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Editor’s
Comments

Heartfelt admiration have to go to Russell Davison and Ilse Fieldsend 
for bravely coming forward in the press this spring to talk about their 
decisions to look after his wife Wendy and her daughter Georgia at 
home in the days leading up to their funerals.  They have done more to 
inform and empower than we could have done in years. Huge respect 
and thanks go out to them and their families. Information and support 
always available from us at the NDC.

In a few days I am off to the National Funeral Exhibition.  I will report on 
any cutting edge innovation or gossip in the next edition.

Editor’s moan:-
A race to the bottom
That is how many of the mainstream are referring to the provision, growing 
availability and promotion of direct funerals (nothing to do with making less 
money of course).

Why don’t they get it, or understand that their opinion of how funerals be-
come dignified and respectful, or what value there is in a ceremony, is not 
how everyone sees it.  How dare they force their version of the ‘best’ funeral 
on everyone?  Especially when a funeral ceremony is completely unneces-
sary, when there is no one left to attend for example. 

We are not saying that one funeral is right, the other wrong, just that we 
should all be informed and empowered to make the most appropriate choic-
es for ourselves and our families.  It goes without saying that this informa-
tion should be coming from those whose job it is to guide people through 
funeral arranging.

We hold a list of recommended providers of this service.  
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http://www.nationalfuneralexhibition.co.uk
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Refusing to be Helpful
The London Cremation Company’s six crematoria are the only ones in the 
UK who are stubbornly refusing to help DIY families.  They insist that 
everyone must use a funeral director.   They represent less than 2% of 
crematoria in the UK, which I have pointed out to their boss. He 
refuses to see how unhelpful they are being or indeed answer my emails, 
he even said that a funeral is only dignified and respectful if a funeral 
director was involved!  In some cases a family may be desperate to use 
their local crematorium’, Golders Green for example. They are being 
forced to spend around two thousand pounds more than necessary or told 
to go elsewhere.  How out of touch can you be? Crackers!

Even the mighty Dignity and Co-op operated crematoria will support and 
guide families wanting to take loving care, of someone themselves, or who 
need to save on the undertakers’ charges.

The Increasingly Disgruntled and Forthright Elderly
“If they cant be bothered to come and see me whilst I’m alive, why should I 
foot the bill to entertain them when I’m dead”.  They like the direct option, 
saving two thousand pounds on average!  I am hearing this more and more.

Please spread the information you may learn from this 
publication, plagiarise at will and if you have a point to make 
submissions are always welcome.

Have a great and enjoyable Summer.

Rosie Inman-Cook

www.naturaldeath.org.uk



Ring 01962 712690 
e:contact@naturaldeath.org.uk

THE NATURAL DEATH CENTRE IS A REGISTERED CHARITY 
NO. 1091396

https://www.facebook.com/The-Natural-Death-Centre-Charity-354920584537073/
https://twitter.com/ndccharity


https://www.facebook.com/The-Natural-Death-Centre-Charity-354920584537073/
http://www.barringtonsfunerals.co.uk
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The  idea  of  a green burial ground has been on our minds for 

a long  time.  Twenty-five years ago, my Mother-in-Law told us 

that when her time came, she wanted to be buried in a field so 

she could go back to nature.  Like myself, she loved nature and 

gardening was her passion. Ten years ago, she sadly passed 

away and had her wish.  

We  found  attending  her  funeral  was  such  an  uplifting  experience  that  it 
sowed  the  seed  in  our  minds  to  create  our  own  natural  burial  meadow.  

2007  was  also  the  year  in  which  Richard,  myself  and  our  three  children 
- our  youngest  being  only  five  months  old,  moved  to  Busnant Farm.  We  
took on  the  mammoth  task  of  totally  restoring  our  new  home.   As  the  
years  went by,  the  idea  of  a  green  burial  ground  kept  coming  into  our  
minds. 

In  2014,  after  restoring  our  home,  Richard  and  a  group  of  local  farm-
ers  visited  Green  Lane  Burial  Field,  where  Ifor  and  Eira  Humphreys  
inspired him. >> 

He came home that night and said, 
 ‘the top meadow is going to  

be a burial ground.’  

Bury Me in my 
Old Hay Meadow
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>>Our  life  has  always  been  pretty  green  and  we  have  been referred  to  
as  'the  good  life  pair’,  in  reference  to  the  TV  series.  We  are  virtually 
self-sufficient  now,  eating  mainly  our  own meat,  vegetables,  and eggs.  
We  have  a  huge  vegetable  patch  and  a  freshly  re-planted orchard,  which  
is run organically.  The  farm  uses  very  limited  chemicals  and  we  avoid  
fertilisers - hence  why  we  have  lots  of  wildlife,  especially  hedgehogs.  

Hay  Meadow  Burials  is  just  another  green  thing  added  to  our  list,  with  
our latest  addition  being  two  hives  of  bees.

At  the  beginning  of  our  journey,  we  were  lucky  enough  to  have  had  
unanimous  support  from  everyone  around us,  but  it  was  mentally  ex-
hausting when  so  many  boxes  needed  ticking  and  surveys  needed  to  
pass.   
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We joined the ANGB and received 
so  much help from Rosie Inman-Cook,  

whose enthusiasm for the 
subject is so infectious 

Help and support also came from  Ifor and  Eira and our great  friend  Nigel  
Elgar  and  so  many supportive  friends  and  neighbours.  

At  times,  we  were  left  disheartened  and unsure  whether  we  would  be  
granted  planning  permission  as  so  many obstacles  needed  to  be  over-
come  -  in  the  hope  of  convicing  the  planners of  our  proposal,  I  had an 
idea  to  write  a poem.
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Bury me in my old hay meadow,
Way up in the hills, clear skies, bright 

stars and sunsets that mellow,
Where sheep will continue to graze above me,

I’ll welcome any faith, religion or belief,
whatever it may be,

Away from the grime of modern day life,
Simply, down a quiet country lane no hustle, no strife.

Bury me in my old hay meadow and 
let the hay grow tall,

Don’t bury me in a formal plot, with old 
bone dust, surrounded by a wall,

No headstone that needs cleaning,
No grave that needs attending,

No mower weekly over me,
No burden to my loved ones will I be.

Bury me in my old hay meadow,
No fuss, no fancy frills,

Just leave me be amidst these wild Welsh hills,
Skylarks, curlews and yellow wagtails,

nesting amongst the wild flowers
before the hay is cut,

Keep this hedgehog haven that 
greed and pollution forgot,

Hedges full of budding leaves, berries and birds,
At night time owls and foxes 



I  hoped that by reading it they would 
 understand my reasons for why  
I believe we have such a unique 
 and peaceful spot and get them  

to change their minds  

>>Whilst  I  was  outside  gardening,  I  kept  scribbling  things  down and  
then  I  eventually  put  all  the  pieces  of  paper  together  like  a  jigsaw and  
wrote  my  poem.   It  did  take  me  a  while  but  I  wanted  to  include  ev-
erything around  our  home  as  well  as  my own  personal  reasons.   To  my  
astonishment, it  was  never  needed!   We  were  in  total  shock  to  hear  we  
had  been  granted planning,  when  we  had  virtually  given  up.

We  successfully  opened  January  2017  having  had  the  support  of  neigh-
bours  rallying  around  helping us,  who  we  will  always  be  so gratefully  
to.  Barely two  months  after  opening,  we  successfully  completed  our  first  
funeral -  a  lovely  family  who  had  faith  in  us.  

Having  seen  the  poem  on  our  website,  I  felt  absolutely  honoured  when  
the family  asked  if  my  poem  could  be  read  at  the  funeral.  It  was  in-
credibly moving  to  hear  the  words  read  out  so  beautifully,  making  me  
think  of  the tough  challenges  we  had  overcome  and  how  rewarding  it  
is  to  see  what we  have  created. 

