




















WESTMINSTER BRIDGE















PREFACE

Tue Canterbury Pilgrims, many years ago, probably
passed through the streets or in the immediate neigh-
bourhood of the old City of Rochester as they wended
their way to and from the Shrine of Thomas 4 Becket.
Their journeys lay through a diversified and beautiful
country, and though toilsome could not have been
without many happy days. Through the streets of the
same old City of Rochester, nearly seventy years ago,
I used to pass to and fro to attend to my duties
at the Cathedral, starting on the Pilgrimage recorded
in the following pages. My journey has been a long
one, my experiences very diversified. 1 have had as
companions, like the Canterbury Pilgrims, a varied
Company of all Professions and Ranks of Men. My
life’s work has been attended with many joys and
some sorrows, yet my days have not been really
toilsome, and I have indeed been happy in my
opportunities. The notes of my life which I have
been tempted to put on record contain nothing very
remarkable,—of that I am quite conscious. But the
duties which have fallen to me in connection with
many important functions at the Abbey will be of
some little interest to my friends at least. And
possibly the story of my career may be an encourage-
ment to some boy or boys in Cathedral Choirs upon
whom in due time the care of our Cathedral Music
may devolve. In the past the Cathedral Choirs have
furnished men who have nobly held to the best
traditions, and so I hope it may be in the future. The
difference between the present time, with its oppor-
tunities for young musicians, and the distant time of
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my own youth is immense. Then, there was only one
Musical College, the Royal Academy of Music; there
was only one scholarship (outside the R.A.M.) available
for young musicians—the Mendelssohn; there were
no Local Examinations in Music; only one really
important orchestra (the Philharmonic) existed in the
whole country, excepting, of course, after a time the
Hallé Orchestra in Manchester. Organs were incom-
plete and old-fashioned, Bach’s Fugues could not be
properly executed upon them. And yet, with all
these drawbacks, I made progress, and my Cathedral
training laid a foundation upon which I have, at
various times, relied to see me successfully through
musical responsibilities of no light order.

Most of my life has been devoted (though not
exclusively) to the service of the Church. As boy
and man I have served under seven Deans, I have
worked with eleven Precentors, while Canons, Vicars-
Choral, and Choristers are too numerous to mention.
Outside the Church I have laboured at my Profession
as Conductor, Teacher in Colleges, Lecturer, and
University Professor. In all these various ways I have
tried to serve the cause of Music. Whether I have
done all that in me lay, readers of the following pages
must decide. But, at any rate, I can conscientiously
say I have done my best to fulfil worthily the duties
of any position to which I have been called.

LirtLingToN TOWER,
December, 1918.
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** Old Cathedral—earthy smell.”

THE GREAT WEST DOOR OF ROCHESTER CATHEDRAL,
(From a water-colour sketch by S, Aveling,)




A WESTMINSTER PILGRIM.

CHAPTER L

Duke of Wellington’s Funeral—Rochester Cathedral—Mr. J. L.
Hopkins—Private Theatricals—A Barrel of Apples—A Caning
Incident—Mr. Miles—An Ingenious Use of a Mirror—]Joseph
Maas—Launch of the “Cressy "—Landing of Princess Alexandra
at Gravesend.—An Ideal Precentor.

It was the day of the funeral of the Duke of Wellington
in St. Paul’s, November 18th, 1852. In a corner of
the Norman Nave of one of our oldest Cathedrals, the
Passing Bell was being solemnly tolled as a tribute
to the departed hero. The ringer was a blind man
(who also acted as organ-blower), known to all as
“blind Fred.” A little chorister stood by watching
the monotonous pulls of the rope and listening to the
mournful response of the bell. After a while the boy
somewhat surprised the blind man by exclaiming, “Let
me have a pull or two, Fred, I should like to say I had
tolled the bell for the great Duke of Wellington.” The
request was acceded to, and the little deputy bell-ringer
gave a few tolls for the Iron Duke. The place was
Rochester Cathedral (that ‘“old Cathedral too—earthy
smell—pilgrims’ feet worn away the old steps”—so
ingeniously summarised by Mr. Jingle), and the little
chorister was myself.
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When he wrote “ The Pickwick Papers” Dickens was
quite a young man, but he evidently knew the Cathedral
of Rochester very well, as is evidenced by his allusion
to the steps worn by pilgrims’ feet, and later in the
same sentence to ‘Jerkins too—matchlocks.” These
worn steps led up to the Chapel of St. William of
Perth, the patron saint of the city, who it is said was
murdered near Rochester in the 13th century, while on
a pilgrimage from Scotland to the Holy Land. During
the centuries his shrine became a resort for pilgrims,
and in this same Chapel I was often allowed to look at
a soldier’s equipment comprising a buff jerkin and a
matchlock, which were preserved in a case.

Thus early in my pilgrimage, as already described,
did 1 take part in a ceremony of National mourning.
I have attended a good many such functions since
then—as director of the music, and not as bell-
ringer—and although my musical studies began as
a probationary chorister in 1850, I always feel that
this occasion was the real beginning of my career.

The funeral of the Duke of Wellington is vividly
impressed on my mind, on account of two of the choir-
boys of Rochester having been selected to assist in the
Choir at St. Paul’s Cathedral. I recollect wishing
I had been a senior boy to have gone to that great
ceremony, and well remember the boys rehearsing the
music composed by Goss for the service.*

My father was a Vicar-Choral of Rochester Cathedral,
having gone to that old Cathedral city in 1850, from
Oldbury in Worcestershire, where I was born on

*It is an interesting fact that when the funeral service was
held in Westminster Abbey on the death of the Earl of Beaconsfield, 1
suggested to Dean Stanley the performance of part of this same music,
commencing with the words, “ Know ye not that a Prince and a great man
is fallen this day in Israel.” I told Dean Stanley for what occasion it was
composed, and in agreeing to my suggestion he made the observation that

*“The death of Lord Beaconsfield had made a greater impression on the
public mind than the death of any great man since Wellington.”
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December s5th, 1844. He was a devoted musical
amateur, played the flute a little, and sang in the Church
choir. Possessing an excellent tenor voice, he was
desirous of leaving the Black Country and getting if
possible a Cathedral appointment. The opportunity
came, and he accepted a vacant post at Rochester. I
well remember the journey from Birmingham to
Rochester, including the open third-class carriages on
the North Kent railway, absolutely like cattle trucks,
and my first view of the old Cathedral—where, my
mother informed me, “ Your father sings.”

I cling tenaciously to every remembrance of my
childhood days at Rochester. For me the change
from the Midlands to the ancient city on the Medway
was a delightful experience. The neighbourhood of
Rochester was then quite rural and very picturesque
with its numerous hop-gardens and cherry orchards.
It was a custom at my home for the children to be
taken to the hop-gardens during the hop-picking season,
to spend a happy day. The hop-pickers in those days
were mostly poor people from Rochester, many of whom
my parents knew. The migrant crowds from London
were not then a feature. We would take up our station
with, I suppose, the capriciousness of children, beside
the bin at which some poor woman would be picking,
and devote ourselves to what was for us the delightful
game of picking hops. By this means we amused our-
selves, and added to her earnings. The days spent in
those gardens have a treasured corner in my memory.

But possibly we enjoyed ourselves even more in
the cherry orchards than in the hop-gardens. Our
excursions were generally made to an orchard owned
by a friend at Gillingham (then a village, now a
large town), one or more fellow choristers making
up our party. It was all a fruit-growing country,
stretching from here to Faversham. The delight of us
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boys at being allowed to climb ladders into the very
heart of the trees, and eat as many cherries as we could
(and sometimes, I fear, more than were good for us),
may be imagined. Those black-hearts and bigaroons
are a luscious memory. I recollect we resolved—artful
boys that we were—to throw the stones, if possible,
into the next field so that our host would not know how
many we consumed. The subtlety of this little trick
has been in my mind more than once in later years,
when I have been shooting grouse and probably
expending a great many more cartridges than was
justified by the few birds there were to show for so
much ammunition. On several occasions I have been
tempted to resort to a furtive strategy, and hide my
failure by distributing the empty cartridge-cases as
remotely as possible in the heather!

I suppose I showed musical tendencies, having been
admitted as a “ practising boy "’ or * probationer ” at the
tender age of six years. There were six probationers,
who attended the school and service preparing for the
position of regular chorister. We had to undergo an
examination for voice and ear, and this preliminary
trial was made very pleasant for me by the kindness of
Mrs. Hopkins, the wife of the organist, J. L. Hopkins.
She evidently took a fancy to the candidate, whom,
after the trial, while my father was talking to Mr.
Hopkins, she provided with an orange and various
other delicacies. Many years after, when I was organist
of Manchester Cathedral, Dr. Hopkins (who was then
organist of Trinity College, Cambridge) came to stay
near Manchester where I also was a guest. As we
walked about our host’s grounds I recalled this little
episode to him: “ Ah!” said he, “if I had rejected you
then, how different might have been your career.”
Dr. Hopkins was himself a chorister in Westminster
Abbey, and I often think how he would have been
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interested in seeing the post of organist there filled by
the little boy whom he started on his musical career;
unfortunately he died before I was appointed.

And thus began my chorister days and musical life.
Twice daily we attended the Cathedral Service, the
practising boys or probationers sitting near the choir,
but not wearing surplices. We were taught the rudi-
ments of music by one of the Vicars-Choral, who was
wont to correct our bad production by pulling our ears
—and pretty hard he pulled, too! I gave much trouble
by holding my head a little to one side, a fault which
caused my poor ears many a pang! This was doubtless
owing to defective vision of one eye, which was in later
years discovered and thenceforth corrected by the use
of spectacles. A chorister in spectacles would have
been looked upon as an impossibility in my young days;
now we attend to such matters, and correct imper-
fections in other ways than by pulling ears! Besides
music, we received of course a general education, our
school-master being also a Vicar-Choral. This educa-
tion was not very wide in its scope, but our master
taught well enough all that was expected of him.
“You'll learn enough here to carry you through the
world,” he often said, and it must be admitted that a
goodly number of the boys he taught have done well
in the world.

With all its defects and limitations—and they were
many—the Choir School at Rochester in those days
compared very favourably with other institutions of a
similar kind. A writer in the Choristers’ Magazine (a
quarterly periodical issued by the Abbey choristers),
recalling his days in the Choir School at Westminster,
says: “. .. it seems hard to realise that the authorities,
who had the best years of a boy’s life in their hands,
treated us with such indifference . . . The only thing
that most of us excelled in was sacred geography—very
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good in its way, but hardly sufficient to fit one for a
future career.” He speaks of the grievous disappoint-
ment of his parents, who had taken him away from a
good school at Chelsea to enter him at the Choir
School, naturally thinking ¢ that it would be an excellent
thing " for him. Another writer in the same Magazine,
referring to a period a few years earlier, says:—* No
one received any education. Walter Macfarren came
to school with me [in Charles Street, Westminster] for
a short time, but not one of the others attended any
school, and yet many turned out clever and important
men and organists of our Cathedrals.”

The old Vicar-Choral who was our master at
Rochester did not err greatly in his estimate of the
amount of knowledge that it was necessary to acquire
in order to get ‘ through the world.” But it is question-
able whether the world of to-day would, in the main, be
“got through” with the same casual and haphazard
preparation.

Itis a somewhat remarkable fact that up to the present
time seven of those old Rochester boys have filled the
organistships of the Cathedrals of Carlisle, Durham,
Ripon, Exeter, Chester, and Manchester, and of West-
minster Abbey, and three of them became University
Professors of Music.*

That more could have been done as regards
education for the boys of the choir is, however, only
too true. It is but recently that Cathedral authorities
all over England have recognized the fact that the
boys should be well taught as at other schools, and
boarded in a special school-house. Our school room
was for a time in an otherwise empty house in the High
Street of Rochester. This gave us opportunities for
pranks of all sorts. I remember a fine display of

* Dr. Armes and Dr. J. C. Bridge at Durham, and myself at London
University.
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fire-works in the cellar (to the great danger of the
unsuspecting neighbours), also some private theatricals,
when the big boys took the part of Red Indians, wearing
not a vestige of clothing except blue and red paint.
What a scrubbing there was to get this stuff off their
faces before Service, I need hardly suggest! The
school was afterwards transferred to an ancient room
over one of the old gateways in the Precincts. This
again was the scene of some amusing incidents. We
used occasionally to go there in the evening to rehearse
for concerts given by the Vicars-Choral. The boys
afterwards were dismissed, the Vicars-Choral and their
friends remaining for further practice or a pipe. Itwasa
favourite custom for us to extinguish the candle which
was placed in a window of the winding turret-stair. The
Vicars-Choral thought it was an accident caused by the
wind, but one night the boy who ascended to blow out
the light was considerably astonished by a smart blow on
the ear, which apparently came out of the darkness;
he rolled down the stairs, and we took to our heels!
Next day during school hours we tremblingly awaited
the dreaded observations of the master. These were
delayed almost, past endurance, but at last he seemed
to be coming to the point! By way of reproof to a boy
who had noisily crossed the room he told us of an
adventure which showed, he said, how noiselessly he
himself could walk! ‘ After you had left last night,” he
began, and then went on to describe exactly the incident
of the boy attempting to blow out the candle, and how
smartly he had been caught as he did it! We all
trembled as he concluded, fully expecting that there
would be a few scathing words, and a general caning at
the end. But no; the master was quite unconcerned,
and unconscious that we were the culprits. It was
not until many years after, at his Jubilee presentation,
that he was told of this and of other pranks by the writer.
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While speaking of the school, I may as well tell a
final story of those old days. At a later period of my
school life we were removed to yet another room, in
a house inhabited by the school-master in the Precincts.
It was a rambling old place, with an enormous roomy
cellar. The master was about to punish a boy—his own -
son—for some misdemeanour, when the young gentle-
man suddenly slipped out of the door, across the hall,
and out into the yard at the back. His father, after a
moment’s surprise, followed him cane in hand, and
arrived in the yard just in time to see the culprit dis-
appear into the capacious cellar. He felt perfectly
certain that his bird was trapped, and followed without
undue haste. After a time he reappeared in the school,
and to our surprise said, *“ Have you seen Willie?”
‘“He went out into the yard, Sir,”” we replied. *Oh,
yes,” said the master, ‘“and into the cellar, but I have
thoroughly searched and he has most unaccountably
disappeared.” 1 do not remember when the boy re-
appeared, but his method of escape, somewhat original,
was as follows: The master, not long before, had
purchased a barrel of apples, which was placed in the
cellar. The barrel and its contents had been discovered
by his children, and the apples consumed. The
empty barrel, well-known to the runaway, he quickly
turned over, and as his father, cane in hand, prowled
around, the boy within it watched him, with some
anxiety, through the bung-hole.

Our schoolmaster used the cane pretty freely, and he
had one refinement of punishment which was very
original, which he would resort to if a boy’s fault was
very heinous. In his eyes the most serious faults were
prevarication and falsehood. One boy was particularly
prone to these (I will not give his name, but he became
a very good member of society all the same). This
boy seemed always to be undergoing verbal reproof for
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his infirmity, and if in the service there occurred one
of the Psalms referring to lies-—such as the 58th, ¢ The
ungodly are froward . . . they go astray, and speak
lies;” or the 1o1st, “ There shall no deceitful person
dwell in My house ”"—the master would say to the boy,
“ Master , did not your conscience prick you?”
and the boy always answered “ Yes, Sir.”” The method I
have referred to, and to which such admonitions were
the prelude, was to send the delinquent down the
High Street to purchase a good, stout cane with which
he was to receive chastisement when he returned!
This occurred more than once in the experience of the
same boy—who never failed to bring back the cane,
so that if he lacked the grace of truth, he certainly
did not fail in fidelity.

I was really fond of singing in the choir, and
never found the work irksome. I can quite well
recall some of the effects produced on the organ,
not only by John Hopkins but also by Dr. J. L. Hopkins,
who left for Trinity College, Cambridge, in 1855.
Never very strong, I on one occasion fainted during the
Psalms, and as I was at the end of the choir stalls and
there was no door, I fell with my head on the marble
pavement, cutting a deep gash (the mark of which I still
bear), and was carried out by my father and the verger.
On another occasion I had to go out feeling very unwell.
It was Christmas time, and I suppose I had been a little
greedy; a great humiliation was laid upon me at the
hands of the head verger, a Mr. Miles (who is said to
have been the original of one of the characters in“ Edwin
Drood”). As I emerged from the Choir into the Nave,
Mr. Miles took off my surplice, and then, addressing a
considerable number of people who (as the custom was
then) had assembled in the Nave to hear the anthem
and escape the sermon, he pointed to the poor little
white chorister, and said “ Too much pudd'n!” He was
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a cheerful and humorous man, but I never quite forgave
him for holding me up to ridicule. 1 believe he retired
from the choir in 1848 on the ground of ill-health, yet
he lived to be over ninety all the same, and was a great
personage in the Cathedral.

So far I have spoken of school life; let me now
add a few words on the musical side of our education.
This was on the whole an interesting and thoroughly
good training. The organist, Dr. J. L. Hopkins—who,
as I have said, had been trained as a chorister in
Westminster Abbey—was one of a family which has
become distinguished in music. Two of his cousins
were Dr. Hopkins, of the Temple, and John Hopkins,
lately at Rochester. Mr. Edward Lloyd, also, is a
nephew. John Hopkins was a pleasant, energetic man,
understanding thoroughly the training of the voice.

An aid to our vocal studies which he devised was
exceedingly ingenious, and I do not seem to have heard
of it elsewhere. He had made and presented to each
boy a little oval mirror, which we held in the palm of
the left hand while beating time with the right. We
had to look into the mirror and see that the form of
our mouth was what he wanted. Itamused us a little,
but made us think also.

Hopkins had a great horror of “bawling,” and I
well remember his anger when the wife of one of the
Canons ventured to say we ‘“bawled.” This same lady
was a terror to me when I began to play part of the
service, for she always complained of the noise I made,
yet I found out she once took the precaution of sending
the verger to make sure it was I, and not my master,
who was playing. Besides our practices for the
Cathedral, we sang much secular music, an excellent
and improving thing for boys whose work was so much
on sacred lines. There was a Choral Society
conducted by Hopkins, at which we often assisted,
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and here I made the acquaintance of madrigals and
oratorios. The solos were usually taken by the
Vicars-Choral and the boys. One boy (later the
organist of an English Cathedral), an admirable
singer, got into a terrible scrape at one of these
concerts. He had to sing the solo in some small
cantata—1I think it was Romberg’s “ Lay of the Bell”
—and when the time came for the solo his voice
absolutely refused to respond! Hopkins glared,
the boy turned green, while all were aghast at the
contretemps. It was impossible to help it, and the
solo was omitted. The explanation was that Master
had been tempted to try his hand at smoking,
the brand being a bit of cane! 1 fear he got a different
brand of cane next day.

We always had a good solo boy. Armes was in the
choir when I was a probationer, but his voice was gone,
and I cannot say that I ever remember hearing him
sing a solo. He was originally a chorister in Norwich
Cathedral, and, I believe, had sung in a duet at
Norwich with Jenny Lind. Armes was a very efficient
boy vocalist. In recognition of his work in the choir a
subscription was raised at Rochester, and he was
presented with a fine Broadwood pianoforte when he
became the articled pupil of the organist.

He was succeeded by E. J. Crow, who later in life
became organist of Ripon Cathedral. Crow was a
beautiful singer; I have never heard the Finale in
Wesley’s “ Wilderness ”—* And sorrow and sighing ”
+~—sung better by any soloist in any choir. He had a
peculiarly delicate and effective way of singing the
word “sighing,” with its appoggiatura, which 1 shall
never forget.

