Sometimes life can reward curiosity, especially if you’re not a cat.

Travelling a lot, as I do, one develops a sense of anticipation, not knowing what will turn up next but simply being aware that sooner or later something will. Well, this Sunday was just like that. I’d first been attracted by the sign – Worksop Priory, it said – and thought a minor detour might bring rewards.

Certainly that day anticipation was rewarded, for as I looked at the old building, still in use as a church, someone passing by took an interest in what I was doing, so a conversation was struck up.

It turned out that my new companion was going to a concert rehearsal there, so my plea to see the inside of the building fell on fertile ground. Soon we were inside the church and speaking to the concert accompanist and musical director, who gave permission for the photographs which appear in Gallery Six of this site. 

Then it transpired that my benefactor was one of the concert’s soloists, so I (and by now other people) was treated to an excellent rendition of ‘Mr Cellophane ‘from the musical ‘Chicago’.

Sadly, by now I had to be on my way, so saying farewell to those kind and talented people I went homeward uplifted.

So thank you, Mr Tony Yates and friends, for friendship and a warm welcome where none was expected.
Anticipation works, OK ?