‘Thank  you  to  all  those  lovely  people  who  have  made  this  all  
possible’.

Article and poem by Sarah Vale 
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http://www.haymeadowburials.co.uk


http://www.earthtoheaven.co.uk


http://www.tarnmoor.co.uk
http://www.absoluteceremonies.co.uk
http://www.landk-funeraldirectors-donnasflorist.co.uk


https://issuu.com/moretodeath/docs/more_to_death_edition6
http://www.moretodeath.co.uk/editions/
http://more_to_death_edition_8__pages_
http://more_to_death_edition_8__pages_


https://issuu.com/moretodeath/docs/more_to_death_edition6
http://www.moretodeath.co.uk/editions/
https://issuu.com/moretodeath/docs/more_to_death_edition_7


BROCKLANDS 


www.brocklands.co.uk 

 






http://www.brocklands.co.uk


BROCKLANDS 


www.brocklands.co.uk 

 






http://www.brocklands.co.uk
http://www.gmgooldfunerals.co.uk
http://www.levertons.co.uk
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Full Circle
Along with being a celebrant 
and running Westmill Woodland 
burial ground I am a theatre 
practitioner and now I have 
created a short show that is a 
storytelling piece – a performed 
talk.  It has been on the road for 
a while now.  

I speak to the audience as myself, share 
some of my own experiences and those I 
have encountered through my work and 
then afterwards, those who want to, have 
a conversation with me.  These have been 
moving,  illuminating,  informative  and  
funny. >>

PRODUCTIONS
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>>In  Huddersfield  the  audience  just  took over,  
standing  up  to  tell  one  another their stories, ask 
questions.  The relief at being able  to  talk  was  pal-
pable. 

In  Cheltenham  a  row of  palliative  care doctors 
answered a series of audience questions once we 
knew they were there and  one  story  stays  with  me  
particularly  of  a  doctor  taking  her  stethoscope  
and placing it  on  a  little  girl’s  chest  and  then 
letting  her  listen to all the hearts  beating  of  the  
people  present with her and then explaining  that  
her  grandfather’s heart had stopped working. She 
had been told to  find  a  very  direct  simple  way  
to  explain to this girl, who lived with autism, what 
it meant to say someone had died.  People tell one 
another about resources they have found useful and 
swop other valuable discoveries.  

I  invite  written  stories at each venue and these are  
now  forming  an  ever  growing  resource  on our  
website (see below) and sometimes barging their  
way  into  the  show  because  they  are  so irresistible.  

The  man  who  is  buried  in  the  back  garden  of his  
old  pub  and  still  being  stood  the  odd pint by  his  
old  regulars  who  pour  it  over  his  grave.   

The  woman  who  released  her  father’s  ashes  from  
the  top  of  his  favourite  fell.  It  was  a  blustery  day.    
She  found,  when  she  got  home  and bent  to  take  
off  her  boots,  that  some  of  his ashes  were  still  
nestling  there.  She  did  not  clean them  out, she  just  
walked  them  around  with  her over  her  next  walks. 

‘Oooh, that’s a bit morbid isn’t it?’

Jacque who raised funds for her partner’s funer-
al through crowdfunding when she found the state 
could not offer her any support with the costs.   She 
shopped around and found a wide range of prices 
and services on offer. 

So  many  funny,  brave,  quirky,  sad  stories.   I be-
lieve  we  are  all  full  of  them  but  unlike  birth  sto-
ries  they  are  not  felt  to  be  welcome. >>
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>>One  woman  came  up  to  me  afterwards  and  said  how  won-
derful  it  had  been  to  carry  on talking  to  her  friends  about  the  
subject  after  the  show, how  over  and  over  again  it  was  her  ex-
perience that  if  death  got  mentioned  someone  always nervously  
changed  the  subject  or tried  to  ‘brighten’  things  up  by  saying  
something along  the  lines of  ‘Oooh, that’s a bit morbid isn’t it?’

Well,  yes,  it  is  literally  morbid  but  that  does  not  mean  it  has  
to  be  depressing  and  sometimes  it  is  and  that  needs  acknowl-
edging  and  making  space  for  too. 

I have been delighted to hear that the show has successfully acted 
as a trigger to lead someone into a long avoided conversation with 
their parents and one couple told me they  saw  me  in  Edinburgh  
and  then,  noticing  I  was  going  to  be  in  Oxford,  booked to  
come  with  their  daughter  thus  enabling a  valuable  conversation  
to  emerge.  

Several  recently  bereaved  people  have come  up  to  me  after-
wards  saying  they hadn’t  been  sure  about  coming  but  they 
were  so  glad  they  did.  They  felt  less  isolated  and  even  uplift-
ed.  One  person  even berated  me  thinking  there  might  be a few 
too many  laughs  in  it.  

Another  person  said.   “I  was  offered  this ticket when someone 
else couldn’t come. I wasn’t  at  all  sure  I  wanted  it  but  I  am  so 
glad  I  came.  I  really  enjoyed  it  if  that  isn’t a  strange  thing  to  
say.”  It isn’t.>>
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>>Everywhere  I  go  I  ask  my  audience  this question  at  the  end.  
“Who  here  has  heard of  Braxton  Hicks?   Who  has  heard  of  Cheyne-
Stokes?” 

There  are  always a good showing  of  hands for  the  former.  When  I  
ask  if  any  of  the much  fewer hands for Cheyne-Stokes are medically  
qualified  we  go  down  to  one  or no  hands usually. 

There  we  have  the difference  between  our approach  to  birth  and 
death.   For  those  who  don’t  know,  Braxton  Hicks  are  practise  con-
tractions.  Not  every  woman  will  experience them  close  to  giving  
birth  but  many  will and  all  are  told  about  them  so  they  know  what 
is  happening.  

Cheyne-Stokes is a  pattern of breathing commonly experienced when 
people are close  to  death  but  who  gets  told  about it?   

The result is that people can feel quite alarmed  when  they  experi-
ence  a  cessation  of  breathing  for  a  long  pause  before it  resumes.  
They  can  think  someone  has  died before  they  have  and  feel  very  
disorientated.   

There  are,  of course,  many  other  common indicators –  clutching of 
the  air or blankets, pointing  at  the  ceiling,  believing  someone has  
come  to  see  you  who  has  already  died.   When  my  father  told  me  
my mother  had  come  to  see  him  I  thought  there was  something 
wrong with his medication.  So much more helpful to recognise  this  for  
what it  was  however you  interpret  what  is  actually happening  here  
in a metaphysical sense.    

So  who  is  going to start the first National 
Death Group?  National Childbirth groups 

are everywhere

The  show  can  still  be  booked  for  Autumn 2017 and Spring 
2018. Contact John Ward. tour@fullcircleproductions.org.uk 
or visit www.fullcircleproductions.org.uk

Article by Liz Rothschild
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http://www.fullcircleproductions.org.uk


http://www.fullcircleproductions.org.uk
http://www.woodlandburialwestmill.co.uk


ADLINGTON
M E M O R I A L  P A R K

PRIVATE & TRANQUIL
An alternative to traditional cemeteries

You now have a choice…
Set within the stunning grounds of the Adlington Hall 
Estate, Adlington Memorial Park is a private natural 
burial ground, located within acres of truly beautiful 
countryside, where plots are set amongst wild flowers 
and bordered by trees and hedges.

The park itself is a place of peace – simple and serene. 
Truly a place of reflection. With a choice of single, 
double and family burial plots, family ash interment 
plots and ash scattering – families now have a choice.

A natural burial is an environmentally sustainable 
alternative to existing funeral practices.

