said she wasn’t
very good at teaching her son how a steam loco worked, so they learned about Mallard ducks
instead. (I’ll shall have to take that child’s education in hand!).

Saturday 4 July
I got in a right mess with my anniversaries yesterday. For the avoidance of doubt - graduated
from Selwyn in 1983, married in 1983, deaconed in 1994, priested in 1995. It's such a shame
I've reached the confused stage (though Julie would say I reached that years ago). I had a
lovely 8 mile walk to Croots Farm Shop & Cafe and came home with a rucksack full of
sausages, bacon, fruit and a cornflake slice! "Home is the hunter, home from the hill" as
Robert Louis Stevenson wrote. The bangers and mash were so good I didn't even photo them!
Yesterday was the Feast of St Thomas - doubting Thomas. John 20.24-29:
Thomas (who was called the Twin), one of the twelve, was not with the disciples when Jesus
came. So the other disciples told him, "We have seen the Lord." But he said to them, "Unless
I see the mark of the nails in his hands, and put my finger in the mark of the nails and my
hand in his side, I will not believe."
A week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was with them. Although the
doors were shut, Jesus came and stood among them and said, "Peace be with you." Then he
said to Thomas, "Put your finger here and see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it in
my side. Do not doubt but believe." Thomas answered him, "My Lord and my God!" Jesus
said to him, "Have you believed because you have seen me? Blessèd are those who have not
seen and yet have come to believe."
I've always liked sharing my Ordination with the Feast of St Thomas, because life and
ministry have not always been easy, and doubts are never far away. What always encourages
me is that "a week later his disciples were again in the house, and Thomas was with them."
They hadn't derided Thomas for his lack of faith, told him he wasn't one of them, told him to
push off - he was there, he was welcome, he was loved. I want churches where people have
faith and where people have doubts - and we explore and journey together.
I don't know who did the cartoon - it's great!

Sunday 5 July
A 7 mile walk this afternoon. Down to St Matthew's, through the Park, over the Great
Northern Railway Bridge, through Little Chester (as the OS map calls it) and under the
railway. Then north, and onto the GN line again through to Breadsall station - the Greenway
is a lovely walking route - and through the village (gorgeous flower displays). Down to Little
Eaton and back to the A38. Over the railway, the Derwent and home.
Now I shall do some research. The book on The Friargate Line shows me there were sidings
on the west side of the Derwent down to Duke Street Goods. As I crossed the Midland line I
realised I was at the north end of St Mary's Goods station (the wonderful British Transport
Film "Fully Fitted Freight" pauses there to re-marshall the train). I've found a photo of
Breadsall station, but there is more to discover.
I know that the Derby Canal had a branch to Little Eaton where a gangway (very early
railway) went up to the mines. I walked beside the road (opposite the Garden Centre) and was
surprised to find that the canal still exists - being cared for by Friends of Little Eaton Canal FLEC. As I crossed the Midland Railway again you can look north and see Little Eaton
Junction where the branch went up to the Denby Coal Concentration point - there's a mention
of that in the "Derby Trainman" book. The chap who wrote it was a guard who worked on the
daily coal trains. It sounds as if there were several occasions when locomotives managed to
demolish level crossing gates. I've also found a couple of youtube videos of a railtour through
Little Eaton in 1989. That's the rest of the evening organised!

Monday 6 July
Monday has been busy. Wedding couples emailing, funeral families getting organised, and a
baptism postponed "until we can all hug" My fear is that baby will be a teenager by the time
we get to that! We've even had a PCC Standing Committee while sitting in the garden (as
opposed to a sitting committee standing in the garden). As my dad used to say "The public
loo in Bath, not to be confused with the public bath in Looe".
I also had a meeting with Sophie to get a hair cut. Not as drastic as I had expected as you
have to keep a mask on, and you can't really cut a beard under a mask! Perhaps I will
continue to get a Santa gig - I wonder how Santa will cope with social distancing.

We actually got some post today - first time for a while - and a couple of Ordination
Anniversary cards. Clare said she had been tidying her study and found the Order of Service
for my ordination (makes you wonder about the state of her office if she can find something
that's 25 years old). I also got cake from Miss Helen’s which I will eat when I've done this
post. Hannah's tortoises are also eating well. Let's all celebrate!
There's an Edmund rose that is looking gorgeous. It's probably too cold to sit in the garden
for an hour this evening, so I'll lie on the sofa with a Miss Helen cake (and put on those
calories I've walked off over the last few days). Enjoy!