In his turn a boy named Williams became the leading
soloist. He too possessed a beautiful voice, and I can
recall the great effect he once produced in Purcell’s
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“ O sing unto the Lord.” This was on the occasion of
a selection performed in the Cathedral at a service on
behalf of the Choir Benevolent Fund in 1858. Here a
word may be said concerning this admirable Society.
It was established in the year 1851, under the auspices
of Lord John Thynne, Sub-Dean of Westminster, for
the benefit of necessitous members of Cathedral choirs.
The funds are maintained by individual subscriptions
of a nominal amount, and by festivals given at various
Cathedrals. It was at one of these festivals—when
the choir of Rochester was augmented by that of
Canterbury, and a good many of the choristers of
St. Paul’s and the Chapel Royal—that the fine duet in
Purcell’s anthem, to which I have alluded, was sung by
Williams and Mr. Fielding, who was a well-known alto.
At the dinner which was given in the evening, we of
Rochester were all very proud to hear the way in which
so many members of distinguished choirs spoke of our
solo boy. I do not know what became of him, except
that he did not go in for music. He may have gone
into the Army, for he was very high-spirited, and would
have made a fine soldier. The younger members of
the choir held him in high esteem as the hero of a
tremendous fight which he had with the head-boy of
a school kept by one of the Minor Canons. This school
was situated at the back of Minor Canon Row, where
we all assembled, unknown of course to the Master,
Precentor, or Minor Canon. It was a furious pugilistic
encounter, and went on for a considerable time. I
cannot say how it would have ended, for it was suddenly
interrupted by the terrible apparition of the enraged
cook, who rushed into the room; nor do I remember
if she carried a weapon, but she effectually separated
the combatants ! y

There is nothing particularly exciting to chronicle in
my chorister days; they were happy times, and were
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spent in a truly happy home. I began to learn to
play the piano, but was rather lazy at it—in fact
for a short time my lessons were discontinued “ because
I would not practise.” I soon, however, got over
this lazy fit, and I believe made steady progress,
so that I was able to accompany my father in some of
his much-loved oratorio airs. My great friend in the
choir was Joseph Maas, who became so celebrated as a
tenor singer, and whose early death robbed us of a
lovely voice and a charming man. I well remember him
when he came, a small boy, to have his voice tested.
He possessed an exceedingly beautiful soprano, and
speedily was able to sing the solos in the Cathedral.
Very often he and I went to one of the Canon’s houses
when there was a dinner party, Maas singing to my
accompaniment. One song we were particularly fond
of was “ The Brook,” a setting of Tennyson’s beautiful
words, the rippling accompaniment of which I was very
proud of being able to perform. We were generally
rewarded by a money “tip ” and a good feast downstairs
afterwards. The servants generally got a song out
of Maas, which brought us an extra supply of sweets.
Maas was devoted to fishing, and helped to stir within
me that love for the angler’s art which I still indulge.
Our most pleasant fishing excursion was to Cooling
Castle, with its beautiful 12th century gatehouse,
still in an almost perfect state of preservation. The
tale of its defence in 1554 by the then Lord of Cobham,
against Wyatt’s rebellion, was an interesting one to us
boys. It was about seven miles from Rochester, and the
moat contained roach and carp. We generally made
up a party of five or six boys, rewarding the kind
residents of the Castle by singing a part-song or two.
Maas and I often went to the village of Snodland,
where there was a good trout stream. It was in this
stream I landed my first trout. I confess it was not
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with a fly, but the more humble worm! Other fishing
excursions were made to Farleigh, a delightful place
above Maidstone, where we would sit all day beside
the Medway throwing in huge lumps of ground-bait,
and gentles, pulling out as a rule a very good basket
of perch and roach. I believe I brought more zest to
this sport than is now the case in my sometimes
toilsome efforts to land the lordly salmon.

Poor Maas loved fishing till the last, and it was a
cold caught on a fishing excursion that brought on the
illness that terminated fatally in 1886. I composed
a tune for, and played the organ at, the funeral service
of this dear friend of my youth.*

Now and then the Cathedral choristers would go over
to Maidstone to sing at concerts. These were great
events. There was no railway at that time, and we
had to return to Rochester by coach shortly after
midnight, coming over the well-known high ground of
Bluebell Hill with its ancient cromlech called Kits
Cotty House. If possible we boys rode outside the
coach, with the particular intention of playing a trick
upon the poor old turnpike-keeper below Bluebell Hill.
The old man had to turn out about 2.0 a.m., with his
lantern, to open the gate. As soon as it was fairly
open we would give him a rousing salute from the
pea-shooters with which we always went armed. The
language he used was very “warm’; even to this
day I remember it, but forbear to put it down!

My own voice was weak. I never sang any solos at
these music-makings and rarely in the Cathedral; but
I was a good, reliable reader, and continued in the
choir until over fourteen years of age.

* In a later chapter, turning aside from the broad path of my
Pilgrimage, and surveying again the diversified scenes that I have
traversed, I recur to Maas along with others whom I have known as

friends and playmates. In the same chapter, also, 1 describe some activities
and incidents that occupied me by the way.
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At this time my love for the organ began to
make itself felt; I used also sometimes to blow
for one of the pupils to practise. I well remember
pumping (with another boy’s help) while the late
distinguished organist of Durham Cathedral, Dr.
Philip Armes, then a pupil, was practising Bach’s
“St. Ann” Fugue. He varied the practice by playing
the chorus ‘“Baal, we cry to thee,” from ¢ Elijah,”
while we, pumping away behind the organ, sang
a travesty of the words, concluding with an invitation
to Baal to “ come and pump for us.’

Shortly after Armes left Rochester he became
organist of St. Andrew’s, Wells Street; also he took his
degree at Ozxford, and I remember him coming to a
service wearing his Bachelor’s gown and beautiful
Oxford hood. 1 believe the sight of this distinction
was the first stirring within me of a desire to go and
do likewise., A few years afterwards I heard he had
become organist of Chichester Cathedral. Inafteryears,
when he had proceeded to Durham, I found in him,
as will be seen later on, a cordial friend and colleague.

We were kept pretty close to our daily duties,
holidays being few and far between. We had always
to ask the Canon in Residence, and sometimes he was
opposed to the choral service being dropped even
for one afternoon. The launching of a big warship
at Chatham was an occasion when we got leave. 1
remember seeing the ‘Cressy,”* perhaps one of the last
of the old wooden walls, come out of the slips on
to the Medway. Quite lately I saw the figure-head of
my old friend outside Castles’ ship-breaking yard, near
Vauxhall Bridge! It gave me quite a pang!

* The Secretary of the Admiralty very kindly furnishes the following
particulars of the old ship :—* The ¢‘Cressy’ was a two-decker, laid down
at Chatham as an 8o-gun third-rate in 1846. By an Admiralty order issued

in November, 1852, she was converted while building into a screw-ship,
and was launched in July, 1853. She served in the Baltic in 1854-55.”
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Another occasion for a holiday was when Princess
Alexandra landed at Gravesend, before her marriage
with the Prince of Wales. I had then left the choir, and
was in the organ-loft as an articled pupil of John
Hopkins, the organist. I accompanied the boys to
Gravesend, where we all assembled outside the railway
station and joined in the cheering.

Our répertoire of music sung in the Cathedral was
really very extensive, and it is to the credit of the
musical authorities that they were among the first to
appreciate the value of Wesley's splendid volume of
Cathedral anthems which appeared in 1853. The
Dean and Chapter of Rochester subscribed for copies
of this great work, but I regret to say that the list of
subscribers did not inciude the Dean and Chapter of
Westminster. The Precentor (the Rev. W. Shepherd)
and organist were fully alive to the value of these
anthems, “The Wilderness” and ¢ Blessed be the
God and Father,” now so well known, appearing
in the lists almost every other week for a year or two,
and very well were they done.

I also remember well the appearance of the fine
Service music by Edward John Hopkins, the organist of
the Temple, and the impression made upon me by his
playing when he paid occasional visits to Rochester.

Having referred as above to the Rev. W. Shepherd,
I must not omit a reference to another Precentor of
Rochester with whom I came in contact. Among all
such dignitaries whom I have met, his charming face
and sweet disposition linger in my memory: he was the
Rev. T. T. Griffith (not the Vice-Dean, Dr. Griffiths),
and held office during part of the term of my articles.
Well endowed with that fine skill and adroitness
which we call tact, he was enabled in his dealings
with people to get them to do exactly as he wished.
‘Canons gave way to him, while the organist was quite
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CHAPTER 1L

Opening of the Crystal Palace by Queen Victoria—Miss Hackett
and Sydney Smith—The Crimean War—Musical Evenings with
Officers of the Garrison—Removal of the Old Stone Bridge—
Deans and Canons of Rochester—Mr. Whiston v. The Dean and
Chapter—Competition for the Organistship of Rochester—Quaint
old Customs—Two Terrible Melodramas—Rochester Subscrip-
tion Concerts in the 'fifties—Sims Reeves at a War Concert—
—An Historical Extravaganza.

Tue first great musical gathering in which I took
part was the opening of the Crystal Palace at
Sydenham, by Queen Victoria, in 1854. A large choir
was formed, which included that of Rochester
Cathedral, and 1 sang in this choir under the
direction of Costa. Clara Novello sang the solos
in the National Anthem; her clear, beautiful voice
still seems to ring in my ears. She put in an
ornament on the word “us "—
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and as she lingered on the high B flat, an old gentleman
behind me, a member of the choir, exclaimed enthusias-
tically, “ That’s a beauty!” This was the first time I
had seen the Queen, and I need not say how interested
I was. The Prince of Wales (afterwards King
Edward) and Prince Alfred were there as boys,
besides many other notable and distinguished people.
The conductor rather astonished us by swinging both
his arms, to right and left, but of course it was a
very large choral and instrumental body. We boys
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were greatly interested to see the various gentlemen
presented to Her Majesty, and delighted when one
made an awkward slip on retiring backwards down
the steps and nearly came a cropper! It was a great
scene, but a very hot and tiring day. I suffered
agonies from thirst while on the platform. One sight
was peculiarly attractive to us choristers. Among the
singers were the Children of the Chapel Royal in their
splendid dress of scarlet and gold; we ordinary
choristers were filled with admiration and envy. It
may be noted that among those Chapel Royal boys
was the youthful Arthur Sullivan.

In connection with a chorister’s life, I must not
omit to mention the visits of Miss Maria Hackett. She
was a lady who made it her mission to improve
the education and general position of the boys in
Cathedral choirs. Her advent was always welcome
to us, because we knew that after service we should be
paraded, our names entered in her little book, and we
should receive a small tip. Her work is well known.
I need not dwell upon it here, except to say that
she lived to see the education of Cathedral choristers
put upon a higher level than it was in my youthful
days. Her labours for choristers have been recorded
on a tablet erected in St. Paul’'s Cathedral. Miss
Hackett was a regular attendant at St. Paul’s, and
a little witticism of Sydney Smith’s respecting her may
be chronicled. Miss Hackett much loved to hear
Mr. Goss introduce “ thunder ” at appropriate verses in
the Psalms. On one occasion when the atmospheric
disturbance took place, Sydney Smith said to a fellow
Canon, “Have you ever noticed when Mr. Goss
‘ thunders,” how Miss Hackett’s face ¢ lightens’?”

Another little witticism of Sydney Smith’s in connec-
tion with Goss was told to me by the latter. Sydney
Smith was a Canon of St. Paul’s at the time Goss was
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a candidate for the organistship. Goss had been a
pupil and assistant of Attwood, and so was hoping to
get the appointment. A dinner was given to some of the
Cathedral body in the Chapter House of St. Paul’s,
Goss, as assistant-organist, being among the guests. He
was somewhat anxious concerning the view Sydney
Smith took as to his fitness for the post, but his mind
was set at ease by a remark of the witty Canon, who
with nice acumen was serving a salmon. Turning
to Goss, he politely asked him did he prefer “thick
or thin.” Goss named his choice, and the Canon
promptly made rejoinder, “ Always happy to serve you,
Mr. Goss, through thick and thin.”

The War with Russia (1854-56) provided many
days of excitement in Rochester. Troops continually
marched through the streets to embark for the Crimea,
causing much enthusiasm. I remember the departure
of the 18th Royal Irish, a brave but somewhat
noisy body of men, singing, as they wended their way,
Henry Russell’s fine marching song “Cheer, boys,
cheer ! no more of idle sorrow,” though the night before
they had broken out of barracks and nearly killed one
or two policemen. Poor fellows, many of them died
gloriously, at the attack on the Redan. The Charge of
the Light Brigade is an incident impressed on my mind
by hearing my father speaking of it, and showing me a
picture of Lord Cardigan on his charger, surrounded
by Russians and apparently jumping over enormous
cannon and other impediments !

The officers of the garrison, it need hardly be said,
were beings whom we greatly venerated. Some of them
we got to know very well. They would come frequently
to the Cathedral services—many of them, indeed, were
very musical. By permission of the organist a senior
boy, E. J. Crow (who, as I have said, afterwards became
organist of Ripon Cathedral), and I went several times
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to the Royal Engineer Barracks to sing part-songs
with some of these musical officers. They treated us
extremely well, giving us a good feed, which, boy-like,
we greatly enjoyed, while they on their part seemed
greatly to appreciate the musical evenings. We were
amused at their astonishment at the way Crow and I
could read whatever music they put before us, they
having so much difficulty in singing their own parts even
after practice. Frequently they would let us play with
their swords and pistols, which I fear were of greater
interest to us than the music. I can catch, even now,
the joy that such informal music-makings were to us.
Moreover it was an invaluable experience for young
boys, as we were, thus early to come under the influence
of those Engineer officers, who, keen and active soldiers
as later we knew them to be, were also highly-educated
and refined gentlemen.

The visit of Queen Victoria to the wounded soldiers
at Chatham was a notable event ; while another was the
arrival of wounded officers. The son of one of the
Canons was among these; we were allowed to see
him at his father’s house, and to hear from his lips
some of the war incidents which filled us with
admiration. Stories of war will always have interest
for boys. I have already alluded to the Funeral of the
Duke of Wellington, and my interest in that event was
a good deal owing to the fact that among the
Bedesmen of the Cathedral was an old soldier who
had fought under the Duke at the Battle of Waterloo.
He had a big scar on one cheek, which he told us was
given him by a Frenchman in the battle. He declared
that he ran his bayonet through the Frenchman’s body,
and would delight us by illustrating his feat with his
walking stick.

An interesting series of events attended the removal
in 1856 of the old stone bridge over the Medway—
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that “very Fayer Bridge of Stone,” dating from
the 14th century, connecting Rochester with Strood.
It was probably commenced in the year 1387 by
Sir Robert Knolles, and was extremely picturesque.
Its numerous narrow arches made it, I suppose, an
obstruction to navigation, and it became necessary to
demolish it, a very fine iron bridge being constructed
lower down the river, on the site of the ancient wooden
structure built in the reign of Richard II. The removal
of the massive piers of the old bridge was entrusted
to the Royal Engineers stationed at Chatham. This
was an operation extending over some time, for of
course the undertaking could not be accomplished in
one gigantic explosion. But still it provided impressive
scenes of considerable magnitude. Enormous crowds
would assemble to witness the firing of the mines.
Stationed a long way from the bridge, we listened with
strained expectancy for the bugles whose concerted
signal announced the critical moment. I can recall the
tense feeling of excitement, the breathless hush, while the
imagination traced the burning of the fuzes, the leaping
spark eating its way inevitably nearer to the explosive
placed in the masonry, then—the dull thud of the
explosion, like a great door shutting with a mighty slam !

The demolition charges were carefully designed by the
Engineers in order to rend the piers without throwing the
debris to any great distance. The billowing, eddying
mass of the explosion seemed, however, to rise to a great
height. Once or twice the sightseers had need of the
warning to ‘“‘take cover,” as stones volleyed overhead,
but so far as I know there was no accident. The
faggots and hurdles used as mantelets to screen the
masonry, although destroyed in the explosion along
with the stonework, did their work well. Some of the
old stone balustrading was preserved, and erected along
the Esplanade, where it still remains.
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The Dean and Canons of the Cathedral while T was
a chorister are still fresh in my memory, and probably
few people have seen a Bishop in a wig, on
his throne? But I can remember quite well old
Bishop Murray of Rochester wearing his wig when
he made his Visitations. It puzzled me as a boy to
make out what it really was! It was a close-fitting
wig, the front of it seeming to grow out of his
forehead. He was, I think, the last Bishop to don this
part of the Episcopal habit.

The Dean, Dr. Stevens, was a very old man, and
I believe at one time had been Chaplain to the
House of Commons. He preached occasionally, when
I was much struck with his deep and expressive
voice. The Vice-Dean, Canon Griffiths, was a man
of fine presence and physique, while also somewhat
of an autocrat. He had ample means, but lost a
considerable sum of money in the failure of the
banking firm of Sir John Dean Paul & Co., against
whom he brought an action at law. He was educated
at Westminster School, and I have often thought
it would have interested him to find me at
Westminster. Several school prizes still bear my
name inscribed by him. It was Mrs. Griffiths who
criticised my playing of the service and accused me of
making such dreadful noises! Another famous Canon
was Dr. Hawkins, the celebrated Provost of Oriel.
The choristers were not very fond of him, as he was
particularly averse to interfering with the daily choral
service by giving a special holiday. I remember his
alert little figure perfectly well; he had a pair of sharp
bright eyes, and a good head of short, white, rather curly
hair. 1 do not recall that he ever spoke to us,
except on the rare occasions when we ventured to beg
for a holiday. But he was particularly courteous, and
as he passed us on his way to the Chapter House to be
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robed, he always returned our bows with much
graciousness. He moved very briskly, and had a
curious habit of making a very careful and prolonged use
of the mat before ascending the steps to the Chapter
House, rubbing his little feet backwards and forwards
many times. It may be a trifling thing to record, but I
know that it struck us boys as something uncommon.

In the pulpit he was somewhat of a terror! He
prefaced his sermon with a very long ‘ Bidding Prayer,”
for which all the congregation stood. One thing he
introduced, which other Canons omitted. He always
bade us pray “For John, Lord Archbishop of Canter-
bury, and George, Lord Archbishop of York, that they
may shine like lights in the world, and adorn the doctrine
of God our Father.” I have never heard this since, but
have never forgotten it. And then came the sermon
—very long, and very learned no doubt. Of that I
cannot speak.

The Archdeacon, Dr. King, was the father of the
celebrated Bishop of Lincoln. Another of his sons was
badly wounded in the Crimea, and was the officer
mentioned previously who used to tell us stories about
the war.

The fourth Canon was Dr. Irvine, but as he was
absolutely incapable of doing any part of the service—
suffering from paralysis and being carried into his
stall by his butler and the head verger—I cannot say
anything about him.

The Dean and Chapter were at that time engaged in
a tremendous fight waged against them by Mr. Whiston,
the master of the King’s School at Rochester. The
quarrel is well remembered, so that I need not go into
particulars, except to mention that it was the outcome
of a pamphlet which Whiston wrote on ¢ Cathedral
Trusts and their fulfilment.” He complained that the
Dean and Chapter did much too little for the School;
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they replied by attempting to dismiss him from his
post—in fact they did appoint another headmaster.
Whiston, however, attended the Cathedral Services as
usual, and it was very interesting to see two headmasters
of the same school sitting side by side at the services.
In the long run Whiston gained the day, the Dean and
Chapter having to reinstate him in his headmastership;
the King’s School has since flourished exceedingly.

I well remember the competition which took place
for the organistship of the Cathedral in 1855. J. L.
Hopkins went to Trinity College, Cambridge, when the
vacant post was competed for by some dozen prominent
organists, the judges being John Goss, of St. Paul’s,
and the retiring organist. Among the competitors was
James Coward, a fine performer, afterwards organist
of the Crystal Palace, W. B. Gilbert (best known as
the composer of the tune “ Maidstone,” now sung to
the beautiful hymn ¢Pleasant are Thy Courts above”),
and Armes, a pupil of Hopkins and a chorister of
Rochester, who became organist of Durham Cathedral
and Professor of Music in the University. Although only
a boy of eleven, I took great interest in the affair, and
can quite well recall how some of the performers differed
in style from others. It was a very searching trial,
for not only did the candidates play the organ, but they
actually had to work a paper containing a chorale to
harmonize, and a short subject on which to write a fugue !

