
FACEBOOK RAMBLINGS – 1 TO 15 AUGUST 2020 
 
Saturday 1 August 
 
We spent today at National Memorial Arboretum, which is about half an hours drive away. I 
was impressed. Grounds well cared for, staff and volunteers welcoming, and the whole thing 
easily accessible for Julie on Morgan her new powered wheelchair. We did about 5 miles, so 
we had a good explore. There is a fascinating collection of memorials - enough for several 
months of facebook posts.  
 
Just one memorial today - to all the crew members of HMS Barham, from her launching in 
October 1914 to her sinking on 25 November 1942. When we were in Orkney we went to the 
island of Hoy, and I was wandering round the Naval Cemetery at Lyness. I found the 
memorial to the Chaplain, the wonderfully named Henry Dixon Dixon-Wright, who was one 
of the 26 who died when she was involved in the Battle of Jutland. 
 
At the start of WW2 she was part of the Mediterranean fleet, and saw action off the coast of 
Africa, on convoys to Gibraltar, and came as far north as Scapa Flow. On the afternoon of 25 
November 1941, she was one of a group of ships which departed Alexandria to hunt for 
Italian convoys in the Central Mediterranean. She was torpedoed by submarine U-331, three 
of the four torpedoes struck amidships so closely together as to throw up a single massive 
water column. Barham quickly capsized to port and was lying on her side when a massive 
magazine explosion occurred about four minutes after she was torpedoed and sank her. 841 
men lost their lives. 
 
When I mentioned finding the memorial on Hoy to my colleagues St Edmundsbury Cathedral 
Neil the Dean told me that the candlesticks at Westminster Abbey had been given in memory 
of the survivors, and when I did some research I found that on the nearest Saturday to 25 
November the HMS Barham Association attended Evensong. In 2011 Gareth and I joined 
them. It was the 70th anniversary and, for the final time, the survivors carried the Standard to 
the Tomb of the Unknown Warrior (I'm sure there's a more naval way of expressing that). 
There were several hundred of us in the Abbey, and you could have heard a pin drop as a 
group of very old men made their way down the Nave. Incredibly moving. 
 
They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old: Age shall not weary them, nor the years 
condemn. At the going down of the sun and in the morning. We will remember them.  
 

  



          
 
Sunday 2 August 
 
Work and play! St Edmund's open for the first service, and 42 people came. We couldn't have 
got many more in. Lovely to be back. 16 for Morning Prayer at St Matthew's, but for at least 
half a dozen people it was their first outing after shielding. This is why we are getting these 
buildings back open for worship - it's important. Thanks everyone. Here's Patrick a 
Churchwarden and David the organist. 
 
Then north to the Embsay & Bolton Abbey Steam Railway for a pre-Birthday Tea in Queen 
Victoria's carriage. Built in 1885 for the London & South Western Railway, altered to 
become Her Majesty's personal coach in her Golden Jubilee year 1885. She used it on her 
trips from London to Gosport for the boat to Osborne House on the Isle of Wight, and she 
was kind enough to join us today. 
 
After her death it remained in Royal use for several years, then became a family saloon, then 
the body was sold for a gamekeeper's home. It was restored by Stephen Middleton of Stately 
Trains, and he was our host. It was a beautiful afternoon, lovely company, gorgeous train, and 
excellent tea. 
 

   
 



   
 

   
 
Monday 3 August 
 
Thank you for lots of birthday wishes. Many hoped I was having a train day today. No - that 
was yesterday. Today was a help Pops Barham sort out her kitchen day. Here is a photo after 
I had cleaned - I won't show you what it was like beforehand. Can anyone tell me when I get 
to the age that I stop cleaning up after her and she comes and cleans up after her Aged 
Father? 
 
Selwyn has had fun exploring my pile of birthday presents. Harry Barham thinks his Aged 
Father is old enough for slippers. My other non-transport present is the last Cadfael book of 
the series - Julie Barham had not got the whole set, she has now. 
 
Having driven to South Milford (Hannah's pad in Yorkshire) again, I am hoping that at some 
point I can have a train ride there. I have purchased the new book on "Yorkshire's first main 
line, the Leeds & Selby Railway" so I can read up about her railway. Then the Railway & 
Canal Historical Society had an offer on two other books and it would have been rude not to 
add them to the order. 
 