Tuesday 7 July
15 years since the 7/7 terrorist attacks on London. We were living in Bury St Edmunds at the
time, so knew quite a lot of folk for whom London was the daily commute. It was only seven
months since Gareth had had his heart transplant, so the roads, buses and tubes around Great
Ormond Street Hospital were well known to us.
If memory serves (and it is my fallible memory), people who had been injured in the bus
bombing ended up at GOSH as it was the nearest hospital. It is a children's hospital with no
A&E, so the Peter Pan cafe became a treatment centre. I think I read somewhere that some
adults ended up spending the night ... in a children's hospital.

The hospital itself lost two members of staff - Behnaz Mozakka, a biomedical officer, and
Mala Trivedi, a radiographer - may they rest in peace. In all, 52 people lost their lives https://metro.co.uk/2016/07/07/77-anniversary-remembering-the-52-victims-5991614/
London rallied together, as it always does, and that wonderful multi-cultural City stood up
against evil. It is sad that, 15 years on, people on my facebook chain republish "We must
remember" pictures with Union flags and the demand to stand against "Islamic terrorists".
Many of those who died were Muslims, and the terrorists were no true followers of Islam. We
must never use the evil of some as an excuse to demonise all.
I went to that hospital as a dad from a part of the country where nearly everyone was the
same race as me. In that year in London hospitals I learned so much about the wonderful
variety of this country of ours' - and I will be forever grateful.

Wednesday 8 July
A day off - and we headed to Ironbridge. Blists Hill Victorian Town is not much fun when
the rain is falling - we'll go back one day when it is a bit less wet. I found a dry bit for Julie
while I took a phone call - as it was a call from an Undertaker it seemed appropriate ... she
wasn't amused. We enjoyed a chat with the candle maker and the Postmistress, and a browse
round the market.
We drove through the town - as in many communities they have widened the pavement at the
expense of disabled parking. I will have to make do with this painting of the bridge by John
Nash.

We haven't been to Coalbrookdale Museum of Iron for some years. Today the lift engineers
were in, so Julie didn't get to explore it. The staff were very apologetic, but it is frustrating.
She sought solace in the shop.
The Furnace Kitchen was open for takeaway, but they were happy to make space for her to sit
with a hot chocolate and a book while I went for a walk through the woods. It is such a
beautiful valley, you forget what an industrial hell hole it must have been.
Last November they had a Black Friday sale of tickets - and I purchased two annual tickets
(student rate) for a very good price. As we only collected them today, and they are valid for a
year - we will be back. Let's hope the sun shines next time.

Thursday 9 July
The Standing Committees of both Parochial Church Councils met at the beginning of the
week, and had discussions about reopening. Our current plan is that we will hold a 10 am
Communion Service at St Matthew's Darley Abbey on Sunday 19 July, and another the
following week. On Sunday 2 August we hope to have a 10 am Communion Service at St
Edmund's Allestree and a 10 am Morning Prayer at St Matthew's. During August we will
plan to have two 10 am services every Sunday.
I wish I could feel upbeat and excited, but I know there will have to be changes in the way we
do things, changes I don't really want to make. We will need to take everyone's name and
phone number for "track and trace" purposes, we will have to sit socially distanced, we will
not be able to sing hymns, our choirs won't be able to sing (no Peter, don't insert any rude
comment), we will only be able to take communion in one kind, there will be no after-service
coffee (and no cake), there will be a different cleaning regime. We will need to worship
together in love and understanding, we will also need to ensure that those who aren't happy to

come and join others for worship still feel part of the church. We will need to be here for the
whole community, in all sorts of ways. All of this will change and develop over the next few
months - and we'll manage it.
Yesterday evening we sat and watched an ancient episode of the Jeremy Brett "Sherlock
Holmes" series from 1980s. A couple in the story were played by Susannah Harker and
Richard Bonneville. I enjoyed watching Susannah when she was Mattie Storin in "House of
Cards" with Ian Richardson. In those days we couldn't believe that any government could be
that corrupt.
Richard, of course, is now known as Hugh. Reading his biography, he studied Theology at
the University of Cambridge. He would have been in his first year while I was in my third, so
our paths must have crossed in the Divinity School. Like me he got a Lower Second Class
degree - he says he blames too much acting, I blame Julie.
His television wife is, like mine (my non-television wife), a woman of beauty and
intelligence. In season 3 of Downton Abbey, Cora, Lady Grantham, comments
“I think accepting change is quite as important as defending the past.”