In the end the choice fell upon John Hopkins, a
brother of the well-known Temple organist and a cousin
of the retiring organist. I heard he was far ahead of the
other candidates in extemporizing, and can well believe
it, for I had many opportunities, as his pupil and
assistant, of listening to the beautiful modulations and
dignified progressions which he could use at will. I
never saw him with a baton in his hand. He was of a
shy and retiring disposition, essentially a man for a quiet
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Cathedral life and not one to shine in the concert
world. He had a gift for composition, but not until late
in life did he do much. Then he wrote a fine Service
or two, and some beautiful organ music. He performed
his daily duties until well over eighty years of age.

Many quaint old customs still lingered in Rochester.
The 5th of November, with its Guy Fawkes and fire-
works ; the Christmas Waits, for whom I used to lie
awake in bed to listen; the Hot Cross Buns, early on
Good Friday, called by various bakers’ boys to a
real bit of old folk-song:—
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One a pen-ny buns, Two a pen-ny hot cross buns.

and the admission of the six poor travellers to Watts’
Charity every night. This ceremony is immortalized
by Dickens in his Christmas Story, “Seven poor
Travellers.” The old gabled house—rebuilt in 1771,
and restored in 1865—is in the High Street, near
where I lived. Punctually at 6 p.m. the door opened,
and the custodian silently pointed to six fortunate ones
out of a crowd of poor travellers who had gathered
during the day, and stood in a semicircle in front of the
house. The six were admitted, given supper, a bed,
and breakfast, and a “groat” to start them on their
journey next day. This Charity was founded in 1579
by Sir Richard Watts, a famous old citizen, for the
relief of six poor travellers every night. Oddly
enough, he specially mentions poor travellers * not being
Rogues or Proctors.” * The Charity continues to the

* Vide “ New English Dictionary,” sub Proctor, “One who collected
alms on behalf of lepers or others who were debarred from begging for
themselves. Esp. one having a patent or licence to collect alms for the
occupants of a ‘spital-house.” (Held in evil repute from the abuse of the
system.)” And again, Ibid., “* Among roges and idle persons, we find to
be comprised all proctors that go up and downe with counterfeit licences.'—
Harrison, ¢ England,’ 1877.”
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present day, but the funds have so increased that
the trustees have been enabled to erect some fine
Almshouses for poor and decayed citizens.

The inscription on the house in the High Street is.

as follows :—
Richard Watts Esqre

By his Will dated 22nd August 1579
founded this Charity
for six poor travellers,
who not being Rogues or Proctors
may receive gratis for one night
Lodging, Entertainment,
and Four Pence each.

Rochester possessed a theatre, and at one period
there were performances given every night by a small
resident company. My parents were not very keen
about letting me go to the theatre, but occasionally
I got permission. Two terrible melodramas that
I saw made an impression on me that was not good,
and which lasted for a long time. One of these
plays was entitled “The Bleeding Nun,” in which
there was a fearful moonlight scene in a churchyard,
an officer with a drawn sword and a nun with a
dagger chasing each other round the tombstones. The
nun looked ghastly, with a big, bleeding wound. I do
not know who was the victor, but I got so frightened
that I had to go home.

The title of the other piece I have forgotten. The
villain was the wicked Captain of a ship, who fell in
love with the wife of the mate. There was a fierce
encounter, the mate being thrown overboard. A fine
scene of a ship at sea showed the mate clinging to the
side with an arm over the bulwark. The Captain, to get
rid of him, seized an axe and hacked off his hand. In
the next scene everybody was severa] years older. The
Captain had apparently married the lady, and amassed
a good deal of money, for he lived in great state.
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A ball was given in a baronial hall, and the Captain
and the lady were there. In the centre, at the back of
the hall, stood a very large, old-fashioned grandfather
clock, and at a given moment—the dance ceased to let
it occur—the whole front of the clock opened, revealing
the figure of the drowned sailor with his bleeding
stump pointing accusingly at the infamous Captain.
The wretch, I think, fell dead, everyone else bolted,
and that was the end of the play!

These scenes, as I have said, had an effect upon me
which was not good——particularly that of the nun in
the churchyard. Like many children 1 was nervous
in the dark (I never had any fear in the day-time),
and the remembrance of the Bleeding Nun dashing
frantically round the tombstones had such an effect
upon me that I was afraid to proceed to my music-
lesson at night. The way led me past the Cathedral,
and I had to go through two churchyards. To get
over the difficulty a younger brother was sent with
me; when the lesson was over he would come and
fetch me. He had no fear—but he had never seen
¢ The Bleeding Nun !

I will recount still one more episode of the theatre,
when I have done with my Rochester theatrical
reminiscences. One of the boys—a terrible trouble to
the schoolmaster; always getting into mischief, but
really a very witty and not a bad boy—managed
somehow to procure a box order to see the play. He
took three or four of his chums with him, of whom 1
was one, and we greatly enjoyed ourselves. 1 amafraid
that a portion of the enjoyment lay in making a good
deal of noise! The manager put up with it for a time,
but the climax was reached when, in a scene representing
a sequestered wood, a very tall,lean actor came forward
leaning on a long staff rather like a hop-pole. He
was in terrible fear of some felonious attack, and
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appeared in very great distress, calling out, * Whither
shall I go, where shall I hide ? ”” to which our companion
promptly called out, *“ Hide behind your walking stick,
gov'nor!” This knocked the actor completely out of
time, while there was a roar of laughter from the
audience. The indignant manager, however, promptly
kicked us out!

During his term at Rochester, J. L.. Hopkins directed
some very successful subscription concerts there from
year to year. Many of the most celebrated vocalists
sang on these occasions, and always some representative
names appeared in the programme. The last concert
of the season was generally made specially attractive
by the engagement of Sims Reeves, Madame Dolby,
and other well-known artists. [ remember that in the
Crimean War period, Sims Reeves sang a popular song,
“Stand to your guns.” We choristers were admitted
to the artists’ room, and after his song in the concert-
hall, in playful mood the great tenor sang it to us again,
but this time to a little travesty of the words, *“Stand
to your pop-guns.” We thought this delightful. Maas
was present with us, and it is interesting to record that
not many years afterwards his first great hit as a
tenor was in singing a song of Henry Leslie’s, ¢ Annabel
Lee,” which Sims Reeves was to have sung. Maas and
Reeves became very friendly, and at Maas’s death
Reeves sent me a wreath of flowers, with a touching
request that I would place them on the coffin of the sweet
singer and charming companion, called to his rest at
the summit of his powers.

A curious side-light on the musical culture of
concert audiences at that time, even at fairly high-
class music-makings as these were, is afforded in
the fact that the programmes were always enlivened
by what was called a “buffo song.” At Rochester
these were generally contributed by two vocalists
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who were, I believe, Cathedral choristers, Messrs.
George Buckland and James Howe. The former,
I think, came from St. Paul’s.

At a concert given on January 24, 1855, Howe was
down for an ‘ Historical Extravaganza” as it was
called. The words have not survived, but I append
the author’s synopsis, reproducing also its archaic type
and quaint language, as printed in the programme of
sixty-four years ago. Here it is:—

HISTORICAL EXTRAVAGANZA.

MR. James Howe.

“Pe affecting bistorie of Guido Fatohes,” toith
pe fulle, true, and partienlar account of pe
Gunpofoder plot: contapnynge dimers matters
thereanent nener before mude publpche,

J. Howe.

Buckland’s four de force was a song entitled, if my
memory serves me, “Miss Roseleaf’s Evening Party.”
He wasa clever executant on the pianoforte, and I used
greatly to admire his admirable musical representation
of the party going down to supper, two by two, a
progression which he illustrated with irresistible
comicality by playing a series of notes in thirds from the
top of the keyboard to the bottom. A song by * Miss
Martha Mumbles,” which always broughtdown the house,
had for its title “Thou art gone from my gaze Like a
beautiful dream.” It was a well-known ballad of the
time. He would sing it in a high falsetto. Between
the word *“‘gaze” and the word ‘‘like”” there is aninterval
of an octave, and Buckland found huge delight in
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First Organ Lessons—Blind Fred as Critic—An Obstinate Alto—
Organ Interlude and the Man with the Glass-Eye—Recollections
of Charles Dickens—ZEarly Appointments—The Volunteer Band
—DMarching Past Her Majesty at the Hyde Park Review—
Humiliation at a Review—]Jenny Lind in “ Elijah ”—Hearing
Wesley open an Organ—Pupil of Goss, at St. Paul’s,

I po not remember my first organ lesson, but
I had a little knowledge of the pedals beforehand.
This I acquired by surreptitiously playing upon them
when I was in the organ-loft performing my duties
of putting out the organist’s books. I had noticed how
they were footed when up once or twice during service
to help Armes. He was then only a beginner, and
found it needful to have a boy to help manipulate
the stops. When he nodded his head I had to push in
a pedal coupler, and when he nodded again I had to
pull it out. This was, I believe, my real introduction
to the organ. Soon after my fourteenth year I left the
choir, and was articled by my father to John Hopkins,
the organist. Soon 1 began to play occasional
services at various churches, and must not omit to
mention that for a few Sundays I played at a chapel.
I was not paid for these chapel services, but gave
them in return for being allowed to practise on the
organ there, which was a very good one. The reason
was that the Dean and Chapter were so unkind as to
refuse me access to the Cathedral organ. This, was
rather hard, as I had been a boy in the choir for eight
years, and my father had paid Hopkins a fairly
good fee to take me as an articled pupil. However,
they very soon gave the required permission. My
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father was remonstrated with by a clergyman, for, as
he said, “letting your son play in a chapel for the sake
of filthy lucre”! Of course my father had a good
answer to this, and the clergyman transferred his protest,
in another form, to the Dean and Chapter, with the
result that the required permission was granted. Yet
the attempt to exclude me was an unworthy act on the
part of the Cathedral authorities, as everyone will
admit.

My organ lessons were not very regular, but I
practised almost daily, and curiously enough my
greatest critic was the old blind blower, Fred, whom I
have mentioned as having allowed me to toll the bell
for the funeral of the great Duke of Wellington.
Intensely musical, he played the violin uncommonly
well, and along with a friend—the blind organist of
a neighbouring church—was employed at all the
dances in the vicinity. It was a local saying that
‘ people liked to have blind men to play at the dances,
because they would not know too much of what was
going on”!

Blind Fred had a great love for Church music, and
would constantly come round from the bellows-side
to the keyboard side of the organ to correct me for a
wrong note or something that I had not noticed myself.
He could do this, because 1 was only allowed to play
softly, and the organ not being pneumatic it did not
require a great amount of wind.

I remember his delight when for the first time we
had some of the more modern chants introduced,
notably one by Turle, which is well known and usually
sung to the 104th Psalm. There is a very striking
chord in the second part. Old blind Fred would
whistle this chant to me, accenting this chord with all
his power! He was always rather hard upon my
extempore playing (which I admit was not very good),

D
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but once I tripped him up by taking a phrase from
one of Mendelssohn’s Lieder, using it as a subject.
This brought him round to me, with the exclamation,
“ Ah, Master Fred, that ¢s something like”! 1 thanked
him, but was artful enough not to tell him whose it was.

Very early in my articles I took the whole of the
Cathedral services on week-days, but encountered one
rather awkward experience while playing my first
Sunday service. I need hardly say that at this date my
anthem-repertory was not very large; I had, however,
practised Elvey’s “Unto Thee have I cried,” which
contained a well-known alto solo. Now the alto soloist
seemed to turn rather restive at being ‘ accompanied
by a boy,” as he somewhat disparagingly said, and at
the last moment declared he could not sing the solo.
However, the Precentor told him that he would
have to sing it, so the service commenced. We got
through the first chorus, and then came the solo. I
played the introductory symphony, and put down the
chord for the entry of the soloist, but there was no
response ! The alto absolutely refused to sing, on the
plea that he could not. I suppose I ought to have
brought the movement to a close and gone on to the
next chorus, but I was on my mettle and impulsively
decided to play the part as an instrumental interlude,
being very much encouraged by a gentleman who was
a constantattendant in the organ-loft, and who happened
to be present. Instinctively divining my intention,
he was delighted with the episode, saying, over and
over again, “ Go it, youngster!” emphasising his
remarks by vigorously polishing his glass-eye on a silk
handkerchief. It was a diversion of his when excited
to extract his artificial eye and give it a high degree of
polish in this manner. I proceeded with the solo, and
added to it what later years have convinced me was a
piece of impudence. The soloist was wont to close
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this number with a *shake,” which is very unusual in
Cathedral music, so I thought I would reproduce it,
and accordingly finished up with a long shake that
nearly vibrated my friend’s glass-eye out of his hand!
There were some heated moments after the service, in
which my father, the Precentor, the alto, and the Dean
and Canon took part, but nothing was said to me, and
the thing passed over.

Afterwards I became very friendly with the alto, and
quite forgave him. I do not think he would mind my
telling the story even if he were alive. He was the
brother of the well-known tenor, Wilbye Cooper. At
one time he thought his voice was changing into a tenor,
and took to singing tenor songs. It was a witty
remark of Armes pere (father of Dr. Armes), when one
day referring to the brothers, that one was Wilbye
Cooper, and the other “Would be” Cooper.

The five happy years of my articles fled all too
quickly.  All the time was not spent at the Cathedral,
my duties as assistant being varied by some small
appointments that I held at local churches, the first
of these being the country church of Shorne.
Situate about five miles from Rochester, there was no
railway or any method of getting there except by
walking, and this I did, wet or fine. My walk out to
the little isolated village was quite an interesting one.
I was a lover of Dickens’ books, and Dickens lived at
Gad’s Hill House, which | passed on my journey. As
I left Rochester I passed the * Bull Inn”—the scene
of the Balland Mr. Jingle’s exploits in * Pickwick "—
its sign bearing as an advertisement the recom-
mendation of Mr. Jingle, “ Good house—nice beds.”
A mile or two along the high road one came to Gad’s
Hill, the scene of Sir John Falstaff’s proceedings,
and referred toin Shakespeare as a place where “ there
are pilgrims going to Canterbury.”

’
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At the top of the hill was the wayside Inn, the
¢« Sir John Falstaff " ; on the opposite side of the road
Gad’s Hill Place, the residence of Charles Dickens,
an interesting-looking red-brick building,* with a
neat lawn, from which a tunnel was made under the
high road to give access to a well-wooded garden on
the other side. Fine cedars made a good show, and 1
believe the novelist did a good deal of writing in this
secluded spot. I very often saw Dickens on my way
in the morning, but more often as I walked home. He
used to walk in the middle of the road, generally
attended by a big dog. How little he thought, as we
passed on the quiet country road, that in after years he
would repose in the Abbey,t while the sound of the
pealing organ

“To the full-voiced choir below ”

was to be actuated by the fingers of the boy who,
I am afraid, was wont unduly to stare at him with
feelings of admiration and curiosity.

A little speech made by the great novelist, that I
have not seen quoted, has lingered in my mind. He
gave a reading at Chatham in aid of the Mechanics’
Institute, which included the Trial from * Pickwick,”
and “A Christmas Carol.” In response to thanks
conveyed to him after the reading, he said: “ Ladies
and Gentlemen, I wish you all the Compliments of the
Season, if Compliments are ever out of Season.”

A little beyond Gad’s Hill my journey took me off
the high road through some fields into a pretty country
ane—a rare spot for white violets in the spring—

* Dickens bought Gad’s Hill Place in 1856, and resided there till his
death, which took Flace in 1870. In writing to a friend, he described it as
his “little Kentish freehold. . . . agrave, red-brick house, which,” he
went on, “ I have added to and stuck bits upon in all manner of ways.”

It is said that Charles Dickens was to have been buried in Rochester
Cathedral, but that, in deference to a wish expressed by Queen Victoria,
the great novelist was laid in Westminster Abbey.
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and so I reached the little valley. The church was a
good specimen of various periods of architecture—Saxon,
Norman, and of the Transition period—and contained
a fine stone recumbent figure of a knight in armour.
My days spent there are often in my mind—the
Sunday School, which was held in one of the aisles
partitioned off from the church; the little organ in the
gallery; the tuneful peal of bells rung by the villagers;
and my return journey, often laden with flowers given
to me by the country-folk.

Sometimes my old fellow chorister, Joseph Maas,
would walk out to meet me, when we would linger
by a pool and watch the shoals of roach and wish
we had a rod and line. Those were happy Sundays ;
I have not since spent many so free from the cares
of office!

The little organ (briginally a barrel organ, presented
by a resident over a hundred years ago) was in the
West gallery, and there the choir sat with me. The
oid Clerk was evidently an advanced Prayer Book
reformer, for he always insisted upon saying “ Amen”
at the end of the Te Deum, which was generally
read. I took my luncheon with me, eating it in
the vestry between the morning and evening services.
A somewhat serious accident occurred on one of these
occasions, which might have changed my career. In
cutting an apple the knife slipped, dividing the flesh
between the thumb and first finger of my left hand!
It bled profusely, and I had to be driven into Rochester
and have it attended to. Fortunately no ill effects
ensued, but I bear the mark to this day; in fact it
has a little interfered with the stretch of my left hand.

Shorne was the home of many of the best cricketers
of Kent, and I saw a good many matches between
prominent clubs played in the charming grounds
of Cobham Hall, the residence of Lord Darnley.
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I believe a number of the Shorne people were
employed on the property, which was quite near.
The fine old Hall is very picturesque, and I have lately
learned a fact of some interest about it, which is, I
think, little known. In connection with the * Gibbons
Festival” in Westminster Abbey (see page 212), I
looked into the facts of Gibbons’ attendance at Canter-
bury Cathedral for the wedding of Charles I., and
came across a contemporary account which showed that
Charles and his Queen went to Cobham Hall through
Rochester for their honeymoon, afterwards going vii
Gravesend to London. I do not think this was known
to the present occupants of the Hall until I mentioned
it to Lady Darnley. The Brook family were the
Lords of Cobham in the time of Charles I., the
magnificent series of brasses on their graves in
Cobham Church being well known to antiquaries.

After about a year at Shorne I was appointed to the
organistship of Strood Church, near Rochester. The
Vicar, the Rev. J. W. Sheringham, was very musical,
while the Church had what was of some consequence
to me, a modern organ. Mr. Sheringham later in life
became Canon and Archdeacon of Gloucester, and was
a constant visitor to me in the Cloisters.

When the Volunteer movement arose, I joined the
band of the gth Kent Volunteers—being then about
fifteen or sixteen years old—playing the second cornet.
As I was a pretty good musician, it was no trouble to
me to play the parts on my instrument, and I rather
astonished the bandmaster by the way I read my part.
He did not know that I knew more about music than
anybody else in the band. The man who played
second cornet with me was.a young house-painter, who
was very keen, but as he knew nothing about music,
was often dropped upon by the bandmaster; in fact, if
there was a mistake in the cornet part ke was generally,
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and often rightly, credited with it. One day, however,
he was treated rather badly for a mistake of mine. The
part for the cornets was pretty often a dull succession
of single notes, marking the step of the corps on the
march, but varied now and then by a bar or two of
syncopation, i.e., notes which came after the beat. I
came in badly with a note on the beat instead of after
it, the effect of which was to release a torrent of abuse
from our irascible bandmaster upon the poor house-
painter. ‘““Now, Corporal,” said the unlucky one, “it
wasn't me this time, it was Bridge. He played Ta ta
instead of Um ta.” This was his ingenious method of
explaining the syncopation, *“ Um " being a sort of grunt
that he gave to keep himself right. We all roared,
even the surly bandmaster, at this new and certainly
convenient technical expression—and I admitted for
once that I was wrong !

