
Facebook – September 

 
Wednesday 1 September 
 
Last weekend was lovely. Saturday saw a great baptism - welcome Elsie! An excellent 
celebration. (Pictures posted with permission) 
 
Sunday saw a United Service at St Edmund's - the first United In-building service since 
December 2019. Great to have a good-sized choir again, and they sounded really good. Good 
to sing a couple of hymns together too. We're still wearing masks and socially distancing, and 
there were a lot of regular faces missing, but it was nice to worship together. We had a good 
Zoom service too. 
 
A quick sandwich and off to church for a wedding. Peter and Sophie have become part of our 
worshipping community over the last couple of years, and it was great to celebrate today with 
them. I think it was the first time in my ministry where the bride has pulled up behind the 
steering wheel - she came in her first car. I didn't ask how you drive a car while wearing a big 
white dress, and I averted my eyes as she got out of the driver's seat. We send them our love 
and best wishes for their life together.  

         
 
Thursday 2 September 
 
One wedding rehearsed for tomorrow. Paperwork done for the other two over the weekend. 
The fourth couple are almost ready too. Allestree Scarecrow Festival 2021 

 



Friday 3 September 
 
One wedding today - which was great. Photos when we have permission. Two weddings 
tomorrow. I know that I joke I only have one wedding sermon, but it isn't true (especially 
when each couple have chosen a different bible reading). Sermons are written, music sorted, 
paperwork done, and I've written the names in block capitals on my orders of service to 
ensure I marry the right bloke to the right girl.  
 
We have Scarecrows too - Allestree Scarecrow Festival 2021. Here are some photos from last 
year. We had Friar Tuck and merry men. St Nicholas' Church had St George. Amy Le 
Canterville and family had "One of our dinosaurs is missing". Start at Red Cow Allestree, 
come and say "Hello". 
 
Two celebrations - celebrations that life is good. Yet Sunday is also "Food Bank Sunday" - 
we are collecting at the Sunday services in both churches, and you can also leave donations in 
Primrose's Shed, next to the garage at the Vicarage (please). When I started as a Vicar, 25 
years ago, food banks were almost unheard of - may God forgive us that collecting for them 
is now a monthly occurrence. One day we'll all work for a fairer society where we ensure all 
people have the basics, and we'll demand our politicians make it a priority. We are a wealthy 
country and there is more than enough for all. Community must be more than scarecrows 
(lovely as they are).  

     
 

     
 
Saturday 4 September 
 
A busy first day of the Allestree Scarecrow Festival 2021. Huge thanks to Amy Le 
Canterville, her long-suffering husband Colin, and the boys, for all their hard work. The bride 
was transported in the passenger seat, and the groom in the boot (I wonder if that is normal in 
their household?). 



We had not been told that the wedding party included the Vicar and Reader. Julie Barham 
commented that the scarecrow version of her good self is wearing more liturgical garb than 
she usually manages. (If you want to see the real thing she is taking the 10 am service at St 
Edmund's tomorrow). 
 
I'm at St Matthew's at 10, then we're both on Zoom at 11.30 (you'll get her sermon rather than 
mine). A Baptism at 2, then Evensong at St Matthew's at 6 pm. There's also worship material 
on the website.  
 
Two lovely weddings as well today - photos in the next few days. It was not just me who 
spent much of the day in church - thanks to David Redfern, Kate Smith and Maureen for their 
time and energy assisting with the weddings. There were also several people working this 
morning to maintain the churchyard. These buildings, and the life that helps maintain them 
and the communities we serve, do not run themselves.  
 

     
 

     
 
Sunday 5 September 
 
I went off to do Evensong. Julie is having a doze, and there's a knock at the door. Diane 
Dunkley is on the doorstep with a box of Project.doughnut as a "Thank you" after Allestree 
Scarecrow Festival 2021. The only problem is that I had a lunchtime burger at Red Cow 
Allestree, and I am trying to lose weight. Having said that, I'm sure we can share them. Thank 
you. 
 
