£ Chona THE KINGSTON CHRONICLES

(Part 1: At The Goldsmith's Feet)

In that Year of ‘Twenty—three

I was ten.

But let that be
and me Chronicle will now tell

when we sang the Solonelle

Moy Solen N
Easter-§§y, at mermding Mass.
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THE KINGSTON CHRONICLES
(Part 1. At the Goldsmith's Feet)

I %&7 'Tween Ash Wednesday-Easter Day
lays me church's ancient way
telling Man the central reason
for its founding.

It's the season
Passiontide; which, Christians hold,
promises a better world
after death, when comes fulfilment
of the erstwhile Gent's Agreement:

that we'll win, howe'er we pained.

Loss of Earth is Paradise gained.
-*—"""m ERT>_
N(M\/_/;7 Tween Ash Wednesday-Easter Day

wear your hairshirt.
Satan's flay?

Miserere of sombre Lent]
Sorrow's time.

E@ﬁ@ﬁ&fﬁss##sw: Repine! - Repent!

REPK.  HEAR e AERE AT
/va%/ -~ For forty days, excluding Sabbaths,

- Pl ;
we're all Dav1d§,facﬁlp Goliaths

of omissions;and of wrongs done

~_to the pact with the Holy One.

REMK f+¢uc N s
/nx%# irst break in the Dismal Season

is Palm Sunday. (Bodeful reason!)

But, yes! <Candles 1lit again!

Sable cloths‘away againl

£or 4 day WHile. W'foyously
e :>‘~%>slng RIDE ON IN MAJESTY!

y e

yapevT)—> But a short-lived celebratlonp 4:(%;J§ﬁ%:
SR g

For the song of approbation



ne

lasts a day.
Then back to sorrow:

Holy Week begins tomorrow.

M ;

e S——

Holy Week of marked  lament.
Cassocks#@@s black; the days of Lent

being a time of sadness rmmpant}

“ﬁ&mns are anguished. \ﬂg pray cauterant.l@ﬁééé@wx »
— ———
And at end, there is "Good Frlday f

(Good? That ery=ssy, sigh- day,

Satan's ﬁ qﬁ < day >>

e R e < S

But I speak d?ﬁthis elsewhere.

Now its Easter!
\ Banish care!

\ And with gladness celebrate

~__this prime feast of priést and\ a¥t!
B — = Eﬁefhc HEFép
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/VA’ —— Been a choirboy for some whle,
time came for a change in style,
cassocks going from black to purples;
lighter stuff; no more drab turtles.
}g%%;>—$§> Surplice sleeves were halved away,
being always in the way
at the water-pipe before
service starts.
And no implore
brought escape from Porro's punishment;
BOODACDINRCNRAAGRALAABHCADDARDRAACRRR
at once fetched you one month's banishment
ALEONELRORERDLICHONDRLOCEGSPSREPORCEABDRRAORAOAE
if, at Mass, you left the Stall.

FiR Prrpv
[ NAEW T chPS «?WATCH,\%@MS THE SONS OF SAUL! fStammers a little, bobs in
—— & his walk. 4gsyu

He's ch01r secretary) 'k martlneh/ o\ P To a ten-year- Old,4' tiger
P[,,;m.&’l{ on . stalk!
\ Catded “Porro" Johnson /ghort th1ckset) T
///. Rt :,:‘:‘ & ot : l\//’%)’vul . )
RN, : «';§h1111ngs o ;Sing at a weddlng
b i \'M
v IOh, Perfect Love(ﬂ%%%%bgyr thoughts azs‘head1ng (g»ﬁi;;;;:j
/ ; forn Commeacigl ¥ \
A weikfhlly eas;ward o-d@y our patties. R
@t lnce ot
jé \Chlnese mmercidd — éézg;g$%&»two quatties! —
= 0(0\4{\/ IENBPER S
Vi but delicious in crust and meat! 2 ﬁo ﬁ\w
L
EAL ) Oh, perfect love at East Queen Street!) ::;??*w*‘léﬂ"#””fwim“’t
: * Fowd vl
JMDENT -—{;'That Easter Day was the time chosen 2’?}4€

To weah o &T \( (j/ﬁ’w /i [L‘ A
ﬁ@??ZM%Anew robes. And interwoven : aﬁ?

T s ﬂazfmf«"z;z" .
with this, was another nice election: i

mu51c score. k\r Dignum's
the

] selectlon' Y 5B flyan.
/Nﬂ%§E>~%?Gounod's Messe Solonelle was the setting jfw7,

chosen; plus brass, strings, and getting

3}

the great John Lyons to solo the Sanctus,

the Kyrie Eleison, Creed, Benedictus.
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(2”5507‘ > And that was the Easter ﬁi%h Mo)dda bought meg
””—ﬁyzziﬁﬁ £ (ad le) high
#ndwbowts \the Scotch Tweed, pants/at &k knee
(longsemes came laterhﬁhantung silk-shirt,
Clark Shoes, @B&B®® stockings, ﬁiﬂﬁﬁgleather girt.
Mvééb \4;7Nobody prouder as we robed in the Vestry;

nose-high, you'd think me a judge in consisthry <¢onsist'ry7

as in the picture we have of St Paul's

Page 4

arguing the Doctors inside Senate walls.

g coR “Here

s

/Uﬂ%f‘ .—0n Easter morning, the sun's shining through
Saints and Apostles so they all look new
there, in the arch of the Great East casement,
stained in grand colours, awaiting the Mass meant

to honour HE# this greatest .and highest church feast:
>Ra151ngf~mwﬁ

“of Jesus, the Christ and High Priest.

Pregk > oFl T

undraped the Crucifix, Lectern and Font,

brought out the purple and red cassocks, changing
mournln-t

of Lent, our form of Abstaining.

Altar Guild ladies brought in the flowers,

LgeTmes
R rain—damqglistening from April showers;

aired the Sacristy, white cloth on iﬁi Credence,
hums

| polished Predellaij oneA
~#fk Eucharist — )
i@l  hymns as she brushed at the shelf

p in sequence

-

in timewtb
%ﬁf%tﬂxfﬁrn;Aorgan, and, crossing herselfj

shuffled from Epistle to Gospel and bacKB
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On Holy Saturday we had Preparations:

/Pgé-Sanctified;ﬂﬁinp doing the Stations;
k%KQQQf collecting me sixpence from Modda and marched
to the Chinese laundry for me Etons, starched
blade-taut by "Willie, late of Hong Kong;"
\ one for the morning , the other, Evensong.
i erc 0ld Mr Gounod s!
JHOW we have »i worked atfigenbdgsSonmocds:
T worked all

Full choir, inst&ﬁhents, &ﬁi the soloes!
Qtiens —1. !

rehearsed at the foot of g the Altar‘@
move
acolytes and censers?ﬁﬁﬂﬁg wells no falter;

Trowns on the Rector % watchingi.

#5 /choirboys, at the Stall sides batchinq}
“g\\ whibper our jokes at the dumb show; vainer

that we're professionals, familiar with Stainer

and Purcell and Elgar, and not envious

-3
of lace -and-scarletted supercilious
Whike *

mulatto, hzggﬁ boys, they the ones chosen
to bob like poppyshows, or to stand frozen
till the time comes for them to take orders:

A@%f Go for this!"

"Carry thisi®
"Straighten the borders

' ¢ the tail of your cassock whenever you kneel!

See it falls squarely over the heell"

Poor little bring-come, go-pick-up-that!

MI/L h of tham 7
Agver sang a Magnificat
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: » Easter already!
We take our places, full trained and steady

with months of practise each Thursday night#

i/ )= Crescendo! Diminuendo!

TiL121% calme rights
= P i 1 1
N AKX *KHAS

/UEEE>;7Will you be sharing a small boy's moment

as in the Vestry we form for the post-lent

lift of the pall of the Church's Sad Forty?
WAl rnfiw“fuf' \c‘ﬁlz/

/Vﬂ%i>%>500n to commence ug%ﬁaéﬁﬁ 2@ RAs

e O
of w@#@ﬂ’esnﬂ?boys, behind the Verger 4?
IRIN blaed
shouldgg gaewﬁﬁﬁ staff; plaekey gowned liturger.
COMEY

Following hlmA the Crucifix-bearer.

~| (Hands firm on post! Set transverse squarer!

N
S et

No whispers, you! Eyes straight ahead!

Hands clasped in prayer --- like you were dead!)

Then, bearing cBandlesticks, smaller boys, pacing

(Slow! Slow! No racing!)

Low-voiced injunctions issuing from

i s .
the incense-gwinger.

the stern M.C. in his c1ngu1umf;
WA

dﬂfﬁ% ﬁLrvously!walt #» the priest's invocation.
Then, #to the Nave.
APS

= ;:Héﬂé N _What an occ asion! ,

*‘\

/NN?/ —yA little shivery under cassocks and surplices. i

The Etons itch. Shaky-knee novices.
¢§§§5\€leariﬁn§s of throats. Palms dried on gowns.

Wondering if we'll be cap'ble of sounds
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when the time comes to open the hymnal
at the place marked for the Processional.

W;Z> nd we hear the church breathing, a kind of soft gale
M
l far down the sea-field. Gobbiesus+if+wesfasis

-

—————————

L -
BN Gobbledwe if we faill
BRUQL /%c/ib

N%{D%But Mr Dignum, cool as January’g
braey
AON his high stool up in the Sanctuary
calms us with the familiar airs
from well loved scores.

We form in pairs.

o
’Nﬁ%%%éSoftly we sing the Amen sector

to Office Prayers.

; Beadle to Rector
To ™Ma Z)cwm o do

bows. ¢3EESE$%€—&$E£ﬁ£ﬁQ=ﬂLg§¥ﬁ :
;QéLHE CALL! @

his stool

h (Di n see from ; . in the Stall.)
wbeas\@&w@

JNAnt He sways and rocks,to the keyboard console,
his
moves his feet, shrugs loose A organist's cowl---

and the great organ, triumphantly,

in tonal power, exultantly

enters the heart- place of ChrlstendOm
240

Wsmgs ME LAMB" S_HIGH FEAST WE COME' //L‘W Agwn, @ @

~.h_,-\ —— T i

Neit 14 And weﬂstep.fggwagd‘ suddenly unharried,/ And we step forward, suddenly unhafjx
7 e ried,
the heavy Hymnal now lightly carried, \\\\‘\“““‘**\~\ ,,//

the glorious outrush of breath, sending forth

the poetry and music for all we're worth.
mﬁ@f#?And & enter the Nave, marching in pairs;
the Easter hymn 51ann} away all our fears.
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S iig X @’@’5@ el A
)N&%£:>——f?And there! utkﬂ@l/

A sun-burstf through!
The Great East Window is gold and blue!

Images of saints, apostles, Jesus!
(7%
(And smalh;cherubs too, 4i“sort of tease us!)
VEamlllar fam11y, froze in stained glassj

0, s B :
buthgééégﬁwgw alive, ﬁﬁ‘ celebrabgﬁg their Mass!

‘_.//72:QE}H<14L3%>

,/""'M\
<2Nﬁ&%ij> ;>I‘m aware that me friend, uﬁiﬂﬁﬁﬁiﬂlllt George Clarke
marchésqbeﬂlde me, in a kind of bark

s singéﬂg the line after Feast we come,
thus:

"Leaving more and bringing some."

But should "Porro" Johnson, our Secretary,
MARCHING HEFAR THAT
4behind, R A . . heresy,

en me friend, George, will land a suspension:

/q{%ﬁ:}§>"Fortxrdays, boy, from now to Ascension!" 6;;;2;;

George is shorter i#§iSemwe, somewhat thlckers
AN WS \/uﬁ

o o
i;d‘wears the bagg1es€xkn1cker§@ek&v

Panama born. éégards in Ge&ﬁbes Lane
o

with the Grizzells. Great talker. Vain.

ﬂiﬂ‘bances the Charleston like nothing on earth.

C
£§ ?gggégkgéseball, not cricket. Master of mirth.
-~

of
We've argued politics from age aha%i ﬂl‘& nine:
he for America. Britain is mine.

~

me. \
(But sometimes &floo}r\/_o/ A observing that
a black "lootenant" in a U.S. hat

frequently occurred.
he'd "wager
The English,

~| O



ver allowed us beyond sergeant-major. v
i SM on ,f/

‘However, — v
1 4;é%zﬁgm- ‘Mister Clarke hed enjo%
fyé? stayﬂ here.

ekt reat friendsj march Stall-wards together. *m——/
Being the smallest, we fronted the tether. « /5@%*
[ As am JUWH S r\L{(ku?, g

iN Mk 7«,/«7 Swiy

{ ol came gt hwﬂf“ T
, Wiy MA e

<A oo
)A@“?I work me toes in me Gda®k®s to see !
? ()Mﬁp Wui(»z ’M M//V &klﬁl/

pebbles or things that could cause misery i f+ il db 7
y ’ yv 1/ A

ﬂaﬁ’@obutéﬁgg

{B&.@é’ aZ{bw m Tha 5772/[:,{
e M/A—% w2
Lf\w'/’ :/ow‘ﬁ“,ﬁ(sﬁ Ribs,
/) npsdows TUA
2 41/)/09;”[/‘/ )@1’\ P/}/\/S %
J/ﬂ'?( ,l/? 2 p('a&,feg

W AL 64Lk RArcs at
S (igitest (,L Led,
f?gzp. mofheds m Leachne
‘i- beligpe boy-pi Fenus

?m’f aa'—‘ﬂ?‘/r »ff o Sowwe
- Smekt Ul ini g,
2/’7/14&' Yo, ife 7‘174%;[3,;,:# Who
Coan b/omi wS . ‘s:‘}ﬂ f,g{/’% ‘)L(
il rcanaa g prA RO o |
Fominw L,é’.,h_ Lo = wuuiidmw X
d’w o andl o 16 us , ebe uf
su/-,ﬁué( A,Amn@” s P '

| {
L»’/)‘?«ﬁ 0,( ke ‘

»./s’ e

N\ ot ~ , ‘g o

/M@f?m the"ma-r‘-eh—{a—s——“s’w
WPTZTE Be Sw Tk

we—were=cgreful %5 see bootlaces gggp tied,

knee-stockings secured, gravity defied

by brace-belted trousers; embarrassment lurked
under those cassocks whenever we kirked;

for more than one boy has stumbled or fell

Rad w¢T baa,
bECAUSE his bootlacesAﬂﬁﬁp.naztled well;

so, Stepped on, one footnsuddenly immovable@j<gzg%gg
ﬂﬂ&¢$71me not-knowing rest-of-him went uncontrollable.

B T aswe— —

CLE

&gj%i>%ylnm@§;501emn High Mass to the Messe Solonelle

is a long haul; three hours, I can tell,

when you consider/F¥ayers to be chanted,
N .
@a%%,;bGospel not said but‘ sung or descanted.

}"’,1'%]2,‘\,_74»."\d
We must be fit, to handle all thlS.r 5 THINT by Pl ¢MLA@MATQ endl
Mt -t agy.ifge Gospel’s W/}{ and Setong paﬂms.b'
™ LL \ oy M'\ ﬁ( Lﬂ.jf C

- e i La',hd’ LL'F H'ﬁ” HL"W-R ’ﬂlﬁ I‘% )bl@b 4!}) ke_fvi
Z—w-v;( fhe CHUREN Rpcks at e INVOKEN |

ZW‘Q W,) TR [;,ﬁv/,(.w’? iN ﬂW NELT ¢ f“[u//

WNInl, cepar o WY NO beniy g4 A,




/ enk page ten
cabs) 4
s . QuE .
All will be angry if a note 7 should miss
for (now I know) we were proud boy-singers
and had our code.
Although no beﬁi}—ringers

for honour, craft)or art4“ no pretence,

we were somehow aware of excellence.
L QEHDM
n:uﬂ‘aThoughts such as these scurry through me head
4 as we enter the main aisle.
And up there, ahead

the flowered Table on which tapers glitter ---

CAPS: [pDENT \7 Lord, make this choirboy never sing sweeter!
- - i “A.”\\\,-‘

a small boy's thoughts at a moment so grand.
| (o Levbus toqN 1d's plund
/Nﬂhjl ur grle,ousA o' this world's plunder

comes when we lose our sense of wonder.)

ﬂny?Steallng quick glances marching the aisle,
we catch the proud looks cas# on our file
by the fond parents of fellows we know
whispering to neighbours:

“There goes so- and so'" Q

There ~— B@bby Rhoden's Mum, . Foster Lane, e
L(KE
ﬁngur house, high-stepped, and with a vane

of jalousies.

#&#¥§ Percy Miller's Mum;
they live on Laws Street; me closest chum.

WENT)7And see the Andersons? Sons Windsor, Marven;

the last a sprinter, likely eleven
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secs for the hundred at our C.L.B. sports
Négfp;(that s Church Lads Brigade. See¢me other reports).
/Nﬁﬂﬁzzr*And Frank MclLaren; he's Calabar High,

soon to outgrow his @ggbl g‘ﬁ then, why,
he'll be captured by the Acolyte gang
who like to think they're the whole shebang!
ééeking High Schoolers for their Servers Guild!
A@%ﬁu;”But what do they get? A pikni hybrid!"
Jeers me friend, George.
"A broken-down singer
they'll train to be a candle-stick bringer!"
(But somewhat bitter; forﬁn each, worry stirs
that soon we'll no longer be boy-choristers.
QAAA 3 For, proudi& sapranos, some quite angelicj
we know we're doomed.
Ahead, catatonic
close-out of trebles, our voices"cracked";
no longer winging, soon we'll be sacked.
ﬁﬁf@g>‘%?And yet, we're eager to gain our men's voices
and join the back-stalls in one of the choices,
tenor or baritone; and wear long pants;

‘f'Rb”ﬂ X’bm'\!, : Ce Ry ¢ Zpap T ¢
de no suspensions fe¥ fi#%éﬂg OUr—wahts .

Q§R¢m< HERE )
MLCN hen, in me march, as the thuribler swept

his censer across the northern transept,

I look E; me left, me Modda to greet,

ale Iy Sond
and The Aunts,-ﬁh’ g at the Goldsmith's feet.

| (The Goldsmith? Told you elsewhere that its

the John Wolmer bust where me family sits.

JUWHL Me Aunt Mary Brooks knows Parish Church loreﬁﬁww
the oldest sister; and what is more, J:// /,U &%275 [ig/

i was with the 01d Church before the 'Quake
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served with me Solongllel!) ne tenor's notorious
for\peing at times fa tgeny uproarious,

a bass\colleague being the/owner

of an Orahge Stre¥t taveyh, The Sundowner

with a Nine NClock Liceénse. _AQe coming along,
a tope helps one respngsice before Evensong
(which ended too ladfto get the goodwill

of a Nine 0'Clock License.) However, yet still,
they'd never _
peeRRCEWOODPECENRY fire one DPefore Eucharist.

Sober, eyfryone, as a Catechist

Music/al'Mass from the great Masters

neged—etear—hedds,; SO Lhey Were rasters.
Bt B Ikt B g y—our Organist—
. . ‘lAi.'.‘- - " 1@y,
aAafrow—re—gees—down hisprivate checkrist>

He had a habit that spoke his love
for chorg] music. One such was of

" Qcoachcﬂﬁ bePe=thoY 0N
rAm7 feate oo b el GRP@@Riceee Thurday evenings,

to test the texture, our voices' weavings.
He would descend the organ dais

stand in the Chancel, or, at slow pace
stroll up and down, chatting informally
on happenings, thAt time, normally

= '
spokesof; as say, the new motor taxis
appearing to jeers from the horse-drawn hackneys.
For what could @ replace those beautifud horses
pulling four-wheelers? And, the worse is .
there's some wild talk of a motor-hearse
for funerals; and, unspeakably worse

p : ¢

‘to do away with plumes and gu net

flung over flanks; and the coachman's jet-

ot
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served with me Solonelle!" One tenor's notorious
for being at times a teeny uproarious, ~
a bass colleague being the owner

vwf an Orangé Street tavern, The Sundowner

with a Nine 0'Clock License. Age coming along,
a tope helps one's resonance before Evensong
(which ended too late to get the goodwill
of a MNine 0'Clock License.) However, yet still,
they'd never
PePERPCROOEECORARY fire one before Eucharist.
Sober, everyone, as a Catechist.
Music af'Mass from the great Masters
needed clear heads; so they were fasters.

But nd&; back to Diggy, our Organist

and how he goes down hisprivate cheeklist.
He had a habit that spoke his love

for chorgl music. One such was of
coaching his choir on

'RIBaetR @B o cdolo ERPR@RIce®L Thurday evenlngs,

to test the texture, our voices' weavings.

He would descend the organ dais

stand in the Chancel, or, at slow pace

stroll up and down, chatting informally

on happenings, thAt time, normally

spoké;of; as say, the new motor taxis

appearing to jeers from the horse-drawn hackneys.
For what could @ replace those beautiful horses
pulling four-wheelers? And, the worse is

there's some wild talk of a motor-hearse

for funerals; and, unspeakably worse

2t
g
to do away with plumes and hggfy net

flung over flanks; and the coachman's jet-

black scissors-tail coat, stove—pipe/ hat,

whin mAanvninAa wihhaAannaAde. AanAd mAanmAa +Fhan Fhadt
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#hknewoasbapk whdrtha hhddénkdvibigegwess
#hemewoasbankwanldebbhennote inglviohgh EXEXBNE

Its part of the splendour to watch Mr Dignum
at the console of his musical kingdom
triple~tiered wonder of delicate power,
before whose voice, full orchestras cower,

51 ‘lh:H‘f v bmﬂ'
held in by this qnztﬁ:sisghb suzerain

(or let g fullyﬁagge but always on rein).

Brush of his¥ cassock on the organ-bench.

Squeak of his shoes on the pedal. The wrench

of console-stops, pulled for the starting.
air-pump,

Knock of the wWINAXNHKEY his roundghead darting

first to his left at the Chamber Group

of strings and winds; and a small swoop

mownd
his head to the Ipistle- side

®]
H

where 50101sts, guest singers reside.

for
And ®X High Days of grand festivalgs
"Rector expects
MNHEN XWEXAXPEEK of you cellestial

singing," he jokes with his cautious grin,
HHEER G
at Thursday practisey, WMso, gents, no gin!'' ——-
“+p noR CFINE BuT
to(wale bassistd aud—tTrmerss notorious

for being sonmetimes a trifle uproarious;

SHee His ;
one of tiedfr colleagues being the Owner

of a King Street tavern, the Sundowner,
Nine

uiﬁ[ﬁ%ﬁﬁﬁ&*ﬁiﬁﬁ O'Clock licenseey ©O come on strong

required a
EHEYXEEHHE¥EHNE® tope before Evensong

(which ended too late to share the goodwill
of colleague-vintner.) Yet, and still,

tope
never would they $EEp=ewe before Hucharist.

Sober, each then, as a Catechist.

MMusic for Mass from the Great Masters

asked for clear heads; for Mass, they were fasters.

e
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T tne Splendour's To watch HEH Mr DI
- at tna console of‘his“@ﬁ&nﬁl&%e kingdom
wooded wonder of delicate power

at whose
b

held in by tRis slight-built suzeral

or let fully ou

A g

brown scowl,
reat=-betiews orchestras cowe

d

yet always on rgin.

The brush of MNs cassock 4n the organ'bench

squaak of his sho he pedals. The wrench
of ivory-headed stop pulled for starting,
knock of the win is round head darBting

first to his ft at the ChNamber Group

of violin, £ello, bass; a smal\l swoop

of
shoulder4 ! head, to the Epistle side
Wiere—terorebasses (the—mem—TesTe.

He liked being English; ever see how he walks?
Knees pumping proudly, fingers like stalks
held stiffly out. Small smile he forces;
e if, by chance, a happening endorses

the tensioned skin he wears buttoned closely
less sudden stress ruptures it forcedly.

One evening at practise, the Sankey singing
of Raglan Phllips! revivalists,ringing

across from the Park,the camp-meeting howling
entered our Bach. 01d Diggy, scowling,
asked: "This Phillips, where is he from?"

"He's from Home. England," with teasing aplomb

Mr Smith, first bassist, laughingly offered.

"No! —— Yes?" Diggy, shocked, stumblingly proffered.

But we like Mr Dignum. He brings out the best

in his choir-colony; nor mind the rest.

GNY1S

FC0

.._\.

fj4

310N
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It was not only celebrant priest
visiting players nor solo artiste,

me Shantung shirt, me ribbed knee-sock,
the fields of faces tilted to lock

on us singing the Solonelle



)

B

THE DIGNUM SEQUENCE --- to stand by itself. Taken from NOTEBGOK.

Part of the splendour's to watch WE® ™Mr Dignum

at ti™® console of his crenelate kingdom

wooded wonder of delicate power

brown scowl,

at whose great=beiiews orchestras cower,

held in by this slight-built suzerain,

or let fully out, yet always on rein.
The brush of his cassock on the organ bench
squaak of his shoes on the pedals. The wrench
of ivory-headed stops, pulled for starting,
knock of the wind-pump, ‘his round head darBting
first to his left at the Chamber Group
of violin, cello, bass; a small swoop
gﬁoulder, : head, to the Epistle side
where tenors, basses (the men) reside.
He liked being English; ever see how he walks?
Knees pumping proudly, fingers like stalks
held stiffly out. Small smile he forces;
e if, by chance, a happening endorses
the tensioned skin he wears buttoned closely
less sudden stress ruptures it forcedly.
One evening at practise, the Sankey singing
of Raglan Phllips' revivalists,ringing
across from the Park,the camp-meeting howling
entered our Bach. O0ld Diggy, scowling,
asked: "This Phillips, where is he from?"

"He's from Home. England," with teasing aplomb

Mr Smith, first bassist, laughingly offered.

e "No! — Yes?" Diggy, shocked, stumblingly proffered.

But we like Mr Dignum. He brings out the best
in his choir-colony; nor mind the rest.
At last rehearsal, with his cautious grin,

he joked: "Now, gents, I'll have no gin
withe
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THE KINGSTON CHROUNICLES

At the Goldsmith's feet

in that yeag/cf "Twenty-seven,
I turned fourteen. VYears which leaven
what me Chronicle now will tell
when we sang the Solonelle
ééster~nay at Solemn Mass.

This was how it came to pass.
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THE KINGSTON CHROMICLES
the=kingston=charenicies

At the Goldsmith's feet

. "
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wenty-geven, :
Js W //L_‘ ’:/:\ /

i In that year of !
{ VL‘WW’*{/W - » e et "N »‘;L'{i . : v ) ’
v fourteen, tlrned t-.W Ygars leaven DA A . oo pom’s
b4 Jahis / AATE
what me Chronicle noy§ill tell; ) A
n r:\‘ .f» m ;L"T V'Y

when we sang he SHonedie,

Easter-day,fat SolemidMass.

This was how it fameqto,pass.y
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THE KINGSTON“CHRONICLES
ny .
At The Goldsmith's Feet

‘In that year qﬁ 'Tw-jty thre%
I was ten. ;ﬁut lrf that bev

and me Chn%n1clginow w111,§e11

when we; ‘sang gﬁe Solonel.&

Eastef morn,ﬁt Solemn Mﬁss.

i

Thlsfwas how it mee to pass.
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% “THAee B

Been a cho;rboy.fﬁr some whilgl(j)

“Fime came for a change in style,
Lassocks goxng ﬁrom black to purplesy.

& P st

@ ghter stuff; she&‘g&r drag turtles.

Tla0
Su plxce sleevesfwere halved away.

No %4‘“‘( RN
I/ 5?5 Porrols punlshment’/

e @eed @m@ma@@ag
oot muq 4FBCRAB 00RO 0000e00eRe0ER60E00
1 E00ELOBEE @@@@M@Am@m@a@m@@@wﬂ%@@ eRAR B e e Eshenckderee

ff; dﬁ?#ﬁg Mass, you left the Stall.
't s Fediaizy, L1k & e )
@{hatch% 4f Porro, ag=t#e; sons of Saull [ Stammers a little, Bobs
: v HREAKT] . &% in his walk.
<z§i-~f"7 G »;,Hegﬁ 'h01r secratary. A martinet. [:fb a ten-year-old, ke
’ S T,

tiger on a stalk'
Short, Thickset. 2;;mm»amzr' oy Plaa
IOV LS

ﬂt 77\L oNE Niw Lok [k Awf
\fwaandﬂain aur sh111ing{w%en—ae=siﬁg at weddlng £ Q

N
%@h Parfect Love uiiaxﬁur thoughts ‘e e

— of—robes—and L ottt BEY el ~¢,e9.‘fk,f
ib-wealtnlly'w;$k~ﬁzr ok ‘i e
) oy coReulRETFRLE S .

;,hlneséfc

m@a Qerf;ct 1

i e

ove at East Queen Street't>

———— e T \_ 2l ¥y

; y e S L
“oul f‘_ﬁﬁ,ﬁ *kk Rk v

— M\/\/\—/‘—lb—f/\ NN N A,
4é%§§fEE;Eﬂ;ter—Day was the time choseg!D

D ,»—éx/ T R e
to wear gf new robes. And interwoven

‘ \% % W \3.4,&;-'7
with this was another nice election: -z fle Vo/sne)l s
the music score. Mr Dignum's MRV g 7 o
====Hr-bignamts-Solemn-Eacharist*s selection. ;52 iamw/;gy’iﬁ B
% i s | q Ao PZ LN £
Gounod's Messe Solonflﬁe qas the setting <//’@rf&/ j:/
chosen; plus brass, % strings, and getting ) “ﬁiP””l .

T ha ’54”“ ,&uf,r/}.s /Arnd,ﬂvf“
the great Jdohn Lyons to solo the Sanctus

the Kyrie Eieison, Creed, Benedictus.

khkkk
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And that was the Easter when Mopdda bought me,
%«’ﬂ) Hig i

he g@ﬁh the Scotch Tweed/’pantaﬁat s knee

(longsomes came lator)Shantung silk-shirt,

CInRK  SKYES,

Cadek Sbhees,P8B586 stockings, perfpleather girt.

Nobody prouder as we robed in the Vestry;

nose-high, you'd think g judgeg in comsis$bry consist'ry

as in the picture we have of St Paul's

arguing the boctors inside Senate walls. ;
ProvAds Guas Thém Celeh gt M{pﬂiﬂ witE awb cord o WU

w\‘ P 4 and AN w'ﬂlﬂli oy ‘~\-~‘.1

On Easter morning, the sun's shining through

Saints and Apostles so they all look new,

there, in the arch of the Great East casement,

stained in grand colours, jwaiting the Mass meant

to honour BEIZ this greats®® and highest church feast:

RAisiNgG ‘
ke gedupractigd of Jesus, the Christ and High Priest.

%} o AT AN O S

i T

Last evening, we took.down the black Altar Front, f;ﬁ
undraped the Crucifix, Lectern and Font, .
brought out the purple and red cassocks, changing
ﬁﬁa-momhéﬁngs of Lent, our form of Abstaining.
Altar Guild ladzes brought in the flowers

2P rain- damﬂé?%yts§¥n§ from April showers;

aired the Sacrlsty, white cloth on 2 Credence,
polished Predellas, 0ne<ﬁ§£:;§g in sequence
45%?; Eucharist hymns as she brushed at the shelf
in time to 1§B organ, and, crossing herself,

shuffled from Epistle to Gospel and backj
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Lo

s T X E: § i Mg ‘-—* WC/ . - -_._T A ' >a
The Richy wao ,wfu@m %%’7 o i ismar D Wi

wil% ER6Ts weTh \ b g Oy
Het pietures of | @@ heavediy—hest wgEheh wou
W/Ay«/

t%gﬁ;_skips hite asdu1sh belly=~-up
Ao | |NNICKNT Dl pA /7\4\/7" Jh ’
b7 £zpes

g

=

.w

and wore lon dresscs and bifocals

il ’o.l-‘;‘t é‘i}ﬁ’: fa. 0‘

,_ h gé,f, &43%4’% Coro M} a Lot
‘44/'/4. The hej.of Kt LM M.

4&9%W1th e beoll supe she ppd got on so welE) Cori<

high which makes it a sprt of mall

enitentiary wall
flanked by the $werty-feet-Rish-prisen w%&l

Azﬂd
and there they were! ﬂ&mrg
And Rae Town wondered: why
gone

ge intc the gully if they wete so %@t?

"Instead," Capo Saidy "to be

e knew, 'tayze'i%e Sunday School cards they geve us

_ whﬁﬁmthey«eaﬁght 1iss Nellie up ¥
[‘#V 7R CANS | 1A v /rf,;j‘-’._—//n/ f/v' WM)? W
1S

he taught at St Micnaels, Qﬁ,ﬁﬁagﬁaﬁyk
al.

id save us.

® QJL_

But Modda frowned: am# gaid: "Catpg say mating." (A b
2 m/w Chimeld har TWN 200 }t .
me bradd L dngl (B Lh ¥
gCause the 3&&% boy-piknis”me and me orfgoa poiy U o st )
» &7\4 /VL/ . Zostd. . by y
stood Plosi/’ttstsnxng. nudging /qne-awesea. )[T@tbai:tﬁﬂ,auﬁaa{ h&$,ﬁ&&
T e Gounat Moo o fadintinies.
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Mr Dignum practising Jesu by Bach. f gi

Fehdnd
On Holy Saturday we had Preparations:
Pre-Sanctified M@=2; doing the Stations;
collecting me sixpence from Modda and marched
to the Chinese laundry for me Etons, starched f%wq>.
blade-taut by "Willie, late of Hong Kong;"

one for the morning , the other, Evensong.

% dedA ko

Eiljg old Mr
How we have weke® worked at Ekapiie Gounod's!

, zermEs worked all
Full choir, insﬂyékents. 571 the soloes!

