PETER’S ISOLATION FACEBOOK DIARY
MONDAY 1 TO TUESDAY 16 JUNE 2020
Monday 1 June
If life was normal, we would now have been on the Island of Burray in Orkney, ready for
almost two weeks in a gorgeous cottage. I warn you - there will be a few Orkney photos over
the next fortnight. I should note that the lovely Catherine who owns the cottage has simply
re-booked us for next year, Pentland Ferries have fully refunded us, and the Premier Inns we
had booked in each direction are also fully refunded. Thank you!
My first Orkney visit was in 1983 when I had a free British Rail pass from Cambridge to
Thurso. (The line from Inverness runs north to Georgemas Junction, then a branch goes to
Wick and another to Thurso). I trained to Thurso, took the bus to John o'Groats, crossed on
the passenger boat, then bus to Kirkwall. I had three nights on the islands, then was doing it
in reverse with one change - bus from John o'Groats to Wick to ensure I did that branch.
It was a wet and windy day. I waited in Kirkwall for the bus, and a car pulled up. A bus
inspector put his head out of the window and said "the ferry can't run in this. If you need to
get south, you'll have to go to Stromness and travel on the car ferry." I did - it was expensive,
and I spent most of the crossing throwing up.
We landed at Scrabster near Thurso. I felt lousy. I walked into the Seaman's Mission. Over
the counter was the text "Preach the word and heal the sick". That seemed appropriate. I sat
in the corner until my stomach settled down, then got chatting with the chap in charge. I said
I was annoyed I would have to get the train south from Thurso and not manage the Wick
branch. He called another bloke over. "This is x, He is the minister in Wick. I'm sure he can
give you a lift." He did. It just proves that God is a railway enthusiast.
No trains today, no ferries, but no sea sickness either. Just a five mile walk. Enjoy the photos.

Tuesday 2 June
I have to admit to a level of guilt today. I'm working my way through my Church lists and
making lots of phone calls. The majority me tell me they are OK, are looking forward to
church buildings reopening and being able to see their friends again. No one is angry,
everyone is lovely.
Then I watch the scenes from Washington. The President standing in front of a church,
holding a bible (upside down) and swearing vengeance. I read the words of the clergy of St
John's church, the church he had cleared for his photo op, and I wonder what it must be like
to be tear gassed outside your church. The power of evil is very strong, and it takes bravery to
stand against it.
The Right Reverend Mariann Budde, the bishop of the Episcopal Diocese of Washington (so
part of the Anglican Communion, just like us), said she was “outraged” by Trump's visit and
noted that he didn’t pray while stopping by the church. She said that the president did not
“acknowledge the agony and sacred worth of people of color in our nation who rightfully
demand an end to 400 years of systemic racism and white supremacy in our country."
I tell myself I stand with her and with people of colour (I'll spell it right!). I tell myself I am
not prejudiced, I believe my churches welcome everyone, I try and speak out when I see

racist comments and behaviour, and I have sometimes made myself unpopular when I have
criticised our country's behaviour towards refugees and our neighbours across the Channel. I
hope I don't portray God as an Englishman or Jesus as a privileged white man. I try and take
an interest in this wonderful world of ours' and people from all its corners. I try and
encourage others to the same.
But I feel guilty that I have got to the age of 57 and I can count on the fingers of two hands
those in my social circle who are not white Anglo-Saxon. I have always lived in places and
served in churches that are basically white Anglo-Saxon. Here I am in Derby, a city that has
20% of its population who are not white Anglo-Saxon, and yet I have so few contacts with
any of them. Yes, I feel guilty - so what do I do as an individual, and as a church leader?
It is so much easier to post pictures of my holidays or my garden.