Our corps had the honour of attending the great
Volunteer Review in Hyde Park, held by Queen
Victoria in June, 1860, and marching past Her Majesty
in brigade. Our band, however, was not allowed to play,
which annoyed us very much; but we experienced a
greater annoyance, as the following will show.

The band of the gth Kent was not very large,
and comprised a varied set of players—all, with one
or two exceptions, being mere beginners. We were
taught by a corporal of the Royal Marine Band,
and soon managed to get through three marches,
“Rory O’More,” * Ninety-five,” and “The Young
Recruit.” Our corporal-bandmaster carried a large
brass instrument which played the melody an octave
below the cornets. With this “chromatic bullock "—
as I have heard some one call such an instrument—
and the assistance of our drummer, who laid it on
pretty thick, it did not much matter what the other
instruments played! We were very anxious to march
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at the head of the corps, and did so with fair success.
But we suffered a serious catastrophe at the
rehearsal for a certain review and march past. The
corps was paraded on the Esplanade, near the old
castle, to practise a march past. The band took its
station, in readiness to play one of the marches.
But—the bandmaster did not turn up! We got
very nervous as the corps advanced from the end of
the parade-ground and came on in dead silence, for
none of us dared start to play. As the leading
companies passed us the Captain (Savage, by name—
and it suited him well on that occasion!) shouted out,
“Can't that band play a tune?” All eyes
instantly centred on us, instead of on the march-past.
The assembled citizens chaffed us unmercifully, and
we felt indescribably foolish. The corps had to go
some distance before wheeling about, but ere they
could do this, “with one consent” we had bolted,
and hidden ourselves in the crowd. It was a very
humiliating day for us. Later on, when we found the
bandmaster, we let him know what we thought of him.

Although our band was not very good, I nevertheless
got some useful experience in playing the cornet,
always looking back with pleasure to my days as
a Volunteer.

One of the most notable things I remember at this
time in my musical experience was being allowed to
sit with the organist, Dr. Hopkins, at Exeter Hall,
during a performance of ‘Elijjah” in which
Madame Goldschmidt (Jenny Lind) sang, and Mr.
Otto Goldschmidt, her husband (in after years one
of my dearest friends), conducted. I can still recall
the fire and expression which the great singer put
into the music.

Another musical experience is one for which I am
always thankful. Learning that Wesley was opening
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an organ in London at the great Agricultural Hall, and
never having heard him play, I determined not to miss
the opportunity of doing so. I attended the recital, when
he played his Andante in G and an extempore Fugue
on a very fine subject. I remember how much annoyed
I was by the way the people would talk—as in these
days—through the quieter parts of the Andante. This
was the only time I had the opportunity of hearing
Wesley.

Except for the concerts I have already referred to,
which were mostly of vocal music, we at Rochester in
the “fifties had little opportunity of becoming acquainted
with music outside the Church, and there were then
no Local Examinations in music such as are now
held all over the Empire. I had a great leaning to
composition, writing some songs and part-songs, and a
little Church music; but there were no scholarships to
be had (except at the Royal Academy, which necessitated
residence in London), so I moved pretty much in
one groove up to the time when my articles with
John Hopkins expired. Then, fortunately, I knew my
ignorance, and determined to place myself for com-
position under Goss, of St. Paul’'s. Most of my
work was sent by post, but I also went to him in
London for some lessons, for three or four years having
the benefit of his valuable help. He was a most pains-
taking teacher, and the exercises I did with him are now
among my most cherished possessions.
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AT the age of twenty I determined to leave home,
and applied for several organistships, having a peculiar
experience as a candidate for a London church. After
a searching trial, I was one of four selected applicants,
and was then informed that the appointment was
in the hands of the Vestry, and it would be advisable
for me to canvass the parish in order to get votes. One
of the churchwardens was very much in my favour, and
furnished me with the names of people on whom to call.
1 spent a whole day in waiting on people of all sorts and
conditions—public-house keepers, ironmongers, bakers,
and other tradesmen. My reception was not altogether
cordial in many quarters—in fact, the public-house
keepers looked upon me as a bit of a nuisance, and
thought I was a musician for once in the wrong * bar.”
1 did not obtain the appointment, because my opponent,
I was informed, was a Freemason, and secured the
Freemasons’ votes. It was a curious ordeal, and one
which I do not think many living organists have
sustained.

Another post I tried for was the Parish Church of
Faversham, near Canterbury. Curiously enough, James
Tarle, the organist of Westminster Abbey, was one of
the judges to select the best man, the other umpire
being Mr. Jones, the organist of Canterbury Cathedral.
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I was not placed first, to the great regret of the Rector,
who rather wanted me. But it brought me a post at
Windsor, as the Rector wrote off to the Rev. Henry
Hawtrey, whom he knew, to recommend me for the
vacancy there. This was the first time I had met
Turle, and after succeeding him at the Abbey I often
referred to his having rejected me at Faversham. He
declared “ It was Jones who preferred the other man,”
and as Jones was in his own country he let him have
his way! Before the Windsor people wrote to me I
was sent for to London to see the celebrated Rev.
Frederick D. Maurice, who offered me the post of
organist at his church—St. Peter’s, Vere Street. But I
explained I must wait to hear from Windsor, and did
so, with the result that Mr. Hawtrey’s offer was
accepted. I did not know what a distinguished man
Maurice was, but was struck with his charm of manner.

The Rev. Henry Hawtrey was the Vicar of Holy
Trinity, Windsor, but the moving spirit of the
choir was his brother, the Rev. Stephen Hawtrey,
mathematical master at Eton College. My appoint-
ment was not a very remunerative one, but it afforded me
opportunities in many directions which were welcome.
Thus I was able to attend the services at
St. George’s, Windsor, where Dr. Elvey had brought
the music to a high state of efficiency—far better at that
time, I am sure, than could be found at St. Paul’s
or Westminster, or, I believe, in any other
Cathedral. Dr. Elvey was kind to me, letting me
go up into the organ-loft frequently. Thus was I able
to maintain my knowledge of the Cathedral Service,
which indeed I should have missed greatly, having been
accustomed to attend at daily service since I was six
years of age. The Rev. Stephen Hawtrey was a
musical enthusiast, and in his school at St. Mark’s,
which he founded for boys at Windsor, he had music
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very generally taught. It was from this school that the
choir of my church was formed. I worked hard with
the boys, having very large classes, and made them
read music well. We had at the church a full
Cathedral service, and sang a large number of the
best Cathedral anthems. At the school we gave some
important concerts, where for the first time in my life I
had the opportunity of conducting an orchestra. We
did *“ Elijah ” and the “Hymn of Praise” more than
once; in connection with ‘“Eljjah” it may be
interesting to note that the part of the Prophet at one
of the performances which I conducted was sung by no
less a person than Hubert Parry, then at Eton. Our
bass failed us at the last moment, and Hubert Parry
kindly undertook to sing the part. The thing I
remember most about the performance was the extra-
ordinary speed at which he sang ““ Is not His word like
a fire.” Fortunately we had a good band, and although
the conductor was, naturally, inexperienced, the players
pulled him through very well. Curiously enough, two
of the leaders of this orchestra (then members of the
Queen’s Private Band) I found many years afterwards
playing the leading parts in the orchestra of the
Royal Choral Society, to which I had succeeded as
conductor. During my term at Windsor I also had the
pleasure of preparing my choir for the performance in
the Lower School of Parry’s Exercise for his Mus. Bac.
degree at Oxford, which he took while a boy at Eton.

Through the Rev. Stephen Hawtrey’s influence
I was able to teach music a great deal at Eton
College, giving private lessons to the boys and
teaching class-singing in the Lower School. 1 also
had large classes at the house of the Rev. John
Hawtrey, and assisted in the production of many of the
musical and other plays in which he and some of his
sons and friends so frequently acted. In connection
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with this I may claim to have helped to introduce
Mr. Charles Hawtrey to the stage, for I taught him a
song which he sang as Distaffina in “ Bombastes
Furioso.” In the same play, when essaying the title-
role, I once brought down the house with an unrehearsed
effect in the scene where Bombastes takes off his boots
and hangs them on a tree, the while he declaims :—

“ Who dares this pair of boots displace
Must meet Bombastes face to face.”

In my ardour to launch my challenge at “all the
human race,” I hauled off a stocking with one of my
long boots; the audience were quick to notice my
dilemma, and embarrassingly prompt in letting me see
that they had done so. (This was at Manchester.)
Perhaps the most valuable friendship that I formed
at Windsor was that of the distinguished authoress,
Mrs. Oliphant. I was admitted to her family circle,
and taught her boys music; and here, again, I helped
in private theatricals, on one occasion appearing as
Stingo, the Landlord in “ She stoops to Conquer.”
Theatricals had a great vogue at about this period,
Mrs. Oliphant being particularly fond of them. 1
assisted in a good many of such entertainments, e.g.,
in “ Twelfth Night,” when Frank Tarver, of Eton
College, took the part of Malvolio, giving a perfect and
very diverting representation of this character. We
also did an opera of Offenbach’s, ¢ Barbe Bleue,” some
of the songs in which were charmingly interpreted by
an officer of the Guards, whose name I do not
remember ; while at Eton, in the Mathematical School,
a delightful performance of Moliére’s “ Le Bourgeois
Gentilhomme ” was given by members of the College,
to whom I lent assistance in preparing the music.
During my Windsor days the friendship of
Mrs. Oliphant was of great benefit to me. Through
her kindness I spent many happy evenings which



46 A WESTMINSTER PILGRIM

otherwise would have been somewhat dreary. She
encouraged me to compose, giving me such poems
as Tennyson’s “ In Memoriam,” with passages marked,
which I have since set. She also gave me the life of
« St. Francis of Assisi,” calling my attention to ¢ The
Song of St. Francis,” a translation of which appears in
the book. Some twelve years later I set it to music,
this being the first work I ever had performed at one
of the great Festivals. There were others in her circle
to whom I owe a deep debt for much kindness and
help. Alas! most of these have passed beyond the
veil. This literary house was a blessing indeed,
fostering in me the love of good literature and
imbuing me with a desire to achieve some measure of
success in my profession. My kind friend lived to hear
of my knighthood, sending me a word of congratulation
from her sick room.

Trinity Church was attended by the Life Guards
and other regiments stationed at Windsor, and a fine
show they made, filling the galleries round which were
inscribed the names of all the Guards killed in action
in the Crimean War, from the drummer-boy to the
Colonel.

In connection with this church I cannot refrain from
recording a surprising incident of which I was a
witness. On Sunday afternoons there were generally
a number of babies from the barracks to be christened.
Before the ceremony of christening the mothers were
usually ¢ Churched.” On one occasion, when the
women went up the chancel steps to the altar rails, to
my astonishment a huge Life-Guardsman also went
up, and, I suppose, was *“ Churched”’! His companions,
who were to be godfathers, were in a state of sup-
pressed hilarity hardly consistent with the occasion.

My first experience of politics took place at Windsor.
I was one of the crowd at the railway station awaiting
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the arrival of Lord John Russell and Mr. Gladstone
on their way to the Castle to resign after the defeat of
the Government on the question of the Reform Bill in
1866, and remember thinking what a little man was
Lord John, and what a striking face was Mr. Gladstone’s.
Soon after there was a general election, the town of
Windsor being in a rare ferment. The old Members,
Messrs. Vansittart and Vyse, were opposed by Mr. Henry
Labouchere and Sir Henry Hoare. To the consterna-
tion of the Conservatives the two old Members were
defeated and the new candidates elected. There was
a petition against the election, and amongst others I
was subpcenaed! I never knew on what grounds, but
it was not for bribery or corruption. I think it was a
question of the validity of my vote, which was a lodger’s
qualification, my rooms being given to me as part of
my salary as organist. However, I was not called
upon to appear, as the petition was successful and the
Members were unseated. I was much gratified to
receive £3 as compensation for my time spent at the
Court of Inquiry.

The old Members did not regain their seats, and the
new election was fought by Mr. Roger Eykyn and
another. Mr. Eykyn was a very prominent member
of the Radical party at Windsor, where his name was
well known. A funny incident came under my notice
with regard to this election. My friend Keeton (now
organist of Peterborough Cathedral), then a pupil of Dr.
Elvey, lodged with an old gentleman who was a violent
Tory, and who possessed a clever and amusing parrot
which was a great talker. The bird’s cage stood
in the window, and I suppose he had heard *Vote
for Roger” shouted at all times by no end of
voices. To the consternation and annoyance of the
old gentleman one morning the bird yelled, “ Vote for
Roger,” *“ Vote for Roger.” It is impossible to describe
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the fury of the owner, who had always looked upon the
bird as a good Tory. He would, I believe, have wrung
its neck had it not seen the error of its ways. It was
a clever bird.

It was at Windsor that I made the acquaint-
ance of Dr. (afterwards Sir John) Stainer. He and
Mrs. Stainer (they were then living at Oxford)
knew the Hawtreys well, and once came into the
church to hear me play. This was the beginning of
a lifelong friendship between us, a friendship which
brought about the happy union of one of his sons with
my daughter.

Professor Donkin and his sons were also constantly
at the Hawtreys, and I had the great privilege of their
friendship and musical knowledge.

My life was a very busy one, as I had to do private
teaching as well as all my church and college work,
but I found time to study. Passing the examination
as a Fellow of the College of Organists in 1867, I
am now the senior member of that institution. 1
was most anxious to get to Oxford, and if possible
become organist of one of the colleges. There were
not many such opportunities, but I very nearly succeeded
in getting Queen’s College, being returned, after com-
petition, as one of two candidates whose names were
submitted to the Fellows. Unfortunately, and to my
intense disappointment, they gave it to the other man, so
my hopes of a residential Oxford life were shattered. 1
determined, therefore, to take my degree in music,
which could then be done by passing two examinations
and writing an Exercise—residence not being required.

My Exercise was accepted, and in due time I presented
myself at the final examination, the examiners being
Sir Frederick Ouseley, Dr. Stainer (then organist of
Magdalen), and Dr. Corfe, of Christ Church. An
incident in the viva voce examination is possibly worthy
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of record. I have already mentioned my friend Keeton,
a pupil of Dr. Elvey. We were both desirous of
taking our degree, and used to meet in the evening,
either at his rooms or at mine, to work up the different
branches—counterpoint, fugue, &c. In the course of
our studies, in an old Oxford examination paper we
came across the term ‘ Stretto maestrale,” which we
had never heard of before. Keeton undertook to ask
Dr. Elvey the meaning of it, but the old Doctor confessed
that it was new to him, so we got no further, except that
it made an impression on us. In the viva voce examina-
tion Sir Frederick asked me to explain the constituent
parts of a fugue. I did this, mentioning of course the
“ Stretto.” Then he said to me, “Can you name a
term that is sometimes applied to a ‘ Stretto’ when it
is in strict canon?” In a moment my mind went back
to the ‘“ Stretto maestrale,” and I wondered if I should
risk itor not. Before I replied, Ouseley added, ¢ Itisan
Italian term.” “Oh,” I replied, ¢ the ¢ Stretto maestrale,’
of course,” as if it were a very old friend. But I was
nearly floored by the next question, “Can you give me
any example of the use of this ‘Stretto’?” As I had not
known what the particular “Stretto” was till that
moment, I was naturally rather puzzled, till Sir Frederick
kindly helped me by saying, “ Handel uses it.” I thought
of the “Amen Chorus” in * Messiah,” and knowing
that it abounded in all kinds of masterly imitations, I
ventured to give it as an example. ‘ Quite right;
very good,” said Sir Frederick. Seeing my friend
Keeton, I of course told him all about it. He was going
up to Oxford at the next examination, and got a good
series of examples of * Stretto maestrale” ready for
the Professor. But alas! to his great disappointment
the question was not asked. I heard afterwards that
Sir Frederick told a friend with whom he was staying at
Oxford that he was somewhat surprised that I was able
E
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to answer that question, as he did not remember having
had it answered before, the term appearing only in a
very rare book. I told Sir Frederick years afterwards
what a little I knew about it at the time! I passed
the examination, my Exercise being performed in the
Sheldonian Theatre, the Rev. Stephen Hawtrey sending
up a good part of our choir to sing in it. Some weeks
afterwards we performed it at St. Mark’s School, the
tenor solo being taken by Arthur D. Coleridge, in after
years my very dear friend, and the bass by the Rev.
W. H. Bliss, then Minor Canon at Windsor. This was
in 1868, and I made the acquaintance of Arthur Sullivan
about this time. He was staying near Windsor, and
attended one of the concerts given at St. Mark’s,
at which a setting of mine of some words from
Tennyson’s “In Memoriam” (* The time draws near
the Birth of Christ”) was sung. Sullivan was very
kind and complimentary, at the same time pointing
out an awkward passage of modulation, which, he said,
“will always give you trouble,” and so it has to
this day.

My mind was set upon obtaining a Cathedral appoint-
ment. This had always been my great ambition, and I
made application for two or three such posts, generally
coming within the last few for selection. I first met
Sir Frederick Ouseley at one of these competitions. He
was the judge at Llandaff Cathedral trial, and although
I did not get the appointment, he wrote me a very
nice letter, which later was useful as a testimonial.
This was rather early in my Windsor life, and before
taking my degree. At last I was fortunate enough to
be appointed organist of Manchester Cathedral, being
then just twenty-four years of age. My friends at
Windsor gave me many valuable presents, and I left
them with real sorrow, spending the last evening at
Mrs. Oliphant’s hospitable house.
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A it of good fortune attended my candidature for
Manchester. I had heard that there would probably
be a vacancy at Leeds Parish Church, and believed
that circumstances favoured my being appointed. It
would have been an honour to secure a post that
S. S. Wesley had filled with so much distinction for
some years before he proceeded to Winchester. I for-
warded my testimonials, and received an invitation
from the Vicar to come and stay at Leeds. At the last
moment, however, the organist did not resign ; but the
Vicar pressed me not to forego my visit. Meanwhile I
had got news concerning Manchester, and hastened to
apply there, explaining that all my testimonials were at
Leeds, where I was proceeding the following day. To
my surprise the next morning brought a letter from
Manchester, intimating that I must forward my testi-
monials without delay, as the Chapter was holding
a meeting forthwith in order to select candidates.
Twenty-four hours later, with as many documents as
it was possible to secure, I was en route for Manchester.
Arrived there, and tendering my ticket, I found my way
barred by the collector, who, to my astonishment and
no little indignation, told me I must pay again, as I had



52 A WESTMINSTER PILGRIM

come by the wrong line! It seemed that there was no
interchange of traffic over the competing lines running
from Leeds, and that I had bought my ticket for one
and travelled by another. There was no alternative
but to pay, whereat I grumbled eloquently, while the
collector administered consolation by pointing out that
I had arrived an hour sooner than I should have
done travelling by the right train. And here comes
my bit of good fortune. I went straight to the
Cathedral, where a service was going on. A verger
conducted me to a vestry. Here I deposited my papers
with an official, and explained who I was. Glancing
through them, he casually remarked, “ Well, it’s lucky
you have come just now; the Chapter is holding a
meeting after the service to select candidates.” [emerged
from my encounter with this gentleman conscious of
rather mixed feelings, and with an injunction laid
upon me to attend again in the afternoon, when I
learned with great satisfaction that my candidature was
approved, and was asked if I would be prepared to
play the next day or would prefer to wait for my
turn. Of course I elected to play the next day. Thus
my success at Manchester turned largely upon the
accidental circumstance of my having travelled upon
the wrong line, thereby arriving an hour sooner than
otherwise 1 should have done, which undoubtedly
placed in my hands an opportunity that developed
favourably for me. It is curious to think that a
momentuous step in my career was taken when I
boarded the wrong train.