Site Address:
Adlington Memorial Park, Mill Lane, Macclesfield, 

Cheshire, SK10 4LF

Correspondence Address:
Unit F1, Adelphi Mill, Grimshaw Lane, Bollington, 

Macclesfield, Cheshire, SK10 5JB

For further information, 
call us on:

01625 578496
Email us: 

enquiries@adlingtonmemorialpark.co.uk

Reserve your family plot now

Fixed cost funeral plans 
available

PRIVATE VIEWINGS 
AVAILABLE BY 

APPOINTMENT ONLY 

www.adlingtonmemorialpark.co.uk

http://www.adlingtonmemorialpark.co.uk
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The staff at the Natural Death Centre are 

experienced, caring and honest so if 

you have a question about arranging 

a natural burial for yourself or someone 

close to you, please give us a call on 

01962 712690 or email

contact2naturaldeath.org.uk

http://www.norfolkbluebellwood.co.uk
http://www.naturaldeath.org.uk
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http://www.highergroundmeadow.co.uk
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http://www.highergroundmeadow.co.uk
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I DON’T WANT AN 
‘EFFIN FUNERAL

Some months ago I attended the funeral of my  
cousin’s wife – she was 58 and died of pancreatic 

cancer. She had only gone to the doctors with a 
tummy ache – six weeks later, on Christmas eve, 

she was told her condition was terminal.

The  funeral  was  reflective  of  my cousin’s  generous  nature  and  
his  desire to  give  her  the  ‘best  send  off’  money could  buy.  
What  our  mums  would have  called  a  ‘good  send  off’. 

No expense was spared, the horse drawn  carriage,  three  funeral  cars and  
all  the  trimmings  not  to  mention  the free  bar  at  the  wake  afterwards.  It  
must  have  cost  him  thousands  of pounds.  I  wondered  about  the  funeral  
director  who  had  attended  him in  his  grief –  had  he  ‘suggested’  this  
or had  my  cousin  spoken  to  his  wife about  it beforehand? >>
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>>As well as being there to support him and 
his sons, I found myself observing him through-
out the day in a detached kind of  way. He  was  
dazed,   exhausted and  broken,  allowing  peo-
ple  to  shake his  hand,  hug  and  embrace  him,  
make empty but well intentioned promises of  ‘if  
you  need anything, just ask’. 

The sound  of  horses  hooves  clip  clopping 
through the streets of Liverpool to the all too 
familiar chapel at Anfield crematorium where a 
packed congregation mumbled their way  through  
the  hymns,  shifted  in their  seats  during  the  
priest’s  utterings,   if  truth  be  known  keen  to  
undo their black  ties  and  ‘get  back  to  the club’  
for  a  pint  and  a  sausage roll. 

Susan’s body was carried in for the quarter  of  an  
hour service, that’s all you are allowed at Anfield,  
they are too busy to allow any more time – go over 
your slot and they literally turn your  favourite 
tune off – there  is  another hearse outside waiting 
with another family to go through a similar ritual. 
Life goes on…>>
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The day  progessed  as  so  many  wakes  do,  plenty of alcohol, buffet food 
and relatives  you  don't  see  or  speak  to from  one  week  to  the  next  all  
laughing and joking about things that happened years ago….’We should 
get together more often, shouldn’t we?’ the  common theme of conversa-
tion.  Talk  of people  who have gone before,  too  many, too  soon  sadly –  
the  ‘they’re  looking down  on  us  type of  conversations that aren’t  unique  
to my family, I’m sure.

My  cousin  sat  quite  numb,  not  hearing  the  platitudes,  not  hearing  the  
empty promises,  smiling  when  necessary,  pint  in hand. He seemed alone 
in the crowd,  his world had come to a very  abrupt  end  and  he  was  left 
at 59, to  bring  up his disabled grandson alone. Life  goes  on…
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Something  inside me said 

‘I don’t want this  when I die’

In   recent  years  my  life  has  taken  a turn  down  the  spiritual  path,  keen 
to understand  life (and death) more, looking for answers, searching for 
inner peace and  contentment.  The days of being a Friday night  girl  in  
search  of  the  right  partner with a penchant for Selfridge’s handbag de-
partment far behind me. 

Why do we have to have a funeral? 

It has  crossed  my  mind  so  many times  in  my  work  with  the  Natural 
Death Centre  but  at  this funeral, I asked myself ‘ What  the f***  is  this  
all  about?’

I have come to understand that our bodies are ‘the carriage’ that carries us 
around on the earth plane,  it perishes and then falls away.  We  however, 
continue  returning  in  a  fresh,  new, baby costume  and  start  the  cycle 
again. Life  goes on…

Society  seems  to  need  to  perform this  ritual  where  the  ‘carriage’  has 
to  be  paraded  in  some  sort  of  ceremony  –  washed,  put  in  a  box  or  
vessel of  some  kind,  loaded  into  some  form of  transport  (usually  a  
hearse, or  in  this case, a horse drawn carriage) and driven   to  a  place  of  
faith.  It  is  prayed over,  sprinkled,  sang to… 

Following the service, it’s  the same performance -  either 

to the crem or burial ground. What’s it all about? What’s it 

for? Who is it for?>>
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Not me. I don't want an effin’ funeral

>>I  don't  want  people  to  remember  my funeral.  I  prefer  to  make  an  
impression  when  I  am  still  here,  amongst the living. I   don't   mind   too   
much   what   type   of  impression  I  make,  as  long  as  it  is authentic  and  
that  people  remember  who  I  am  in  my  entirety;  the  good,  the  bad,  
the  laughter,  the  moods, the  mistakes, the  achievements,  the dreams,  the 
weaknesses,  the love,  the  searching,  the  sense  of  humour,  the  intention,  
the  crazy mixed  up  life  I  have led.  I  want  to  go  out  like  a  candle  wick  
does when the candle runs out of wax.  No need  to  blow,  no  attempts to 
relight  it,  happy  for the glow  it  gave  to  the room.  Life goes on.

When  my  time  comes  and  my  light goes  out,  I  don’t  want  the  people 
around  me  to  parade  my  carriage through the  traditional  ritual  and  
have to  pay  a  fortune for  the  privilege. Let  me  go,  like  the  candle.  
Discard of  the  carriage,  in  any  way  you  want,  efficiently  and  without  
ceremony. 

Let my ashes blow in the wind,  in the 

Highlands of Scotland, the place that has 

so often given me great joy.

If  you  want  there  to  be  a  gathering, make  it  an  honest  one  where  
people remember me with understanding and compassion.

Direct  cremations  are  fast  becoming an  option  for  the  bereaved – fam-
ilies can  choose  to  have  their  loved one  cremated  quite  clinically  and  
then choose  to  hold  a  remembrance  service  afterward.

For  me,  making  this  choice  myself, rather  than  leaving  the  decision  to 
my  sister  not  only  takes  the  pressure off her but also gives me dignity in 
some way,  that  I  will  die  as  I  have  lived,  in my own  way,  by  my  own 
little  set  of rules.
 
‘I  don’t  want a funeral’ I say to my sister during the course of the wake ex-
pecting her relief  and instead getting ‘Well  it’s  not  about  what  you  want’. 
A funeral  is  for  the  bereaved,  a  chance  for  them  to  say goodbye...it’s 
important. “How can you be so selfish?” Gosh, I  hadn’t  thought  about  it 
like that - maybe  I  need  to  rethink... But that my friends is for another 
article.

article by Jayne Lea
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http://sustainability-centre.org
http://www.brightwatergreenburial.co.uk
http://www.doylefunerals.co.uk
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http://www.naturalburialoxfordshire.co.uk


BUY
HERE

https://www.paypal.com/uk/cgi-bin/webscr?cmd=_flow&SESSION=mXUuEU9vFMOd6k-AmNrgZn6N6u2chQypm4IJknR1uiej8C8JOZDva3RDcSe&dispatch=50a222a57771920b6a3d7b606239e4d529b525e0b7e69bf0224adecfb0124e9b61f737ba21b081988ee87121ca8032a43984da2b890102b1


http://www.pughsfuneraldirectors.com
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Death:
A Taboo Challenged



page47

Life once asked Death, 
‘Why do people love me but hate 

you?’
Death responded, 

‘Because you’re a wonderful lie and 
I am a painful truth.’