Wednesday 3 June
We got diverted from the journey to Orkney yesterday, so let's go to sea today. As I said on
Monday, my first trip (1982) was on the passenger ferry from John o'Groats. I've now
managed to find the ticket. (When my time comes, the kids are going to have such fun sorting
out my junk!).
I can report I had been in Bradford for the weekend and on Sunday 8 August I caught the
2110 to York, then the 2321 from York to Aberdeen. A night's sleep in a Mark 1
compartment. Aberdeen-Inverness, Inverness-Thurso - arriving at 1530. The railway
enthusiasts among you will be interested to know I was hauled by 31 402 York to Edinburgh,
40 027 Edinburgh to Aberdeen, 47 542 Aberdeen to Inverness, 37 017 Inverness to
Georgemas Junction, and 37 114 onto Thurso. Proper locos, proper trains, so why didn't I
take any photos?
I have found my BR pass to Wick. Cambridge station is a long way from the colleges and in
those days BR worked with Cambridge University Railway Club to have a Rail Liaison
Officer in each college. In return for doing it we got a free pass every term - so we always
went as far as possible. I also found the single ticket from Georgemas Junction to Thurso,
costing 30 p. The Lunn Poly Travel Agents on King's Parade in Cambridge were a British
Rail agency and Adele who worked there had been at school with me. I'd go in with my BR
fares manual and she'd write me the tickets I needed. I remember her supervisor commenting
she had never sold a Georgemas Junction to Thurso single before!

It is 632.75 miles from Bradford to Thurso via Aberdeen and I arrived in Thurso at 1530.
Then the bus to John o'Groats, and time to wander round the first and last house before the
ferry left at 1800. Then the bus to Kirkwall. My diary tells me the youth hostel cost £1.85 for
the night, and I slept well.
Apparently I was awake at 7 the following morning, and out by 8 after a quick breakfast. I
was young in those days, it takes me rather longer to get moving now! The thought that Adele
from Lunn Poly will also be in her late fifties is somewhat sobering too.

Thursday 4 June
It took me another 18 years before I went back to Orkney, and then I flew from Glasgow with
Julie, Hannah, Gareth and Harry. We caught the 0840 Loganair flight on Saturday 19 August
2000, and departed 20 minutes late. I loved it, the kids loved it, Julie didn't enjoy it at all.
Takeoff and landing is the worst bit we said, without telling her that we were landing and
taking off at Inverness en route. (When we did the return journey my diary records "the drink
trolley came round twice, so J was happier with two whiskies inside her!").
We hired a cottage in Kirkwall (£350 for the week, not bad for one for five of us), a car (£172
for the week), and the plane fares cost us £670 - no wonder we never had any money when
the kids were growing up!
My daughter was complaining yesterday that it won't be long before the baby photos appear
in these facebook ramblings. For this holiday she was a teenager by less than a month - still
young enough to enjoy the beach at Skaill Bay. I think the caption to the photo of Julie on the
beach is probably "Stop taking photos. Come here and help me up."
Happy memories!

Friday 5 June
There have been two more Orkney holidays - August 2011 and June 2017. The difference by
2011 is that photos are digital - so I have several hundred from each holiday. The bishop's
Covid letter this morning includes the cheerful phrase "Needless to say, until the government
eases restrictions further, our church buildings remain closed" - which implies I might be
rambling on facebook for a while yet. I feel I will be grateful for all those photos!
For both these holidays we have driven north and used the Pentland ferries crossing from
Gill's Bay. Driving is easier now that we have a wheelchair to take and, for reasons I can
never understand, Julie always takes lots of books on holiday. She then buys even more
books while on holiday. (In her defence, the photo below was taken at Warebath Bay on the
first day of our 2011 holiday, so she must be reading a book brought from home).
The Pentalina was a lovely ship, and we've always had efficient service. Having a person
with a disability on board you are invited to put your hazard lights on and drive to the front of
the queue (which is always fun). I have never felt hassled as we get the wheelchair out and
transfer, before re-parking the car to take up less space - as you can see, they get lots of
vehicles on. Stair lift up to the main deck, and everything necessary is accessible. The worst
thing is the notice on the switch.
The crossing is short, and that's the reason we use it - neither of us are good sailors. Although
I have no doubt that the Pentalnd Firth can be wild, we have always been fortunate. In 2011 I
wrote ""We sailed to the west of the Isle of Stroma ... the lighthouse was built by David and
Charles Stevenson [I used the zoom, we weren't that close]. ... Then east of Swona and into
Scapa Flow. Up the side of South Ronaldsay, through the Sound of Hoxa with Flotta to port
(I sound like an Arthur Ransome book), and we docked at St Margaret's Hope within the
hour."
This summer the company invested in a new ship, the Alfred. I was looking forward to
exploring her, and will make a virtual tour later. They are currently running a service for
essential travel and keeping the islands supplied - the other day they delayed departure as the
Tesco lorry was running late. We received a full refund on our ticket (without even having to
ask for it), so I hope the Company weathers the storm and will transport us next year.
I notice there are quite a lot of "Pentland Ferries" videos on youtube. I shall spend the
afternoon pretending I am at sea.