ﬁﬁiigf’thers rehearsed at the foot of xk the Altaﬁigzﬁxgp

(3700 7 R L S ST DAY ) G o 4

(gcolytes and censersmg wellm@v £800ePP6 /o falterd.

hute §b there're no frowns on The¥Rector, watching @

W% ,ﬁ@@@@@@@s@W@a@@e@@@ﬁ@@@@@a@@@e@ea@@@@@@ae@aQﬁ@ »
chrqEE¥§§ ME choirboys, at the Stall sides,batching,

whlﬁper our jokes at the dumb shew; vainer

—

that we're professionals, familiar with Stainer
£y ; 2 bl

and Purce and Elgar, @8 not emetels

vt

of lacéf'and -scarlet#e supercilious

mulatto/?' b% boys; they the ones chosen

‘td bob like poppyshows, or to stand frozen

 till the time comes for them to take orders:
"Go for this!®

"Carry this!i"

"Straxghten the borders

/”/"'“_~_~§\\\ ~Fa.
a@ﬁﬂh at peredlicoiliddy cassockAwhenever you kneel!
Qf :i) See it falls squarely over the heell"

r )1ttle bring-come, go-pick-up-that!
/& l\‘\c (Lf

(r\ o
Iteme /ever sang a Magnzflcatl

|
hkkkk
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Hkkkk
/Vm"‘ 1 W‘M{ﬁh, i
But nojy its vemeredud
Easter already!
We take our places, full trained and steady
with months of practise each Thursday nightd :
Crescendo! UDimiendado!
Till it came right.
" o P khhhk
Selizy cHyl Bl I
Will you be sharing a smed=Dboyls moment b

as in the Vestry we form for the post-lent

1ift of the pall of the Church's Sad Fort ?

é wL mtJ‘L M o

Soon to commence with-i bBH8 doubte=1iT

muh(ng W paiRS
behind the Verger/

should!reﬁ qﬁiﬁi!? staffj black-gouned liturger.
Following him, the Crucifix-bearer,

(Hands fitrm on postl Set transverse squarer!

No whispers, youl Eyes straight ahead!

Hands clasped in prayer --- like you were decd!)

Then, bearing cBandlesticks, smaller boys, pacing
5
the incense7Qwinger.

(Slow! Slow! No racing!)

Low-voiced injunctions issuing from

the stern M.C. in his cingulum .

Mo oy

gg[we @é@xﬂﬁ?ﬁw’wait f@ the priest's invocation.
N T e,

\\;%nﬂ<£ﬁékffﬁ§§5§igﬂg‘ Jlﬁé'ldiﬁf]Zh;ﬁﬂCdi&% /

A little shivery under cassocks and surplices. ‘ﬁc%5@%*“f3M“m

The Etons itch. Shaky-knee novices.

STEH g)earinlgs of thrcats. Palms dried on gowns. /3 '
Wondering if we'll be cap'ble of sounds

when -the-time comes to



when the time comes to open the hymnal
at the place marked ¥Yor the Processional.

And we hear the church breathifg, a kind of soft galie

far down the sea-field. éobblesussifswesdails —;if53wz£¢”

Gobbledeps if we faill
#)éf ek

77 But Mr Dignum, cool as, Januaryff

Ag?w%is hiigh stodl up in the Sanctuary
calms us with the familiar airs
from well loved scores.
We form in pairs.
Khhkdrk
Softly we sing the Amen sector
to Office Prayers.

Beadle to Rector

"’E’ ' ”UW ”%’LJ(
bows% , & == et
AN i
70 THE CALL!
his stoel
(Diggy can see from %he=ewgai in the Stall. )
Eelit — CORECEE6GT
— M’He ¢ways and rocks to thgikeyboarc console,
3

moves his feet, shrugs loose 888 organist's cowl--- [gwaftéuu

and the great organ, triumphantly,

in tonal power, exultantly,

enters the neart place of Chrlstendam

o8 sings: (AT THE LAMB'S HIGH FEAST WE COME! D dwp Oy,

""&“' e, IO
kkkhk

hAnd we step forward, suddenly unharried,
the Reavy Hymnal nay Hghtly Sarrigd,
$he SRGFISRSTOHERASA BFCHREAERLERGRRLSFoFRtn e o P

the poetry and music for all we're worth. —

oy healk. nding ol

J 424 %% enter the Nave, marching in pairs:

the Easter hymn singigg away all our fears.
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And, therel —

Sﬁiiigaﬁgghead!‘\
A sun=burstf through!
The Greet East Window is gold and blue!

Images of saints, apostles, Jesus!
(Anszmalba%herubs too, # sort offtease us!)

Familiar Family, froze in stained glass
vyng

3 »
but, sphehed alive4é&& celebratf;g their Mass!

MIE

I'm aware that me friend, wioscaane s George Clarke

IMALCH o/
ngbeeide me, in a kind 0f bark

S (Mge ont

is—s+pging the line after Fﬂast we come,
thus: S

LaHsE (Ekﬁiiiig_ﬂgif and brznging some.n”) /Qﬁ%

But should "”orro“ Jdohnson, our Secret;ry,
marhwhe Ao HGD it

:GE&aasfbehind B3 asrzthe heresy,

then me friend, Geerge, will land a suspension:

"Forty days, ‘boy, from now to Ascensicn'“

/ George is shoa}er thgeglbe , somewhat thicker s oo
/ AV 7 o =

/ /_3E¥Bw~%%ﬁ
[ M®8 wears the bagglest knickers&iicer.

f
[

Panama born. B®%oards in Ge(ﬁbes Lane
| with the Grizzells. Geeat talker. Vain.
iﬁﬁ;)ances the Charleston like nothing on earth.

’E'e(//i G L 1)) jO0

Figms Paseball, not cricket: Masxsr of mirtn.
: b 4
7
HE1ve argued politics from age apewt €EHE nine:
he for America. Britain is mine.

b7

V4
X it (But sometimes 8@ floorﬁ’me & observing thdi
a black "lootenant" in a U.S. hat

frequently occurred. Sl wagek
R |

— % i



i & P

allowed us_—further than sergeant-majorjb
o i HOW ,,,w\ﬁ( ‘ VN//
theueh 1 vﬁﬁ&éﬁiﬁu M1ster Clarke be*d enjoy

i/b‘h i
if %= staye here. 1. Stz

But
u Aﬁmﬁ%&zaﬂ

= S A b T T % ‘Hey boyl’ Céyb

/ T TTT——— m’l

J@?fﬁgcgreat frlendsghmarch Stall-wards together.‘
ing the smallest, we fronted the tg;her,_g%/// el
e fronted the : :

kkEhkxk
b;\ o

/ My K 7 m L2

TN sl T s

Zw// Lime. uk/’,{{‘//,f pf
Weo n‘»ﬁf'ﬁh&

I work me toes in me ¢IfFek®s to see
pebbles or things that could cause misery

in the Brocessions (there are two on High Days)

gywﬁqujﬂn the merch, as in singing, we had our waysﬂiéé*
e Cuhe <5 ane.
WETwETe to see bootlaces weee tied,

bl
™

(‘ knee-stockings secured; gravity defied
,b i 3 lta ; . 4 ARSI l/j’://'n/ what
y brace-be rousers; emparrassment lurke = e 51 o
under those cassocks whenever we kirked; “//,,ﬁ» Zlﬁm_%/ap“‘

{7 If$ /( / i
for more than one boy has stumbled or fell (7 lls e ﬂﬁﬂwﬂ%

3 Kad »t bee 44,
€ | bueause his bootlaces, wepe @Btied wgllj 7“#9’ ﬁ“‘/
b S i B R Vot
1V so, stepped on, one foot suddenly immovable, ﬁéﬁﬁhﬁﬁﬁﬁglagggﬁ‘
'\/ X I,/' Wu%} LW‘.. g
l

he not- knowxng rest-of-him went uncontrollable. qﬂw
_1” l\ﬂf:»( @ ; \( l!(jv i‘ 4 n,wil, iN m V&L?Kfl#f e f ’2“1/*—;, / zf"*”i’»b
W rien for PR fay..fi\/ Take ?i/: AL "4 e l

‘, ,r (‘ /}M‘.

i"’ ¢E, High LoLnd, Smaie FEARS: TGKE i8 FaoTsore F
Bntm2f\7§§§;“g—T;ﬁﬁ High Mass to the Messé Solonelle ™
is a long haul; three hours, 1 can tell,

when you consider/?;ayers to be chanted,

< “% /’V Lo /mll;"q m /‘///U"‘ [7 <dis
>%JQJ Rz Gospe{)notlgqté, butP sung or descanted.  / ¢ "ot 4 piathon N
We must be Vit to handle all this. / firengh P back- ﬂﬁﬂé 7
/ a[S/;/iJ;ﬂﬂ' /"”[JIL/\

a3y A gllr’Egkangry~?f:nﬁﬁe&e“yea—sﬁﬁﬁtﬁ;mfss
X é Te 87 4ty «,/?Jzﬂf 7*%03“ o & leﬂﬁ{?b}\ L!La,'wt{ »7 ali ‘f’a:N't'?v ok / -
,!‘,}»GY.S it Y] -.fx(.‘n 4 J‘_R’” /:" @ ;/ Ailealrs
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\\ﬁgﬁu%@;¢ﬁgw,mmmwwu
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FOU TE D
Hardly 'tis known tnat on tie ureat bell
there is inscribed the following tellBl
(ordered in Seventeen-forty Five)
that its use be only for those alive:
"THAT THE GREAT BELL BE NOT TOLLED
AT PERSON'S DEATH." A copyhold
ignored two centuries, till recent§ly.
Present incurbents now decently
still its great tongue in deference
t0 the odd wishi (meaning no offense).
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All will be angry if a note ;;; should miss
for (now I know) we were proud boy-singers
and had our code.

Although no belBl-ringers
fer honour, crafgzor art; no pretence,

we were somehow aware of excellence.

*hhkhw

Thoughts such as these scurry through me head

as we enter the main aisle,

e

And up there, ahead
ihe flowered Table on which tapers glitter ---\\\/(f‘ ﬁﬂrw#

Lord, make this choirboy never sing sweeter!

wkhhkk

Some povertied mind may not understand
a small boy's thoughts at a moment so grand.

(Gur gr;eébus to this world's plunder

comes when we lose our sense cf wonder.) /TE>7»
7 .

khkkkk
¥

Stealing quick glances @arching the aisle,
we catch the proud looks cas€ on our file

by the fond parents of fellows we know

whispering to neighbours: \

“There goes so-and-sol" Q%z&m@@/)

There*ﬁ Bgbby Rhoden's Mu§>ﬁ40ﬂ»Foster Lane,

’g§ our house, high-stepped, and with a vane

of jalousies.

frpe Percy Miller's Mum;
they live on Laws Street; me closest chum.
And see the Anéersons? Sons Windsor, Marven;

the last a sprinter, likely eleven
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secs for the hundred at'our C.L.B., sports

(thatJs Church Lads Brigade. Sepme other reports). %g,,
And Frank MclLaren; he's Calabar High, TR
scon to outgrow his treblg; and then, why,
he'll be captured by the Acolyte gang!
4@ho like to think they're the whole shebang, %
seeking High Schoolers for their Servers Guild:
“But what do they get? A pikni hybridi®

Jeers me friend, George. <&§¥:¢¥Q’
Uiz ‘W% - Run &t

" wtli :
A broken-down singer P A&@'@&Jﬁﬁ Sheke

they'll train to be a candle-stick bringer!¥
(But somewhat bitter; forin each, worry stirs
that soon we'll no longer be boy-choristers. 1
For, proudfg séprancs, some quite amgelic,
we Know we're doomed.

Ahead, catatonic
close-out of trebles, our voices“cracked®;
no longer winging, Soon we'll be sacked.
And yet, we're eager to gain our men's voices
and join the back-stalls in one of the choices,
tenor or baritone; and wear long pants,

“(:l\(lf} fbk"kl ' k.kt,‘hl(_ I\IJ;NI‘S 5 -

and no suspensions Boe-ddtling eurewaats.
“TwEL it
*”‘waAﬁdehen, in me march, as the thuribler swept s

his censer across the northern transept,
I look to me leFt, me Modda to greet,
/,w_ IN SERG

and The Aunts, simeimg at the Goldsmith's feet.

(The Goldsmith? Told you elsewhere that its

the John Wolmer bust where me family sits.

Hde Aunt Mary Brooks knows Parish Church lore3
the oldest sister; and what is more,

was with the 01d Church before the 'Cuake( W%y
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He liked being &nglish§<§ee how he walks
4

qucs DUn

pinguproudliy. Fingers iike stalks
a

ip

nl?u stiffly out. Heesmall smile he forces
f&#/ﬁ

o sheuwds by chance a hnppvnlﬁv endors

tihe tensioned s«1q@&%~n¢§# buttoned ciOSely y
_Q%W»ﬁﬂtﬁma it g /
s, Fucaen strwss # rupture Frforcedly. /

#

tlz evening at practise, the Sahley singing

of Reglan Philips? revivalistgjringing ﬁ
aciross from the Park, the eamp-meeting howling
entvered our bBach. MOignum, scowl
0 M
amod' &hls Ph where i : fr m?“[Tﬂz f
ooy “_5' ere 1s he from?® | “Heis feom Home}? /Wf'«
' «msaﬁi/ﬂﬁzbn ‘~391n( aplomp, S—

1\
ir Swith, ew first babshsﬁ laughingly offered

‘ol e Yes?® Diggy, in < ~)1,uzm:;11m1j proffered.
./;‘.;\"’ il /I/Q %—», bwo Wr”“m &47‘—‘ . /] P2
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% %) first to his left at the Chamber Group

Y | . - -~ b y -
lo, bass: & smail swoop
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for being sometimes a teeny @ uproarious; :

»
one of their cohleag¥es being the owner 1
B O AT ‘1!“‘( , 3 X,
of a-vaey=pbeenbavern called The Sundowner, 's¥in
o | S |
1 & el 1 3 . w I % £ i ),
with a Ning O*Clock License; so, aging aleng, ;w:{T
( Holho neo paornomie [u,@%, NN
@ EECEU *ﬂl%-tvensong, Y FAGT
. which ended too late to share the goodwill g;tk'§§ﬁq
. /0 j Moo S [T Ase
of .2 . o ot still SRR

never would they fire one before Eucharist.
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He hums a 11ne/ armgjb%gﬁ’and out)

Rg giggéoved hymn: "That is your note i

heitd=g "~ and off we . go, he gﬁgag along,

beating the tempo as he sings the .song.

Eyes closed, he concentrates, listening as we

sing the whole length of it-gloriously:

for thiis is purest voice, uncompanied, %imbre-gAad=cadernce=6u®
timbre and cadence ours; Fbund as we did, -
each to each closer drawn on that ood roagts

~ when heart and gi

in that good moment ¥y * "’showed
for, ‘as we

what's meant by harmony, . 9 built,
S,
such strength and fré§&§¢§ " such warmth and lilt.
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bawvﬁﬂ ﬂf & Romas , qur

”gblsjcobl v>

women-singers joined ja'tuese marches;

/ } p r_‘
wait in the Stalls Hnd@P the arches . /o {;)d%; s -
men have ) -
I weli2 finished our stalking { Nt ény@
:,‘V LA
to beat the Devil. You see, in our walking \
N

our long lines leng-cassocked men and boys, e
banners and crosses, candles, small noise
of censer's clink, go through ways unfamiliar
because on ZRZEZ High Days, our walk is a sealer
sealing Old Satan. So, march a route
forming a Sign of the Cross; sure scoot
L0 any Uemons who may have crepte in
pefore we massed to skedaddl®e sin.

Led by the Cantory, We all“must wait
till he has sung his®ars (sixteen or eight)
before we respondg and always the same,
being a chorusWyou Gould not blame
our minds from wandering. So, I recall
thinking, quite often, how sad the stall
must to a tady, white-frocked and hatted,
midst empty benches. They would have chatted;
but now they're exposed to congregant,
we being not there to shield them, they cant.

Pcor choir-ladies. However, now back
to Easter-Mass as Old Nick, we stack.
All return to the Altar (we to the Stalls

Lo the business at nand:M ringing these walis!).

&’
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"Three-feet tall, leading God's go-between

up €6 the Altar!" ®® Aunt Caro, with a grin.

(e Aunt Caro. &mds 1£¢gﬁg_pbY
me very first novel) from girl-child to gray.
There never was anyone quite like she.

Guite spoilt her two nephews, Len and ne

/L*

have done ##% Our Father HNK Cu;lecﬁ’f:om Psajter.

7 ¥ ogm gf/
ﬁhéﬁﬂﬁw(wb await Mr Dignum Kyrie.
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quefvaﬁ, ity
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its pert . of the splendour to _watch Mr Dignum
At the console of his musical kingdom:

KEY BoakD ED
-iﬁigiasfievﬁ?\wcnder of delicacy and power,

atuwhose great beldew, orchestras cower;
Huso Slightly ~bvil¢
feld in by t&%s%&;gﬁ*xsuzerain
f

or let full 4#93;5, yet always on rein,

/"‘?ﬁ'ﬁ/ﬁ 2

The brush of hig cassock on the organ bench,

1 AL h

The aqueak of his shoes on tﬁg’pedﬁls./ Wrench

of tﬁ? stops as he pulls them fTor starting.

@wqfwﬁfwMSNW/u%;émn’n%ﬂ»

fingerseplucking at ®he massive lyre) dﬁﬁa&zﬁ&ﬁnzaéc

older than a century, full of soft creakings,
W m COOL, orrmiy Ol [ gme OIS
glaad£5‘55555§§*§!2§ﬁﬁrd!&cﬁi%ﬂﬁ&w B2 on
VARNIH SmELLs, CREAKMGS S CINE Some smiLcsecK mgs. | THUS WE b2gan Smigiivg
\?sz;h ,g,;/\g@, T“ I I< th Goumnod E';/,g-r ERSTER MoRN-
/N7 Lo 1,.9,1/7 470.
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Kfﬁr&»;\we began the Solonelle, X

: ot o Nth ndh Ayl
ng whe Kyrie ===, e :

T Kylbb Lwedk ¢ ,
& §an( m/\m SR, as it g i'ii"l"itw:{a)'

<

a strainger might think we had been smitteh
,‘/ [lleis - SETTINGS R — o=
but ¢t Mmmmmm,) for some cause,

whatever the lituryy, almost as laws
THEY WR(TE
$ie=s Lhe suppliant Lord, Have Merc)

THUS iy, & J
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qlo=- anc 1 z’lmx he—did—tess with this opening Wlege
- mank A,z(_ ”/r hm NOIL ’m\
thar—the—rest o theMess. Bul, as we gease,
witiin a}urselves/ each choirboy ginvtg -
, in nis own way. The Comfortabdenwiords
" {which the Celebrant chants) istgEeiz=l a long way
.SH

put I ¥ind meself @ﬂ&%\g them as 1 lay

tivick "score~book on, the psalter-shelf,
place ;-
gpenad at Lie remEBahumming to meself

cat-nervous asW Contemplate
How

that u&,r*mus wredo. Niil we rate
RS “Ti\lco~a-
o Ve \:':._}‘pldcu\ej /he perfection~search?

/fmt sprinting from Fleet Street to Parisn x:sidli,“? @\W@ /-%,/L\/M
'y \f(f}v m w/ﬂ,m(,

iow we're off ocur knees. The Epistle i:; redo g O‘ZM Xﬁg

[)L/ N v{; M “be uuiw , (D kP me w ﬁooqu bootks
ot gkow,.,;’ s ¢ > M o)  deazbga fled PE) &) &)
gr mﬁ/ﬁ‘aﬁﬁ mn@ R KPP “gg’
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tg follow the \40 ‘dsy wach one is thinking
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gg;ﬁtomachA a&aiting the chant "
to send us off, from the Celebrant.

Incensed and kissed, the Gospel is read.

Thanks for the Word, duly chanted (or said).

And the Celebrant makgg_his_wey baek to the Centre,

rqlses hlsrhands, invites us to enter,

And, so, here we are, at the Nicene Creed.

Clade-
I wink at Georgey We draw a bead

U /";{ﬁ?-“w}ﬁ,‘, A / g P adr
5 Vid [ int iy, 1/ ol - Akl
on the fat score-book, watching the stave Bl o L
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am 15 “hepst ) .

with e eye cocke%Lthe BertBh of the nave « X Pl-s
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to see whohare watchlng the proud boy s{hgers ~ ({ﬁ~~zymyqduf

o ﬁmﬂl 00 e w&;ﬁuﬂ'f 5

about to prove We are/&guﬁse kadf"« WhtA RooF - Rinki

Organdf e
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Then, downkemme ‘the hands of Wig#E¥ Dignum, : e 2!
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4 RAVA
as the €@ mind of Charles Gounod heard it,
oW MR Dignum
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ety Lmerad> WHAR ! WE ”‘T SONAMT
and /\GWW M crash

g CTUN NING  GorRetit L Py
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lauding forth with & Charlie Gounod,

g@; sheerly exulting//
(for this we'd soughﬁb
= gﬁ 5-heua€
I. BELTEYE!
on towering note)
INJ ONE GOD!
" and, unbelievable,
topping the heights we'd thought unassailable.
FATHER ALMIGHTY!
Now in full stride.
MAKER OF HEAVEN!
! ypl we it
AND OF THE EARTH!
Abu/ﬁﬁrd—edged tenors
ane climbing and eyeing the bass-defenders

af!
ofdthe clefs wivigerc the pllnths we stand on

e ey

to build the harmony. iisd now they land ony {}%%é }

TS S R e
i

ALL THINGS VISIBLE!
Hus
gwe first of the four
homages to Trinity, Church.
And now, o'er
organg trumpet and other machines,

"all things visible and the unseens,"

(some will be praying) Creator, assume!

are
We are the warp, weft, You ea@® the Loom!
0, 000

And the great music surges in the wood
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beneath me forearm,/;here therp 1s stood,/ ‘£“79
e

on the stall's lectern, like blades of grass,
the notgs in the thick score-book of the Mass.

Oh, flush with triumph, proud jﬁ %an be,
Me sorplia B hansey A
2?~high-shoulder q;sunmzicy, dydarg to see

Bt
(but carefully/,ea»t now and then glanced

down at the congregants{@‘be>thgy entrance‘? gf;éﬁ
Do b
RBE their eyes sayigyg thanks for the soaring joys

WL
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“the great church_ is filled. (_And the sounds outside gég&g
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)W C -
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d
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The Who for us men is tenderly ﬁowq}
Pl Guet,

Wa_kneev’for it e [;AndNﬂaw~azne the str1ngs; 5§%z

and the soft-stopfof the organ brings
The
the b&auty and certainty; axiom

on which is structured all Christendomz
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in candlelight. Bowed heads,listening,
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there are no trams ,ifon wheels clanking.
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~helps the inner voice be heard

Noble purpose. Blessed role,,’

NOW o e

ann ¢f age know jfor sure
? :Nqs m ﬂ A )f/
whatﬁﬁgsfleetlng what endure.%ﬁ**
- R g coon ]
SO WE flowed into the pre-coda portion

~about the Spirit;
the music an ocean

encompassing us; in which, Jjoyously
proud of our craft, we are wondrously

%certairﬂstrong.( The great harmonies %/}

roll from among us, the Five Colonies

weak.




/j"(;& not ot all, WEID NoT FRESymE <¢ /7
gt meb!m ,bv@‘lt/u!- Net G
WTO dcwnqu- aﬂtda.hm we Kpew mﬁmrf‘s
Oa, bczwt %ﬂ’aﬂ. ﬁ*’-ﬂbm but, in Hzﬁf’w} mANGm TR



all

T : = 1A
PNy o Selgy | CONVE L

<
of Song Peopleﬂ?r Dignum“gatherﬂ

P—— ing to the Mess
*PETERATTAnE to the Messe

to the special gifts which

onl dwell
in heargs and minds of a

gifted few
all other hearﬁé so lifted,

for My Gounod's song.

Now the Father,

Son, Spirit sung, we go to the Cpda knew
g - our deep-felt joy, indeed the
confirming Sacraments; being the ode a rightness

that here, indeed, were Im-
age and Likeness.

After all these years, yet,
Gounod, remembered

in the Sanctus, returns un-
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lasts“a day.(_Then, back to sorrowws /
Holy Week$ begins tomorrow.
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this elsewhere.
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lasts a day. Then back toc sorrow.

Holy Week begins tomorrow.

Holy Week of marked lament.

Cassocks black. The days of Lent

being a time of sadness rampant;

hymns are anguished. Praying cauterant.

And, at end, there is Good Friday.

(Good? That weep-away? Satan's high-day?)
But I speak of this elsewhere.

Now, its Easter! Banish care

and with gladness celebrate

this prime feast of priest and [ai-.
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CAPTURED HE'LL BE BY THE ACOLYTE GANG!
Who seem to think they're the whole shebang
seeking High Schoolers for their Guild ...
“But what do they get? A pikni-hybrid!"
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we F/?rf@‘( \ syt

acolytes and Ccnsers mov well, BNV
@%ﬂ %ﬂ& m @rou i 4
Wthing s (ROWMS gk swh [lesfse A0 1 PRo THESIS W‘ﬁ"ff*”" ] Méws 1k
i wnil Fge. choirboys, at tﬁe stall sides, batching, bﬁﬁﬁ” /%
‘ b AR e b =
%\‘ whisper our jokes at the dumbt show; vainel lﬁiw 5 :!éu@
- . professionals, familiar with Stainer " ot
that we are profess als, //«*ﬂi o i

and Purcell and Elgar and not envious dmmifid.



p S\ =

61/ 17 ( é /

of the lace/ and scarlet/ s supercilious /
and They o

mulatto brown boyse the ones chosen
a ,1? own boy ¥

to bob like poppyshows or to stand frozen —

~—~—

till the time comes for them to take bW orders: wp oR Y
‘ ) -

\

. =

J%o for thls'\Lparry this! Zgira1ghten the borders N ﬂ@g%;’fizél? )
"\**—L\ -

at the tail of your cassock whenever you kneel

g oo ) p
%* it falls squarely over the heel!"

1A
27

But now, its tomorrow!(f/aster4ihv alreadyI
>yl

We es@® take our places,r&r%med W steady 3
after months of practlse each Thursday nlgnt«—~»-\<?b ﬁléyh%ﬁ /ﬁﬁfVLw

1 e < Onl Pt e
Crescendo! D1m1nuendoI 111 ﬁIﬁﬂUU!!& jff rlght' ,ﬂxg !
— v/,,/7?%;

[?M“- W LE fINe

4 }‘\*Ayou LA shar(;Q‘ a small boy's momentP
S

d%aln | g the vestry a’ we form for the post-Lent
lift @ of the pall of the Church's Sad Forty/}&y

/Boon to commence with the silent sortie
of robed choirboys behind the Verger
with his crowned staff‘black gowned llturge@

In Bac & Wrski2xy OF trm
LA G e 6 OV ERL he cruc1f1x—bearer[{

Hands firm on 42 I Set #® transverse squarer!

No whispers, you! Eyes straight ahead!

LUKE Wl
Hands clasped in prayer — ag=tf you®*me dead!

Then, smaller boys w1th4§ﬁ£\§andlest1cks, pac1ng
Slow! Sl )

‘>¢§eﬂ—$ﬁﬁi§?dET4\ No rac1n917 jjé7é

the incense swinger:

Q{ow voiced injunctions issuing from

B s
the stern M.C. in ﬂ!ﬂé@e cingulumﬁ#

is we nervously wait for the priest's invocation
o i, Ve &



\
A little shivery under cassocks and surplices; / /
(e < fip12)
Eton-collars itchimme; mmee[ novices gD
wk clearingeof throats: palms dried on gowns;
wondering whether we'll he capable of sounds

wihen the time comes to open the Hymnal
CLOSE / at the place marked for the Processional. \\\\\\\\
v == \
E / ; :

-~ And we hear the church breathing, 8 kind of soft gale //
o
i far down the seca-field, UbeIIZkr if we faill
Bﬁ[ £ DA® coot. AS ' :fmvugxy
[Eu' iister bngUL,964;;‘k~~. Qe |4l ns s R T b

‘ €= . . ¢ ',“44 : 57 (,,C)L/”/"/"/ ug h//77/
i e LR /1 1 ¢ Sanctuary/ﬁ

pRERH fg%’*ﬁ we sg (0 (DY familisg wr,m
i b bike— 7 %ga&ﬁﬁ the Amenl or/ Jﬁb well- L oved ‘
L DFFiCE~PR »;25 AR Ceh s Sto e
T i 1ﬁw_ . gixawffi‘u ngct94? tfui(}%iﬁﬂmlNﬁ”m%Lﬂw
Bom/s, 42144 By 4%,/ =%
? lifts his staff to i‘a-b@éémﬁ (The call'}
i can > _— o My ¢ N Al
ik} see . 7 gael in the 5ua115!?
ﬁhd he sways and rocks to.the keyboard consoleJ
LoNel) e
,fﬁve; his feet, shrugs <Nslmpsws organist's cowl -—
4¢&Ea¢mbgmmnﬁ§@

,NT[ .
eat orgaw, R triumphantly fdﬂ% ,60»%

”/@A/ﬁ—’%/aﬂ 5./
Caruotoy, A ;

"

“The Lamb's Wigh Feast We Come! Caopo .

or)0
/%”//,//ﬂtﬁi step forward, suddenly unharried;

Hao. heavy hymnal y u@&ltepg, now lightly carriqugi
/¥he glorious outrush of breath sending forth

3 ' 7 . 7 7] Z, h/ ' Y. b o
the poetry and music for all we're wortné;kﬂ weenten Y ! Paaldhing 1

604 Al — e polRS / :'(. ,:)/‘/’“‘J v 4 g
“And, there! [Stra ight ahead! [ A sunburst through > 2 IYPJ S Vg8

the Great East Window is gold and blue!

et/ inages of saints, apostles, Jesus!

/tgnd small cherubs too, # sort of tease us’
fRoZEN

ram111ar Family, s, in veedr stained glass

1o
but, somehow, aiive!ice%ebrat@hﬁ their /Mass.



5&Zﬁhdhww that me pagingl
{%g;a—-r-aﬁ, I'm aware gf wenbprbends George Clark

who marches b@side me, in a kind of bark

is singing tha line after Feast we come:
! »
d§\fLeaving more @nd bringling some."

%

But should “Poﬂ:o" Johnson, our Secretary,

marching behind qs.jﬁ“%r.@:w hegeay,
Sinal ' ﬁ) K

then poor George Mlll boﬁlect g suspension:
LA

“Forty days, boy, from now to Ascensiond"

Goerge is shorgex t i1 e, P sowcwhat thicker

aqqi

and wears the Bidges%\tweed Knickerbocker.

Came from Panama. Boa> s in Georges Lane
famil 1.

with the Grizzel{’\\ Gregt talker, vain,

and dances the Charlgeton

ike nothing on earth.
Talks baseball, not criuﬂeéx A masier of mirth.
We argued politics from age ﬁbout ten.

rHe for America, me for Brltalg,

but easily fledred me by pointlng out, that,

a black “lootenant” 1n/b S. awmgy hat

but’

frecuently occurred; ,;ne English gever

took us further than sergeant—majo¥;%
. B s : A :
Though I pointed out,‘Mlster”alark, @e'd enjoy

if he lived here. In America? “Hey, boy!"
STALL- WAHARDS

We're great friends, merech—to—stoits together;

_being the smallest, we fronted the tether.)

‘\_‘/\\—/-
N//




/ /\/M YRLED,

\ wivk me T m me Clanleo Fo au

/)Jbbb/ay y_( 4.7%;1’\(,70 ﬁM b;uﬁt C final YJ’WJ%?/ \ s
m e O)Mto@/c}w (Haore are Ty ow \6{%. W‘) '
B Mareh | O n @ fng W Aol Our Wl

We wee (‘,a‘-%“[ 4 eel @fdj wint el

pe LhoOKinge AR ) G oty Adfued

w vawd - htted Trvathg v T ;@Mbn‘v’\ﬂmw;;f' Lunksd
e Thie oaasthio Whoner wie. KIRKES o

i Lomat o lestlacts WAl NNL howe i well

s tipped i e ferd “Mdaéff;‘/‘? 1m0 W?lﬁ)
He No“f'- Kﬂevow{;’ M’«Lg{%wm M&'\%

on conl trocible |

iy - g
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/
Now, Solemn High Mass to the Messe Solenelle

is a long haul, three hours. I can tell

il C(awkd
when you consider prayers to be lisdeandiees

& deseante .
even the Gospel (on the Tomb)

We must be fit to handle all thls
ﬂkuWIQ%nﬂﬂJ J

& wpewin-<yBde- if a Note you miss;
F;g,“ (now I know) we were proud boy-singers
and had our code. ﬁ%ﬂ"ifﬂough no bell-ringers
F
for honour, #¥ craft, or art, no pretence,
we were gomepow aware of excellence.
Thoughts such as these scurry through me head

as we process to the main aisle. Khead "
""""""""" \sm A/)\Aé’t

is the flowered G&Sa% Table, d&ﬁﬁﬁuuh«tapers glitter —

il
“Lord, make this choirboy never sing sweeter!

Some povertied mind may not understand
POOCORBORLOORELROORCPELRORACHRGCAREOCCHARCINERREEARE

a small boy's thoughts at a memént so grand.
(Our m@®t grievious loss to this world's plunder
Comuo Wheon wd P20

ds—te=haye=Fost our sense of wonder.)

Stealing quick glances, marching the aisle,

to catch the proud looks cast on our file

by the fond parents of fellows we know;

Bobby Rhoden's mum from Foster Lane,

high-stepped as ours and w1th a vane g
of ;aiggglsa.l$P§r§£ Midle : ;

they live on Laws Street, me - GloEest chum./;;ﬁ }

And see the Andersons? Sons Windsor <aded Marven;

>— \‘\_,L
whispering to neighbours: <??Eére goes so-and-so!"

’6;76



P ot
the last a gpeat sprinterj, likely eleven L—’//

for the hundred yards @%@ at our CLB sports

AR Church Lads Brigade, <gee me other reports).
And Frank McLaren's z#8ls:; he's # Calabar High, o ¢

soon to outgrow his treble, and eCHam

he'll be captured by the acolyte gangi

Who think they are the whole shebang§ff ;

seeking high schoolers for their Servers' Guild:
“But what do they get? A pikni hybrid!"