The Talyllyn Railway had a DVD sale - and I purchased some bus DVDs going very cheap. 
When I've watched "Routemasters in the Capital 1986/1987" and "Routemasters in the 
Capital Part 2", there is also "Part 3" and a "Special edition" to buy. Julie is so 
excited!! Laura Burrill may also have noticed the new Darjeeling magazine - excited? 
 
So the Vicarage is the place to be this Monday evening, and I am prepared if we get another 
lockdown. 
 



           
 

  
 
Tuesday 4 August 
 
When I started a daily Rambling, I signed up to a daily email of useful dates. It hasn't been 
very useful, but today I know the four people who have/had birthdays. 
 
Megan Markle is 39. I enjoyed watching her in "Suits", and think the way she has been 
treated is appalling. I hope her and her family find peace and purpose. 
 
Barack Obama is 59. How has he achieved so much more than me and he's only one year 
older? The only consolation I can find is that none of my successors have been as bad as the 
one that follows him. Here is a lovely quote: "There's no doubt I'm a better man having spent 
time with Michelle. I would never say that Michelle's a better woman, but I will say she's a 
little more patient." (His wife sounds almost as wonderful as mine).  
 
Her Majesty The Queen Mother had her birthday today. You may remember that she died on 
Holy Saturday back in 2002. We had a discussion in the Cathedral Vestry and decided that 
we would have the Cathedral flag at the top of the pole on Easter Sunday, then lower it to half 
mast on Easter Monday. On Sunday lunchtime the East Anglian Daily Times phoned. "Why 
is your flag not at half mast?" I explained the importance of Easter, and they understood - 
though in their report they mentioned "the rebirth of Jesus Christ". Not a phrase I would have 
used, but they obviously couldn't spell "resurrection". 
 
Louis Armstrong had his birthday today. I've had several funerals recently where we've left to 



"What a wonderful world". Try and be optimistic. Put it on loud and give the neighbours 
something to complain about! 
 

         
 

 
 
Wednesday 5 August 
 
Not going away for two weeks at a stretch this summer means we are having more days out. 
Today we went to National Trust Calke Abbey which is only about half an hours drive from 
home. We've been in Derby for four years, and this is the first time we've been (hangs head in 
shame).  
 
We parked, got Morgan (Julie's new powerchair) out, and went for an explore. The house is 
closed, but we sat in the sun and read our books. We explored the lovely gardens, the 
Parkland, said hello to the deer, went up to the church (sadly locked), and even had a 
walk/wheel along the route of the old tramway. I walked about five miles, so we earned our 
ice creams. As you can see, the lad in charge of the ice cream trolley was being very 
generous. (That is NOT a complaint).  
 
The NT staff were being very good with masks, social distancing, etc. We went into the shop, 
and I have purchased the guidebook - so when we visit after all this and the house is open, I 
will be the boring husband who knows what he is looking at. I also purchased a fridge magnet 
- I will need a bigger fridge.  
 



    
 

  
 
Thursday 6 August 
 
6 August - The Feast of the Transfiguration of our Lord. Always seems odd that an event, 
which you can read about in Luke 9.28-36, gets its own Feast Day. For Jesus and the 
disciples it was a foretaste of glory before the journey to the cross, a vindication of who He 
was/is, God in human form, a glimpse of heaven. 
 
This is a window in St Lawrence church, Hungerford. If you are my age, Hungerford is a 
place forever associated with evil and the names of those who were killed in the 1987 
massacre are commemorated in church. Yet in my mind it is a place always associated with 
trips we would make in the late 1980s early 90s to see friends in Bristol when Hannah and 
Gareth were very little (and pre-Harry). We would follow the A4 rather than plough down the 
motorway, and stop in Hungerford where there was (and still is) a lovely cafe called the Tutti 
Pole. It used to do wonderful meringues, and they always welcomed the kids.  
 
We had an explore of the church on a trip down there about 5 years ago, and found this 
window. Rather Victorian, and I'm sure the disciples didn't really climb the mountain dressed 
as medieval gents, but I rather like it. There was plenty to see in the church, so have a look at 
my blog http://www.northernvicar.co.uk/2015/11/06/hungerford-berkshire-st-lawrence/ 
 
This is today's Collect (prayer): 



Father in heaven, whose Son Jesus Christ was wonderfully transfigured, before chosen 
witnesses upon the holy mountain, and spoke of the exodus he would accomplish at 
Jerusalem: give us strength so to hear his voice and bear our cross that in the world to come 
we may see him as he is; who is alive and reigns with you, in the unity of the Holy Spirit,  
one God, now and for ever. Amen. 