Saturday 6 June
We had a lovely afternoon with Hannah yesterday, sitting outside in the dry. This morning I
spent a few hours preparing an Order of Service for Trinity Sunday - on the front page of
www.stedsandstmatt.co.uk - and getting other bits of the website up to date - have a look at
News > Events Jan to July 2020 to see what we've been up to. Then I decided it was an
afternoon to lie on the sofa and watch a film - so we enjoyed 633 Squadron, bombing the
Nazis in Norway and singing along to Ron Goodwin's music, da da da da da da dar dar.
I have found three Trinitarian photos from Orkney - so let's use them for the next three days.
Today's are images of the Stones of Stenness at sunset (taken on Thursday 25 August 2011).
The Stones are part of the Heart of Neolithic Orkney World Heritage Site, which is a series of

important domestic and ritual monuments built 5000 years ago. Here there are four stones
standing out of an original 12, and you can download the Statement of Significance from the
Historic Environment Scotland website (I can hear our fellow MA students groaning at a
WHS Statement of Significance).
The SoS notes "The site is considered to have been built for ceremonial and religious
purposes" but doesn't delve any deeper into what that means. We can't really understand what
our forebears thought 5,000 years ago, and I mustn't try and put my Christian understanding
of a Creator God as God the Father onto them. Yet here I felt close to God.
I know how holy I found this spot, especially that evening 9 years ago when I had it to
myself. I felt close to God and I felt close to the men and women who had raised the stones
and lived in community in this place, who came together here. 5000 years ago they too would
have faced death and sickness, they would have faced the future with fear, and they would
have looked up and wondered. I felt close to them, I felt close to God. I hope they found
strength in this holy spot, and I wonder what they would think if they knew that 5,000 years
later I did (I do) too.

Trinity Sunday, 7 June
I have spent the 25 years of my ministry telling people that "church is always here for you",
caring for lovely buildings and doing my best to have them open as much as possible. I love
visiting churches, write a church crawling blog, and regularly go into battle against my
colleagues who go on about church buildings as museums or (as in the Church Times the
week before last) prisons we should be getting rid of. The last three months have been the
hardest of my ministry, and I know from all the phone calls I made last week that the people I
serve want to be able to get back into the buildings as soon as possible.
So I rejoice that it has been announced we can start re-opening church buildings for private
prayer from 15 June. But I would rather not have to spend a Sunday morning trying to work
out what needs to be done in the next 8 days - a gentle reminder that there is material for
Trinity Sunday worship on the front page of the church website
(www.stedsandstmatts.co.uk). My rejoicing is rather crowded out by tiredness and anger.
However, we will do our best. Private prayer is a start, and I hope public worship will follow
soon after.
St Edmund's Allestree will not be able to open on 15 June as we have the decorators in and
the church is full of scaffolding. It is a project to repair and repaint the church ceiling, and it
is due to end on 10 July. Over the next few weeks I will work with the churchwardens and
parochial church council to ensure we can be open as much as possible as soon as the
decorating work is complete.
We will concentrate over the next few days on how and when we can get St Matthew's
Darley Abbey open for private prayer. The church will need a good clean before we do - so
we have to either find the volunteers to do that, or the money to pay a professional firm (and
find a professional firm who can do it in the next few days). Then we have to work out how
we staff the church for the time it is open - we have always felt we need two people on duty.
We will need to find those volunteers. Many of our regular congregation/volunteers are
shielding, and I fear we will struggle to find people who can safely be involved. We need to
ensure the church is cleaned regularly once it is open, and we need to do other things I'm sure
I haven't even thought of. No doubt we will get more information over the next few days, and
I will talk to the churchwardens tomorrow.
We will use facebook, the church website and the noticeboards to keep people informed of
where we are and what we need.
Keep smiling - all the Church of England's guidance is at
https://www.churchofengland.org/more/media-centre/coronavirus-covid-19-guidancechurches#na.
I should be on holiday this week, instead I'll have fun reading it all!