T EERL
-Aag@s George Clark) /K'broken -down singer
they'll train to beag@ a candlestick-bringert!™

(But somewhat bitter; for, in each, worry stirs
weli/

that soon wi# no longerQﬂ?be boy-choristers.
q Audd
For proudlﬂ sopranos, some saxani@o angelic,
VE'KE

we knpw Uﬁﬂﬂhﬂﬁ doomed. Ahead, catatoniQﬁ
close-out of trebles, our voices “crackedf)

yb longer winging, soon we'll be sackedi
44 ,0{’,&}( //) WEKE EAGER gan ow) /hdn]
& ;:' ‘ ’ v A > i e W— ,- O O -to o ool ol ' e

Cf/‘rh‘f' *~~\
and join the back stalls in qldese ch01ces/ﬁ

nof o barifruf ond weah long pants,
and No SespauJSIONS éﬂ—{»’r///nq o wANTE >

ow
“then, at the

voices

ead, as the thuribler sweptf/
his censer across the northern transept,
I lTook to me left, me Modda to greet,
'ﬁj?ﬁi Auntfasag? 51igi2§ aZ{the Goldsmith's feet.
(The Go;giﬂgth? qi%ikg;gbl??ou elsewherg?zgt%
thelmumnﬁqtho John Wolmer where me family sits.rjéakﬁgﬂ 7%%2? ?
And Aunt Caro winks, but I keep me straight face, A v
for Modda iz'StFICt about falling from grace

Vh/héh/;
Uﬁtﬁ,ﬂ1ﬁ%ﬁ"é help lead the Celebrant

to the High Altar with me gift of gggmxx/ descant. Uy ?
/



= Nvol %/@:/j )
AFTERPAAT; Today 9'm a0 Tonilled
s mosTLY

ik The New music Thut’s auggy BieL€D
mr& "Folk. [hassgg " Whote powerpil RuyTitm
of REq4a, ma/w,/w} thovt Socecicm
Fakes VR OWN WS OUR o TG aui VALLESS,
pur ToYs amd TRIALS ou sobiers and sALLIES
INTD The Wﬂgﬂ‘lf;m Heao W i %A

SEE WE TN, Cy o

o

%
b, ¢

N

hY

i Brounit (3

SUCH A5 SaE

tHatb=browghtyto the "s#2& pivot-winddws, the heads

of the Park-men%p‘ard-arguing Regz MISLFE DS

(Micky says)pwhlcdme from under the trees,

from sparkling fountain, the hum of bees,
from green slab-benches in the cool shade

of banyan, fustic, tamarind, laid

along the paths, with small ed pavilWions
of scrolled ironwork; and iéga%bstillions
round the basin, on thin metal chains,[guuyf
1ron drinking-cups; and from the mains

“sweet ﬂope River water Il%hpagodas provide.

= THES
[Bor A o
ol ey ] to st TS
ALL these they leave to stand/outsi ,
at Schess Mass, to heary me. fameﬂ%es'-- P~

¥ JW ’
and Evensong whremwethawe i preachers THERE'RE
as P.W.Gibson, or Ethelred Brown, e

or bishop deCarteret, or other renown. *§§55‘7
- 1 AL e G(EST
| PREACHERS




gave ke "
prolific genius,@®@®0Q without cease.

And now, it is over. The Last Gospel read. T
The Chalice wiped; linen covers the Bread.

We sing the Gloria Excelsis refrain

and walk the Recessional.

We all feel the drain.

!
But are quietly exulting that byour wills

e Toved, amdl wiked, oomd ﬁWd /JM | f/é/&%i‘ %

only cefebrant X ;
It was not, I now know,ﬁprlest
visiting playersnunﬁolo artiste,
mé&Shantung silk shirt, ribbed knee-sock,
Cf}mflelds of faces tllted to lock1 : ,
on us choirboys singing the Solone g -
soaring and turning on Tﬁmortel S /T'fo E%aﬂﬁmw
WO 60 Ipest Werk @ cEpitéi-ghe G
' Was gl dﬁwgat the triple-tiered bay. ;%ﬁq‘ZJQﬁé&lyh7 gt

i —
o » - ————— = ey

Nisfel \

Hour after hour, he had honed the score,
beating out time on the pedal floor, \
carefully taking us, line on line, ‘
howling at faulty, lauding fine;
walking slowly the unending aisle
to the Great West Door, listen awhile,
plod back slowly out of the dark, and
BRCREEYPRECEACERRCOOCERRCRALE
growing ever taller i@ @oeEe av@dkee @eEae Q@H&i‘ﬂlhstop and hargj and
putting hand to ear, cry@#®: "No, no, no!

Sing it 'Ho-o-ly...' Make it flow!"
"Stopping athwart Sailor Benbow's tomb,

he'd & semaphored to us the illume

—_he'd havefusdt fetch to our poorly seen

m.,ﬂ

(Qne{::read1ng of the Musician's paen.

That great Easter of mmnnakﬂr1henty three
When Diggy did the Solonelle with me. R

s i



] and s,
/%¢ *Tween Ash wednesdayﬁﬁaster day ~

4
e

is me church's andgent way

&(telllng Man the ce tral _reason

/51 L
-—\ W, - //'
far its founding. is the seasoq]A)‘féﬁyh

o ~——

K Pas§iontide, which, $hrlst1ans hold,

/ u¢4 aa
%ﬁﬂké etter\vorld

after death:when come Vfulfilment'

 of T gratidify
_endﬂﬁGenﬁir Agreement /ﬁwg

\ HTs e | j f/‘k@f we’ i (Wi
\ of- Rea - we 6oy z’ﬁﬂwwﬁ,
\ i PR
L //
e #
g anX \

wewml g the sable cloths &e@ 1a1nc%om7m$@%

'Twixt Ash Wednesday/Easten-day,
wear your ha1rsh1rt/(tan' flay/ ’43%

«M1serere of long Lent. \
TimE Ay Caen of KCpIVE
oo Sombre gﬁgﬁgggﬁzz{repent. J
FoR ,Verty days (excluding Sabbathg)
- ¥ b oAl
e Dav1ds facing &® Goliaths
of om1551ons and, wrongs done

ﬁy % ¥ r& NTIN /\
[jaemeompa t with the One.

ot .

///‘

The
e , e
First break in Jdismal season

,73 ﬁh ” 17,7 N\ /
¥ Palm Sundayw—gober reason./j/%af

But the candles are lit again!

, e ———.

for awhile. And Joyousl féé \
o g

¥ sing: Ride on! In majesty!

Buf 3
‘?%fji% a short-lived celebration,

%

L

o it o 4



o‘w\ﬂc’/’f/mm!

For of approbatlon
but R
laan“a day (Eién, back to sorrow,r

L

I g W}L ,/’
@Z%\Holy Week ggg% tomorrow. /

“Thee Paily masses

\f lament.
4@@&/ﬂ%bed 1nAcasso ks only. Lent /~%ﬁ¢7

IN
And, i end, fﬁere emes Good Friday.

Than Which ﬂmc wo mors 44,@,[,&,?0(4;%- /
Good? Fh outd e Here—cem ‘G- Gay Rt

A

il '
But woAﬁalk/%f this elsewhere. ﬂWff
Now, itg Easter! Banish care! i Lo P P ,ngl/
qsaufganqugnagggzo Aaa%ag7 iz}gu*/ZL%iégfﬁ"\mméﬁkd ,ﬁﬁz
And with mﬁasam%fCéleb ate z}@/ f%ép / ﬁ494%’”ﬁf¢&f
th1akpr1me feast of prl st and lait. L/J ' / Q/%i)' Z7.
,’ dm e M,;_p,/fm’ i

¢ /J'////VWVMV\//M W U
?{sz ' *Le«- w+ et that s /L =L
QJML,ChQMch.WWuﬂ@\gﬂtZZ égQ#”*”W”
Shge SM\? -ﬂf 0/04/&//{ @ : y
Z%m#”V/A ﬁt # (o= |

iy wro 1%



when time
Long
of & ~a e
lighter materials, instead of your turtles
sleeves pf HALvED
in sable A surplice weeuwnag ?%? away

up to the elbows sed to get 1n the wa

L'M mvtw ,&;u, %yi ‘ﬂnj\’m«.},

of clergy and choir.

> Sog. Serrn LRAD
mllnessw TRMES 7§ Johns/on 3 attentlon%/
Z{mld & per G He at owce sTUNG Yui.
KE’?%%% ight's suspen51od>ﬁ4%
left
if yduring ##e service yo :

/i/' 5
Easter-day was the day /AC

the stall.

to dress u1;:2 robes. (;?4%66&%%4b¢,ﬁﬁ??7
that Easter ‘Was special, : S : —
/(_" '/ wro
) ﬁ%’ Gounod's Messe Solonel\le #8p the settlng,
Ne Mazo 2 L1 3
ﬁﬁﬁa;&asgléﬁs%s /Brassééj trlngs,gﬁdeﬁiga gettlng A

/)

the great John Lyons to solo the Sanctus,

MZCreed ti?DKyrle and Benedictus.

\

f’ GHB also the Easter when Modda boudht me

The grey Scotch Tweed (not yet ﬁa;t me knee/
. /
long pants was later) and Shantung silk\shirt,
i e L prensery

A -
Clark shoes, ribbed |ggee socks,Areal leather sfeggr girt

Not even the Rector, as we robed in the vestry v
/WES prouder than me; itchy-necked in me bravery. (LS !

F > |
. 7’ D
,4{" “J) y\’\l 3 ﬂ/[/\#ﬂi/ ‘ lhég/‘,f @ *ﬁ’@(f V[/]) ;
Gar Rectorg e a&wggéégﬁite fto=remipnd—us p
Ly % v wWro g r
wdé®h the angels and Jesuig Y wekeskn status? e



WA TRLS
to easN boy when we (so willing!)
., l'rﬂ&“ A
s#ig: Oh, Perfect Love at spousals.
rr (Sh i[Tings prove to be arousals
greaterreveh fhan Sen-Sent =i
for the voice. We truly wren.)
Afterwards, we all go east;

1i4h 7V

a Commercial Patty-feast
( uch- ‘

at the Chinese place
A NTRES 3
Perfect love at East Queen Street!

©

I must tell

meat!)

# when we sang the Solonelle

f Easter-morn at Sacrament;
marks

the end of Kl Lent's lament

EASTER“-DAY Mot Engliy;

o

Easter-day was the time chosen
for new robes. And interwoven
with new clothes, the nice election
for music-score; "Diggy's" selection.
/Nlﬁqukét Cecilia's was the setting;

strings and brass; and also getting

(%hillings prove to be arousals

greater even than Sen-Sen
for the voice. We truly wren.)

#



Resurrection of Jesus the Christ, High Priest.

took down the black altar-front, ll

Last evening, w
undraped the crugifix, lectern and font,
brought out the purple and red cassocks, changing

the mournings of Lent: our form of Abstaining.

Zﬁ A,
kadies—of—bthe Altar\Guild, brought in the flowers

amd. KAINING

y%£2w rain-damp,

aired the Sacrlsty,v

g from April showers;
‘'white cloth on Credence,
polished Predellas, one\ humming in sequence

PR vihed

soft Eucharist hymns as §he rpapbed at the shelf

in time to the organ, and,A crossing herself,
shuffled from Epistle to Gospel and backy

PYMﬁJm;
Qih@e Mr Dignum played Jesu hy Bach.

Last evening, Holy Saturday, wa

collecting me sixpence from Modda

1) af & mm,,/W
# the Chinéﬁaﬁﬁﬁllggpdry for me Etons, stiffened

one for the morning a&e® the other, Eve
§ Wk vl af : SCoke ;
C:}ﬁ”U We've heen threwgh the seifiring of the C arléé Gounod's!

ong.

+
fUull choir and instruments all the solosSye
Whilg, o Gt { 2
iy & My AR 0.4
wef%ﬁﬁ’aqurehearsakz at the foot of the Altar,

acolytes and censers moving well, no falter
+a? i Rocfiy at the Prothesis, watching}f
P putA rowns on the—Gedebrapt, arching Fron \'no

f&w’w&%&e we, choirboys, at the stall sides batchin@,

—~

whisper our jokes at the dumb show; vainer
that we are professionals, familiar with Stainer

and Purcell and Elgar and not envious



Qy;%@tymhlé

of @@Ccyace on super€ilious

mulatto or urowh boys Zégéyﬁe the ones chosen

©0 bhob like poppyshows)or to stand frozen

till the time comes for them to take &5@®F orders:
Bieo for tnis! Carhy this! Straighten the borders

at the tail of your caSSﬂflﬁwhenever you Kkneel

;ﬂ]that it falls squardéy over the heell"

ﬂgw»wk o)
- M.. .
But noWy 1ts tomorrow! Easter7ﬂég already!
We each take our places, trained fulg{, and steadyﬂ

arter months of practise each Thursday night'
T <Comiz
trescendo! Diminuendol till we had idtéms right!

o Oy

\\‘
A\
\

\

May_1
uauLL ask you to share a small bay\s moment

in line, in the Pbstr;cgy we fort for the post-Lent
lifting @ the pall of the Church's Sad Forty?

begrw
soon to gé%ﬁnﬁaa with the silent sortie

of robed choirboysybehind the Verger

with his crowned staff, black-gowned liturger

dG,L:9=¢&¥ﬁ#:§3#é‘=3V€t:ﬁﬁ the crucifix-bearer:

fands geem on the post! 8Set @ transverse squarer!

No whispers, you! Eyes straignt ahead! \

11ke WW
tiends clasped in prayer — a&—¢+=yaﬁ$¢e dead!

Then, smaller boys,with the canalestlcks, pacing

the incense swinger: ;gaggghe order! No racingl

(Zow—voiced injunctions issuing from

o Oluek )
the stern M.C., in meEpde c1ngulum/)

as we nervously wait for the nrlest S inv-:)ral,icm‘J

Lo—serd—ue=HFEe- the nave, urﬁﬁprocession.

Q
°



/"%

A little shivery under cassocks and surplices;

Eton-collars itching’?ﬁ knocky-kneed novices;
clearing of throats; palms dried on gowns;
wondering whether we'll be capable of sounds

when the time comes to open the Hymnal

at the place marked for the Processional.
\\

And we hear the church breathing, a kind of soft gale

far down the sea-field. / Gobble us if we fa1l'/§;«¢ﬁ¢%

 cool o Jawmaey

But Mister Dignum plays his ¥OLuﬂ%ﬁFy “;Zﬁﬁﬁ¢¢7

Calms weo wﬂbf”’\?"& Z4 ﬁ: =
iting ;Wmd “the Sanctuaryz,é/a«/,h7 b V@’(MWZ/*W/
Vo @' Sl Poams ) i lig :
W’\‘{, @ VI STEY, 48 e the Amenz sector/ ﬁwj&mf f:?o{ﬂm )
e /u /wz -mph /Wﬂw/’a mﬂf - N%ifp?o

Bathurst=HaPL, - ) :
eadle bows to L, - the RRLTOT - ,fgnnzm/xnw{>

ﬂhaaga"llfts his staff to Mister Dignum. (Eb; call! }7é%¢ ‘?ééz.“

(He can see the vestry-door from his bench in the stall.)

And he sways and rocks to the keyboard consolgj

Mbves his feet, shrugs qﬁgz_ his organist's cowl —
7

and Cézgé?b the great or bn b%&ﬁts trlumphantly)
m—ugu, n’cwm, /’pwc/< J s 5 AN
=i S: Xu

sl Gty Sy

_enters_ the ‘cegmom of Christendom!

t The Lamb s High Feast We Come'

p—

C-tho

And we step forward Gguddenly unharrled"j

heavy hymnal, psalters, now lightly carrled.

Oh
55%?;glorious outrush of breatb)sending forth

7
the poetry and music for all we're worth. o0 ;%0 0/

And, there/<i§tra1ght aheadl’(é sunburst through ﬂ&w%ﬂhﬂzt

the Great East Window is gold and blue@,
The images of saints, apostles, Jesus,

(and small cherubs too, to sort of tease us)

familiar Family, st111/1n oy sta1n¢ glass

Yot
bE¥, somehow, a11ve,i%elebraté%g their Mass!
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who marches beside me, in a kind of bark

is singing the line after Feast we come:

a7

o 'Leaving more and bringing some."

But should "Porro" Johnson, our Secretary,

marching behind us, hear ka#s heresy,

Lo
then poor George will { a suspension:

"Forty days, boy, from now to Ascension!"

Goerge is shorter thadlme, ~ somewhat thicker
A‘Wib}l sl Ay

and wears the ﬁfﬁﬁ?St,LﬁE@d knlckerhﬂbng

Came from Panama. Boards in Georges Lane

with the Grizzells. Great talker, vain,

and dances the Charleston like nothing on earth.
Talks baseball, not crickets yﬁfaster of mirth.
We argued politics from age about ten.

He for America, me for Britain,
obseavwy

Yut easily floored me by pointing-wui, that,
a black "lootenant" inga U.S. ammy hat

frequently occurred; the Engllsh never 2%

took us further than sergeant-major.

/WJ‘A,MM ﬂ\d )
Though Ithnﬁdndﬂﬁﬂﬁn Mister Clark, he'd enjoy

if he lived here. /Yn Amer1ca7{“Hey boy!” i ‘rﬂ;
STALL W/

We're great friends, march tleggrjﬂs together; Jrre—

being the smallest, we fronted the tether.) 4’ig P W A 50@{\
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J N)?Yk YT/ V> 1/1«\ me C;/m/c”s % e
PQ!SHQJ oK TA)N/]& tHhatl cootd cave m,;,,,,qy
w e pr0ce SSIONS (Hre ane Bv on digh ddf)

ve
%’m«aﬂcrf a0 h\ ,Crr\/a,/,uc; we bad ﬁé@cz—\

wi wene eaneful 4 au bootaws e '/"L,l[
r<h‘€e stock: 48 Lecurey ] Wmf «zﬁd/

by brrcad-beLu faouw.o/ — Gbarradoment Lanked
wmden Hhow cassocks whontiden g Kiriep,

mose riam, g b cﬁ‘“" Sembled or fotl
kmete w222 Mot BOWED welg .

dmdl ;ﬁﬁ/swt On , ont foil B Cuddenly imm,V/M/%W
tHhe wot-Kamowivg, REST-OF- /-J};m/w«aﬁ/ vaicon hap it ble
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(Wow, Solemn High Mass to the Messe Solenelle

is a long haul, three hourﬁ)l can tellJ

when you cansider prayers to be litanied,

Cy

even the &ospea (on the Tomb) to be chanted,

Ek must be fit | 0 handle all this

for woe to you, ‘f a note you miss;

for (now I know) we were proud boy-singers

f\nd although no bell~-ringers _—

or art, gﬁ pretence, ’"A%Q?—EZ@%/

Blhom # //w&
Mo

and had our code.

for honour, or craffl

) Y%

we were, somehow.,awareyof excellence.

Thoughts such as these gcurry through me head
On

4% we process to the maf% aisle./ﬂAhead

is the flowered &65&? Taﬂxe, omwnicn tapers glitter ——

Lord, make this choirboy never sinig sweeter!
g
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\Qomepovertled mind may not understand

8- Lhede- £0H6- POOT- PRPSoN- 3 ,f44-&¢b+nukn%ianﬁ
at a mesm@R %t so grand,

@ small boy's thoughts, an—%c%ﬁﬁHiHF4k>§H¥Hmﬁ

ydur onievxous loss to ThlS world‘ plunder

I3 dekrtont
i Y &Q:ﬂﬂ#‘=in$$ our sense of wonceg/)

/S%eallng quic“ glances, marching pﬁa aisle,
to catch the proud looks cast og our file
by the fond parents of fellowsi%@ know;

whispering to neighbours: "T erm goes so-and-sol"

Bobby Rhoden's mum from Fostgr Lane) \\

i

high=stepped as ours and with a vane
i
of jalousies. Percy Mxllew*s UMy
:i‘
they live on Laws Street, me closest chum.

And see the Andersons? Sons Windsor and Marven;
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\ JHIS FOLLUMS "tne memorial to John
3 HolWmer winere me tamily Sit."g bot,
fie Aunt Mar)\ Grooks,

Knows Parisn Lhurch lore
¢ tne elodst sister, and what
worshippes in tIN old church before

5E % 2 & T 3% ions v o ;'3‘ « " ENSE B i s b - Ly ™
anu, 1 'wieven, a8 the New Church stake

3 o o mead o e B i Dol et b o e
wWo ner vamlly seat ¥l The woiasmitn’s feet

-
3 METE .
& - e LV T - - enn Do vy g o 1ty rrm A A
S Luiddy OVNIng Yaen tne PEWS wWere meie.
- A

hild huill AUGrey Clarkel oiner of the sisters,
uiinapully wed, oul a copeage thét giisters

i tie Garker hours rit? a wry quip,

reéid iner eyes in wonderat ner lucky kinship.)

&
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the last a great sprln er; likely eleven

S ,{m,% "

ash at our CLB sports

)/l de
that's the Church Lad§ Brigade, s& ne other reports).

And Frank MciLaren! S)W he's at Calabar ‘;‘iagi":, ST

I
4 .
soon to ocutgrow his tréble, a wd[ {h&! i)

‘I" i

for the hundred yardsi

Hetll be captured by tie acolyte gang

who think they are the fhole shebang;
seeking high schoolers %or their Servers' Gégld:

"But what do they get? ? pikni hybrid!"
JEEKS "
eggss Leorge Clarkj "

Ubroken-down singer

candlestick-bringer!® ﬂéyf ‘
C . it id o
(But somewhat bitter; fé? in each, worry stirs M3 ~
woll e g0 @/ Lovttgmvn
that 3uonf€téiiv longer%g be boy-choristers. Z’ 4%%6@

they'll train to becmae~

For proudly sopranos, so@e soaring angelic,

, 4
we Knew we were doomed. *Ahead, catatonic, {}d b A%'éﬁﬂﬁﬁf
CLOSE-OvT E cénfuwe “ o R — g9, *
gpzeesudrof trebles, ou? voices “cracked!® ; N s S8 P
i gy / ,
} . o/
)(cs longer winging, qooné: e'l1l'be sackedf. ‘
Yet, still, mems 5 w A
JZZZb@ﬁaﬁz @y, we 100k fbrward to building kg voices § e
and join the back—stall% in one of the choices, Aozt g mdon
i i

{
And then, at the head, s the thuribler swept

nis censer across the ibrthern transept,
lodda to greet, Zd‘”‘(/ﬂ“"f e C/mw, /ézoﬁuf
. uoi‘t Z&pt-ﬂﬁ/éx

and the Aunts, all s1ng%ng at the Goldsmith's feet., f5 ¢7/% Wﬂﬁtfﬁ*fﬁﬁﬂw

datfeh howho
= . Mﬂ\ A wﬂ({ [@//s V=9 4#70 14 WOh-
e "g 'J{") C:fs./ e 2 & vky s

I look to me left, me

(The Goldsmith?

the memorial to John Wolmdy

” o ° -"f”‘ .k &
And Aunt Caro winks, but I p me siraight face; Aured, ”ﬂgE"M“
for Modda is strict about f3113gg from grace, Ldeflﬂm&ﬂ and Lito
/m/"‘i ﬁlﬁ‘ﬁb’)'ﬁ p Z
when, %%ggﬁg I help lead the Ce'abrant
to the High Aitar)with me gift of %?cant. éa?&f”' . 5
Almz [[Aﬂr/i% Sﬁ/‘d”‘ ;@MA ’7 7%1



a

e

t B

He liked being English;

Knees pumpinguproudly.

held stiffly out. The sm%}l smile he forces

if should by chance a hapﬁ%ning endorses \Q\
the tensioned skinall wore%buttoned closely 5Cf’
lessf/sudden streSS// éﬁ ru&tured/lfforcedly.

One evening at practise, theﬁSankey singing

of Raglan Philips' rev1vallst%ir1nglng

across from the Park, the campgmeetlng howling

entered our Bach. Mr Dignum, sgowllng,

asked: This Philips, where is he from?"
/:L/c,/&wl
"He's from Home! HeZg E&g#ﬁ%#* with teasing aplomb,

Mr Smith, our first bassman laughlngly offered.

"No! — Yes?" Diggy, in shock, stumbllngly proffered.
f’;;)‘ we ik Cid \4)///%/ e Armgg vt fhe = /‘

N s CHOIR /oLg/\I( &&ZJJ&/{ iNde *’/Lu ’X_ f &
yi;é;}

5
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first to his left at the Chémber Group 27 §
of violin, cello, bass; a small/swoop g/ f%}/”(2§é77f

of his head to the Epistle 51%§ ; e

where the tenors, basses, the¥;en res1de. e

“festlval éij //

with guest singers, strlnggﬂgagé% —— celestial!"

joked Mr Dignum, with his caﬂtkous grin,

"Remember, gents, its our gran?

i‘

%
at our last rehearsal, "50* e@, gents, no gin!"

5 q%
One or two basses and teﬁb rs notorious
i

for being sometimes a eny @f& proarious;
bl hly
‘éﬁgﬁgﬁ~%#§%r colleag%ﬂi‘heSﬁg th% owner

of a very nice tavegh called The}Sundowner,

with a Nine 0' Clocw License; so, %glng along,
resonance 1shhéﬁpﬁd by—a=E0pe 'foge Evensong;

which ended too@ﬁate to share theiioodw111 wille
! —wnl o Nine Deldd e 72

#

of a colleagueév1ntner o

But RS -
never wgéﬁé-nﬁey’flre one before E¥charist.
£ uéj #
Sober, e ;‘one, as a Flrsthﬁatechgst.

Music for the Mass, from the great Masters,
SD rhu/@ 7717

required ;lear heads. %gr pr1de,7fﬂ$¥:REE% fasters.
gﬁ

;* ’ =
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11 supp. | j%f*ﬁ@ﬁx

*kRxkkk*k

For Introit;wzzxakg that hymn of homely ring

Oh, Sons and daugﬁ%ers let us sing}
and then we sat, s§§tling ine@e the stalls,
loosening Etons, 105§en1ng the falls
of the hot cassocks, ﬁb our knees for cooling
(an eye on Porro John§on as we broke his ruling);
/ghapplng Sen-Sen and mint sticks for clearing

" throats. Marking hymnS responses, bearing
in mind &ii!bthe Mass réqu1res the condition

of being ready. Must glv%‘lt attention.
%

%



ey e NexT 529/50/3
N——_ WEXT PRGE -
“TQfee—feet tall, leading God's go-between

; Eégdr%mukﬁéﬁﬁilaaQ h The

nik
‘ ooy Ribled. ratti tg;ﬂhﬁ
‘wup to the Altar!" Me Aunt Caro, with a grin. b Jlé&u’ 'hj_ AT~
(Me Aunt Caro. pfeks in NEW DAY, Ting [3¢ me ek, {oe L Tha Kuch
me very first novel, from girl-child to gray. ﬁeguuwvxw.vuﬂkﬁbﬁE?““ﬂL
virtuag 6f) imperisl Roguo

bt Heo Empire b‘f auriinNg

There never was anyone quite like she.

Quite spoilt her two nephews, Len and me.) Couo&m E}KW agmm)
. AL Guasdy fac seatl e e
g ﬂﬁ‘%, j}’[l&&#, Ch//l/l}} W

_ T ofealh) [sTLE He maruderg
But here we are now, at last, at the Altar; .”\\jvﬁ’ﬁ“”“'P““”“*Zzu

BodiEs, AECovhcee
have done €hé Qgr Father_and Colleqt‘from Psalter: \bn%ﬂ/asuﬂdeg[éyLnﬂE

e ) A ) )
and now & await Mr Dignum for the Kyrie )nwme Hnciewt than Yo

/ ~ ) B
waMZ;MmL4ar0,brwfc&@
% to set us on this journey of discovery. ‘
\. 7 biked. | andl WAL bfown, |
\\\\\\\ . - — lﬁkb¢@ﬁ g;ﬁ%ﬁd’hq rmaiy A
s R LS Lovg aﬁo EI'TL@ Rﬂﬁzﬂl.;f_b-

mirdL Beadsw [icTe moct
Its part of the splendour to«watch Mr Dignum WW R(‘qkﬁﬂiﬁg

at the console of his musical kingdom: Eja,aﬁ PRAVE thwk.ﬂsn;/o

/friple—tiered wonder of delicacy and power, LJG#ﬂL7’

atwhose great bellow, orchestras cower;
SAORT
held in by itsyslight suzerain,

or let full rahge, yet always on rein?

’Ihe brush of his cassock on the organ bench}
Jhe squeak of his shoes on the pedalsj ﬁﬂ?ench

of the stops as he pulls them for startingj
/Kh@@k of the wind-pump, his round head darting

a glance right and left to take in the choir,
~Z

fingers plucking at the massive lyre !l .o L.

older than a century, full of soft creakings,

groans, varnish smells, wheezings, small seekings.A /.

[LC’ n
And so, we eﬁﬁgeﬁeed the Solonelle



And so we began the Solonelle, .. \lt//
singing the - Eleisonsl Well, T4 0\ ,M( fh,%ﬂ&»uv uﬁtz

79 e o
lwritten; WA A NeTT

we sang it in las ift is

A4 stranger might thlnt we had een smitten ‘{ A‘yfkkz 7 u?@ﬂé(
but the Angli an/Cath§11c Mass, for some cause, e ,%M%
whatever the liturgy, @1 ost as laws <:Z = _- f@dﬁ o ‘ %Qqu
sings the suppliant Lo%d; Have Mercy _— /%:;/ f”W“‘ ii%“
r / Vi éoo - /Jé//’)
/ —mf
that way. ﬁsometme% rks ;tontroversy. / 4 . v, ;o/
¢ However that be, t unod Kyr,tle )/ I EZ U Chong
e | ~— i v | ok

PR i, oo

; G []Alf“7“t4ﬁm“%
with this opening piece ’ : a&wbzzaJd4
%& \ bz, TRy To & (el
asss But, as we cease, ; ﬂm/%m./-ﬂMﬂwwﬁ

t eerie;

L(‘/vm

the rest of

S G on” 24

®

e o itz | | |

‘ g%z)w;thin eu%%e%#eﬁj each ¢ :Erboy girds <
t

Y in his own way. The Comfgrtable Words \

o€

(which the Celebrant chagts) is s&HEd a long way 1

but I find meself humming them as I lay

the thick score=book fn the psalter-shelf, |

plat, ; |
opened at the @%@ﬂgg@hummlng to meself
v U?‘(tq

{emplate
%o = 1Hod)

that glorious Credo. (\Will we rate
M'ﬁm@ ~G — ke

the tWTGE=ﬁE§k§% pract,sefj 7ﬁe perfection- searchés
/X%e sprinting from FleeukStreet to Parish Church7(-’ :
ﬁ(ﬂj// ﬂ( \/‘07.6]" //u

Jbe/:jizua 7%«2[ }3@%«7

'é,e Epistle is read Y
il 300 (Fa “é 0O f
" h, 3 f L DZ;’

cat-nervous as Avcon

Now we're off our knees.
by a Curate; the,Gradua

‘H"ﬁr ow M

with’\& hy ;

;/jﬁ/ovely @Light's abode, celestial Salem.
g e 5
As we stand for the Gospel, facing %ﬁ@ Table,

the truth is that we're hardly able

to follow the words; each one is thinking i
/’7Mm/l Jlr//r P40 A



in the pit of 7{/sv<mach, awaﬁting the chant

/
10 send us off, froy the uw»éhrant.

Incensed end kissed, the Géspe} is read.

Thanks Tor the Word, dply é@anted (or said).

\\\ al 1,
his way @@k to the Centre,

s us to Kntﬂ

And the Celebrant make?®

raises his hands, invit
Y G RMA T8

4¢a{
” e showens the way we showrd trod:

Dedieve 1 iﬁN—isi\\\f> 6ﬁ479 ol @%zé,

<

asrhe Sings av the Altar:

And, s0, here we are, at e MNicene Creed.

clalK .
I wink at b”OFQGf\ We draw/a beaﬂ

with one eva cocked theylength uf the nave

\

proud be-singers

0= BAGRTR 5
about to prove we areﬂ\m hesriaem 4 UhdingCr
Q o ovi \
Then, down comg the hands ofKﬂ?stcr Dignum,
S Dow ol 1y .
and down come the arwas of \{he e&ziﬁg'threesome,
e /bpwo string %
and desessenyde the 4888 of che aasszégﬁté; ‘ukbk busit ,
ki,

{and. o/t h uwN?@wmvmlﬁﬁawm | chorahst ' I
RwHtﬂutne PR TRy xgga of the Sze CHORILT

a// . - ; 3
[: as the %ﬁt’ mind of Charle Gounod, heard it,
fva\\ wuaﬁﬂﬁay thmﬂ~2ﬁmdﬂ

and s%nxnﬂrmuww as ¥ 2arre stig'ed i e

=4
Ao M&W DT SONNT
and @g;#ﬂcesgsA§ﬁ~T:~ ey TS
stopming  SmEsH
.anA 'quredo; nat tesuspdere_sas

to see who are watchinq th

J £3

of full-tarcetad voices in nign octave
acress the scaring architravet—\

f‘f S
crgan and strings, fortissimoy \

A



1 st -

lauding forth with ol! Cﬁarlie Gounod,
qﬁ? sheerly exulting/
for this we'd sought,
we hit:
I BELIEVE!
on towering note
INK ONE GODI-
and, unbelievable
topping the heights we'd thought unassailable.
FATHER ALMIGHTY!
Now in full stride.
MAKER OF HEAVEN!
Heés here! At our side !
AND OF THE EARTH!
Hard-edged tenors
climbing and eyeing the bass-defenders
of the clefs wikEssere
i o -
¥ build/the harmony. {ﬁﬂd now they land on 7
ALL THINGS VISIBLE! 2
ﬁgds the first of the four

the plinths we stand on

homages to Trinity, Church.

And now, o'er
organgf trumpet and other machines,
“all things visible and the unseens,"
(some will be praying) Creator, assume!

are
We are the warp, weft, You aPe the Loom!

000
And the great music surges in the wood




§ ﬂg}
, ¢gﬁ% sheerly exulting inside rnrffE»ax
i v ﬁ» capg ~ 5011 -6,]
we hit{l Selievel with sCChse ﬁﬁ%ﬁg}
Py Vo almodF

T LR

E”\A Father il alt,m‘,(

Y oy 7
Heaven anag earth! }l

[J ol e "fﬂumbe 7 :
ﬁggg org aPAFnd other machinesyg>y

%1l tnings visible and the unseengfl.
ic

surges in the wood

bensatn me forearm, where there is stood

on tne stall's lectern, like bladaé ¢f grass,

the notes in the thick score-book of the Mass.

