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Why bother with a Hymn Book
Brian Edwards

The age of overhead projectors and data projection is not just here to stay; it is here to
be improved and expanded. For this reason most hymn books offer their words on CD
as well, and in many churches the hard copies are stacked away in a dark cupboard
somewhere out of sight. But why has the hymn book gone out of fashion?
First, because hymn books are expensive and bulky. Certainly they are, but how

much cost and inconvenience are we prepared to invest in one of the most significant
parts of our corporate worship of God?
Second, because our hymn books are static; we cannot add to the stock. This is

partly true, but a good hymn book will provide a strong and deep reservoir that can be
augmented by the best of new material via the ubiquitous OHP.
Third, most congregations sing better when they are looking up at a screen rather

than down at a book. I thought so once, but in my experience of itinerating I have
come to the conclusion that a congregation either sings well or it doesn’t. In reality I
commend for their singing more ‘hard copy’ congregations than ‘digital’ ones.
Besides, worshippers do not have to be buried in a book any more than the screen-
gazers have to be distracted by latecomers; it is all a matter of discipline.
Apart from these, I have not heard many other arguments against the good old

hymn book. But there will always be those who regard them as a throwback to
traditional ‘churchgoing’ and think that any progressive contemporary congregation
will abandon books on principle - presumably along with the seats, musical
instruments and Bibles. So, what can we say in favour of a hymn book in hand?
First, the hymn book is valuable in corporate worship. When I sing a hymn or song,

I like to know its size and development. A glance at the length and structure of the
verses will tell me where I am going and what I am committed to. The one leading the
service can draw my attention to verse three or five, or the significance of the first line
or conclusion of each verse, and I can take it all in at once. When I sing a verse that
thrills my heart, moves me to tears, humbles me or encourages me, I can read it again
and again - and take it home with me if I wish to. Unfortunately, when the screen goes
blank and I have forgotten the first line, I have little hope of finding that item again.
Secondly, the hymn book is a valuable devotional aid. It can be read before, during

and after the service, and at home. At one time a hymn book was part of the prayer
life of many Christians; today fewer Christian households even possess a hymn book
unless there is a musician among them. The rich theology and spiritual experience of
our best hymns, songs and psalm renderings is simply not available to Christians until
they arrive in church - and then only fleetingly.
Thirdly, I like to know not only the size and development of a hymn, but its age.

The hymn book allows us to learn who hymn writers are and when they wrote. Does
this matter? Many Christians value particular authors in their book reading and learn
who can be trusted to meet their needs. Why should it be any different with hymns?
Besides, are we no longer interested in our Christian heritage? Surely we can learn
something from the fact that many great hymns were written in the eighteenth
century? Sadly a new generation is growing up that knows nothing about hymn
writers because the only time they learn who wrote a hymn, and when, is a brief
glance as they sing the final verse - if at all.
Fourthly, the hymn book is versatile. You can use it in small meetings and any

meeting. If you allow occasions in your church when members of the congregation
can choose a hymn or song, there is no substitute for a real book with an index. A
hymn book requires no support equipment, no electricity, and no-one to project it -

have you ever experienced a power cut on a hymn book or been present when its bulb
blew? It does of course require someone to hand it out, and that is a valuable point of
contact with the visitor; it also provides the visitor with a more valuable pre-service
occupation than the largely irrelevant notice-sheet.
Fifthly, a good hymn book is ‘user-friendly’ for those with poor eyesight, or who

have to remain seated when they sing, or who - even when standing - find themselves
behind the tallest guy in church. None of our older buildings was built with a central
white screen in mind.
Each of these arguments in favour of the hymn book will carry more or less weight

in different congregations. They are in what I consider to be an approximate order of
importance. It will be a sad time when the hymn book becomes a relic of the days
when Christians knew hymns - not just ditties - by heart, and used them in the prayer
meeting to encourage and comfort, challenge and correct.

This article first appeared in ‘Evangelicals Now’ (monthly) for April 2002, and is
reproduced here, with minor changes, with the author’s permission.

All Over the Place - 4:
The North Sea, wartime, and a sailor recalls: Our ship had sailed under sealed orders.
Its destination was top secret, but this did nothing to stop speculation on board as to
where our mission might be. On the first Sunday into the mystery voyage, the Captain
conducted a service of worship. He began (see Correspondence?) by announcing: ‘As
you know, we have sailed under sealed orders. You do not know where you are going.
The officers and crew do not know where the ship is heading. Only I know, and that
information is classified under the Official Secrets Act. That is all I can tell you. Now
let us begin our service by singing ‘From Greenland’s icy mountains’. (Contributed
by Graham Deans, now of Orkney, whose former church magazine editor was there,
and told the story.)
Somewhere, a former BBC tennis correspondent recalls: Perhaps too it was God
upholding me, however tenuously, to the shallow promise made at my Confirmation
…But we did sing ‘O Jesus, I have promised to serve thee to the end’, and somewhere
in that fourteen-year-old boy’s mind there must have been some understanding of
what it was about’ (Gerald Williams, AWhole New Ball Game, 1983, page 24).
Glasgow, the mother of a quadriplegic son, now in his teens, writes: By the time
David was eight years old he had undergone eight operations, riding to most of them
on a Thomas the Tank Engine theatre trolley … He handled each one reasonably well.
But as he grew older and more aware of what was happening, he became frightened.
Then he would say to me, ‘Mam, read to me and pray with me.’ David loved singing
psalms, especially psalm nine which he knew by heart. Perhaps there were times when
my voice shook as I sang his favourite psalm for him:

Lord, thee I’ll praise with all my heart,
thy wonders all proclaim.
In thee, Most High, I’ll greatly joy,
and sing unto thy name.

(Lena Cowie in Finding God in the Darkness, ed. Irene Howat, 1998, p.97)
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Conference 2002 at Leicester
Bernard Massey

Although the Society makes a point of meeting year by year in all the main regions of
its bailiwick, we had never before gathered in Leicester or even Leicestershire. There
might thus have been a novelty factor attracting close on a hundred members of this
year’s conference from 23 to 25 July. In any event it was gratifying and encouraging
that our company included a goodly number of first-timers - and nothing suggests that
any regretted having taken the plunge.
Our venue was a delightful leafy suburb some three miles south-east of the city,

which, in Edwardian times, must have been Leicester’s ‘millionaires’ row’. We were
comfortably housed and well fed in Beaumont Hall, one of a number of elegant
country houses built for prosperous Leicester industrialists, and now happily
preserved and extended as university halls of residence. For a gathering of hymn-
lovers it was pleasingly appropriate that Beaumont Hall had been built (in 1904 - for
a mere £19,000) for a hosiery manufacturer: after all William Gardiner, to whom we
owe such well-known tunes as BELMONT and FULDA, was a noted stocking
manufacturer in Leicester in the early nineteenth century.
Members soon completed the minor formalities of registration and then, fortified by

tea or coffee and biscuits, they set off for neighbouring Digby Hall where our main
sessions were to be held. (The distance was short and the weather clement, but
volunteer car-drivers gallantly helped the less fleet of foot.)
Here we were welcomed by Elizabeth Cosnett, our Executive President, and then

our member Dr Ian Sharp provided what he modestly described as the hors-d’oeuvres
of the conference. This was in fact a lively and wide-ranging lecture entitled ‘When
words call the tune’. The creative relation between hymn texts and tunes was, he said,
seldom considered, at any rate in public. An example looked at in some detail was
Henry Vaughan’s ‘My soul, there is a country’ as set in through-composed style by
Parry and also the usual hymn-book pairing with Vulpius’s CHRISTUS DER IST
MEIN LEBEN.Although a strophic setting is utilitarian (craft rather than art) a hymn-
tune need not be without artistic merit. In creating a mood, the combination of text
and tune can be more than the sum of the parts. One might expect better results when
words and music came from the same hand, though successful examples of such
ambidexterity were rare. (In our august company delicacy perhaps precluded mention
of names of the doubly talented). To indicate that a tune can set mood at odds with a
hymn text we were invited to sing ‘By cool Siloam’s shady rill’ to the
LINCOLNSHIRE POACHER. On the other hand, John Barnard’s GUITING
POWER to Michael Saward’s ‘Christ triumphant’ was cited as a perfect match.
Another entertaining exercise was to sing alternate couplets of ‘Love divine’ to
HYFRYDOL and BLAENWERN - although it was not clear what this demonstrated
beyond the inbuilt inertia of singers’ autopilots.
Hymns must be singable and memorable, and thus authors cannot allow themselves

as much flexibility of metre as can ‘secular’ poets. Authors not sufficiently sensitive
to metre can set composers some awkward problems. Ian Sharp cited a text he himself
had been faced with in which the lines of words were alternately iambic and trochaic:
fortunately, as the first line of each couplet had an odd number of syllables (7) he as
composer could resolve the difficulty by running the individual lines together. Not
only can tunes sometimes usefully camouflage poor rhymes, but a composer could on
occasion add emphasis to important words by a slight stretching of the metre, as in the
last line of John Wilson’s lauds, composed for ‘Songs of praise the angels sang’ (HP
512).
After dinner - and the post-prandial walk between the two halls to counteract any

tendency to somnolence - came our second lecture. This was given by Professor

Vincent Newey of the English Department of Leicester University, known for his
work on the Puritans, Bunyan and Wordsworth, and also for his studies of the poetry
of William Cowper. He was thus well equipped to discuss Olney Hymns (1779)
compiled by John Newton with Cowper’s assistance. In contrast to Newton, Cowper
was a man beset by fears and uncertainties yet he produced some of our most enduring
hymns. His contribution of 63 of the 348 hymns in the Olney collection showed his
fastidious craftsmanship and considerable versatility. For instance, in ‘The Contrite
Heart’, based on Isaiah 57:15, he could be reminiscent of George Herbert; gently
meditative in ‘Winter has a joy for me’; yet in There is a fountain’ he ‘pushed his
verses to the limits of decorum’. Newton’s pieces were apt to be more rugged and less
succinct, but something of Cowper’s poetic sensitivity had doubtless rubbed off on
him, as was demonstrated by his ‘spare, logical and closely disciplined’ lines on an
eclipse of the moon. And it was easy to overlook his poetic mastery in such a hymn
as ‘Amazing grace’with its effective parallelisms and precise placing of words. Hymn
Society members always delight to lift their voices in tuneful accord - and it was an
interesting experience to sing all five stanzas of ‘Glorious things’ to AUSTRIA,
accompanied on the violin by the speaker’s wife.
And the afternoon and the evening were the first day.And God saw that it was good.