We've worked for it. Here are photos of the three lovely weddings we had this weekend. 
Harry and Amy, George and Natalie, and Christopher and Emma - all married to the right 
person (and all given me permission to share their photos). I think some of them got a photo 
with the scarecrow bride and groom, so we'll hope for some of those over the next few days.  
 



We had two well-attended services this morning, a nice Zoom (soon to be on youtube), a 
lovely baptism, and a calm Evensong. Now I'm going to lie on the sofa and watch "Vera". 
Night, night. 

             
 
Monday 6 September 
 
A pleasure to precent for Evensong at Derby Cathedral. The Girls' Choir is sounding 
excellent, even this early in the term. Malcolm Archer's "Berkshire Service" and the anthem 
"Light of the world", music by John Dankworth. (There's a good recording of it by Southwell 
Minster that you can find on youtube). It was one the boys St Edmundsbury Cathedral used to 
sing, so it brought back memories. 
 
I was quite chuffed with my singing too - none of those nasty moments when you think 
"which note am I aiming for ... whoops ... missed it." 
 
Good to see a couple of handfuls of people enjoying the service in the Nave, and apparently I 
was live-streamed on facebook too. It is also rather nice to get there and find Matt the Verger 
has prepared all my books on the Stall - open at the right page, ready to go. I love Cathedral 
vergers! Michael Scott Matt is pictured, he is leaving at the end of the week. 
 
Got back to the car, and I've got a parking ticket. Cross Peter. I had purchased a ticket on the 
app. Check the app. Yes, I had ... for the car which Hannah had last summer. Blast and 
damnation. Why did I update my credit cards details, and forget to update the car? I will not 
let it spoil the evening - I am not a sorry member of staff. 
 

         
 
 



Tuesday 7 September 
 
I went to Abbeydale & Stanley House Nursing Homes this morning to do Communion for 
them both. Lovely to see some of the residents and staff I hadn't seen for over a year, to meet 
some new ones, and to enjoy a service together.  
 
I have known many nursing homes over the years. Most of them have been lovely, though 
one or two have left something to be desired. I have lots of memories of residents - most of 
them have been lovely, though one or two of them (I'll let you finish the sentence).  
 
I remember an elderly Canon who was a resident in a home in one of the villages where I was 
a Curate. I was a deacon so could not do the full communion service. He enjoyed putting his 
stole on and saying the "magic words" while I did the rest of the service. I remember another 
elderly Canon in a different home who had Alzheimer's. I handed him a communion wafer at 
one service, and he just looked at it with no comprehension of what he was holding. I was 
almost in tears.  
 
I remember one formidable Cathedral lady who I used to go and see with communion at 
home when she was too frail to get to worship. I remember visiting her at one point when 
Gareth was ill, waiting for his transplant. The following day she phoned and asked if I had 
time to call again. When I arrived she had a box of flapjack she had made me - "you and your 
son need cheering up". A few months late she went into a residential home. I went a few days 
later, and I could hear her and her equally formidable daughter as soon as I walked in. The 
Manager had opened the door to me - "go and talk some sense into them, please. Mum wants 
to bring everything from her home, daughter wants to throw the lot away. They've been 
arguing for hours. I'm going to get very cross with them both if they don't stop." Peter the 
peacemaker! 
 
Social care is not an option. It is not something to be done on the cheap. It is not something to 
be done by some of the poorest paid in our Society. It is not just something to be done just for 
the elderly, many people need decent care - and many, many people are not getting it. We 
need our politicians to value people, to invest in them. If we need to pay more, so be it - this 
is a job that needs to be done properly, and everyone has a part to play in that. The bible 
reading at Evensong was all about justice and righteousness - I'm not sure we have seen any 
of that in today's announcements. 
 
 
Wednesday 8 September 
 
A morning communion, the opportunity to bless a lovely new baby, then a quick drive to 
Alfreton and the train to Sheffield to give an armful of platelets.  
 