Gh, Tlush with triumph, proud as can be, i
in high-snouldered surplice, dying to see

(but carefully); so, now i&i then, glanced

down at the congregants;@be they entrapced?

o

A@€ their eves say¥pg thanks for the Sparing juys

AR N e N Eees
we biring thew,,gifted pikni-choirbe e
\ Saeet £/ 7N TYrIsF,-STER — QI OVE ?ﬂ

é&%&]ﬁi?%?@ great cnurch,iﬁaaﬁfiBi_ZZKRH\T* '<ounds outside
/N A yidft
of trams, buggies, candy-wendors, @@h astride
bo/l- Fiwlling
gy Mrdee—rrd Hultbers, Rudges and Raleighs,
ou randoned by

Resg=tTETT—tebis Soundless@y #8 0 Counod's sallies,
Gﬁﬁggou think you've heard all the marveis yet? -
(inside me head) je._g

B‘F:»—,'

to the Incarnatus!

Thb Who for us men is tender.

nr K neuif,: or it

and the soft-stop of the organybrings %

. ; - 5 , Lpr 74
tha Kh@zutyv and e aintv: a 14t :
the b@auty and certainty; axiom Jif,J>M¢ e Ty

g2 R ’ W
on which is structured all Christendoms ”~&vﬁjqwh<wa¢~@»muw

M Hlﬁ.bl M&i PZ/ﬁ@fQNDﬂ /rR ~>g¢

’k/’ ‘lt/s 4; 7
. 38 PENYIAG ahpcando £ )y 0

']w_‘ eld {Ié%;p‘ﬁ e . /s k 3@(;
Al suu,z..f ,’bu/&'&l’f'ﬂq Like @ HL‘LKQ(& G
i § mi IS g po tc,fm. Ja Hepe

o day ﬁ&_uuﬁ h.l/) Upwr CRpfe
W SHAKE THOE FERBaNTS Ipi 4 Wﬂ& D/
dl,w on The Lidlily @ 4’/31' and [RAN e
And. laeop/( will g Y Id Yz mirdcle

¢ R LA AL -
- l"qng Lo s /g IJ:U&/(Z Mot

ls A 7 140,
ﬂUM,{M//f? ¢ '-l,‘:’&//:‘l /jt"’c e(o],apﬁ/gf - /p>

S > - 3
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(Cob-host )
T NCRRVRTH .

52%? And ﬁgs Incarnate! (Efndles tall- burnlng,ﬁpéﬂgyz

v/,,_\_____,._—-<.~¢
smoke from the incense rising and turning

I

past the Qowed heads of those adoring
the Mystery, God to Man, adjuring CQ;1 h xR
through thé/ﬁuffering of his Son, 7
Whom, says Eﬁe Creed, with Him, art One.

Coming to ear , in flesh, as we,

and yet, not s for rnally
Z%

He was and is

making us equalqu ﬁgatwe adore.
D RENN~ A

First, the strong baSses, now strangel%;gentle,
M~ Brown|,
Mr Smith, < .2=res%3 [in testamental
. and second, the high tenors‘\\
statement; harking;

HRond ;
thed the contraltost%a}mly walking

(led by Miss Myers, me Slxth/ﬁook teacherngy

What S more,

Tng
§uch a voice- structurgjf : /3can reach herl™;
once (/, s _ :
e I/overheard Mister Dignun telling )’fC: >
“ eurete ett-Hai ou read his befelling] @df 0lga Myers and the
@@aa@@@@a@@a@@@@@@@@@ﬂ é@@@@@@@ galedcedagat"* S 1l IS he ook,
T p k WiN 4G, , you'll have read much
steadying sopranos e 4, Trom, sesrng. : about in this bookgl
fifthly, m pnw —boy qumq .
And, ==
wh ch has \
that specialness . Ssince \ Middle Ages

been a church- mark, decreed by t%e sages.

AL Purvsu ‘Diqqyn we
Five colonieg? Kf@ﬁéf_“j
t

Surrogates singing the great Niceﬂ% Creed.

ﬁ%€§¥¥§+«ébll\\ . //\

g@ Hear theé@nﬁ?t basses_now strangely gentle-. ammm mmm

Lncarnatus! (Beaded, knees in the tﬂmpljrjﬂﬂwﬂé i

E—

/Kll ofus humble before the story
f’how the Son gave up His glory

5
\to become Man. The faces glistening
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‘ Bt 9”. Timo Q\g) —=
<Giﬁeiiﬁﬁw [pe ambulant wishes
some days opt for the loaves and fishes
in a lonely place.
Yet, other day
10 empty promises, am just clay -
all these things will I give thee
17 Thou wilt fall and worsnip mel

-~

A st
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in candlelight. Bowed heads,listening,

of worsljippers.
And I am thanking

there are no trams}’iron wheels clanking.
Only the rubbers of hackneys hauling.

And soft-falling hoové?l.
€’ And a distant calling

of a ship)s needing a pilot tardy.
And a windés murmur as it tugs at the hardy
branches of guinep in the graveyard. And
the small 1lift of the Celebrant's hand
crossing himself As now we do too
at altar and stall, in every pew.
For, in all the Mass, here 'tis that we
at the foot of the Cross, in truth, see.
*
Satan, seems not how you / sedk,
trades with ks strong and plunders IhksxwmEkixx weak.
Pither waymi, you stand to lose.
Fact, itstixed. You cannot chosese.
The internalities of the Mass
causes change to come to pass
inside yourself; support eschewals

of the outside. ‘
Hence the xx rituals:

music, candles, incense, The Word,
helps the inner wvoice be heard
izaxiyx insulatedin the soul
Noble pumrpose. Blessed role
Of age now, I know for sure

re_ : ,
what %X fleeting; what endure. #Lfﬂﬂb
SO WE flowed into the pre-coda portion

about the Spirit;
the music an ocean

encompassing us; in which, Jjoyously
proud of our craft, we are wondrously
ﬁgcertain Qgg,strong. The great harmonies

o
roll from among us, the Five Colonies
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of Song People—r Dignum gather andotigteping to the Messe
to the special gifts which
for My Gounod's song. only dwell
in hearfs and minds of a
Now the Father, gifted few
all other hearts so lifted,
son, Spirit sung, we go to the Copda knew
our deep=-felt joy, indeed th
confirming Sacraments; being the ode a rightness
¥ . that here, indeed, were Im=
Council at Nicene, year 325 | age and Likeness.
After all these years, yet,
wrote ¥ as its credo in a God Ajlive.. Gounod, remembered °
: ) . in the Sanctus, returns un-
SANCTUS ‘ emcumbered v
Zn its haunting adoration.
As the first soft notes of the Sanctus steal $till, a continuing
—— . obfation.
out in a murmur

worgmoty fo-0- Ly —

at the sopranos' lyric invitation

Soyg
and the surging pasﬁé%es of affirmation;
in ¥AXK8 Angels' Story,

¥ so, richly met/ the¥} Xiwk NEXAXNANNXYXXANAXKIBRIK
they mount in

KIINNXXKKAcrescendo to GLORY4 GLORY!

the royal words, each inwardly glowing,

all of a certainty, all of a flowing. X¥¥

B G RENEDICTUS . ‘
And so,Aité over. Soft clearings of throats.
We Settle back. Me mind plucks at ti®r notes.

For the Benedictus¥ (Blessed is He)

always come gut, to me, awkwardly

after the strongly syntaxed Sanctus.
You know what is true? Mr Dignum and us
seldom have found a setting to rouse
most choir singers. One sort of ploughs
through to Hosanna! and even here

NO RAISING ROOFS. No mighty cheer.

Yet as the last somg to the Humble Access
1" *
Rgck-less?
should we be lively? leel-kicking? NaAEKIENX

-



INTO THE CANON where we internalize )]
the awesome
presumption we exercise P
B 5

intaking an =

RRximxzxihNax, Omnicient God! ﬂ%%jk/ Q;é%
' /4
Jiz "

lHis Body and Blood! Staff and Rod!

How quiet we were in the Kmkx IHumble Access! élﬁﬁyﬁﬁ
: )
n e Consecration! Ve were distractless. é /Zw‘y\{t ?%i/d”l-&'f}”’a‘/’k e

¥ v, .
Though young, we knew the awesome import fﬁk‘éyﬁa% —angl - bﬁm,lﬁ'hﬁ4ﬁ%g¢ ef

fg i %ﬁ%
of Pread R Hosg/and tried to comport. "o The Aﬁ%’ii"‘ii@f "/C l?) MgT ’EM

%Mww lur’n‘ fax Uui)eg, ;e/)/’/p

And when the Moment was marked by the bell, :
We dpmot P’\-Qu»rm" D[uvﬁ 'ﬁ atteny

/
with Celebrant we prayed truly;dﬁl well, ;‘ %wﬂ qnuw’mumf OR OM Kijeds, Beng
Yot, % 64,7"&’, e chumbs fﬂ"“ %N/J %ym

N ) 4 Talle

as a Chronicler trying to tell b”“% w2y Ml%d‘“‘bahfﬂb@ -

< N
L% o Snall wimdh /#’W back gy

all that I ma ou must hear this as well. :
sl Kmu ffw'uq/t {u%f/ ﬁnﬁ Wv,f\mm,h),

/

A nice little trick long ago was thought up

A wonld be.
by =redetvs uector/ so the Ringer wag brought up

2l
to %L monient, %l Elevation of the Host

“f/r'//'t
aﬂy‘y\the bell in the myard aﬁ struck. Put lost

&  and
to sight ,‘ sound of the service, the Ringer
Gt 12
is’ unaware of the moment the Singer
i \ -
Wdo

reaches the Consecration. So.devised
\

the X little game where a Server apprfised

the Ringer by shaking a six-foot}&f'»;f;ff; CASEMENT plly, —7
FREERRTEERG L e e
and #fomie an Imp @&, to the Server's debasement.

,\i 1;‘Kﬁ- D(«’Lk
For %% guly attracted one of our fellows.
Never found g which. But, one morning, huge bellows
from the great bell shattered the singing
of Stainer's Agnusf(so gentle}ffbringing

SWINEGING PV

forests of heads to the graveyardkm 5’(&(’%@ q

Ko tiea/ RivGik g f
tn f see throuah the walls at this herFesy. brradas’



alld Hing i . //}/

‘was horrified atﬂfvnwg;' ¥ clapper on bow
during the Lamb of God adagio.

Poor Ringer. He had indeed received

the signa})but was hoodwinked, deceived,

ROow '
not noticing that the shaken /fEndow W 6lu de

. NING,
was not the usual one. Such sinmy though
K“O R uﬂf«am;}u&y?i'..{
was- ¢henceforthiedenigds A designated)
o Porfing
@f@ guarded gesewany was henceforth slated.

//f)]
How ggigt qg_gﬁg!°
Today, I perceive
#gt each of our small souls did somehow receive
- Knpwdodge Thid we wese
an A ALy witnesses
a MLINN/‘/V/(«('
Wasen V¥#® reach for the CRERER mysteries.
I n
And ég;ﬂ Elevatxon.ﬂthe great bell rgngs

and niifCelebrant, in the Ecstasy, sgng:

Conse cRATING  nIRLS Nokorng
tne,\wdii ] «MW R the Host ~---

&*‘ & ene

Lord, we weeg| holyl

6oee Come, Holy Ghost!
Aty S T,

Anc- so/weﬂgontinued “through the P/ptaklng

R
when we Bach's Jesu Joy undertakin
iw . 9 w g) ' : Ww .

u:@ Mr Dignum's right-handed phrasin ﬁ@ the sopranosﬁpardly’rdising

abote a whisper, nobody could

had
think we @808 ever been less than good.

(Gf course, by the time the Last Gospel ended
and we had duly genuflacted 2 aeenhal

werd roud g gy Sip 1)V
we ooty aﬂéb mawtgfcrqégéaseaﬂaau;aé

"\—//\'\;i’, (0/\"" ‘tn »,,,F}( /J/n)’m uee ‘A '.’Z&’/A {4,/\//;!:”/;
@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@



m,um iN )/f‘wwf) v{i un)} n.t,/»z)ﬂ(,uy )

4
(h-r\fiw 4”['“:‘

«owf‘b’wgﬂ*ﬁwu\wﬂwwa
col 3 )
The smell:of ince basEece st gy e 4ﬁ@ﬂwﬁ“’_2°
st 5wk i ik " G j” o, 4 7 A ': > 1(‘.‘ ;’/;fA" , = /

"‘,qﬂr

/é, AMBIENT Goo$ forR
! J wWHO

Soft clinks as Celebrant ang"ﬁ”5c0W§ prepare kf&iu>m~c

in Cup and Platen the sacrcé,fare
as under his breath he recxt_s the rite
feast;
by which we d¥nes ‘
"Who, in th?

the deeper huﬁf the quiet brea"‘
The Bread and Wine, symbols exckﬁ
the world of things.

The Sacred !
IF I BE LIFTED, 1 SAVE THE LOST!

"Took Bread, took Wine." @ %
Here now i§ Being.
!

(N (:;He Sacring Bell rings with all of us
T —

¥neeling.

ELSewHERE  IN
From pole to pole, &nmg% S wver thelworld.

in all tongues and climes, somewhere's unfi
these !
t80® unique emblemﬁjé? a strange religion
where men eat their God at His invitation

Bach is providing the Eucharist hymning:

W) &7 e HiS  GENIVS '»A///\i/\f/f‘ﬁ

#!ﬁat richest weave of voicei'and instrumentl_

LAUCULENT 5 7.
sharing the score, yeg\‘if—égzﬁ]iﬁgffﬁlsf v
c_,ta't:ama/uf ao Di94y
feaie—gann, (and violins only)
; o
accompany usj each strangely lonelyf

/i« this poignant air, this masterfiece
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thit brought to #¥e tall pivot-winddws, the heads /
of the Park-men; hard-arguing Reds /
(Micky says) who came frgom under the trees, ‘
e ;rom sparkli?g fountain,ithe hum o{ bees,

oun)_from green slab-benches in the ccol shade
’ft>”d?1baay;n1dfustic?&tamarind, laid

along bhe paths, with small domed pavil@ions

of scrolled ironwork; and ®he postillions

around the basin, on thin metal chains,

iron drinking-cups; an¢ from the mains

sweet Hope River water @88hppggdda provideﬁx/’/’ f

All these they leave to stand outside 2 4
at Solemn Mass, to hear us, famed features; #4¢ /
and Evensong whes# we heme famed preachers j
as P.W.Gibson, or Ethelred Brown, '

or Bishop deCarteret, or other renown. Yoy ¢



/#‘: r
| A o
e ol A | :
. omong Thie man'| @ gave

-,/ ppolhFieTgentis,§0000§ \without cease.
! \

\
And now, it is over. Thg Last Gospel read.
%

The Chalice wiped; linen égvers the Bread.

We sing the Gloria Excelsisirefrain

%,

and walk the Recessional. %%

We a”l feel the €frain.

But are quietly exulting that byo@ﬁﬂﬂ¢
WORKEDY, pind ml “ Zes

Rained
we.i;mhadaawﬂe, and preesdess,

IOOOQOQ

</—.' ” ﬂl
j/f%mf £t was not, I now know,priest,
' visiting players norg%lo artiste,
Shantung silk shirt,,ribbed knee=sock,
M fields of faces tilted to lock
.,0n ug choirboys singing the Solonelle,
B L/soay,ng nd _turning on t mmortelle -~
wﬁfbne'@fziigaﬁrwggk central that Easter BAy.
™ It was ol' Diggy at the triple-tiered bay.

-

Hour after hours he had honed the score,
beating out time on the pedal flocr.gy
- carefully taking us, line on line,
howling at faulty, lauding fine;
walking slowly the unefding aisle
to the Great West Door, listen awhile,
- plod back slowly out of the dark, and gHp dnd

G6CbecgeercoabreCCcERORBERREOR Yamo®, f Eir il
growing ever taller ﬁaathaamzﬁéf and, 2
pwI~ hand at ear, crying: "“Ho, no, no!
Sing it 'Ho-o0-ly...' Make it flow!"
Stopping athwart Sailor Benbow's tomb,
&’ﬂ,@ &emaphore()to us the illume
te'A >h

fet to our poorly seen
reading of the Musician's paen.

T L e dnaad fhat .
U?/um i@t geewt Easter of m‘ﬁienw-three
Wihen Liggy did the Solonelle with me.

1 T ; NEARREH
YA YHE Gl aflorfoet ; Totay Sin 0n Hirilleg wh e wrahsp jand Mo A o e
W B ww oweic Thots };‘Mli—l\j b, //“[ Tﬁh«‘»é‘/& SUA O }>$~ic£e )‘tZ Leg we ﬂilii//d{ cleanth

a0 He"Folk Ppz ™ Dune powerfn! Rhy R,
g 7,~ y

l’b MGGaL, manh vSthimt Sl Citrp

4ot (N Prin ; oW moundowe an i b’[tl/i’s;;’,

oW Fovpey bws HalS, our Seb&v; guh So kLIS
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§

g ‘Eﬁve colonies. To Diggy they cede. - ;mfjl: 
5 _\' I~ (;7("»’»"’ ,,//
A&L¢B~»;> Surrogates s1nglng_¢he .great Nicene Creled. ~~~~~ e :
o 5 ~— : i o
"Qﬁ EAK j--- Centre, /caps
5 : — ME THOUGHTS
;;QQ~§The voices roll, the faces glistening , .x,/
in candlelight. Bowed heads, listening,
congregant, . 55\
o~

of mowsapgmse And I am thanking

there are no trams with iron wheels clanking.

Only the rubbers of hackneys hauling;
@m soft-falling hooves.AW* distant calling

of a shiﬁﬂp summoning a pilot tardy.
tugs

And a wind's murmur, gme@ at the hardy

branches of guinep in ##8 graveyard. And)
the small lift of the Celebrant's hand
crossing himself() As now we do too
at Altar, Stalls, in every pew.
(Mfmﬁ}~i} For in #8#® the Mass, it is here that we,
at the foot of the Cross, now truly see.
@A/KME TOUGHTSJ
Satan seems, thoughhgood you seek,
to trade with strong and plunder weak.
Either way you stand to lose.
Seems its fixed. You cannot choose.
Mﬂﬁb‘? ﬂGnternalities of the Mass
causes change to come to pass
inside s self; supports eschewals
of the outside. Hence, the rituals:
Uib&)“Lé? ‘music, candles, incense, Word
: helps the Inner Voice bﬁkeard,
insulated in the soul; ;

noble purpose, blessed rolec)
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q;&ﬁff - To . o e
@ nme, since those days, its here - \
flrmly have no i:L”" }
that 1 Wge@p = -~ A fear . i

that religion's a waste of time
if it does not pantomime

';.Jﬁ\i‘»”t:/' ('"Less you are an anchofiﬂh Nc HORITE

¥
|

- cased in your own skin, drawn tight.)
the sacring the Hosting;
Thus,hfx‘f“”ftgi_;i-' g

hénd—claps of the Pentecostingy
water-dipping Baptist preachers;

garlanding of certain creatures

(as do Hindus)jritual washing, ' W
(eat: r
then to Mecca, - downward bashlng) ¢
& g wich beaﬂ

| TanimiNTd m(,-p%—&ﬁ/ 7
{ in the choice of how men pray. Zjeﬂf?“q f%ﬁﬁfl

3 / all of these do have their say
| I /\(;j‘~>

— BREAK ~—
Me mind runs, now, as I write this M stums  fils
high

& il miinitad

desl )~ Me Aunt Adrie,wes a born ‘!isitorf.

Knew city-churches? . An inquisitor
7 ‘!
into the Baptists, Seventh-Day, Wesley,

to Aunt Adrie (gone to bliss!).

visited Catholics, conversed (dazely)

with Bible-eating Seven-Keys men;

—_ N
even to a poco-yard i now-and-then.

Knowing me liking for Miyl ﬂf¢fkfar travels,

f;took me to thé®se distant revels:

FouR
} ] Cross Roads, Half- Way Tree, !ﬂﬂﬁi!llll“ Roadg, (Four Roads
(.M

! A

| N

" {_ Long Mountaln[m Roadf) far- off, “]aéodas abodes
/?\

“AHoly Rollers (a dwelling-house church),

holding her hand as_we prance and lurcn,

HEN
watching her face iﬁ 1t livens and laughs)




A, A ey
[“( \/’A)

r/ i \

€
TN

His
f
R where men eat their Godhau,‘lnwtatlon'"

you note,w Last Gospelﬁ ended,

ahd we have dulyq genuflected,

NOW e

we're readysgmessgmgsis for essential sinning.
~~unsleeping, has ways =
Satan,erf*‘~«-“"11f”“‘ @ of winning.)

..... . ;D

Subdued, we stand in the Vest o

he double

amen is sung (to keep us from trouble,
o~ Says: "Men
rest of the week). Rector emslps, ¥
must
removing his alb, “IAconfess when

I learnt you'd do this difficult setting,
are
I thought, 'Oh, dear! Into what/@#® they getting?'

But now, I say, never have I been
so thrilled when working me old routine.”
He gets a4§jk nice laugh; loud from us boys.

— Men!) Clucks
(He called usfiifasiiomenie)o Gl

& at our noise.

He wipes his broad face. A stout white-man;

Trelawny- g8 born, we understand.

f

Py | "I'l1 thank the ladies up in the Stall,

; I\,
// _and Mister Dlgnum Good Easter to all!*®

still echoes 1h/‘[§ head“;b;;ggf

be with us all ikl —
A ERAIE I TSI, i S And all was welyf

" we sang the Solonelle.

w) this horse-feathers of a strange religion T



THE KINGSTON CHRONICLES

At the Goldsmith's feet

In that year of 'Twenty-seven,
I turned fourteen. Years which leaven
what me Chronicle now will tell
when we sang the Solonelle
Easter-day at Solemn Mass.
_-»n-«-%
(%)
N,

This was how it came to pass.
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'"Twixt Ash Wednesday-Easter Day
lays me Church's ancient way
telling Man the central reason
for its founding. Its the season
passiontide; which Christians hold
promises a better world
after death when comes fulfilment
of the former Ge nt's Agreement:
that we'll win, howe'er we pained;
loss of earth is par/'dise gained.
e,
'Tween Ash Wednesday-Easter Day,
wear your hairshirt. Satan's flay?

Miserere ! Sombre -Lent!

Sorrow-time! Repine! Repent!

s,

:x)_';\" ‘%
£ a

% &
et

Forty days, excluding Sabba?ths,
we are Davids .. Face Goliaths
of omissions and wrongs done

compact with the Holy One.
&
e

Skt

First break in this dismal season
is Palm Sunday (Bodeful reason!)
Yet — yes! Candles lit again!
Sable cloths away again
for a day's while! Joyously
sing: RIDE ON IN MAJESTY!
But a short-lived celebration.

For the song of approbation



lasts a day. Then, back to sorrow!

Holy Week begins tomorrow.

(+)

i “’M ,,M? K
Holy Week of marked lament.

Cassocks black. The days of Lent

being a time of sadnes;rampant;

hymns are anguished. We pray cauterant.
And at end, there is Good Frlday

weep-day? Satan S h1gh day )
(Good? ~That 2 ol g AR L e G B

But I speak of this elsewhere.

Now its Easter! Banish care!

And with gladness celebrate
this prime feast of pd@ﬂst and lait.
LS0me
Been a choirboy K good while,
time came for a change in style:
cassocks going from black to purples,
brighter stuff, no more drab turtles.

Surplice sleeves were halved away.

i, U

Always4@iNgWeh these got in the way

— W
at the faucets. went before
Mass _———began. Fogg
SeraEices started, Almplore
Mags ~— __ _ “begaps EFeo
shook sk you loose of "Porro's" punishment

ba
("You there, boy! Take one month' @@nishment!")

i, iR Gliﬂﬁﬂ Mass, you left the Stall.

(Watch for Porro as the Sons of Saull)

Stammers - <% a little; bobs in his walk;
s A he's

To the ™. “boys,,tiger-on-a-stalk.

Choir ﬂl.l? secret'ry. Young martlne it

Named ﬂilﬁﬁ c. Johnson. Short, thickset.
T Hands

N1cest m duty'? m the shilling



to each boy when we (so willing!)

R WING 4
SO vV & \./

sing: Oh, Perfect Love at spousals. "HAHN

g s g Bab

(Shllllngs prove to.be arousals 20 okl s Shon” Ang

greater even than Sen-Sen : i

for the voice. We truly wren.)

Afterwards, we all go east; s e adlihg Y

a Commercial Patty—fe?;ECh Vestth— ozl

at the Chinese place @0@@REE meat!). Colil (R Drodd #—#$1&rf¢zmmif
y £z o7, hol 4 - ~

Perfect love at East Queen Street! Wf‘V e /_ * ‘“ﬁ uﬂf5/
4" lare We M o _TH i Lo
] ‘.\'a».f.’ "‘f{:)/.‘;m

But let's get on. I must tell sl
But=ket=us=be-er=-as=Ek=-mest=tekk

®® when we sang the Solonelle
¥ Easter-morn at Sacrament;

marks
maskeig the end of K¥WK® Lent's lament.

9 00T K "9,

:_‘/

EASTER-DAY (old English)

That Easter-day was the time chosen

for the new robes. And interwoven

with the new clothes, the nice election
for music-score; “Diggy's" selection.
St Cecilia was the setting;

strings and brass, and also getting



Ayt g EasteT

fapwxhewﬂ%ﬁﬂ$ébesk

tlhé great John Lyons to solo the Sanctus;
Kyrle Eleison and ngedlctus

)
And that was the Eamsterﬂ Modda bought me
and Len, the Scotch Tweed, cut at the knee
(long ones came later) Shantung shirt,
Clark shoes,p >real leather girt.
None @!lﬁ!& proudA roblng in the Vestry,
nose- hlgh Gs a Judge in consist'ry
as #® in the plcture?gﬁmSt Paul's
argue 8 of lawyers 48, the Senate walls.
Prouder than even Celebrant-Rector
in white-&-gold; or his Curate-Lector.

(Must !"tell: Our Rectors were always whife.
Chosen, perhaps, as a way to invite
us to recall the heavenly status
shown on the Sunday-school cards they gave us
picturing the saintly hosts; and all
looked like our Rectors, I now recall.)
But % back to that Easter,sw# our contrive
to do the Gounod. It all comes alive.
f/) «/ \/: //;"_/ 2
Last evening, we took “down the black Altar Front,
undraped the Crucifix, Lectern and Font,
brought out purple and red robes, changing
mournings of Lent; $ggcﬁg5m of Abstaining.
Altar Guild ladie%gt'mngﬂt in the flowers,

rain-dampened, glistening from April showers;



B

aired the Sacri?fty, white cloth on Credence,,
| ‘,,
polished Predellas; one hums in sequence

Eucharist . hymns as she brushed at the shelf
organ,
in time to . "._Aand, crossing herself,

shuffled, Epistle to Gospel_ and back;
Py e

Mr Dignum practising Jesu by Bach. WAL - e e SR
e B ReE AKr= i
On Holy Saturday, we had Preparations:
‘ﬁ?l/\lq

Pre-Sanctified Mass; doing/the Stations;
cpylecting me sixpence from Mudda and marched
tgﬁihinese laundry for me Etons, starched
blade-taut by "Willie, late of Hong Kong;"

(one for the morning, other, Evensong).

ORE A > - B R ENKN

g
How we have worked at old Mister Gounod's!

Full choir, instruments, wof%!édi%%e soloes.
Others rehearsed at the foot of the Altar:
acolytes, censers move well, no falter
putting dark frowns on the Rector, watching.

We choirboys, at the Stall sides, batching,
whisper our jokes at the dumb show; vainer

SINGL RS

that we're ppsfess

FOLCS

xts, familiar with Stainer
and Purcell and Elgar and not envious

of lace-and-scarletted supercilious

mulatto, white boys, they the ones chosen

to bob like poppyshows, or to stand frozen

till the time comes for them to take orders:

"Go for this!" "Take this!"™ "Straighten the borders

¥ at cassock-tails whenever you kneel!

See it falls squarely over the heel!™

oy



. /

Q) An (o
o [ Poor little bring-come, go-pick-up-that!

b7
(,/4/

L, Which of them ever sang a Magnificat?
BREAK —
. o igbmgf()f {j(uy
But now, it's Sunday! Easter already'
'we take our places, full trained and steady

from months of practise each Thursday night:
Diminuendo!

Crescendo! Till it came fight.

-B R E A K-
Ku mE G ChoiRbOY'S
Will you &# shargng aQSﬂaL¥=E§y*s moment

"‘f’u
as in, Vestry we form for the post- ; Lent

lift of the pall of the church's Sad Fortyc
about ‘Mx (uh]({ (["Z«
“gwe@w to commence w1thnﬁﬁé¢%@¥$%%sort1e Z

indy* ﬁ/— m *wm/) w«, 13»/7 M! Qﬂe""—'-&f'th ;
a @ ”ﬁﬁﬁﬁad e Verger
i

'/

mhe'shoulderﬁ mz% Staff,, 1ack gowned 11turgeh)
W D awlyfy, LACED L%
fot-kow a@,ﬁ’he/@rm bear‘er

N
y CRol =
(Hands firm onspost! . Set transverse squarer!

No whisperings, you! Eyes straight ahead!

Hands clasped in prayer =— like you were dead!)

And, bearing candlesticks, smaller boys, pacing

the incense-bowl.  (Slow! Slow! No racigg})

—

Low-voiced injunctions issuing from

R the stern M.C. in his cingulum.
P ——= >0 0
Nervously we wait the pr1est s invocation,
q}é) <48 ovl m A ”“f“’”z— i o 2

i vwe'll  step okl

A little shivery under cassocks and surplices.

" the oblation.

Our Etons itch. Poor shaky-knee novices.
Clearings of throats. Palms dried onf gowns,
Wond'ring if we'll be @@@®® cap'ble of sounds
when thiagime comes to open the hymnal

at the g#a?F marked for the Processional —

and veosdes@- the church breatheS a kind of soft gale
fg% down the sea-field. Gobble us if we faill



( i . L4 W) REET -v.‘! % :':
coiccbdeRaeudddebes e Fobokockd 7

sut Mr Dighum cool as a January,

on organ stool high in the Sanctuary,
cailms us wit§7$amiliar airs

from well loved scores. HWe form in pairs.
A silence ggangs pow in the Vestry.

The Great Béliceases now its chesty

FOUTNOTE T8 ITTALILS:
*Hardly ‘tis known that on the Great Bell
theve is inscribed the following tell
] (engraved in Seventeen-forty-five)
that it be used just for those alive:
SPRETTHE GREAT BELL BE NOT TOLLED
AT PERSONS DEATH." A copyiold
ignored $8 twocenturies till recently.
Present incurbents now cecertly
still its great tongue in deference
to the odd wish (meaning no offese).

bellow. We ew? Bl heads for prayers,

starcnly confined in 4k collars, small fears.

Softly, we sing the Amen secticr

to invocations@. Beadle to Rector

bows; bigey=sees=fpom=his sbovheiopgbsiStavaves, he's tall:
biggy sees him fros& his stool inethe Stall

and sways and rocks at the high comsele, ;
ieuge  shrugs shoulder-loossipiB1o#@datktlh bodl

and the great organ triumphantly ;

with tonal power, exultantly . exprdium

lifts its voice in the exerditm

@6Bsings: AT THE LAMB'S HIGH FEAST WE COME!

And we go out, suddenly unharried;

heavy hymnals now lightly carried;
glorious cutrush of breatyh sends forth
the poetry and music for all we're worth.
We enter the nave marching in pairs.

The Easter hymn sings away our fears.

And there, ahead, a sun bursts through!

The Great East Window is gold and blue!

Figures of saints, apostles, Jesus!

Small cherubs too,(80@H0EEEE000CREEEABC these always please us.
Familiar Family, froze in stained glass



Qgﬁ”come alive to celebrate their Mass'/ lovR TS CREFTECT Aﬁﬁ%@wﬁ’«#/iﬁ/.3
P - 7 Pl y Vi
-BREAK - ( il e ““, AL CHRET gy ,}/;'{,/: Doty
D . 24Tr . | / .
: id“‘*%&q Mprk |
I am aware that me friend, George—€lark
thin

marching beside me, in a K¥Ww&=e% bark

sings out the line after feast we come,

thus: leaving more and bringing some.

Should "Porro" JohnsoMn, our secret'ry,

marching behind, hear that heresy,
Lmyw&ﬁﬂ”
then me friend Geeorge will land a suspension:

5;“[w "Forty days, boy, from now to Ascension!"
iy isshort P°thdek, a dry-eyed mocker,
_George,0000RORBOCRONRGRABRERORRERRE 4

wears the baggiest B@@OEPORR knickerbocker

from the U.S. Of Panama birth,
dances the Charleton like nothlng on earth*
Lo vr“"‘v*y’(, C NCERY
boards with the Grizzells in GeePges Lane.
No cricket; baseball. Good talker. Vain.
Praises America
Weiye=R (mum's at the Canal);
me, for the Empire; each regional}
being the children of our time,
not bothered much by reason or rhyme.
(Sometimes he floored me, observing that
a black "lootenant”in U.S. hat
often occurred. "The English," he'd wager
"never allow you beyond sergeant major.
"But
Conceded. HHoewever, Mister @k@?&/youé?? enjoy
f if you stay here. But the States? 'Hey,B@@0OL boy!'"
/@&%L )Zreat friends. W& March Stall-wards together.
- ,~W &'{ HRO HA / /I;/.\\": T
Berng_ihawsmﬁl}esi 1&xfront¢d the tether.
-- BEBREAK ---
I work me toes in me shoes to see

pebbles or things that could cause misery
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in the processions (two on High Days).

Marching or singing we had our ways:

2,

passed down the lore = : so's to make sure P2,
all was in order. It was mature; '
~ EHRTI L,
but besides| liking jreadly)what we do,
.v / ‘7 ‘ € I I
each was an actor in that robed crew. 5

And, in the back-stalls, choir-ladies were
SHoUVLD R

not slow to poke r‘ibs;‘m:ioccur;
employing fans, the edge‘mC a psalter

thr ack-rails, at slightest falter.

o

Mothers and teachers, they think boy-piknies

are always up to smart chicaninies.
Mark you, its true; but who can blame us?
(7 ‘(.., »1'\*“7/'«. 7

Can feidies sit still sl o priest i famous

for being long-winded, drones on and on

of sin, when for u

We'RE. - ,
Ketere freé of- taint by Eucharist's end!

