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After over 100 days here we are slowly and carefully unlocking, and at last we’re 

able to choose some of the things we do. I’m not sure what you’re looking forward to, 

Eleri but I’m torn. No I don’t miss the pub, although I feel for them and absolutely 

everybody whose livelihood has been so affected. I reckon that with a bit of home 

attention to my fringe I can leave the rush on hairdressers to others - but I’ve so 

missed my church choir.  

With Thursday night practice, and 2 sung services on Sunday, this is normally the 

most regular part of my social life - and while there have been fantastic initiatives 

with online choirs during lockdown, I’m afraid they haven’t really floated my boat. 

They’re a great idea to bring people together, but you only hear yourself, not the rest 

of the singers - so for me they can’t substitute for being part of the same group, 

watching the music, listening to the timing of other parts, and hearing the wonderful 

harmonies that come out when we all get it right.  

So my withdrawal symptoms have been pretty bad. Apart from the fun and pleasure 

of singing, it emotionally connects, and it’s so much easier to remember things you 

sing. We make use of this with our Forget me not and Stroke support groups that 

meet at our church, as people with even severe memory or speech problems can tap 

into a different part of the brain to remember and sing songs, making it a really 

potent way to support and value disabled people and their carers. 

Singing is gift for all ages, and can connect us with family, faith and community. I 

learned most of the Christmas story through carols.  Handel’s Alleluia chorus from 

the Messiah makes us want to get up and join in, and our very own Cwm Rhondda  

has guided us with its ‘fiery cloudy pillar’ and nourished us with ‘bread of heaven’ 

through many a wedding, funeral and rugby match.  The Bible talks repeatedly of 

singing - it often conjures up images of joyful times, celebrating life and worshipping 

God with songs, cymbals and dancing – but indeed there are also laments - ‘by the 

rivers of Babylon’ expressing the hiraeth of the Jews in exile. 

We were able to reopen our churches last week, for silent prayer only just now - so 

I’m still waiting to be able to sing - but I know it’s a small sacrifice to keep us all safe.  

And anyway I have a consolation - I can now visit my little 2 week old granddaughter 

and sing her lullabies in the garden! 

 

 

 

 

 