Death.  What  makes  us  so  afraid  that  we  shy  
away  from the  word?  It  carries  the  same  
connotations  as  Voldemort does  in  the  Har-
ry  Potter  series.  Fear.

There  are  very  few  who  do  embrace  death 
or  who  talk  about  it  so  openly.  

Joan  Bakewell  recently made a point about this  on  
her  ‘We  Need  to  Talk  About  Death’ segment on BBC 
Radio 4. She challenged the  status  quo  surrounding  
death  and  spoke openly  on  how  she  would  like  to  
die,  when the  time  came  that  is.

It’s  not  only  Joan  speaking  openly  about death, 
Jon Underwood and Sue Barsky Reid are the master-
minds behind ‘Death Café’ a non-profit organisation 
that encourages the discussion of death. On their 
website they introduce themselves as follows: “At 
a Death Café people, often strangers, gather to eat 
cake, drink tea and discuss death.”

Cake, tea and death, 
what a strange notion

Which  proves  my  point  of  how  strange  it  is to  
talk  about  death.  Could  it  be  that  the multitude  
of  celebrity deaths in 2016 has triggered the need to 
embrace death? >>
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>>I  currently  work  for  a  company  who  offer  pre-
paid  funeral  plans so  my mind  is  often focused  on  
death. Personally I’m  not  a  huge  fan  of  the  topic. My 
mother has a theory  that my irrational  fear  stemmed  
from  2003. 

For  me,  2003  was  a  continuous  funeral with many 
loved ones dying.  Draped in black, shoved in the car 
and told quietly there was no need  to  cry whilst  not 
fully understanding  what  was  going  on. Except  that  
when  that curtain  closed  the  flames  would  come  
and I  wouldn’t  see  grandma  or  granddad  again.

While  I  attended  multiple  funerals  that  year  I  only  
ever  attended  cremation  services,  I know  for  sure  
that  is  not  how I  want  to  depart.  

For  a  while  I  thought  being  buried  would  be  a  
good  choice  but… worms. I  might  be  dead  but  
still…worms.*

Then I  came  across  an  article  that  said  I could be  
buried  in  a  pod  that  would  use  my  body  to blos-
som  into  a  tree.  I  like  the  idea  of  still living  despite  
being  dead.

Although  I  don’t  like  death  I  don’t  think my  fear  is  
bad,  the  fear encourages  me  to be  adventurous,  to  
travel,  to  meet  new  people. Death  doesn’t  hold  me  
back,  death  encourages  me  to  have  no  regrets.>>
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>>If death was a topic openly talked about surely the prospect of death 
would be easier to acknowledge and understand. Not only would society’s 
views change but the entire funeral planning process would be understood. 

Let’s face it, unless you’ve planned a funeral before, its requirements are 
vague presumptions because we avoid researching the topic until the nec-
essary time.

It’s a tall order to plan a funeral while grieving when you’re 
unfamiliar with what to do, what to choose.

With a bit more openness or understanding the taboo around death could be bro-
ken.  Of course it’s not the cheeriest of topics and I will be the first one to hold my 
hand up and say death makes me feel uneasy. However, I think it’d be a lot easier 
with an understanding of others’ opinions. 

Why it is others aren’t afraid? Or seemingly unphased by death? 

My mum told me that as you get older death doesn’t bother you as much, is that 
true?All I know is that there are two sureties in life one is that you’re born the 
other is that you die.

I suppose it’s how you handle or accept the facts of life, how you view the world 
that really determines your outlook. For me, I’m going to keep on living, maybe 
research death, listen to Joan, I might even hold my own Death Café and see what 
others feel and have to say about death. One thing is for certain, death needs to 
be talked about, it’s the only way we are going to break the taboo.

“You only live once but if you do it right, once is enough” 
– Mae West

Editors note:-

1 From my experience of digging graves, there are no worms at the depth coffins are interred, it is 
the microbes and enzymes already within our bodies that break them down.

2 The principle of being buried in a biodegradable container and having a tree planted is noth-
ing new. The natural burial movement started here in the UK back in 1993 and is now spreading 
across the globe. The egg shaped, Italian designer, burial pod into a tree product is still at a start 
up/concept phase, smaller urn versions are now available.
Rosie Inman-Cook,  Manager



SHEEPDROVE ORGANIC FARM
NATURAL BURIAL GROUND 
Located high on the berkshire 

downs and overlooking 
peaceful vistas

Sheepdrove organic Farm & 
eco conFerence centre 

Sheepdrove road, Lambourn, 
berkShire rg17 7uu

inFo@Sheepdrove.com  01488 674747
www.Sheepdrove.com

We comply with the the ANBG Code of  Conduct

http://www.sheepdrove.com
http://www.atlantic-rest.co.uk
http://www.southwestcremations.co.uk


We are known for our personal touch and are available day or night  
to help you through this time, offering advice and guidance

01206 862963   www.freedomfunerals.co.uk

The freedom to choose the funeral you want

FREED  M
F U N E R A L S

Choose the funeral you want

“We can’t thank you enough for
all the kindness you have shown us.”

http://www.crumptonruddfunerals.co.uk
http://www.freedomfunerals.co.uk
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http://www.eco-urns.co.uk
http://www.cheshamboispc.org.uk
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http://www.woodlandburialtrust.com
http://www.humanist.org.uk/tonycarter
http://www.humanist.org.uk/tonycarter
http://www.bellacouche.com


http://www.margaretrose.co.uk
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How depressing after the 25 years that 
natural burial grounds have existed that, in 

general, the larger firms of undertakers 
are still not supporting the idea.

From the dozens of burial site managers up and down the 
land the story is the same.  They are, in general, generating 

their own business; seldom getting that call from the 
undertaker saying “I have a family with me who are 

looking for a natural burial sometime next week.  Can they 
come and see you this afternoon to pick a plot?”

Worse still.  Recently bereaved families are visiting the
burial site first, loving it, choosing a plot that “mum 

would love”, toddling off to their local, “they did Dad’s 
and Nan’s funeral” FD, never to be seen again.

The pensive looking funeral director behind his desk has sucked 
his teeth and expresses concern over entertaining the mourners 

out in the open, or the distance for them to travel and talks the 
family into a nice dry trip to the crem’.  The emotionally vulnerable 

family weaken and agree because this professional must know best!

WHY is this happening?

Because a natural burial, where the family are not rushed through the 
system and are able to spend unlimited time at the grave side and 

even back-fill the grave, takes too bloody long.>>

Changing 
the 

Dinosaurs’
Mindset



>>In the half-day that is lost attending a natural burial, the men and 
vehicles could have squeezed three trips to the crematorium in.  

You only have to look at the day’s worksheet secreted in the hearse 
or the pall bearers pockets to see the reality of this.  

Oh and the wheel arches and cills may pick up some mud on 
country lanes and, worse of all they may get their shoes dirty.  
Clean, efficient and ergonomic profitability is what the busy 
boys want, 

Bugger what might have been best for the family.

Many of these undertakers consequently do not put the option of 
a natural burial on the table when families arrive overwhelmed 
and distressed in their offices, not knowing what their options are.  