Northern had a £1 sale recently, so it would have been rude not to have spent some money. 
Meadowhall to Huddersfield, Huddersfield to Bradford, Bradford to Leeds, Leeds to 
Alfreton. All for less than a tenner! Yorkshire is a beautiful county.  
 
I reckon I did 143 miles on the train, so if my maths is correct it cost me less than 7 pence a 
mile. However I remember a similar discussion with my dad about 40 years ago when he 
pointed out I would have saved even more money if I had stayed at home. 
 



I should also factor in the cost of a trip to Waterstones in Sheffield, but it is money worth 
spent if it keeps the Boss happy (she is the very best-est wife in the world).  
 
Flowers at Alfreton and Bradford, the stunning station at Huddersfield and one of its famous 
residents - Felix, as in Felix and Bolt - The Huddersfield Station Cats 
 

     
 

     
 
Thursday 9 September 
 
Bit of a grumpy day. Daft really - had a lovely chat with Carolyn of Family Support 
Derbyshire about ways we can support young families - good to meet her. Then I did a 
funeral which went smoothly - it is important to get them right, and we did. But I also got 
cross with someone, which (most of the time) isn't like me - the fault was six of them and half 
a dozen of me - then I'm cross with myself that I'm cross. 
 
I arrived Derby Cathedral for Evensong, and the long face of this priest on his memorial slab 
summed me up. It was a lovely Choral Evensong - music by Thomas Tallis sung by the 
gentlemen of the choir. I can't say I relaxed, it's difficult to relax when you've got to sing your 
part right and every musician in the place in a better musician than I am! It was a pleasure to 
be there.  
 
The psalm set was Psalm 18. Verse 16 fits with me today, and also has something to say to 
our Home Secretary: "[God] shall send down from on high to fetch me and shall take me out 
of many waters." 
 
Verse 20 seems very appropriate for this time of Covid. "The Lord shall reward me after my 
righteous dealing, according to the cleanness of my hands shall he recompense me." It made 
me smile! 



     
 
Friday 10 September 
 
Northern Reader is writing bookshop pages on her blog. After a wedding rehearsal first thing, 
we set off for Bookmark of Spalding. Spalding is a long way from Derby, especially when 
Mittens the sat-nav sends you via Mansfield, Newark, Sleaford and the railway crossing at 
Swineshead. Fortunately the shop has a cafe attached, so I took my time to enjoy my filled 
Yorkshire pudding, and felt better. Julie had a good explore of the shop too, but I'll let her 
blog about that. It does have a train.  
 
After a wander round the town we drove back via Bourne, and found Bourne Bookshop. Two 
bookshops in one day, both with flat access. Success! It will surprise no one who knows my 
Beloved that she managed to find books to purchase in bookshop number 2 as well as in 
bookshop number 1. 
 
I recovered with a large latte in Costa and spent some time sorting out the route home. My 
route was better than Mittens' (and I only had to stop and look at a map twice). It went 
through some lovely villages, but by the time we were driving through all the lovely churches 
were shut. We will retrace our steps sometime, and stop en route - my church crawling blog 
has been neglected of late. 

             
 
Saturday 11 September 
 
Everyone else seems to be writing about where they were 20 years ago. If you want to know 
my thoughts, come and listen to my sermon tomorrow (10 am in St Eds or on Zoom at 11.30) 
- read it on the church website, or watch it on youtube from tomorrow evening. 
 
Today Julie and I have had a lovely day at Jason and Faye's wedding - I'll post some photos 
when I've got permission. A good day of celebration. 



Hannah came last night to go to London for the afternoon and a party this evening. "There are 
no through trains from Derby" said her dad, "drive to Tamworth and get the train from there." 
 
She gets to Tamworth at 1155, and the lift is broken. She is a wheelchair user so can't get 
onto the right platform for the train. London Northwestern Railway will get a taxi to drive her 
to Nuneaton, the next station down the line. There are two accessible taxis parked outside the 
station, but the railway company does not have a contract with them. Their taxi has to come 
from Birmingham. It takes two hours to get to her. She got to London eventually.  
 
