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The year 2020 in our family annals will not be that
of the great worldwide pandemic. It will be the year of the
wedding of Rachel to Tom. Not the year of Boris
Johnson’s Brexit, and Donald Trump’s hissy fit; of lock
down, isolation and social distancing; of closed churches,
muzzled choirs and silenced bells; of cancelled holidays,
working from home and closed pubs and restaurants; it
will be the year of the wedding of Rachel to Tom.
A crackerjack year! A jimdandy and jimhickey
year! A beaut, vintage, sockdologer, humdinger of a year!
Put that in your pipe and smoke it vicious, vile,
and villainous virus.
The wedding took place in Rachel’s home church: All Saint’s Fulham, on the first of August 2020.
There were only thirty guests allowed, thanks to the virus, and in many ways the ceremony was all the better
for that. It began with a happy, bring your own, garden picnic, followed by a simple service, with no bridal
party or best man, the bride and groom choosing to walk in together. Rachel’s young nephew, Thomas,
brought up the ring at the appropriate moment, and the only music was that of Johann Sebastian in
harmonious collaboration with a fine organist. As officiant I wore the splendid cope made for me by

Rachel’s mother Margaret and provided a piece of light verse to get us going. David read the Gospel
and his wife Rachel Greene witnessed Ray’s signature. A thoughtful and thought-provoking sermon
by a friend of Rachel’s was based on C S Lewis’ The Weight of Glory.
Such small, personal, family weddings turn out to be lovely, may even set a trend. This one
was certainly so. Afterwards, Tom’s lovely family provided champagne and snacks in a nearby rose
garden to conclude the celebration. The only sadness was the absence of the Australian contingent,
as well as other friends and relatives who would have loved to be there.
A few weeks ago I ruminatively celebrated my 75th birthday. Its culmination put rumination
temporarily to rest. A slow-cooked-to-perfection half leg of lamb with mint sauce, roast potatoes and
cauliflower cheese, preceded by a pint of Guinness and followed by a marzipan smothered and
permeated simnel-type cake, pleasured the present sufficient to postpone completely, for a while, any
consideration of the future. It is salutary to be closer to 80 than 70 though. I contemplate my demise
more frequently than heretofore. More in astonishment than trepidation. How can the world continue
to exist without me to perceive it, I wonder?
I have raised a derisory finger to old age and decrepitude by signing up as priest in charge at
Boldre for another two years. If I stay the course I will have been here longer than anywhere else in
my ministry, except for Shepparton. How blessed we
are to have fallen so serendipitously into a mutually
congenial and happy, final parish.
We have taken no extended holidays this year,
but have managed snippets. In February we stayed for
ten peaceful days in Ian and Jill Colloff’s house on
Gower in Wales. We explored the very beautiful
peninsular thoroughly, delighting in winter’s absence
of tourists.
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On our one Sunday there, in the gale force
winds and driving rain of storm Ciara, we went to
church at All Saints, Oystermouth. It is the parish

church that helped form the faith of a young lad called Rowan Williams. Up until 2013 he sat in the
House of Lords as The Lord Archbishop of Canterbury. He is now there as Lord Williams of
Oystermouth, a tribute to his affection for the village on the southwest edge of Swansea, overlooking
Swansea bay and the Mumbles headland. After the service we chatted to friendly folk all too ready
to reminisce fondly about him and his many returns to All Saints.
We also managed two separate holiday snippets of a few days in the temporarily empty houses
of our children. Pula and Olga’s in Haslemere, then David and Rachel’s in nearby Chiddingfold. A
lovely part of England. Towards the end of next year we hope to be allowed to visit our family in
Australia, denied their planned visit to the UK for Ray’s wedding.
This year at St John’s Boldre has been different, but we and the congregation have remained
remarkably buoyant. The expertise of our talented organist enabled us to record services of a high
quality during the times we were totally locked down. These were well received and appreciated. As
soon as we were allowed to hold public services, on 4 July, we opened up with delight, continuing
to record them for those too vulnerable to come along in person. To our surprise, attendance at
services, once we reopened, though carefully socially distanced, has remained as good as in prepandemic times.
For Christmas we are doubling our usual services, convinced that anyone and everyone who
wishes their Christmas to include attendance at church should have the opportunity to do so. At St
John’s this year there will be two Nine Lessons and Carols, two “Midnight” Masses, and two
Christmas Day Services. The hugely popular, children-inundated Crib Service, on the afternoon of
Christmas Eve, will be held outside. It will therefore be the one service at which everyone can belt
out a carol or two. Organising all of this safely will be a logistical challenge of challenges. Thanks
largely to Diana’s thorough planning and grasp of strategy, we will manage.
We thank God for our families. They continue to delight, bless and fill us with pride, even
when we are barred from any close contact. They are sufficiently solicitous of our welfare to be
leaving us alone for Christmas, though afterwards we might manage a country walk with at least
some of them.
The differences the pandemic has made to our lives have
been largely positive. We spend far less time in the car. We now
rarely bother listening to the news. Thanks to Spotify I
delightedly explore the remoter recesses of the late renaissance,
baroque and early classical repertoire. I am reading much more
verse. I have a little internet-connected circle to whom I send a
daily poem. Casting about for items to send encourages me to
look more closely at poets whom, up until now, I’ve largely
ignored. In particular some of the Australians, like Les Murray,
robust, articulate, intelligent, combative, unorthodox and
intriguingly Christian. His moving elegy to his father ends with
a stirringly defiant dismissal of unbelief.
We also shop far less (once a week) and walk or bike more.
That the spring of 2020 was well nigh perfect, as too its autumn
was a boon of boons, or are they always so? Only this time we
noticed?
Diana and Andrew in that splendid cope
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A blessed, awestruck and merry Christmas.
Much love from us both.