Newton and Cowper did not envisage the use of Olney Hymns beyond their own
small Buckinghamshire parish. In recent years, however, hymns have taken on
national, even international, significance and, moreover, for large numbers of people
barely on the fringes of Christianity. To bring us right up to date with these broader
issues we could have had no better or more ebullient guide than Canon Roger Royle
speaking on ‘Hymns for Public Occasions’. Being closely associated in many
capacities with religious broadcasting he is himself no stranger to public occasions
and has for many years presented ‘Sunday Half Hour’, the weekly programme of
hymn-singing on BBC Radio 2. The session demonstrated that he is - in no derogatory
sense - a most accomplished performer. He did put on his spectacles just once to read
a letter from a radio listener and he played a taped extract from a broadcast; but
otherwise this was an unscripted coruscating display of wit and anecdote that
nevertheless contained at carefully spaced moments more serious points. He told of
the difficulties of penetrating the secrecy surrounding the choice of hymns for royal
funerals; of listeners’ reactions, both polite and vituperative, to choices of broadcast
hymns, particularly when the ‘wrong’ tune is used; and of the most effective way to
register one’s opinions of particular programmes (telephone the BBC’s Duty Officer).
Rarely can a conference have heard such a virtuoso address.
After a coffee break, abuzz with lively conversation and inspection of the

bookstalls, our member Gillian Warson took the stage for the topic ‘Singing for
Children’. Drawing in part on her experiences as a peripatetic music teacher in
Oxfordshire she reviewed the types of hymns (and near-hymns) sung by children in
day schools and Sunday schools over the past century and a half. A valuable source of
information had been the documentation of the music used in the anniversary services
of Bicester Methodist Sunday School. This might be thought to focus on a severely
limited field: however, for much of that time the offices of choirmaster and
superintendent in the school were held by members of the Hedges family, in particular
Sidney G. Hedges (1897-1974). He was a considerable figure in the Sunday School
movement and in Christian youth work; a prolific writer, he told the nation of the
school’s plans and activities through his regular columns in The Methodist Recorder
and The Sunday School Chronicle.

280 281280 281



The considerable changes in style and content of children’s hymnody, to say
nothing of the organization of schools and the current competing pressures from
secular subjects, provided plenty of meat for a fascinating session (enlivened by an
extract from the television cartoon ‘The Simpsons’ which was your reporter’s
introduction to this element of modern popular culture).
The second afternoon of conference has often been given to a trip to a local place

of interest. In Leicester the place of interest was right on our doorstep - the University
Botanic Gardens adjoining Beaumont Hall. A good proportion of members took the
opportunity of joining tours of the 16-acre gardens conducted by expert guides. After
this alfresco interlude there was ‘A Platform for New Writers’ chaired by Elizabeth
Cosnett. This was not an instructional workshop but an opportunity for members to
present, if they wished, some of their recent work to a sympathetic audience who
could offer brief comments on the pieces. Six members (between them supplying five
texts and four tunes) took part, and the general view seemed to be that this was a
valuable innovation.
In the evening we boarded buses to Bishop Street Methodist Church for our public

Act of Praise. The conductor, our member Richard Archer, had assembled one of the
largest choirs we have had for some years, and this disciplined and well-balanced
group contributed two anthems to the programme. A copy of the booklet used will
come with the next Bulletin, together with a summary of the commentary by Martin
Ellis.
And the morning, the afternoon and the evening were the second day. And God saw

that it was good.

On our final morning we celebrated (only a month late) the 300th anniversary of the
birth of Philip Doddridge. The Revd Malcolm Deacon, minister of Doddridge’s
church, Castle Hill (now) URC, Northampton, and author of a biography of
Doddridge, spoke to us about this major hymn-writer. Doddridge had crammed a
great deal into his short life of 49 years - partly perhaps by rising regularly at 5 a.m.!
He produced over 350 hymns and in those he was much influenced by his friend Isaac
Watts. Many of his hymns bring the Christian to a climax of eternal bliss. Doddridge
more or less invented hymns of social concern. Never himself of robust health (he was
the youngest of twenty children, only two of whom reached adulthood he campaigned
for inoculation against smallpox and founded an 80-bed infirmary in Northampton.
Among his interests were scientific and medical experiments and astronomy; he was
a keen advocate of shorthand (influencing Isaac Pitman); he inspired Wesley’s
founding of Kingswtxxl School, Bath, and promptedWilberforce and others in urging
the abolition of slavery. In sum, he was ‘a man of tolerance in an intolerant age’.
At the beginning of the Society’s AGM, formal greetings from our sister society in

North America were brought in person by their Executive Director, Carl P. Daw, one
of six people who had crossed the Atlantic to be with us. The business of the meeting
proceeded at a pleasant allegretto without undue rubato: our finances, the treasurer
said, were in a healthy state; we now had 469 individual members plus 56 libraries.
Elizabeth Cosnett, having completed three years as Executive President, is succeeded
in that office by another distinguished author, Alan Gaunt. Other officers were re-
elected, although Geoffrey Wrayford, in tones as solemn as he could muster, gave
notice that he would not continue as secretary beyond 2003. There was, not for the
first time, some discussion as to whether the post of secretary could be divided into
two: a general secretary and a secretary for arranging conferences (who could of
course change from year to year) and whether this would involve a highly bothersome
change of our constitution. Fresh wisdom comes to the executive committee with the
first-time election of the Revd Doug Constable of Southampton. Plans were reported

for future conferences: in Canterbury 22-24 July 2003, Edinburgh 20-22 July 2004
and the international conference in Nova Scotia 3-8 August 2003.
Warm thanks were expressed to the many people who serve the society throughout

the year and to those who had made a special contribution to the conference. In the
category we should certainly not forget this year’s chaplain, the Revd Robert Canham.
His morning and evening prayers and the conference eucharist on Wednesday
morning, so meticulously prepared, presented worship of high quality. (The
associated booklets, including full music, are themselves collectors’ items.)
And so to lunch. Then, with many a ’See you in Canterbury next year’, we departed

to the four comers of the kingdom and beyond.

And God saw everything that we had done and, behold, it was very good. Very good
indeed.

Editorial PS: More on the conference in this issue and the next. My honoured
predecessor’s account of events in Leicester needs only the addition that we
acclaimed his own appointment as one of the Society’s Honorary Vice-Presidents.
And that ‘when you get the thing right and know it’s dead right… if makes you feel
like God on the Seventh Day - for a bit, anyhow’ - Harriet Vane in Gaudy Night by
Dorothy L Sayers.

The friendly burglar

One day last week a burglar came and broke into our church;
he robbed us and he ruined us and left us in the lurch;
and when we realised the wealth of which we’d been bereft
we marvelled at the things he took, and all the things he left.

He didn’t steal our silver and he didn’t grab our gold
(the candlesticks, the chalices, the crosses - very old);
he didn’t lift the lectern or our special bishop’s chair;
he must have seen the Bibles, but he left them where they were.

The carpets and the curtains and the books he left alone;
he crept into the vestry, but you hardly would have known.
He left us our umbrella stand with all the extra gloves;
he left us the collection, which your average burglar loves.

He didn’t nick the microphone or our cassette machine,
the coloured lights, the organ pipes, the flute or tambourine;
the keyboard and guitars he left, recorder, bells and drums;
I wonder if he’ll think again the next time that he comes?

No; what our friendly burglar most required was up the front
(you know the sort who just remove exactly what they want);
for under the projector is where all our song sheets are;
he took the lot. We’re absolutely stunned. I thought. Hurrah.

Anon
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Hymns on my Travels No. 4
Clive Young

‘What we want is a Collection not too large, that it may be cheap and portable’, John
Wesley wrote in the preface to his 1780 hymnbook.
Were my collection of hymns on my travels selected from the hymns I find myself

singing it would be easily portable. It would fold into a cassock pocket to join the
collection of radio mikes that threatens to build up there. It would certainly be cheap.
A couple of sides of A4, copyrights permitting. ‘O Jesus, I have promised’, again and
again and again.
The traditional church fare of special occasions (there’s a PhD in these ‘the Church

of England bunfight through the ages’, ‘the nonconformist tea: an ecumenical
opportunity’) means the choice is predictable, the quantity vast. The message goes out
- refreshments in the church hall afterwards - and intrepid worshippers find their way
from the church through darkened lanes to the feast of heaven in the church hall. A
paper plate loaded precariously is thrust into my hand with the kindly look that
implies I haven’t eaten for weeks. The height and the depth of Christian hospitality.
Limp quiche has given up the struggle as the service went on a bit; and sausage rolls
from which the meat has long ago escaped. And really I shouldn’t. I see the sights that
dazzle. Oh, Jesus, I have promised. But I am peckish.
On my travels (and in Suffolk most journeys are an adventure) I find myself in three

or four churches each week. Sometimes the right one at the right time. Once, we
arrived at 11.30 p.m. on Christmas Eve to find the church without a roof. No one had
thought to tell me they’d abandoned it for a new one in the village a hundred years
ago. It’s nearly always the special occasion. I take care not to mix hassock dedication
with the rite of confirmation. The former do not reply to my questions. (Though
talking hassocks might catch on - a quiet prayer as you kneel? I'm told kneeling is out
of fashion. Hassocks aren’t though. I’ve dedicated several hundred : they are a growth
market, and multiply after dark. But hassocks are no longer for kneeling. They are for
pew decoration and community illustration.)
The churchwardens tell me (and churchwardens never forget) the last time a bishop

