
Tuesday 17 August 
 
It would be very boring if we only did sensible things - which wasn't what I was thinking 
when the alarm went off at 0430 yesterday. I watched dawn rise over the river Trent, changed 
to an Azuma at Grantham and headed north. These days you can order your refreshments via 
an app and they are brought to your seat. I waved at beautiful Durham and enjoyed the 
coastal views across to Lindisfarne.  
 
In Edinburgh I walked up the hill to the National Museum of Scotland. The Galloway Hoard 
exhibition is superb. Bullion and other treasures found a few years ago, and now being 
conserved and researched. I looked at the pectoral cross - who wore it? What was his life 
like? How did he keep his faith in a world even more precarious than ours'? Was the cross 
taken from round his neck by a Viking warrior? Or did he bury it for safe-keeping?  
 
Who did the beautiful bird belong to? Is it a flamingo? Who made it? Had they ever seen a 
flamingo?  
 
I hope the National Museums don't mind me using their photos. It was also good to see the 
Lewis Chessmen again - it is a superb museum. 
 
If you can't get to Edinburgh, and (let's be honest) not many people are daft enough to have a 
day trip from Derby to Edinburgh, do have a watch of some of the excellent films on 
youtube. The exhibition goes on to Kirkcudbright for the autumn, then Aberdeen next 
summer. They shut the line to Kirkcudbright, but a day return to Aberdeen would also be an 
adventure. 

     
 
Wednesday 18 August 
 
I spent a happy couple of hours getting the "2021 July to December in the churches" page up 
to date on the church website - www.stedsandstmatts.co.uk. 
 
It is lovely looking at all the pictures over the last few weeks and celebrating all that we have 
done. (It also makes production of the magazines much easier if we've already sorted the 
photos). 



The diary page is also up to date - it is always worth checking there to see what is going on (it 
would save some of the phone calls asking when things are happening)! There was a stage 
when we had lots of posters on it too - hopefully those days will return. 
 
Worship resources are on the front page, and then archived. So (if you're really bored) you 
can read my sermon from a year ago. If you want to be inspired, Julie's sermons are there too. 
This weekend David Redfern marries the lovely Karen. Last year, when their wedding was 
postponed for the first time, he recorded "I'm getting married in the morning" on his Compton 
organ. I posted the film on the website, and it gave us a smile at a very difficult time. Today I 
found the file, and I've posted it on the front page. We'll finish the Zoom service with it on 
Sunday morning. Turn the volume up, play it loudly, and we send them our love and prayers 
at the start of their married life together. 
 
Thursday 19 August 
 
I have never been involved in sport. At school we were sent out on a cross-country run in the 
rain. I was always last back, and on this occasion I took a short cut across the rugby pitch. Mr 
Nicholls, who had spent the lesson in his office, sent me back to do it again. I refused, and 
was sent to the Headmaster. 
 
Mr Scarisbrick was rather surprised to see Barham outside his office and asked me why I was 
there. I gave him the note Mr Nicholls had given me. He asked if I had anything to say. I told 
him I did not think it was fair that we were sent out running "but Mr Nicholls sits in his nice 
warm office." 
 
I can't remember what my punishment was, but I do remember that next time we ran, Mr 
Nicholls came too.  
 
Harry Barham is made of different stuff and is running in the Great North Run. This is his 
fifth time and he is fund-raising for CHUF, the Children's Heart Unit Fund at the Freeman 
Hospital in Newcastle. We know the benefit of funds like this, and have had a huge amount 
of support from that hospital. He started to fund-raise last year, then the race was postponed. I 
hope no one minds if I invite you to go onto justgiving and search for him.  
 
Is he really my son? (Answers on a postcard please) 

 
 



Friday 20 August 
 
We escaped for a few hours between a meeting and wedding rehearsals and went up to 
Kedleston. I cannot believe how long it is since we last went. We walked a complete circuit, 
Julie herded sheep, and it was good to get some exercise - though I realise how unfit I am. 
 
It's a full weekend with two weddings. The first has a Wedding Planner who has just arrived 
from London, the second is a more in-house affair. I've taken both couples through their 
rehearsals, florists have been busy, the organists know what they are doing, the verger knows 
how to verge. I must remember to polish my shoes! Love to Max and Helen, and to David 
and Karen (at least I've got the names right!). 

     
 

 
 
Saturday 21 August 
 
A morning of work means that everything you need to join us for worship tomorrow is on the 
website. You are very welcome! 
 
Then a huge wedding. The flowers were somewhat huge too! (I haven't yet got permission of 
the couple to use their photos, so you can have the flowers for now). Huge thanks to the 
florists who arrived yesterday when they said they would, arrived today when they said they 
would - and were very efficient (and very friendly). Indeed everything this afternoon ran like 
clockwork - except for the weather. With 120 people going on to a reception nearby, and 
most of them staying in the area overnight, I think we did a huge amount for the economic 
life of our County. 
 
Then the pleasure of meeting a couple who want to get married next year. Always great to sit 
down, to chat with them and hear their story. This couple came with me to see inside St 



Matthew's - and it's always lovely to see the reaction of people to our beautiful churches. 
They were then going for a pizza at Red Cow Allestree, so we did something for the 
economic life of Allestree too. 
 
