
This month we sang Harvest Festival at Bledlow on the first of October, and Evensong at Ripon 
Cathedral on the seventh. We now rehearse for our next engagement, Remembrance Sunday, for 
which Stephen Bartlett-Jones has composed an anthem. 
 
At Harvest, we sang Thou Visiteth the Earth, by Maurice Greene, a contemporary of Handel. He 
composed great art music, but Jeff says we have to sing it as if with muddy boots on as folk, not art, 
music. Harvest concerns earthy things and fertility, so the art in this case was to write such a great 
rousing folk song. 
 
Ripon rehearsals went well, and we were well-practised. I drove to Ripon on the Friday evening to 
the Unicorn Hotel, and was glad to find when I arrived that it really exists, and isn’t just mythical.  
 
We (Stuart King and I) arrived at 9.02 pm, just missing the Ripon Horn: the Hornblower was still in 
the Market Square wearing a tricorn hat and antique clothing. He blows the horn every night at 9 pm 
to tell the people it is time for bed, but no-one pays any attention, as the pubs are still heaving at 
midnight. It is a delightful town with a large but squat Cathedral and a confusing one-way system: 
you can’t see the cathedral to orient yourself as you drive round and round in small circles.  
 
On Saturday rehearsal was at 2 pm, so I went to Fountains Abbey and Studley Royal Water Gardens, 
3 miles distant, in the morning (spectacular), and then to the cathedral to rehearse for Evensong.  
 
There were probably about 30 of us there. There were no hymns or sermon, so the service lasted 40 
minutes: is it worth moving 30 people 230 miles there for a 40 minute service, and then 240 miles 
back, a total travelled by everyone of 13,800 miles? Yes! as it was a fantastic. It is such a good 
experience to go to a new cathedral (new to me), work hard for the performance, have Jeff say that 
he is unstressed, as he feels we know it well (usually he has kittens), get out for a break to the town 
for tea and cake with our lovely choir, followed by the totally moving church service, with a vast 
stillness into which we drop our music.  
 
The cream on the cake was that Jeff told us afterwards that we had never sung better. I would have 
gone to Edinburgh or Aberdeen Cathedral for that! Perhaps not Aberdeen on second thoughts. We 
are so lucky. 
 
We sang canticles by Knott, Reading responses, a Psalm chant by Stuart King (fine tune, difficult 
words, so a little tricky) and O Nata Lux by Lauridsen. Cynthia had a wonderful time on the organ, 
and was able to waggle a painted mechanical hand under the organ loft. This used to be for 
conducting the choir – but luckily we had Jeff instead! 
 
It would be lovely to repeat the evensong in Bledlow or Saunderton, if the chance arises, before we 
forget it. Stuart tried to organise a repeat at his Church in Risborough, but no convenient date has 
yet been found. If we sing it there, I hope you all come! 