was here was just after the war. I take that as a warm welcome, not as an indictment
for pastoral neglect. These days I find myself not so much hymning, as being hymned
against. The predictable medley of what we think we should sing on special
occasions. It is a poor diet served up in vast quantities. It comes from a narrow
repertoire we find at the front of the shelf, while treasures languish at the back of the
cupboard. I have wondered about launching special promotions. Like Timothy
Dudley-Smith’s splendid confirmation hymn ‘We turn to Christ alone’. This gathers
the words of the liturgy and turns them into song. And makes a change from ‘O Jesus,
I have promised’ again.
We sometimes have songs too challenging for me. They do not scan, the tunes are

quirky, or rather, the interludes between verses are irregular, and the organist hesitant.
Suffolk is not quite ready for some of them. There are songs on the OHP. Yes, some
of our churches have electricity. The OHP screen is nearly always behind me. I mime
poorly but enthusiastically, like on Top of the Pops in the 70s. At first I was amazed
at peoples’ attention. All eyes on me, that can’t be right? Well just above me, actually.
Some have perfected seeing through mere mortals to the OHP above. In one church
I’m sure angels flew in the darkening roof space, or was it bats? The screen unfurled
serenaded by an electronic hum, out of the recesses of the medieval joinery of a rood
screen. I ducked, then with the vicar disappeared from view. They sang well though.
I was within the veil. Perhaps it does sound better from there.
The choirs of Suffolk are full of enthusiasm even if they don’t quite fill the stalls

anymore. Never follow a choir procession too closely in a confined space. An
unseemly jam is the result, when the east window suddenly becomes very interesting.
Once is a united benefice for a licensing there were sixteen churchwardens lining the
route, staves at the ready. A hardened mitre is recommended for health and safety.
Choirs it seems have been rehearsing for centuries for this day, rather like bell ringers.
One choir man has never missed a practice for 83 years, he told me, except when he
was away during the war. A benefice choir is always an encouraging sign of
collaborative parishes. So anxious were they to reconcile different versions of the
words that I was not sure they noticed the rehearsal had finished and the service had
begun. Anthems are always well meant but sometimes over-ambitious. Better to
introduce us to a new hymn sung well. With the bishop seated prominently, I gaze at
the angels again. They look down. I look up. And not a feather ruffles. I rather admire
their sang froid.
It’s the choice of hymns that often fails to enrich the proceedings. One of Eric

Routley’s celebrated dicta was about a hymn being well written, well chosen, well
placed and well sung. He put it more elegantly. But the occasions when you get at
least three lemons in a row are rare. The times you believe you heard the angelic choir
join in come once or twice in a lifetime. The cathedral choir and congregation sing.
‘How shall I sing that majesty/which angels do admire?’ Seventeenth century words
vivified so admirably by a twentieth century tune, Ken Naylor’s COE FEN. The tune
matches matchless words and takes me to the outskirts of heaven. People who did not
know it before have commented - where has it been all my life? Hymns about the
impossibility of hymns - strangely, they work every time. ‘Oh, for a thousand tongues
to sing!’ One day there will be.
Confirmations are wonderful occasions. All that commitment and joy that defies

gloom about declining church congregations. The young (and it takes some courage
to stand up and be counted these days) and the not so young are presented for
confirmation. I confirmed a 94 year old recently. It’s never too late’, he told me, and
died a few weeks later. For confirmation services candidates are sometimes invited to
choose their favourite hymn. It’s their day and the Lord’s, so why not. It makes for a
songs of praise medley though. Reminiscent of the bring and share lunch, the
unbalanced diet again, no fresh fruit, no new recipes, and too much of everything.
‘Jerusalem’ stands uncomfortably alongside ‘I, the Lord of sea and sky.' Why do I
have a problem with hymns that put words into the mouth of God? If it were a top ten
poll, ‘I, the Lord of sea and sky’ would be number one. But fashions change. ‘Shine,
Jesus, shine,’ comes as a pleasant piece of nostalgia now. It fits the end of a
confirmation service rather well. Candles in the wind, and shining as lights in the
world, as we head towards those refreshments.
There is that other episcopal hymnological hazard: ‘Come, Holy Ghost, our souls

inspire’. ‘The bishop beginning …’, the rubric says. Or does he? A nervous moment.
It’s traditional at ordinations and licensings - significant stages in the journey of the
ordained minister. It comes at a solemn moment. It is preceded by silent prayer. An
invocation of the Holy Spirit, this ancient hymn of the church is unique. The only
hymn to appear in the Book of Common Prayer, it is the work of John Cosin, Norwich
born, who became Bishop of Durham. Sung kneeling, ‘Come, Holy Ghost’ takes us
back and sends us forward. But the silence preceding can extend into eternity. Has the
organist has fallen asleep or off the perch? In a solemn moment in a celebrated
cathedral I heard an archbishop’s call for silent prayer answered immediately by the
fatal intonation from the organ. Too soon, too soon, he commented, and bid us pray.
The silence resumed. And silence reigned. The golden moment turned to the red of
embarrassment. The right key had been lost long ago in the echo. The archbishop
launched himself unassisted on to the ocean of praise. Oh dear. Remember, organists
always have the last chord.
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‘Come, Holy Ghost’ is slipping out of favour, though. Other quiet meditative hymns
are finding a place at this point. I draw the line sometimes. ‘O thou who earnest from
above’ works well. Though HEREFORD’s high notes in a kneeling position can
present a challenge. ‘Be still, for the presence of the Lord ...’ is a gift to the church.
Take the phrase about standing on holy ground as a metaphor, and try singing it
kneeling. It works a treat.
In some Suffolk churches it feels as if the gallery orchestra has only just departed,

leaving their instruments in glass cases at the back, while the new electric keyboards
and their wiring litter the chancel. We have a few barrel organs left though - now
there’s technology at the service of the church, and it keeps you fit as well. The barrels
have tunes whose names are familiar but when the notes sound, what a surprise. They
appear in no hymn book I’ve got, and have not been transcribed. Barrel organists are
the organic version of the computerised electronic keyboard - so we’re ahead of the
field here. I did see an electric keyboard ingeniously powered by a twelve volt car
battery. The car was left outside the church. Jump leads attached to the choir stalls,
I’ve yet to see. But nothing would surprise me.
George Herbert gets a look in, though he would not have seen himself as a hymn-

writer. When the dedication of windows is the order of the day, ‘a man that looks on
glass …’ fits nicely. Yes, it may be, as Ronald Blythe suggests, that Herbert was one
of the last to gaze on pre-reformation glass before it was destroyed in the second wave
of smashings. Or Herbert may have been thinking of Newton and the newly-invented
telescope and gazing into the heavens. But there’s a sermon in glass.
When I have the rare opportunity to choose hymns for a service, a vast array comes

tumbling out of the cupboard for attention. Use me, please, they plead. The risk of
indigestion is great. The dilemmas are agonising when one has got out of the habit of
cooking. Choosing hymns is a bit like preparing a menu. Largely they have to work
on the taste buds without annotation or explanation. I’ve chosen this hymn here
because ...’ is not allowed, except at village praise services. Apart from the scholarly
and elegant pre-hymn appreciations at Hymn SocietyActs of Praise I can’t abide more
than the announcement of the hymn number. When the music group leader links the
songs with holy chat while the musicians sort their music I gaze at the angels and I’m
sure they cover their faces too.
Curiously, the real joy in hymns on my travels comes late on a Sunday night. It is

midwinter, driving back home through tempests and storms, and dead tired. The
dulcet tones of the Radio Two bishop of the airwaves, Roger Royle. Sunday Half
Hour on the car radio restores my faith in hymns. Portable, and cheap. At the end of
the Lords’ day, and enriched by the Lord’s blessings on his people, our hassocks and
our windows, hymns on my travels bring me safety home. And when I am ninety four
will Roger dedicate one to me? It will have to be ‘How shall I sing ...?’

When words call the tune
Ian Sharp

A version of a paper given at the Annual Conference at Leicester, 23 July 2002

There are age-old associations between what John Milton so aptly termed ‘voice and
verse’. The hymn is just one of many genres that link words with music, and my
specific brief is to consider the mutual impact of words on music in the context of the
singing of Christian hymns. Hymns are communal, performed items of choral music
and in an act of worship you are unlikely to hear the words of hymns without any
music. It is surprising, then, that although words and music have, individually, been
given much scholarly attention, the creative relationship between the two has received
less scrutiny. Some standard texts, such as J. R. Watson’s The English Hymn (1997)
refer to the hymn in performance, but only in general terms. Even a masterly study of
the musical features of tunes, such as John Wilson’s ‘Looking at hymn tunes: the
objective factors’ (inDuty and delight: Routley remembered, 1985) which is strong on
musical analysis, is surprisingly reticent on the influence of text on tune. Perhaps such
a stance is inevitable, for when in common parlance we speak of a hymn we normally
mean the words by themselves. Tunes are often referred to as, for example, ‘Onward
Christian Soldiers’ and not ST. Gertrude. But it takes two to tango, and in a hymn you
can’t have words without the music. My task, then, is to attempt to define the essential
features of hymns as they are sung. I will also explore some of the challenges facing
the composer of hymn tunes. Inevitably, my illustrations will be limited – to hymns
in the English language, and to a fairly traditional repertoire of hymnody.
Take Henry Vaughan’s ‘Peace’, as it appears in Donald Davie’s The New Oxford

Book of Christian Verse. This poem exists in its own right and is intended to be read,
silently or aloud. But when set to music and text can acquire different shades of
interpretation, as in Parry’s ‘My soul, there is a country’, a motet from his ‘Songs of
Farewell'. Here, seventeenth-century words are set to music written in the years
immediately after the first word war, in what some would say is a perfect union of
meaning and metre. By way of contrast, let’s consider another musical setting; the
same words, but this time set to a hymn tune. I take the example from the BBC Hymn
Book where the tune is called CHRISTUS DER IST MEIN LEBEN. It is also known
as VULPIUS or PASTOR, and it appears in several standard books. What we see on
the page of the hymn book is slightly different from the layout of the original poem.
The words are now numbered as verses, and above the tune are the numbers 76 76.
But when we test out the number of syllables in the first two lines of the first verse we
get not 76 but 75. Something’s adrift here, as we might find out when we sing the
verse, for it’s difficult to fit the words ‘Far beyond the stars’ to the tune. This is why
editors have had to find various ways of overcoming this little metrical ambiguity.