Friday 10 July
Whoops! I have put together a service and noticesheet for Sunday 12 July - both on the
church website, www.stedsandstmatts.co.uk. I ended both with the Prayer of St Benedict
"whose Feast Day is today".
I've just checked, and St Benedict's Feast Day is Saturday 11 July, nor Sunday 12 July. I
could go back, amend everything - but if I mention him on facebook a day early, that will
make up for him being on the website a day late!
My closest contact with St Benedict was living in the Benedictine abbey in Bury St Edmunds
for seven years. I took this photo off the English Heritage website (hope that's OK). Our
house was the one above the tennis court, we were in the brick half on the left - a marvellous
place to live. The quire of the Cathedral can be seen on the right side of the photo.
I reminded Julie that Brother Cadfael was a Benedictine. I must re-read the books and rewatch the TV series with Derek Jacobi - so I need lockdown to last a bit longer! Then I want
another trip to explore the Abbey at Shrewsbury - have a look at the blog ,
http://www.northernvicar.co.uk/2015/08/24/shrewsbury-abbey-shropshire/
The Prayer of St Benedict:
Gracious and Holy Father,
give us the wisdom to discover You,
the intelligence to understand You,
the diligence to seek after You,
the patience to wait for You,
eyes to behold You,
The a heart to meditate upon You,
and a life to proclaim You,
through the power of the Spirit of Jesus, our Lord. Amen.

Saturday 11 July
Another trip to Harlow Carr today to meet the family. There was one point when my son and
my daughter were discussing their lupins and dahlias, and I felt very middle aged.

Photos of that lovely garden will follow - here is one of my daughter's lovely garden instead.
(And if Harry Barham wants to send me one of his, I'll put that on tomorrow).
As you may imagine, Julie Barham was happy in the bookshop. I was surprised to find a new
edition of Robin Page's "The Decline of an English Village" on sale. Robin was our
neighbour in my teenager years, and his book is about Barton, the village in which I grew up.
He writes about my school and my chapel, how everything was changing. Robin was one of
the founders of Countryside Restoration Trust. I see that Bird's Farm, the house where he and
his parents lived is Grade II listed, a fifteenth century open hall with seventeenth century
additions. His mum Enid was a very good cook - I have fond memories of harvest suppers
there (in the days before we worried about calories).
This new edition is the "45th anniversary edition" (why not wait another five years?). I am
staggered, and slightly upset, to find it is 45 years. I didn't buy a copy because I believe I
have dad's copy somewhere - though it isn't where I thought it was. One incident which
involved my dad made it into the book.
Our neighbours were people who moved to the village, and did nothing to get involved in
village life. He kept an immaculate garden, and would regularly manicure the verge next to
the road. He then put up two notices "No Horses". Dad went out that night and added two
more: "Indians please dismount".

Sunday 12 July
Having given Hannah's garden a plug yesterday, Harry and Sarah sent me photos of theirs'.
When they moved in at the beginning of last year, the front had gravel and some dead-ish
roses. They moved 35 bags of gravel and got to work with a pick axe. Last summer four
people stood in front of the garden before going off to a wedding. Last night their garden is
looking lovely. Well done!
As today has been beautiful, I have spent some time in my garden. I picked some raspberries
and settled by my Edmund roses to research the life of a monk of the Rule of St Benedictine that sounds far more scholarly than "sat in the sun and read a Brother Cadfael book".

As Civil War wages between Stephen and Matilda and Shrewsbury is under siege, "Cadfael
was left to do everything [in his herb garden] alone, but he had in his time laboured under far
hotter suns than this, and was doggedly determined not to let his domain run wild, whether
the outside world fell into chaos or no" (Ellis Peters, One Corpse too many, page 1).
That was in 1138, but it's not bad advice for 2020 either.

Monday 13 July
We had the first service in St Matthew's church today when we had Ian's funeral. When you
are using alternate pews and social distancing it is surprising how quickly the church fills up.
It worries me how many we will be able to accommodate on Sunday. We can't give an exact
figure because family members can sit together - while five family members can be on one
pew, five individuals will almost fill two. I hope folk will be cheerful and understanding - if
we are full for 10 am, we will repeat the service at 11. (There won't be a St Edmund's service
this Sunday as we need time to prepare after the builders).
Ian had been an engineer who worked across the world. He had Scottish heritage and loved
the bagpipes. We played him out of church with "The Black Bear", played by The Pipes and
Drums of Leanisch. This is reputedly the fastest regimental march in the UK army,
traditionally played as a marching off parade tune by every Scottish regiment returning to
their barracks after a route march or a day’s manoeuvres.
On a couple of occasions Gareth and I went to the Edinburgh Military Tattoo, driving up
from Ponteland over Carter Bar. The Tattoo is an incredible experience, you sit perched high
above the Castle Rock looking down at the marching pipers, and so much more. The lone
piper on the Castle top is also a spine-tingling moment. Special memories.
St Mary's in Ponteland regularly hosted the Northumbria Police Carol Service since in my
day the Police HQ was in the parish. One year they hired a Scottish piper to stand by the
church door and pipe us in. I pointed out that in 1388 the Scots had burned St Mary’s church
and the Blackbird Pub, and suggested to the Chief Constable that it was her job to keep the
Scots out, rather than inviting them back.

