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WORSHIP AT ST. MARTIN’S CHURCH, DESFORD

September 6th (Trinity 13)
Ezekiel 33. 7-11
Saint Matthew 18.15-20
September 13th (Trinity 14)
Genesis 50. 15-21
Saint Matthew 18. 21 – 35
September 20th (Trinity 15)
Jonah 3.10- end of 4
Saint Matthew 20. 1 -16
September 27th (Trinity 16)
Ezekiel 18. 1-4, 25-end
Saint Matthew 21.23-32
Roads to Pray for this Month
6th Peckleton Lane
13th Drovers Way
20th Gables Close
27th Hamble Close

Dear Friends
I expect many of you will have heard of YouTube,
the online video platform. My experience is that
there are some wonderful things on there and
some really terrible things, I guess that’s true in
many spheres of life. The other day I came across
a video in which this man was talking about the
journey we go through in life and the process of
change. He was essentially suggesting that we
start life out as a particular person and throughout
our days a series of events take place that cause
us to change. Now the point was that generally
these experiences or events are difficult in some
way, they cause us a degree of anxiety, or pain, or
struggle to varying degrees.
So for example… I start school for the first time, this might scare me a bit,
or I may find it difficult as I learn new skills and ways of living in this new
reality. The same thing could happen with moving house, or making new
friends, a death in the family, or many other things. But essentially the
point is this, before the event we are one person, after the event we are
changed, either a little or a lot depending upon the scale of the event. But
here’s the thing, although it often hurts, we can’t avoid that change. It’s
essentially a key component of life. As we live out our days we grow, we
learn and we change, it’s entirely futile to try and stay the same person
today as I was yesterday. What we can affect is the person we’re
becoming. This is what Jesus refers to as ‘discipleship’.
In the Bible, at the beginning of the Gospels (Matthew, Mark, Luke and
John), Jesus meets these people and he says to them “come follow me”.
He invites them to start a journey. Or more accurately, He invites them to
CONTINUE their journey, but to do so with Him. The process of ‘following’
Jesus is important. Think of it like this, if you start a new job it’s not
unusual for someone to mentor you, to show you the ropes so you can
learn what to do. Jesus invites us to follow him, to learn the best way to
live. Now that may sound a bit presumptuous, and it would be coming from
anyone else. But the Bible tells us that Jesus, God in human form, created
the entire cosmos, ordered it, set out the way things works, and he
continues to sustain it even now. With this in mind, it’s entirely reasonable

for the Creator to know the best way to live. And so when He says to us
“come follow me”, Jesus is offering to join us in our journey of life, in those
events/experiences that we encounter and to help us come out the other
side positively. The good news of Jesus is that He does not abandon us
when life becomes difficult or when we face a challenge, rather He takes
hold of our hand and say “come follow me, I will be with you always.”
God bless,
Gareth Hutchinson
Rector of St Martin’s Desford & St Bart’s Kirby Muxloe

REGISTERS
Susan Ward (nee Ballard) 16.7.1942 – 08.06.2020
We all start with our mums and Mum started with hers in Barnet on the 16th
July in 1942 which the records suggest was a rather cool and unsettled
month. If the weather was unsettled the world was more so. It was the mid
point of the war.
Mum was a second child, her brother David had been born in 1938. Her
father Kenneth was a conscientious objector and artist who refused to fight
and spent the war as an agricultural labourer, for part of the time in Ashby
de la Zouch. Her mother, Mabs, was a keen tennis player who used to take
me to one side years later and explain in all seriousness that I should
remember silence was golden.
By the time Mum was born they were living in Asmuns Hill on the
Hampstead Garden Suburb. Later they lived in Welwyn Garden City and
then. by the time mum was at school. they were in East Grinstead. Later
they moved to Sevenoaks. During the latter part of the war Mum was
admitted to hospital in London with what she in our family folklore referred
to as double pneumonia. but was hastily moved elsewhere when the
hospital was bombed.
The earliest photographs I have seen of her show a little girl eager to
demonstrate a feisty puckishness for her photographer father. Mum was
acrobatic and lithe. I remember once when we were all returning to the