My soul, there is a country
Far beyond the stars,

Where stands a winged sentry
All skilful in the wars.

What are the significant differences between Parry’s choral piece and the hymn?We
can note how the words are given different emphases in the two versions. In the
through-composed anthem every word is given its own interpretation. And indeed,
Parry repeats ‘my soul’, at the beginning (some would say thus stressing a personal
response very early on). In the strophic hymn a regular metre is preserved, or
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imposed, but, inevitably, with the same music being used for five verses, many of the
nuances of the meaning of individual words are lost. A comparison of the aspects of
performance brings out the following differences. An anthem has to be sung by a
trained choir. It can be appreciated, passively, by listeners, and these days, mostly
through recordings. A hymn, though, is most likely to be sung by a congregation. The
pleasure is in taking part, not necessarily in listening.
So what is our overall verdict on these two settings of the same text? A strophic

hymn is more likely to be aesthetically neutral. It will carry the language of the words
but not always the full sense of the meaning. By way of contrast, the impact of a
through-composed anthem is potentially artistically complex and evocative. The
strophic hymn is utilitarian in function, and is, by some criteria, of lesser value than a
choral piece. When sung by a congregation, though, a hymn might, by virtue of its
very neutrality, have many advantages. It can leave more to the imagination of the
singers and enable them to concentrate more on the words. There are also practical
considerations, for in a hymn-singing context large numbers are able to join in the
singing; people who, incidentally, might recall the text, even many years later. Few
anthems can claim to be known and internalised by thousands! A hymn can equally
well be sung by a one singer or a small group, in harmony or unison. It can be
unaccompanied or accompanied by diverse instruments; and it can be transposed to a
different key, without insulting the composer!
On balance, then, a strophic hymn has much to commend it in a liturgical context,

and as we will see later, hymn tunes themselves can have many artistic merits. A
technical analysis of the music of a hymn tune will necessarily include several
aspects: metre; rhythm; melody; harmony; texture; structure; as well as the overall
mood of the music. Above all, a tune must be singable and memorable. Many of these
elements are, as John Wilson has suggested, ‘objective’ factors, yet all are influenced
by culture, language and religious conventions. The style of hymn-singing, in, say,
Nigeria, reflects national and cultural considerations, and is very different from what
we might find in Newcastle or Nova Scotia. Hymn Tunes, then, might be simple in
form, but their potential impact is out of all proportion to their brevity.
I now wish to consider the close relationship between words and music in relation

to two broad categories, mood and metre. First, mood. The overall mood created by
the union of text and tune is more than the sum of the parts. We all have views on the
suitability of any match of text and tunes and not surprisingly there are many shades
of opinion, determined by our personal, cultural and liturgical expectations. This is
characteristic of the richness of the hymn-singing experience. Some tunes are
inextricably linked to their original words, and continue to be so. For instance, the
ancient plainsong tunes, those which have no named composer, have the feeling of
being created simultaneously with their texts; and there is something about the union
of sense, words and syllables, which is uniquely fashioned. So, the plainsong tune TE
LUCIS ANTE TERMINUM is a genuine partner for the mood and meaning of the
Latin text for the office of Compline. And this tune will also go with any translations
of the original text, with any infelicities being the result of some slight unevenness
that can occur when one language is used to interpret the phrases of another. (There
is also the different issue of what The English Hymnal rather quaintly describes as
‘modern tunes’ being sung for these texts. When harmonic or ‘modern’music is used
the overall impact reflects the mixture of styles.)
As far as perfect unions go, one would expect that any setting in which the words

and the music are written by the same person would show a unity of intention, if not
an equally matched technical competence. In many of the hymns and songs of
Graham Kendrick we find an unmistakable single-mindedness which is a defining

characteristic of this idiom; ‘Meekness and majesty’, The Servant King’, ‘Shine,
Jesus shine’. The words and music fit together like a hand in the glove. Inevitably,
though, authors who are also successful composers are very much in the minority. (At
our Leicester Conference we enjoyed singing Basil Bridge’s words, ‘This is the truth
we hold’ to his own tune HARROLD, written for Rejoice and Sing (1991) as a worthy
alternative to the tune LITTLE CORNARD.)
By far the greatest number of hymn texts are sung to tunes which were composed

independently of the words. And those texts which are strictly metrical and can be
given a strophic interpretation are structured in such a way that they can be sung to
several different tunes. This fact along makes hymn-singing distinctive. Admittedly,
there are some famous secular poems and verses that have been given many different
musical settings over the years; ‘Oh mistress mine’ comes to mind. But a hymn book
contains hundreds of examples of texts that can form open-ended partnerships with
diverse musical interpretations. It is therefore almost axiomatic that the musical
settings will superimpose a mood which is distinctive and sometimes even at odds
with the original text.
Some matches seem to be made in heaven. Here are some more, chosen almost at

random from the repertoire of strophic hymnody. EVENTIDE for ‘Abide with me’;
ST ANNE for ‘O God, our help in ages past’; AMAZING GRACE for ‘Amazing
Grace’; FOREST GREEN for ‘O little town’. But, wait a moment, I hear you say –
surely Americans sing ‘O little town’ to ST LOUIS. And what about KINGSFOLD,
Barnby’s BETHLEHEM and Walford Davies’ two tunes for those words - WENGEN
and the carol version of ‘O Little Town’? It seems that one text can sometimes have
several eminently satisfactory marriage partners, with each union emphasising a
different kind of relationship. This fact is well-known to editors of books and to those
who select hymns for worship. Members of congregations also have strong views on
the subject, but, sadly usually only when ‘they sang, or played the wrong tune for
those words’! A tune can alter not only the impact of individual words in a text but
also the whole meaning. In an article in The Hymn, for Jan 2002, Vol. 53, No. 1,
Kenneth R Hull examines ‘Text, Music and Meaning in Congregational Song'. He
gives a lucid analysis of the links between music and language with particular
reference to strophic song, as an art song and as a hymn. He takes as his main
illustration the text, ‘Amazing Grace’ and its musical setting to four different tunes;
NEW BRITAIN [AMAZING GRACE], ANTIOCH, THE THIRD TUNE [TALLIS],
and LONDONNEW. He demonstrates how contrasting musical settings can bring out
new meanings in John Newton’s words. All tunes are a metrical best fit, yet each has
a strong character which coalesces with the text in a special way.
We can all quote instances of the impact that music has on words, sometimes in

strange ways. One instance of an unfortunate liaison is Henry Lyte’s beautifully
crafted words, ‘God of mercy, God of grace’, traditionally sung to Henry Smart’s tune
HEATHLANDS. This text was given a 1960s ‘waltz tempo’ makeover in John
Glandfield’s CRESCENT ROAD; a good intention, I would say, but inappropriate for
these nineteenth-century words, with their sedately-fashioned phrases and rhymes.
I now offer a far-fetched illustration, just to make the point that the choice of music

really does matter. Imagine that, as an editor of a new anthology of hymns and songs
for children you consider that there is still value in promoting Reginald Heber’s ‘By
cool Siloam’s shady rill’. But your market research shows that BELMONT is too
languorous a melody for twenty-first century children, so you choose THE
LINCOLNSHIRE POACHER as the set tune. Yes, take it fast - two in a bar - to appeal
to the young!
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By cool Siloam’s shady rill
How sweet the lily grows!

How sweet the breath, beneath the hill.
Of Sharon’s dewy rose!

Lo! Such the child whose early feet
The paths of peace have trod,

WHOSE secret heart with influence sweet
Is upward drawn to God.

Perhaps my illustration is not really all that absurd, but I think it serves to show two
things. First, and most importantly, that one has to be extremely careful when
matching words with music, especially for public worship. The mood and the
associations of the music will make or mar the words. And second, that it is not good
enough merely to seek a tune by consulting a metrical index. I will return to this point
later. There is no one formula for the perfect match between voice and verse, but in
general terms an empathy of literary and musical styles is required; with equal
portions of the common touch, artistic integrity and inspiration! A tall order! I give
another instance of one such perfect union: Michael Saward’s ‘Christ triumphant’ as
sung to John Barnard’s GUITING POWER. This union is given the blessing of the
Royal School of Church Music in its 75th Anniversary and Resource Book for 2002,
complete, and indeed crowned, with a celebratory descant.
At this point 1 am going to risk another note of frivolity, and demonstrate how

ecclesiastical tunes might be put to secular uses. Why (to adapt a phrase) should the
church have all the good tunes! Not football songs but some words by James Reeves.
I’ve discovered that this little verse will go to ST MARGARET, with very slight
adjustments!

The King sent for his wise men all
To find a rhyme for W;

When they had thought a good long time
But could not think of a single rhyme,

‘I’m sorry,’ said he, ‘to trouble you.’

It goes without saying that merely singing these words to a hymn tune does not
fashion them into a hymn. Tunes, by themselves cannot do this.
Talking of rhymes, there are some really atrocious ones in hymnody. Bad rhymes

are even more obvious if the words of a hymn are said, and not sung. (From time to
time I participate in the said version of the Morning Office according to the Roman
Catholic rite, in which there is a hymn at the beginning. Said, and not sung, this can
appear most bizarre.) Music has the ability to diminish the impact of many an
unfortunate rhyme. But in this connection we might care to note David Wilbourn’s
‘Diary’ in the Church Times for 4 June 2002 which has a section entitled ‘Trim the
hymns’. He explains that he has been reading through Common Praise in its entirety.

By the time I’d overdosed on its 628 hymns, I was left pondering what a very
odd activity hymn-singing is. Surely hymns are the oral version of stained-
glass windows, their memorable and usually patronising rhymes aimed at
instilling doctrine into the illiterate masses.

What, then is their purpose in a very different society, which has unlimited
access to the written word? Isn’t the most profound theology best expressed by
blank verse, and rendered jejune by having to scan? Is God happy with being
condemned to rhyme with sod for all England’s hymn-singing eternity?

