
Another 48 hours + 
 

Friday 21st May, about 9am, and Iôm strolling into the new church to see if the electrician has arrived; the usual 

hustle and bustle from pre-school and inside the church I see someone apparently making off with the font. On 

closer inspection it turns out to be Brian (de Radville), preparing for the dinner and dance tomorrow evening. 

Brian promises to look after the electrician for me as he is going to be at church the whole day. Wow! 

 

An hour later and Iôm off to work but decide to check on the electrician again. Brian now has a small gang of 

helpers, the usual suspects namely Peter (Abernethy) and Malcolm (Ede), who are beginning to transform the 

church into a dance venue. Wow again! 

 

Saturday 22nd May, about 9am, Iôm walking up Ferrymead Gardens when I see a familiar figure. Itôs Rosemary 

(Abernethy). I establish she is going to carry on preparing the food for this evening, then go home for a rest 

before continuing. Itôs going to be a long day! 

 

A quick look into the church later and everything is taking shape, with Brian and Annabel, Peter and Rosemary 

directing operations and I notice a figure balancing precariously on the lower cross beam above my head. Itôs 

Andrew Vigor installing the lighting equipment. Health and safety is surely an issue here but letôs wait until heôs 

finished. 

 

Later yet I see Eugene Barber pushing his sound system towards the church. (Eugene is the dance master, All 

Ireland National Ballroom Champion for 8 consecutive years ï Wow! Ably assisted by Annabel, he has run a 

successful school of dance at Edward Betham School since 1997). A quick nod and a wave as we confirm that 

we will see each other later. 



Itôs a 7.30pm start and 

Iôm 10minutes late. To 

my surprise most 

people have arrived 

and are enjoying their 

welcome drink. The 

atmosphere is warm 

and easy, the tables 

resplendent, the 

lighting and 

decorations complete 

the scene. 

 

Our first course is served at the tables and the MC then calls the people up for their main course, by table 

numbers. We are last but itôs worth waiting for. A sumptuous meal that sets the mood for the rest  of the 

evening, which is an unqualified success with its blend of exhibition dancing by Eugene, Annabel and Emma, 

followed by the usual mixture of accomplished dancers and lesser mortals, like me. Velma helps me get round 

with a couple of instruction dances, but Iôm really waiting for a waltz to come along, to see if I can remember 

anything Annabel taught me ï but itôs not until the last waltz that I get my opportunity. 

 



The floor is now busy and we run into traffic. Road traffic is not a problem but dance floor traffic is something 

else. Firm and assertive pressure with the right hand in your partnerôs back should guide you around the floor. 

Itôs not working. The answer? Hold your partner tight and swing her away from any possible danger. Itôs not 

ballroom dancing but it is effective. Sorry Annabel! 

 

Brian, our MC brings proceedings to a close and we prepare to 

make our way home. One problem, the church now has to be 

put back in order for the 9.30am Parish Mass. I wander around, 

looking for an easy option and stray too close to the kitchen. 

Rosemary has her apron on and is conducting operations. 15 

Hours ago we were greeting each other good morning. The 

kitchen is now a war zone and I recoil in horror. Letôs organise 

the seating. Ray collars me and we work together. We 

manoeuvre a trolley of tables into the porch and then push and 

pull the piano back into position. The piano finishes me and I am 

gasping for breath. Concerned, Ray packs me off home. What a 

lovely bloke! 

 

All quiet at home and I tiptoe to the T.V. to check the Champions 

League Final score. The highlights are on but its 0-0. Keep the 

volume down but the noise from the crowd can still be heard. In 

my sleepy state I donôt recognise it straight away. Sounds like a 

phone ringing. It is. Itôs ours. Leaping up, I rush to the phone, 

hoping no one has been disturbed. As I answer the phone my 

hopes are dashed when I hear a reaction from upstairs. 

 

I whisper óhelloô and itôs Ray. They need to get into the vestry but donôt have a key. Can I come down? I know I 

shouldnôt but I leap into the cab and drive down to church. Someone is walking up the hill waving to me. Itôs 

Ray.ô Sorry Peter, I forgot Annabel is in the kitchen and she has a vestry key. I phoned you again but you must 

have just left. You phoned AGAIN?! 

 

Sunday morning, 48 hours on and everything is as it should be. As 

the Service progresses I go to walk through the kitchen to check 

on the crèche, and find Rosemary, Brian and Peter scrubbing 

baking trays and washing thousands of glasses.  

 

Brian informs the congregation how well the dinner dance has 

done and Neil congratulates the organisers. Finally, itôs over and 

so is the Service. But as the church gradually clears I notice 

Andrew Vigor, looking somewhat weary. Heôs about to dismantle 

the lighting equipment so painstakingly installed. Itôs almost over. I 

worry about health and safety issues but decide to get Lorna to 

send him an email. 
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