house after a family photo in the garden, she suddenly leapt onto a saddle
stone and adopted, squatting, with bent knees and hands palm to palm,
against her cheek, the posture of a demure and sleeping elf. On Mary’s first
visit to Ivy House a photo was taken in which mum has quite unexpectedly
bounced a full metre onto a vast stone trough which stands to this day in
front of the back door. She had great poise. Even in chaos she always
found neatness. Her sense of where she was in space, always seemed
more developed in her than in anyone else.
She was educated by nuns at St Mary’s Convent in South Godstone,
Surrey. She didn’t like examinations, didn’t do very well in them and spent a
term at a finishing school in Sevenoaks, which she hated. She left to study
nursing at the Central Middlesex Hospital, failing her final exams.
She was good at things, she just didn’t like to conform to anyone else’s
standard. She met Dad on holiday at Burnham Overy Staithe in Norfolk in
August 1962 (18th walk to island, having capsized a boat before breakfast).
Granny Mabs thought the young articled clerk a fine match and it didn’t go
unnoticed. Mum’s Dad drove a Rolls Royce. There were some long walks
across the marshes. After that they met in London and partied at May Balls
in Cambridge and Oxford. Perhaps conscious of her little learning, Mum
dutifully read Dr Zhivago on Dad’s recommendation only to discover when
they next met that the Cambridge scholar had not actually read it.
Dad finished his final law exams in 1964 and proposed on the phone from
Charing Cross station on the way down to Sevenoaks. While he’d been
cramming in Guildford for the Law Society finals, mum used to go over and
take his socks home to wash. They were married on 1st May 1965 at St
Mary’s Church, Kippington. Dad’s diary has only one entry for that day, in
mum’s hand, ‘getting married’.
One of Mum’s nursing friends recently wrote to Dad remembering how they
had all been terrified of nursing and how excited Mum had been about
being in love with Dad. The honeymoon was an epic journey to Greece,
involving a train from Calais to Milan and a 36 hour boat journey across the
Adriatic from Brindisi to Piraeus. They visited Delphi and hired a car to tour
the Peloponnese. They travelled by boat to Samos near the Turkish coast
and visited Bodrum, flying back to Athens in a Dakota. It must have been
an amazing adventure.

Deciding that they wanted to live in a Cathedral City, they moved to
Norwich; 27 Park Lane, after marrying. Dad had trained in law in Leicester
and they moved to Desford when his work brought them back to
Leicestershire in 1969.
Mum always told us she had wanted four boys. Whatever the truth of that
retrospectively, she promptly had them. Me in 1966, Richard in 1969, Tim
in 1970 and Andrew in 1972. One of my first memories is the pickling one
autumn of thousands of walnuts, in which Mum’s role was
central. Everyone’s fingers were darkened for weeks by the interaction of
walnut skin and vinegar. There is a picture of her at our wedding, 20 years
later, her vigour still evident, sleeves up, strong-arming a salmon into its
kettle. She always walked really fast (often you literally had to chase her
down the street) and she liked, not to get things said, but to get things
done.
Years ago I foolishly studied for a higher degree whose subject was
millenarian culture in the 17th century. It was all about Quakers going naked
for a sign and women prophesying the fall of the Cromwellian
establishment by pleading a licence granted by the indwelling holy spirit.
I’ve come to realise that I was probably studying Mum. She was a truly a
nonconformist, a dissenter. Inwardly, she never liked to toe anyone else’s
line. She had a mistrust of authority and coming from a long line of
bolshies, she felt she had an obligation to continue the practice. She was
intensely loyal to her original beliefs. Throughout her life Mum was a
committed pacifist. She was a Liberal but moved towards the Greens as the
liberals moved rightwards. There was always an undercurrent of CND at
home and in the early eighties a palpable feeling of identification with the
women of Greenham Common.
There were village things too. Mothers Union and the WI, (and volunteer
work at LOROS Hospice) in which she played active and unsung roles. In
total secrecy Mum learnt to drive, more or less successfully, in her 40s,
when it is almost impossible to learn anything new. She became a
vegetarian in middle age. Even later, she started to ride again after a gap
of at least 50 years, and bought a horse, Holly, to whom she was devoted.
She put up with a lot of family holidays in mountainous parts of the country
where her fear of heights saved her long days out in the hills. She amassed
a vast collection of clothes all of which confirmed her brilliant eye for colour
and style. Mary once asked her if she liked the colour of a newly purchased