What, I wonder, is our own reply to this criticism? Are the rhymes of hymnody so
off-putting, or are they there as part of a tradition which helps people to remember
words? Of course, there are many ingenious ways of getting words to scan. As an
illustration of an unusual and clever rhyme I would like to quote the word ‘Josephine’,
which Elizabeth Cosnett rhymes with ‘love could mean’ in her hymn about Josephine
Butler (in Elizabeth Cosnett’s Hymns for Everyday Saints, Stainer and Bell, 2001). In
my short metre tune, ALLERTON, set to these words, I have tried to match the spirit
as well as the metre of the words, with music which is traditional and yet, I hope,
memorable. I have deliberately written ‘joined up’ lines of music, to fit the sense of
the words.

For God’s sake let us dare
To pray like Josephine,
Who felt with Christ the world’s despair
And asked what love could mean.

Clearly, central to our discussion of words ‘calling the tune’ are the sometimes
competing claims of words and music. Which, indeed, are the more important?
Richard Strauss took up this issue in his opera Capriccio which is a dramatized
conversation piece on whether words or music are of greater importance in opera.
What of the words and music in hymns? Let’s consider some well-known words,
Charles Wesley’s ‘Love divine’. Do we associate these words with a tune as we read
them? I suggest that we do, and that is one reason why we can remember the words.
(At this point in the talk a little experiment was conducted. Hymn Society members

were asked to sing ‘Love Divine’ to two tunes - HYFRYDOL and BLAENWERN -
not quite simultaneously, but alongside each other. Both tunes are Welsh and in a
similar musical metre. The singers started with one and alternated with the other tune
when the word ‘change’ was called out! Although everyone knew both tunes, each
tune had such a strong character that it was surprisingly difficult to move over to the
next phrase of the melody at the appropriate time. The point was made that tunes are
extraordinarily evocative and powerful and, when sung communally, work in an
almost magical way on the intellect, the emotions, and they remain in the memory,
like an indelible dye.)
So much for the mood of tunes; now for a discussion about aspects of metre and the

technicalities facing composers and those who place tunes with words. A text with
several verses set to one tune - a strophic setting - needs to have a regular and
predictable number of syllables and stresses, yet authors do not always appreciate the
fact that this must be so. Published material usually obeys these basic conventions, yet
there are still instances of unfortunate accentuations, some of which we take for
granted. Consider the words The strife is o’er, the battle done’. The natural stresses
are these: The strife is o’er, the battle done’, certainly not ‘The strife is o’er’ as sung
by thousands every Easter to GELOBT SEI GOTT. The accents of the original Latin
‘Finita jam sunt praelia’ sit comfortably with the tune, and Francis Pott did his best
with the English translation, but we are still left with a bumpy ride at the start. At the
same season of the year the music of ST ALBINUS has for generations encouraged
us to believe that ‘Jesus lives no longer now’! Unless, though, we do as the music
copy bids us in Ancient and Modern (Standard Edition) and observe the pause over
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the third note in H. J. Gauntlett’s tune! The change of just one word can upset the
natural flow of the music; the metre might still be correct but the sense is wrong. We
find that in The English Hymnalwe sing, to ST FULBERT, ‘and crushed the serpent’s
head, but the compilers of Ancient and Modern think fit to give us the inelegant
‘crushing the serpent’s head’.
These are small points, but considering the number of times that a set of words

might be sung to a tune, it is not surprising that any little flaws of metre and rhetoric
begin to jar. It is far from easy to write a hymn text, and, in some respects one has to
be more than a mere poet to be a good hymn writer. Here is the last stanza of Ted
Hughes' poem ‘Carol’, written, as the author indicates, to the tune of ‘Once in royal
David’s city’:

Then God touched the little atom
And the altered heavens cried:
‘What was Danger shall be Beauty
And the atom be man’s bride;
And the frailty of her defenses
Bring man’s iron to its senses.

These are noble and powerful words but just try singing the last two lines! It’s obvious
that a congregation would have difficulties, for the ending of IRBY requires a 77 or
88, not a 97 (or 8). I do not have time to dwell on the intricacies of metres, feet, and
rhetoric. In this connection I can do no better than refer readers to the late Bertram
Barnby’s In Concert Sing: concerning hymns and their usage (Canterbury Press,
1996) which demonstrates a classical scholar’s insights into the relationship between
voice and verse. I also recommend David Wright’s article in our own Hymn Society
Bulletin 232, Vol. 16, No. 11, June 2002, on The Many Mysteries of Metre’. If you
want to know the difference between iambic (ti tum) and and trochaic (tum ti) look
no further! Although one should start with counting up the number of syllables for
each verse, there is much more to fitting a tune to words than this. I must here mention
one particular pitfall which still causes unnecessary rhythmical trauma in the pews,
SLANE comes in two versions, 10 10 10 10 and 10 11 11 11, and woe betide any
accompanist who plays the wrong one! Have you, like me, experienced this unseemly
confusion?
Music, I would claim, can do much to overcome the idiosyncrasies of verse, but not

without some tensions on the way. The strong character of BENSON, or irregular
metre fame, has taken countless singers through the potential metrical minefields of
‘God is working his purpose out’; Vaughan Williams’ SINE NOMINE just gets away
with ‘The King of glory passes on his way’; and Holst’s CRANHAM still trips up
many a Christmas chorister with ‘Yet what I can I give him’. Some worship songs
from the 1970s and later are difficult to perform because of their very free use of
metre. Their understandable desire to echo the words of scripture, verbatim, can make
it almost impossible for those not already familiar with the song to fit the words of the
tune. Suzanne Toolan’s words and music for ‘I am the Bread of life’ are a case in
point, and, from a practical standpoint, such material is better performed by a music
group, not by a congregation unfamiliar with the song. But perhaps singers have more
resilience that I give them credit for!
Of course, unusual metres in the words do not necessarily imply difficulties in the

music. Music can, in fact, stress almost any word in a text, even in a simple strophic
setting. Read over any couple of lines from a hymn text; for instance, ‘Ye holy angels
bright who wait at God’s right hand’, emphasising just one word. Now try stressing a
different word. Tunes can do this, accentuating certain notes by rhythmical or melodic

position, or by harmonic support. So the OLD 100TH gives us ‘All people that on
earth do dwell’, whereas the same words set to MELCOMBEwould come out as ‘All
people that on earth do dwell’.
There are some metres that appear to be awkward, or unusual, yet when the words

are clothed with music everything proceeds smoothly. Take the metre, 7777 as an
illustration. Each line sounds, in musical terms, more like 1234567(8), i.e. the final
syllable of each line is lengthened, to make a balanced musical phrase. Try singing
BUCKLAND to numbers in this way, and you will find that the final 7 in each line
will be a long note. As an illustration of what I might call ‘false friends’ - that is to say
metres and tunes that appear to match, but do not do so in practice -I invite you to look
at these words by Andrew Pratt and try singing them to BUCKLAND.

Let us celebrate this life,
Sing thanks to God for living;
All creation’s gift and prize
Remembered in the giving.

Nicholas Williams, the commissioning editor at Stainer and Bell, asked me to try
my hand at writing an original tune. I could not crack this one at first! And then I
realised that lines one and three were ‘tum tees’ (trochees), and lines two and four
were ‘tee tums’ (iambs). Surely the metre would be better notated as 14 14
(irregular)? My tune MERE, for these words, can be found in Andrew Pratt’s
Whatever Name or Creed (Stainer and Bell, 2002). I have, as it happens, set quite a
number of words with unusual metres, and in our Act of Praise (July 2002) the
selectors kindly included my tune BURGESS HILL, written for Martin Leckebusch’s
words, ‘For riches of salvation’. The metre comes out at 7575 7777, so my tune is
probably a ‘one off’. The words are not difficult to set because they have a strong
metrical flow and the stresses are consistent for each verse.
In my journey through the shared territory of words and music there are several

areas that I have left uncovered. I have not dealt with the purely musical significance
of tunes, or with the many ways in which tunes have influenced words; as in Holst’s
music for ‘I vow to thee my country’ or the use of the Eric Coates’ DAMBUSTERS
MARCH for Richard Bewes’ words, ‘God is our strength and refuge’. I have not had
time to cover many of the intricacies of metre which have proliferated since the
eighteenth century. Neither have I considered more extensive musical settings, such
as tunes which repeat words (as in the ILKLEYMOOR version of ‘While shepherds
watched’). Performance considerations merit much fuller treatment - the tempo, pitch
and setting of tunes. Even the look of the words and music on the printed page or
overhead slide have an influence on people’s perceptions of the ease or difficulty of
singing. And the cultural, social, theological and ecclesiological dimensions of hymn
singing merit much further investigation. When words call the tune there are indeed a
thousand, thousand songs to sing. And so, by way of a final illustration, I commend a
tune which was written in 1969 for James Montgomery’s words, ‘Songs of praise the
angels sang’. The tune is John Wilson’s LAUDS, in a triple metre. We can compare it
with the more four-square and predictable NORTHAMPTON, an alternative tune.
Note the long notes in the fourth line of each verse of John Wilson’s tune - a
distinctive feature. In the version in Hymns and Psalms (1983) there is a made-to-
measure Descant, yet another instance of a composer putting his technique to good
use. I have chosen this hymn for several reasons. First, because of the apposite
meaning of the words themselves, as we sing our‘Songs of Praise’. Second, as a
tribute to John Wilson, whose work with and for hymnody has done so much to
enhance people’s enjoyment and understanding of the art and craft of hymn writing.
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And third, as a telling instance of the flexibility of the strophic form of the hymn,
whereby different tunes can fit happily with the same words. As we sing this hymn we
can reflect on the potential of music to bring out the meaning of a text, through metre,
mood, structure and interpretation. A hymn can be both personal and communal; it
can exist in performance and also in the memory of performance; it can flourish in the
humblest of circumstances and in the grandest of liturgies. And in words and music
hymns do indeed point us to the songs of heaven.

Saints below in heart and voice,
Still in songs of praise rejoice.
Learning here by faith and love,
Songs of praise to sing above.