Peter Barham
Vicar St Edmund Allestree and St Matthew Darley Abbey
Trinity Sunday, 7 June 2020

Monday, 8 June
Good to sit down with Peter and David, my Wardens at St Matthew's, this morning. We have
started to plan so we can have the church open for private prayer at some times starting next
week. We have to stress it is private prayer only - we are not yet at a point where we start
public worship, or hall hire, or coffee and cake, or any of the other things we all want to do.
Tomorrow we will move out of church pretty much everything that can be moved hymnbooks, leaflets, toys, that collection of papers, books and biros I have been collecting in
my stall for the past three years. Then we will have a serious session of cleaning. The
building has been closed for three months, so it needs a good clean.
We will start sorting out how and when we can be open. We need two people on duty when
we are open, so how much we open depends on how many people we have willing and able
to spend time in church. I write "willing and able" because some people who would love to
help, are not able to do so - everyone's safety comes first, and no one should feel pressurised
into doing something they are not comfortable with, or feel guilty if they say No.
If you are local to Darley Abbey and would be able to help with cleaning this week, or
staffing from next week, please do give David and Rita a ring on 01332 558253.
More planning to come - I'll keep you up to date on facebook and the website.
At St Edmund's, where we can't open again until the painting project has finished (currently
scheduled for 10 July), the emptying of pretty much everything that can be moved has
already been done (thanks Geoff and Jill). So that's one job we can tick off!

Tuesday 9 June
Today is the birthday of George Stephenson - born 9 June 1781 in Wylam. His birthplace is a
tiny cottage next to the old railway line. The cottage is now owned by the National Trust, but
it has been closed to visitors since the beginning of 2017. He ended his life an incredibly
wealthy man, living at Tapton House in Chesterfield, and he is buried at Holy Trinity church
- http://www.northernvicar.co.uk/2016/09/12/chesterfield-derbyshire-holy-trinity/. There is a
lovely statue of him outside Chesterfield station.
There are many Stephenson stories - so if lock down continues we might have an engineering
series on him (and, yes, I know we have somewhat diverted from Orkney, I promise we will

get back). The one I like best is told by the Victorian biographer, Samuel Smiles (Lives of the
Engineers, page 282):
“One Sunday, when the party had just returned from church, they were standing together on
the terrace near the Hall, and observed in the direction a railway-train flashing along, tossing
behind its long white plume of steam. ‘Now Buckland,’ said Stephenson, ‘I have a poser for
you. Can you tell me what is the power that is driving that train?’ ‘Well,’ says the other, ‘I
suppose it is one of your big engines.’ ‘But what drives the engine?’ ‘Oh, very likely a canny
Newcastle driver.’ ‘What do you say to the light of the sun?’ ‘How can that be?’ asked the
doctor. ‘It is nothing else,’ said the engineer, ‘it is light bottled up in the earth for tens of
thousands of years, light, absorbed by plants and vegetables, being necessary for the
condensation of carbon during the process of their growth, if it be not carbon in another form,
and now, after being buried in the earth for long ages in fields of coal, that latent light is
again brought forth and liberated, made to work as in that locomotive, for great human
purposes.’ ”
You may have seen the news that at midnight tomorrow Britain will have had two months
during which it has burned no coal to generate power - there's a fascinating article on the
BBC website about it. On the flip side, the Heritage Railway Association is one of the groups
lobbying for a new coal mine to be opened in Northumberland - they point out that it is
greener to be able to source coal for UK steam trains from the UK rather than having to
import it from Russia or the USA. I hope it won't be long before we can start running steam
trains again - I know that many of the preserved railways I follow are very worried about
their future. We need some engineers with the vision of Stephenson to inspire us again.