garment and Mum replied by suggesting it was in what she always thought
of as a ‘nothing’ colour. She liked the novels of Jane Austen, Radio 3, the 8
o’clock service, sunbathing, midnight mass, horses, clarnico mints,
hedgehogs, Gregory Peck, dolphins, Wimbledon, dogs, and bellringing.
She was not a forceful person, but despite her failing health latterly, she
never really lost her innate sense of the ludicrousness of life and her
existential sense of humour. We are thrown into life and abandoned there
and the way this inconveniences you made her laugh.
She felt she’d been robbed of her father’s old age when he died at the age
of 74, and her brother David’s more recent death she felt was too
early. She is, I am sure, impishly hacked off at having made it only as far
as 77. Fortunately for her, 2020 is the first year Wimbledon has been
cancelled since the war. She would have been relieved not to have missed
it.
Nick-Ward Lowery
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In spite of the unsettled weather the open air service went ahead
on 16th August and people enjoyed having the opportunity to chat
– at social distances –with people they had not seen for ages,
whilst having their picnic. Depending on the weather, perhaps we
will try it again
In the meantime, the church is open for private prayer on
Saturday mornings between 10.30 and 12.30. For the latest
information, please keep a regular eye on our website
www.stmartinsdesford.org.uk
We continue to have virtual Sunday morning services as well as a
social time afterwards
We have a prayer meeting on Monday evenings
A new venture is a short virtual service for children
If you would like the link to any of these, please look on the
website or contact Revd Gareth Hutchinson, whose details appear
on the inside cover
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Towards the end of September work will start at Kirkby Road
Recreation Ground to install a basketball net and a new climbing
net, called a spacenet
We still want to hold a public meeting to discuss one-way streets
to help alleviate congestion in some parts of the village. Due to
covid 19, we are still unable to hold large meetings, but it will be
well advertised when it is safe to do so and a date can be set
If you have any questions, please contact
clerk@desfordparishcouncil.co.uk or 822399
The library is now open on Saturdays from 10-12 and Mondays 24 – subject to government guidelines. This depends on the
availability of volunteers and the continued easing of restrictions.
If necessary, it may be closed at short notice

BOSWORTH FOOTCARE
Your Local Foot Care Health Professional
Joanne Taylor M.C.F.H.P., M.H.F.H.P
Home Visiting Service
For the treatment of corns, callouses, nail and general foot
problems
2 Westhaven Court, Market Bosworth
Nuneaton, Warks, CV13 0PR
Tel : 01455 292302

Top Qualified Stylist & Barber,
Regularly taking refreshers in the latest hair designs.
Affordable Prices for regular cuts or Bridal
packages, All in the own comfort of your own
home!
Please call or email to book an appointment
Tel: 07758259240

A Grand Day Out - Eyam
An appropriate story to compare with the covid 19 outbreak of
2020
Eyam is known as the Plague Village and the story of the self-imposed
sacrifice made by the villagers will never be forgotten. Between September
1665 and November 1666 a total of 259 residents died of the bubonic
plague and in some cases whole families were wiped out. It is thought that
the plague virus arrived in the village in a box of cloth brought from London
by George Viccars, a journeyman tailor. George was lodging with a widow
and her two sons in a cottage near the church. He hung the damp cloth in
front of the fire to dry and this released the plague carrying fleas. He died
only a few days later followed by one of the sons and several neighbours.
Those who could, fled to friends and relatives, including the Bradshaws of
Bradshaw Hall. Led by the minister,
Reverend William Mompesson, and his
predecessor Reverend Thomas Stanley,
the villagers imposed a quarantine and
ban on movement so that the virus
would not spread beyond the village.
Mompesson was only 28 and had sent
his children, George and Elizabeth, aged
3 and 2, to stay with friends, but his wife
stayed with him. He insisted on visiting
the sick and dying and Catherine
succumbed in August 1666. People
from neighbouring parishes and the landowner, the Earl of Devonshire, left
supplies of food and goods at special points on the village boundary, some
of which can still be seen, such as Mompesson’s Well and the Boundary
Stone. The coins to pay for these things were left in running water or
vinegar. The plague eventually ceased when the cold weather arrived the
following winter, but by this time only 83 inhabitants were still alive.
Mompesson ordered that all clothing and bedding should be burnt.
William Mompesson was born in Seamer near Scarborough in 1638, son of
the Reverend John Mompesson. In 1670 he moved to Eakring in
Nottinghamshire. He married Elizabeth, widow of Charles Newby, with