Reviews
Songs of Praise: the Nation’s Favourite Hymns, by Andrew Barr. Lion
Publishing, 2002. 96pp. full colour hbk. £12.99 (ISBN 0 7459 5118 X)

Merely another coffee-table book? Even if it is, this is a book to welcome. I would
love to have an attractive book of hymns on a million coffee-tables; andAndrew Barr,
with Lion Publishing, has made this a real possibility. Hymns deserve at least as good
a treatment as all the other coffee-table books; if we bury hymns in hymn books alone,
we are hiding their light under a bushel.
But in fact this is far more than a coffee-table book. For each ot the ‘Top 40’ hymns

(as voted by BBC’s ‘Songs of Praise' viewers), the compiler skilfully and engagingly
explains the background and the author of the hymn - and then widens the discussion,
so that the book encompasses many areas of hymnody. His comments of the seven
new(ish) hymns are as perceptive as those on the 33 ‘old favourites'. Each spread
includes the words of the hymn, new and helpful insights, vivid descriptions of the
hymns being sung, and one or more beautiful photographs with some link to words,
author, or place of origin.Andrew Barr succeeds in writing for readers who are almost
totally ignorant of hymns, while not alienating hymn experts: a remarkable
achievement.
However, I do have some concerns. While each hymn has substantial text, there is

very little exposition of the words, and few links with their Biblical origins. If you
haven't understood the source of ‘Speak through the earthquake...’ or ‘... fresh from
the Word', this book will not help you. Nor is there any hint that ‘Onward Christian
soldiers’ could be misunderstood and might now cause offense in a multicultural
world. In places it seems like a book for the mid-20th century rather than one to carry
us forward into the 21st. But overall it is a good book, with much more ‘meat’ than
most of the earlier glossies.
Is it value for money? At 32 pence per hymn it is not cheap, but if you have a rich

relative who asks you what you would like for a present - or if you are a generous
present-giver - I would recommend this book

David R. Wright

An Annotated Anthology of Hymns, edited with commentary by J R Watson;
foreword by Timothy Dudley-Smith. Oxford University Press, 2002. xvii+452pp,
hbk. £35.00 (ISBN 0 19 826973 0)
Professor Watson, author of the critically-acclaimed The English Hymn, has produced
a masterly survey of 250 hymns by 170 writers (18 of them women, 13 of them now
living), ranging from translations of 3rd century Greek hymns to those of the mid-
20th century. It is only a small selection from the thousands of hymns available,
chosen for their congregational use and popularity. He traces the origin, the Biblical
and other sources, and the history, of each hymn, noting variations on the original
version, in many cases much longer than the version included in hymnbooks. He finds
parallels and echoes in contemporary or earlier poets - Milton, Dryden, Prior,
Somerville, Blake, Kipling and Dylan Thomas among them. Each hymn is printed out
before a page or more of comment, which includes a discussion of the tunes normally
used.
This is not a hymnal for congregational use, but it is more than a reference book.

The editor is an enthusiast. Again and again he expresses admiration for a hymn’s
sublimity, or simplicity, or depth of thought, or sincerity of feeling, or for the perfect
match of words and music. He loves the hymns, and wants his readers to love them
too.
Perhaps he is too easily pleased? He is uncritical of inappropriate poetic diction,

whether Addison’s ‘sultry glebe’ or Charles Wesley’s ‘Thine eye diffused a
quickening ray’. He is undisturbed by the cliches and platitudes which bedevil
hymnody: ye heavenly choir; through cloud and sunshine; free from sorrow, free from
sin; the strife is fierce, the warfare long ... ‘The average hymn’, said Lord David Cecil
in the introduction to The Oxford Book of Christian Verse, ‘is a byword for forced
feeble sentiment, flat conventional expression’; but Watson’s serene catholicity of
taste is blind to faults. No matter; if he can rekindle the waning enthusiasm for hymns
of the past we should be grateful - though not all would designate Christina Rosetti as
‘a very great writer’ (p.335).
In so scholarly a work a bibliography would be useful; but hymnals from the 17th

century onwards, right up to Rejoice and Sing (1991) and Common Praise (2000) are
detailed in the text (though I did not find any mention of Psalm Praise, Mission
Praise, or Songs of Fellowship). Biblical sources are well indicated, though some
references missed; ‘No condemnation now I dread’ (p. 165) could be referred to
Romans 8.1; ‘Suddenly return, and never,/ never more thy temples leave’ (p. 195) to
Malachi 3.1, and ‘A season of clear shining/ to cheer it after rain’ (p.222) to 2 Samuel
23.4.
Beaumont’s GRACIAS is acknowledged as an alternative tune to Now thank we all

our God, but the rest of the Thirty Twentieth Century Hymn Tunes (1960) are passed
over. Roger Jones’ joyful new tune to ‘All people that on earth do dwell’ is not
included. John Barnard gets only one mention (for GUITING POWER); Norman
Warren none at all. The author explodes some myths; Sir Cecil Spring-Rice did not
apparently write ‘I vow to thee, my country’ on the eve of his departure from
Washington in 1918, but in Stockholm some years before. And there is no mention of
Burrington Combe under ‘Rock of ages’! A reminder that George Matheson (p.352)
was blind would have enhanced the poignancy of ‘O light that followest all my way,/
I yield my flickering torch to thee.’The omission of the usual comma in the line ‘God
made them, high or lowly’ (p.283) makes the verse even more offensive than it need
be!
Chapter 10 includes fifteen American hymns. Sankey wins a brief mention; only

one of his tunes is included (BENEATH THE CROSS OF JESUS), and none of
Moody’s hymns. Fanny Crosby gets in with To God be the glory’; ‘Blessed assurance’
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does not make it.
All anthologies have limitations. This one, although denominationally and

doctrinally diverse, is written from an English standpoint. There is little from the
British Roman Catholic tradition, or from the Commonwealth except one hymn from
New Zealander Shirley Murray; nothing from Africa or Asia, and just one from
America later than the 1860s.
Any collection of hymns raises the question of how we define hymn. We take it for

granted that we are talking about metrical expressions of corporate praise for
congregational singing in the Judaeo-Christian tradition. Even within this, hymn is
hard to pin down. Watson excludes in general carols, spirituals, folk-songs, and
modern worship-songs (though Carter’s Lord of the dance squeezes in). ‘Psalms and
hymns and spiritual songs’ (Ephesians 5.19) may be quoted to justify the definition
and to isolate the hymn from other songs of praise, but I personally doubt whether
such nice distinctions can be maintained; I wish that at least a sample of the last
twenty years had been seriously considered - if only as an acknowledgement that the
tradition is very much alive. Graham Kendrick deserves better; at least some of his
pieces would qualify as hymns by any definition.
This volume inevitably has an antiquarian feel to it. I estimate that a moderately

progressive church today would use only about one in five of the hymns selected. I
get the impression that Prof. Watson is embalming some old favourites, laying them
to rest, and lovingly singing their epitaph.
The book is well-printed. I found only two tiny misprints.

Simon Baynes

A Little Primitive: Primitive Methodism from macro and micro perspectives,
by Kenneth Lysons. Church in the Market Place Publications, Buxton, 2001. 292pp,
(ISBN 1 899147 30 6).
175 years ago, Redruth Primitive Methodist Circuit imposed a fine of five shillings on
every preacher who dared to have more than one Charles Wesley hymn in any one
preaching service.
Our member Kenneth Lysons, of Primitive Methodist stock, quotes Wesley’s

hymns with tacit approval, the one regarded as the PM National Anthem having been
discussed in Bulletin 191 (April 1992). This reviewer can vouch for the enthusiasm
with which the chorus of an evangelistic hymn would be repeated ad infinitum by the
Prims, or Ranters, one of whose regular offerings was sung during our 1998
Conference. Lysons provides sober reflections on the chorus culture.
In a fascinating study of the Primitive Methodist ethos, Hugh Bourne emerges as a

bit of a maverick, expelled by the Wesleyans for organising, in May 1808, three camp
meetings - which were after all simple examples of field preaching on a larger scale.
Granted that the devil has never liked field preaching, a singing voice was a prime
requisite for travelling preachers, for why should the devil have all the best tunes?
THE LION OF JUDAH, for instance, was originally set to Chartist words in the
1840s, popularised by the Prims and resurrected a few years ago as an alternative tune
to HP660.
Vignettes of Sunday School Anniversaries appear, with tiered ranks of children

primed to say their party pieces. Also two dozen references to different hymns, half of
them in a single chapter (8) on ‘Worship’, principally from the PM hymnals with
which the writer grew up in the South Lancashire mining area which could trace its
Primitive antecedents back to the first Circuit in Tunstall.
Despite errors of no major concern to Hymn Society members, this book can be

commended as a thoughtful insight into the legacy of the much-maligned ‘Ranters’.
Ken F Bowden

Whatever Name or Creed: Hymns and Songs by Andrew Pratt. Stainer and Bell,
2002. vii+166pp, 135 items, pbk, £10.50 (ISBN 0 85249 874 8).
With tunes by Peter Cutts (12), Ian Sharp (4), Nicholas Williams (2), the author (4)
and eleven others (16), this collection is more than text. But while we are grateful for
the best of the music it is the words which define the book.Andrew Pratt offers a well-
presented, well-indexed collection of songs, poems and lectures, treated as hymns on
the page but stretching the definition beyond congregational usefulness.
It is harder to write real hymns than verses prompted by private sadness or media

headlines. For all the concern here for unity and underdogs, disunity and power are
strong sub-texts; the verses are hooked on TV, VIPs (the ‘LondonderryAir’ for Diana)
and the USA. So far from broadening our concerns, a paradoxical narrowing is at
work. It happens in ‘renewal songs’, too, together with an uneasy feeling that
somehow we haven’t made it to the in-group; the language is more academic, but the
more-relevant-than-thou element is never far away.
Yet Andrew Pratt is a craftsman who understands metre, rhythm, and rhyme; a

shame about his occasional lapses into affirmed/heard, showed/disclosed, task/last,
rob/God - sometimes on the final word. Among his best hymns I would include ‘From
sunrise on a cloudless day’, ‘Almighty God had done great things’ (Magnificat), ‘God
is your source of strength and help (Psalm 122), ‘Holy anger, blazing outrage’ (more
typical), and ‘To bring a city to its sense’.
Some will be familiar with the writer’s stance on multi-faith exercises; equal ops

may require all-embracing poems to offend all faiths equally. This concern of some
comfortable but shrinking English-speaking white groups has little attraction for
growing churches in Africa, Asia, even London. The inclusion of items designed for
the consecration of gay liaisons (are the Muslims still on board?) raises more
difficulties. Many will regret that the publishers who have given so much good have
attached their name to this material.
The latest Anglican-Methodist report gives vast weight to one 18th century

clergyman; his words are the great test of Methodist authority. What practical value
does this have when a Methodist commends a moral and doctrinal paganism which
will certainly not stop here? This is not what Wesley meant by Scriptural holiness, or
John the Baptist (rightly celebrated here) by repentance.

