
“We few, we happy few, we band of brothers”. 

After our visit to Ripon Cathedral, we began rehearsals for Remembrance Day at Bledlow.  
 
The anthem is “Rhyfel” (Welsh for war), composed by choir member Stephen Bartlet-Jones.  
 
It is difficult partly because some of the text is in Welsh, a language in which we are not at home, 
and partly because you have to get used to any new composer’s style, as different from anything 
done before (at least since Stephen’s last piece).  
 
The service seems ever more moving every year: all that young death is terribly sad. The choir had 
learned Stephen’s piece thoroughly. We had the benefit of Jeff’s interpretation of Stephen’s piece, 
followed by Stephen’s explanation of what he really meant.  
 
I was too busy singing to spot congregation members who had not read the program notes, and 
would not have anticipated the Welsh middle section: they must have wondered if their ears had 
failed, or the choir had forgotten to gargle. The piece was a triumph. I also enjoyed the National 
Anthem, as the harmonies are easy, and you can belt them. 
 
You may wonder: why the epigraph?  
 
It is because I am resigning from writing the Choir’s news, and while the choir may not be fully 
comparable to the English army at Agincourt, it expresses my feelings about the choir on my last 
opportunity here.  
 
The repetition of the church calendar (while lovely), and the difficulty of finding new things to say 
about Christmas and Easter are stopping me. I want to write con brio, and do not want to slow to 
adagio, or doloroso, let alone (horror!) funebre. 
 
Based on the songs in his plays, Shakespeare must have been a musician and singer. His choir 
membership may have been in his mind when writing about Agincourt. We are all in the Choir to 
make music, so one does not mind the benign, warm and cuddly dictatorship of Jeff, who leads us 
forth to cathedrals all over England (not Wales or Scotland yet) to engage the church choral 
tradition, and we might one day follow him to Agincourt, if there is a church there and a 
congregation who like English choral music (well, we have been to Paris). 
 
And at the Remembrance Day Service, Jeff announced to the choir, in what I felt was a deliberately 
quiet and understated way (how he could have failed to have a trumpet fanfare, when we had a 
trumpeter on hand to play the Last Post, I do not know) that we have been accepted to sing 
Evensong at St. Paul’s Cathedral. Wow! He said he had sent in a tape of our performance at Ripon 
Cathedral, and they accepted us. It is pretty competitive to sing there, and the idea of singing in this 
place of state funerals, royal weddings and so forth is pretty amazing. So I hope you will all come and 
support us. The date is not yet set, but probably July 2018. 
 
So wonderful! 