whom he had 4 more children: two boys who died in infancy, and two girls.
In 1671 he was appointed to the Prebend of Normanton in Southwell
Minster. He was buried at Eakring in 9th May 1708 and his son George
who was by then also a Prebendary took on William’s residence.
St Lawrence Church has many items
relating to the plague including a
book recording the names of all the
victims and William Mompesson’s
chair. The church was built in the
12th century, probably on a Saxon
foundation, and was restored in
1868, but still has some surviving
medieval wall paintings and a
Jacobean pulpit. The belfry screen
was made from the ancient pews of the Stafford family (who had a Hall on
the site where Bradshaw Hall was built) and was once used to separate the
nave from the chancel. A small cupboard is reputed to have been made
from the box in which the infested cloth was brought to Eyam. The Plague
Window, installed in 1985, tells the story in pictures. It was given by Mrs C
Creswick in memory of her husband and was designed and made by Alfred
Fisher of Chapel Studio, Kings Langley.
There are some unusual things to see in the churchyard. The Saxon
Preaching Cross dates from the 8th century and is a scheduled Ancient
Monument. Nearby is the tomb of Catherine Mompesson. The only other
plague tombstone to survive in the churchyard is that of Abell Rowland.
Next to the priest’s door is a monument to Thomas Stanley. He was Rector
before William Mompesson, but was deposed because he refused to
accept the Act of Uniformity. He continued to live in Eyam as a nonconformist preacher and was a great help to Mompesson during the
plague. On the other side of the door there are two coffin lids, found during
construction of the south aisle and reputed to be those of Crusader knights.
An elaborate sundial over the door, dated 1775, was made by a village
stone mason, William Shaw. It shows time in half hours, the months and
signs of the Zodiac, longitude degrees and local times of several cities
around the world.
There is a group of headstones belonging to members of the Wright family
of Eyam Hall. You can see the family crest on the end of the tomb of

Canon Charles Sisum Wright and his wife. A more recent headstone, for
the cricket enthusiasts to see, is that of Harry Bagshaw, a Derbyshire and
MCC cricketer who died in 1927. It shows a set of stumps being broken by
a ball, over which the umpire’s hand is pointing the index finger upwards.
George Dawson was a shoemaker who composed the music for some of
Eyam’s traditional village carols. He wrote one on the leather sole of a
shoe he was making as he did not have any paper handy. The music is
carved on his tombstone. These are just a few of the interesting stories
behind headstones in the churchyard. A leaflet is available for those who
want to hear more.
Graves can be seen in some of the surrounding fields because as more
and more people died of the plague they were not allowed to be buried in
the churchyard. The Hancocks, for example, lived at Riley House Farm
and 7 of them died within a week of each other. Elizabeth Hancock had to
bury her husband, 3 sons and 3 daughters in the field close to the farm.
After the plague was over, she went to live with her only remaining son in
Sheffield. The Riley Graves on the road towards Grindleford are in the care
of the National Trust. Family members were expected to bury their own
relatives, but if there was no one left, Marshall Howe would do this. Having
had the plague and survived, he made a business burying corpses and
then returning to their houses to steal money and anything of value.
A particularly sad story is of two lovers. Emmott Sydall had lost her father
and 5 siblings in the early days of the outbreak. She lived opposite the
church with her mother. Her lover, Rowland Torre, lived in Stoney
Middleton, a mile away. Every day they used to meet at the Delph on the
village boundary, unable to touch. One day in April 1666 Emmott did not
turn up – she had died. Rowland was the first person to enter the village
after the plague, looking for Emmott.
To minimise the risk of infection,
church services were held in the
open air at a spot called Cucklett
Delph – a limestone gorge. People
from different households had to
stand at least 12 ft apart. This is
where the Annual Commemoration
Service is held on the last Sunday in
August to coincide with the village

well dressings. Three wells are dressed, the largest of which is the Town
Head Well with a screen 9ft x 6ft. Coming much later than most Derbyshire
well dressings, the choice of flowers to use is often limited.
As you walk round the village you will see many cottages marked with
plaques recording the name of the victims who lived there and a very
informative annotated map is available.
There is, of course more to the history of Eyam than the story of the plague.
There are many Bronze Age burial mounds scattered across Eyam Moor
and Wet Withins Stone Circle, protected by English Heritage, dates from
this period.
Lead was mined in the area from Roman times. It reached peak production
in 1717 with the discovery of the Hucklow Edge side vein. However,
gradual exhaustion of the major veins, increasing extraction costs from
deeper mines, drainage problems and a reduction in demand all led to a
decline. Fluorspar, barytes and some galena are still mined and processed
locally. The Glebe Mine, which opened in 1937 and closed in 1965 is now
the site of a housing estate – hopefully the 300ft shaft was properly filled in.
The settling pond is now a football field.
In the mid 18th century two
cotton spinning factories
were established and the
deserted Bradshaw Hall
became a mill until it was
damaged by fire. Spinning
and weaving also took place
in workshops in the village,
but the lack of a reliable
water supply and the
introduction of the power
loom led to the decline of the
industry. The mills were adapted for silk weaving (now private houses).
Ralph Wain, an Eyam weaver, discovered the process of producing
patterns on both sides of the material. He was unable to read or write and
sold his ideas to a Macclesfield firm. His workplace still stands at
Townend.