Tuesday 14 July
The Archdeacon has agreed my risk assessment form - my first reaction was "The Man from
Del Monte says Yes". That dates me! We will have a service in St Matthew's at 10 am on
Sunday. I am in the unusual position of being worried that too many people will come - if
they do, we will do another service at 11.
I have been asked what the Church of England's position is on face coverings - and the
answer is that the House of Bishops Recovery Group are still considering their position.
Assuming I get no other instructions, my plan is not to wear one while leading the service,
but I will when I am bringing the sacrament to you and when I am standing saying
"goodbye". I believe it is wise to wear one when we are in close company.

At the beginning of this year I was an organised human being and I booked a trip to the
Thursford Christmas Extravaganza in Norfolk for our wedding anniversary. Today I got the
sad news that the season has been postponed this year.
According to their website, "Thursford Christmas Spectacular has entertained more than 6
million visitors of all ages from across the globe since opening its first Christmas Eve
performance over 40 years ago, becoming one of Europe’s biggest seasonal shows. The
award-winning production, which would normally run annually from early November,
employs around 360 dancers, singers, musicians, variety acts, technicians, wardrobe teams,
ushers, caterers and production staff each year."
I can joke and say that the good news is I have now planned a Celebration for the Eve of our
Anniversary in 2021 - I am such an efficient husband, she is lucky to have me! But the truth
is that it is frightening how many (in this case, predominantly young) people are facing a
bleak future because of this virus. I have to believe the Christmas message of light, but it is a
battle against the powers of darkness.

Wednesday 15 July
There is a document on the front page of the church website which tells anyone interested
how we hope Sunday's first service will work - 10 am at St Matthew's Darley Abbey. I knew
Cathedral planning for big services would be useful - and I still remember the one where the
Chapter procession went one way, the clergy procession went the other, and somehow they
collided at the font.
Working my way through Cadfael, we found one ("Monk's Hood") where Richard Bonneville
played the baddie. Julie is re-watching "Downton Abbey" and we've had the episodes set at
Alnwick Castle.
On Wednesday 22 June 2011 Hannah and I went to Alnwick Castle for a Royal Garden Party
for Northumberland Carers and Volunteers. You can try and spot Her Majesty in the middle
of the crowd.
Her Majesty, His Royal Highness, and the Duke and Duchess of Northumberland dined on
salmon caught by the Duke in one of his streams, the rest of us were fed by Greggs. It was an
extremely wet day, and some of the organising was rather chaotic - my diary comments that
they needed a bunch of church ladies to sort out the queue for the tea. But despite chaos and
weather, it was one of those very special days. We had the poshest queue you’ve ever seen
for a portaloo, and the bagpipes serenaded us.

Thursday 16 July
We could fly the world, or we can visit the National Trust Kedleston Hall property a couple
of miles down the road. We don't tend to visit very often as the House is not very Juliefriendly, though sometimes I leave her with a book while I go for a walk. The plan for today
was to meet Jess about lunchtime, then I would walk. In fact we sat and chatted all afternoon,
so today is another day when I have not had a decent walk. The pleasure of chatting was
greater than the pleasure of walking, so I am not complaining at all. Though chatting, and
enjoying a Bluebell Dairy Rhubarb Ripple ice cream, does not help me lose weight!
I had never really explored the gardens behind the House, indeed they had never really caught
my attention. This year they have done. A mixture of wildflower seeds has been planted and
the effect is rather wonderful.

The NT website says that the "original 18th century garden and features have virtually all
disappeared, and we are now carrying out an exciting project to reawaken the character and
distinctive features that were designed to complement the hall. We are fortunate enough to
have access to old plans, plant lists, and a range of experts, all of which will help the gardens
team of staff and volunteers to restore this space to its 18th century magnificence." I look
forward to following the project.
I need to find some evidence that the Curzon family had an interest in the living of Allestree
and that the layout of the Vicarage garden was also by Robert Adam, then I can get a NT
gardening team to look after me!