C.M.I.

Pennine Way Hymns, a musical journey from Edale in Derbyshire to Kirk Yetholm
in the Scottish Borders; by Stan Chandler, 2001/02. Photocopied A4, 50pp, £4.50
from the author, 3 Aldam Croft, Totley, Sheffield S17 4GF.
A Journey with Tunes, part 8: Northern Jaunts; by Valerie Ruddle, 2002. A5 pbk,
50pp (unnumbered), £1.60 plus 40p postage from the author, 26 The Middlings,
Sevenoaks, Kent TNI3 2NN.
Tears and Laughter, following the track of David Jones of Caio, hymn-writer, wit,
drover; by David Gosden, 2002. A5 pbk, 48pp, £1.25 from The Heritage Centre,
Llandovery, or £1.00 plus postage from the author, 8 Bembridge Crescent, Southsea,
Hants P04 0QU.
Three of our members have recently issued these local productions, quite different

in many ways but with the common thread of hymns and travel; all have a distinct
sense of place (two with maps) and are labours of love prepared with detail, care, and
humour. All use different fonts and typefaces to good effect.
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Stan Chandler’s collection, briefly sampled at Leicester, invites us to ease on our
walking boots and sing our way across the backbone of England. The texts take in the
hills and sky, wind and rain, stars and snow, but above all are Christ-centred. Praise
of the risen Lord is the recurring chorus. The minister of Totley Rise Methodist
Church writes a Foreword, and as well as exhaustive footnotes and indexing the
author/composer lists nearly fifty places of worship along the route, complete with
times of services.
The tunes occasionally seem a little ordinary or conventional, but are almost always

highly singable and usually strong, firm and cheerful. There are some minor keys,
some descants, and some music worthy of a choir.
Valerie Ruddle’s series has been noted in these columns before; of 38 further tunes

fromHymns and Psalms, each with a place name located between Greater Manchester
and north of Newcastle, she poses the questions, ‘What is behind each tune name?
Why was it chosen?Where is the place?What is it like?Who lives (lived) here?’Here
is hymnological research with the warm personal touch; much of it you will never find
in the ‘Companions’, but future compilers will need the series. And hymn-loving
travellers in the north should enjoy it.
Almost at random: GALILEE, clearly a Methodist favourite, is not in Palestine but

in Durham Cathedral, where J B Dykes’ five tunes also belong. They have nine pages
of fascinating detail, but his differences with the bishop are kindly buried. It is good
to meet Caryl Micklem here, with students and cups of tea, at GATESCARTH, not to
mention Cyril Taylor’s DIDSBURY, and DARWEN by Philip Jones, b. 1949. But we
still don’t know why ISHMAEL, sainted or not, gets his name on some much-used
music.
David Gosden’s achievement is different again, for he is not so much in search of a

story but eager to tell it more widely. His location is South Wales; his subject, Daffyd
Jones, consistently so named ‘to avoid confusing my hero with the Psalmist David.’
This too will supplement the sketchy history generally available; with some light on
‘dialogue hymns’ which virtually require two sets of voices (like that other David,
again?). When the author says that ‘unacceptable though this may seem, religious
conversion is not an indispensable prerequisite for writing hymns’, he is not
advocating their separation, simply noting the facts.
These are two of the incidentals; the main story line is of a memorable farming

character, brought a little closer by the lively and often ingenious translations
provided by the David who is the author. They follow his versions from Williams
Pantycelyn noticed in Bulletin 228. 40 Welsh texts occupy the closing 8 pages; but in
whatever language, we are warned that ‘evaluating verse is a fool’s task’.

C.M.I.

We can be messengers: Worship Songs - Christmas, Before, and After. Tell the
Good News!Worship Songs - Easter, Before, andAfter. By Susan Heafield and Brian
Wren, 2002; Praise Partners and Hope Publishing USA, available from Stainer and
Bell in UK. 55pp and 73pp, A4 spiral bound, each £10.50.
Both these seasonal collections will please many by lying flat on the music-stand

and by showing the lyrics separately (at the back) as well as between the staves. Many
are for children; most are marked by an almost innocent simplicity which results from
careful work; sometimes the simplest songs take longest to get right. The music is
mercifully uncomplicated and tuneful (no music group needed here), but the lyrical
tunes may also convey a subversive message: ‘Jesus comes to make things right ...
Melt your guns and turn them into plows’.

Book one takes us from the North American Thanksgiving into Epiphany (3 items
each) via Advent and Christmas; total fifteen, including the title song ‘We can be
messengers’ - like John the Baptist. In ‘Listen to the children’, words about millstones
and the sea are not forgotten either. Book 2 has 26 songs from ‘Gathering’ (any
season) and ‘Following Jesus Christ’, leading us from Lent and Palm Sunday to Good
Friday and Easter; then Pentecost and Trinity. ‘Entreat me not to leave you’ (Naomi
and Ruth) is both strong and beautiful; ‘How can we follow the Jesus way’ has a
Transfiguration verse, but ‘he stands on the mountain, shining with love’ is a bit too
cosy. Allow for such theological Wrenisms. ‘There never was a time’ (Trinity) is
daring but presumably has been found to work, and who could resist ‘This is a simple
Valentine: God loves me, so I can love you’? Like Feb 14, these two can still surprise
us. CDs of both collections are also available at £12.35 each.

C.M.I.

The Long Cloud of Witnesses
Rosemary Guillebaud. who was born on 4th June 1915, died peacefully at
Addenbrooke’s Hospital in her home city of Cambridge on 25th June this year. The
eldest daughter of Harold and Margaret and a Cambridge graduate in modern
languages, she became a skilled Bible translator (from the age of ten, when she first
went to Africa), and is also known for a single translation of a hymn from Burundi by
her contemporary Emanuel T Sibomana. ‘O how the grace of God amazes me’ (from
1946) has become a favourite in Grace Baptist and other evangelical churches.
Originally sung to THERE ISAHAPPYLAND, it was given a new tune GRACE OF
GOD in the 1950s by the late Fred Barff, a younger fellow-missionary of Rosemary’s.
Fifteen adult members of the Guillebaud family, spanning four generations, have
worked in centralAfrica; Rosemary retired in 1979 after 39 years in Burundi. See also
our previous Bulletin No. 203, p.275.

Correspondence
Dear Editor,
Bulletin 230, p.227: The first hymn ought to concentrate the congregation’s

thoughts on God, so praise to the Creator of the universe should be the theme’. Should
it? Bulletin 232, p.265: ‘We sing three hymns each Sunday. One beings the service.
This should be a grand hymn of praise.’ Should it?
Might we not learn from the The Book of Common Prayer? In its daily offices, to

concentrate our thoughts on God there were quotations from Scripture, solemn ones
at that, inviting us to approach God with repentant hearts, before we thought about
praise. Before the praise there was also a cry for God’s help to enable us: ‘O Lord,
open thou our lips’. In the Communion service we prayed at the start: ‘Cleanse the
thoughts of our hearts by the inspiration of thy Holy Spirit, that we may perfectly love
thee and worthily magnify thy holy name,’ and praise was the climax of the service
rather than the beginning.
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Also, might not a hymn of exhortation rather than praise come first? Where does
one sing ‘O worship the Lord in the beauty of holiness’ or ‘Be still, for the presence
of the Lord’ if not near the beginning?
Incidentally, should we always have the same number of hymns in a service and

space them in the same way?
Yours sincerely,
Colin M Davis

Dear Editor,
I have recently returned from Leicester - another first class Hymn Society Conference.
Others that I spoke to seemed to share my opinion that all the speakers hit the mark
and that all were, in their own different ways, both entertaining and educational. The
social part of the Conference was, as always, most enjoyable.
However, speaking with some of the other members who regularly attend, I know

that they share with me one matter of concern, and that is the Wednesday eveningAct
of Praise. It is difficult for me to point my finger at the exact reason for this concern.
It is certainly not the commentaries, many of which have been first class; it is more to
do with the choice of hymns, words and music, and the purpose and aim of the event.
I realise that my concern may seem to be vague, but I write this letter in the hope of

starting a conversation among members of the Society, particularly those who attend
the Conferences, that may help us to share our impressions and together work out
what the purpose of the Act of Praise should be, but sometimes it seems to fall short,
and I believe that the time is right for us to ask serious questions about its purpose and
our reason for the choices we make.

Yours sincerely,
David Blanchflower

Dear Editor,
May I enlist the help of fellow-members, please, regarding some hymn tunes which
are said to be adaptations (or what I might term ‘gardinerisms’ after William
Gardiner) from the classics? The subject of gardinerism has interested me for some
time. An older example of it is NEAPOLIS which is adapted from the 2nd movement
(Largo) of Symphony No. 88 by Joseph Haydn; but, as can be seen on the HymnQuest
CD-ROM and from various articles/reviews in the Bulletin, the practice of
gardinerism is very much alive and well today.
However, among the older examples of such adaptations there are a few which have

quite defeated me and about which I would be particularly interested to receive some
information. They are: ST POLYCARP (Pleyel), GOUNOD (Gounod), HOLY
CROSS aka THORNER (Mendelssohn), OTTERBURN aka ALTONA (Joseph
Haydn), and WORSHIP aka BRADFORD (Michael Haydn).
Readers with copies of MHB (1933) and GH (1977) may well be familiar with these

tunes. The first two appear in quite a few books; all five can be seen on HymnQuest.
If you are able to help, please contact me at 56 East Cliff Road, TunbridgeWells, Kent
TN4 9AG.