Although it was raining I then escaped. Engineering work means Derby/Birmingham trains 
are being diverted at Wichnor Junction, running past the Arboretum and through Lichfield 
into New Street. Then a bus back to Coleshill Parkway, and the train back to Derby did the 
freight line from Whitacre Junction to Kingsbury Junction. Happy Peter! 
 
I was made even happier when a class 37 came through Birmingham. These engines were the 
traction of my youth - in the 1970s they were the mainstay of the Kings Lynn/Cambridge 
/Liverpool Street line. When they opened the throttle I was taken back 45 years.  

         
 
Sunday 22 August 
 
he most colourful bride St Edmund's has seen for a while - as Karen came to marry David 
Redfern. The flowers were colourful, the music fun, the congregation happy, and it was a joy 
seeing two young people in love! 
 
Julie and I had the pleasure of the reception at The Cosy Club. We even had the Holbrook 
Morris Dancers - a bunch of extremely fit people, and I'm glad my fingers were not on the 
end of the sticks they were banging together. I think it was Sir Thomas Beecham who said 
"try anything once, except incest and folk dancing." 
 
Rob Mosley had played the organ for the 10 am service, played again for the wedding, then 
came to the reception. He left early to go and play football. Someone had to eat the pudding 
he had ordered, it would have been rude to let it go to waste. Peter will sleep well tonight.  
 
You can enjoy David's organ playing on the front page of the church website (along with the 
video of today's Zoom service), and you can find "David Redfern" on youtube - but there is 
another David Redfern who does bunions, so get the right one. 
 
 
 



         
 

     
 
Monday 23 August 
 
I've now got permission to share a photo of Max and Helen, Saturday's wedding couple. It 
was a good afternoon, and we wish them both well.  
 
Today I've planned a Memorial Service, and done a couple of baptism visits. Three children 
at the first - the delights of lockdown means I will have a three year old to deal with. She is a 
very intelligent three year old who knows exactly what we are doing, and she told me all I 
needed to know about her brother and her nephew. She reminded me of another feisty blonde 
who never stopped talking - Hannah Barham-Brown was blonde once. 
 
The second baptism visit was on Zoom. It turns out the family are waiting to move in to 
Allestree, and the house move has been delayed, so they're in a hotel prior to a B&B. They 
zoomed in from the pub. "Do you really want to do this on Saturday?" I asked. His parents 
are coming in from Spain and everything is planned - so we will baptise, celebrate, and 
welcome. Too often those of us in the Church forget how important these occasions are. 

     



Tuesday 24 August 
 
Twitter tells me that today is the 154th anniversary of the first Shipping Forecast. I have 
spent a very enjoyable half hour disappearing down internet wormholes and reading about it. 
According to Wikipedia: "In October 1859, the steam clipper Royal Charter was wrecked in a 
strong storm off Anglesey; 450 people lost their lives. Due to this loss, Vice-Admiral Robert 
FitzRoy introduced a warning service for shipping in February 1861, using telegraph 
communications. In 1911, the Met Office began issuing marine weather forecasts which 
included gale and storm warnings via radio transmission for areas around Great Britain." 
 
I am no sailor, though as a geographer I have always been fascinated by maps, sea areas and 
exploration. There are some beautiful books which take the shipping forecast as their base, as 
well as some GPO documentary films of the 1930s, 40s and 50s (available from Panamint 
Cinema). 
 
In my youth, Radio 4 was always on. There was a Shipping Forecast broadcast on long wave 
at 1750 or thereabouts. Dad would always listen, and provide the sound effects. If pressure 
was rising, he would whistle up - if falling ... well, you can work it out. Every flipping time.  
 
Very occasionally I will have the radio on for the Midnight forecast, and "Sailing by" by 
Ronald Binge (a Derby composer). A dozen years ago Gareth and I had had an evening at the 
Edinburgh Tattoo. We were driving back down the A68, over the border at Carter Bar, as the 
shipping forecast played. In honour of my dad I whistled up and down, and annoyed my son. 
The other week I was being a taxi for Harry and Sarah late at night - and made them listen to 
it (whistles and all).  
 
I mentioned the Two Ronnies the other day. Let's end with their weather forecast. I 
remembered the last two lines, but here it is in full: 

It will be cool in Goole, And dull in Hull, 
It will be warm in Benidorm, With extensive heat in Crete, 
It will snow in Moscow, Giving gales in Swale, 
Low cloud in Stroud, Fair in Ayr, 
You will be hot in Bankok, And cold in Mold, 
You'll need your boots in Wroot, Your beret in Ferry, 
And if you live in Lissing Down, Take an Umbrella.  

 



Wednesday 25 August 
 
A really lovely evening with our fellow MA students. I'm not sure that having another MA 
has really done much for my career prospects, but it got us some good friends. I collected fish 
and chips and we settled down in the garden - it could have been a bit warmer, but we are 
made of hardy stuff. 
 
Julie discussed books - indeed she even got rid of a couple (just several thousand more to go). 
Julie Seddon has plenty of book ideas - the two Julies can talk for hours. Chris and I end up 
talking about Deltic locos - fond memories of another iconic loco of our youths.  
 