The staff at Tamworth were lovely and did their best. It is not their fault that company policy 
is so ridiculous. Sadly those who manage companies, who design their policies, don't care - I 
doubt anyone with any power in the company will contact my daughter next week, meet her 
to discuss what went wrong, and make any meaningful changes. No doubt they will still get 
their bonus at the end of the year. 
 
As you know, I love train travel. I enjoy sharing it with Julie. But most of the time we take 
the car. Is it any wonder? 
 
 
Sunday 12 September 
 
A lovely number at St Edmund's this morning, with visitors, people moved into the 
community, and many regulars. The youngest worshipper was 4 days old, the oldest - I didn't 
ask! The Zoom service followed, and that is now on youtube (link from the church website).  
 
Photos from Faye and Jay's wedding yesterday. The hanging basket is fastened just above my 
head - it felt like worshipping in a Midsommer Murder plot, will I be found dead underneath 
it? Or shall I be found, stuffed full of wedding cake? 
 
Another wedding couple this afternoon - no jokes about weddings are like buses - we've now 
got nine booked for 2022 (so space for more). Then a calming Choral Evensong. 
 
Harry Barham ran the Great North Run - 12 miles in 2 hours and 2 minutes, in aid of the 
Children's Heart Fund at the Freeman Hospital. I do not know where that gene comes from - 
proud dad. Hannah Barham-Brown managed to get on a train at Euston and get off at 
Tamworth without any sort of drama. 
 

             
 
 
 



Monday 13 September 
 
This coming Sunday we will be celebrating the Feast of St Matthew. As he is the patron saint 
of St Matthew's Darley Abbey, we have two special services there - 10 am Choral 
Communion and 6 pm Choral Evensong. (There is also 10 am Morning Prayer at St 
Edmund's).  
 
There is some lovely music planned. For our Bicentenary in 2019 Jacqueline Burley set to 
music a poem by David Mowbray, a previous Vicar - "God, creator and redeemer, journeying 
with your people still!" I look forward to hearing it again. In the evening it's Noble in B 
minor, Bruckner's Locus Iste and "Give us the wings of faith" by Bullock. We will also sing a 
couple of hymns at both services. 
 
I've also put the Zoom service together for 11.30 and that will have a Matthew theme. We 
haven't recorded ourselves singing the Burley, so I had to find a different anthem. Yesterday I 
made the elementary error of not clicking "Play across slides" when I added the audio file, so 
I cut the choir of St Martin in the Fields off half way through. I'll try not to make that rookie 
error again.  
 
Here he is on the Lindisfarne Gospels, and a photo of the church. Come and celebrate! 
 

     
 
 
Tuesday 14 September 
 
First school assembly in person today - lovely to be back in the presence of children. At the 
start of the new year the theme was, unsurprisingly, "New beginnings", so I told them about 
starting Grammar School at aged 11. 
 
They were surprised that one child from a school went to the Grammar school, and that 
everyone else went to the Village College. They were surprised when I told them there was a 
Boys' Grammar School and a Girls' Grammar School.  
 
They thought it was hilarious when I told them one of the things mum had done with me 
before I started my new school was teach me how to make a phone call. I had to use one of 
those red boxes and a 10 pence piece! 
 
They decided I was ancient when I said I used to go to school on a bus with a driver in the 
cab, and a conductor with the passengers. Like buses in a museum, I said - and here are 
pictures from Black Country Museum, Dudley to prove it. 



I told them I went to secondary school in 1973, so one of them did the maths and worked out 
my age. Another proudly told me "my granny is 63". I hate kids! 
 

         
 
 
Wednesday 17 September 
 
Wednesday saw my first trip up to London for far too long. And before someone says you go 
"down" from Derby to London, please remember that for the railways "up" always head to 
London. That always caused problems for places like Exeter St David's and Trent Junction 
where trains went both ways to London. In Lincoln, the Up line of the Midland Railway went 
in one direction and the Up line of the Great Northern went in the other. They met in the 
middle of the level crossing. 
 