As the silk industry declined, the mills converted to shoe making and
subsidiary factories were later opened at Hathersage and Bakewell. The
last factory, unable to compete with cheap plastic materials, closed in 1979.
Eyam Hall is a 17th century house built after the plague as a generous
wedding present for John and Elizabeth Wright in 1672, using profits from
lead mining. The land had been owned by the family for several
generations, but they lived in Longstone. The hall has remained in the
family ever since. The Jacobean staircase may have come from an earlier
building on the site and the original kitchen can still be seen. The Tapestry
Room is completely wallpapered in tapestry. The garden has changed very
little with a bowling green, kitchen garden and rose walk. There is a
restored knot and herb garden. The National Trust took a lease on the hall
in 2013 and opened it to the public. In 2018 they handed the management
back to the family, who continue to open the hall for 30 days a year. It is
Grade II* listed.

Eyam Museum is in the former Methodist Chapel. It was inspired by
Clarence Daniel who had a small private museum in his house and made
several attempts to set up a public museum. When he died in 1987, his
collection was passed to the Village Society. The chapel became available
seven years later and the museum opened in 1994.
There is so much to see at Eyam that it makes a very full day out if you
want to do the village trail, the church, the museum, the Hall and then walk
up to Mompesson’s Well, Riley Graves and the Delph.

FAITH FOR DAILY LIVING
NO BED OF ROSES
The life of people who serve God is a mixture of joy (in worship), much
preparation time for services, a never-ending demand for pastoral support,
a constant round of meetings to effect the business of the church, a need to
spend time with family, keeping up to date with studying, and prayer.
In Paul’s day it was much more rigorous. There was physical danger, no
easy transport in a motor car, constant concern about financial support,
loads of opposition and criticism. And they were constantly having to sort
out problems in congregations because people misunderstood their
message. And there were rival teachings. There were also rivalries for
leadership and power. Sometimes they were physically attacked. And the
civic authorities often opposed them for fear of “unrest”. You had to be
pretty tough even to try to bring the message of Jesus in a foreign country.
It wasn’t easy living away from home for long periods. And medical help
when needed was rudimentary. And the water wasn’t always clean! Paul
and his companions accepted these difficulties - and others - out of
obedience to Christ and motivated by love for the communities to whom
they went. They reasoned that Jesus had suffered opposition,
misunderstanding, violence and death. The work they had embarked on
involved “blood”.
Don’t ever assume that your minister has it easy because “he only works
one day a week”. One retired minister said, “That’s often the easiest day of
the week”. And many clergy families know stress because the minister is
away for long hours and buckles under the pressure of multiple problems.
Pray for them.
PRAYER THOUGHT
Lord, make your ministers strong and willing to work hard.
‘Faith for Daily Living’ is a booklet which is published every second month
and contains a daily reading such as this for each day over the period. The
daily readings have provided inspiration and comfort to many over the
years and the booklet is sent free of charge to anyone requesting a copy.
For your free copy, contact Ewan, on O1455 824673, leaving a voicemail
message if there is no response and we will see to it that your name is
added to the mailing list.
These readings are also available as daily emails at:
https://faithfordailyliving.org/email-application/

Church Organists: A Breed Apart?

It has been said many times (and often by
organists themselves) that ‘You do not
have to be mad to be a Church organist;
but it definitely helps!’ I thought that it
might be illuminating to hear of a
particular group of such musicians,
players at Salisbury Cathedral, in the
earlier centuries of the great instruments
in that wonderful edifice. These players,
along with the choirs of their day (the
heirs to the monastic plainsong tradition),
handed down to us the distinctively
wonderful tradition of Anglican church
music. But, as is the way with many
musicians, they were far from the piety
that many people imagined from their
appearance at divine service. Most church organists (including our own
treasured Peter) can come up with some hair raising accounts of
adventures with instruments and fellow players, but the following accounts
are worth the hearing.
I am indebted to a fine musician for the following extracts from Betty
Matthews’ splendid pamphlet on ‘The Organs and Organists of Salisbury
Cathedral, 1480 – 1989’. Betty had a long career as an accomplished
musician and was a sometime Honorary Archivist of the Royal Society of
Musicians.
The earliest record of an organ at Salisbury seems to date from about 1480
(just as Richard III succeeded his brother as King). Nevertheless, there is
an earlier reference to an organist, a John Kegewyn, in an agreement, still
in existence in the Cathedral archives, who was to teach the fourteen
choristers in chant and “to keep the Mass of the Blessed Mary with organs
to the same, and other Antiphons at all seasons”. Along with various
advantages of the employment, he was promised his appointment for as
long as he remained “loosed from a wife” and ‘”of good reputation,
unblemished character and honest conversation” He was, sadly, unable to