Wednesday 10 June
An Orkney holiday would be more fun than damp Derby. On Saturday I had a Trinitarian
image for God the Father from the Stones of Stenness, today let's have a God the Son image
from the great West Window of St Magnus Cathedral, Kirkwall.
I've actually found a Lamb of God image, perhaps because so many of the images I have of
Jesus on my blog show him as white British, and I don't want that. Enjoy these images, both
the window itself, the pictures in it, and the patterns of light - more photos at
http://www.northernvicar.co.uk/2017/08/24/kirkwall-orkney-st-magnus-cathedral-upperlevel-tour/

The Lamb of God is an image that goes back centuries. In the Old Testament the lamb is
sacrificed to take away the sins of the community, and in John's gospel Jesus died on the
cross as the lamb was sacrificed at Passover. Sin is a reality, has always been a reality, and
Christian belief is that Jesus' death pays the price for it (not language I find easy), means that
God is directly involved in the pain and suffering and evil. I have found it a comfort that God
understands the pain I have felt, that God is with me in the darkness, that Christ suffers too. It
gives me a strength to battle against the evil, and to offer (and receive) forgiveness.
None of us are good at entering into the pain of sin. We will criticise protesters without trying
to understand the desperation and anger that drives them to it. We get angrier about a statue
than we do about the slaves who were thrown into the sea, or the refugees who drown every
single day trying to flee war and violence, trying to escape the evil that surrounds them and
drives them their homes. Governments call for justice and the rule of Law - conveniently
forgetting that the victims of Grenfell Tower have not receive justice, and that the rules they
champion are a long away from the Law that should govern us. A Law that says we are all
made in God's image, and each of us is of equal value, loved by God, and we should love our
neighbour as ourselves.
The window was created by Crear McCartney to mark the 850th anniversary of the
Cathedral. It was unveiled by the Queen in 1987. This quote (there's a link to it in the blog)
was written by the artist and is worth pondering: The primary purpose of stained glass "was
[is] to transform a building into a kaleidoscope of coloured light – a vision of a ‘new Heaven
and a new Earth’. Windows were not openings in a wall, but a rainbow bridge of precious
jewels unifying the entire building and leading one to a greater awareness of the Living God."
The greater awareness demands work from all of us.

Thursday 11 June
"let not thy left hand know what thy right hand doeth" Matthew 6.3
So last Saturday evening, 6 June (when all good Vicars were tucked up in bed) the
Government announced that churches can reopen for private prayer on Monday 15 June. The
CE media team were awake and put out a statement from the Bishop of London, Sarah
Mullally, chair of the Church of England’s Recovery Group. She said: “We welcome the

Government’s announcement today ... we look forward to their detailed guidance on enabling
this first step to happen."
I cannot fault the Senior Staff of our diocese for their help and support through all this, and
Bishop Libby's regular Covid email on Monday 9 gave us some more details and a risk
assessment template we will need to fill in and get signed off by the Archdeacon. A bit of me
says "bloody paperwork" (you know me too well), but the sensible bit of me says "good, it
tells me what I've got to get done, and the fact that an Archdeacon signs it off means that
someone else is carrying the can with me". The email tells us there is an updated form
expected "later today" - that was Monday.
It's now Thursday. According to the Historic Religious Buildings Alliance, the government
has this morning announced churches can be reopen from Saturday 13, so that's the day after
tomorrow. Yet the CE website still says "We are currently seeking clarification from the
Government as to what the extent and nature of supervision for private individual prayer will
be." There is no sign of a revised risk assessment template either.
Meanwhile, St Matthew's has been cleared (there's a lot of stuff stored in the Walter Evans
room), cleaning materials have been purchased, and the Catering Committee organised a
team which is cleaning as I type (two people at a time, and they hid when I got the camera
out). Thank you.
I do wish it was my Wardens and Catering Committee running the country. Not only would
they be far more efficient than the government, but they can cook better cakes.