I travelled up to St Pancras in first class comfort - I like having railway friends (thank you), 
then had an explore of the City. There are four City churches which now need adding to the 
blog. I got the Underground to Barbican, enjoyed walking along London Wall, Moorgate, 
looking at Chiswell Street where I started my Law Librarian career in a firm called Bischoff 
& Co. The offices and the firm are now long gone.  
 
I had done a Geography and Theology degree, but Julie had done Law. I had a Librarianship 
qualification from the Polytechnic of North London, and was trying to find a job in a public 
library. In 1984 we were in recession, and they were cutting back. Solicitors firms were 
starting to take on librarians to handle their information needs. Julie took me to the Squire 
Law Library in Cambridge and explained the difference between a statute and a case. The 
chap who interviewed me in London had not got much of a clue what he wanted, but he had 
been to Peterhouse, I had been to Selwyn, and the job was mine.  
 
Four years later I was leaving to pursue a calling to the ministry, but I ended up covering a 
job in another firm before I left. Then they offered me a very good salary to stay. I often 
wonder whether I should have taken it. I gave that firm a wave as I came back into the City 
having travelled all the Docklands Light Railway (you didn't think I only went to visit 
churches, did you?).  

You can ponder the text on the monument.      



      
 
 
Saturday 18 September 
 
"I must go down to the sea again". We have had a couple of days in the North East and took 
Harry Barham and their dog Bessie to Whitley Bay.  
 
Harry and Bessie were on the beach, Julie and I on the promenade. Then we came to Beach 
Access North East and they had a clever machine which meant she could go onto the sand. 
There were one of two places where we needed a banking engine, and a few moments when I 
thought she would soon be half way to Norway (I just typed half way to Norwich, which is a 
slightly different place), but it was a fun way of spending an hour. 
 
Later today we head back to the centre of the country and tomorrow will be busy. 10 am 
services in both churches (with the Patronal Festival as we celebrate St Matthew at Darley 
Abbey), then Zoom at 11.30 - see the church website for details. A Memorial service at 1, 
three baptisms at 2, then a Patronal Festival Choral Evensong at St Matthew's at 6. Do come 
and join us. Might need another holiday once tomorrow is over. 
 

         
 
 
Sunday 19 September 
 
I think I can say we successfully celebrated St Matthew. Lovely to have a good congregation 
this morning, including three wedding couples. Zoom was good too - and the youtube film is 
now up so you can watch it. 



A Memorial Service saw a full church at St Eds to remember Kath - her funeral took place 
when there were many restrictions in place. Today they were able to go to the Red Cow 
afterwards. I dashed across to St Ms take a baptism - that was lovely, I'll post a photo when 
we have permission. They went to the Rugby Club for their post-service celebration. We've 
done our bit for the economic life of our part of Derby today! 
 
This evening we had a lovely Choral Evensong - thanks to our musicians for their work 
today. It is appreciated.  
 
I've settled down to watch "Endeavour". Seeing how many deaths take place in Oxford, I am 
so glad I went to Cambridge. 
 
 
Monday 20 September 
 
Here's a lovely photo of the assembled multitude at Arya, Marley and Alfie's baptisms 
yesterday afternoon. It is a pleasure to be part of celebrations. 
 
This afternoon I had the pleasure of joining DERBY Rotary CLUB UK at the launch of their 
Teams4u The Charity shoebox appeal. Both our churches will be supporting it - it is lovely to 
think about Christmas joy.  
 
We had another Church Council meeting this evening, and Christmas joy was being tempered 
with a healthy dose of reality. We will need to think laterally and perhaps do some things in 
different ways. I am not the only one who is, frankly, frightened that we still have a thousand 
deaths a week due to Covid, and that our country's "leadership" seems to have decided the 
only way to cope is just to ignore it.  
 
