
With the looming threat of rains, storms 

with the fact a tour has never been halted or 
even paused due to some drizzle since its 

Stamford we were supposed to be ringing at, I 

began.
Some background information for those 

who are wondering what I’m on about, would 
probably be relevant at this point. The Society 

war edition of , asking if 

anyone would care to go on a cycling and bell 
ringing holiday. The response was pretty big, 
and since then, there has been a tour every 
year, to all parts of the country, recruiting 
new members each time, focussed on cycling 

a day for an entire week. Some call it fun, 
others … insanity.

Anyway, where was I …? The tour, of 
course. As it turned out, throughout the week, 
despite predictions to the contrary, the weather 

lived outpouring from on high.
The joy of the tour is, along with the great 

people, the wide range of bells and cycling 

was all arranged by our tour secretary Mike 

this, he delivered in the form of the windy 

Thurlby, we managed to cover a wide area of 
towers, stretching south to Peterborough, North 
to Sleaford and even across the feral fenlands 
towards Spalding. This did, however, spark 
some insubordinate talk, possibly by myself, 
about missing the challenge of a good hill.

Along with the usual array of cycles, 

a decade, which led to some nice drafting 
opportunities for others, battling with the 
headwinds. This year also saw the addition 
of two new members to our merry troupe, 

cycling, some would say crashing, into a 
damp ditch of nettles, fortunately without 

true veteran, and most toured, Simon Alford, 

When it came to the actual ringing, I had 
the privilege of being nominated master for 
tour this year, which was a pleasure on the 
fantastic range of bells we were fortunate 
enough to be allowed to ring. Just a few 
highlights from the tour included the lovely, 

fantastically architectured abbey, purported 
to be the longest draft in the country, and the 

Peterborough.
As master, I’d like to think I availed the 

other tourers in a range of ringing, more 
varied than the terrain. Along with the 
traditional assemblage of Stedman and 

location appropriate methods, including 

 

Mark Hall, Anne Donaldson, Penny Bradsell, 
 



The church is on a busy road, but walking 
down Main Street I could hear the bells 
where I was due to preach. That Sunday 

service and reminded others outside that 
the church was in business. Not everyone 
appreciates that sort of reminder on Sunday 
morning, but church bells have a long 
history. They have had important secular 
uses as well as sacred ones. In the past 
they have been used as warning signals for 

Army they were ‘accidentally’ chimed 

immediately thought the Nazi invasion was 
imminent. In a book  of 

storms: the book says, ‘bells are causes 

pierce the clouds and determine the fall of 

the comparison of the churches where it 
is customary to ring at the approach of 
storms with these where this practice is 
overlooked, is entirely in favour of those 
who keep their bells silent’.

and sounds impacting on our present day 

his collection Sounding the Seasons, wrote 
these lines in a sonnet:

The soft chime of synthesized reminders,

but for me it adds to the feeling of doing 
a worthwhile job when we recognise how 
evocative the sound of church bells might 
be for our hearers and for us.

ringing?)

 

Stamford in Stamford. Additionally, we rang 
a range of other methods on all numbers from 

honest, a regular pastime of many a ringer 
in general, is to sample the local beers. 
A hardship indeed, but one, many of us 
are willing to endure for the greater good. 
Amongst them, there was the odd tea shop 
also, such as Something Special in Pinchbeck 

…? If you are in the area, I can certainly 

we sampled a local speciality from Market 

that had a good rotating crop of beers on 
pump as well as, for those so inclined, a 
fantastic and unusual array of gins.

In all this year seemed to be enjoyed by 
all and housed a total of seventeen tourers 
throughout the week, though more would have 
indeed been welcomed. If it is something that 
appeals to you are willing to share with us 
your knobbly knees, we are a friendly bunch 

the beginning of July. Traditionally you’ll be 
able to ring Stedman or treble bob to surprise 
major. So, if this sounds like you, get in touch 
with our tour secretary at mike.wigney 
@dhl.com and join us. More information can 
be found at http://rovingringers.org/.

HANDBELLS IN THE ARCTIC

spent two weeks in Sweden and Finland. They 

the deck. After an unfortunate accident they 
rang a handbell peal outside the police station 

think of the number of peals we’ll get!” 
someone commented.) Fortunately the police 
did not blame them and they travelled south.

were approached by four Finnish “yobbos” 
who spoke no English. Imagining they were 
Anglophiles, the four rang handbells for them, 
hoping they would think it was the latest thing 

very impressed!

be rung for the Durham and Newcastle 

a coalmine.

We were very sorry to hear from Angela 

to our 
of which appears above. We shall miss him 
and send our condolences to his family.

Angela says that, in the light of this 
bereavement, she must regrettably tender her 

Saturday. This would have been Angela’s last 