7

Mnen the Last Gospel’s%iead, and Satan's pennedff

1<
ﬁnd at High Altar, e : =Triple Bdessingts- spoken
rocks : i
and the church at the pow'ful 1nvokenﬂ.
We wish the Ladies in the back-stall
would cease their worry. ; no peril at all!

- BREAK -
@R march, 04, have
@ewgly  in singing, we A, our ways

securing such errors as G#® likely to faze:

T, T

In

iz



be
B@ sure to see bootlaces are tied;

knee-stockings banded; gravity defied

by brace-belted trousers; embarrassment lurked
under those cassocks whenever we kirked.

For more than one boy has stumbled or fell
because his bootlaces had not been tied wellg
ahd, stepped on, one foot, suddenly immovable,
the not-knowing rest-of-him went uncontrollable.

B REAK - e S TG 12 sy S

BBREE _the graveyard ceases its chestly

"oy FOOTNOTE (in italicl)g

'tis known j# on the Great Bell
1nscr1b‘¢ the following tell
: wehteen-Forty-five)
that use %, j# s only for those alive:
"THAT THE#SREAT BELL BE NOT TOLLED
AT PERSE EATH." A copyhold (
1gnor§dyfor two ®gnturies, till recently. /
Preﬁént incumbents™pow decently '
S%i110 its great tonglg in deference
4" to the odd wish (meanlmg‘no offensse).

e ;&%Ow )J/‘( }‘j .z/}\.h— vow - "1;‘53‘123 1 ‘_7«>_____/

/for prayers, o,

starc@ﬁﬁf% surpllce, high collar, small fears.

ST

- BREAK -
Missa
Solemn High Mass to the Messe Solonelle
is a long haul; three hours to @Q@0Gtell
when you consider prayers to be chanted,
Gospel, not said, but sung, or descanted —

we must be fit to handle all this; p
N,

friends will be angry, if, a note, one should miss [(not to forget, =t poke
A ' fromghe fans
for (now I know) we were proud boy-singers l“or psalters of stern

: - licans
and had K our code. Although no bell-ringers J uiédy Agltas ﬂ)/

for honour of craft, or art, no pretence,

we were somehow aware of excellence.
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wr' BRVENE K
Thoughts such as these scurry through me head
as we step to the aisle — and yp there?i;head}
the flowered Table and the candles' glitteqff?%
LORD, MAKE THIS CHOIRBOY NEVER SING SWEETER!
--BREAK -
Some povertied mind may not understand
gisﬁ;ié boy's thoughts at a moment so grand
(eﬁw grieMvous loss to this world's plunder
is when we lose our sense of wonderg:)

b-—ﬂh So

but to the lucky who h§¥€ not RESB=—{Oh., traglcE?
los€ the gifsppkey to the Kingdom of Magid,
0P LGS OB VIR LI BA IR LPGAEB CEB

please join our ranks; with us, side-and—side3
march to that great song of sweef Eastertide.
--BREAK --

Stealing quick glances,¥d we march the aisle
fond
catching the Pe0Q@E@ looks cast on our file

by the proud parents of féllows we know,

o]

whispering to nelghbours. “ThereAp so-and-so!"

There, Bobby Rhoden's mum, from Foster Lane}
L‘L

tFRe our house, high-stepped, and with a vane
of jalousies. Percy Miller's mum:

they live on Laws Street; me closest chum.

———T

.,
. = R / ~— '] \\
The Andersons: sons Windsor and Mervén, (ﬁiﬁﬁ“fﬂ;/,

the last a sprinter, a likely eleven
secs. for the hundred at C.L.B. sports

(Church Lads Brigade. Se me other reports.)
And Frank MclLaren, he's Calabar High,

soon to ®@® outgrow his voice, and, then, why,
So=

captured—relll— E ;
@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@%@«Ml “gang
C APTFHRER -HFE=-F BFBY-THE Vté-gang !




CAPTURED HE'LL BE BY THE ACOLYTE GANG!
Who seem to think they're the whole shebang,
seeking High Schoolers for their Guild.

"But what do they get? A pikni hybrid!"

; O ;
Jeers me friend, % e~ "a broken-down singer

“

they'll train to be a candle-stick bringer!"
MBut somewhat bitter; for, in each, worry stirs
that soon we'll no longer be boy-choristers.
For, proud sopranos, some quite angelic,
we know we're doomed. Ahead, catatonic
close-out of trebles, our voices "cracked";
no longer winging, soon we'll be sacked.
And, yet, we're eager to gain our men's voices
and join the back-stalls in one of the choices,
tenor or baritone, and wear long-pants:
WOt
"And no suspensions from Porro!" éeorge’ rants.
-- BREAK--
Then, in the march as the thuribler swept
his censer crossing the northern transebt,
I look to the left, me Mudda to greet,
and the Aunts, all in song at the Goldsmith's feet.
thhe Goldsmith? 1I've told you elsewhere that its
the John Wolmer bust where me family sits.
Me Aunt Mary Brooks knows Parish Church lore,
the oldest sister, and, what's more
was with the 0ld Church before the 'Quake,
Nineteen-ought-seven, at the New-Church stake)
when all attended at old ConversoriBum
to draw for pews in the new sanctuarium

which took the place of X% the wrecked P.C.7

ibuilt when Port Roval sank in the cpaﬂi

12



and that Sat'day won our Family Seat ,
when the lots were cast, at the Goldsmith's feet.>
So now, in me march, a quick look to see |
if this pil?\‘i" making a proud family.
Aggﬂ? @e eyes catch Aunt Audrey's, third of the sisters,
unhappily wed, but a courage that glisters
in darkest hour with a wry quip;
now rolls her eyes at her lucky kinship.
;;Me Aunt Caro winks but I keep a straight face;
for Mudda is strict about falling from grace
when in :: robes, ###* lcad the Celebrant

with me
to the High Altar/MR gift of descant;

{r 7\F—L|L

and almost sulalRe comes over the pews

to me ear, and almosdme grace did lose:

"Three-feet tall, leading God's go-between

up to the Altar!" said me Aunt Caro's grin.

Me Aunt Caro. MWrote of her.in NEW DAY,
me very first novel, from girl-child to gray.
There never was anyone quite like she.
Quite spoilt her nephews, Len and me.
-- BREAK --

Marching the aisle on the brown-ribbed matting
covering the floor, through tﬂqqsoft slatting
of me feet, feel the knobs ané%ﬁ?QSﬁes
of history igzgéonez the quaint unsimples,
unlikely virtues, of imperial rogues
who bu11t the Emplre by cunnlng collogues 4
- - ume,

¢ (this came of arguing long with Gllﬂlii S 4
at ((1*1‘?4 ﬁ(«f@""

o both of us readers, both I
o among the books of the Instltute 53
/r\‘%\ i (‘/.‘«t(f’irf’l.t\'/’fv/‘,

taught us < ' roots)
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with some of our own; greedy for wealth;
in Africa, India, China; the stealth
stole the marauders into great plunder
RICHE S plunged
of bodies, .sescswees and PR® asunder

cultures more anc1ent than ever their own.

{ \(,f;ﬂ,t «Lf‘_u .'\

A ch enon (/f

Cultures, noagﬁﬁﬁi% but»f" gone.
the
Beneath me feet lay memy long ago
the
English wardogs;/Admiral, Benbow,
I thlnk L
is the most famed and/r1ght1y, "
he was man;
a brave CUlpS@®® I step lightly.
REAK HERE ---
~ But here we are now, the Altar.

Our Father S

And #& we wait the start of the Kyrié
commenc i ng S

wdgwhess the Mass of St Ceciliag criteria=-st-ceciiisa
But being

%ﬂlﬂg a Feast-day there's a Procession,

LSS m ANEE Std 1%
through all the aisles, of W :
w».‘.'m W ' LAY

to it the world that clergy and laity e (e L —F

offer this Mass in praise of the De1ty > |HE
? ,bearing
We mnbanners from the FEESEEE aux1111ar1es/5
Dorcas, Mothers' Union, other an01111ar1es,
banner of St Thomas our saintly patron,
and others/‘as now/ I'm not too gleanﬁ% on,

singing Hail, Festal! for the

epiphanal,

chorus and €antor in verse antiphonal.
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No women-singers joined in these marches;

they wait in the Stalls under the arches

until we?%g ??X?shed our stalking

to beat the Dev11. You see, in our walking

our long llnesAlong cassocked men and boys,
banners and crosses, candles, small noise

of censer's cliné;?go through ways unfamiliar
because on IA2%& High Days, our walﬁ§é@ a sealer
sealing 0ld Satan. So, march a route

forming a Sign of the Cross; sure scoot

to any Demons who may have crept in

—
= 7] 3

% SKErt

w\\)before we massed to skedaddle sin.
- .

Led by the Cantor, we all must wait
-0

-~ Wiy Sings

tﬁ#ﬂ he h&s:snag s bars (sixteen or eight)

before we respond; and always the same,

being a chorus, you could not blame

our minds from wandering. So, I recall

thinking, quite often, how sad the stall

must to a lady, white-frocked and hatted,

midst empty benches. They would have chatted;

but now they're exposed to congregant,

&g«gé;g§1not there to shield them, they cant.
Poor choir ladies However, now back

ome. ~flc

to Easter- Mass &3 61d Nick we—s%aek
4 A
W"li f‘ﬁ’\'vu&" J‘M-qe

dw®En to tne Altar (wsnto the Stalls
to the business at hand: l ringiemg these walls!).




--- B R E A K --- N O ’
now come for\ & — — e /l* \[; K/

The time has Athe Solonelle et T
We 51ng
ET “*'}}he Kyrie, which, truth to tell

is a long, plaintive call; and, well,

is beauty-in-grief. Now, as we end,

we know we're nervous; our fingers bend
leaves in the score-book; there is a clearing
of adult throatq’ , Shows too they're caring

now that we near the mighty Credo —
they be fee11ng too —55,

» ame W Lremolo?
Weﬁéing the Kyrie in Greek, as its §f§ written.

(A stranger might think we had been smitten,

but in Mass-settings, for unknown cause,

whatever the liturgy, i} almost as laws,

they write the suppliant LORD, HAVE MERCY,
! W% Sometimes

G reek. . it sparks controversy.)

We use Latin titles; words sung din English,

save for the Kyrie vl most scores #p distinguish.
LProb'ly the Anglicans, when Henry the Three

7

back long ago from Rome broke freg)

dumped all their Latln;as a last fllck
defying the Pope kept this bit of Greek. t

However that be, the Kyrle Gounod
beavty, peculiar though;

as Ty OW"/‘WW
1!!PI th1nk/m1th this opening piece

b )

marked his fine work. Now, as we cease,

within himself, each choirboy girds

in his own way. The COMFORTABLE WORDS

(which the Celebrant chants) is off a long way,
but I find meself saying them as I lay

on
the thick score-book ## the psalter-shelf
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opened at ThePlace, humming to meself, \\\
cat-nervous as me eyes contemplate
that glorious CREDO. How will we rate
the twice-a-week practise, perfection—search;3
e Fleet Street

the sprinting from ¥9@efe@# to Parish Churchlﬁ
fhursday after # Thursday, the song in me head
as along Tower Street, me booga-boots fled?
Will we be as boasie walklng back

RECESSIONAL , bbb
in theA%g;;;:~aaﬂﬂqkn0wxng ‘each man-Jack

el dond
kuhwfhdldhls agnjob/ dopes ; did it well

this morning, singing the Solonelle?

Get that proud 1ook 1n me fam1ly S eyes°

dr'donmme“Scotchtweed‘ &f three piece-with vest. 23

Dont know. Just wait. ## Harrumph throats cleafv

=
Suck on a Sen-Sen. The knowing is near. LRI, Copg
R ENE ANEELL 2 T e
THE EPISTLE
We're off our knees now. The Epistle is read

by one of the Deacons; the GRADUAL is led, 5
that glowing hymn with which we hail themf ConTe, Cofdy
&ﬁﬁ LIGHTS ABONDE, CELESTIAL SALEM. Tie GoePer

THE GOSPEL 4 ~—

Stand for the bGSPEi‘”‘TUrn, face the TABLE
truth is that we're hardly able
to follow the Word; each one is thinking
of the ol' CREDO, a tiny sinking
in smalls of stomachs, awaiting the chant
to send us off, from the Celebrant.

Incensed and kissed, the GOSPEL is read.
Thanks for the Word duly chanted (or said).

And the Celebrant returns to the centre,
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@@@@@@@@@@w@@@@@@@@@@@@m@@@@@@@@m@@@@@@@‘
raises his hands, invites us to enterj

And,toR affirm the way we ZB## have trod, X
he Siﬂ9$fﬂﬁﬁ~at the Altar: "I BELIEVE IN ONE GOD1"™ wuﬁﬂ C;;>

Tabe

And so, here we are at the NICENE CREED.

L/;/v @ MK
I wink atiGE@éga:t&ﬁ%ﬁ% We draw a bead

on the fat score-book, watching the stave

L TEC O R . i THE 4 ")

with an eye cocked to the head of the Nave

to see who &% watchi#®g the proud boy- singers
WL e
about to prove they areAroof ringers,

Then, down drop the hands of Organist.Dignum,
PN string acqu1s1tum,
@M up come the bows of the Hifudegeomsoniite

two =« o =
@® out goes the elbows of the/sheiag«Ressssss

W forth rush the voices of/choralists,

as the grand mind of Charles Gounod heard iﬁf

BEEsr as me own Mister Dignum stirred it;
e WHAM! we hit
“hE SRER0 the sonant crash

which opens the CREDQ} that stunning slash

of full-throat voices at high octave
soaring across the high architrave
of stripgs and organ, ﬁgn;jssimo;
@audingflauds with Charlie Gouno%41@)
ﬁﬁd, sheerly exultingfzgé he wrote,
Qe struck: I BELIEVE! on towering note
IN ONE GOD! —— and, ¥# unbelievable

s Lhibede
topped the heights thought weeMyemelt unassailable
with: FATHER ALMIGHTY! and in full stride:
MAKER OF HEAVEN! up' up! we rides

e  wee
AND OF EARTH! now,Ahard edged tenors

s-defenders
clim%}as they eye the g&!‘ v
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of the M@BBOBO score's clefs, the plinths we stand on

< : N
to build our harmonies.  And now we land on\;/

&<~ ALL THINGS VISIBLE 30 |
homages to Trinity, Church. And now, o'er
organ, trumpets, other machines

(all those v{s1blel’and the unseens)

some will be praying, Creator, assume!

We are the warp, weft, You are the Loom!ﬂ N0t1n¥wd& ggwwﬂgmkﬁHUEfBﬂf-

o ' [_Grown, I've as Y, Lell me pa
' “of the frue artist's usuably praying /<cy 4
unrecognlze;lth%%ﬁ-)

QO‘)/} ‘~J‘\/ /‘, Vu/(r‘\

--- BREAK ---

And the great music surges in the wood
beneath me forearm; where there is stood
on ﬁe%fgtall's lectern, like blades of grass,
the notes in the thick score-book of the Mass.

OREEEPORRRACEOERCERPAANRD

-- BREAK --

Oh, flushed with triumph! Proud as can be!

Me~§urplice high-shoulderedf Dying to see!’

(buﬁéarefully), I now and then glance
down at the congregants. Do we entrance?

Do their eyes thank for the soaring joys

we bring them, we gifted g#@#®€choirboys?

--BREAK --

The great church is filled. Sounds outside-
of trams, candy-vendors, cyclists astride
bell-tinkling Humbers, Rudges and Raleighs ,
are rendered soundless by Gounod's sallies.

ﬁfBut think you've heard all the marvels yet?

(inside me head) Wait till we get

to the INCARNATUS. We're winding down.

The WHO FOR US MEN is tenderly sown;
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we kneel for it. And, quiet, the stringsﬁJ

~soft-pedalled,

s L5 Sy st ¥

E ®# the organ brings

and,
the beauty, certéinty; the axiom
on which is structured all Christendom:
AND WAS INCARNATE!
Candles, tall-burning;
smoke from the incense rising and turning
past the bowed heads of those adoring
the Mystery??God ' d@@ adjuring
through the suffering of His Son,
Whom, says the Creed, with Him, art Onef@

Coming to earth, in flesh, as we,

and yet, not so, for eternally

He was and is God. And what's more, : 5

making us equal to Whom we adore! C Z?“7?,<ni%;/
--- BREAK --- - B T ?Q/gdfgﬁg

o 4 i //T/\,
= <

There are five colonies in Diggy's realm.
Five streams of singers with him at the helm:
F are Yy~ >
Air%}ub‘ | SEEeRq basses,‘now strangely gentle’ﬂ
ﬁéirgﬁith, #F Brown, in testimental
lieder; 4w second :@B@ high tenors harking;
third@: contraltos, so calmly walking
{}ed by Miss Myers, me Sixth Book teacher,
such timbre, texture, none can reach her
Xof Olga Myers and the great role she took

you'll have read much about in this book);

fourth: the sopranos, up—there-and-—winging; He GueaT n

L ey choiRf gmd Aol e~ mn The LAY
andy—lastly, we, boy-chorusers—singing ;
Yhe SiNGINMG gtk o CHILDREA WHOM Siuce Meadle fza,

7

that specialness which @M since Middle Ages
been a church-mark decr%%g by the Sages.

Five Colonies;qgﬁ§<ﬁo Diggy,they cede,.

~\ Ahid '/‘z.‘; Y
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t./J@L/«;f Surrogates singing the great Nicene Creled.
S RORAE A =5 ceptré, daps
; NS s T (<ME THOUGHTS
N4l |=yThe voices roll, the faces glistening A |
e,
in candlelight. Bowed heads, listening,
congregant.

of werghipper And I am thanking

there are no trams with iron wheels clanking.
Only the rubbers of hackneys hauling,

and soft-falling hooves. # Aad & distant calling
of a shipBB summoning a pilot tardy.

tugs
And a wind's murmur, tugging at the hardy

B

ibranches of guinep in t¥= graveyard. And)
{%he small lift of the Celebrant's hand
‘crossing himse1f5 Ks now we do too
a§/KT¥3ﬁ; Stalls, in every pew.
For in o the Mass, it is here that we,

at the foot of the Cross, now truly see. g R
ECHRE=TH-3 =4 %4)

=B REAK "¢ ;
4\/:" . "fﬁz«ir S % i “"Yl ~ ‘T«‘_J V27, Jl’fj Ti (:Iw f)‘(/_l" ;
Satan seems, though _good you seek, [" [T C Sl TR
N ot (,.ga/}} )
to trade with strong and plunder weak. o

Either way you stand to lose.

Seems its fixed. You cannot choose.
== gnternalfties of the Mass

causes change to come to pass

inside grself; supports eschewals

of the outside. Hence, the rituals:
music, candles, incense, Word

helps the Inner Voice b%heard,

insulated in the soul;

noble purpose, blessed roleﬁﬁ



To
£X me, since those days, its here
flrmly have no

that [ Ngtlkly /\fear

that religion's a waste of time
if it does not pantomime.
<: -('Less you are an anchogiﬁé
o hased in your own skin, drawn tight.)
T A w RCR Y ey o1 ﬁ!’ Hﬂ./rmy ‘
Thus, , % X J
hand-claps of the Pentecosting;
water-dipping Baptist preachers,
garlanding of certain creatures
(as do Hindus)j;ritual washing,
then to Mecca, downward bashing —
all of these do have their say
in the choice of how men pray.
Me mind runs,B}%J%%ggfl write this
high

to Aunt Adrie (gone to 4§ bliss!)
Me Aunt Adrie @ a born Misitor‘.
Knew city-churches? An inquisitor

into the Baptists, Seventh-Day, Wesley,
visited Catholics, conversed (dazely)
with Bible-eating Seven-Keys men;

even to a poco-yard ﬁﬂ!ﬁ now-and-then.
Knowing me liking for WW far travels,
Qww @wmaps took me to these distant revels:

Fook
Cross Roads, Half-Way-Tree, -Hegrey—Pari Roads,

abodoo ~
Long Mountain(’Eg;;gxﬁoad/J far-of ff sweemmwey,

of‘E? Holy Rollers (a dwelling-house church),

holding her hand as we prance and 1urch§
LN
watching her face 7% it livens and laughs

as ,—Faters w%ek.new—%he;Roliévs, Sh@‘f*@ft%z
»f;f-rn:v’/

s v e 87 st e e A IONP RS PRV




wiéjﬁf <";\ﬁ5”
u./éyL :r:/C[

g later oy S how the Rollers she crafts,
‘ ar mﬂ Carog,

) \ -
sﬁﬁ“7
laughter-doubled under theﬁxgﬁéﬁmahoe,

&([M/ A:J 24} f‘-_r. {;h,_;k’

g face-bones) high;
i - .

long-fingered hands hESQmaf>4hearers descry.
--- B REAK, ~-==

to The Slsters

(e
know for sure

Being of age now'“v

wh g EE%@QS fleetlgﬁs
Eagéé——[yes° Aambulant

some days opt for the loaves-and-fishes

in 4& lonely place?i Yet, on a day,

I am to empty promises, clay —

All these things will I give J thee
( gs wi give Fik

if thou'lt fall and worship me!)

i::i;HE CODA i

So we flowed now 1nto the portion
R MR ; m
cgnnsﬂa+ﬂg plrlt A;Hé musc an ocean
WRAPL v EolT;
eRcompasses—as; and, Joyously

proud of our craft, we are wondrously

‘Q_ 2=\l
> 8§

1 i

® )\:\

L)

certain and strong. The great harmonies

roll free among us’ffﬁe Five Colonies
e J\a,/

of ,Song People to Mr—Pigaum gah@er
CA oviel Hayort (oG -
for MR Gounod's /raﬁr NOW “EheTrrtiK FATHER,
SON, SPIRIT sung, we go to the Coda
confirming Sacraments; being the ode a
: e SeHool-

Nicene/ Year Three-twenty-five,

wrote as its Credo in God Alive
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SANCTUS
As the first notes of the Sanctus ste&i steal
out in a murmury QEOLX! ﬂOkY{)Kneel
at the gg sopranos' lyric invitation,
the surging passages of affirmationg
Sso richly met in the Angels' Story;
all in crescendo to GLORY! GLORY!

The royal words, each inwardly glowing,

all of a certainty, all of a flowing.

———
S

/And listening to the Messe Solonelle,

to special gifts which only dwell

in hearts and minds of a gifted few,

all other hearts??ifted, knew

a deep-felt joy; indeed, the rightness

that hefgiNiggeed,Awgre Image, L1keness
Aféer long.years;ryet, Gounod gﬁm remembered
in the Sanctus, returns unemcumbereqﬁ

4éiaw‘in its haunting adoration,

a continuing oblation.

BENEDICTUS
Hre Sanctus is
Aﬁd:S@;:it%ﬁover. Soft clearings of throats.
We settle back. Me mind plucks at notes;

for the Benedictus (Blessed is he)

always, to me, comes out awkwardly
syntactic strength of the g
after the / Ste80099E0888E Sanctus,
there was

and,I recall, m #8M% none among us

in’/ scan of ¢

most choir singers. . One sort of ploughs

pi, found scores to rouse

through to Hosannal and even here
familiar M Kaiowgpl et ingS
(in # <ettinas uﬁﬁlﬂm&) no m1ahtv cheer.
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Yet this song, last to the Humble Acceszg)—éi <)
h —

should it be lively? Meel-kicking? rack-less?

MK ) fel

P/

not atfall. We do not presume.

that! n;;;;:;;\@@se prayer says; not in a gloom
K()U//[f! /A”)L

declarigm® we know our limits. e
2Ry DR tapH

(Boast #%e~Pe—ﬁr€“5Urw%~In-H+m~weLrE‘manum1ts') <4z<bmm

Lf kas
G oot

{canon =7 ’ 1/7 W Me P Moy
Into the Canon. Now, W€ internalize

the awesome privilege we exercise

when we intake an Omnécient God

rRéceiving H?g Body; accepting ﬁ;?Blood.

J 4 Think the great prayer of Eucharish,
?ﬁé "broken-and-contrite" as it is list,

is that heart-cry: WE DO NOT PRESUME!
asking for
PRRACORRARR AX access to ﬂﬂt Upper Room:
/| We do not presume, 0 Lord, to attend
7 ; Your :
A f at ¥¥ great feast, or, to offr knees>bend

/

T \ to gather the crumbs from under Your table,

\_being unworthy. VYet, You are able ....
In a small way, I think back now,

though we were young, &F@t we knew, somehow.

—  [PREQKL —
How quiet we were in Humble Access!

In Consecration, we were distractless.
0O RIN ¢
Though young, we knew the awes&me import
‘I('J“i "

of Bread 1ﬂiﬂ-ﬁﬂﬁ3$ and tried to comport.

And when the moment was marked by the bell,
we prayed with the Celebrant truly and well.
; } : : ‘. VR iyiads  PRRAY B A M&;‘M

A SMALL STORY

Yet, as a Chronicler trying to tell

-~ ~
all that I may, please hear this as well.
m——
A % nice little trick wes long agoythought up



and'

.from the “reat

y someone so. th Rinqer was brought up \ :
ﬁmmthrnmaumnunns' aised PR
5 i &he O@e?? sﬂmﬂ?t g HOT?ed

fwhen the’;x-'

SSire : : but lost
to sight and sound of the Aﬂ%ﬂgbaua.the Ringer
1s@unaware of the moment the Singer
i Consecratllqg So was devised

the little game %pere a Server apprised

the Rlnger by ~a six-foot aperﬁure,

R LCIThY 5 lr, shook astir

\ bellow on bellows
211 shattered the singing
of Stainer's Agnus (se gentle) bringing
forests of heads to the graveyard swinging
to see through the walls at the heretic ringing.

gl Wy

Never was like such clapper on bow
during the Lamb of Godﬁdagio.

Poor Ringer. He had indeed received .

the signal but.hgd been hoodwinked, deceived,
not noticing that the e<ikeem@window shaken
was not the usual. But steps were taken

1o spoil a repeat. A designated @252:3

(and guarded) C¢asement was henceforth slated.
------ B R EAK - — [THE ConSECRATION

The scents of blooms and incense exciting
beauty and hopefthat is Easter's inditing.
Soft clinks at Altar as they prepare
in Cup and Platen the sacred fare.

Celebrant under his breath, the rite,
recites, to dine: "Who in that night ..."

The deep'ning hush, the quiet breathing.
Uncovers Bread, Wine, m&gigggdlng
the world of things. He lifts the Host

(If I be lifted, I save the lost!)
"Took Bread, took Wine ..." He shows the Being.

Sacring Bell rings. God sees us kneeling.
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byAsomeone sowthf Rlnqer was brought up ;;
Ry SR AEE e tfeg, —
‘twhen the W.ua;am % , e Bes wwh> /but lost

&F M 4 i % By > .
to 51ght and sound of th lﬁéﬁﬁﬁﬁ% the Ringer

unaware of the moment the Singer
i ConsecratL£9§ So was devised

NIEV T

the little game %?ere a Server apprised

the R1nger by 2 six- foot aper’cureaplél\M d"‘/; the lmp v ovr Stalle skook ast,
and RO b,

@Jl Horrors' . M,« bellow on bellows

A
\
a&éssm&the reat B’All shattered the singing Sur
of Stainer's Agnus (s& gentle))brlnglng Mg

forests of heads to the graveyard swinging
to see through the walls at the heretic ringing.
Never was like such clapper on bow
during the Lamb of GodFdagio.
Poor Ringer. He had indeed received
the signal but h&éebeeﬁ hoodwinked, deceived;
not noticing that the qﬁihuiﬂw1ndow shaken
R ﬁizrggiiiﬁﬁ&ysual.‘ BG% steps were taken
¥ A de51gnated
,%nd ouardcaf casement was henceforth slated AR -
------ BR el N ~N-i= ims Consecennion] FPAAMIW A
The scents of blooms and incense exc1t£§g
beauty and hope/that is Baster's 1nd1t1¢gf
Soft clinks at Altar as they prepare
in Cup and Platen the sacred fare.
Celebrant under his breath, the rite,
recites, to dine: "Who in that night ..."
The deep'ning hush, the quiet breathing.
Uncovers Bread, Wine, ’m;gigggding
the world of things. He lifts the Host
JNATCCHED S (16 1 be 1ifted, 1 save the lost!)
"Took Bread, took Wine ..." He shows the Belng

/Nﬂ%>)75acr1ng Bell rings. God sees us kneeling.
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-~ BREAK =~

How guiet we are! Today,! perceive
that our young souls did somehow receive
kKnowledge that we were witnesses
to man's weak search for the Mysteries.

For at Elevaticn when the bell rings
and Celebrant, in the Ecstasy, sings
the Consecration and raises thne Host,

Lord, we were holy! Come, Holy CGhost!

AGNUS DEI

In Agnus Dei (Oh, Lamb of God;

asking the comfort of staff & rod)
is Gounod's
in-tegreftd truly melodious chanting;

which,
an @ air, 86680 these years, is stillyhatnting
as when we were the Church's chdldren.
Aged now, the beauty with widch each was filled then
still has a qualit§ that makes us free
of poorly minds; withouthlimagery.
COMMUNION
Bach providestthe Communion's lyring:
JESU, JOY OF MAN'S DESIRING

of voice andwdnstruments, that richest weave
did ever men of great giftis conceive
in hymnody; as, violins, only
accompany us. So strange and lonely
this poignant air; this masterpiece.
Prolific genius. He gave without cease.

THE LAST GOSPEL

And now it is over. The Last Gospel read.
The Chalice wiped. Cloth covers the Ebread.
We sing the GLORIA EXCELSIS refrain.

Walk the Recessional, all feeling the drain
but



B A0 T R T i

How quiet we are! Today, I perceive

AL &
af"’—\N—\\burAsm&%¥ souls did somehow receive

< Al Jiw *‘L 7P ’f' . ‘I,s‘,;.ut -\\
: ,  witnesses
rf\z‘,«'.rr;'.:.'\ m,’«.'a,k\ :
to®® e reach for the Mysteries;

m\ rn, (
%)m-ﬁ g Elevation wb-e%i,\the 4aeds bell rings

and *@®® Celebrant, in the Egstasy, sings
the ﬁb@‘€5nsecration,6¥.ﬁh{raises the Host
Lord, we were holy/ qﬁb €ome, Holy GhostI L
7 AGNUS DEI / " C Liv/
The Agnus Dei (Oh, Lamb of QQQ‘%g?%§ﬁ>

David asks comfort of staff and rod)
;nkﬁgunod's truly“me;odious chanting;

— a4, these Yééfs,il!]lk ali 1N hauntlng
,—~———~ when we were church s children.
2ach s $0Q

Eﬁ?%& NDN),.,,_, ",:w
R S whichree—g=we filled then

still has a quality that makes us free
‘ahoeet
of poorly minds;/without imagery.

[”OMMUNION/
prov1des o~
BachA’ R doiam,

“~the Communion's lyring:

JESU, JOY OF MAN'S DESIRING;
of'y01pewand.1nspruments, that r;chest weave

did ever gmﬁﬂ@!‘men quunuuu@of gre'at‘glfts conceive
in #§#® hymnody; as v1011ns only,'

accompany us; gmﬂygwﬁﬁf'f 5
(T e
ip &8 poignant air; this masterpiece.
Prolific geniu§; gave without cease.
<{:;HE LAST GOSPE;]

And now, itgi%,over; the Last Gospel read;
the Chalice wiped; cloth covers the Bread.
We sing the GLORIA EXCELSIS refrain
oW walk the Recessional. And all feel the drain

but quietly exulting that by our wills,
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How quiet we are! Today, I perceive T
each of our ;mal} souls did somehow receive
i By Qﬂﬁﬂa witnesses
toﬁﬁ.huﬂﬁé‘reach for the Mysteries.
For, 5 atﬁthe Elevation Qﬁ§£ the great bell rings
and +*@®® Celebrant, in the Ecstasy, sings
the tee consecration)ashﬁéﬁaises the Host

Lord, we were holy! e Cqme,’Holy Ghost!

b A

N

7 AGNUS DEI /
The Agnus Dei (Oh, Lamb of Ggqta\,

David asks comfort of staff and rod)
in Gounod' S truly melodious chanting;

whlch i)
an air s ald these years. ﬂbﬁiar still hauntlng

when we were ~ “church's children.
PRIV RO L T theﬂtﬂuiﬁwg

as ﬂ&.di@

Aged now, the/nu;wﬂu
still has a quality that makes us free

those
of poorly minds;/without dimagery.

which we were filled then

/. COMMUNION /
provides -~ g
Bach » MR

the Communion's lyring:

JESU, JOY OF MAN'S DESIRING;
of;v01ce_and 1nstruments, that_rlchest weave

o R

dld}ever gaﬁ#@ﬂ men.eﬁluluﬁﬁof gre'at glfts conceive

},

in @8 hymnody; as v1ol1ns_on1y, s
,}«,,,.,.. 4 5 AV d

in &NGs poignant airj this masterpiece.
Pralific geniu§5 gave without cease.
THE LAST GOSPEL
And now, it:is over; the Last Gospel read;
the Chalice wiped; cloth covers the Bread.
We sing the GLORIA EXCELSIS refrain
amd walk the Recessional. And all feel the drain

but quietly exulting that by our wills,



but quietly exulting that by our m&&gg;Wills

we trained and/worked andfgalned proud skills.
mssibl v The here is
| 4ﬁece551onal“ T SR T B B
%, of men and boys
Two lines of/gsrwsikdngebaokaigag walk along
/ To0 ARANL A e
the watching aisles. ¥4 to look boasie

no song.

while Mr Dignum plays us a mostly

’s

triumphant march. He, too i& proud of us.
5 iy h," )
Ro b Rk qolls

Uses;ﬁé'“fy;hstops,temﬁﬁee* aloud to us.

g ghoot a ggﬁﬂk'glance to the Goldsmith's feet
at -pew.

*&ﬂuﬁp me familyh The Aunts eyes meet

mine in round 0's. But Caro mouths

one of her famous suck-teeth kirrouts!

Lord, we're weary! But how good it feels!
each=
Every round 0 aﬂﬁﬂpsmlle reveals

we've done very

that whatﬁmgmﬂhﬂw-;d7““”[; we did/®m well.

( !,udh‘h:d@’l&oy, did we sing that ol' Solonelle!
Geovye
A sideways glance at %Aglves a wink.