         
 
Friday 7 August 
 
A frustrating afternoon. I needed to go to Sheffield to give platelets, and was told by 
Management I was driving rather than training. The motorway signs were flashing 60 as I 
joined the M1, and within a mile we came to stand. Eventually I came off at the next junction 
and came home. A little frustrating that we spend millions on a smart motorway, but it isn't 
smart enough to say "Don't join this motorway". Nor was it smart enough to tell sat-nav that 
there was a mega-delay. I mustn't complain too much - twitter tells me the air ambulance was 
called and the whole motorway closed, so someone (probably several people) have had a far 
worse day than me.  
 
By this time I was running too late to give an armful, so navigated by the sun and cut across 
to Matlock. Matlock is also a traffic jam, while in Matlock Bath it is obvious that no one has 
heard of Covid. I was cross by this point so, while I should have stopped for a walk and got 
some fresh air in my lungs, I just came home. I have rebooked platelets for Tuesday 
afternoon.  
 
The only benefit was time to catch up on "Last Word" the BBC Radio obituary programme. 4 
and a half episodes ticked off in 2 1/2 hours, so I know about some fascinating people. Jack 
Charlton was one of them. I am not interested in football, but I had the pleasure of meeting 
him a few times when I was in Ponteland. I married his son and baptised his grandson. When 
this little lad was about 2, I watched him being taken by his dad to the "Little Kickers" group 
that used to meet in our Church Hall. I did wonder whether the lads who led the group 
realised they had a Charlton in their midst.  

   



Saturday 8 August 
 
Let's spend the hottest morning of the year finishing everything for tomorrow (yes, I know I 
should have done it earlier this week) and getting it on the website. Worship in both churches 
at 10 am (wear a mask unless you are exempt, please). You now have an Order of Service, a 
sermon, some prayers, the readings and collect, and a noticesheet on the front page of the 
website - www.stedsandstmatts.co.uk - and links to local churches producing worship on line, 
and the worship on the BBC. 
 
BBC Songs of Praise tomorrow (1.15 pm) is a celebration of 125 years of National Trust and 
the Christian Reformers who founded it. 
 
My earliest NT memories are Anglesey Abbey and Gardens, which is just outside 
Cambridge. It was a favourite place as a child - though I can't remember the last time I 
went. Wimpole Estate is actually nearer to home, but that wasn't owned by the NT when I 
was young. Later mum and dad both volunteered there. Mum used to play the piano in the 
gallery, and dad was a gardener. My dad could be somewhat awkward (you can see where I 
get it from) and as the rules tightened over the years, he couldn't see the point. "I don't need 
to wear a name badge. No one cares what I'm called." At his Memorial Service the head 
gardener came and introduced himself to me and said they would like to plant a tree in dad's 
memory. We both agreed that they could "hang his bloody name badge on it". I must go back 
and see if they did! 
 
Thanks mum and dad for introducing us to some lovely places. Thanks granddad who left us 
some money when he died, which we spent on Family Life Membership. Thanks to the NT 
for lovely places and wonderful people. Life is not easy for those wonderful people at the 
moment, or for the heritage sector as a whole, but "For ever, for everyone" must continue. 
 

      
 
Sunday 9 August 
 
Lovely to have a service at St Eds this morning - and I assume it was lovely to have one at St 
Ms. (I haven't heard anything from the other side of the A38, so I assume it all went 
smoothly). Thanks to those who ensured it all worked - it is quite a job coping with lists of 
names for track and trace, sorting out the seating, and ensuring everything is properly away at 
the end. I know we all struggle with masks and social distancing, but we all know it is 
necessary. I'm not sure how it is going to work long-term, but we'll work week by week at the 
moment. 
 
Today the church remembers Mary Sumner, the founder of the Mothers' Union. She was born 
in 1828 and in 1848 married a young curate, George Henry Sumner. A mother of three 
children, Mary called a meeting in 1876 at which the Mothers' Union was founded, providing 



a forum in which to unite mothers of all classes in the aim of bringing up children in the 
Christian faith. Baptism and parental example were its two basic principles. At first a 
parochial organisation, it grew steadily into an international concern, encouraging the ideal of 
a Christian home. Mary died on this day in 1921. 
 