The bereaved may even want burial for cultural reasons and are 
still not told how affordable a natural burial plot is compared to 
the local municipal, consequently spending thousands on a plot 
rather than hundreds or feeling cornered financially into choosing 
a cremation.*

The same cannot be said of the smaller independents who may 
only do two or so funeral a week.  For them a green burial is a 
lovely day out supporting the family, who enjoy their full 
attention and have a meaningful, time rich experience in a 
beautiful setting. >>
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Proper, caring, funeral directing I call it.

>>So what should the big boys do to satisfy their advertised mission of 
choice and respect. Well, with the family’s agreement and liaison with the 
cemetery manager they can - SHOCK HORROR - drop off and go.  

When many families discover that once they reach the burial ground, per-
haps following a church service, the men in black can disappear off to their 
next job, they are delighted.  Most cemetery managers and staff will happily 
guide families through the pall bearing and lowering into the grave. 

It is not rocket science and so many families do not want the 
funeral director hanging around whilst they take their time 
reading poems or popping champagne corks.  

The cemeteries don’t want to be funeral directors and are not trying to 
muscle in, they are simply trying to help everyone out, including the indus-
try.

This system is working well at one well  known NBG in the south where at 
50% of the funerals the family and the burial site staff take responsibili-
ty once the coffin arrives on site.  The undertakers trust this established 
woodland site to look after ‘’their families’, get the grave size right and su-
pervise safely. A great outcome for the mourners and the funeral directors 
alike who can maximise the use of their hardware and personnel plus keep 
their shoes clean. 
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What the ‘refuseniks’ fail to realise is that this attitude is losing 
them work.  Increasingly families are searching on line, discover-
ing the burial ground they want and asking the burial ground for 
a recommended undertaker.  So those supportive independents 
are getting busier. Hooray.

One well known Green site became so frustrated and disillusioned with 
the attitude of the industry that they have set up their own undertaking 
service, having invested in vehicles and building a state-of-the-art 
mortuary.   It wasn’t what they wanted to do but have been driven to do it.  
They are thriving.

So fossils, don’t you think it is time you evolved?

*Average natural burial ground 
(ANBG member) plot price is £600.

Average plot price in 32 London boroughs 
is £3200. Haringey tops the list at nearly 
8K for a new grave.

Please click on the cover of Edition 
6 for an article on ‘Burial for 
Urbanites’,

Article by Rosie Inman-Cook
Editor

https://issuu.com/moretodeath/docs/more_to_death_edition6
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http://www.edenvalleyburials.org.uk


Our service is also available without a pre-arrangement

Request a free information pack at: 
plans@simplicita.co.uk 
or phone 0800 689 0343 

or visit www.simplicita.co.uk 
and www.nofuneral.co.uk

Our Plan is administered by Ecclesiastical Planning Services Ltd, 
who are registered with the Funeral Planning Authority.

The plan for people
that positively, de�nitely,

don‘t want a funeral...

The UK‘s Leading Direct Cremation Plan

http://www.edenvalleyburials.org.uk
http://www.westallpark.co.uk
http://www.simplicita.co.uk
http://www.freddellius-celebrant.co.uk
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There’s no escaping the inevitability of death 
but there is no reason that your passing has 
to be a costly and staid affair that sees loved 
ones pressing for formality and struggling to 
conform.  Your funeral can be as individual as 
you are.  The choice to have a natural burial is 
one that many make based on a variety of 
factors. It’s not all about being with nature. 

The  path  of  a  natural  burial  can  have  such  varied                               
beginnings. 

Families,  who  have  experienced  tragedy  but  know that  a 

young  life  who  was  at  one  with  nature,  would  only  rest 

peacefully  in  a  woodland  setting.  Individuals  who  led  a  life 

of  conservation  and ecological  ethics  who  wish  to  be  buried  

in  a  manner  that  is  eco  friendly  and  low  impact. >>

working with 
Nature 

Death
and
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>>Families  who  wish  to  keep  things  simple,  subtle  and  cost ef-
fective.  And  then  we  have  those  who  choose  a  space that  is  not  
segregated  to  a  single  faith.  An  open  and  welcoming  space  that 
encourages a free flow of individuality and a more relaxed approach 
to grieving. It’s really not as intimidating  to  talk  about  as  you  may  
think.

Let me talk you through our day:

The  morning  sun  warms  the glass  panelled  walls  of  the  dining  
room  as  the kitchen  team  busy  themselves  with  scotch  eggs,  
home  made  chutneys  and  the smell of  baked  ham  fills  the  halls. 

A  team  welcomes  family  and  mourners  as  they  arrive  to  hang  
their  personal items  to  the  memory  tree.   They  bring  photo-
graphs  and  smile  as  they  place them  alongside  many  more  on  
a  large  board  with  a  solitary name  at  the  top. 
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Their  smiles  evolve  to  hugs  as  people  share  their  sto-
ries.
 
Peace  descends  as  the  coffin  bearers  carry  the  wicker  coffin,  
bathed  in  flowers. He’s  here.  We  close  the  doors  to  the  celebrant  
and  the  funeral  party,  as  this  is their  time.  Reflection. 

The  rhythmic beating of horse hooves on tarmac awakens the senses 
as the family and mourners proceed behind the coffin up to the nat-
ural burial ground. Winding through the downland, sharing love and 
laughter as they go.  

There  is  something  entirely  beautiful  in  the  blessing  of  wild  
birdsong  and the woodland  delivers  just  that.  A  chorus  to  wel-
come  even  the  most  weary  of hearts.  The  burial  is  a  personal  
time  that  is  guided  by  the  family  and  friends (and  sometimes,  
the  deceased).  A  scene  of  peace,  calm  and  solemn  good  will. >>



We  wish  you  well  on  your  journey,  good friend. 

>>The  group  returns  to  the  centre  for  greetings  of  food  and  
warmth  and  of  tea and  cake.  It’s  time  to  breathe,  time  to  gather  
your  thoughts  and  fortify  your body.  Eat,  drink  and  be  merry  for  
you  are  among  friends.

As  I  type  this,  I  can  hear,  echoing  in  our  courtyard,  the  laughter  
of  children and  the  chattering  of  family  and  friends  as  they  re-
member  a  loved  one  who has  been  buried  today.  This  is  a  cel-
ebration  of  life  and  a  gathering of love,  support and  nourishment.  
This  is  the  essence  of  a  natural  burial -  a  journey  through  the life  
of  the  deceased  and  through  the  memories  of  those  who  remain. 

Family  and  mourners  return  throughout  the  year  to  spend  time  
with  the  deceased  and  reflect  upon  life,  death  and  the  miracle  
that  intertwines  them  both.  Nature  is  a  haven,  a  place  to  seek  
solace  and  to  escape  the  humdrum  of  everyday  life. 
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We choose  to walk  the  hills,  breathe  in  the  scent  of  wildflowers  
in  meadows  or take  in  the  light  dappled  beauty  of  the  forest  
to  help  soothe  our  senses.  Why should  that  change  in  grief  or  
death? 

Natural  burials are  about  leaving  our  footprints  
on  the  hearts  and  minds  of  those  we  love, 

 rather  than  leaving  them  on  the  earth. 

“Death,  for  those  who  live  on,  is  the  ending  of  a chapter  rather  
than  the  end of  the  book  and  although  the  dead  have  no  more  
part  to  play  as  characters, their  influence  may  continue;  right  
through  the  story.” – John Peel.

Sophie Marshall 
Sheepdrove  Natural  Burial  Ground. 
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I was really taken with Sophie’s article 
above, describing a typical funeral at 
Sheepdrove.

It is one of the most recent to open in the UK. 
The quality of the feedback forms I have 
received about their customer service so far 
indicate that this site is one to watch. 
A Brilliant start - Editor

Here is a bit about the site and the people 
behind it.