keep to some parts of this agreement (we do not know which parts!) and
was frequently absent from his duties and later replaced.
Robert Chamberlayne is mentioned in 1563, as being punished for uttering
“certain opprobrious and vilifying words against Thomas Smythe” in the
Choir in time of Divine Service. Smythe later replaced Chamberlayne as
organist in 1566. It seems that Chamberlayne’s wife, Agnes, was
concerned in an altercation with Smythe in the churchyard, at about this
time, in which they attacked each other with stones. Chamberlayne seems
to be heard of no more after this time!
The aforementioned Thomas Smythe had come to Salisbury on the
recommendation of the Mayor of Lyme. Once he had succeeded
Chamberlayne at the organ bench, the Bishop heard something of his
unsavoury reputation and wrote to the Chapter that “Smythe was quite unfit
to teach the ‘singing boys’”. Upon this, Smythe was released from chorister
instruction as it was said that it was too much for a man who was “married
and poor and had many children”. He lasted at the organ for another 25
years, although he was in trouble over and over again for quarrelling in the
Cathedral in time of service, for swearing and drunkenness, and for being
up all night “playing dice”. He had been dismissed for a short period in
1574, but had been restored to his position after making an abject apology.
He seems to have died in service in 1587.
This rather rough diamond, Thomas Smythe, was succeeded as organist
by an even rougher-cut gem, in John Farrant, the Elder. Farrant had
worked with the Cathedral singers as a Lay Clerk for the previous 26 years,
so it is not too much to imagine that he and his predecessor, Smythe, might
have been used to each others company in their impious nocturnal
entertainments (that might have explained some of the quarrelling in the
Choir, during services). Farrant had already married a niece of the future
Dean of the Faculty, Dr Bridges. In 1592, Farrant, a man of rough temper,
attacked the Dean in his house in the presence of a chorister, with whom
he had been taking part in Evensong. Farrant then went back into the
Cathedral and continued with the service. Immediately after this, Farrant
left Salisbury secretly by night, was dismissed in his absence and next
showed up in Hereford, as a choir tutor, but was soon dismissed or
resigned for “rayling and contumelious speeches” against the warden of the
Vicars Choral.
After such hair-raising accounts you may be pleased to read that a
probable son of Tarrant Senior, known as John Farrant, the Younger, took

on the organist’s position from about the late 1590s until 1616. By the
strongest contrast to his putative father, John the Younger had a faultless
and highly creditable life as chorister and was buried at the Cathedral in
1618. Ahhh, what a relief!
Back to business. In 1623, a Salisbury organist, one Edward Tucker or
Tooker (I do not know whether Edward was a forbear of mine, although
Edward is a continuing name in my family!) was reprimanded for bad
behaviour in the Cathedral. Tucker, in an undated petition to the Chapter,
asked to be relieved of his duties as organist, because “times were hard,
his means small and scholars (choristers) failing him”. Apparently Tucker
did, to some degree, continue as organist at times but mainly dealt with the
choir.
The unhappy and, for the English Church and music, disastrously
damaging period, from the start of the English Civil War up to the
Restoration of King Charles II in 1660, brought to Salisbury two organists,
whose adventures probably typify the incident-strewn and dangerous
nature of the age for adherents to the Christian Church, particularly those
associated with High Church or Crown duties. The first one, Giles Tomkins,
formerly organist at King’s College, Cambridge, was appointed after an
unseemly struggle with the Bishop of Salisbury for the appointment. The
question was then referred to the Archbishop of Canterbury (after the
Bishop had interfered in Chapter meetings); the Archbishop, having been
baffled by the question, referred it to King Charles I, who replied in a letter
so badly worded that no-one understood what it meant. The matter then
moved into the courts. Tomkins eventually took up the job, which he held
throughout the Commonwealth period, although music was very limited,
until the Restoration of King Charles II.
The final mention in this account of organist’s misdemeanours and
adventures deals with Michael Wise, a musician of some distinction, but a
character in keeping with the wildness of the Restoration years under King
Charles. Wise was a member of the first choir of the Chapels Royal
reconstituted after the Restoration (the real heart of English church music)
and rose rapidly through Lay Clerkship at St George’s Chapel,Windsor, and
Eton College to become appointed organist at Salisbury at the remarkably
young age of 20. He was frequently absent from Salisbury (probably on
Royal business) being fined for his absences (quite heavily, too). Clearly a
combative character, Wise hit back with accusations against the Dean and
Chapter, accusing them of misappropriation of funds! He then, perhaps