Like many clergy I have had an interesting relationship with the MU. I have had churches 
where it has been a dynamic force for good, and others where it hasn't. It is worth looking at 
their website - https://www.mothersunion.org/ - to see what they do across the world in the 
21st century, and to celebrate so much. They also have face masks for sale. 
 
When we were regular visitors to Great Ormond Street Hospital, the local MU branch joined 
with the Chaplains to serve coffee and cake one morning a week. That day was often the day 
Gareth would go for a clinic appointment, so we would pop in (they were cheaper than the 
Costa, and their cake was better). On one occasion, we found there was a Mothers' Union 
delegation of African Bishops' Wives who had come to see the hospital. They were so 
pleased to see a heart transplant recipient who was also a Vicar's kid - let's just say Gareth 
was smothered in love and affection! 
 
If clinic went smoothly, we could often be back at Liverpool Street in time for the train home 
to Suffolk which had a restaurant car. On that day, my son told me in no uncertain terms that 
we were dining. He polished off starter, main course and a treacle pud before we arrived at 
Stowmarket - and I did too. 
 
 
Tuesday 10 August 
 
Yesterday was the first day since 20 March when you didn't get a daily facebook ramble. We 
had a day in Wales and it was 11.15 pm when we got home. I'll tell you about it sometime 
soon. Today I'm off to give platelets this afternoon - I hope that journey goes better than 
Friday's did. I'll let you know. 
 
Today is the 40th anniversary of the opening of the Tyne and Wear Metro, the wonderful rail 
system that covers Newcastle and Sunderland. I can't remember when I first rode on it, but I 
do remember trying to do the Airport branch for the first time when Hannah was at Durham a 
decade ago. I had booked myself back to Suffolk on a GNER main line service, a good, cheap 
deal. I was sure I had time to get to the Airport and back.  
 
I miscalculated. It was further to the Airport from the centre of Newcastle than I thought it 
was. The train spent longer at the Airport than I thought it would. Back at Newcastle Central, 
I pounded up the steps, dashed over the footbridge, and watched my train depart. My cheap 
ticket was non-transferable. I had to buy a new one. It was not cheap. I did not tell my 
Beloved Wife. 
 
A year later, I got a new job. Vicar of Ponteland near Newcastle. Nearest Metro station: 
Newcastle Airport. The Lord has a sense of humour. 
 
The Airport branch was the original line to Ponteland. The photo of Ponteland station in 1905 
was supplied by the Local History Society, a smashing bunch of people. 
 
 



Happy Birthday Metro. 
 

         
 
Wednesday 12 August 
 
I spent a boring evening yesterday reading guidance from the Government about reopening 
church halls. That's four hours of my life I won't get back. ACRE Action with Communities 
in Rural England has produced useful guidance for Village Halls - thank you - but nothing 
from The Church of England. An hour's meeting with St. Edmund's Preschool, Kings Croft, 
Allestree, DE22 2FN was very useful, and three of us will meet this evening to start the risk 
assessment and paperwork that will be required if we want to open St Ed's church hall to 
other hirers and community groups from September. Next week we will make a start on 
doing the work for the Fellowship Room at St Matthew's. None of this is easy, all of it is 
time-consuming., and the goal-posts keep moving.  
 
I had a good trip to Sheffield to give platelets yesterday - NHS Blood Donation. This time I 
drove to Alfreton and caught the train. Vast majority of people wearing masks, lots of space 
on the trains and at stations. All went smoothly. Let's have a photo of the Midland Wyvern on 
Sheffield station, and a train at Alfreton. 
 
Paul from the St Ed's congregation is one of the Derbyshire blood bike riders. To quote their 
website "Transporting lifesaving medical items including blood and blood products, 
biological samples and medication, equipment and medical documents. We also transport 
donated breast milk into approved milk banks, which is then used to support feeding of 
premature or seriously ill infants. If we can carry it safely ….. we will transport it!"  
 
For those of us who aren't motor bike riders (I ended up in hospital in 1983 when I came off a 
moped), there are other ways of helping, and I attach the picture about becoming a call 
handler. Do look at https://www.derbyshirebloodbikes.org/ 
 
A priest, an imam and a rabbit walk into a blood bank. "I'm a Type O” says the rabbit. 
 



         
 
Thursday 13 August 
 
One of our fellow MA students has just posted that she remembers receiving her A level 
results seven years ago. It was 40 years ago that I received my A level results. 
 