Soon as we hit the churchyard, I think
"To
I'll just observe: ## the British Empire
you're
belong us Anglicans; k@ just on hire .
Gives you a

chance to be us for a day.
is
Seven-Keys, Holy-Roll, wm the Yanks way."

e ————————— ¢
——————————

Maybe his wise eyes will sneer at me,
saying in American: "Gee, tee-hee,"
haul in his line, change bait and choosing

a new drop (done whenever he's losing

.
b

he's good) and, close-watch for me discerning,
hand me a thought from his great learning:

at us natives is hurled



e

this horse-feathers of a strange religion

at e
where men eat t&er God Aihvitation!"

i s AT B . Last G 14 ended’
(By th1j you note, sinife Last Gospe g
and we have dulyi genuflected,

Mow . S e g

we're ready empece—mere for essential sinning.

uNJ/teﬁll-\)
Sataqjshm@bkm& has tés® waysof winning.)

----- B REA K. =+
gubﬁ/ldl/(, uﬂe A‘md

T

in the VEstry. The double

amen is sung (to keep us from trouble,
T PG saysr lew,
rest of the week). Rector opgé :

must 1
removing his alb, "I/confess when

I learnt you'd do this difficult settings

are
I thought, 'Oh, dear! Into what/&#8 they getting?'

But now, I say, never have I been

so thrilled when working me old routinel"

He gets a.ggm nice laugh; loud from us boys.
C lueks
(He called us!ﬁ&ﬁh@ﬂemen!) Bhmextregs at our noise.

He wipes his broad face. A stout white-man;
Trelawny-parish born, we understand.
“I'1l thank the ladies up in the Stall,

and Mister Dignum. Good Easter to all!™

Lubd BORE R i
shed —_ The aesear
Tiredly we, nslagm#® our robes. /Gounod

. e e, o will,
still echoes in/mue headﬁ3igimiu-r I know

be with us all 288 day.
S G A v‘s~a~y‘; And all was welu'
t hatBee

)Easter% we sang the Solonelle.

~END-




THE KINGSTON.CHRONICLES /2~

At the Goldsmith's feeti>

In that year of 'Twenty-seven,
I turned fourteen. Years which leaven
what me Chronicle now will tell
when we sang the Solonelle
[HOENT ~— Easter-day at Solemn Mass.
R RERK

This was how it came to pass.

Bredsa



'Twixt Ash Wednesday-Easter Day
lays me Church's ancient way
telling Man the central reason
for its founding. Its the season
passiontide; which Christians hold
promises a better world
after déath when comes fulfilment
of the former Ge nt's Agreement:
Tthat we'll win, howe'er we pained;

| Jo BN : : \
: loss of earth is par/'dise gained.

B REAK

'"Tween Ash Wednesday-Easter Day,

|
| S

wear your hairshirt. Satan's flay?
Miserere! Sombre -Lent!
Sorrow-time! Repine! Repent!
BREAK
AENT Forty days, excluding Sabba%ths,
we are Davids.’ Fkace Goliaths
of omissions and wrongs done
compact with the Holy One.
PR EA K
JNXENTS, First break in this dismal season
is Palm Sunday (Bodeful reason!)
Yet — yes! Candles 1lit again!
Sable cloths away again
for a day's while! Joyously
v EAPg
sing: RIDE ON IN MAJESTY!

But a short-lived celebration.

For the song of approbation



j P
lasts a day. Then, back to sorrow! s ! Lt <;£?{>

I 3(1'ﬁ —%  Holy Week begins tomorrow.

R RE#K
Holy Week of marked lament.

Cassocks black. The days of Lent

being a time of sadnessirampant;

hymns are anguished. We pray cauterant.
L

And at end, there is Good Friday. CE?M)

\ weep-day? ~Satan's high-day?)
jkithfi (ﬁoo&5_f%53?% SR o R R RER T e R RS

But I speak of this elsewhere.

[Taue=> Now its Easter! Banish care!

NENT “And with gladness celebrate
'
this prime feast of pngSt and lait.

B REAL

; some ;
Been a choirboy ﬂ‘good while;

time came for a change in style:
cassocks going from black to purples,
brighter stuff, no more drab turtles.
Surplice sleeves were halved away.
W N
Always 4 these got in the way
e i ;
at the faucets. Went before

Mass began. For no. ﬁﬁA}mplore
g T TN
shook ##¥as& you loose of "Porro's" punishment
ba
NREMT—  ("You there, boy! Take one month' @@nishment!")
. . /‘—\ . i
if, in &esW® Mass, you left the Stall.

,7“Li¢QfNiEJ“7;?a 4Watch for Porro as the Sons of Sauli}?:

Stammers - swa%a little; bobs in his walk;
]
—_— he ]
J Qe o8 ¢ 1 BRI boys,Atlger—on—a—stalk.

S T e =
Choir &M@ secret'ry. VYoung martine t.
C A R }
Named Sdiiwge C. Johnson Short, thickset.
Ml — . wAadd,Hands

iNléézt Bl duty° s the shilling



¥
tlhe great John Lyons to solo the Sanctus, ,/”f:}
Kyrle Eleison and Benédictus. <i;‘j3 )
sl S

And that was the Easter @ Modda bought me
and Len, the Scotch Tweed, cut at the knee