Residence at Manchester was certainly not quite
the kind of Cathedral life I had anticipated, but it was
a fortunate move for me. The difference between the
quiet of a Cathedral city like Rochester, or even
Windsor, and busy Manchester, was immense. I was
welcomed by the musical people, and received much
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kindness and hospitality generally. The Cathedral
services were at a very low ebb, the choir being
extremely small in numbers and the organ not first-
class. An incident of my early days in Manchester
I must not forget to mention in connection with the
organ. The instrument stood on the North side of the
Choir, and after the services many of the congregation
would walk up from the Nave to the Choir while
I was playing the voluntary, and peer through the
screen to see the “new mon.” I was a little gratified
at first, till one day an old lady popped her head
round the screen to look at me. Then she turned
to her friend and said in an audible voice, which
even reached me through the Bach Fugue with
which I was endeavouring to impress her: “Eh! but
he’s only a lad.”

A year after my appointment, Goss allowed me to
see a letter which he had received from a well-known
musical amateur in Manchester, who was a great
friend of his, and to whom I had written when I was
a candidate. I think I may be pardoned for quoting
the following extract :—

* Qur recommendation of young Bridge has been
a distinguished success, and I have been thanked
by the authorities over and over again for sending
your recommendation to them. He has done us
more than credit.”

Although, as I have said, the Cathedral services had
reached a rather low ebb, there was a wholesome zeal
for Cathedral music among Churchmen at Manchester.
The conservation of this fine tradition rested mainly, 1
think, with a few enthusiastic amateurs, prominent
among whom was Benjamin St. John Baptist Joule.
This gentleman (a brother of James Prescott Joule, the
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distinguished physicist)* was a devoted lover of
Cathedral music, and moreover a very competent
organist.

Goss knew him well. He once wrote to me in his
humorous way hoping that I had made the acquaintance
of his friend “ Benjamin St. Matthew St. Mark St. Luke
St. Joule.” I could not resist telling Joule of this,
and it amused him greatly. Joule and a few friends
maintained a full Cathedral service at one of the
important churches (St. Peter’s) at Manchester. The
choir, however, had only women’s voices for soprani
instead of boys. The church became justly famed for
its organ recitals, and I heard Sir R. Stewart, Best,
E. J. Hopkins, Henry Smart, Walter Parratt, and
others, perform there. Joule did good work in his day
for the cause of Cathedral music, and deserves to be
remembered with gratitude at Manchester.

It was not long before I obtained a great deal of
work, not only in teaching, but by conducting local
choral societies. 1 worked very hard at this time, for
most of these societies were outside Manchester, and
necessitated railway journeys home late at night.
But what was much more valuable to me was the
chance—really for the first time in my life—of hearing
the best orchestral music. Hallé’s Concerts were then
in full swing, and I attended them regularly. They
were a wonderful institution in those days, and
made Manchester superior to London in affording
opportunities for frequently hearing great orchestral
works well rendered.

After a year or two I became a member of the
teaching body of Owens College, having been

* His discovery of the mechanical equivalent of heat established
“ Joule’s Law.” A tablet commemorating the eminent physicist and his
scientific labours was subscribed for and placed in Westminster Abbey,
near the organ, in company with the memorials of Darwin, Lister, and
other scientific men.
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requested to take evening classes in Harmony. This
was the beginning of the present Faculty of Music
in Manchester University. It was an admirable
experience, and a great preparation for the work I
have since done at the Royal College of Music and
elsewhere.

With regard to the Cathedral at Manchester, it was
very difficult at first to obtain a satisfactory service.
The week-day choir comprised only four Lay-Vicars and
about sixteen boys. On Sundays the number of the
Lay-Vicars was slightly augmented. [ tried to get a
fuller choir, and succeeded for a time in adding a few
voices, but these were again dispersed. It appeared
that by an Act of Parliament, when the Manchester
Diocese was founded and the old Collegiate Church
became a Cathedral, some arrangement was made for
the benefit of various incumbents of the old parish,
so that they might get a share of the superfluous
revenues of the Dean and Chapter. This made them
very jealous of their rights, and very much opposed
to much expenditure on the choir and Cathedral. I
am glad to know that all this was altered under the
energetic rule of Bishop Welldon, the late Dean; but
during the six years I was organist, it was a great
trouble to me. Then, again, the training of the boys
was in the hands of the Precentor (instead of the
organist, as of course it should have been), and the
Precentor did not do it himself, but engaged a very
able double-bass player to do the work! All these
difficulties were very trying, yet I made the best
of them, as always of similar troubles in my career,
and think I may claim that upon leaving the Cathedral
of Manchester its services were at a good level,
considering the materials at my command. One of
my best friends was Mr. (afterwards Sir William)
Houldsworth. He was one of the Churchwardens



56 A WESTMINSTER PILGRIM

(the Cathedral on its parochial side having three such
officials), and was keenly interested in the music, being
himself a very fair amateur organist.

The Choir of the “old Church”—as Manchester
folk still delight to call the Cathedral —is a
charming specimen of Pointed Architecture. The
stall-work, with its richly-carved canopies—a beautiful
feature is the level cornice surmounting these—is
some of the most elaborate extant, as will be seen
from the illustration which I am able to reproduce
from an engraving in Edward Baines’ ¢ History of the
County Palatine and Duchy of Lancaster.”” In the
delicate decorative panelling of the roof are still to be
seen some remains of a lost art in enamel-work, known
as “wax paint.”

Years before I went to Manchester, restorers had
been at their nefarious work. They pulled down the
old 15th-century rood screen which divided the Choir
from the Nave, and with it removed the little one-
manual Father Smith organ—a gem in artistic
conception—which had stood upon the screen. They
would no doubt have ruthlessly sacrificed also the return
stalls, and so made a clean vista from the East to the
West end of the Church. But the Dean and Canons
cherished these stalls, and would not relinquish them.
For many years there was an ugly gap where the screen
and little Choir organ should have stood, the
beautiful old screen being hidden away in various side
chapels. A new organ was erected in the North
Aisle of the Choir, at the East end of the stalls.
The Sunday services were held in the Nave.*
The singers being so far from the organist, it was
manifestly difficult for any sort of direction to be
established, and the general effect was of course

* The Nave, built in 1465-68 by Warden Langley, is wider than that of
any other Cathedral in England, measuring 104-ft. across its five aisles.
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bad. No wonder the organist at times had cause for
complaint, for it would frequently happen that while
morning service was being conducted in the Nave, a
number of people were actually being married in the
Choir. The Cathedral seemed to be a popular resort
for this form of contract. I suppose that people who
were domiciled in the old parish, and desired to be
married in the “old Church,” could do so. At any
rate, on certain Sundays in the year the number of
weddings was so great that although dozens of couples
were married simultaneously, z.e., with one reading of
the service, it was now and then impossible for the
officiating clergyman to dispose of the throng of clients
and be able to take his place at the morning service.
The organist’s task in essaying to accompany the
Psalms with some thirty or forty people standing round
the altar rails and shuffling about was no light under-
taking.

Soon after I was appointed to Manchester, Sir
William Houldsworth offered to build a new organ
and to restore the old rood screen. This was done,
and its achievement realised a splendid and generous
project. The upper part of the rood screen, however,
is from designs by Sir Gilbert Scott, to harmonize
with the case of the Hill organ, also from his designs.
The old Father Smith organ is, I am glad to say,
still carefully preserved. In my time we occasionally
used it for services in a side chapel—of which there
are several—branching off from the Choir.

There was one remarkable old bass in the choir, by
name Stocks. He had a tremendous voice, and one
day nearly frightened me to death. It was soon after
entering on my duties, and an anthem of Kent’s was
being sung. There is a quartet to the words, “Thine,
O Lord, is the greatness,” and this went on nicely
enough until the ascending passage to the words
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“ And the power, and the victory, and the majesty”
was reached. At the words ‘““and the majesty,” Stocks
and the choir on his side broke in fortissimo, Stocks
giving out a top E flat on a broad Lancashire a on the
word ‘“majesty” which nearly blew my head off.
It was a bit of dramatic effect which was understood at
Manchester, but for which I was not prepared. 1 told
Stocks of the effect it produced on me, and he was
delighted. One of the men told me Stocks used to
drive a coal-cart when young, and that before I came
he often sang an anthem by Spohr, beginning, “ Come
up hither,” pronouncing the opening words, “ Coom
oop,” just as he did in his old coal-cart days. Some
of the Lancashire singers in Cathedral and Church are,
or were, at any rate fifty years ago, somewhat original in
their notions. I remember an experience which occurred
to a pupil of mine. He was appointed organist
to a new church in the suburbs of Manchester.
I forget his name, but we will call him Jones. He
had a friend whom we may call Smith, who possessed
a stentorian bass voice but little musical knowledge.
Smith however begged hard to be allowed to join the
choir, and Jones, against his better judgment, at last
consented. On the following Sunday Smith appeared
in the choir, and when the Venite started he immediately
began singing the soprano part, but two octaves below
the proper pitch! A tenor singer next him seized a
chant-book, and pushing it before Smith, said: * This
is the bass part, man, this is the bass part.” ‘“Oh!
never mind the bass part,” said Smith, “I'll sing like
the little ¢ beggars’* in front.”

Candidates for admission into Cathedral choirs have
sometimes very hazy notions of the music which is
usually sung, and also of the standard of efficiency

*Smith, indeed, with unconscious irreverence, used a warmer
description, which I am compelled to omit.
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required. At a certain Cathedral not far from
Manchester a candidate for a wvacant bass lay-
clerkship having been summoned to attend for trial,
was told he would have to sing a solo of his own choice
at the afternoon service. He seemed ready to do so,
and after some cogitation announced that he would
sing ‘“ The Wolf !

Another candidate, of very bucolic aspect, attended
a trial of voices and was apparently much surprised
when a lay-clerk placed a volume of Greene’s Anthems
before him, one of which he was to read at sight. He
looked with contempt at the volume, and said : “ Why,
mon, dost thou sing fr’ bukes here? I canna’ sing
fr’ bukes.” And taking up his hat, he left in high
dudgeon.

In the early ’seventies, at the time when I began to
think about proceeding to the degree of Mus. Doc., I
visited Ouseley at Tenbury. Here Sir Frederick main-
tained a daily Cathedral service in the Chapel, which,
along withthe quaint medizvalatmosphere that somehow
seemed everywhere to attach to the College, I enjoyed
very much. Sir Frederick loved Cathedral music, and
undoubtedly his devotion to what became his life-
work, and his labours at Oxford, did much to establish
higher standards and ideals in the profession. I had
come to know him well, and valued his friendship very
much. I have often acted with him as examiner at
Oxford; there was a quiet charm attaching to his
personality that made intercourse with him exceedingly
enjoyable.

A curious interest attaches to my visit to Ouseley on
the above occasion. But before speaking of this I must
go back a few years. In my boyhood at Rochester 1
had formed an aquaintance with a Roman Catholic
priest, who, intensely fond of music, would come
frequently to the Cathedral services. He was, I think,
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a chaplain to the Forces. The last time I had seen
him was on an occasion when travelling to London
with my mother. He joined us in the train, his destina-
tion being somewhere abroad. Just before my visit to
Tenbury I was surprised at receiving a letter from him,
in which he explained that he was occupying the priest’s
house in the establishment of a well-known Roman
Catholic family near by, and that he would like me to
call upon him.

This I hastened to do, and after leaving Tenbury
spent some very pleasant days with my early friend. His
musical enthusiasm had not waned. We found much
to talk about on musical subjects, and once or twice my
exercise for the Mus. Doc. degree, which 1 was then
embarked upon, came up for discussion. One evening,
in his library, he took down a book and read to me some
portions of that wonderful text, Newman’s “ Gerontius.”
“ Now,” said he, “if you want something to set to
music, why not undertake this?” And he added,
“The man who sets this worthily will make an
undying reputation.” He presented me with the book,
which I brought away, and studied carefully, but I
confess the subject seemed beyond my powers. More-
over, it dealt with matters with which I, not being a
Roman Catholic, was really unfamiliar, and to which it
would have been impossible for me to do any justice.
But I went so far as to submit the idea to Mr. Joseph
Bennett, who had provided me with a libretto (*“ The
Repentance of Nineveh”) for a work that I had in
hand for the Worcester Festival. He agreed with me
that the imagery of the poem demanded for its musical
setting a temperament as distinct as that which had
produced the moving verse, so I relinquished the idea
of undertaking it. Yet not far away from the house
wherein my Roman Catholic friend made his prophetic
pronouncement, there was then living the man who
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before many years would have achieved the distinction
foretold—Edward Elgar, whose unsurpassable setting
of “ Gerontius” is known and reverenced wherever
choral singing is practised.

In connection with my desire to procure my Doctor’s
degree I may mention a curious little incident. I had
been to the public School of Rossall to examine in music.
Other examinations were held at the time, and I
travelled back with one of the examiners—Mr. (now
Lord) Moulton. He was so kind as to ask me about
my work, and I told him that I was just contem-
plating trying for my Doctor’s degree if I could
find the time. ‘“Oh, yes,” he said, ‘“don’t neglect
that.” “ Get all the degrees you can, and as soon as
you can.” This made an impression upon me, so
I set to work to compose my Exercise, which was
accepted, and then presented myself again at Oxford
in 1874, passing the examination. My Exercise was
performed in the Sheldonian Theatre, many friends
coming from Manchester to assist, besides others at
Oxford, Walter Parratt, then organist of Magdalen,
playing in the orchestra. It was fortunate that I
took Mr. Moulton’s advice, for in a few months the
appointment of Westminster Abbey became vacant, and
it might have made a difference. My Manchester friends
were much interested in my degree, and I was handed
a substantial cheque, subscribed by various gentlemen,
to pay the expenses of the performance at Oxford.

The most important event at the Cathedral of
Manchester in my time was the Consecration of Bishop
Fraser. I composed a special anthem for the occasion
(“ The Lord hath chosen Zion "), and as the Archbishop
of York was musical and desired to take his part in the
“Veni Creator,” I got Dr. Monk, of York Minster, to
make a special setting for this service. Bishop Fraser
was always a kind friend to me.
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Hallé was a great musical power at Manchester, and
deservedly so. He had established a fine orchestral
and choral force, and gave concerts of first-class
importance every week at Manchester and in many
of the great Northern towns. He was an excellent
conductor, without any tricks or oddities. As a con-
ductor of choral music he was just as successful
as with the orchestra, which is not always the case.
He did not train the choir, that being done for him
by a chorus-master of splendid energy and resource,
Charles Hecht. The choir worshipped Hallé, the
Lancashire lads and lasses coming entirely under his
sway.

I think he was never nonplussed but once. This was
during one of the many performances of Berlioz’s
“Faust” (a work that Hallé had really restored to
life, at least in England). In the well known Serenade
for Mephistopheles there is a dramatic and dangerous
part for the choir, who have to come in with a
sudden satirical “ Ha!” in the course of the song. An
enthusiastic tenor in the choir was always very alert
and on the spot to those who watched him, as T often
did. But on this occasion he was a little too alert, and
just a moment before the whole choir should enter, he
came in alone with a loud nasal “Ha!” The effect
was fearful, the choir could hardly go on, the audience
were convulsed, and Hallé—well—he would have
killed the man, I am sure, if he could, and he tried to
do so with his eye. I never saw that tenor again, some
say he emigrated!

Hallé had many good stories, which he told
wonderfully well. There was one about dreams,
and how they might come true. The example he gave
of this curious fact is not, I think, entirely unknown,
although I have not myself seen it in print. (I
think 1 recollect it pretty well even after forty-four
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years!): A girl bought a ticket in a lottery* in
which were large money-prizes. She had applied to
the local authority, and asked particularly that she
might have No. 23. They told her they had not got
the number, and she must have another. This she
absolutely refused to accept, and she was so pertinacious
that at last they said they would see if they could get
No. 23 for her. This they did, with the result that she
won a good prize. When she went to claim the money
the authorities asked her why she had insisted upon
that number, as it seemed so odd that she should have
done so, and so very remarkable that it should have
won a prize. They were sure there was no cheating in
the matter, but why did she demand No. 23? “Oh!”
she said, ‘“because of my dream. I was thinking about
the lottery, and I dreamt one night that I bought
No. 7. The next night I dreamt the same thing
again, and on the third night, too. So I said to myself,
¢ Three times seven is twenty-three ; that’s the number
I’ll have.””

Whilst at Manchester, I was surprised at the amount
of music to be found among amateurs. Many well-to-do
professional and business men had organs in their
houses, and I was not long in making many kind and
hospitable friends. Among the professional musicians
were several men of mark. Charles Hecht, Hallé’s
chorus-master, was a first-class musician and a delightful
man, and I learned much from his wide knowledge of
music. With Dr. Henry Hiles, also, I formed a cordial
friendship. He was not easy to get on with, so it was
reported ; but I found in him a real friend, and we saw
a good deal of each other. Altogether my Manchester
life was a pleasant one, and although I would not
have cared to live in that city all my days, yet I
cannot be too thankful that my early years as a

* The scene is laid, I suppose, in Hallé’s native Germany.
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Cathedral Organist were spent in a place so musical
and so alive, where it was not possible to rust or
get lazy.

It was indeed an arduous life that I led in the cotton
city, so that I was glad now and then to run away from
the mists and rain, and the roaring tide of traffic, to
seek a quieter scene. Thus it came about that I paid
my first visit to the English Lakes, staying with
Dr. Troutbeck at the Vicarage ‘of Patterdale, near
Ullswater. I recall an absurd * experience that
befell me there, which I think:.I ‘must describe.
We were out for a long walk, and.I was interested
in watching some trout, always an. attraction to
me, darting about in a little stream. I leaned
over—I forget now whether it was a. bridge, or
a rail at the side of the stream—to-observe more
closely, but my centre of gravity must ‘have been
disturbed, for suddenly I found myself taking a header
into the water. For a moment I laid upon the bottom,
and then floundered out! I am bound to say I did
not get much sympathy from Dr. Troutbeck or his
family! It was six miles from home, and I had to
walk like an athlete to keep my blood in circulation.
Afterwards, at the Abbey, we would often laugh over
the recollection of this episode. :

Although Manchester at that time was a long journey
from London, 1 neglected no opportunities for
keeping myself familiar with what was going on in the
Metropolis in the way of music. For instance, I made
a great effort to hear Bach’s “ Passion” music—
produced under Dean Stanley’s auspices—conducted
by Barnby in Westminster Abbey; a very notable
event which really set an example that has been
widely followed. I had been promised a ticket, but it
did not arrive. However, I went up to London and to
the Abbey, but was sternly refused admission, as I had
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no ticket. I might have said, “ You won't let me in
now, but you will some day,” but I didn’t, and
solaced myself by going to the opera and hearing
“William Tell.”” Also, later on, I attended the dinner
given to Sir John Goss on his knighthood. The
chair was taken by old Cipriani Potter, and I had the
honour of an introduction to Sterndale Bennett that
night, Sir John presenting me to him as one of his
pupils and organist of Manchester Cathedral. Bennett
congratulated me, and said to Sir John, “ These young
men begin where we leave off!”

I was so fortunate as to see Verdi direct the perform-
ance of his splendid “ Requiem ” in the Albert Hall, in
1875, little thinking that I should come to conduct the
same work in the same place. He was a distinguished
conductor, and revealed no eccentricities. On a later
occasion (in 1877), in the same hall, I saw Wagner
conduct—or try to conduct—some of his own works.
But he was really hopeless as a conductor. Had it not
been for Richter, the affair would have been a pitiful
failure.

In 1875 it was announced that James Turle, the
organist of Westminster Abbey, was about to retire,
and that a successor to him would be appointed.
Needless to say, in common I suppose with many of
my contemporaries, I was somewhat excited over the
possibility of such a prize as the organistship of the
Abbey falling to me, but must candidly confess that
I did not at all count upon it. However, in the course
of a short time I received a letter from Canon
Duckworth on behalf of the Chapter, saying that
my name, with others, had been brought before
them as a possible successor to Turle. This I no
doubt owed principally to Dr. Troutbeck, who was
Precentor at Manchester when I went there. He left
soon after to become Minor Canon at Westminster.