fortunately for him, withdrew these claims and “humbly desiring their
pardon; promising to behave myself hereafter with all reverence & duty in
my place”.
Wise was a great favourite of the King and was given the unusual right to
perform in any church where the King was attending. Even so, he incurred
the King’s displeasure by once deciding that the sermon was too long and
interrupted it by playing a rousing voluntary to bring it to an impromptu end.
His stormy character led to the Chapter accusing him, in 1683, that “Mr
Michael Wise, ye organist of this Church is very shamefully and
contemptuously negligent in ye performance of his Duty in this Church, and
that he, the said Wise, doth lye and labour under a notorious Fame of
Prophaneness, Intemperate Drinking and other Excesses, in his Life and
Conversacon to ye Great Scandall of Religion and ye Government of this
Church”. He was suspended at the time of the Coronation of King James II
and “did not appear”.
He came, not surprisingly for those times, to a violent end. It seems that,
either in London or in Salisbury, he quarrelled with his wife one night,
rushed into the street in a rage and was challenged by the night watchman.
He then replied with “stubborne and refractory language”, striking out at the
watchman, who being armed with a bill (a heavy bladed weapon), promptly
defended himself, breaking Wise’s skull and ending his short, fiery life at
the age of 39. Some of the surviving music of Michael Wise is played in the
Cathedral to this day.
So, we have seen some unexpected characters and behaviour among
these unusual occupants of the organ bench. It should be borne in mind
that the dark times in which these people lived were exceptionally hard,
lean and dangerous periods, ranging from the end of the late mediaeval
Wars of the Roses, through the terrors of the Tudor Reformation age, with
their violent and deadly swings between Catholicism and the Reformed
English Church, on to the horrors of the English Civil War and the
Commonwealth, under Cromwell. The roistering reaction following the
Restoration of Monarchy would have brought out the best and the worst in
all people. We should not judge these historic performers by today’s
standards, but it is easy to see why their hardy characters developed a
reputation for being more than a little “off the wall”. I hope that you enjoyed
reading about them,
Michael Tookey

The Church Mouse
(Ed: This letter fell to the bottom of the postman’s bag and was not
delivered in time for the August magazine.)
Hello Everyone,
What a sad day it is. We are gathering to say
farewell to Margaret Stokes. St. Martin’s will
certainly miss her. Margaret managed our
books, ran the annual Fetes, arranged the table
plan and coverings for most functions and
shopped for most fund raising events plus
routine needs for both the church and the
Church Centre. She cleaned the brass and
polished the pews and scrubbed the floors and organized work groups for
“dust busts.” She sorted out the office and restocked the stationery and her
computer was a fountain of knowledge about events past and present.
When the Church Centre needed a paint, she was there, paint brush in
hand. To say she was a caring and energetic force would be an
understatement. She and Tony were both in the choir and between them
they organized Concerts and took part in amusing sketches, both in Church
and when the congregation were away on their annual weekend. Margaret
was a mothering busy “ duckie” who gave and gave. The church never
went without flowers when Margaret was around. She was a gift from God.
I am an old church mouse now and do little more than observe. I have
watched as Margaret at times struggled to do all she did. She maintained
her high standards right up to when we locked down. Thank you so much
for all you did for our dear old church. It has been my home since I arrived
with some old pews from Derby, when some renovations were in progress.
The family has expanded and some have moved into other parts of
Desford. I totally rely on the goodness of our God and have never felt that
He has let me down. He is Margaret’s God too. He inspired her and gave
her the ability to go the extra mile. Let us pray for all those near and dear
to her who will miss her greatly. Thank you Margaret. Let us praise the
Lord for having lent you to us for so many years.
And so we say good bye for another month of changing times…be strong,
be good for the Lord God gives us and takes us all away in His good time.
Minnie.

Dear Minnie
What a long time it has been without being able
to see one another. How nice it is to meet again
with the church being open on Saturday
mornings for the last few weeks.
It has been such a difficult time not seeing
people, being among friends worshipping,
praying, singing and chatting to one another over
refreshments after the service. I’ve also missed
the craft group meeting, oh those lovely crumbs from those delicious eats
they have. Also, those other occasions, when there has been delicious
refreshments. I don’t know about you but I have certainly lost weight; I can
now squeeze into places I never could before.
I used to complain at times when I was tucked up in the corner under the
organ when old Pete used to come along and pull out all the stops, but I’ve
even missed him doing that! I must admit I loved hearing it when he played
on those quieter stops, the clarinet, the celeste and vox humana. He used
to make me jump when he pulled that tuba stop out; I hope I didn’t squeak
too loudly; mind you I don’t think anyone would have heard me.
Hopefully the choir and congregation will soon be able to sing their
‘Hallelujahs’. ‘For the Lord God omnipotent reigns’ ‘ And He shall reign for
ever and ever’.
It is very sad that three members of our congregation I used to see will not
be joining us Maggie Burton, Sue Ward and Margaret Stokes: we will all
miss seeing them.
It was nice when they were working on those doors. I was able to come
and go a bit more easily and took the opportunity for more fresh air and to
stock up on food. The entrance now looks much better with the old door
right at the front and lovely glass door you can now see straight through
into and out of the church. Well Minnie our families having been living here
throughout the generations for 811 years; they must have seen a lot of
alterations. Now our church with all the improvements that have been
made is more suitable for today’s world and hopefully will ensure it lasts for
future generations.
Take care and keep safe.
Your loving cousin Johnny