(long ones é;;%-later) Shantung shirt,
S e

Clark shoes,A > Yreal leather girt. ot
~~~~~~~ e, ncbes ( ROBCL -
None @iisws proudA qﬁgﬂig T Ehe Vestry, —
4
nose- huﬂbgs a Judge 1n consist'ry Ml .
as & in the p1cture? E‘St Paul's @

argue @ of lawyer§wﬂtuthe Senate walls.
Prouder than even Celebrant-Rector
in white-&-gold; or his Curate-Lector.
'v(Must itell: Qur Rectors were always white.
- Chosen, perhaps, as a way to invite
'WQBEAWP' us to recall the heavenly status
shown on the Sunday-school cards they gave us
picturing the saintly hosts; and all
looked like our Rectors, I now recall.)
But B back to that Easter,ss# our contrive
to do the Gounod. It all comes alive.

Last evening, we took down the black Altar Front,
undraped the Crucifix, Lectern and Font,
brought out purple and red robes, changing
mournings of Lent; gug form of Abstaining.

: 5 etched
Altar Guild ladleﬁgiuupglz in the flowers,
rain-dampened, glistening from April showers;



5 £ b ”y‘/ \\l
aired the Sacri?ﬁty, white cloth on Credence, (\ 42;///

polished Predellas; one hums in sequence

Eucharist . hymns as she brushed at the shelf
organ,
in time to m.¢Aand, crossing herself,
shuffled, Epistle to Gospel, and back‘
Mr D t 3TﬂL'bj Bach.
r Dignum practising Jesu by Bac
/——’T‘P

Pr-romiion BREAK=T (1= EE
On Holy Saturday, we had Preparatlons

P

e

Prec Sanctified Mass; ﬂ%fﬁgﬁ&he Stations;
collectlng me sixpence from Mudda and marched
torghinese laundry for me Etons, starched
blade-taut by "Willie, late of Hong Kong;"

(one for the morning, other Evensong).

7 \__’——f"'\\
. sl Pl Yo S
How we have worked at old Mister Gounod's!
¥, gl JA// Za.

Full choir, instruments, worgedAthe soloes. ﬂ /éddﬂ /,(107{('
Others rehearsed at the foot of the Altar: yhu ﬁlfﬂ/,v"
acolytes, censers .move well, no falter ‘{‘

aw/y)‘/a c

putting dark frowns on the Rector, watching.

INDENT -y We choirboys, at the Stall sides, batching,

whisper our jokes at the dumb show; vainer
SiN 4e R&(Zrm,n W

that we rgaﬁgg familiar with Stainer
¢/£M7W
b . ¥ LR PIEy ’ o RS .77
nﬁ':- — o g o (]
e Tt S ¢ﬁ?*?”/;

and Purcell a&? Elgar and  net—emFeEs

to bob like poppyshows, or to stand frozen

£ill the time comes for them to take orders:
& TRATE - e ; ¥ or
71 AENT "Go for phdst, //Tak-e th1s4L,./Stra19hten the borders £
L el | : :
Iw ‘ at cassock-tails whenever you kneel! /
LS bl !

‘ See it falls squarely over the heel "




\,/ Poor little bring-come, gq-pick—up-that!

Which of them ever sang a Magnificat?

Lo 5 g
m _BREAK_

But now, it's Sunday! Easter already!

o

We take our places, full trained and steady

from months of practise each Thursday night:
/”‘D1m1nuendo"\\ i
MB60 8604 Till it came “ight.

JNSELT-T

as in)Vestry we form for the post:ii_‘QLent

lift of the pall of the church s Sad Fortyl
@bout

to commence #

and {00 an acolytey "laced cross-bearer.
(Hands firm on,post! © Set transverse squarer!

[DWCNT | No whisperings, you! Eyes straight ahead!

[TRACS Hands clasped_in prayer =— like you were dead!)

And, bearing candlesticks, smaller boys, pacing
W—  MiTRLIcS —
the incense-bowl. (Slow! Slow! No racing!)

Low-voiced injunctions issuing from

when we'll Step/lout Y0 start the oblation.
A little shivery under cassocks and surplices.

| Qur Etons itch. Poor shaky-knee novices.

Clearings of throats. Palms dried ong gowns,

| Wond'ring if we'll be @ cap'ble of sounds

i &
| when the time comes to open the hymnal

\ W page

\_ at the qﬁﬁ?? marked for the Processional —

mggg_m the church breatheg,a kind of soft gale

SRS e RO N




down the sea-Tleld. bODDle US 1T _we Tdll:

But Mr Dignum cool as a January,

on organ stuol high 1n the Sanctuary,
calms us w1th9$am111ar airs

from well loved scores. We form in pairs.
A silence stands now in the Vestry.

The Great Hlﬂ?ceases now its chesty

A ?OOTNOTE TN TTALICS:

e i b *Hardly 'tis known that on the Great Bell
i LB there is inscribed the following tell
f B 1 @i Lk (engraved in Seventeen-forty-five)
@ R A that it be used just for those alive:
\ A y "THAT THE GREAT BELL BE NOT TOLLED
S R AT PERSONS DEATH." A copyhold T
R 49 / ignored #Wo  centuries till recently. ( 7’;1 o
9 C Present incumbents now decently - “

T S still its great tongue in deference

// to the odd wish (meaning no offense).

loweRr
bellow. We A "Eﬂr heads for prayers,

starchly conflned in s collars,‘Small fears.

Softly, we sing the Amen sector >

to invocati adle to Rector

bows; . ik il o the organist waves, he's tall;
Diggy seeés him from Ris stool in the Stall

and sways and rocks at the high console

shrugs shoulder-loose his organist's cowl

and the great organ triumphantly,

with tonal power, exultantly

lifts its voice in the exordium i exordium
| NYENT = sings: AT THE LAMB'S HIGH LEAST WE COMEI/» - . ’
73’(2‘5,7}72“) s g

[And we go out, suddenly unharried;

'heavy hymnals now lightly carried;
lglorious outrush of breat h sends forth
the poetry and music for a11 we're worth.
=we enter the nave marching in pairs.

Llhe Easter hymn sings away our fears.

And there, ahead, a sun bursts through!
The Great East Window is gold and blue!

v rRUes

Figures of saints, apostles, desus'
Small cherubs too,(eEPFveBes
Familiar Family, froze in stalned glass

| hDENT

P80 these always please us.



e o
now come alive to celebrate their Mass!,/ " ? ngﬂkg“ £
SREAK-D T
EoRE PTHRI
I am aware that me friend, GEiineaSaans 6?7
marching beside me, in a Wit )/
sings out the line after feast we come, ‘
thus: leaving more and bringing some.
Should "Porro" JohnsoMn, our secret'ry,
marching behind, hear that heresy,
then me friend Gggfge will land a suspension:
/NbbNT““€> "Forty days,kboy, from now to Ascension!"
1@gmisshort :
GeorgeA&;ww*w
wears the baggiest TEH
from the U.S. Of Panama birth,
dances the Charleton like nothing on earth} G
SCLOTTYS ( ZR 4 % ERES 4 \
boards with the % in/' Lyane Sk
No cricket; baseball. Good talker. Vain.
Praises America
Al A (mum's at the Canal);
me, for the Empire; each regional%
being the children of our time,
not bothered much by reason or rhyme.
[/(Sometimes he floored me, observing that
.| a black “lootenant?in U.S. hat
(Nbrhrf
| often occurred. "The English," he'd wager
| "never allow you beyond sergeant-major.
| h’:,,;ZJ’ L
| Conceded. “Hewesgeoms; Mister y you'll enjoy
/ o IT“?L-/L e O

\ if you stay here. But the States? 'Hey , pi8® boy!'"

; We're great friep, sqh Marcg
. Porro had“chose us to front the tether.

(\_IIBREAK -

I work me toes in me shoes to see

pebbles or things that could cause misery



AR
ol

in the processions (two on High Days).

—

|NBENT~) Marching or s1nglng we had our ways:

passed down the lore so's to make sure

all was in order. It was mature;

but besides;likingfreally}what we do,

each was an actor in that robed crew.

And, in the back-stalls, choir-ladies were‘/,ﬁm-_wwmmwm
snupi{ b iddé= . shoulol cauS
not slow to poke ribs s a»~rpccur \\“

employing fans, the edge‘of a psalter

through the back-rails, at sllghtest falteh.

Mothers and teachers, they think boy-piknies

are always up to smart chicaninies.

Mark you, its true; but who can blame us?
{r")l& l’\/ m_ (79

Can/\m sit still Ma prlestjm famous

for being long-winded, drones on and on

of’sln,_when‘for us, the battle's been won?

UL e ' re g
pAfree of- taint by Eucharist's end’

“ﬁen the Last Gospel's read and Satan S pennedi‘

m:”f“”“‘

And at High Altar, wwe A S
rocks I
and the church -~/ at the pow'ful invokeﬂ',

spoken

-aTrlplegf”ij

Mr[We wish the Ladies in the back-stall

{ would cease their worry. . ; no peril at all!

L e
T
@ the march, 48, have

In oomwgity . A\ln 51nglng, We A, . our ways
securing such errors as GB#® likely to faze:

7 /L(/



be ’ Gk e
@ sure to see bootlaces are tied;

knee-stockings banded; gravity defied % //
by brace-belted troﬁsers; embarrassment lurked (\‘#_
under those cassocks whenever we kirked. %
For more than one boy has stumbled or fell

because his bootlaces had not been tied well,

And, stepped on, one foot, suddenly immovable,

the not-knowing rest-of-him went uncontrollable.

-BREAK -

\#w encerassuddenspow=stards-inusthe. desty

W”??"x in-he, graveyaﬁ_

Ha *
there“““w“u
(engraved "‘Gordepe i'*“,m”
that use of it'§
"THAT THE GRE

thtTérty flve)
Ly for those alive:
PERRE. NOT TOLLED

e, “Hincumbents now decently N
4" its great tongue in deference
ffo the odd wish (meaning no offensse).

- B.R.E A K=

. Jresm
Solemn High Mass to the Messe Solonelle

is a long haul; three hours to
when you consider prayers to be chanted,
Gospel, not said, but sung, or descanted —
we must be fit to handle all this;
B 3 -

friends will be angry, if, a note, one should miss [(not to forget, wiwes® poke
s i Ty : fromthe fans

for (now I know) we were proud boy—élngers /“or psalters of stern
: A - licans
and had j}cnn‘code. Although no bell-ringers m\\t}fdy Ang _/»/l’

for honour of craft, or art, no pretence,

........ S PR - A -~Lr msmal 1l fa A A



Thoughts such as these scurry through me head

: vp
as we step to the aisle — and ¢# there,ﬁhead)

the flowered Table and the candles' glitten!
lM%ﬂTdGWS LORD, MAKE THIS CHOIRBOY NEVER SING SWEETER!

a1 b
CG-BREAK D

Some povertied mind may not understand
e Wit 4
gu.nﬁﬁﬁyboy s thoughts at a moment so grandj

r

,Nibﬁr/ (EHR grlemvous loss to this world's plunder

. /

| . is when we lose our sense of wonder@){’
bLeN >

but to the lucky who Mugp not, LEee e; tragic
) los@ the fimkey to the Kingdom of Magic,
8RR LHGE 0 DE PTG CBPHY RO 0 BOGOEB RED

please join our ranks; with us, side-and-side,

march to that great song of e Fastertide.

g A

BT SR S

(ptﬁiIJ‘Stealing quick glances,ﬁ@‘we march the aisle
catching tha‘;;géﬁ looks cast on our file
by the proud parents of féllows we know,
) géea
whispering to neighbours: “Thereﬂgﬁso—and—so!"
There, Bobby Rhoden's mum, from Foster Lane;
é% gﬁgégkour house, high-stepped, and with a vane
of jalousies. Percy Miller's mum:
they live on Laws Street; me closest chum.
The Andersons: sons Windsor and Mervén, &13’ﬁ”f“
the last a sprinter, a likely eleven
secs. for the hundred at C.L.B. sports
;pimi) (Church Lads Brigade. Se me other reports.)
And Frank McLaren, he's Calabar High,

soon to Qﬂw outgrow his voice, and, then, why,




s © ;Y SREC R

CAPTURED HE"LL BE BY THE ACOLYTE GANGI

v vai/

Who seem to think they're the whole shebang,

seeking High Schoolers for their Guild.

[ MEVT=y

jeers me friend,

"But what do they get? A pikni hybrid!™
= Tb:g

Geerge; "a broken-down singer

they'll‘train to be a candle-stick bringer!™

RBut somewhat bitter; for, . worry stirs

that soon we'll no longer be boy-choristers.

Eors

proud sopranos, some quite angelic,

we know we're doomed. Ahead, catatonic

close-out of trebles, our voices "cracked";

no longer winging, soon we'll be sacked.

And,

yet, we're eager to gain our men's voices

and join the back-stalls in one of the choices,

tenor or baritone, and wear long-panr%s:

“And no suspen51ons from Porro!" George rants.

Ay eV
/ L’ ihe v T)

B R E A K—;

Then, in the march as the thuribler swept

his censer crossing the northern transept,

I look to the left, me Mudda to greet,

and tng Aunts, all in song at the Goldsmith's feet.

VT |

l

the Goldsmith? I've told you elsewhere that its
the John Wolmer bust where me family sits.
Me Aunt Mary Brooks knows Parish Church lore,
the oldest sister, and, what's more
was with the 0ld Churqh before the 'Quake,
Nineteen-aﬁgﬂt—seven:fgi the New-Church stake)
when all attended atvbld ConversorilBum

to draw for pews in the new sanctuarium

whlfh took the lace of - the wrecked P.C.
‘blﬂ w¥on g ) b’-;ac S v T@_,_ QJZA,,

£ .



ihﬂwf /'and that Sat'day won our Family Seat,
L“ when the lots were cast, at the Goldsmith's feet.)

So now, in me march, a quick look.to see

if this piﬁﬁ‘g making a proud family.
4Y i ¢

”;” @e eyes catch Aunt Audrey's, third of the sisters,
unha;pily wed, but a courage that glisters

in darkest hour with a wry quip;

now rolls her eyes at her lucky kinship.

Me Aunt Caro winks but I keep a straight face;

for Mudda is strict about falling from grace

me ;
when in«!! robes, 4##EE®” lead the Celebrant

with me
to the High Altar/BR gift of descant;
{ﬂ.{.m L ie .,

and almost)ag jlilis comes over the pews

to me ear,and almosﬁme grace did lose:

E 20
e

% e / "Three-feet tall, leading God's go-between
ILENT

*Jﬁ‘“i/[’ up to the Altar!" said me Aunt Caro's grin.

-

Me Aunt Caro. Wrote of her in NEW DAY,
me very first novel, from girl-child to gray.
There never was anyone quite like she.

Quite spoilt her nephews, Len and me.

et ——

E o LR RN A G Y
e %

fnbgﬁa-:? Marching the aisle on the brown-ribbed matting

covering the floor, through the soft slatting
STRANGE
of me feet, feel the knobs andhgimples
f by :
of history inigtone; the quaint unsimples,
unlikely virtues, of imperial rogues

who built the Empire by_Egﬂﬂiﬂgwﬁgllqgges ¥

e

— GEO Rge
g{(this came of arguing longkwfpﬁ :
Fbﬁfﬁy73 ' both of us readers, both eSS

TS ' among the books of the Institute's;
ivgle  Spack MRcH , CONCERNIN §
taug ht us . o s AR el L Y




with some of our own; greedy for wealth;
in Africa, India, China; the stealth

stole the marauders into great plunder
Ri CHES plunged
of bodies, AuSaaameng and/;m asunder

cultures more ancient than ever their own.
VAN SHED A

- NERR Linsug
Cultures notm but" ' gone.

Beneath me feet lay @ﬂjnylong ago
the
English wardogs;/Admiral, Benbow,
reahbtnk, 2
is the most famed and/rlghtly,';”
he was, man;
~ Aa brave/8
'EAK HERE ---

And ¥ we wait the start of the Kyrie
commencing4

i, & the Mass of St Cec111a) criteria=st=-cecitisa
Gue) But being, =
: '”{a?Aaerast day there's a Procession, , Ftron )
biew gt s Mandestaton , (ampPr e 3
through all the aisles; of | KRGS Loat

<)o

\ [ P//x 7 il’ 4 i
to it!n,the world that clergy and lalty <% 4%7/
Wrading

& ’..: " e 2 Py ’ ‘a-— ; /
offer this Mass in praise of the De1ty lﬁ& f?%fﬂéffLﬂﬁ/

W , @B ; bearing = c— g 4
wbmﬁ—)WeMbanners from the SUEREER. auxilliaries/

\

—-.\

Dorcas, Mothers' Union, other anc1111ar1es;
banner of St Thomas our saintly patron,

and others/ as now/'I'm not too cleard® on,

singing Hail, Festal! for the cae epiphanal,

chorus and €antor in verse antiphonal.
¥



THA

No women-singers joined in these marches;

they wait in the Stalls under the arches / /Z;;
men have /
until weﬂﬂﬁ finished our stalking e

to beat the Devil. You see, in our walking\
dr—] ~
our long 11nei&10ng cassocked men and boys, M 2
banners and crosses, candles, small noise \Meamns “to Xaak" )
7 TR e '“——"/
of censer's clink,\go i @k ways unfamiliar

because on #& High Days, our walKks@@® a sealer

sealing 0ld Satan. So, march a route

— )RS ——
forming a Sign of the Cross; sure scoot

to any Demons who may have crept in

before we massed_to skedaddle sin.
lt -L‘- ) € ] (P\ € (T?)
ﬁjLed by the Cantor, we all must wait
" Wwhile SINGS
e , he A

bars-(sixteen or eight)
before we respond; and always the same,
being a chorus, you could not blame

our minds from wandering.  So, I recall
thinking, quite often, how sad the Etall

must to a lady, white-frocked and h;tted,
midst empty benches. They would have chatted
but now they're exposed té’ébﬁg#éééﬁt ‘7 ﬁf:f Z«~ﬁw w%-w¢mﬁ' e

b we'ha :
| “g B not there to shield them, they cant. N ST

/”42Z7°‘7? Poor choir-ladies. However, now back
same;(hzck

to Easter Mas§jgh“01d Nick ,

"<to the Altar ﬂgw%o the Stalls

to the bu51ness at hand: lArlngilb these walls!).



Cho S R R
f’dﬂ_KVRIE_]--é-BREAK—/ o
now come for Mo 4 o ‘

The Time has JAthe Solonelle.

mtu" ~7ie sing
mthe Kyrié, which, truth to tell

is a long, plaintive call; and, well,

is beauty-in-grief. Now, as we end,

we know we're nervous; our fingers bend
leaves in the score-book; there is a clearing

of adult throats’ , show:too they're caring

now that we near the mighty Credo — o8 /’*\\
they_be feellng too e r 8 e PAGEU LG
could AERENRPIGRERIEER pe- i, T remo10? ddash |
2 ' »: ‘///

m/«iud‘ w"we sing the Kyrie in Greek, as 1ts§ written.
( A stranger might thlnk we had been smitten,

but in Mass\-settlngs, for unknown causes,
whatever the liturgy, ’ almost as laws,

they wrlte the suppliant LORD, HAVE MERCY,

ugiaDegile Sometimess
TG reek /[ it sparks controversy.)

We use Latin titles; words sung in English.
save for the Kyrie #mi% most scores #g@ distinguish.
(Prob'ly the Anglicans, when Henry the Threej

back long ago)from Rome) broke 'free)

dumped all their Latinjas a last flicky

defying the Pope kept this bit of Greek.)
However that be, the Kyrle Gounod
 baavt 'y» peculiar ”“’\Sthouh AR L

has its OWHAW i
. that . : :
w,\I thlnk,lw1th this opening plece.

2 marked his fine work. Now, as we cease,
within himself, each choirboy girds
in his own way. The COMFORTABLE WORDS
(which the Celebrant chants) is off a long way,
but I find meself saying them as I lay

on
the thick score-book J the psalter-shelf



opened at ThePlace, humming to meself, ' / /f?i/)

cat-nervous as me eyes contemplate
that glorious CREDO. How will we rate
the twice-a-week practise, perfection—searchf
Fleet Street.
"[he sprinting from GiEEMEE (to Parish Churchf)
Thursday afterdﬁ'fhursday, the song in me head

as along Tower Street, me booga-boots fled?

Will we be as boasie wa1k1ng back
/’RECESSIONAL'_ G

each man- Jack

this morning, singing the Solonelle?

Get that proud look in me famlly S eyes° @%@E
"“W .‘_V;_M 17 - 1“ o e WM
m.Shlny blac&u ones' wh1ch

R o &% @WM‘M&M&%@W@fﬂ@x'_k;N'w” : : AL L T A
At | upwards,_whenever I Win ~~—=a school test,

L R L i S gﬁ
or don me Scotch tweed three-piece w1th v t L

Dont know. Just wait. ﬂﬂﬁHarrumph throats clear. 4

Suck on a Sen-Sen. The knowing is near.

e 1 Ty

CoREA KRN\ Yy
N THE EPISTLE

INAQ¢)—57'We're off our knees now. The Epistle is read

by one of the Deaconsj the GRADUAL is led,

e that glowing hymn with which we hail themd# g
g,\m 7 i g

Gﬁﬂ& LIGHTS ABOIDE CELESTIAL SALEM. ;,W,f~{§u¢nfﬁh Te/

iy THE GOSPEL R N

[“1%“) —# Stand for the GO§?E Turn, face the TABLE;

truth is that we're hardly able

to follow the Word; each one is thinking

of the ol' CREDO, a tiny sinking

in smalls of stomachs, awaiting the chant

to send us off, from the Celebrant.

Incensed and kissed, the GOSPEL is read.
Thanks for the Word duly chanted (or said).

And the Celehrant returns to the centre,



SR s i B R B R R RS LG B T ORI BT
ralses h1s hands, invites us to enter;

And,toB affirm the way we Wil have trod,
he sings we at the Altar "1 BELIEVE IN ONE GOD1"

In wd \- 7 And so, here we are at the NICENE CREED.

s@ie  Mank.
! w1nk at George, Qi We draw a bead

on the fat score-book, watching the stave
with an eye cocked to the head of the Nave

to see Who & watch@#l the proud boy-singers

about to prove @ are _roof-ringers.

A
S
'Then, down drop the hands of Organist Dignum,

»W(..J m UD come the bows of the#%

TRLS
ﬂﬂé;QQL goes the elbows of the/ s
o (7735 L
Wk ‘forth rush the voices of/choralists,

as the grand mind of Charles Gounod heard iE;

and G as me own Mister Dignum stirred it;
WHAM! we hit

@¢$t7éand — JWBcaBaB® , the sonant crash

which opens the CREDQ} that stunning slash
of full-throat voices at high octave
soaring across the high architrave

of .strings and organ, fortissimo;

'laudlhg lauds with Charlie Gounod
A ®©

And sheerly exultlng,Aas he wrote,

we struck: I BELIEVE! on towering note

IN ONE GOD! —— and, ¥& unbellevable

i '
topped-the heights thought w unassailable
with: FATHER ALMIGHTY! and in full stride:

MAKER OF HEAVEN! up! !

hard-edged tenors

g8 th th ss-defenders
climb as ey eye e
) Yo ey /\

we r1de>

AND OF EARTH! now3y)

/’Etrlngmacqu1s;tum

*?bassists,



score's clefs, the plinths we stand on

to build our harmonies. And now we land onC:j ﬁg‘ \

~ALL THINGS VISIBLE ; quaymmsies

homages to Trinity, Church. ﬁﬁgw/yer m

am
organ, trumpets,\other machines

O

(all thosé’\v'i'?iblet and the unseens)

some will be praying, Creator, assume!

We are the warp, weft, You are the Loom'§

| (Not 1n weESgg words, though, but in the heart.
e koslt Grown, I've asked. They tell me part -
[N of tnhe true artist is common at prayers; CEp

—though often unrecognized by the Wayer.
— ~CEREAE

- —

. _~ And the great music surges in the wood
beneath me forearm; where there is stood
on ﬂgh;§%all's lectern, like blades of grass,
the notés in the thick score-book of the Mass.

ORECEPOBRRERWABEOCERROMAMAR

————— =

LGB B BB e

\’Oh, flushed with triumph! Proud as can be!
l
‘i;imsurplice high-.shoulderedf Dying to see#;’

[d(bu74arefully), I now and then glance
down at the congregants. Do we entrance?

-

Do their eyes thank for the soaring joys

mIWT LAWe bring them, we gifted M

C::zz:? R E A E:EE:::D

;kaﬁkfa—%y The great church is filled. Sounds outside;

Echoirboys?

‘ﬂk trams, candy-vendors, cyclists astride
bell-tinkling Humbers, Rudges and Raleighs,

are rendered soundless by Gounod's sallies.

b ,F éﬁBut think you've heard all the marvels yet?
'Lybx!f' (inside me head) Wait till we get

to the INCARNATUS. We're winding down.

ThA~ LIUN CNAD 1IC MCNMN i +Aandavlvu ecnune



we kneel for it. And, quiet, the strlngsg
oSy soft- pedalled
and, 4 J"““Vfngj;,gf the organ brings

the beauty, certainty; the axiom

on which is structured all Christendom:
“‘4‘1’”‘}{ AN/D/NAS INCARNATE!
Candles, tall-burning;
smoke from the incense rising and turning
past the bowed heads of those adorlng
the MysteryoiGod o adJurlng
through the suffering of His Son,
Whom, says the Creed, with Him, art One’.
Coming to earth, in flesh, as we,
and yet, not so, for eternally

He was and is God. And what's more,

making us equal to Whom we adore!

B

\ | A K_-y 4 »-(;’ﬂlt‘ \;\.é;w%_/

»Wwﬂf) e There are five colonies in Diggy's realm.

g

Five streams of singers with him at the helma

i
Alrstﬂr\ : ﬂ;gﬁﬁg;aasses ’now strangely genth'
a

Mr Smith, &® Brown, in testgmental

lieder: amd second :@8 high tenors harking;

thirdy: contraltos, so calmly walking
<3ed by Miss Myers, me Sixth Book teacher,

such timbre, texture, none can reach her;

!N&iﬁ% " of 0lga Myers and the great role she took
you'll have read much about in this book) ;

the first mainstay 3 e y

fourth: the sopranos, iiisiSecendesinge -
of evnRy cho1r And Last dn: the 1ay h

been a church-mark decr%%g by the Sages.
f“¢%7’23'~f~Five Colonies;‘guq(to Diggy,they cede.



A
A g P
“’\M L;L__’/—\
o

aeies how the Rollers she crafts, Ty
' Mary, Mudda "W‘Caro S P H
to The Sisters AR

B / /
&hadh\ &ﬂ
laughter- doubled under themmahoe,

facebon ng. on ——— —~her cheeks hign

ears’ descry. HEAKEKS

5

. gs flee]tlnr%;

‘ yes? (ﬂ
oy N\ :

glve ﬁﬂ thee

!
r 1f thou'lt fall and worship me!)

THE CODA

VI \;‘\

f
'U‘N«“ o So we flowed now into the portion

wraps us about "\ v \_~,)

,,Aand joyously

proud of our craft, @k are wondrously

certain and strong. The great harmonies

roll free among usg§ the F1ve Colonies

Di ather
of Song People to “;Fﬁ, g9y ¢

for wounod s song. Now the‘m FATHER,

SON, SPIRIT sung, we go tqo the Coda

confirming Sacraments; being the ode a

N1cene School =y, &
Ny Ycar Three-twenty-five,

wrote as its Credo in God Alive



: / SANCTUS

hﬂ“ﬁﬂ“ } As the first noges of the Sanctus ggs#d steal

out in a murmun@f&ﬂﬂi! HOLY!ﬁKneei

at the ‘F sopranos' fyric invitation,

the surging passages of affirmation)

SO richly met in the Angels' Story;

all in crescendo to GLORY! GLORY!

pdwf’ Z‘The royal words, each inwardly glowing,
all of a certalnty, all of a f10w1ng.

e ——— e

enlng to the Messe Solon

a9

And

all other hear ifted, knew

a deep- joy; indeed, the rightnk\s y
tha ere, indeed, were Image, Likeness.

Af!er long years, yet, Gounod, ##% remembered

“l_1n the Sanctus, returns unemcumbere%ﬂ

<§;—w in its haunting .adoration,

a continuing oblation.

: BENEDICTUS
;Tgklanctus 5.8

v\‘
s X e
‘Adﬁi/) ‘.)Kover. Soft clearings of throats.

We settle back. Me mind plucks at notes;

for the Benedictus (Blessed is he)

always, to me, comes out awkwardly
syntactic strength of the g
after the\L@ESE@ERELEE8C Sanctus, -Q@%nf

,there was ,,ﬁs\inﬁ;; oy el ey o omg G

it Thae mugt b (ow Do P
in’ scan of @found scores 1o rouse g& pmﬂ 2 ﬁé
)

Mu won  Libvary of 7
#N i ﬁﬁe sort ‘of ploughs

and,I recall,

througn”to’Hosanna' and even here




(in me known settings) no mighty - cheer.

Yet this song, last to the Humble Access :ﬁ%%@ e L BT
h 1 )
should it be lively? Aeel kicking? rack-less? ;

quLt//-_,4 I feel not-at-all. We do not presume.

that humbling @#%® prayer says; not in a gloom

forthright declare ™\
but , dedearvisgtrds—oreloal-ani-mg we know our limits.

(Free born self slaves Owly He manumlts =)

,,,,,,

7/CANON7 Clho Centre

TN T e :
Il ——) Into the Canon. Now, we internalize

the awesome privilege we exercise

when we intake an Omﬁ%cient God

ﬁ e . #B .A . A .

rEsce1v1ng ody; accepting Enylood.
&dkf-’/”:ﬂZ I think the great prayer of Eucharist,

the "broken-and-contrite" as it is list,

1s that heart-cry: WE DO NOT PRESUME!

asking for ———
ﬂ@@&ﬁ@@@@@&ﬁ‘tﬂ access to #&g Upper Room:

we do not presume, 0 Lord, to attend
Your

SV
: atKyM great feast, or, to our knees bend

[Tl ;
to gather the crumbs from under Your table

{
|
|
| 5

In a small way, I think back now,

being unworthy.  Yet, You are able ....

though we were young, that we knew, somehow.

How quiet we were in Humble Access!

In Consecration, we were distractless

2~ s0b'ring
Though young, we knew the auaeoaek1mport
become- God;
of BreadAbﬂ%asﬂnsesz and tried to comport.

And when the moment was marked by the bell,
we prayed w1th the Celebrant truly and well.

CA SMALL STORY |/ ] cuho cagit

Yet, as a Chronicler trying to tell

all that I may, please hear this as well.

/"’l"‘f>\—>A PONDE S NI Sl T s o AN
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we trained and worked and gained proud skills.
in silence; no song.
B Recessional's* done #=s-i-evrewi thomt=song

hﬁed;-we take= @££ LLES {
e -t
f"From pole to pole,%maﬁh@ne—«@n the worldl;

) , \
Wa;lf% rgbux‘s and ton\gues, ) ewher'e sj.mfuyled

&Fi0 /T, % 1/1

‘ ‘,,,Engg-Lems%#—a strfang,é relagué{
1 eat thewjod aﬁ )‘{15 in it tlon/.

Two
Eeng lines of us walking back, along

the watching aisles . Try not to look BEEREE boaslle
whlle%ﬁgﬁgwﬁgﬁl%&s—és%#m &
péééS#S#&thé#éS%}fyFé@ﬁquéﬁﬁg—héﬁ@@S

triumhant march. He i:%oo is pmud of us

Uses %gg 8 S LS eg aloud to us.

N

Qu1c K glance across at the Goldsmlth's feet

to see me family . #The Aunts’6eod B0eee eyes meet
.minfe/_in\\ round 0's.PEEZZ  But Caro mouthstil

one  gre of her famous suck-testh Kirrouts!
LOrd, we're weary! But how good it feels!

Every round 0, every smile reveals,

that %dld up there we did 4 well!

P (1 LAy

I iééﬁtsw
A sideways glance at Gewrge %&éﬁ&ge%ﬁzs

@@m@@m Soon as we h1t the yard dawidt, I think

wmabama



oy
»

“1'11 just obsewe that the British Empi re

as the sofe-ouner Bﬁ%%&fe’ b

of ma-’&had 3ust 111ad%d¢11m“@4C ane for a day

Seven-Keys, Poly—Rollﬁvwas the Pmerlcan way.

Maybe, his wise eyes will sneer at me

and he'll say (in American) "Tee hee,"

haul in his line, change bait and choosing

a new drop (does it wheneve%r@@ he's losing)

sad  handfme a thought fram hlS great learning

(he' good ), & close watchf Fg e dlS(i‘%Y"ang
“"From pole to pole, samewhere the world

all tongues and climes, at-HSePaRL¥eSs hurled
this horse-feathers of a strange religion. _—

Z_Hemﬁ%f BUE yet,—ls—knw“hm’m ety

where men eat their God at His invitation!"
-BREAK -

Thus run me thoughts in the Vestry. The double

amen is sung (to keep us from troubled

rest o He week) Rec’wr says: "GeAbFemen,”

ramoving his @chasuble, "T confess when

I learnt you'd do this difficult setting,

I said, 'Oh, dear, into what are they getting?”’

But now I say, @ never have I been

so thrilled when working me old routine. 7’

He gets a nice 1augh qu1te loud from us boys

whom hef§ called W Chud([}/e?sij it ournoise.

He wipes his broad face; a peé-sl;ep

St Elizabeth-born, we understand.

"] will thank the ladies up in the stall

and Mr Dignum. Good Easter to all!"
-—BREAK ---

Tiredly, we take off our robes. Gounod

still thinly echoes far down; we know

he'll be with us all'i@/day. All was well -

that Easter we sang the Solonelle. 4

h f}ll\lL/

/VJ ™ 4 Hel | bws J ) wHo "} PLE /

Ah well S

A %&eew he'is proud toat/e done the Solonelle. 751 (Preny
(Why=this? Last Gospel's ended

and we have duly genuflected |

wetre ready once more for essential sinning .
Satan, semetimes;- hasﬁ's“way of wimning. )

‘-'ug fon Ao o Lty



but quietly exulting that by our

we trained and worked and gained proud skills.

|ts o @ still \uak There 1s-———-.\
S e—— W e IS
s of men and bovs~\ :
Two lines=of X T NSRRI e walk along

the watching aisles. Try not to look boasie
while Mr Dignum plays us a mostly
triumphant march. He too is proud of us.

O the @ hi
s A§tops to speak aloud to us.

iﬂlﬁﬂz>“*“;75hoot a gqﬁﬁﬁ glance to the Goldsmith's feet
at \ -Pewvw.
AEEY "me famllxﬂ The Aunts eyes meet

mine in round 0's. But Caro mouths

one of her famous suck- teeth kirrouts!

J-/ __~~’lord, we're weary! But how good it feels!
/k’/L / each=-,
Every round 0, Aqﬂﬂj}smlle reveals
/ﬂwe've dipe. = TN, AVERYN
that whagkquh¢xy;.gm~’ﬂx, we did/e® well.

hJAnTJw18m0¢/<Boy, did we sing that ol Solonelleh>
S GLoRFe, Ko
A sideways glance at " 491ves a wink.

Soon as we hit the churchyard, I think
"To
I'1l just observe: wigt e British Empire
youw're "\
belong us Anglicans; Migds. just on hire .
GIV6 you awf'""j~\

chance to be us for a day.

s\
“Jﬂpiz/\ﬁ Seven- Keys, Holy- Rollbﬁﬁgxthe Yanks way.
Maybe his wise eyes will sneer at meJ

sayil.,in American: "Gee, tee-hee,”
haul in his line, change bait and choosing

a new drop (done whenever he's losing ;
_ he's good) and, close- watch for me discerning,
HBNhS) hands me a thought from his great learning:

[ "From pole-to-pole, somewhere in the world,

,‘Uv‘%h'*/l —-—-\‘ .
»e;togﬂ“eﬁgmwg. at us natives is hurled
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Came that gcod year, 'Twenty-seven.

Turning fourteen.

Years which leaven

what me Chronicle now will tell.

When

P we sang the Solonelle

Easter-Day.

At Solemn Mass.

This was how it came to pass.

CHANGE TO PURPLE

Been a choirboy some while.
Time came for a change in style.
Cassocks go from black td&urples.
Lighter stuff.
No more drab turtles.
Surplice sleeves were halved away.
These were always in the way
at the faucets.
Go before
serviceNgl#rts. For no implore
set you free of "Porro's" punishment.
Fetched you quickly one month's banishment
if, in Mass, you leftithe Stall,
any cause, save death withal.

"PORRO™
Watch for "Porro". Bobs in his walk.
To Stall-boys, its a tiger's stalk.
He's choir-secretary.
Martinet.
Named "Porro" Johrson.
P



Short.

Thickset.

Hands out the shillings for our singing
at a nuptial (ended, bringing

faces turned (enthusiasts!) east,
eager for the fippenny feast

of three-cornered Chinese patties,
double-costed, each, two-guatties;
doubly-good, though, crust and meat.
Joy at East and Bast Queen Street!
Famous, once, this patty-place.

Gone, now. Past. . Such is the case.

But to get on.

I must tell

when we sang the Solonelle

Easter morn.

At Sacrament

at

at the end of Lent'sy,lament.
GOUNOD

That year's Baster, then, was chosen

for new robes.

And interwoven

was another nice election:

Mr Dignum's Mass selection.
Gounod's Solonelle the setting;
brass and strings; gl also getting
great John Lyons in the Sanctus,

Kyrie Eleison, Benedictus.

()



And( that Easter Mudda bought me

the Scotch Tweed suit cut at the knee
(long ones later),Shantung shirt,
Clark shoes,

ribbed socks,

recal leather-girt.

Rohody-provd ..in_the Vestryee. .
RP¥inceiy=-primate=-at= 10O SOOH, now, D‘”Skiy
New-suit, new robes; deabt=Ret-may=be
mancnx+hrouqh the eye-ed alsleo‘gp 40 the Stalls
@@@@@@@@@@@@@@3®@@@®@@@@@ -

HOMAGE THE Chancel, and,.sing down these walls.

46868066BEBRI0REREC0%"

prouder than. tﬁefCelebrant-Rector,

&4n _white= &-gold cape= L
cépeds= ra@uatzﬁi§04€“*bﬁﬁﬂﬁ Tirectory

Nobody proud as me in the Vestry.

New suit, new robes; to soon.-now. blestly
thousands eyes,
march through the eye=ed=aistess @ to the Stalls,
Arﬁxm
homage the “Gasmsl and sing dewn these walls.

?roud, maybe, as the Celebrant-Rector

in white-&-gold cape (being Director).

N OUR CHURCH.
Zjéctors were white ”<:,13‘1l@21u%

e il ¢
Always. Wd ¢

that like the Angels, this was the status? /};b( f%ngfz'édzﬁl

Weknew.

Guas, Fine Sunday School cards they gave us

had shots of Heavenly Ones who would save us. Ak oo By /i
And all had skins white as fish bhelly+up;

innocent faces as wmmwe on Miss Nellie,up
A . Lamps Lit
"riding the bricks"ywhen the Qi sheme on

she _and the Sunday School headi‘ i Briton




Mr Corkl

named
She taught at St Michaeis,
and wore long dresses, also bifocals.

And everyone wendered (I heard Caro tell)
how with the school head she got on so well —
until the night on McWhinney Street,

in the dark part, a wall twenty feet

high, which makes it a sort of mall,

flanked by the General Penitentiary wall,
smartly

an auto light suddendy swung the bend

anq)there they wer%}clear-caught! Unfend!

And Rae Town wondered: Why had they not

gone into the gully when they were hot?

*Instead," Caro said, "to be caught fornicating.

But Mudda frowned. Said: ."Caro, say mating."
Cause the boy-piknies, me and me brudda

stood by, nudging at one anudda.

But back to that Easter, when-all o' we
. that” 2y
sang\k8HE the Gounad grand memory.

PREPARATIONS

On Easter morning, the sun's shining through

saints and apostles so they all lcok new,

there, in the arch of the Great East casement.

stained in grand colours, waiting the Mass meant

to honour this great and highest church feast:
raising of Jesus, the Christ and High Priest.

ast evening, we took down the black altar-front,

undraped the Crucifix, Lectern and Font,

brought out the purple and red cassocks, changing

mournings of Lent, our form of Abstaining.




5 A
Altar Guild ladies brought in the flowers, /.
rain-dam-, glistening from April showers;
aired the sacristy, white cloth on credence,
polished predellas, one hums in sequence

Eucharist hvmnsas she brushed at the shelf
and,
in time to organ;/crossing herself,

2
crosseddfrom Epistle to Gospel and back,%prubbed at the Paschal and at
we had the stack
Holy SaturdayA oreparationss: }Dcﬂ‘brass candlesticks, at
Altar railing
ﬁDand other sacred machinery
entailing.

Pre-Sanctified  ;dning the stations _;

coblecting me sixpence from Mudda and marched
to Chinese laundry for me Etons, starched
blade-taut by "Willie, late of Hong Kong."

(One for théhorning, other, Evensong.)

How we 'have worked at old Mr Gounod's!
Full choir, instruments, worked all the soloes.
Others rehearsed at the foot of the Altar:
acolytes, censers move welil. No falter.
put
SoA : - no frowns on the Rector, watching.
But, choirboys at the Stall sides, batching,

whisper our jokes at the dumb show;vvainer

that we're professionals! famili@r with Stainer

and Purcell ; Elgar; not at all bilious

about lace-&-scarletted supercilious

mulatto boys — they the ones chosen

to poppyshow-beb, or to stand frozen

till the time comes for them to take orders:

“Go "Teteh this,.thidii s$traighten the borders
of cassock-tails whenever you kneel!

See it falls squarely over the heell"



i~

6
Poor little bring-come, go-pick-up-that,
which of them ever sang a Magnificat?
But now, its Sunday!
Easter already!
We take our place, full-trained and steady
with months of practice each Thursday night:

Crescendo! Dimil Till it came right.

Come share with me what is a boy's moment

as in the VYestry we form for the post- Legt
lift of the pall of the church'’s 5ad Forty

now to commence with our double-file sortie
into the church behind “he Verger

carrying his staff, the black-gowned liturger.
Nervousﬂp, we wait the priest's invocation

il twhen we'll march to begin the oblation.

A little shivery under cassocks and surplices.
Our Etons itch. . Poor shaky=kneed novices.
Clearings of throats.

Palms dried on gowns.

Dont know that we'll be cap'ble of sounds

when the time comes to open the hymnal

at the page marked for the Processional.%

We hear the church breathe, a kind of soft gale
down the sea-field.

Gobble us if we ka fail!

But, Mr Dignum, cool as a January

on organ stool high in the Sanctuary

calms us with the familiar airs

from well loved scores.

We form in pairs.



A silence enters now, in the Vestry.

The Great Bell ends a sudden its chesty

bellow. We bow our heads for paayers,

& starchly confined in collars and fears.

SoXftly we sing the Amen sector

to invocations. Beadle to Rector

bows; to the organist; he's tall.

Diggy sees him from his stool in the Stall

and sways and rocks at the high ccnsole,

skrugs shoulder-loose his organist's cowl

and the greav organ, triumphantly,

with tonal power, exultantly

lifts its great voice in exerdium,

sings: AT THE ZRQ8R%% LAMB'S HIGH FEAST ME
And we go cut. Suddenly unharried.

Heavy hymnals now lightly carried.

A glorious outrush of breath sends forth

the poetry and mucic for all we're worth

and enter the nave, marching in pairs.

The Easter hymn cings away our fears.

I'm aware that me friend, John Mark

marching beside me, in a thin bark

COME!

sings out the line after Xmagx FEAST WE COME

thusy leaving more and bringing some.

Should "Porro" johnson, &&& our secret'ry,

marching behind, hear that heresy, &

then me friend, John, will land a suspension&:

"Faty days, boy, from now to Ascension!™



(o)

Geou friends. We march Stall!-ward together

chosen this great day to lead the tether.

I work me toes in me shoes to see
pebbles ar things that could cause misery
in the Procession (two on High Days).
Marchina or singing, we had sound ways.
B2 sure to see bootlaces are tied.
Stockings secured. Gravity defied
by braced-belted trousers. Emtarrassment lurked
under those cassocks whenever we kirked.
For more than one boy has ctumbled or fell
because his bootlaces had rot been tied well;
so, Sstepped on, one fo#t, suddenly immovabie,
the not-knowing, rest-of-ihim went uncontrcllable
Likewise in singing, we all made czure,
all came »Mk out right. It wass mature.
But besides.really liking what we do,
each was an actor in thai rcbed crew.
Watch it. thoudh. Baék of us, choir-ladies were
not ret slow to poke ribs should canse occur,
employing'fans, the edge of a psalter
through the zeat-rails, at slightest falter.
Mothers anc teachers, they think boy-piknies
are always up to zmart ciricaninries.
Mark yau, its true, but whn can blame us?
Can we sit still when a oriest, famcus
for being long-winded dreones on and on,

on sin, when for us, the battle's been wen?



Wwe'lre free of taint by Eucharist's end!

When Last Gospel's read and Satan's penned!

And at High Altar, the Triple's spoken

and the church rocks at the pow'ful invoken!
We wish the ladies in the back stall

would cease their worry: no peril at alli

Solemn High Mass to the Messe Solonelle
is a long haul. plus two hours. H&LE,
Well,

be. .
when you consider prayers to bk chanted,
Gospel, not said but sung, or descanted,
we must be fit to handle all this,
enunciation, notes, nothing amiss
(not to forget a poke from the fans

quick
In ihe/hands of lady-Angligans).

But (now I know) we were nroud boy-singers
anc had our code.

Although no bell-ringers
of
for honour6®@ craft, or art, no pretence

we were somehow aware o7 eycellence.

Thoughnts such as these scurry through me head
as we step to the aisle; and
AGCHRCBTERCTORPRRCARSRR there, up ahead,

ihe flowered TableB% ! The candles! glittert
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Extract: irom

it At the Goldsmith's feet

In that year of 'Twenty-seven,
HoRmN |
- fourteen. Years wnich leaven
what me Chronicle now will tell
when we sang the Solonelle

Easter—-day at Solemn Mass.

This was how it came to pass
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'"Twixt Ash Wednesday-Easter Day
lays me Church's ancient way

telling Man the central reason
Tachr
for its founding: L;e}Fhs season g4
e TR T e e e e L "—-1

passiontide; which Christianéﬁhéid

promises a better world

after death when comes fulfilment

s
of the former Ge nb*g/Agreement: -

/Epaf/;e'll win, howe'er we pained;

loss of earth is par'dise gained.
iy

"Twixt Ash Wednesday-Easter Day,

wear your hairshirt. Satan's flay?

Miserere! Sombre Lent!

Sorrow-time! Repine! Repent!

Forty days, excludinc bbaths,

we are Davids. ggge’Goliaths

of omissigns/g;a wrongs done

7

compact with the Holy One.

T Palm Suwday ]
First break in this dismal season

is Palm Sunday (Bodeful reason:)
Yet — yes! Candles lit again!
Sable cloths away again
for a day's while! Joyously
sing: RIDE ON IN MAJESTY!
But a short-lived celebration.

For the song of approbation

s

17L




. : : -3
lJasts a day. Then back to sorrow.
Holy Week begins tomorrow.
O,
Holy Week of marked lament.
Cassocks black. The days of Lent
being a time of sadness rampant;

hymns are anguished. Prayers cauterant.

/ And at end, there is Good Friday.

(Gogod= hat weep-away? Satan's high-day?)

ut I speak of this elsewhere.

Now its Easter! Banish care!

And with gladness celebrate

this-prime feast of priest and lait.

Time came for a change in stylef

cassocks going from black to plrples,

brighter stuff, no more drab Afurtles.
Surplice sleeves were halve
Always these got in the way

at the faucets. (Go before

Mass begins! For no impJfore
shook you loose of"Porrg's"punishment:

"You there, boy! fTake one month's banishment!"

if, in Mass, vou left/ the Stall.)

Watch for [?orro"as the Sons of Saul!

——— ™

Stammers a lAttle; bobs in his walk;

to the boyg he's a tiger-on-a-stalk.

o

Choir se/ret'ry. Young martinet.

Named C/ Johnson. Short, thickset.

Welcome when he hands the shilling
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t6 each boy when we (so willing

sing: 0h, Perfect Love at ousals.

(Shillings provefo be arousals

% greater evex than Sen-Sen .- * o g

é voice. We truly wren.) | <? . rgif,'~‘

§ Afterwardsy we all go east; ;I | 4 35; .

; a Commercial-patty feast E j%;a

/ at yhe Chinese place. Much meat! | 2

\\_-—-\~_ifﬁiffjﬂffjf—if East Queen Street! , .
lﬂ[;ut\to get o I musrt tell : ..‘

when we sang t

/

Solonelle Of

Easter-morn at Sacrai

lam

Marks the end of Lent's

Easter was the time then.chosen wﬁk'f”_
for new robes. And interwoven :
with new clothes,.the nigce election:

Mr Dignum's score-selection.
St Cecilials, was the setting; ¥
strings and brass, and also getting )
great John Lyons for the Sanctus,
Kyrie Eleison, Benedictus.
j /:”‘(‘, . ‘ 7 g
. et -
And that wé%i%he Easter Mudda bought me
i
i1




: . —(71/// 5«/4'7’
afd—er e Scotch TweedAFut ap Lhe knee
(long ones weee later), Shantung shirt,

Clark's shoes, silk socks, real leather-girt.

None proud as me, robed in the Vestry/

None-high as me,

arguing lawyers at the Senaté/yé]ls.
Prouder than even me Celebranp—Rector

: . , 7
In white & gold; or his curgte-lector.

/ . _—
Chosen, perhapys, as a way to invite

us to recall/the heavenly status

shown on ¥he Sunday cards they gave us
picturjfig the saintly hosts: and ali
look¢gd our.Rectors, 1 now recal?.)

But/péék to that Easter and our contrive

to do the Gounod. It all comes alive.

Z:/}he Preparations-i]

« Lasi evVening we took down the black Altar Front,

undraped the Crucifix, Lectern and Font;
brought out purple“and red robes, changing
mournings of Lent (our form of Abstaining).
Altar Guild ladies fetched in the flowers,
rain-dampened, glistening from April showers;
aired the Sacristy, white cloth on Credence,
polished Predellas; one hums in sequence
Eucharist hymns as she brushed at the shelf

in time to organ, and, crossing herself,

4 NV R—— B S
g p——————y o &
? | '

&



shuffled, Epistle to Gospel and back;
Mr Dignum practising JESU by Bach.
[ "Willie of Hong Kong" 7

On Holy Saturday we had Preparations:
Pre-Sanctified Mass; doing the Stations;
collecting me sixpence from Mudda and marched
to the Chinese laundry for me Etons, starched
blade-taut by "Willie, late of Hona Kong;"
(one for the morning, other Evensong).

&

How we have worked at old Mr Gounod's!
Full choir, instruments, worked all the soloes.
Meanwhile rehearsed at the foot of rﬁe Altar
acolytes, censers; move well, no falter
putting bad frowns on the Rector, watching.

Butég;cmoirboys at the Stall sides batching,
whisper our jokes at the dumb show; vainer
that we are singers, familiar with Stainer,

and>Purcell, Elgar, and therefore clearly