Friday 12 June
Let's ignore whatever might be happening with the government, whatever announcements
they might (or might not) be making about when/how/if we can open, and give ourselves
something to uplift the mind and spirit. I took you into the roof of Kirkwall Cathedral the
other day to look at the stained glass window -

http://www.northernvicar.co.uk/2017/08/24/kirkwall-orkney-st-magnus-cathedral-upperlevel-tour/.
But we didn't look down and we didn't look out.
If you look down you can see Julie waiting for me. I have a very patient wife who sits and
waits while her idiot husband goes to places no wheelchair can go. (Every time she says "be
careful", to which the reply is "no, I don't think I'll bother").
If you look out you will see the view across the bay. In 2017 there was a cruise ship coming
in - that's a huge economic loss to the economy of Orkney (and other island communities)
this year. In 2011 there was a tall ship coming in to moor by the Outer Island Ferry (which
we'll catch next week).
The Cathedral's website is worth an explore - https://www.stmagnus.org/ - it is a lovely,
welcoming place. The building is actually owned and managed by Orkney Islands Council,
and the staff who care for it (and run the high level tour) are Council employees. Fascinating
that on Orkney they manage to get government and church working together. No, Peter, don't
start getting cross again - think of your blood pressure. Calm ...

Saturday 13 June
I am officially becoming my father. I have today joined the Royal Horticultural Society.
Harry and Sarah live in Newcastle, so we wanted somewhere to meet about half way - and we
needed a disabled toilet. We wondered about Harrogate, and I remembered Harlow Carr - the
RHS gardens just outside the town. Yes they had a loo, yes they had parking - so we booked
an entrance slot between 10 and 11.
We arrived at 1026, Harry and Sarah about five minutes later. A well organised (and pretty
short) queue. The vast majority of the paths are wheelchair-friendly, there are plenty of
benches, space for a picnic - and we had a lovely day. Hannah joined us later - lovely all to be
together.
I joined the RHS (by the time they'd taken off the money I'd spent on admission, it was a
bargain), and now I can take a visitor (so be nice to me if you'd like a day in Harrogate).
Enjoy the pictures.
Julie found the bookshop. It was an excellent bookshop and we spent too much. I have a
biography of Joseph Banks and the new Anne Cleeves to read - you'll find me in the garden
reading.
The Good Book says, Song of Solomon 6.2,3
My beloved has gone down to his garden, to the beds of spices,
to pasture his flock in the gardens, and to gather lilies.
I am my beloved’s and my beloved is mine; he pastures his flock among the lilies.
"Pasture his flock" is Old Testament rhyming slang for "reading his book”.

Sunday 14 June
If life had been normal we would have left Orkney yesterday, and had a few days booked
near Aberdeen as we journeyed south. The thing about a virtual holiday is you can extend it!
Enjoy this image from the church of St Ann on the Orkney island of Papa Westray. Gareth
and I visited on 29 August 2011. A lovely image - I've used it as the Spirit, the third person of
the Trinity, on the church website.

The main reason I wanted to go to this island was for the journey - the flight from Westray to
Papa Westray is the world's shortest scheduled air flight. As there are not a lot of seats on the
plane, Gareth flew there and I flew back - so I'll tell you about that adventure another day.
The photo from the top of St Magnus the other day included one of the ferries which runs to
the northern islands. On a Monday morning the first ferry runs in from the islands to
Kirkwall, bringing the Sixth Formers to school. But the day before I travelled there had been
a major storm. We had spent the day in our cottage watching telly. The ferries had not run.
This meant that on the Monday I needed to travel to Papa Westray there was a ferry at 0630. I
set the alarm.
15 foot passengers and four cars. An hour and a half's voyage, up between Egilsay and Eday,
and one rather choppy bit. We landed at Rapness Pier on Westray, and the island minibus was
waiting to run me across the island to the other pier at Pieronwall. I was the only passenger.
At Pieronwell the Papay ferry was waiting, another 20 minutes voyage.
On the island I was met by Stuart, who was our island guide for the day. He dropped the
Secondary kids off to go to school on Westray, then gave me a lift to the island's hostel where
I could make coffee, collected the six Primary kids from their homes and took them to school,
then collected Gareth off the plane.
The adventure will continue tomorrow.