F
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Canon Duckworth was his brother-in-law. I had spent
six years at Manchester, was still young, and had
taken the degrees of Mus. Bac. and Mus. Doc. by
examination, so that I had some fairly good credentials.
There was no competition, but Canon Duckworth
asked me to send the names of a few people for
reference, a request that was easily fulfilled.

Dr. Stainer kindly helped me, Dr. Herbert Oakeley,
Henry Smart, Barnby, and Dr. Edward Hopkins
being also among my supporters. I was able to get
Smart’s help from the fact that he had attended the
Cathedral of Manchester when 1 opened the new
organ, and so had heard me play. 1 did not know
him very well, but went to Stockport to interview a
musical amateur who was an intimate friend of Smart’s,
and with whom he constantly stayed. I told him what
was in the wind, and he said he would write to Smart
for me, telling me afterwards he had done so, adding
that he had written a letter that would *fetch a duck
off the water ™!

One incident that must not be forgotten was connected
with Bishop Fraser, whom I went to call upon, knowing
he was a great friend of Dean Stanley’s. =~ When
I came in, he received me in his most kind and
genial way, gave me tea, and then told me he had been
preaching at Westminster the previous Sunday, when
Dean Stanley had asked him about me. He had
told the Dean that I was so well thought of, and so
happy at Manchester, that he did not think I would
come. I thought this was a very good testimonial.
The appointment was not made for some considerable
time, the task of selection, I believe, causing Dean
Stanley a great deal of anxiety; his wife, Lady
Augusta, wrote in a letter to one of my friends, which
was afterwards shown to me, that she thought choosing
an organist was more difficult than choosing a wife!
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As I have said, there was no musical competition
for the appointment, but I had to come up and
interview Dean Stanley. I did not glean much from
him, and am bound to say I went back rather discour-
aged at my prospects, not from anything that he had
said but because so little was said. However, after a
time a letter came from the Dean telling me I was
selected, and asking me not to mention it for a few
days as he was anxious to put a correct statement in
the Press, but could not do so until his return from
Bedford, where he was inaugurating the John Bunyan
Memorial. So I had to possess my soul in silence—
rather a difficult thing. I did make a confidant of one
man, with whom I had held many anxious consulta-
tions during the period when the appointment was
pending, and he kept the secret, till in a few days the
announcement was made in The Times, when the
Manchester people congratulated me very warmly.

I had to run up to the Abbey to receive the formal
appointment, meeting there for the first time one of
the dearest and best friends I ever had in Canon
Prothero. He was kind enough to receive me with
great cordiality, and it was through his influence that
I was enabled to have a residence in the Cloisters at
once, although that had not been promised to me.
Turle, on his retirement, continued to live in his
house until his death; and when that event occurred,
the house, together with two of the Canons’ residences,
passed by Act of Parliament to Westminster School.
An allowance in money was suggested to me instead of
a residence, but I was glad to accept Littlington
Tower, for though there were very few rooms it was
large enough for the time being. In 1888 it was greatly
improved and enlarged under the superintendence of
J. L. Pearson, whose work of restoration of the North
Transept of the Abbey is so well known.
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No quieter or more delightful spot can be found in
town. A fine plane-tree grows in the centre of the
quadrangle, where a fountain gives a pleasant sound.
The fountain occupies the site of the old cistern which
supplied the residents of the Cloister garth with water,
the water being conveyed from the West Bourne (now
the Serpentine, in Hyde Park) in wooden pipes con-
structed from hollowed trunks of trees. Thrushes and
blackbirds are often heard here, and of course the
London pigeon has made this quiet corner his own.
A tomb on the east side is that of Dr. Wilson, who
is almost certainly Shakespeare’s Tenor. “Sigh no
more, ladies” is mentioned in the First Folio to be
sung by ‘Jack Wilson,” and everything points to this
being the grave of “ Jack.” The stone bears a quaint
inscription :—

Jonn WiLson
Dr. in Musick here interred
Dyed February ye 22. 1673.
Aged 78 yeares 10 months and
17 dayes.

An amusing story in connection with this stone was
told to me by the late Dr. Cummings. The inscription
was nearly illegible, and the Dean and Chapter, I
suppose at Dr. Cummings’ suggestion, ordered it to be
re-cut. While the mason was executing his task Dr.
Cummings stood by and told the man a few particulars
of Dr. Wilson, how that he was Shakespeare’s Tenor,
and Professor of Music in the University of Oxford,
and altogether a great musician. After a while the
man paused in his work, and said, ‘“ Ah! I wish I
had known that when we took that there drain-pipe
through him . . .!7*

# «To what base uses we may return, Horatio! Why may not

imagination trace the noble dust of Alexander, till he find it stopping
a bunghole ? "—Hamlet, Act 5, Sc. 1.
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I comMmeENCED my duties at the Abbey in 1875, after
the Summer holidays, being well received by my
predecessor, James Turle, who still retained his title of
Organist, and, as I have said, continued to live in his
house in the Cloisters. This welcome was all the more
acceptable to me, inasmuch as he had been assisted for
some years by a clever pupil (who afterwards became
organist of the Chapel Royal—Charles Jekyll) who
possibly he had hoped might have succeeded him. He
never interfered with my work in any way, or proffered
any but the kindest criticism and counsel. During
the few years he spent in his retirement from active
work, I can truly say I did all in my power to
add to the comfort of his days, and when occasion
arose I would seek the benefit of his advice.

He was a devoted whist-player, and I frequently ran
into his house and joined in the game. Another partner
in the rubber was a brother of Turle, who had
been organist of Armagh Cathedral. When the Irish
Church was disestablished I believe he commuted his



A SUPPLY OF DRUMS 71

emoluments and retired with a considerable sum as
compensation for the loss of his office. It was said
that the old gentleman drank the health of Mr.
Gladstone—to whom he owed this bit of good fortune—
every night in a glass of port.

Turle played the service now and then, the last
time being on June 28th, 1880, the anniversary of
the Coronation of Queen Victoria. When he played
out with the National Anthem, I remember saying to a
friend, “ I feel this is the last time the dear old man
will play in the Abbey”; and so it was. He died on
June 28th, 1882.

In connection with seeking Turle’s advice, I will
venture to tell a story that reveals Dean Stanley in
a new light, that of musical critic. Before being
very long at the Abbey it fell to my lot to play the
Dead March in “ Saul.” I played it as I had heard
Hopkins and other musicians play it, but to my surprise
found that the Dean was much disappointed by my
performance. I took the opportunity of seeing him and
asking him what was wrong. He said it did not sound
like the Dead March in “ Saul” which he had been
accustomed to from Turle, nor at all like the Dead
March as played by Dr. Buck, of Norwich, which
he had heard some thirty years before. 1 could not
help replying that I did not suppose it did sound
like Dr. Buck’s performance, as I had never heard
that Dr. Buck was a capable organist, although an
admirable teacher of boys, but promised to take the
opportunity of asking Turle what his particular
version was. This I did, and soon found that it
included the introduction of some remarkable drum
effects, which I had somewhat modified. I then told
the Dean that if he would come and hear me, I would
play it again. He came into the Nave one evening,
when I gave him a supply of drums far exceeding what
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Turle had done (I must admit for that occasion
only), and he wrote me a note saying he was quite
satisfied. Since then I have played the Dead March
many times, and fancy I am somewhat celebrated for
my drum effects, although these, I am afraid, are not
approved by some of my brother organists.

I am obliged to put on record that the musical
services of the Abbey were not in a very flourishing
condition under Dean Stanley. He did not, I believe,
either love or understand music, and the artistic poverty
of the daily service did not touch him. Of course I am
speaking of the days when he was suffering under a
great domestic sorrow. At such a time of affliction
one hesitated to worry the Dean on such matters as
the attendances of the choir. Although I feel it my
duty to make this statement concerning his scanty
interest in the daily services, yet all musicians—and for
the matter of that, all churchmen—owe Dean Stanley
a deep debt of gratitude for having authorised the first
performance of Bach’s * Passion ” music in an English
Cathedral or Abbey Church. This event took place
at the Abbey before I came, the musical direction
being in the hands of Joseph Barnby, whose brother
was a member of the choir. Barnby, along with
his brother, lived for a time in a part of the house which
I now occupy. Not only did Dean Stanley authorise
the performance of Bach's * Passion,” but he paid the
expenses of the band out of his own pocket. He did
this also for some other oratorio performances which 1
directed in the early years of my appointment.

The Dean was sometimes singularly absent-minded,
and now and then seemed a little at sea when the
boys were taken into the Jerusalem Chamber to
be admitted into the choir. There is always a little
ceremony, a few prayers and a short address by the
Dean, the parents being present. Dean Stanley once’
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caused some consternation among them by saying that
he hoped they “ would see that their boys attended the
services punctually.” As the boys were then living in
a Choir-House, under a master, and the parents only
saw their sons at rare intervals, it was not easy to see
how they could comply with this request.

So far as the choir was concerned, the chief difficulties
which operated against a good choral service were lack of
discipline and the erratic attendances of the Lay-Vicars.*
There were some excellent singers among them, but
also some old and very inferior ones. In one case the
Lay-Vicar, on account of illness, never attended,
but was represented by a deputy, and a very poor
representative he was. Others attended apparently
when they liked, having made special arrangements
when they were appointed many years before to enable
them to be absent very frequently. Then again,
although there were twelve Lay-Vicars on the
Foundation, only six were required to come on
a week-day, certainly a very meagre choir for such a
building as Westminster Abbey. Another curious and
astonishing custom also prevailed. Some of the choir
were also members of the Chapel Royal, St. James's,
and in order to fulfil their duties at the Chapel Royal
morning service they were allowed to walk out of their
seats in the Abbey when the sermon began! A little

* 1t is astonishing that this abuse should have continued as long as it
did. And yet forty years before I was appointed to the Abbey attention
was drawn to the matter in an influential paper of that period. The
following letter appeared in its issue for March 8th, 1835 :—

“DEAR . . . —I pray you to tell me how it comes to pass that
the Cathedral service is performed in a more slovenly manner in the
Diocese of London than in any other with which I am acquainted. I
allude to that portion of the Service which is chanted by the choir.
The choristers and singing men at St. Paul’'s and at Westminster
Abbey do their part at a regular gallop, and to wind up the whole with
becoming decency, they annoy the congregation by shuffling out as
soon as they finish that portion of the service which is allotted to them.
Their avocation cannot, one would think, be so momentous that they
are unable to spare time to remain in their seats till the conclusion of
the sermon. These remarks I have heard from others a score of times.”
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door was provided by which they could creep out
unobserved, or slip in, if they came late. I have on
more than one occasion found that the whole six men
of one side had melted away during the sermon. They
did not all belong to the Chapel Royal, but the
“general impression” was that they did.

Another thing which seems incredible was the
entire absence of full-choir rehearsals. The boys
were practised daily, but there was no regular practice
for men and boys combined. Occasionally—and par-
ticularly if I asked them to do so, which in my early
days I often did—the soloists would come to my house to
rehearse, yet this was purely an act of grace on their
part. I soon made a move to get regular rehearsals
established, but this was stoutly opposed by some
members of the choir, one of whom, a man approaching
seventy, told me that when he was appointed he
undertook to obey the laudable customs of the Abbey,
and he did not find that the laudable customs of the
Abbey included any rehearsals! I am bound to say
that some of the youngest and best musicians felt the
necessity for these rehearsals, although claiming that as
it was extra-work and not included at their appointment
they ought to be paid a fee for attending. As the salaries
at the Abbey were none too large, either in the case of
Lay-Vicars or Organist, I was only too glad to get
the rehearsals established even if the Chapter paid
for them.

It seems that small salaries for the choir were
almost a tradition. I ascertained in some investigations
which I embarked upon later, that almost a century
ago the Lay-Vicars were paid from a fund raised by
charging visitors for admission to certain parts of
the Abbey. The Dean at that time, in response
to public agitation, reduced the charge for admission,
an act which may have been gratifying to the visitors,
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but which roused the ire of the choir, whose stipends
suffered in like proportion. The money collected
for showing the wax effigies exhibited at the
Abbey also formed a portion of the emoluments
of the Lay-Vicars. Thus it was to their interest to
make the waxworks an attractive feature, and it
is said that the addition of the excellent effigy of
Nelson to the collection was made because the public
rather expected to find the national hero at the Abbey,
and the Lay-Vicars were afraid that the attraction of
St. Paul’s would prove a serious loss to them. These
abuses have long since been abolished, and the fees
paid by visitors for being conducted round the royal
tombs, &c., are devoted to the Ornaments Fund,
which is worthily administered. I believe the cost of
the organ-case on the south side of the Choir was
defrayed out of this Fund. At any rate, the salaries
of the Lay-Vicars do not now depend upon curious
sightseers.

It took some time to get the choir into shape at
the rehearsals. There were, for instance, no stands
to hold the books, &c., but by keeping a good temper
I avoided any serious friction, although we had one
or two differences of opinion. One of these arose
from some action I took in the matter of one
of the Lay-Vicars singing Handel's “Comfort ye.”
He was an old man approaching seventy, and an
excellent musician, but, as was to be expected, his voice
was of the weakest, in fact that of an old man. Yet he
had sung this anthem for many years, and was reluctant
to give up the “privilege.” I represented the case to
the Precentor, saying the singer would not dare to
stand on the concert-platform and sing it,and he ought
not to do so in Westminster Abbey. The Precentor
took the line that so long as the Lay-Vicar was in
the choir he had the right to sing what came to his
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turn, and in due course the anthem came round again.
I thought I would try a little diplomacy, and being on
very friendly terms with the old gentleman I ventured
to tell him what I thought. But I had mistaken my
man. He fell into a furious passion, finishing up
by saying that he had ‘“sung it before 1 was born”; to
which 1 replied, ¢ All the more reason you shouldn’t
sing it now.” The incident was followed by a complaint
by certain members of the choir that I had interfered
in a matter which was entirely in the Precentor’s
hands. No doubt this was technically the case, but
such a position should not have been possible. It
will, T think, be conceded that I was not very
well treated over this incident by Dean Stanley, but
it served to bring matters to a head to a certain
extent. Amongst the Chapter were two very good
friends of mine, Canon Prothero and Canon Duckworth,
who did their best to get things put on a better
footing. A note was drafted and sent to me—also, I
believe, to the Precentor—intimating that I could object
to anything he had put down “if unsuitable to the
members of the Choir on duty, or impossible of
preparation in the time allowed.” But Dean Stanley
accompanied this note to me by another of his own,
saying that it was ‘“an error of judgment on my
part, which he was confident would not be repeated !
This made me very angry, and, I think, justly so, but
my friends of the Chapter soothed my feelings and we
never again had similar trouble. Many members of the
choir held high positions as teachers of singing and
conductors of glee-parties, and indeed were men with
whom it was a pleasure to work. They were, perhaps,
sometimes a little bit inclined to self-complacency,
and one with whom I was very friendly gave me an
opportunity of scoring off him, an incident which
often afforded us laughter in after years. 1 asked
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him about a particular anthem, saying, ¢ Do you sing
so-and-so here”’? “ We sing anything,” he replied.
“Yes,” I said, “and anyhow!”’

The boys of the choir had been well trained, and
were very keen, but they had nothing like the advantages
which the present boys enjoy. There was no Choir-
House until after [ became organist. They lived at
their homes in various parts of London, and had.to
come to the Abbey before nine o’clock for rehearsal,
ready for the morning service at ten o’clock. They
were given a luncheon, and after the afternoon service
departed again to their homes. Their schooling was
only fair, the school having but one master. They
numbered sixteen, at a later time raised to the present
number of twenty-four, when also an addition of six
assistants was made to the Lay-Vicars, thus bringing
up the choir to twelve men and twenty-four boys for
afternoon and Sunday services. This was a real
advantage, and provided an ample force. The greatest
difficulty in making the music go well was the bad
position of the choir. The Lay-Vicars occupied
stalls—not special choir-stalls, but the regular stalls
usually allotted to the congregation. These were very
roomy, and did not conduce to reverence. The boys
were placed in pews immediately below the stalls. But
between the Decani and Cantoris sides there were four,
and sometimes six, rows of ordinary worshippers, many
of them ladies, wearing large hats, and this was the sort
of wall which the boys had to sing against. I need not
say it was a matter of extreme difficulty to make
elaborate music go well under such conditions. With
the organ placed as it was, at a considerable distance
from the choir, the strain upon the organist was very
great. Again, at the period of my appointment the
organ was a very old-fashioned affair, the Great organ
going down an octave lower on the manuals than is the
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case with modern organs. This was no doubt done to
facilitate the ‘“drums” in the Dead March! The
organ had been removed from the central part of the
screen in 1847, but it was not raised as it is now up to
the Triforium. The consequence was that the pipes
spoke straight at the organist, thus making it very
difficult for him to hear the choir. However, | made
the best of it. In 1884 the organ was re-built and
brought fully up to date, and my work rendered
much more agreeable. But the choir seats were still
retained in their old and uncomfortable position; it
was not until after the Coronation of King George V.
in 1911 that, under the auspices of the present Dean,
the choir-stalls were arranged as they now are. It was
an immense gain, for which I had every reason to
thank Bishop Ryle! In justice to Bishop Gore I
ought to say that when he was Canon of Westminster
he made great efforts to get the choir-stalls re-arranged,
but the opposition of the ordinary seat-holders was too
strong for him. I must also add that I had not the
courage to press the matter so much perhaps as should
have been done.

Another improvement has been made of late which
is a real gain and comfort to the musical staff. For
many years the anthem on Sunday afternoon, instead
of being taken as the Rubric directs ‘“after the third
collect” and before the Sermon, was arranged to be
sung after the sermon! The consequence was that
very often the boys, and also the men, were inclined to
be sleepy—having frequently to sit out a discourse of
great length—and naturally their voices suffered. Of
course the reason for the extraordinary arrangement
was because some of the congregation showed a disposi-
tion to go out after the anthem and to forego the sermon.
I do not know when the plan for defeating this bad
habit was adopted, but Turle told me that one of
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the Lay-Vicars at the time said to the Canon in Residence
that it was “a bit of professional jealousy.” The
anthem is now allotted its proper place in the service.
The great evil not only in the Abbey but in Cathedrals
generally has been the absence of any provision for the
retirement of old members of the musical staff. Itis
absurd to expect men approaching seventy to retain
their voices in perfect condition, particularly such voices
as the altos and tenors. Basses, perhaps, may do so,
but even in their case the upper notes become feeble.
In the Abbey a man continued to occupy his place in
the choir when hopelessly incapable of singing in tune.
If he retired he did not resign, but was allowed to send
a deputy, who only too frequently was very little better
than the person he was supposed to represent. The age
that some of the Lay-Vicars had attained, and the
positions they occupied in musical circles, made it rather
difficult for me as a young man to correct their render-
ings. In some cases they wished to give their own
readings of solos and recitatives, readings which did not
accord with my judgment. And the sort of independence
which they had enjoyed for many years, along with
the total absence of full rehearsals, was a condition which
they would have liked to continue. Be itsaid that they
ought not so long to have been allowed to spoil the
services of the Church, as they certainly did. 1 cannot
help recording one very ludicrous occurrence, the
accuracy of which I can vouch for. An old gentleman
was singing in an anthem containing a solo to the words
“He is a Father of the fatherless, and defendeth the
cause of the widows,” and trying, I suppose, to put
extra pathos into the words, he caused his upper false-
teeth to descend into his lower jaw! It took him a
little time to put his mouth right and to proceed.
Another story, told to me by the organist of the Chapel
Royal, which I believe is perfectly true, also bearing on
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the ludicrous efforts of these old singers, may be
permitted.  The singer was an alto performing a
recitative in one of Purcell’s anthems in the Chapel
Royal. The words were, “ The ungodly have laid a
snare for me,” and I suppose, with his cracked and
comical voice, he somewhat annoyed an old Peer who
sat immediately behind the choir and was rather given
to thinking aloud. When the singer had finished his
sentence, ‘“ The ungodly have laid a snare for me,” the
old Peer ejaculated, loudly enough to be heard by the
choir, “I wish to heaven they’d caught you!”

