
TALES FROM THE TOWER 
 
As we all know, the church bells have been eerily silent for several weeks now. Who would have even dreamed of 
such a thing just a couple of months ago? And who knows when they will sound out over the town again? 
 
However, it is certain that they will. So far, we ringers are (as far as I know) all fit and well and eager to get back to 
our duties. But as long as social distancing remains the rule, it is difficult to see how we can do this, since we are 
quite close to each other while ringing, even closer when sitting out, and the ringing chamber isn’t a lot bigger than 
an average living room. With ten or twelve ringers in there, it’s quite a crush at times. 
 
This doesn’t mean nothing is happening, though. As you may have heard, it is traditional for ringers to repair to a 
local hostelry after practice (it’s thirsty work, after all) and if we can’t get up the tower we can at least maintain that 
- even if, like so many other things these days (yoga, exercise classes, the London Marathon, Parliamentary 
debates) it has to be virtual. So every Tuesday evening, unless something goes wrong, we meet courtesy of Zoom 
at the Internet Arms, and have a natter. Isn’t technology wonderful!  
 
And we do have some real news to impart, although again without technology it wouldn’t have been possible. How 
many of you have noticed the church clock lately? (How many of you are lucky enough even to have seen it? I 
haven’t been into Tavistock for nearly seven weeks now myself, and probably some of you are much the same.)  
 
Those of you who have, will probably have noticed that when the clocks went on at the end of March, ours didn’t. 
It’s not unusual - how many of you have even changed your car clock yet? (How many have even seen your car 
clock......?) But although the church clock doesn’t actually belong to the church ( it’s council property, did you know 
that?) the ringers do look after it. Since it strikes the hours and the carillon strikes its tunes on the bells, it makes 
sense. 
 
So when one of our ringers, Chris, was taking his evening exercise a few weeks ago, and noticed that not only had 
the clock not been changed but had stopped anyway, he knew something had to be done. He also knew how to do 
it (he’s a real gem, is Chris) and all he needed was a set of keys to get up the tower. 
 
As it happened, I held a set. But I’m one of those too old to be allowed to roam the streets in the current crisis, 
although I can walk on Whitchurch Down with my dog, so Chris and I met (at a distance) at the Pimple one grey 
morning. I carried the keys, sanitised and in a plastic bag, and (feeling I should be muttering a password like 
someone in a cold war spy novel) deposited them on one of the seats. Chris, wearing a mac and carrying a 
newspaper, approached from the other direction and, with a surreptitious sideways glance or two, picked up the 
bag and hastened away. It’s a wonder we weren’t arrested. I’m not sure what for, but it must have looked pretty 
suspicious. 
 
Chris then put the clock right. But it’s a rebellious little chap, our church clock, and it took another couple of 
attempts before he realised that there was more to this than met the eye. And the carillon wasn’t working either. 
That’s also not unusual - it’s old and complicated and only a few people in the country know how to bring it to heel. 
 
The people who know about our clock are based in Penrith, in Cumbria. Not sure that they’d be able to help us, 
and fairly certain that travelling down here from Cumbria to put a church clock right wouldn’t be considered 
essential travel, Chris rang them to see if they could help. 
 
Here, in his own words, is what happened next: 
 
I	rang	the	company	today	and	spoke	with	Keith	the	MD.	He	was	very	helpful	and	we	arranged	a	time	for	me	
to	Face	time	him	while	in	the	tower.	He	talked	me	around	the	clock	and	we	found	one	of	the	faces	was	
fouling.	After	his	call.	I	found	the	issue	to	be	a	counter	weight	hitting	the	metal	frame	and	then	at	the	12	
o’clock	hitting	a	hammer	wire.	This	has	been	resolved	and	the	clock	appears	to	be	working.	It’s	been	set	to	
the	correct	time.	The	chimes	aligned.	But	I	have	left	the	Carillion	off	for	the	moment	to	make	sure	all	is	well	
with	the	clock	first. 
		
Keith	was	most	helpful	and	wants	to	post	this	on	his	face	book	page	-		that	they	have	resolved	a	clock	over	
technology.	He	found	the	whole	thing	great	fun.	He	stated	he	is	happy	for	us	to	contact	him	again,	so	I	have	
saved	his	number	for	future	reference.	
 
So there we are. This is why the church clock is telling the right time today (at least, I assume it is, not having seen 
it myself). And this is how Tavistock is once again making its own little bit of history - possibly the first church clock 
to be repaired via Facetime.  



 
Didn’t I tell you technology is wonderful? Although not quite as wonderful as Chris. 
 
And our meeting at the Internet Arms this evening?  Well, sadly it didn’t go quite to plan. For some reason none of 
us understands, we couldn’t sign in to our Zoom meeting. 
 
 Ah well - better luck next time..... 
 
Donna Baker 
 