of higher stuff than any who merelx,/)
&

Tytes, wee® chosen
to bob like poppyshows or to stand frozen
ant  uktrt poked wakeful "at Celebrant's order:

"Go fetch thatlh... this!... straighten the border

at casscck-tail whenever you kneel"
(For it should fall squarely over the heel)
Poor little bring-come, go-pick-up-that!

Which of them ever sang a Magnificat?

Ear

ey v e A R N T R L e T s A P NI AT, R %



from months of,grﬁfTngﬂgach Thursday night

Créscendo! Diminuendo! Till it came right.

iy

[i;he Vestry ’J 5 ”A

Come sharo with me what 1s a cﬂiﬁ%ﬂg moment

as in the Vestry we form for the post-Lent
l1ift of the pall of the church's Sad Forty
now to commence with our double-file sortie
into the church, behind the Verger

carrying his staff, black-gowned liturger.

nd bearing candlesticks, smaller boys pacing

the incemse<bowl  (Slow! Slow! MNo racing!)
i

Low-voiced injunctions uing from

the stern M.C. in his cingulum.

g

Nervously, we wait the priest's invocation
when we'll step out to begin the oblation.
A little shivery under cassocks and surplices.
Our Etons itch. Poor shaky-knees novices.
Clearings of throats. _Palms dried on gowns.
Dont know that we'll be cap'ble of sounds
when the time.comes to open the hymnal
at the page marked for the Processional.
And we hear the church breathe, a kind of soft gale
down the sea-field. Gobble us if we faill!
o
But Mr Diggy, cool as a January,
on organ stool high in the Sanctuary)
calms us with the familiar airs

from well-loved scores. We form in pairs.

T
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Pt 1 e , | o
Lo[kiMoaAd %Zhi%/f Zﬂ“‘ YIS ST “J)
Ji S e s
A silence enters now in the Vestry.
The Great Bell ends a sudden its chesty
bow
hellow. We lower our heads for prayers,
. _ ond
starchly coanfined in collarsAyggﬁ%+ fears.
Softly we sing the Amen sector
to invocations. Beadle, to Rector,

bows:; to the organist_waves; he's tall¢?
J 3

)
Diggy sees him from his stool in the Stall
and sways and rocks at the high console,
shrugs shoulder-loose his organist's cowl,
and the great organ, triumphantly,

with tonal power, exultantly

lifts its great voice in‘agyexordium,
sings: AT THE LAMB'S HIGH FEAST WE.COME!

And we go out. Suddenly, unharried.
Heavy hymnals, now;VZf? I'ightly carried.
A glorious outrushcof“breath sends forth
the poetry and music for all we're worth
and enter the nave, marching in pairs.
The Easter hiymn sings away our fears.

O

ahead, a sun bursts through!

And, there,

The Great East Window is gold and blue!

Figures of saints, apostles, JESUS!

small cherubs too; all tension flees us.

Familiar Family froze in stained glass

now come alive, with us to make
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Mark GClerres /ha_g/(

I'm aware that me friend,

marching beside, in a thin bark

sings out the line after feast we come,

thus: leaving more and bringing some.

Should "Porro" Johnson, our secret'ry,
marching behind, hear that heresy, ,
; —— -t ) G 7 ) / r = o ;,-';/ -
. e : hdty . [ LAZ2®
/‘vd/ then me frlend(éééggé will land a suspension: sl iV }

"Forty days, boy, from now to Ascension!"

GeoRge is awgawn~ofﬁ dry~ey@d mocker.

s
.% i
Wears\the baggiest knickerbocker o
from the U.S. O0f Panama birth.
Dances the Charggton like nothing on earth.
soards with the Scottys in Chancery lLane.
No cricket; baseball. Good talker. Vain.
Praises America (mum's at the Canal).
Me? For the Emp}re. Both regional,
being the children\df our time;
not bothered much by\}\ason or-rhyme. //é;/
(Sometimes he floorAd me, observing that
a black "lootenant" \n U.S. hat
often occurred. "“The Xnglish," he'd wager o
"will never allow you bdyond sergeant-major." r
> whal
Conceded., "But, Mister, gﬁ#ﬁ enjoy

if you 'stay here. But the Nates? 'Hey, boy!'"®

We're great friends. March Stall-wa

Porro chose us to front the boys-tetl

U

I work me toes in me shoes to see

pebbles or things that could cause misery E;j;;L

e TR 55495, 5 AP 10 R AR SN 7 B AN
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in the procession (two on High Days). N
_ i) / B Sound ' we \
Marching or singing, boys had emrpways : ,

ssed down the lore, so we made sure

in order. It was mature.
But besides\T$K119 in truth what we do,

each was an actor in>that robéd crew.

And we performed from the heéaxt all the way;

that is, in rituals and songs. Ser ST tHeyl

Sh/ly Bet in the back-stalls, choir-ladies were
not siow to poke ribs, should cause oc¢cur,
employing fans, the edge of a psalter
through the seat-rails at slightest falter.
Mothers and ieachers, they think boy-piknies -

are always up to smart chicaninies.

Mark you, its true; but who can blame us.
Can we sit still, when a p?iest, famous
for being long-winded drones on and.-on,
on sin, when for us, the battle's been won?
We're free of taint by Eucharist's end!
Wep—ttre Last GospelV? read and Satanﬂ’ penned! r‘
And at High Altar, the Trinle's spoken
and the church rocks, at the pow'ful invoken!
We wish the ladies in the back-stall

would cease their worry; no peril at all.

S e
in singing, we have our ways

securing su egrrors as likely to faze:

Be sure to see octlaces are tied;

knee-stockings bandedij~gravity defied

by brace-belted trousers; em rassment lurked

£ e B IR ALY S AN R S 5 IS R SO EPAR V . PTG T T e B




e i il pe L g
under those cassocks whenever we kirked. .. = -7

For more than one boy stumbled or fell »'

because his boot

and, stepp

the knowing rest-of-him went uncontrollable.

(::;;E PROQESSIONS_:] ’

Solemn High Mass to the Messe Solonelle
is a long haul. Plus two hours? Well,
when you.consider prayers to be chanted;
Gospel, not said, but sung, or descanted —-
we must be fit to handle all this.
Friends will be angry if one note_you miss
(not to forget a poke from the fans

of watchfully stern lady-Anglicans)

for (now I know) we were proud boy-singers
and had our code. Although no bell-ringers
for honour of craft, or art, no pretence.
we were somehow aware of excellence.
e,

Thoughts such as these scurry through me head
as we step to the aisle; and, there, up ahead.
the flowered Table! The candles' glitter!

LORD, MAKE THIS CHOIRBOY NEVER SING SWEETER!

D,

Some povertied mind may not understand

the way a boy's thoughts, at a m;ggﬁ% so grand.

A grievous loss to this world's plunder




is that we lose our sense of wonder;

-

but, to the fucky who've not been so tragic
as lose the key to the Kingdom of Magic,
please join our ranks. With us, side-and-side

march now to this song of Eastertide.

N ‘ | P
412/) tt‘O&hL<yww Jo»akdybt)/ P
Stealing quick gTances, we march the aisle

catching the fondlooks cast on our file
by the proud parents of fellows we know,

whispering to neighbours: "“There goes so-and-so!"
There, Bobby Rhoden's mum, Foster Lane,

high-stepped as our house and with a vane

& g </ 5 | g 3 / "
of Jalou51e Percy Miller's mumiy //
\_Amm-t w v

They <<=y

on Laws Street; me closest chum§$.

S _ . e
: sons Windsor, Merven, /
I r, likely eleven _ ?
Hundred at C.L.B% 7 <f§> 2
)

ersaons

the last a sp

secs for the

(Church Lads Brigade. See me other reports.

And Frank MclLaren; he's CalabarHigh,

soon to outgrow his voice, and ‘then, why,




CAPTURED HE'LL BE BY THE ACOLYTE GANG!
Wno seem to think they're the whole shebang<:;>

seel{ng high schoolers for their Guild.

0 they get? A pikni-hybrid!®

jeers me friend, Geerégf\‘“ﬁwéxgkgg:down singer Lf

they'll train to be a candle-stick bringar!" |

But somewhat bitter; for worry stirs
that soon we'll no longer be boy-choristers.
For, proud sopranos, some quite angelic,
Wwe know we're doomed. Ahead, catatonic
close-out of trebles, ourivoices‘tracked";
no longer winging, soon we'll be sackeda

And yet, we're eager to gain ourwmenis voices
and join the back-stalls in one ¢f fhe choices,
tenor or baritone, and wear®léng-pants:

~JOAN

"And no suspensions frem Porro!" Georegs rants.

{:/;;e Gohdsmith's Feetij]

Then, in the marc@,as the thuribler swept

nis censer crossing the northern transept,

[ look to the Neft, me Mudda to gredt,
and the AuntSgwfin song at the Goldsmith's feet.
(The Goldsmith? I've told you elsewhere that

the John Wolmer bust where me famiiy sits.

Me Aunt Mary Bronks knows Pcrzsh Cburch lore, .

the oldest 51ster anu, what g more
p ':was with the Old Churcﬁ before the 'Quake,
L3 M
‘ Nineteen-seven; a®# ﬂt ;ﬁ%@New Cnurrh stake

» when all attended at 0ld Conversorium
to draw for pews in the new sanctuarium
which took the place of the wrecked P.C.,

built when Port Royal sank in the sea.

its
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éan that Sat'day won our Family Seat

[lots were cast] at the Goldsmith's feet.)

S0, now, in me march, quick look to see : /UA57€L

that this pikni makes a proud family.
£ouR g i/-
Me eyes catch Adrie's, third of Lie sisters;
unhappily wed but a courage that glisters
in darkest hour with a Wry quip:
now rolls her eyes at her lucky kinship.

Me Aunt Caru winkstut [ xeep a straight face)
for Mudda's strict about falling from graces
when, in me robes, lead the Celebrant
to the High Altar with me gift of desCants

"Three-feet tall, leading God's go-between
——-———"a——-——————-—’

—— ey
up _to the Altari" said Aunt.Garo's grin.
—

Me Aunt Caro. Wrote of herdin NEW DAY,

-

t novel, from Aer chiNdhood to gray.
Guate
There never was anyoneA}ike she.

me fi

=5
w

Quite spoilt her nephews, Len and me.

ZT:Imperial Rogues"

Manchingihthe aisle on the browh~ribbed matting

covering the™floor, through the soft slatting
of me feet, feel the knobs and strange dimples
of tombstone history; the quaint unsimples,

unlikely virtues of Imperial rogues . o O
ad . .

who built theeEmpire by cunning collogues()

A~ a—

this came of arguing long with George, 7L

gaders, both a8t large QSLQ?

among the books of the stitute's;

both of

taught us much, concerning roots

" . \\,\-‘—_//’_f
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with some of our own, greedy for wiil;ﬁ;»

in Africa, India, Chinaj/}ﬁg/sféalth

stole the marauders

b L
Be€neath me feet lay the long ago

tnglish wardogs; the Admiral Benbow
is the most famed, and, I think, rigntly.

He was a brave man. 1 step lightly.

<
: But here we are now, at last at the Al%tar. /\/C?Tﬁf
OQur Father:>%{Collect said from thepps@lter. x<ii: M

1
Open me score-book at the Kyrie

which opens the Mass of St Cecidias

We go bearing

Dorcas, Mothers' Union, ther ancilliaries;

banner of St Thomas our sainsly patron

-.2nd others as now I'm not too ciex on,

oot o . bl : ;
singing, Hail, Festal! for the epiphadnal;

chorus and Cantor;in verse antiphonal.




1

No women-singers joined in té@ke marches.
Wait in the choirstalls under the arches
until we men have finished our stalking
to beat the Devil. You see, in walking/
our long lines, cassocked men and boy

noise /é\

of censer's clink, go ways unfamildar

banners and crosses, candlies, small

because on Fegst Days, our walk'®d a sealer

sealing 01' Satan. So, march route

forming a Sign of the Cross;/sure scoot

10 any Demons who may have/crept in
before we Massed to skeddddle sin.
¢ / A
Led by the Cantgdr, we all must wait
while he sings bars/(sixteen<orieight)
before we respoij//and always the same,

being a chcrus>/you colld rotyblame

our minds frog wandering. »So I recall
iteqOften, how sad the Stall

must to lady, white-frocked and hatted

4
midst embty benches. They would have chatted
4

buty;ﬁﬁ are exposed, for we're not there

in £fhe front benches to shield them .from stare.

®

V// Poor choir-ladies. However, how, back é;i"
A :

o Easter Mass, putting O1' Nick in ‘stack.

We homage the Altar, and intc the Stalls

for the business at hand: to ring these walls!

/
109 P vh A ww
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: ’ KYRIE ELEISON

The time has now come for the Solonelle.
i
We sing the Kyrie, which, truth to teil

is a long, plaintive call, and, I think, well

w

beauty-in-grief. Nowy as we end

=
[§6)

<now we're nervous; our fingers bend

1

C

the score-book pages; there is a clearing

of adult throats; show too they're caring

now tnat we near the mighty Credo.

use Latin titles, words sung in English3

1
e Kyrie, most scores distingu%gh.

(Prob'ly™~the Anglicans, when Henry Three

~

back long ago from Ramexgigke free,

dumped all their Latin and as apt flick

D

fo—
D
—h
<
—
=
]
cF
e 1y
D
pe
()
L)
\D
P

ept this D&t #f Greek.)

i
However that be, the Kyrie Gounod
has its own beauty, peculiar though;

/%?4 [ think that with™this opening piece

\\ he marked his f%nedwork. Now as we cease,

within himself, each choirboy girds

in his own way. The Comfortable Words

/

{which the Celebrant chants) is off a Iong way,

but I find meself sayingl them as I lay

o the thick score-book on the psalter-shelf



?

opened at The Place, humming to meselfj
cat-nervous as me eyes contemplate

A+
t v

ot

lorious CREDO. How will we rate’

g
. G
he twie

e-a-week practise, perfection-search?

ct

The sprinting from Fleet Street to Parish.Church,
Thursday-on—Thursday, the song in me head
as along Tower Street me booga-boots fled?
Will we be as boasie walking back
in the Recessional? Each man-Jdack
knowing he did his job and did it well
this morning, singing the Solonelle?

- Get that proud lo®k in me family's eyes?
(The shiny black one which Caro lets flies
upwards, whenever I win a school“test,
or don me Scotch Tweed, three-piece with vest.)
Dont know. Just wait. Hawgumgph throats clear.
Suck on a Sen-Sen. The kmowing is near.

f/iﬁE EPIST;Ei]]

We're off our knees. The Epistle is read

by one of the Beafons; the Gradual is led:

that glowing hymn with which we hail them

in LIGHTS ABOOJE, CELZSVIAL SALEWM.

follow the WO each cone is thinking

of the ol' Credo, a t sinking

in pits of stomach, awaiting

from the Celebrant.

to send us off,

Incensed and kissed, the Gospel is read.
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Thanks for the Word duly chanted{or said.)
And the Celebrant returns to the Centre,
raises his hands, invites us to enter.
And, to affirm the way we must trod,
he sings at the Altar: "I BELIEVE IN ONE GOD!"

Z:/bREDOi;7

And, so, here we are at

the Nicene Creed.
George Mark. We draw a bead

watching the stave / é:

about to prove we are tr

roof-ringers, #4///

Then, down drop the hands of Organist Dignum;

up come the bows of the strilng (agquisitum;

out go the elbows of double-bassistss

‘forth rush the voiges ofWthe fine chor'lists

2

as the grand mind of £harliegbounod heard it,
and as me own Mister Dighum stirred it.

And WHAM! We hit the scnant crash
which opensqthe CGredo; that stunning slash
of full-throated song at high octave
soaring across the high architrave
of strings and organ, fortissimo,
lauding belief with Charlie Gounod. g

‘ . 4

And, sheerly exul;ind, ju%t.as‘ne wrote,(
we struck: I BELIEVE! On towering note ...
IN ONE GOD! And, unbelievable,

topped the heights thought unassailable,
with: FATHER ALMIGHTY! And in full stride:

MAKER OF HEAVEN! the torrents ride —




AND OF EARTH! Now the hard-edged tencors
climb as they eye the bass-defenders

29

of the score's clefs, the plinths we stand on

o o i . Thetee
to build p#f harmonies, Ard we land ong®

ALL THINGS VISIBLE!; this first of the four

—————

homages to Trinity, Church. And now o'er

the

crumpets and other machines

(all e things visibles and the unseensj),

some will be thinking, Creator, assumel

We are the warp, wef You are the Loom! /Z>

(Not in words, though) in the heart.

Aged, I've asked. They 1 me part
of the true worker is common at ayer,

though often unrecognized by the Wayer.)

L~

l/"lo weg. ﬂnfﬁ(ﬁNCé,?CJ
And the great music surge in the wood
baneath me fore%rm, where there is stood

on the Stall's lectermy, lik& blades of gras

n

b

the notes in the thick score-book of the Mass.
Oh, flushedwwith triumph! Proud as can be!
Surplice high-shouldered! Dying to see
(but carefully) I now and then glance
down at the congregants. Do we entrapce?
Do their eyes thank for the soaring joys

we bring them, we gifted choirboys?
™ )

.;E::> .
The great;gﬁgrch'js filled, Sounds outside:
trams, cand}—Qendérs, cyclists astride
bell-tinkling:Humbers, Rudges and Raleighs
"aré rendered soundless by Charlie's sallies.
But think you've heard all the marvels yet?

{Ineide me haad) wait: i1l wa ant

v
V4 \f/\D‘/

<0



to the Incarnatus. We're winding down:
the WHO FOR US MEN is tenderly sown.

We kneel for it. And, quiet, the strings
and the soft-pedalled organ brings
whe—beauty, certainty, the axiom

on which is structured—altl—Christendoms-

AND WAS INCARNATE!

Candles, tall-burning.
Smoke from the incense rising and turning
past the bowed heads of those adoring
the Mystery of God ddjuring
through the suffering of His Son.
Wnom, says the Creed, with Him, art One‘a
Coming—+o—earth—inflesh -as-we
and_yet not co; for eternally
He "wWas—and—is—God.  Anty, Whatts more,

~making-us—equal with Wfrtom we—adore—

é:/;QE SINGERS ;

There are“five colonies in Diggy's realm.

Five,str3ams of singers and he at the heln.
First are’the basses: now strangely gentle,
Messrs- Smith, Brown in testamental
lieder. And second: high. tenors harkihg.
Thirdly: contralios so calmly walklng

. 'led bq '-1.5 'Me,x'.si ’he $ixth ‘BOOE teachar :
such tlmbre texﬁﬂbe ‘none can reach h@r(j?
‘of Olqa Myers and the great role she took
yoqul have read much about in this book).
'Foufth: the sopranos, the first mainstay
of every choir. And last in the lay,

boy-singers, whom, since Middle Ages,

21
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in candlelight. Bowed heads, listening,

af worshippers. And I am thanking

there are no trams, iron wheels clanking;

only the rubbers of hackneys hauling,
rubber-shod

and seft=fatiing hooves. And a distant calling

of a ship in the harbour for a pilot tardy.

A murmur of wind as it tugs at the hardy

branch of a guinep in the graveyard. And

the small 1ift of the Celebrant's hand

crossing himself; as we all do too,

at altar andsstall, in every pew.

And in all the Mass, it is here that we

at the foot of the Cross, in truth mtily see.

And so now we go into the,pre-coda portion
concerning the Spirit;qthe music, an ocean
encompassing us, inswhichyjoyously

proud of our craft, weygo wondrously
certain and .strong, the great harmonies
going outafromiwus, the Five Colonies,
song-people whom Mr Dignum did gather

to sing Gounod's songs. And so the Father,

Son and Spirit sung, its to the coda
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{in candlelight:*wsé"yd'heads. iistening.

af worsnippers. An&figam thankiﬁg

tihers are nc trams, iron wheels éianking;

only the rubhers\uf hackneys hauling,
rubber-shoed iy o8

end sefs«fadiieg hooves. And a distant calling

of a ship in the harbour for a pilot tardy.

A murmur of wind as it tugs at the hardy

pranch of a guinep in the gréveyard. And

the small 1ift of the Celebrant's hand

crossing himself; & we all do too,

at aitar andsstall, in every pew. 6
>
Anc in all the Mass, it is here that @
at tne foot of the Cross, in trutn% y see.
And sc now we go into thew@& portion
C

concerning the Spiritiqthe 1 , an ocean
&
encompassing us, i ngth\"%yously

proud of our cr tmgo wondrously

ce~tein aend , the great harmonies

0ing outs s, the Five Colonies,

song-people om Mr Dignum did gatner
to sing Gounod's songs. ARd sc the Father,

Son and Spirit sung, its to the coda
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of the outer. Hence the

Five conlonies. To Diggy they cede.
Surrogates singing the Nicene Creed.
(:Z>
The voices roll, the faces glistening
in candlelight. Bowed heads listening
of congregants. And I am thanking
there are no trams with iron wheels clanking.
Only the rubbers of hackneys hauling;
soft-falling hooves. A distant calling
of a ship summoning a pilot tardy.
And a wind's murmur, tugs at the hardy
branches of guinep in graveyard.
Angd,
the small lift of the Celebrant's 4aand
crossing himself. As we do 400
at Altar, Stalls, in ever§ pew.

For in the Mass,Nit isWhere that we
belieye we Jfe.

at the Foot @&Q.tWe CrossA§v~$nuLy—§Ee»

Satan Sgems ) though good you seek,
to trade with strong and plunder weak.
Either wayrycu stand to lose.

Seems its fixed. You carnot choose. ///

Internalities of ?he Mass i £

L]
causes chandé to come to pass

inside séj?? support edchewa
‘ ituals:
music, candlesy incense, Word,
helps the Inner Xcice be heard
insulated inAhe soul.

N e purpose. Blessed role.

Ze

(:Knee Jumps ‘j TR e e

p



Ever since those days, its here
that T firmly hgye no fear

Net wodly fawg cf}ﬁ@AL»
that retigionts—a—waste—of time

e e
8 not pantomime
(fless you are an anchorite
cased in your own skin drawn tight).
Thus the Sacring Bell at Hosting;
hand-claps of the Pentecosting;
water-dipping Baptist preachers;
garlanding of certain creatures
(as do Hindus); ritual washing,
then to Mecca downward bashing;
Jewish shofar; animists
leafing through Creation's listsy—=
11 of these do havé@ their say

in the choice of Wagw me® pray.

Me mind runs now, @S write this,
to Aunt Adrie (@ope\to"high bliss).

Me Aunt Adrie,vborn a Visitor.
Knew city ®hurclles? An inquisitorX//
into the Baptists, Seventh-Day,/Wégley,
visited Catholics, converssﬁ/}éﬁzely)
with bele-eating Seven KeyAs men;i
even to a poco-yard now &nd then.

3 -

g for far”t}avels,

Knowing me liki
took me to those djStant revels:
Cross Roads, Half Way Tree, Four Roads,

ntain Road; the far abodes

: 7~
holding/her hand as we prance and lurch,

watoﬁ(nq her facz when it livens and lauahc!
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>...%the surging passages of$affinma¢i§51}”f'

-

-

.
. .

24

lster, telling how the Rollers she crafts)

Sisters, Mary, Mudda, Caro,
laughter- bled under the shady mahoe,
face-bones dancin n her cheeks high,

long-fingered hands to her hearers descry.

ﬁm CODA /

So we flowed AW into the portion
SON9
Spirit-turned; 4p& the musieMy an ocean,
oo N

wrags us abs®t; and joyously

proud of e#¥” craft, are wondrously

Sf'r""'»"i_ SuRre .
certadr and si=smg. The great harmonies
He

roll free among =R Five Colonies ,

Now, the"REATHER,

Rg, we go tojthe Coda

L

confirming Sacramé;€§} eing the ode a
Nicene School, Year “fhree-twemty-five

wrote as its Credowin God Aliv

ST

As the first notes of the Sanctus steal -~ -7

out in a murmur (HOLY!.HOLY!)J'kmeel

at the sopranos' lyric inVié?iiomb’ pMAEET
4 g PR b o

e e

o

%

The royal words, each inwardly glowing;
all of a certainty, all of a flowing.

After long yearz . Gounod, remembered
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is in the heart-cry: WE DO NOT PRESUME...!

asking for access to Upper Room.

We do not presume, 0 Lord, to attend

at Your great feast, or " our knees bend

tc gather the crumbs from under Your table,

being unworthy. VYet, You are able

In a small way (I think back now)

though we were young, we Knew somehow.

Sl L Y gl dla B
How quiet we were in Humble Access!

In Consecration, we:were distractless.
Somehow we knew the sobering impqrt

of Bread being God; and tried tojcomport.
And when the mcment was marked £y, the bell,

we prayed with the Celebraptiytruly and well.

2:?1 SMALL STORY ij

Yet, as a Chr@piQler trying to tell
all that I may, pleass hear this as well.

A nice little Bgrick®long ago was thought up

B
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by soseone so the Ringer was brought up
to knowing the moment they raised the Host
then the Great Bell was . tolled. But lost
to si1ght and sound of the Mass, the Ringer
is unaware of the moment the Singer
is Consec?i%ting. So was devised
(.17 o
the little game where a Server apprised
the Ringer by shaking a six-foot aperture.
;14T ~—— One day the Imp in our Stalls shook astir
and laid his hands on one of our fellows.
W AenT —’%3And, horror! There came bellow on beldows
as the Great Bell shattered the singing
of Stainer's Agnus (so gentle!); brié%ng
forests of heads to the graveyard_swinging

to see through the walls at the Meregtic ringing.

) Never was like such chapper on bow

|~ ST

_during the Lamb @ f\God adagio.

Poor Ringemwl & had indeed received

the signal butWwasshoodwinked, deceived;
not noticing that tne window shaken
was not the usual. Steps were then taken

to tighten the drill. A designated

(and guarded) casement was thencgforth slaped: (f° - ;f??“ '
.'.0 . . ] i . < 5o ‘?‘., .‘_
fTH.E CONSECRATION \,_] W A
; . 1

///(*%7»~77The scents of blooms and incense excites
theseg are
beauty and hope; / Easter's indites,

Soft clinks at Altar as they prepare
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in the Sanctus, returns unemcumbered

in its haunting adoration, 59

a continuing oblation.

BENEDICTUS
Sanctus is over. Soft clearings of threcats.
We settle back. Me mind plucks at notes

for the Benedictus (Blessed is He)

always to me comes out awkwardly

after the syntactic strength of the Sanctus;
and I recall in the settings among us

must have been few with scores to rousej

in the texts we had, one sort of plaughs
through to Hosanna! and even_hegxe

(in me known texts) no mightygcheer.

But in this last somMg togthe Humble Access

should it be 19veNdy? heel-kicking? rack-less?

Indeed, I think no%."SMe do not presume,

that humbling pwmayewm)says; nct in a gloom,
but forthrigh%,deflare we know our limits.

(Free-born? Self-slaves! Only He manumits!)

ij;ANON i

Into the Canon)we internalize ; , ¥

tﬁe_awesome privilegé we é{eﬁciéé
when we intake an Omniscient God,
receiving Body, accepting Blood.

I think the great prayer in Eucharist,

the "brokep-and=contritel:as it 15 lists

s
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’ in Cup and Platen the sacred fare.
,'wlng\f~%'Celebrant, under his breath, the rite
A e

recites to dine: "Who in that night ...ACO

eep'ning hush, the quiet br ing.

/
'

'_Uncovers Bread, Wi ings exceeding
the world of ings. He lifts the Host.

F 1. BE LIFTED, I SAVE . THE LOSTiY

"Took Bread, took Wine ..." He shows the Being.

AAn7 |— Sacring Bell rings. God sees us kneeling.

Sl /

@ B



/

*

N A //

’ --BREAK -~ ﬁéﬁy

—_ How quiet we are! Today,!l pe'rceive
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that our young souls did somehow receive
knowledge that we were witnesses

to man's weak search for the Mysteries.
T For at Elevation when the bell rings
and Celebrant, in the Ecstasy, sings

the Consecration and raises the Host,

fls-)->Lord, we were holy! Come, Holy Ghost!

ot

3 AGNUS DEI’i]

I In Agnus Dei (Oh, Lamb of God;

L asking the comfort of staff & rod)
is Gounod's
iciepeddd, truly melodious chanting;

which,
an § alr,Atﬁyii these years, is stigdal hauntlng

as when we were the Church's childréns
Aged now, the beauty . AMilch “eacth - filled then
still has a qualiti\that makag us free
of poorly minds; wigbout Wmdgery.
i:}OMMUNIOﬁ—T)
/uL@D%Bacn préwides the Communion's lyring:

;7p352§§§>JEsu, JOY OF MAN'S DESIRING

that richest weave

of men and dewwice,

: those
did ever A of great gifts conceive,

in hymnody; as, violins, only,

accompany us So strange and 1ona1y e;

L I

this po:gnant aaf..thls nasterplece

- 7

Prollfrc.genlus' He gave w1thout cease.

s ol =1 o .
{j:& LAST GOSPEL

'Qbé%"\————e? And now it+is over. 'The Last Gospel read.

The‘Chache wiped. Cloth covers the Bread.
G We sing.the GLORIA EXCELSIS refrain.

(\; Walk the Recessional, all feeling the drain
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But quietly exulting extting that byour wills

we trained aﬁﬁ worked and gained proud skills.
r— g G A

A It is a.still walk. There Eé/ﬂofébng. ’\\\

/Tﬁo lines of men and boys wq}kﬁéfong

!

; 4
- the watching aisles. Try not to look boasie

e
while Mr Dignum @1%ys us a mostly
march. He too is proud of us.

ses high keys: to speak aloud to us.)

noot a glance to the Goldsmith's feet,
at me family-pew. The Aunts' eyes meet

mine in round 0's. But Caro mouths

one of her famous suck-teeth kirrouts!

Lord, we are weary! But how good dinfeels!

Every round 0, each smile reveals
that what we've done, we did vefy Wwedl.

(BOY, DID WE SING THATNQL'4SOLONELLE!)

A sideways glance; George'gives me a wink.
—
&

o4

I'l1l just observe:d, "Tedthe British Empire

belong us Anglicans4 You're h;:i/zn hire.
S
Gives you a chance to be us fop a day.

Soon as we hit the_chureh¥yard, I think

Seven-Keys, Holy-Rol} is the Yanks' wayi",”-

V

" sneer at me;

Maybe his wise eyes will
say (in American): 5'dq%¢‘teeéhaégﬁ. . ?. )

haul ip his lin change bait, and choosing

a new drop (dOne whenever he's losing,

he's very“good) and, disconcerting,

e a thought from his great learning:
"From pole to pole, somewhere in the world,

in all the t0”9“ef;#jf_fj,ffjll§§’48/ﬁ“r19d

29
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® T'his is an abridged exiract from
Vic Reid’s forthcoming line-biography:

I'HE KINGSTON CHRONICLES

‘At the Goldsmith’s Feet’ |

turning fourteen. Years which leaven

In that year of ‘Twenty-seven,
what me chronicle now will tell

—when we sang the Solonelle

Easter-day at Solemn Mass.

This was how it came to pass.
“Twixt Ash Wednesday-Easter Day

“lays me Church’s ancient way

telling Man the central reason

for its founding; Easter season.
“Twixt Ash Wednesday-Easter Day,
wear your hairshirt. Satan’s flay?
Miserere! Sombre Lent!
Sorrow-time! Repine! Repent!

PALM SUNDAY

A ‘Virst break in this dismal season

- Palm Sunday (Bodeful reason!)
Yot — yes! Candles lit again!
Sable cloths away again
for a day’s while! Joyously
sing: RIDE ON IN MAJESTY!
But a short-lived celebration.

For the song of approbation

lasts a day. Then %auk to sorrow

Holy Week begins tomorrow

Holy Week of marked lament.
Cassocks black. The days of Lent
being a time of sadness rampant;
hymns are anguished. Prayers cauterant.

* But I speak of this elsewhere.

: Now its Easter! Banish care!

... And with gladness celebrate

* this prime feast of priest and lait.

Been a choirboy some good while.

« Time came for a chan%e in style:

cassocks going from black to purples,

| - brighter stuff, no more drab turtles.

Easter was the time then chosen
for new robes.

And interwoven

with new clothes, the nice election:

* Mi. Dignum’s score-selection.

*St. Cecelia’s, was the setting;

**strings and brass, and also getting

=< great John Lyons for the Sanctus,

- Kyrie Eleison, Benedictus.: .

. And that was the Easter Mudda bought me

Scotch Tweed full suir cut at the knee
(loni ones were iater), Shantung shirt,
s shoes, silk socks, real leather-girt.

THE PREPARATIONS

- Last evening we took down the black Altar Front,
- undraped the Crucifix, Lectern and Font;
g brought out purple and red robes, changing

mournings of Lent (our form of abstaining).

i Altar Guild ladies fetched in the flowers,
“ rain-dampened, glistening from April showers;

aired the Sacristy, white cloth on Credence,

« polished Predellas; one hums in sequence

* Eucharist hymns as'she brushed at the shelf
“in time to organ, and, crossing herself
shufﬂcd Epistle to Gmne! and back

M @ngrum practising JESU by Bam
“Wlllle of Honﬁ Kong”

On Holy Saturday we had Preparations:

Pre-Sanctified Mass; doing the Stations;

collecting me sixpence from Mudda and marched

to the Chinese laundry for me Etons, starched

blade-taut by “Willie, late of Hong Kong;”

(one for the morning, other Evensong).

How we have worked at old Mr. Gounod’s!

Full choir, instruments, worked all the soloes.

Meanwhile rehearsed at the foot of the Altar

acolytes, censers; move well, no falter

putting bad frowns on the Rector, watching.

But cheirboys at the Stall sides batching,

whisper our jokes at the dumb show; vainer

that we are singers, familiar with Stainer,

and Purcell, Elgar, and therefore clearly

of higher stuff than any who merely

are poked wakeful at Celebrant’s order:

“Go ferch that!... this!... straighten the border

at cassock-tail whenever you kneel”

(For it should fall squarely over the heel).

Poor little bring-come, go-pick-up-that!

Which of them ever sang a Magnificat?

The Vestry

Come share with me what is 2 boy’s moment

§.. as in the Vestry we form for the post-Lent
v+ lift of the pall of the church’s Sad Forty
' * now to commence with our double-file sortie
i~ into the church, behind the Verger
‘-* carrying his staff, black-gowned liturger.
B Nervously, we wait the priest’s invocation
M when we’ll march to begin the oblation.
1"~ A little shivery under cassocks and surplices.
{l.. Our Etons itch. Poor shaky-knees novices.
" Clearings of throats. Palms dried on gowns.

Don’t know that we’ll be cap’ble of sounds

- when the time comes to open the hymnal

at the page marked for the Processional.

And we hear the church breathe, a kind of soft gale
down the sea-field. Gobble us if we fail!

But Mr. Diggy, cool as a January

on organ stool high in the Sancruary

8~ calms us with the familiar airs
* from well-loved scores. We form in pairs. =TA ;,q

Collars and Fears

" A silence enters now in the Vestry.
.4., The Great Bell ends a sudden its chesty
=B . bellow. We bow our heads for prayers,

starchly confined in collars and fears.
Softly we sing the Amen sector

l. 0 invocations. Beadle, to Rector,

.. bows; to the organist waves; he’s tall,

| Diggy sces him from his stool in the Stall
i and sways and rocks at the high console,

shrugs shoulder-loose his organist’s cowl,
and the great organ, triumphantly,

i~ with tonal power, exultantly

lifts its great voice in exordium,

g S sings: AT THE LAMB’S HIGH FEAST WE COME!
; And we go out. Suddenly, unharried.

Heavy hymnals, now lightly carried.
A glorious outrush of breath sends forth
the poetry and music for all we’re worth
and enter the nave, marching in pairs.

.. The Easter hymn sings away our fears.

“Porro Johnson”

'* I’'m aware that me friend, John Mark

marching beside, in a thin bark
sings out the line after feast we come,

§l.. thus: leaving more and bringing some.
- Should “Porro” Johnson, our secret’ry,

marching behind, hear that heresy.

.. then me friend John will land a suspfnsion

“Forty days, boy, fxom now to Ascension!” [ fovd

I work me toes il me shoes to see YT (et s

pebbles or things that could cause misery /e
in the procession (two on High Days). .

e

«wekrow we're doomed.

“Me Aunt

Marching or singing, boys had sound ways.
Still, in the back-stalls, choir-ladies were .

not slow to poke ribs, should cause occur,
employing fans, the edge of a psalter

through the seat-rails at slightest falter.
Mothers and teachers, they think boy-piknies
are always up to smart chicaninies.

Mark , its true; but who can blame us..
Can w stlll when a priest, famous

for being long winded drones on and on,

on sin, when for us, the battle’s been won?
We're free of taint by Eucharist’s end!

Last Gospel read and Satan penned!

And at High Altar, the Triple’s spoken

and the church rocks, at the pow’ful invoken!
We wish the ladies in the back-stall

would cease their worry; no peril at all.

THE PROCESSIONS
Solemn High Mass to the Messe Solonelle
is a long haul. Plus two hours? Well,
when you consider prayers to be chanted;
Gospel, not said, but sung, or descanted -
we must be fit to handle all this.
Friends will be angry if one note you miss
(not to forget a poke from the fans
of watchfully stern lady-Anglicans)
for (now I know) we were proud boy-singers
and had our code. Although no bell-ringers
for honour of craft, or art, no pretence.
we were somehow aware of excellence. -
Thoughts such as these scurry through me head
as we step to the aisle; and, there, up ahead.
the flowered Table! The candles glitter!

.4‘- s

LORD. MAKE THIS CHOIRBOY NEVER SING SWEETER'

Some povertied mind may not understand
the way a boy’s thoughts, at a time so grand.
A grievous loss to this world’s plunder -

is that we lose our sense of wonder;
but, to the lucky who’ve not been so tragic
as lose the key to the Kingdom of Magic,
please join our ranks. With us, side-and-side
march now to this song of Eastértide.

- “There goes so-and-so!”
Stealing quick glances, we march the aisle -
catching the fond looks cast on our file
by the proud parents of fellows we know,

whispering to neighbours: “There goes so-and-so!”

There, Bobby Rhoden’s mum, Foster Lane,
high- stepped as our house and with 2 vang
of jalousies; Percy Miller’s mum’s

house is on Laws Street; me closest chums.
And Frank McLaren; he’s Calabar High,
soon to outgrow his voice, and then, why,
CAPTURED HE’LL BE BY THE ACOL
Who seem to think they’re the whole sheba
But somewhat bitter; for wo i g,
that soon we'll no longer be boy

For, proud SOpranos, soméhguit

’"d’ _2 :'

tenor or baritone, a
“And no suspensions

_march, as the thuribler swept
his'¢ r@ssing the northern transept,

I look'to rhe efty,me Mudda'to greet,
%]d?;h $ Aunts, m@ng at the Goldsmith’s feet.

2Goldsmith? I've told you elsewhere that its

Tﬁg), in

“the JohfWolmer bust where me family sits.
ary Brooks knows Parish Church lore.

iﬁe oldest sister, and, what’s more,

wasr with the Old Church before the ‘Quake,
Nineteen-seven; and, at New-Church stake
when all attended at Old Conversorium

to draw for pews in the new sanctuarium
which took the place of the wrecked P.C.,
built when Port Royal sank in the sea.

And that Sar’day won our Family Seat

(lots' were cast) at the Goldsmith’s feet).

So, now, in me march, quick look to see
that this pikni makes a proud family.

Me eyes catch Adrie’s, third of four sisters;
unhappily wed but a courage that glisters

in darkest hour with a wry quip;

riow rolls her eyes at her lucky kinship.

Me Aunt Caro winks, but I keep a straight face,
for Mudda’s strict about falling from grace,
when, in-me robes, lead the Celebrant

to the High Altar with me gift of descant.
“Three-feet tall, leading God’s go-between
up to the Altar!” said Aunt Caro’s grin.

Me. Aunt Caro. Wrote of her in NEW DAY,
me first novel, from her childhood to gray.
There never was anyone quite like she.
Quite spoilt her nephews, Len and me.

“IMPERIAL ROGUES”

Marching the aisle on the brown-ribbed matting
covering the floor, through the soft slatting
of me feet, feel the knobs and strange dimples
of tombstone history; the quaint unsimples,
unlikely virtues of Imperial rogues

who built the Empire by cunning collogues.
Beneath me feet lay the long ago

English wardogs; the Admiral Benbow

is the most famed, and, I think, rightly.

He was a brave man. I step lightly.

But here we are now, at last at the Altar.

Our Father, Collect, said from the psalter.
Open me score-book at the Kyrie

which opens the Mass of St. Cecelia.

SAINTLY PATRON

We homage the Altar, and into the Stalls
for the business at hand: to ring these walls!

KYRIE ELEISON

The time has now come for the Solonelle,
We sing the Kyrie, which, truth to tell

i a long, plaintive call, and, I think, well

is beauty-in-grief. Now as we end

we know we’re nervous; our fingers bend
the score-book pages; there is a clearing

of adult throats; show too they’re caring
now that we near the mighty Credo.

Can they.:be feeling, too — tremolo?
However that be, the Kyrie Gounod

has its own beauty, peculiar though;

I think that with this opening piece

he marked his fine work. Now as we cease,
within himself, each choirboy girds

in his own way. The Comfortable Words
(which the Celebrant chants) is off a long way;
but I find meself saying them as I lay

the thick score-book on the psalter-shelf
opened at The Place, humming to meself;
cat-nervous as me eyes contemplate
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that glorious CREDO. How will we rate?

the twice-a-week practise, perfection-search?

The sprinting from Fleet Street to Parish Church,

Thursday-on-Thursday, the song in me head

as along Tower Street me booga-boots fled?

Will we be as boasie walking back

in the Recessional? Each man- ]ack

knowing he did his job and did it well

this morning, singing the Solonelle?

Get that proud look in me family’s eyes?

(The shiny black one which Caro lets flies

upwards, whenever I win a school test,

or don me Scotch Tweed, three-piece with vest.)

Don’t know. Just wait. Harrumph throats clear.

Suck on a Sen-Sen. The knowing is near.
THE EPISTLE

We’re off our knees. The Epistle is read

by one of the Deacons; the Gradual is led:

that glowing hymn with which we hail them

in LIGHTS ABODE, CELESTIAL SALEM.

THE GOSPEL
Incensed and kissed, the Gospel is read.
Thanks for the Word duly chanted (or said.)
And the Celebrant returns to the Centre,
raises his hands, invites us to enter.
And, to affirm the way we must trod,
he sings at the Altar: “I BELIEVE IN ONE GOD!”

CREDO

Then, down drop the hands of Organist Dignum;
up come the bows of the string acquisitum;
out go the elbows of double-bassists;
forth rush the voices of the fine chortists;™
as the grand mind of Charlie Gounod heard it,
and as me own Mister Dignum stirred it.
And — WHAM! We hit the sonant crash
which opens the Credo; that stunning slash
of full-throated song at high octave
soanng across the high architrave

d organ, fomssxmo

EVE! On towering note ...
D! And, unbelievable,

climb as they eye the bass-defenders
of the score’s clefs, the plinths we stand on
to build the harmonies that we land

“DO WE ENTRANCH
And the great music surge in the wood
beneath me forearm, where there is stood
on the Stall’s lectern, like blades of grass,
the notes in the thick score-book of the Mass.
Oh, flushed with triumph! Proud as cgn be!
Surplice high-shouidered! Dying to see

~~(but carefully) I now and then glance

down at the congregants. Do we entrance?
Do their eyes thank for the soaring joys

' we bring them, we gifted choirboys?

The great church is filled. Sounds outside: -
trams, candy-vendors, cyclists astride
bell-tinkling Humbers, Rudges and Raleighs
are rendered soundless by Charlie’s sailies.
But think you’ve heard all the marvels yet?

: e - (Inside me head) wait till we get
J‘,}“‘,‘! (/{bﬁ’" ‘AU”A’ Wit

to the Incarnatus. We’re winding down:
the WHO FOR US MEN is tenderly sown.
We kneel for it. And, quiet, the strings
and the soft-pedalled organ brings

AND WAS INCARNATE!

Candles, tall-burning.

Smoke from the incense rising and turning
past the bowed heads of those adoring

the Mystery of God adjuring

through the suffering of His Son.

Whom, says the Creed, with Him, art One.

THE SINGERS

There are five colonies in Diggy’s realm.
Five streams of singers and he at the helm.
First are the basses: now strangely gentle,
Messrs Smith, Brown in testamental
lieder. And second: high tenors harking.
Thirdly: contraltos so calmly walking

(led by Miss Myers, me Sixth Book teacher,
such timbre texture, none can reach her;
of Olga Myers and the great role she took
you’ll have read much about in this book).
Fourth: the sopranos, the first mainstay

of every choir. And last in the lay,
boy-singers, whom, since Middle Ages,
been a church-mark, decreed by the Sages.
Five colonies. To Diggy they cede.
Surrogates singing the Nicene Creed.

The voices roll, the faces glistening

in candlelight. Bowed heads listening

of congregants. And I am thanking

there are no trams with iron wheels clanking.
Only the rubbers of hackneys hauling;
soft-falling hooves. A distant calling

of a ship summoning a pilot tardy.

And a wind’s murmur, tugs at the hardy
branches of guinep in graveyard. And

the small lift of the Celebrant’s hand
crossing himself. As we do too

at Altar, Stalls, in every pew.

For in the Mass, it is here that we

at the Foot of the Cross, believe we see.
Ever since those days, its here

that [ firmly have no fear

worship faces a very hard time

if it does not pantomime

(‘less you are an anchorite

cased in your own skin drawn tight).

Thus the Sacring Bell at Hosting;
hand-claps of the Pentecosting;
water-dipping Baptist preachers;

garlanding of certain creatures

(as do Hindus); ritual washing,

then to Mecca downward bashing;

Jewish shofai; animists

leafing through Creation’s lists —

all of these do have their say

in the choice of how men pray.

THE CODA

So we flowed into the portion

Spirit-turned; the song an ocean,

carries us and joyously

proud of craft, are wondrously

strong and sure. / e great harmonies

roll free among the Five Colonies.
SANCTUS

As the first notes of the Sanctus steal

out in a murmur (HOLY! HOLY?), kneel

at the sopranos’ lyric invitation,

the surging passages of affirmation.

all L/\vrAhS‘ﬁ‘
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