We came up with lots of lovely places to visit. Ruth Gray is off to Scarborough - she was 
really impressed when I told her it is the home of the longest railway station bench. Jessica 
Rose is exploring Derbyshire - I still have not got into the historic church in Bakewell. Liz 
was reminding us of all the fascinating places to see in her home city of Sheffield - and we 
have decided we need a school trip. Kelham Island Museum here we come! 

     
 

     
 
Thursday 26 August 
 
Northernvicar is a blog I have been writing since I visited Whitley Castle in October 2010. 
Lots of Northumberland churches, then I branched out into Hadrian's Wall. We've travelled 
the country, and now I'm doing a monthly summary - it was a walking blog, but there doesn't 
seem to have been a lot of walking. I'm using it as an archive for these Facebook Rambles, 
and my records of travelling the whole of British Rail again.  
 
The blog got very out of date, so I've spent a large chunk of today writing ten posts. It's been 
lovely re-living holidays in Orkney, great days out, and writing a couple of church blogs. I 
hope some people enjoy reading them! 
 
Lovely story on the BBC News - https://www.bbc.co.uk/news/uk-england-london-58297172 



- about a man called Jo Kibble who has travelled from London to Morecambe by local bus in 
one day. He reckons it is the furthest you can go in one day, though there are others who 
seem to be trying to beat him.  
 
He started on the 0300 night bus to Heathrow, then Slough, and worked his way north. 
Northampton, Leicester, Derby, Buxton (so he must have passed through Darley Abbey and 
Allestree). Then Manchester, Bolton, Preston, and Morecambe. 
 
He's 39 so had to pay for his tickets. It won't be long before I get my Senior Pass and can do 
journeys like this for nothing. Julie Barham has a free pass already, but she doesn't like bus 
travel. I have missed my jaunts into the Peak District on the yellow Sixes or the green 
Transpeak, but I don't think even I am mad enough to do London to Morecambe in one day.  

     
 
Saturday 28 August 
 
A day off yesterday. We had a five mile walk at Kedleston in the company of Kirstene. We 
have know each other since she started as an articled clerk at Bischoff in London, so have 
been friends for about 35 years. She is Hannah's Godmother (and was Gareth's), and is one of 
those friends who has been with us through thick and thin. Lovely to catch up. Some friends 
are for life! 
 
Today I did a wedding rehearsal (we send our love to Peter and Sophie as they enjoy their last 
night of freedom, sorry, as they prepare for their big day) and a lovely baptism - photo when I 
have permission to post.  
 
Everything ready for tomorrow - 10 am Joint Choral Communion at St Edmund's, and a 
Zoom service at 11.30. You're very welcome to join in.  
 
An evening on the sofa watching "Robin Hood, prince of thieves". How to get from Dover to 
Sherwood via Hadrian's Wall in one day. Here is the actual tree - read more at 
http://www.northernvicar.co.uk/2016/05/10/hadrians-wall-walk-7-shield-on-the-wall-to-
housesteads/ 

         



Monday 30 August 
 
It was a busy weekend and I'll find some photos at some point. Today I escaped. Lichfield, 
south via Northampton, and met my nephew Michael Barham at Bletchley for a ride on the 
little train to Bedford and back. 
 
This line was opened in 1846 and eventually became part of a through route from Oxford to 
Cambridge. The Bedford-Cambridge stretch closed in December 1967, a year before we 
moved to Barton, and then the radio telescopes of the Mullard Observatory were built on it. I 
did an A level geography project looking at the land use along the line a decade after closure.  
 
Bletchley to Bedford remains as a local service, heavily supported by Marston Vale 
Community Rail Partnership. The trains used are those built by Vivarail, using London 
Underground D-stock, trains that date back to the early 1980s. There have been technical 
issues, but today they came across as excellent trains, looking modern and well suited to the 
job they need to do.  
 
Then we went on to the Leighton Buzzard Railway. It was built in 1919 using some of the 
narrow gauge track surplus after WW1 and was used to convey sand from the quarries to the 
mainline. At the end of the 1940s it was handling 20 trains a day, but traffic declined in the 
1960s and eventually a preservation society took over. Lots of housing estates have been built 
beside the track, so it cannot be claimed to a scenic railway, but it has a charm of its own. It 
was busy today, with families enjoying themselves on the three mile run.  
 
Another few lines coloured in - but the Leighton Buzzard line is about to be extended by 
another half a mile which means I'll have to come back! 
 

     
 

     



Tuesday 31 August 
 
"I want a bookshop" she said. High Peak Bookstore & Cafe did very nicely. "My review is 
quoted in this book" says Northern Reader. I found a railway book about Cambridge station I 
haven't got, and a beautiful book about monasteries that I now need a week off to read. Lunch 
was good too.  
 
Then to Alstonefield, a glorious church - Alstonefield St Peter's Church - to see The Isolation 
Chronicles by Sue Prince Artist. Well worth making the journey to see and ponder over the 
year we've had. Excellent cake too.  
 

     
 

     
 
 
 
 