It would be nice too if they were heard to support our GPs and the NHS rather more than they 
are. I was doing a visit today when her GP phoned and, even though I made myself scarce, it 
was obvious that he was listening, advising, encouraging and doing his job extremely well. If 
she had needed to be seen face-to-face I have no doubt she would have been. 
 
Tomorrow the church office will open a bit later than usual. It is the staff Christmas lunch - 
the one we didn't have last year! We have decided we are not wearing our Christmas jumpers.  
 

         
 
Wednesday 22 September 
 
We had a lovely memorial service this afternoon for Betty Hill. One of our Evensong 
congregation at St Matthew's for many years, as well as having been part of the 



congregations at both Derby Cathedral and Lichfield Cathedral in the past. A great 
celebration of the life of a teacher, and as Clive told her story I was taken back to my mum 
and my infant school teachers. Thank God for them all. 
 
The afternoon was spoiled as one of the elderly mourners fell over outside church. We were 
able to dress her wound, but she could not be helped to stand up again, so an ambulance had 
to be called. It took over two hours to arrive.  
 
I am not criticising the crew or the ambulance service or the NHS who are doing their best 
under a lot of pressure. But when did we decide that we are OK with living in a Society 
where resources are so stretched that a lady in her 70s (at a guess) has to lie on a path in the 
churchyard for two hours. Yes, she wasn't in any immediate danger, but it is not much fun 
lying there when all the kids and families from Walter Evans school are walking past at the 
end of a school day. Thank God it was a dry afternoon.  
 
Yes, I am angry. I believe we should all be angry. This country of ours should be better than 
this. 
 
 
Saturday 25 September 
 
Apologies for a quiet couple of days. I was feeling a bit ropey on Wednesday, and decided (in 
other words Hannah Barham-Brown told me) that I needed a PCR test on Thursday. That was 
a very efficient process - I felt my age as this young chap talked me through what I needed to 
do - but he was pleasant and the process was efficient. Then went back to a recumbent 
position on the sofa. Text message Friday morning saying I haven't got Covid, which made 
me feel better, even though I didn't feel any better! 
 
Today we managed a gorgeous wedding - photo when I've got permission - and I knew (not 
that I ever doubted it) that the team would have coped if they had to face a ministerial stand-
in. Thanks to Becky Mathew who had offered to be that strand in. 
 
Today's lovely couple had met quite a few years ago, and went off travelling the world. After 
their service we threw everything in the car to escape. There are trains at the bottom of the 
garden and, as we're not using the upstairs in the cottage, Julie Barham has found a use for 
the stairs.  
 
Geoffrey Marshall is at St Ed's at 10 tomorrow, Clive at St Matthew's, then he's zooming at 
11.30, and Deb is doing Evening Prayer at St Ed's at 6 pm. Have fun! 

     



Monday 27 September 
 
It has always been a standing joke that since her teenage years Northern Reader can find the 
nearest branch of W.H.Smith simply by intuition. We entered the branch in Newtown today, 
to find that the front is little changed. The firm dates back to 1762, becoming WHS in 1846. 
It opened its first railway station stall in 1848 (Horsted Keynes on the Bluebell has a lovely 
preserved one). I remember the stall with back room on platform 1 at Cambridge, and their 
modern shop in Lion Yard - regular purchases of The Railway Magazine during my school 
years.  
 
Now I am old and grumpy I hate packed shelves where there is too much choice, and I hate 
self-service tills. I have got use to entertaining myself in towns around the country while she 
spends many hours seeing what is new. It was ironic that here all the magazines were laid out 
beautifully in the kiosk at the front of the shop, but there were no staff in sight. Two hard-
pressed staff were trying to run the shop from elsewhere. Apparently there is an upstairs 
museum, but no mention of it (or any lift). Although this store is listed on the WHS website, 
there is no mention of this museum, or anything about the heritage of the company. 
 

         
 

     