I feel guilty as I had no worries about my A level results. In those long ago days you could sit 
a Cambridge Entrance Exam in the autumn term of the Upper Sixth. If you passed that (and I 
did), as long as you got two Es, you were in. Having passed that exam I coasted for the last 
two terms at school, and came away with B,C,C,E - one of the Cs was in Geography and 
that's what I studied at Selwyn. 
 
Julie wanted to go to Cambridge to read Law. No entrance exam for her. She needed top A 
level grades, she got them. Her school also realised that she hadn't got the language O level 
she needed - so she got grade 1 Latin CSE as well. You all know my wife is the brains of the 
outfit.  
 
This year is unique, everything is up in the air, and it won't be easy for anyone. It makes the 
government's insistence that we should focus on exams rather than coursework look rather 
stupid, and I write that as someone who was better at exams than coursework.  
 
My second-choice University was Newcastle, and Julie was planning for Aberystwyth. 
Imagine how the course of our lives might have been different if that's where we'd gone. I 
can't find my A level certificates to photo, so I'll give you the certificate which always makes 
me smile! 
 
Sending love and prayers to students, parents, and schools. Education should be fun and life-
long. 

  



Friday 14 August 
 
I hope yesterday's post didn't come over as "my A levels were OK, what are you moaning 
about". Our teachers managed to do so much in the last few days before everything closed, 
they have continued to teach and care through all of lockdown - and now their grading, their 
expertise, their professional skill, has all been ignored. Of course everyone won't be happy 
with their results, but when so many are furious, something has gone wrong. We'll how the 
story plays out over the next few days - though reminding ourselves this is not a story, this is 
the lives of our young people.  
 
Across the Channel, the way they cope seems to be different. In France their "minister for 
higher education says 10,000 new university places will be created to cope with the huge 
demand after record numbers of students passed the Bac exam this year, qualifying them for 
university entrance."  
 
According to https://www.rfi.fr/en/france/20200722-french-university-covid-19-nurses-
social-workers-health-professionals-students "The minister ... Frédérique Vidal, told Le 
Parisien newspaper that most of the new university places will be in subjects where there is 
most demand from students, such as nursing, physiotherapy, paramedical subjects and social 
studies. 2000 places will be set aside for nursing." In Europe, education is something to 
celebrate and encourage. 
 
This side of the Channel we had an explore of Kedleston yesterday afternoon and Hardwick 
Hall this afternoon. Morgan the power-chair TGA Mobility and a wonderful surface meant 
Julie could do the three mile Long Walk National Trust Kedleston Hall yesterday, and spend 
too much in the second hand bookshop National Trust Hardwick. Happy Northern Reader 
 

         
 

         



Saturday 15 August 
 
The Feast of the Blessed Virgin Mary - and since I have had four Marian churches in the 
course of my ministry, a Feast I always try and celebrate. Today is also the 75th anniversary 
of VJ Day, and there are some Memorial Services on TV and online today. The Service, 
Prayers and Sermon I have written for tomorrow - posted on the front page of the church 
website, www.stedsandstmatts.co.uk - reflect this anniversary. Services in both churches at 
10 tomorrow - Morning Prayer at St Eds, Communion at St Ms.  
 
Here are my two favourite Mary statues. The one in wood is in St Edmundsbury Cathedral. It 
was carved by Leonard Goff, a Northamptonshire craftsman. In my day as Canon Pastor, 
there were many occasions when I sat with people in the Lady Chapel reflecting together that 
Mary also knew just how difficult life can be.  
 
Mount Grace Priory, House and Gardens is an English Heritage property just off the A19 in 
North Yorkshire. This statue stands in the Nave of the ruined church. It is called The 
Madonna of the Cross, and is by Malcolm Brocklesby. I can do no better than quote his 
words:  
 
“This Madonna is not the meek and subservient figure portrayed in so many paintings, but a 
determined and intelligent young woman who understands the wonder and the importance of 
her calling as she dedicates her Child to the purpose of the Creator. She is also aware of the 
suffering that this will entail. The figure of the Madonna is integral with that of the Cross, the 
stark and terrible symbol at the heart of Christianity, which is an inescapable part of her 
existence. Her expression, however, is more of serenity than anguish. She is looking beyond 
Calvary to the Resurrection, and the way in which she holds the Christ Child high suggests 
the subsequent Ascension rather than the immediate prospect of a sacrificial death. The statue 
combines the three facets of Christianity which establish the Atonement of Mankind – the 
Nativity, the Crucifixion and the Ascension.” 
 

         
 
 