I am glad to be able to say at this point that affairs
at the Abbey have been much better for a long time
past, and arrangements have now been made which
I hope will save my successors some of the troubles
and anxieties which beset my path for many years. It
must not be supposed that I was on bad terms with the
choir or the Precentor—such was not the case.
Except for an occasional difference of opinion we
worked well together, and I believe I have always had
the respect and affection of my colleagues. An incident
occurs to me which shows the pleasant relations
established between us. 1 organized an excursion
to Wendover, in Bucks, for the purpose of playing
a cricket-match between the gentlemen of the choir
and my articled pupils, who by that time were very
numerous. The challenge issued to the choir, and
put up in the music-room, ran as follows :—

CRICKET MATCH.
BeLLows versus DIAPHRAGMS.

The Great and Swell occupants of the Organ Loft invite the

Choir, if they can descend Solo(w), to a friendly Manual and

Pedal Exercise, entitled Cricket. Every Player is requested

to provide a Full Score, and it is hoped many runs will be

executed, though no ‘“great shakes” are expected. All

particulars to be settled at the rehearsal on Tuesday next at a

quarter to Eleven.

P.S.—A Ball-proof Cuirass will be provided and a doctor
will attend.
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It was a delightful afternoon, but as the cricket-pitch
was extremely rough several accidents occurred to the
various players, one of the ‘ Bellows” team getting his
finger badly hurt and a ¢ Diaphragm ” sustaining
a severe blow on the nose, which organ bled profusely.
I was very unlucky on this occasion in the way of
scoring. I borrowed a bat called the * demon driver,”
which I had presented to the Choir Cricket Club to
help them in their matches against St. Paul’s and the
Chapel Royal,* and which was reputed to be a splendid
run-getter. Being very anxious to make a few runs,
I am obliged to confess that I privately arranged with
the “ Diaphragm” bowler (Mr. John Foster), in exchange
for a good cigar (!), to give me a fairly easy ball
to start with, which he undertook to do. I gave a
tremendous swipe with the ‘“demon driver,” and the
ball flew high up into the air to the boundary, to
be caught by one of the tenors, who assured me he
“wouldn’t have done it, had it been possible to miss
it,” so I was out with a duck’s egg! I was very
disappointed, and so was my little daughter, who took
much interest in my batting and shed copious tears at
the tragedy. But it was a pleasant day, and such a
gathering helped us over the stonesat future rehearsals.

Having mentioned my articled pupils I may explain
that no regular official assistant at the Abbey was
given to me for some twenty years. I was allowed
of course to have occasional assistance at my own
expense, as in fact the work could not possibly be
carried on byone man. Daily services, daily rehearsals,
and the many extra services which are constantly held
in the Abbey, make a great demand upon the organist’s

* I think I ought to mention here the name of a devoted musical amateur,
Mr. Alfred Jackson, who was a real friend of the choristers. It was
at his instigation, and his expense, that these matches were established
and maintained, whereby the boys were provided with some delightful
excursions at a time when such treats were few and far between,

G
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time. My articled pupils were very useful. Some
of them have now risen to high rank in the musical
world, and it has been a pleasure to pay them a visit
in their own important posts. Sometimes I was able
to impart a bit of useful advice. I was reminded of
this quite lately by one old pupil. He had a very nice
organistship in a seaside town, and I went down to give
a recital at his church. Walking on the front, I asked
him how he was getting on in his appointment.
He had a curious habit, which I had often noticed,
of grumbling a little even if he admitted he was doing
well, and somewhat to my annoyance he lapsed into
his weakness as we walked and talked; so I resolved
to try and cure him. I had noticed in his study some
nicely illuminated texts which, he told me with much
pride, were done by the lady he hoped shortly to make
his wife. “ Do you think,” I said, “that the young lady
you spoke of will illuminate a text which I would
like to suggest for your room?” “Oh, yes,” said he,.
“of course she will, and she will be much honoured.”
Well, I said, if she will do this, and if you will read
it every morning, it will do you more good than all the
others. It consists of only two words, “Don’t grumble.”

He has often said what good it did him, and I have
his permission to tell the story.

In March, 1876, the death of Lady Augusta Stanley
cast a great shadow over the Abbey and its Precincts.
I had never had the pleasure of meeting her, as she was
aninvalid at the time of my appointment, but she sent me
a message from her couch one day to say she had heard
me practising the organ in the Abbey, and hoped I would
“ help her husband to make the Services glorious.” 1
know that her influence over the inhabitants of the
Cloisters was a very sweet one, and the loss to the
whole community of the Abbey was in the nature of a
bereavement. There was a very impressive funeral on
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March gth, which Queen Victoria attended, when
Lady Augusta was laid to rest in Henry the Seventh’s
Chapel.

It was in this year also that I played at two important
weddings —that of Prof. Tyndall and also that of
Sir William Harcourt.

My work in the Abbey did not fill in all my time
every day; nor, must I admit, was the salary of the
Organist at all commensurate with the position and
its duties! But I was allowed sufficient liberty from
Abbey services to enable me to earn my living, and so
did not complain.

In 1876 I was one of the Professors appointed to the
National Training School of Music. This School was
founded principally by the efforts of H.R.H. Prince
Alfred, afterwards Duke of Edinburgh, and directed
by Sir Arthur Sullivan. Also, at the suggestion of
Sir John Stainer, 1 was appointed to the Crystal
Palace School of Music, and this proved a great
advantage, as I could go to the Saturday concerts
there very frequently—concerts which had an immense
effect upon the rising School of English musicians.

Of the original staff of the National Training School
I think there are only two survivors at the Royal
College—Mr. Visetti and myself. Under Sullivan, and
for a short time under Stainer, the National Training
School did good work, and many prominent musicians
of the present day owe much to having obtained
the Scholarships of that institution. It was through
this school also that Mr. Eugéne D’Albert was
discovered. I remember his coming perfectly well—a
little boy, with powers on the pianoforte that were truly
astonishing. I am sorry to say that of late years he
has done his best to make people believe he owes
nothing of his music to England; but some of us are
old enough to know better. The National Training
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School of course was the forerunner of the Royal
College of Music, which was inaugurated as a Royal
and National institution in the same building in the
year 1883.

The Royal College of Music has been the scene of
my chief teaching. In a later chapter I have more to
say about this institution. It has been my good fortune
to direct the earlier studies of many of our most promising
and clever young musicians, preparing them for the
splendid training in composition which later they had
from Sir Hubert Parry, Sir Charles Stanford, and others.
The enthusiasm of Sir George Grove, the first Director,
is well known, and his delightful personality made it a
pleasure to work for him. As to the second Director
—now, alas, as I pen these words, lying in the sleep
of death—Sir Hubert Parry, truly none can measure
the scope and utility of the work that he achieved
in the cause of music. With splendid devotion he
dedicated himself to the task that he made his life-
work, the daily drudgery of administering the affairs
of a large school, charging himself with all its minutize.
A reward, a guerdon, for the strenuous years was the
deep feeling towards him of loyalty and affection that
he was ever wont to inspire in teachers and students
alike. He died, literally in harness, at the age of
seventy. In his last address to the students, only a
few months before his voice was stilled for ever, he
used these words, that assuredly will live :—

“ What all the best of men live for is the service
of the young, and of those that are to come after
—that their lives may be better and more profitable
than theirown. If a manhas lived generously, and
frankly, and kindly, it helps his old age to be genial,
and kindly,and happy. Even if adverse fates have
dealt cruelly with him, he has such compensations as
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will help him to smile still with the sense that he
cannot be defeated—and it does not matter much if
the time is short before him when the good long time
behind him isa constant pleasureand content to look
back to. So when you begin to think about it, it will
be helpful to remember that youth must soon be
gone, and to try to provide for the possibility of old
age, however keen and eager you be; and that it will
be most worth getting to if your memories are
plentifully worth cherishing, and never bring you
anything but a finest sense of contentment in having
done your best to live a life that was worth recalling
—that the fight has been won by the better against
the worser self—and that you have contrived to help
the world to be a better place to live in before it is
time to take leave of it.”

If any one ever did his best to make English music
and English musicians in every way better than he
found them, that man was Hubert Parry, who never
omitted anything which his kindness and courtesy
prompted him to say to young or old. In the midst of
a mass of correspondence he found time to write to me
from the Royal College of Music a charming letter on
my last birthday—the last letter I was ever to receive
from him. (I give this letter in facsimile—slightly
reduced—on page 87.)

Besides my work as a teacher I may claim to
have done a special service to the Royal College
in having introduced Mr. Watson, the first Registrar,
to Sir George Grove. Mr. Watson, like myself,
hailed from Rochester, and there he first showed his
remarkable powers of organization by bringing the local
Choral Society up to a rare pitch of excellence. He
also did much to establish the Kent Scholarship at the
Royal College. He called upon me in the Cloisters,
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saying he thought he could be of use to the College,
so I ventured to recommend him to the notice of
Sir George. Every one knows what splendid work
he did, not only at the College but in connection with
the Associated Board and its important examinations.
Alas! like many in the van of progress he set no limit
to his zeal for work, and died in the flower of his age.

His successor, Mr. Pownall, was once able to render
me a signal service at the Abbey very like that which
dear Hubert Parry had once hastened to fulfil, years
before, at Windsor. Pownall was an excellent baritone,
and came at a minute’s notice to the Abbey to sing
the fine solo, *“ Mighty Lord,” in Bach’s ¢ Christmas
Oratorio,” when our own Abbey bass was attacked by
illness.

The third Registrar, Mr. Claude Aveling,* is the son
of an old Rochester friend who remembered me
as a boy in the choir. I have thus worked with
three Registrars and-—including Dr. H. P. Allen,
who now administers this great institution—three
Directors of the Royal College of Music. May it
always have such devoted men as these to fill such
important offices.

In addition to the time spent upon teaching in
these Colleges, and privately, I found myself able to
contribute to a series of theoretical and educational
works, issued by Messrs. Novello under the joint
editorship of Sir John Stainer and Sir Hubert Parry,
writing on ‘“Counterpoint,” and on ‘ Double
Counterpoint and Canon.” These subjects appealed
to me, as I had worked at them under Sir John Goss,
and knew how much such text-books were needed.
I also had the advantage of having had access
to the exercises in Counterpoint which Attwood,

*I am indebted to his father for the beautiful picture of the West Front
of Rochester Cathedral that I am able to reproduce in this book.
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formerly organist of St. Paul’s Cathedral, had worked
under Mozart’s tuition at Vienna in 1775. These
volumes were in Goss's possession (they are now in
my own library), and he constantly turned to them
when I was with him, in order to show how Mozart
treated certain points. I may say in passing that it is
amazing to see the minute care which the great master
took with one who, in my opinion, was a somewhat dull
pupil. On one occasion Attwood wrote in a boyish
hand against his exercise (which he probably left for
Mozart’s correction), ‘ Thomas Attwood presents his
compliments to Mr. Mozart, and hopes he will find the
exercise satisfactory, as he has left no possible room for
correction”! On another example Mozart wrote,
probably as a rejoinder to the above, “ You are an ass.”

The preparation of the theoretical works above-named
entailed for me considerable research and study; thus
for a time I found no opportunity to do much in the
way of composition.

But in one direction I produced a work which was
fairly original. I devised a system which I called
*Musical Gestures.” This was a method of teaching
the rudiments of music by a system of drill. The
pupils stand in a row, and say and do what the teacher
does. I invented signs by hands and arms for the
various notes,—sharps, flats, &c.—the outcome being
a very amusing and easy way of imparting to children
their first steps in music. The boys at the Abbey
found huge enjoyment in these lessons, and were very
pleased to be photographed for inclusion in the book.

I have also in later years written a small volume on
“ Samuel Pepys—Lover of Music,” being a study of the
diarist from his musical side; and among other literary
productions have compiled a “ Birthday Book” with
a musical quotation from Shakespeare for every day of
the year.
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To return to my Abbey work: On June 2nd,
1877, a special service was held in connection
with the Caxton Celebration. This Celebration was
to commemorate the work of Caxton, whose printing
press was set up in the Abbey Precincts. I suggested
Mendelssohn’s “ Hymn of Praise” as a suitable work
to be performed on the occasion, as it was expressly
written for the Gutenberg Festival held at Leipsic
in 1846, in commemoration of the invention of
typography.

We gave the work with full orchestra, and I contri-
buted a setting of the Canticles for full orchestra and
choir. The sermon was preached by Dean Stanley.
A magnificent exhibition of books bearing upon the
work of Caxton was held at the Albert Hall, but I
believe that inquiries made at Westminster to ascertain
if there were any Caxton records preserved there,
yielded a negative result. The Abbey Muniment Room
was little used or regarded until at a later time
Dr. Scott, of the British Museum, was appointed to
catalogue its wonderful treasures. He one day showed
me an entry in the Prior’'s Rent Book, which proved
that William Caxton had rented of the Prior three
houses within the Abbey precincts.

It was very unfortunate that the existence of these
records was unknown at the time of the Celebration,
as they would certainly have interested Dean Stanley.



CHAPTER VIL

First visit to Scotland—First Salmon—A Great Success in the
“ Lower Beat "—¢ Catch ” to commemorate a Catastrophe—* Sit
down on him"—A Fishing Record on the Deveron—Caught by
the Tail—A Distressing Accident with a Fly—The Valley of
Glass—Anecdotes of the Minister—*‘ I gaed oot at the window "—
A Peninsular Warrior—The Dominie and the * Examiners.”

My first visit to Scotland was in 1879. I had made
the acquaintance at the Abbey of a very ardent
old Scotsman, who lived on the shores of Holy Loch,
not far from Greenock. An ardent collector of
violins and old line-engravings, his enthusiasm
for violins and for music brought him up to
London every year to attend the Monday Popular
Concerts, when Joachim l!ed the quartet. Besides
attending the Pops, he came to the Abbey regularly,
and pressed me to visit him at his house on the
beautiful shores of the Loch, to which I suppose he had
retired after successful years in business. A few very
happy days were spent with him, doing a bit of
fishing in the Loch, and some sight-seeing, also
playing the harmonium in the Kirk on Sunday.
Leaving him, I went to my friend Mr. (afterwards
Sir William) Houldsworth, of Manchester, who had
acquired a beautiful estate and built a fine house
at Coodham, near Kilmarnock. Here he had a
handsome, well-appointed private chapel, with a good
organ, and retained a permanent organist.. A choir
came out every Sunday from Kilmarnock to give two
complete choral services, Mr. Houldsworth himself often
taking the organ. This was the first of a long series
of annual visits that I made almost uninterruptedly up
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to the year 1916, when my dear friend passed
away. It was here that my first appearance on a
grouse moor took place. I had always been fond
of fishing, but had never before had the opportunity
of shooting, and Mr. Houldsworth was kind enough
to let me go on to the moor with a gun. I did not
shoot much, but at any rate inflicted no damage
on sportsmen or beaters, for which I was thankful,
and which I think must be considered rather a
miracle. It was a delightful experience, that created
in me the love for sport which I have followed up
more or less ever since, with, no doubt, much benefit
to my health.

The first salmon I ever saw landed was when
staying at Glen Urquhart, in Inverness-shire. My
wife was a very expert fisherwoman; she had lived in
this part of Scotland, and had fished in a loch near by
very often. Trout were abundant, but she had never
caught a salmon in this water and did not expect
one. We were out in a boat, and she fished
away and got a few trout. Suddenly she exclaimed,
“That was a fish!” and then explained to me that she
was certain a salmon had risen to her fly. Sure
enough, after a few more casts she had one on, and in
a short time there was a nice 8-lb. fish in the boat! We
had no gaff, not expecting a salmon, and had therefore
to use a small landing net, which made the operation
somewhat risky. She continued to cast, and in a short
time hooked another, of about the same size. Later on
she was fortunate enough to hook a third! This was a
bigger fish, and after one or two efforts to get him into
the net we were so unlucky as to lose him! The fish
was partly in the net, but the line got fast on some part
of it, and, giving a violent struggle, the fly came away
and he was gone. However, we made a great sensation
when we took our two fish up to the house. The next
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day a rare number of boats were out on the loch trying
for salmon, but we heard of no luck, nor did we succeed
in getting another fish.

Having for thirty years spent my summer holidays
in Scotland, fishing (and for twenty years shooting
also), I may perhaps be forgiven for recording a few
incidents which have attended the sport. On the
Spean, a fine river flowing into the Lochy near
Fort William, we had the top beat, and as the
season wore on the big fish pushed up into the top
water. Unfortunately we had to agree to change
beats after a certain date if the tenants of the
beat below desired us to do so. We had
agreed to this when we took the water, as we
paid only about half the amount charged to
the people on the second beat. But it was rather
annoying when the time came to have to * take the
lower beat.”” In some seasons the tenants did not
exercise their right; but they did on one particular
occasion that comes to my mind. (The head gillie
was always very keen to get them to do so, as he
attended them and not us!) So down we went, and a
very exciting time we had, for it happened that the big
fish had nof gone up as the gillie anticipated, and my
wife had wonderful sport, landing no less than five, the
weights of which were as follows : -30-1b., 26-lb., 24-1b.,
22-1b., and 12-1b.

The sport kept us so late that the head gillie, who
lived near our Lodge, got anxious, whether for our
safety or about our luck I do not venture to say, and
just as we had packed up and begun to walk home, he
met us with a lantern. His face, when he saw our fish,
was a real picture : his party had not landed one !

It was on this river that my wife landed a splendid
43-1b. salmon. It was in October, and naturally the
fish was not so good as it would have been some
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months earlier, but it was over four feet in length and
twenty-six inches in girth. It was got from the bank,
not from a boat, and took two and a-half hours to land.

We had some delightful days on this fine river, and
many friends came and stayed with us. [ used to do a
good deal of composing while my wife fished. She was
never tired ; but I was, I am afraid, not always so keen
as I ought to have been. It requires, however, a deal
of patience to go on, as one sometimes does, for days, if
not weeks, without any luck! Yet I could always
amuse myself by writing. One of my most successful
part-songs, “ Bold Turpin” (Sam Weller’s song), was
written by the shores of this river, and I also wrote words
and music of a “Catch” to celebrate a catastrophe that
happened to us. Jack Stainer (a son of Sir John) was
staying with us, and at luncheon I asked him to pass
the whisky flask. Awful to relate, it had been forgotten,
and we had to put up with ginger-ale! The “ Catch”
was the result, the play upon the word  Mill-dam " being
the “ Catch.” 1 sent Sir John Stainer a copy, which
amused him very much, his son writing to me: “ My
father is singing ‘ At the Mill-dam ' all day in the garden.”

I ought perhaps to explain that the pool called the
Mill-dam Pool was where we used to lunch. The
“Catch” is so contrived that the second syllable of
“ Mill-dam " comes after all the others have finished.

«A FISHING IDYLL.”
(Catcn.)
(Written at the Mill-dam pool, River Spean, August, 1889.)

Come, let us go a-fishing, with rod and line and fly,

Below us rolls the Spean, above ’s Ben Nevis high.

Take sandwiches for luncheon, likewise a prime cigar,

Take whisky, too, and ginger-ale, and naught our mirth shall mar.

‘We'll happy be, and jolly, without one care or wish,
We'll lunchecn at the Mill-dam, when we have caught our fish.