Monday 15 June
Firstly, our plans to open St Matthew's for private prayer (St Edmund's has the builders in, so
no access there for a few more weeks). I sent the Risk Assessment form to the Archdeacon's
Office at 1214, and had approval at 1520 - round of applause please, ladies and gentlemen,
for Archdeacon Chris and Cathy his PA Diocese of Derby. Why don't we let them run the
country? Templates for the various signs we need are being issued tomorrow by National
Churches Trust - so I'll wait for them rather than design my own. I'll keep you posted.
Let's sit in the sun, and pretend I'm back on Papa Westray (you might like to read yesterday's
rambling). Gareth's plane had landed, so Stuart loaded us into the minibus and we went for an
explore. The island does not have a Roll on roll off ferry, so everything is craned ashore
when the big boat from Kirkwall arrives twice a week. That probably means that, sadly, I
won't persuade my wife she'd like to come to the island. There is accommodation available but Gareth and I were only here for the day. Stuart took us into their little museum, and up to
the bird reserve at the north end of the island. We chatted to the warden who turned out to
have been a pupil at the school in Ponteland where I was a governor at the time - small world.
By now it was time for lunch - and we dined at St Ann's church. They have redeveloped the
building, and it has a hall, a flat for the doctor or a summer minister ("me, me, pick me"), and
a doctor's surgery (if Hannah comes too, I can bring my own GP). The banners are rather
lovely - though my photos could have been better. The notice on the door of the gents might
make you smile too.

Tuesday 16 June
After lunch in St Ann's church Papa Westray, we went down to the old church of St Boniface
(the great thing about the OS Map app is that I can remind myself of the journey on my
phone). An 8th century religious site, with a Norse hog-back gravestone (and Stuart our
guide) and some early Christian cross slabs. Some of the wood in the church is reputed to
have come from a ship of the Spanish Armada, driven aground on the island.
I have a soft spot for St Boniface. To quote "Exciting Holiness" Born at Crediton in Devon in
about the year 675, Winfrith took the name Boniface when he entered the monastery in
Exeter as a young man. He became a Latin scholar and poet and was ordained when he was
thirty years old. He rejected a safe ecclesiastical career in England and became a missionary
in the year 716 to Frisia, following in the steps of Willibrord. He eventually was
commissioned by the pope to work in Hesse and Bavaria where he went after consecration as
bishop in the year 722. He courageously felled a sacred oak at Geismar and, since the pagan
gods did not come to the rescue, widespread conversion followed. He was the founder of a
string of monasteries across southern Germany and made sure that they were places of
learning, so that evangelising could continue. He was made Archbishop of Mainz in the year
732, where he consecrated many missionary bishops. He worked assiduously for the reform
of the Church in France and managed to ensure that the more stable Rule of St Benedict was
adhered to in her monasteries. He crowned Pepin as the Frankish king in 751 but was already

very old. While waiting for some new Christians to arrive for confirmation, he was murdered
by a band of pagans on 5 June 754. He has been judged as having a deeper influence on
European history than any other Englishman."
You may remember "The Ladybird Book of Christmas Customs" had a picture of Boniface
cutting down the oak and finding the little fir tree growing in its roots. I sat in the stall of
Boniface for several years while at Bury (Cathedral canons get their own seat), but have
never been to Crediton in Devon. I will add it onto my list of "Saint stations" to be explored
when all this is over. The tiles were made by the Papay school children, and enjoy the fuchsia
and lichens.