The burial ground covers four acres set within a 2,500 
acre working organic farm owned by campaigners and 
environmentalists  Peter  and  Juliet  Kindersley.  It  is  
a truly inspirational place with a team whose hearts lie 
in the countryside, a shared passion and an ethos of 
self-sufficiency, environmental sustainability and animal 
welfare. Their commitment resonates, with values that 
we  all  hold  dear:  blaze  a  trail,  pursue  your  dreams, 
hold  true  to  what  you  believe  in  and  make  a  positive 
impact  on  the  world.

The  woodland  enjoys  an  elevated  position  with  glori-
ous  views  of  their  organic  meadows  and  the  surround-
ing valleys. Snowdrops, cowslips and the many blossoms  
of  spring give way to sun-dappled leafy shade and the 
wild  flowers of summer, the fiery blaze of autumn glory 
and the frosted patterns on bare branches in the silver 
light of winter.>>

The Magic 
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>>The  local  Berkshire  landscape  is  noted  for  its  historic  significance. 
Famous  sites  nearby  include  the  Uffington  White  Horse  and  less  than  a  
mile away  is  a  Neolithic  burial  ground,  the  curiously  named,  Seven  Barrows.  
This area contains some 26 burial mounds forming a remarkable Bronze Age 
cemetery. Excavations of these barrows have revealed the remains of hundreds 
of individuals  dating  back from, as early as 2200BC and throughout the area 
there  remain  sarsen  stones  marking  sites of ancient importance.

This suggests that for thousands of years, the land has been of significant 
spiritual and ritualistic importance.

A  truly  special  place.  Sheepdrove is, in effect, a nature reserve, which provides 
peace of mind  for  the  family and a place of solace, as  the  site will remain a 
protected natural environment, set in perpetuity.

For further information or to arrange to view the burial-ground
01488 674747 or info@sheepdrove.com
Sheepdrove Organic Farm & Eco 
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http://www.phillipsfuneralservices.co.uk


http://www.affordable-funerals.co.uk
http://www.wendy-clarkson-funeral-services.co.uk
http://www.dlhancock.co.uk


http://www.naturaldeath.org.uk/index.php?page=donations


http://www.naturaldeath.org.uk/index.php?page=donations


http://www.willowsnbg.co.uk


a quiet place
for reflection...
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Maureen loved cats. When she moved back to   
England from Singapore, she brought nine with 
her. The bill for quarantine was hefty. When she 
retired, Maureen looked after numerous injured 
and ill cats during their final months. 

So it felt entirely appropriate that 
we should read T S Eliot’s poem 
‘The Naming of Cats’ at Maureen’s 
funeral ceremony. There were 
two good reasons for this. 

Firstly, the poem says that cats have three different names: one which they use in 
public, one used with friends and family and another which is known only to them-
selves. At another level of meaning in the poem, this refers to people having three 
different personas – public, private and personal – as it was thought Maureen did 
perhaps. In the same way, people across the world have differing relationships 
with death, which affect our behaviour in profound ways at cultural, social and 
psychological levels.

About seventy thousand years ago Homo sapiens had evolved with  larger brains 
to give them imagination, inventiveness and consciousness of the future. However, 
it is thought this also meant they needed to cope with the fear of death. Their con-
sciousness gave them the knowledge that they were vulnerable, for example, to 
being eaten by a lion (no offence meant to cat-lovers!)… they had seen it happen 
to other members of their tribe and it gave them a mortal terror. To avoid being 
overwhelmed by that terror and rendered unable to cope with daily life, they used 
their imagination to come up with ways of dealing with their fear.>>
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The Naming 
         of Cats



The predominant way of coping with 
mortal terror to emerge, was to 

imagine that death was part of a transition 
to another life or being. 

>>The mortal body was somehow transformed into another state or 
continued to live in another world. And so, in pre-historic times, animist 
and pagan 
beliefs evolved in which spirits existed in the natural world to look after 
us and we would join them after death in a supernatural world. Subse-
quently, such beliefs developed into cultural ways of coping with mor-
tal terror. 

Archaeological and recorded evidence shows us that rituals, art and 
mythology (stories) emerged as ways of reinforcing such beliefs into 
cultural ‘world views’ or organised religions. These also assisted believ-
ers by affirming their existence and place in society, in a similar way 
to our political systems and moral codes. Funerals rituals were part of 
those cultural systems. 

Funerals have many functions at a social level, according to personal 
beliefs. They help us to commemorate or venerate a life; allow the pass-
ing of the spirit into another world or the soul into the next life; assist 
in grieving or coming to terms with the loss of a person to the family; 
provide a public show of mourning or status. 

A funeral consists of two basic 
components; a ritual plus disposal 

or preservation of the corpse. 

These have taken varied forms amongst different societies, involving 
the familiar cremation or burial and including sky burial, pyramid 
tomb, boat burial, being dug up and bones kept as holy relics, etc. 

Evidence of elaborate burials go back at least twenty-eight thousand 
years to the archaeological site at Sungir, near Vladimir, Russia.>>
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>>These are all symbols of the way in which death affects our behaviour 
at a social level. Throughout human history, generations have wanted to 
remember their ancestors.

Psychologically, death makes deep impacts on our behaviour at conscious 
and sub-conscious levels. At a conscious level, grieving can affect our 
ability to function in daily life. We may feel unable to sleep or eat nor-
mally, shocked, numb,  angry,  lost,  revengeful  or  even  relieved. At the 
sub-conscious level, some  very  interesting work  has  been  done  by 
American  psychologists*,  based  on  the  theories  of  Ernest  Becker, an 
anthropologist  who  won  a  Pulizer  prize  in  1974 for his book ‘The 
Denial of Death’.

Becker  said  that  our  individual  character  is  partly  formed  around  the 
process  of  denying  one’s  own  mortality  and  that  this denial  is  a nec-
essary  component  of  functioning  in  the  world.  Much  of  the  evil  in  
the  world,  he  believed, is a consequence of this irrational need to deny 
death. 

Becker goes on to say that to help banish the mortal dread, we need   to 
have confidence in a cultural scheme of things (world view, social  values 
or  core  beliefs) as  well  as  comfort  in  our  own self-worth.  It  can  be 
deeply  disturbing  to  have  one’s  self  esteem  damaged  or  fundamental 
beliefs  called  into  question.>>

For most people who die nowadays, there is 
usually some form of memorial, headstone, 

urn, shrine, Facebook page, photo album etc. 
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‘This sub-conscious fear of death has been shown to be 
related to harsh judgements of other people; 

to depression and mental illness; seeking wealth, 
fame or power; suicide and substance 

abuse; anxiety and phobias’

Many people go to all sorts of lengths to keep reminders of our mortality 
at bay. Our self-worth as humans may be bolstered by practices like body 
adornment, make-up, hairstyles, depilation, body art, plastic surgery. And 
our world view may be reinforced by spiritual uplifting (e.g. prayer, med-
itation, trance) or identifying with our social group through e.g. body art, 
fashion or wearing badges.
 
At a social level, when someone ‘different’ challenges our core beliefs, we 
have a tendency to ostracise, threaten, humiliate, or destroy them. Nation 
states or extremist groups use whatever military technology or terrorist tac-
tics they have to defend their secular or religious ideologies – whether to 
keep the world safe for democracy or rid the world of evil. Both sides claim 
the ethical high ground. Violent confrontation can ensue from what one side 
sees as a righteous reaction to a humiliating injustice... and then vice-versa.

I hope this doesn’t all sound too doom-laden, when you started reading 
about pussy cats. If you think about various things going on in the world to-
day, perhaps you can see the relevance of Becker’s theories. So, I’ve written 
this article in the hope that more people will seek to come to terms with 
their own mortality and be able to talk about the end of their life. Groups 
like Death Café, Dying Matters, the ‘Before I Go’ programme, end-of-life 
doulas and palliative carers are all helping to do this. Then perhaps more 
people can be content with living this life to the full. 