Middle England (published 2018) is
the multi-award winning Jonathan Coe’s
twelfth novel. It forms the last part of a
trilogy of novels which include The
Rotter’s Club and The Closed Circle.
Coe takes a satirical approach to his
examination of the social and political
issues of recent years. It begins with the
lead up to the election of 2010, which resulted in the coalition government,
and ends with the fall out from the post Brexit referendum in 2018.
The characters are mainly members of the Trotter family, particularly
Benjamin, an aspirant writer, and his niece, Sophie, an academic art
historian. Although Benjamin is based in the West Midlands, the “middle
England” of the title, Sophie prefers the many layered mixed cultural vibe of
London. Through Ben and Sophie, as well as their friends, a breadth of
views representing different sectors of society, locations and generational
differences are contrasted.
Benjamin subscribes to an historical view of middle England as a pastoral
idyll where life remains unchanged and he can complete his novel at last.
His childhood grammar school friends and their experiences of life are in
sharp contrast to his own and challenge his long held beliefs. Benjamin’s
friend, Doug, a London based political journalist, and his attempts to prise
honest answers from a government advisor chime well with our current
distrust of politicians.
Sophie’s experiences illuminate the issues of “political correctness” which
fuel the resentment felt by her prejudiced mother mother-in-law, who thinks
ethnic minority workers deprive their English colleagues of career
advancement. Sophie’s mixed race friend, Sohan, is gay and until recent
times, was forbidden to marry. As the novel moves closer to the present,
over sensitivity to “political correctness” and LGBTQ rights threaten
Sophie's career through no fault of her own. The role of social media in
spreading inflammatory untruths is much in evidence here. The former
view of the English as a tolerant, moderate people has been replaced by
that of a volatile society quick to anger.
This is a humorous but deeply relevant book. It spotlights so many issues
affecting our lives today: financial and educational inequalities amongst
regions and classes, the polarisation of political views, the effects of mass
immigration, the role of the media in fanning the flames of anger and
resentment and, above all, our fear for the future. Very well written with
memorable quotes, I found this an entertaining read which has given me
much fuel for thought.
Kathy Hamilton

A Tale of Two Gravestones
Over lockdown two members of Desford & District Local History Society
decided to photograph and record of all the gravestones in the churchyard.
This was something they had spoken about doing for a few years but as
they found themselves with time on their hands they set about the job. It
was also something that could be done with social distancing.
They must have looked a strange pair kneeling and sometimes lying on the
grass in the churchyard trying to decipher the gravestones. Some
gravestones were completely covered in ivy which had to be carefully
removed. There were a lot of horse chestnuts self seeding amongst the
graves and some stones were invisible amongst the trees, bushes and
underneath hedges.

There was one double grave surrounded by an iron railing that had not
seen the light of day for many years. It had a holly tree growing in the
middle and was completely covered in ivy. I do wish that we had taken a
photo beforehand. This had two full size gravestones hidden beneath the

vegetation and two smaller stones at the bottom. It was the burial place of
four members of the Fox family, a well known Desford family dating back to
1600s. In 1657 there was a disastrous fire in the village which demolished
houses, barns etc., including property belonging to Richard Fox. There
was also a Richard Fox who was a principal landowner after the Enclosure
in 1760.
We thank the members and friends of St. Martin's Church who came with a
chainsaw, hedge cutters and clippers to help clear the foliage that covered
the hidden gravestones, particularly Mick & Jane. Alongside this, the
Parish Council have cleared some areas and Liz & Ewan have been
constantly tending to the flower beds. There is still some work to be done,
but we hope that you will agree that the churchyard is already looking much
better. If you would like to help, please get in touch.
362 gravestones have so far been photographed and noted with just a
couple more needing to be cleared. The next task is to enter them onto
Modes software (which the archivists are using to archive our collection of
documents and photographs).
The society have over the years had requests from people asking if their
relations are buried in the churchyard. This will enable us to easily search,
print out and supply them with a digital photograph of the grave.
Jane and Pat (archivists)
Desford & District Local History Society