Yours sincerely,
Philip J Neville

Virtual Unreality
Did you see me on the box last week? No wait, that was months ago. But (a) how time
flies, and (b) this material was written a while back, and is due to appear in another
journal shortly. The page was not planned; in fact it is being hustled along under some
stress; but now the Society has got in first. Since I drafted these paragraphs, the long-
promised visitor from the TV licensing centre has come to inspect our humble domain
for sign of illicit viewing. He didn’t ask to see upstairs.
The next bit will not happen to you if you are never on the telly, or if you appear

every week. I get prime-time exposure on average once every twenty years; it
happened before when Limehouse Church nearly burned down for the second time.
(The first was 1850, but it meant a wonderful new Gray and Davison organ from the
Great Exhibition a year later.) Anyway, soon after the broadcast finished, the phone-
calls started; next day, the letters. This was more fun than the programme; good to
hear that I sounded sincere, looked smart and seemed relaxed - by way of contrast, no
doubt, with the normal mode. Some friends even noticed the subject.
Some of those kind enough to comment were almost to be expected; addicts of

hymns, Songs of Praise, or both; even HS members. Thank you! Others were more of
a discovery; the nine-year old daughter of the gas-man attending to our son’s new flat,
for example. She recognised the face she saw at his wedding. Tim said he would have
treated the whole story with suspicion except that she reckoned the programme was
about hymns; that lent some likelihood to the strange rumour. My organist sister
videoed it before she realised it was only me.
One response was startling. ‘Why didn’t you tell us?’ they demanded indignantly at

the church I normally attend three times a week. ‘We could have watched you!’ In
vain I argued that they saw me regularly, live and in the flesh; that they have heard me
rabbiting on about Watts, Wesley, Pratt Green and Dudley-Smith at some length. No,
no, they seem to be saying; if we saw you on television we would know it’s all true.
And that I was real.
In our admittedly strange world, this seems even odder than usual. We won’t

believe it until it’s been on telly. TV adds some magical, desirable, authenticating
ingredient that real life clearly lacks. I was once made to sit through an hour-long
programme about rural ministry ‘because it is so relevant to us’. By some minor
miracle it wasn’t actually bad, but it revealed nothing that I did not know, or was not
already doing every day of the week and several times on Sundays. Still, the trees
were nice.
I am sorry if this issue is a little late. But if it is, Christmas is even nearer than usual.

A good reason for Real Hymns. The time when we recall how God was not content to
send down a book (even a hymn book), a picture, a video or some music, but to come
in person, in the flesh and for real. And, by the way, uniquely. I recommend it.
I also recommend finding something more useful to put in that space by the settee.

Happy carolling in Advent and after!
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Among contributors this time:

The prolific Anon, features in hymnals of all dates and none.

Prizewinning poet Simon Baynes lives at Thame, Oxfordshire; he has served as a
CMS mission-partner in Japan and a vicar in Berkshire. He is a leading light in the
Association of Christian Writers.

David Blanchflower has served on the Society’s executive committee, and is
currently the minister of Solihull Methodist Church in the West Midlands.

Kenneth Bowden, see Bulletin No. 231.

Colin Davis of Wallingford taught mathematics in Africa for twenty years. In
retirement he assists Wycliffe Bible Translators partner organisations with
cartography.

Brian Edwards, freelance author and speaker, has written on revival and disability,
and popular biographies of Tyndale and Newton. A former pastor and President of the
Fellowship of Independent Evangelical Churches, he chairs the Praise! Editorial
Board.

Former Bulletin editor Bernard Massey of Redhill is an Honorary Vice-President of
the Society.

Philip Neville, recently early retired, is interested in music generally, from psalmody
to symphony, and especially in 19th to 20th century British music.

Merseysider Ian Sharp lectures at the Liverpool Hope University and has often
enriched our conferences with his accompaniments; he is the composer of many
published hymn-tunes.

David Wright, see Bulletin No. 232

Having served in London as curate, vicar and archdeacon, Clive Young became
Suffragan Bishop of Dunwich in the Diocese of St Edmundsbury and Ipswich in 1999.
A keen musician, he is another HS Conference addict and last year was our Chaplain.

Reminder: Signed items in the Bulletin do not necessarily reflect the views of the
editor or of the Society. New submissions are always welcome, and those who would
like them acknowledged are encouraged to enclose an s.a.e. Our special thanks, as
ever, are due to Joyce Horn and Bernard Massey for the anniversary lists which
follow; they in turn appreciate the vital assistance provided by the CD-ROM
HymnQuest.

302 303302 303

Deaths 50 years ago
14 Feb A. C. Barham-Gould, c.
16 Mar E. Alec Blaxhill, a.
26 Mar E. N. Merrington, a.
11 Apr H. H. Tweedy, a.
22 Apr Lloyd Hartley, c.
4 May T. Tertius Noble, c.
23 May William Every, c.
27 May Hubert Foss, c.
18 July Lucy Booth-Hellberg, a, c.
20 July Jan Struther, a.
3 Oct Arnold Bax, c.
5 Oct R. E. Roberts, a.
15 Nov Norman Cocker, c.
26 Nov Ivor Atkins, c.
10 Dec H. Elvet Lewis, a.
? Oscar Bandsberg, c.
? Thomas Clark, a.
? William Hammond, c.
? R. L. Jones, c.
? Fredrick Lehman, a.
? Louise Ogelvee, a.

Births 100 years ago
22 Jan Norman J. Clayton, a, c
22 Jan Robin Milford, c.
17 Apr T. Rowland Hughes, a.
12 May Lennox Berkeley, c.
30 May Thomas Corbishley, a.
1 June Percy Whitlock, c.
16 June Francis Westbrook, c.
2 Sep F. Pratt Green, a, c.
3 Sep Sydney Watson, c.
19 Sep Dorothy Joy, a.
2 Nov G. d'Oyly Snow, a.
9 Dec Hilda Mawby, a.
? Geoffrey Beaumont, c.
? Rhoda Coghill, a.
? John Daniel, a.
? Paul Gedge, a.
? J. Eric Hunt, c.
? H. F. Selwood Lindsay, a.
? John Mackinnon, a.
? Mary B. Parke, a.
? Herbert Pickles, a.
? Harold Riley, a.
? Albert Thate, a.

Deaths 100 years ago
1 Jan Robert Griffiths, c.
3 Jan Henry J. Pye, a.
31 Jan Wilhelm M. Lutz, c.
11 Feb T. W. Freckleton, a.
17 Feb Joseph Parry, c.
22 Feb Samuel C. Clarke, a.
25 Feb Mary Palmer, c.
10 Mar A. Croil Falconer, c.
11 Mar Frederick A. Mann. c.
17 Mar Arthur W. Bovan, a.
22 Mar Frederic W. Farrar, a.
25 Mar G. R. Prynne, a.
29 Apr Laban Solomon, c.
9 May Thomas Forbes, c.
3 June John C. Earle, a.
3 June William Pitts, c.
26 June Mary Deck, a.
10 July Samuel W. Partridge, a.
27 July Caroline V. Sandell-Berg, a.
13 Sep Godfrey Thring, a.
28 Sep Samuel Ward, c.
26 Oct Herbert S. Oakeley, c.
28 Oct Emma Booth-Tucker, a.
10 Dec Augustus Donaldson, a.
20 Dec Brooke Herford, a.
? Francis P. Appleton, a.
? Hart P. Danks, c.

Births 150 years ago
6 Jan A. W. Wotherspoon. a.
12 Feb B. Luard-Selby, c.
14 Mar Rebecca Couch, a.
21 Mar Frederick Booth-Tucker, a, c.
29 Mar Annie Matheson, a.
23 Apr Arthur Patton, c.
20 May J. Owen Williams, a.
30 May Henry Deck, a.
22 June Ebenezer Newell, a.
25 June W. B. Trevelyan, a.
30 June J. S. Anderson, c.
2 July William G. Tarrant, a.
18 July Elizabeth Mackenzie, a.
20 July William Hodgson, a.
16 Aug J. C. Bridge, c.
27 Sep William Pari Huws, a.
11 Oct Frederick G. Edwards, c.

Anniversaries of 2003
We list here the year’s notable anniversaries of hymn authors and composers
represented in current British hymnals.
a = author or translator c = composer ? = exact date unknown
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24 Oct Alfred J. Eyre, c.
26 Oct Thomas R. G. Jozé, c.
30 Oct Walter Mathams, a.
6 Nov Lachlan Macbean, a.
3 Dec Emmanuel Rolfe, a.
20 Dec T. A. Lacey, a.
? Robert W. Barber, a.
? Christopher Clapperton, c.
? Charles A. Cox, c.
? Mary Jarvis, a.
? William W. Mason, c.
? A. C. Tarbolton, a.

Deaths 150 years ago
22 Apr William Freeman Lloyd, a.
18 Sep Andrews Norton, a.
29 Oct W. R. Bexfield, c.
16 Nov William Gardiner, c.
17 Dec Ralph Wardlaw, a.
? Mary Maxwell, a.

Births 200 years ago
4 Jan Robert Cleaver Chapman,
7 Jan William E. Hickson, a.
19 Apr Eliza Flower, c.
25 May Ralph Waldo Emerson, a.
24 June George J. Webb, c.
29 June Peter Maurice, c.
23 July John Burton, jun., a.
9 Sep H. J. Buckoll, a.

Deaths 200 years ago
14 Mar Friedrich Klopstock, a.
12 July William Jackson, c.

Births 250 years ago
29 Jan John Ryland, a.
7 Feb Rhĳnvis Feith, a.
3 May Lewis R. West, a, c.
29 Sep J. G. Schicht, c.
? Robert S. Hawker, a.

Births 300 years ago
17 June John Wesley, a.
? J. F. Lampe, c.
? Johann Tölstschig, a.

Deaths 300 years ago
31 Mar J. Christoph Bach, c.
14 Oct Thomas H. Kingo, a.

Birth 350 years ago
? Tom Durfey, a.

Death 350 years ago
Mar or Apr Zachary Boyd, a.

Birth approx. 450 years ago
? Edmund Spenser, a.

Death 750 years ago
3 Apr Richard of Chichester, a.

Death 850 years ago
20 Aug Bernard of Clairvaux, a.