Oh, and the second reason for reading 
‘The Naming of Cats’ at Maureen’s funeral 

was that she must have named a lot of 
cats during her lifetime.

Reference: *  The Worm At The Core. On the role of Death in life. Solomon, Greenberg & Pyszczynski 2015. 
(Based on the work of Ernest Becker)

 Article by Tony Carter, Humanist Funeral Celebrant.
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The Naming Of Cats 
by T. S. Eliot

The Naming of Cats is a difficult matter,
It isn’t just one of your holiday games;

You may think at first I’m as mad as a hatter
When I tell you, a cat must have THREE DIFFERENT NAMES.

First of all, there’s the name that the family use daily,
Such as Peter, Augustus, Alonzo or James,

Such as Victor or Jonathan, George or Bill Bailey--
All of them sensible everyday names.

There are fancier names if you think they sound sweeter,
Some for the gentlemen, some for the dames:

Such as Plato, Admetus, Electra, Demeter--
But all of them sensible everyday names.

But I tell you, a cat needs a name that’s particular,
A name that’s peculiar, and more dignified,

Else how can he keep up his tail perpendicular,
Or spread out his whiskers, or cherish his pride?
Of names of this kind, I can give you a quorum,

Such as Munkustrap, Quaxo, or Coricopat,
Such as Bombalurina, or else Jellylorum-

Names that never belong to more than one cat.
But above and beyond there’s still one name left over,

And that is the name that you never will guess;
The name that no human research can discover--

But THE CAT HIMSELF KNOWS, and will never confess.
When you notice a cat in profound meditation,

The reason, I tell you, is always the same:
His mind is engaged in a rapt contemplation

Of the thought, of the thought, of the thought of his name:
His ineffable effable

Effanineffable
Deep and inscrutable singular Name.
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If you would like to know more about 

family led funerals but arent quite ready 

to make that call, why not listen to Claire 

on the video above and see how you feel 

afterwards.

https://youtu.be/TXTwOrBJphU
http://www.onlywithlove.co.uk


http://www.onlywithlove.co.uk


In recent months, one of our members 
has restored some honour to a 

celebrated War Veteran’s memorial 
in Colchester.

The grave of a veteran awarded with the Victoria Cross has been 
refurbished by a local funeral director in time for Remembrance 
Day. The memorial of Private Edmund Fowler, who was given the 
medal in 1882 after extraordinary bravery during the Zulu War in 
1879, had fallen into a state of disrepair since his burial in 
Colchester Cemetery in 1926 after his death aged 64.

Private Fowler, originally from Waterford in Ireland, was serving 
in the Second Battalion of the Cameronians (Scottish Rifles), when 
he was ordered to remove tribesmen from a cave up in Hlobane 
Mountain, South Africa. Advancing in single file, he had his cap-
tain gunned down in front of him before rushing forward and pro-
ceeding to clear out the stronghold. 

After leaving the army, Private Fowler moved to Colchester with 
his family, making his home a Berechurch Road, St Giles and run-
ning a pub in Stanwell Street.

Lee Jaschok, Director of Freedom Funerals, cleaned up the 
memorial free of charge. Mr Jaschok was ‘honoured’ to be 
able to help in any way possible, saying: 

“It was the least that we could do for such a 
decorated war veteran buried in 

Colchester and especially so he can be 
celebrated once again on Remembrance Day 

ninety years after his passing.”

Victoria Cross Hero’s Grave 
Returned to Former Glory

page94



page50

War Veteran Private Edmund Fowler 

was laid to rest in Colchester

Cemetery in 1926 at the age of 64.
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Do We Actually 
Need Words 
at a Funeral?
As  a  musician,  I’d  been  on and  off  the  road  and  
in  and out of  the  studio  all  my  working life.  As I 
passed through the age of  50, burnt out and creative-
ly buried, I was asked to read  at  the  funeral  for  Jack  
Penfold, a  locally  known  poet and  member of  my  
wife’s  creative  writing  group.

It   was   also   requested  that  we  attended  the family  visit  by  
the  humanist  celebrant  –  for  the  surviving  daughter,  a  devout  
Catholic, respected  her  father’s  wish  for  a  non-religious fare-
well  and  wanted  some  support  and input.   I  recognised  the  
celebrant,  Denis Cobell,  he  had  been  humanist  chaplain  to  
the  Mayor  of  Lewisham.  He  too  was  known locally  and indeed  
nationally  as  an  active  humanist  having just  completed  a  ten  
year  stint  as  President  of   the  National  Secular  Society.

I  felt  at  home  during  the  meeting,  it  was  
like planning a  ‘set  list’  for  a  gig.

When  we  arrived  on  the  day,  at  the  local  crematorium,  we  
met Denis  and  together  we   wandered  into  the  control  room,  
again this  all  looked  familiar,  a  bit  like  backstage  at  a  small 
arts  centre. >>
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 As   I   stood   to   read   the   poem,   a   witty   
discourse  on   false  teeth,   I   instinctively   ran   

with  Jack’s   mischievous   sense   of   surrealism.   

>>I  placed my  head  on  the  coffin  and  covertly  pulled  a harmon-
ica  from  my  top  pocket. Strange  sounds  began  to  emerge.

A  few  weeks  later,  following  protracted discussion  with  my  wife  
and  weighing  up the  stress  of  bandleading,  long  distance  travel-
ling,  the  decline  of  the  recording  industry (don’t  get  me  started 
on  digital  downloads),  set  against  the  enormity  of,  say,   ringing  
a   distraught   father   to   say   ‘Hi,   I’m   the  humanist  celebrant who  
will  be  conducting  the  funeral  for  your  five  year  old  daughter’.   
My  application  to  train  for  funerals  was  eventually  dispatched  to 
the  British  Humanist  Association. 

Soon, I found myself being interviewed by the same Mr Cobell. 
‘Well,  Billy’,  said  Denis,  with   that   twinkle  in  his  eye,  ‘you’re  a  
musician,  so  you’ll  no doubt  have  lots  of  musical  suggestions  to 
help  a  family.   If  a  family  is  lost  for  ideas when,  say,  the coffin  
is  lowered  for  cremation,  I  might  suggest  Bach’s  ‘Air  On  The                 
G  String’...... ’Those   of   a   certain   age   know   that   best   for  its  
use  in  a  certain  television  cigar  advert.

Once  more,  I  felt  at  home. In  July  2008,  after  six  months  of  bril-
liant    BHA   training,   script  writing,   humanist   meet   ups   and  
observations,  I   sat   in   a   garret  of   a   hotel   room   in   Glasgow,  
where  I  was  performing  with  the award  winning  ‘Kidsamonium’,  
teaching  kids  the  joy  of  jazz.

I   was   ‘Billy   The   Aviator   -   The   Guitarist   Who   Thinks   He   Can  
Fly.  But  Can’t’  (well,  someone’s got to do it...). I  had  just  been  
given BHA  provisional  accreditation  status  as  a  celebrant  and  
I  spent  every free  moment  in  that  hotel  room  re-reading  my  
enormous  amount  of  learning  materials  and  thumbing   my   ever  
enlarging  travelling  collection  of  ritual,  theological  and  free-
thinking  reference  books.

I   was   about   to   return   to   my   South   East   London   patch   to  
begin  my   new   ‘vocation’,   armed   with   two   objectives.  One,   
was   to   call  myself   an   ‘officiant’.   Thinking   back   to   the   possi-
ble   clash   of   the  word   ‘celebrate’   when   a   life   had   been   cut  
too   short,   I   felt   ‘officiant’   was   more   neutral.>>
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with Mentor 
Denis Cobel



‘Why  don’t  we  use  the word  ‘Minister’?  
I  questioned  one  of  my trainers.  

‘That  has  religious  connotations”,   
was  the  terse response.  

>>I’d  never  considered  the  Minister  of  Transport  or  the  Minister  
of  Arts  religious... 

A   few   years   later,   when   I   attended,   with   my   aunt   and  uncle,   
the   first   high   church  CoE   morning   service   I’d   been   to  in   
about  40   years,   which   they   used   to   call   Matins   but   seemed  
to   be   called  something   like   ‘Messy   Church’  -  or  was  that  what   
they   call   ‘Sunday   School’   now?   How   it   amused   me   that   the  
programme   listed  not   ‘vicar’   but  ‘Celebrant’!
The   second   objective   was   to   book   into   Charlie   Hart’s   Equator   
Studios   with   my   acoustic   guitar,   to   document   pieces   inspired   
by  my   training   and   the   whole   concept  of  ‘ritual’,  loss  and  be-
reavement.   After   a   couple   of   hours   recording   some  sketches,  
producer   and   engineer   Charlie   was   quite   frank   with  me.   ‘I  
think  you   need   to   go   away   and   work   on   this   a   bit’. 
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At  first,  I  could  blend  the  music  and  the  funerals.  One  quartet 
recording,  I  told  Charlie,  took  me  26  funerals  to  pay  for.  ’No Billy’,  
he  replied,  ‘what  you  really  mean  is  that  26  people  had to  die  
just  so  you  could  make  an  album’.

The  funerals  were  indeed  a  perfect  complement  to  my  musical 
life,  but  with  several  advantages.  I   only  worked  locally  (my ‘hu-
manist  parish’),  the  ‘gigs’   were   always   daytime   and,  the  best  
bit,  I’d  be  given  the  cheque  before  the  ‘gig’  actually  started’  –  not  
something  recommended   in  the   sometimes   dubious   world   of   
the   music  business.

But,   two   years   in,   in   2010,  I  played  my  last  live  concert.  A  fit-
ting event  to  pause  with,  as  the  BBC  Big  Band  played  my  music  
whilst  I  twanged  over  the  top  of  them  and  it  was  recorded  and 
broadcast  later  on  Radio  3.    

But   even   at   that   event,   the   death  profession   seeped  in.   I   
ended  the   first   half   by   informing   the   audience   that   ‘there   is  
about  to  be  an   interval,   that   you   will   all  walk   out   of   the   au-
ditorium,  and  we   must   all   treasure   every   single   moment   we  
live   and   breathe  –  for   you   may  not   return.....’. >>

Wild West Funeral of
Bill I -Two Persons’ Stone
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>>This   led   me  into  singing  the   beautiful  ‘For  All   We   Know’  first 
popularised   by   Nat   King  Cole (‘for  all  we know,  we  may never  meet  
again....’)

Somehow,  I  seemed  to  be  meeting  a  family,  collaborating,  creating  and  
conducting  a  funeral  on  an  average  of  one  every  six  days.  Plus,  all  
the  necessary  liaising  with  my  regional  colleagues,  BHA  head  office,  
funeral  arrangers  and  many  others  within  the  funeral  profession  –  all  of 
whom  I   held  and  still  hold   in   the  highest  regard.  It  had  to  be  a  Tra-
ditional  Jazz  banjoist who  dryly  told  me, whilst   we  were  taking  part  in  
a  Chapel  of Rest  dedication  for  a  new  funeral  parlour,  that  an  anagram 
of ‘funeral’ was  ‘real  fun’. But  that  ‘real fun’  left  no  time  for  the  hedonistic  
joys  of  music making. 

So,  after  nearly  seven  years  and  368  funerals later,  once  more  I   was  
burnt  out  and creatively  buried.  I  was  ready  to  return  to Charlie  Hart  
and  Equator Studios.

The  study  of  comparative  religions,  beliefs  and  rituals,  studying (most-
ly  face  on)  how  humans  act  and  react  during  a  funeral,  led  me to  the  
thought  that  you  could  take  away  the  words  and  semantics from  a  fu-
neral.  It   is   the  rhythm  of  the  intonation  that   resonates.  Meaning does,  
of  course,  give  solace.

But   sometimes,   words   can   jar  and   interrupt   the   
purity   of   what   I call   ‘the   final  journey’ 

– insomuch  a  funeral  is  the  last  time one is  in  
the  physical  presence  of  the  deceased. 

I   took  my  ‘low  strung  acoustic  guitar’  into  the  recording  studio,  tuned  
two   tones   lower   than   normal   with   the  note   ‘A’   at   432Hz,  slightly  
lower   than  the  accepted  440Hz  and  began  musically  documenting  the  
resonation  of  a  typical  non-religious ritual. 

Non-religious  insomuch as  that  was  what  I’d  been  practicing.  But  
‘spiritual’? Absolutely! 

Billy Jenkins
Death, Ritual & Resonation
A worldwide download release VOTP Records    VOTP  VOCDD 118
Distributed by Cadiz Music
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This year the final judging of the annual People’s award for the best natural burial 
grounds was heroically  undertaken by Lucy Talbot of Dead Maidens fame.

Well over 500 feedback forms, received throughout the last year were scrutinised, 
particularly for comments regarding the level of customer care that families expe-
rienced. This is what Lucy had to say of all the entries.

‘The bar was very high, 
consistently so in fact. It was a 

difficult task but a truly enjoyable one. 
I was overwhelmed by the feedback. So many 
of the comments brought tears to my eyes, the 

sheer beauty and often simplicity of the touches 
placed on the services provided, just incredible. The 

quality and skill must be recognised of each nominee 
I had the pleasure of reading about. 

The comments continually painted me warm 
pictures of kind, motivated individuals going 

above and beyond. It struck me that however big or 
small the team, detail and a personalised service 

was never compromised
. 

It was an honour to  be involved in this 
process, keep doing what you are doing 

and be proud of the difference you 
are making.’                         

                            Lucy Talbot - 
                           Dead Maidens
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So these awards are not about facilities, they are about the experience.  The 
success of the following sites comes down to the passion and commitment of 
the staff not to mention their attention to detail.

The winners and runners up in the 5 regions of Britain are:-

SOUTH 
WEST

SOUTH 
EAST

EAST OF

BRITAIN

WEST OF

BRITAIN

NORTH OF

BRITAIN

Winner:
Jo and Tom at Higher Ground Meadow in Dorset.
Runners up:
Ele and Anthony at Pentiddy Natural Burial Ground in Cornwall.

Winner:
Sian Muir at Deerton Natural Burial Ground in Kent.
Runner up:
Linda Parry at St Albans Woodland Burial Ground, 
Bedfordshire.

Winner:
Andy Bruce at Westhope Green Burial Ground, 
Shropshire.
Runner up:
Eira and Ifor at Green Lane Burial Field in Powys.

Winner:
Chris and Jenny at the Willows Natural Burial Ground 
Leicestershire.
Runner up:
Chris and Jonathan at Brightwater Green Burial Ground in 
Lincolnshire.

Winner:
Chris Weston at Brocklands Woodland Burial Ground  
near Settle.
Runner up:
Fiona Rankin at Clovery Woods of Rest in Aberdeenshire.

From the five regional winners the over all best in 
UK 2017 was again awarded to; 

Higher Ground Meadow in Dorset.

The  Natural  Death  Centre’s  own  burial  ground  in  Kent  can  obviously  not  be 
entered  into  the  fray.  As  Lucy  had  no  idea who was  who  I  snuck  Martin  and 
Amy’s Eden  Valley  feedback forms into the mix.  They did really well.  I plan to 
enter  them  into  the  Good  Funeral  Guide  awards instead.  
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