Now, Stainer, hand the luncheon, why look so deucad pale ?
By jove! the whisky ’s left behind—we’ve only ginger-ale !
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The most exciting adventure which I ever had in
connection with fishing was on the Blackwater, a
small river in Ross-shire. We were there for only two
years, as the salmon fishing was very poor. But one
day 1 went up to the top water, which was very rocky
and had some nice pools. My little daughter (aged ten)
was with me, and I was fishing for trout with a small
trout-rod. I thought I would try a strange fly which
had been given to me. It was a grasshopper, a very
good imitation of the real thing. I made my cast
standing between two very large boulders, being able to
see only a few yards in front of me, but not down
stream. After a cast or two there was a rush and a
whirr of my reel, and I knew it was a salmon! I played
him very carefully, at last reeling him up quite close
to the spot where I was standing. 1 had no gaff, and
the net was much too small. There was nothing for it
but to try and pull him up the steep shingle. Stepping
back very slowly, I atlast got him on to the shore, but
was afraid to let the line slacken or he would certainly
have slipped in. Suddenly it struck me I might use
my little girl to secure the prize. She was attired in a
long waterproof, which was dripping wet. * Sit down
on him,” I sang out to her, and promptly she did so.
I dropped my rod, and secured the fish !

A most successful and exhilarating day’s sport which
I remember was one day on the Deveron. It was a
blustery day in October, with rain at intervals. I went
out with a friend, my wife saying she would follow
us down to fish the pools after us, which she did with
amazing success. My friend and I left the first pool
without having had a rise, but as soon as we got to
work in the pool below we heard my wife's well-known
*Coo-ee,” and hurried back to find her playing a fish.
This happened eight times. I got only one small fish
of 7%-1b., while the eight my wife caught weighed
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24-lb., 20-1b., 18-lb., 173-lb., 17-1b,, 16}-lb., 73-1b., and
63-1b., while if the river had not begun to rise I believe
she would have got a dozen. No similar record has
ever been made on the Deveron, so far as I can learn,
and what added to our triumph was to hear afterwards
that the people who fished the water next to us had
gone home because the day was too bad! But then
salmon are not fair-weather fish.

On the same river 1 had a narrow escape of a
ducking, if not a worse fate, while gaffing a fish. A
friend and I were fishing a somewhat deep pool with
fairly high banks. I had fished it out without a rise,
and my friend, who followed me down, had nearly done
so with the same result. He said, “I don’t believe
there’s a fish in the river—I"vegot lsm ! A big fish had
taken his fly as he spoke.

My friend had been with us for three weeks, but had
not caught a fish. As he was leaving the next day, we
were naturally anxious for his success. 1 took the gaff—
which was only a small thing, such as one carries about
with him—and waited until the fish came near. This
he did very soon, and of course was not at all “done”
or ready for the gaff. However, I knelt down to
make a shot at him as he passed, getting the gaff into
him; but he was so strong I could do nothing with him.
My left arm was round the stump of a tree, my
right arm and leg being in the water. “I'm going
in,” I sang out, “but I won’t leave go.” My friend
dropped his rod, grabbed me round the waist, and pulled
me out, fish and all, on to the bank. It was a big fish
just under 30-lbs.

The Spean is a somewhat dangerous river, as one has
to wade out to many of the pools, particularly when the
water is low. At such times the fly is not so much
used as the worm, for fish can often be got in the deep
runs with a worm when they will not rise to the fly.
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Lord Abinger, who owned the fishing on the river, said
he always enjoyed worm fishing as he regarded it as a
prolonged strike! This worm fishing had to be done
with a considerable amount of lead attached to the line
to sink it, and amongst the rocks the sinkers were
continually being lost—in fact a friend of mine said
that one day the river would cease to flow and then
the place could be let for a lead mine!

A favourite pool of ours was a very awkward place
called the ‘“‘crooked pool,” where one was compelled
always to be accompanied by the gillie, as the force of
the water was very great.

A sad accident occurred to a visitor one day on this
river. A party, including some ladies, were fishing for
trout over a salmon ladder. One of their number
was standing on a rock, and leaning over to release the
tackle of one of the ladies which had got hung up,
he fell into the salmon ladder and was drowned before
their eyes. I often wonder that more accidents do not
happen in such a rocky and swift river.

It is a wonderful sight to see fish jump up the falls.
In a small stream leading out of our river there was a
really fine fall, and frequently fish would fail in the
jump and tumble back on to the rocks. Sometimes we
could pick up a number of grilse about 5-lbs. to 6-lbs. in
weight lying dead below the fa.ls. But on such
occasions there had been something unusual in the
height of the river.

One of my captures was rather original. Hooking
a fish in a very long pool, he did not show
himself, but kept on swimming up and down, and
I followed, keeping a tight line. My wife kindly
suggested that I had probably got a big .eel on!
However, at last the fisk appeared to be done, so I
put the strain on him, whie the gillie walked into the
water with the gaff, but just as he was about to gaff him

H
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he drew back with a curious gesture of astonishment.
I yelled at him, thinking I might lose my fish, and
after a bit he gaffed him and pulled him out. The
cause of the man’s astonishment was then apparent.
The fish was hooked by the tail, so that’when I
presented to the gillie what of course should have been
the head, the topsy-turvy capture gave him rather a
shock! Salmon often try to jump on the fly in order
to drown it, and this was probably what the fish had
done, and in the process had fouled the hook
with his tail.

The midges in this valley of the Spean are awful,
and sometimes the only way in which relief can be
obtained is to light a fire on the bank of the river and
sit in the smoke, until perhaps a friendly puff of wind
blows the pests away. But the wind can be a danger,
and my wife once had what might have been a very
serious accident when fishing in a boisterous gale. A
gust caught the fly when it should have been returning
to the river, and whirled it with great force straight
into her face, where the sharp hook became fixed in
her nostril. I tried to get it out, but found that this was
impossible, as it was well over the barb. There was
nothing for it but to send to Fort William for a
doctor. The accident did not occasion much pain, but
obviously it was very inconvenient. After a time a
very stalwart old Highland doctor appeared. This
was evidently not the first fly he had extracted,
although perhaps he may not have seen another
accident precisely of the same kind. He was very
cheerful, my wife was very brave, and after a little
skilful manipulation the hook was released without very
much distress, and in the result without leaving a scar.
People in the neighbourhood quickly heard of the
accident, and anxious inquiries began to flow in, but
I was glad to be able to say that there was really
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nothing the matter and my wife had been out
again and landed another fish—but not with the
same fly.

A story about my fishing must not be omitted ; it isin
the nature of a confession. 1 had landed a fish at our
first pool, and my wife and I differed in opinion as to its
weight. Of course I thought it was a remarkably fine
fish, and was prepared to maintain that it scaled a
good deal more than she said it did. We sent it back
to the lodge, but during the day resumed the discussion
as to its weight, and I suggested a wager, which we
agreed upon. It was dark when we reached home.
During the day, with my mind on the wager, I had
furtively concealed about me a few nice round pebbles
and some lead sinkers. As soon as we got home I went
into the larder to bring out the fish to be weighed, but
before doing so carefully filled his mouth with the
contents of my pocket! In stuffing them in I caused my
thumb to bleed on his remarkably big teeth, which
served me right! He was weighed on the hook of a
common spring - balance, which being thrust into his
mouth caused it to gape rather widely, whereupon my
little son—who was very interested in the wager and
hoped I should not win—espied the stones and lead, and
called out, “ Oh, mother, father’s put some stones and
lead in his mouth.” He there and then earned a tap on
the head—and I lost my bet !

Some thirteen years ago we moved to a place
higher up the Deveron, and the charming Valley of
Glass has been the scene of my holidays.

It may interest some of my readers if 1 give a
reproduction of a photograph of my Scotch home. As
will be well understood by those familiar with the ways
of cameras, the picture fails to suggest the fine upland
sweep of the hill behind the house, which rolls away in
great uncultivated tracts of moorland, rising in places
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to a thousand feet above sea level. Here and there are
woods, while sheep and cattle roam at will. The river
is about two hundred yards away.

The fishing is not quite so good as in the lower
reaches of the river, but the scenery is beautiful and we
are in the midst of grouse moors. The Kirk is of
unusual size. I have always enjoyed the simple Presby-
terian service there, with its Psalms and paraphrases and
hymns, and have been able to help to make the singing
more effective by presenting a small Memorial Organ.
I have not, however, undertaken to play except on
special occasions, thinking it best to desert the organ-
stool for a time, and take my seat in a pew. The
place holds many happy recollections for me, in the
earlier years more particularly by the friendship of the
Minister, the Rev. Duncan Ross, now, alas, passed
away. His was a particularly charming personality—
broadminded, and in every way the type of a real, good
man. Full of humour and good stories, he delighted
to score off his friends if he possibly could: and he
did score off me most admirably on one occasion. We
heard that the lady organist was ill, so before the service
on Sunday I went to the Manse and asked to see the
Minister. Staying with us was my friend Dr. Keeton,
organist of Peterborough Cathedral, who accompanied
me on my errand. When the Minister appeared, I said,
“We hear your organist is ill, but if you like, Dr. Keeton
and I will play.” “It will be all right,” I added. He
looked at us with a merry twinkle in his eye, and said,
“QOh! yes, it will sure to be all right. We’re no’ very
particular in Glass !

The hymn-singing in the Kirk is very hearty, and
I have enjoyed playing to this congregation. The
selection is well-varied, generally an item from the old
metrical Psalter, then one of the fine Paraphrases, and
two or three numbers from the modern Hymn and
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Tune Book edited some years ago by Sir John
Stainer. The Paraphrases in particular appeal to me,
especially the beautiful one from Job iii., 17-20 :—

How still and peaceful is the grave,
Where, life’s vain tumults past,

Th’ appointed house by Heaven’s decree
Receives us all at last.

There servants, masters, small and great
Partake the same repose,

And there in peace the ashes mix
Of those who once were foes.

(]

This is always sung at the Old Madrigal Society’s
meetings when a member has died. It is adapted to
music written by Dr. Tye in the 16th century. (This
was originally written to a versified edition of the Acts
of the Apostles.) Another Paraphrase, “O God of
Bethel,” was a great favourite of Dean Stanley’s.
But I cannot help saying that the congregation really
seem to put greater life into some of the more modern
hymns and tunes, and I am not much in sympathy
with those who would have these removed from our
own or any other Church hymn-book. Scotsmen
of to-day have learned to like these hymns and
tunes, and if you go into a farmer’s house you will
frequently see an American organ or a pianoforte with
a hymn-book on it. In the old days, when there
was no instrument in the Kirk and the Precentor
set the tunes, only the most simple melodies were
sung, and always to the old Psalms. As in our own
Communion, the custom of hymn-singing in Church
is greatly valued in Scotland. Yet it is not so very
long ago that the Church of England really neglected
this great help to devotion. Prayers and sermons
are all very well, but uplifting Praise is as good as
either in my opinion.
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In connection with this subject I may record that
when I came to the Abbey no hymn found a place in
either morning or afternoon services, even on Sundays !
It was only at the special evening service in the Nave
that they were, to a small extent, admitted. People
seemed to think a hymn-tune was beneath the dignity
of an Abbey service, and I remember Turle saying
to me, when they were introduced, *“ I thought I was in
a Parish Church!”

I advocated their introduction, and after a time (with
the sanction of Dean Bradley) edited a Book of
Hymns and Tunes for the Abbey (in conjunction with
Dr. Troutbeck, who was also an ardent advocate of this
innovation in the services). - Hymn-singing is now a real
feature in the Abbey services, and for myself I candidly
confess 1 enjoy playing a good tune to a fine hymn
more than accompanying an anthem.

To return to Glass: the Rev. Duncan Ross once told
me a good story of his early days there. At that time
there was some little illicit whisky-making in the remote,
outlying parts of the parish. One old gamekeeper
was noted for it. His croft was very isolated. The
Minister made it a rule to go round his parish at certain
times, and look up the people. In accordance with this
practice he one day called at the dwelling of the keeper.
It was snowing, and he rode on a pony, closely muffled
up and not easily recognised. He knocked at the door
for a considerable time, and at last a shaggy head
appeared at one of the windows, looking with some
surprise at the visitor. The Minister called out, and,
speedily making himself known, was admitted at
once. While talking together, Mr. Ross noticed a
particular smell, but said nothing. After a while he
was, as usual, invited to take a dram, and some very
strong and newly-distilled mountain dew was tendered
him! Afterleaving, he continued his round to call upon
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another man, who was not a member of the Parish
Church but was an Elder of the Free Church. He
found the Elder in, and they had a serious talk. The
Elder did not think very well of the religious tone of
the congregation of the Parish Church, and hoped the
young Minister would see to this. As the Minister got
up to go, the Elder pressed him to take something to
keep out the cold, producing some liquor of the same
type as that proffered by the keeper. The Minister
looked at it and then, with a smile, said “ I think I know
where you got this.” The Elder was a little taken
aback, and said, looking hard at the parson, “ Did he
tell ye?” Mr. Ross shook his head. “Ah!” said the
Elder, “an’ he didna’ tell ye that I gaed oot at the
back window as ye rappit at the door! Mon, we
thought it was the Gauger.”

Not only did Mr. Ross tell good stories himself, but
he had some excellent Scotsmen constantly staying at
the Manse, whom I was really pleased to meet. The
Valley of Glass was the birthplace of the well-known
Greek scholar, Sir William Geddes, late Principal of
the University of Aberdeen. The Geddes family have
been in the valley for many years, and Sir William
began his education in the Parish School. There is,
therefore, a close bond between Glass and the Univer-
sity, and at the Manse I met many of the Professors
and heard many good stories. One bearing upon the
subject of “music” and its use in disease I think I
must relate. I am aware that I cannot tell it as the
Professor told it, but I will do my best.

A poor Highland soldier was ill in hospital at Malta,
and was expected to die. The surgeon asked the sister
on duty how the man was, and was told he could not
possibly recover, but, continued she, “One thing he
asks before he dies, he would like to hear the pipes
again.” “Oh,” said the surgeon, “I'm going away
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for the day, but send to the barracks and ask the
Colonel if he will detail a piper to come and give him a
tune.” At night, when he returned, he sent for the
sister and asked if the piper had been. * Oh, yes,” she
replied, “he has, and he played up and down the

corridor fine.” “ And how is the poor chap ? " said the
officer. “He’s getting better,” was the unexpected
answer. “ What? " exclaimed the medico, “ why, it’s a

miracle!” “Yes,” said the sister, ‘it is, indeed, but
I'm sorry to tell you all the rest of the patients
are dead!”

The parish of Glass is in the centre of the Gordon
Country, and has contributed many brave men to the
Gordon Highlanders and other regiments. In the old
burial ground called Wallakirk, a most picturesque and
peaceful spot, among the hills and close to the river,
there is a stone :—

In Memory of
James Gaurp
Nether Demeath
who died on
the 27th December 1867
aged 77 years.

On the 19th May 1812 while
serving as a private in the
g2nd Gordon Highlanders

He was specially mentioned

for gallant conduct at
the capture of the
fortified post and
pontoon bridge on the
River Tagus at Almaraz

The bridge was cut away

by the enemy and Gauld

swam to the opposite side
brought back the boats and

thus secured the bridge.

Erected by relatives.



THE VISITING EXAMINERS 105

It recalls a brave deed in the Peninsular War by a
soldier named Gauld, one of a family which has lived
long in the Glen. It is a story which I believe is
well-known in military history.

In these days such a deed would doubtless have been
awarded the Victoria Cross, but I believe it was only
when the hero was old that a pension was granted him
through the efforts of a distinguished officer who,
coming as a guest to one of the neighbouring lodges,
happened to hear the local story. During the recent
great war many from Glass have been gathered with the
honoured dead, while the Military Cross and other
decorations are to be seen on the breasts of numerous
sons of the Valley.

The Deveron rises in the hills known as the Cabrach
District, and many a salmon is taken out of the upper
reaches of the river—sometimes, it is whispered, not
altogether fairly. In fact, there is a saying that if a
salmon once gets up to the Cabrach it never returns!

The love of sport is of course very widespread, and
to those whose occupation lies in such remote districts
it is a real diversion. A number of stories of devoted
anglers are current, and I may give one as a good
example of the fascination exercised by the river. The
schoolmaster of a very secluded parish in these upper
waters was accustomed to fish with two gentlemen from
a neighbouring town whenever they could spare a day.
He was very expert, knowing all the pools and the best
flies, so that they always made a point of getting his
company and assistance, generally choosing a time
when the school was closed. But on one occasion they
made a mistake, and were much disappointed to hear
from the Dominie that he was tied to the school for
that day. He was sorry, so were they, but after a while
he said :—*“I think it can be managed if ye'll do as
I tell ye.” They hastened to say they would do
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anything in reason, if he could suggest a way. ‘“Weel,”
said he, “Ye maun com’ to th’ school i’ the morn and do
a wee bit examination wark,” going on to explain that
Mr. S was to take the upper classes in Scripture,
and his friend the lower classes in general knowledge.
He added that he would prepare a few questions for
them to put to the children. The two anglers (and
counterfeit Inspectors) agreed, and in due course held
the examination. At the end of it there was a short
and private consultation with the schoolmaster, who
then announced to the boys that the examination
had given great satisfaction to the Inspectors, who,
as was usual in such cases, asked for a holiday for the
school for the rest of the day. The boys took leave of
the genial Inspectors with an ovation of cheering, and
departed to recount to their parents the success of
the examination, while the “Inspectors” and their
companion made the best of their way to the river and
spent a happy day with a different rod from the
pedagogic ferule.




CHAPTER VIIIL

A Grouse Drive—Deer Stalking— Sir George Martin and the
Deer — Edward Silas and the “ Amorous Goat” — Railway
Incidents—Slatin Pasha—Debates in the House of Commons—
A Nocturne.

OF late years I have enjoyed a good deal of grouse
driving, as there are no Jess than six moors within easy
reach of my house, and the residents in the various
lodges are very hospitable. Some of them own the
lodges and moors, but other shootings are taken by
sportsmen by the year. In my first year in the Valley
I was invited to a drive by Colonel , who rented
a large moor that year. In the course of the morning
my ‘“butt” turned out to be the top one, involving a
long and steep climb. My gun and cartridges were
carried by the keeper, and in due time we arrived at the
spot rather blown by the steep ascent. The “butt” was
not ‘of the ordinary type, built up with turf, but was
excavated, and really below ground level. I sat down,
so did my man, and carelessly enough I began to talk
to him, forgetting that the birds would probably come
over the hill just above me without warning—which sure
enough they did! All in a moment the air seemed full
of a cloud of birds, densely packed together and moving
with tremendous velocity just over our heads. Of
course they were gone in a moment, and of course
without a shot from me. I looked at Alec (the keeper)
and thought of the Colonel, and what he would say.
“Mind, Alec,” I said, ‘“the birds went round the hill.”
“ QOh, yes, Sir,” he said, “they went round the hill, sure
enough.” It turned out as I expected. The Colonel

\
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asked if we did not see a big pack come over the hill-
top, and we said, “ Certainly, and they went round the
hill.” T was reallyafraid to tell the whole truth! Just
recently I have made a clean breast of it to the Colonel,
and think he forgave me.

Another incident will, I fear, give the impression of my
not being a keen sportsman, but accidents will happen.
I was staying with a friend who rented a large moor,
and was accompanied in my “butt” by a young and
charming lady. I am afraid we chatted a good deal,
and my bag was not what it ought to have been.
There was another lady in the next “ butt,” who chaffed
me unmercifully concerning my bag, and made the
most of the fact that she had both “seen and heard ” us
talking. I was asked to write “something” in my
companion’s book that evening, as she was leaving the
next day, so I scribbled the following :—

Out shooting one day, the astute Mrs. Palmer
Espied in my grouse butt a sweet little charmer ;
I shot very badly—she thus did deride,

*One Miss in a butt causes many outside !

The last grouse story I shall venture upon was not
my own experience but that of a friend. He was ata
drive when the host at starting gave the usual direction,
“ No grey hens, please.” The birds came very thick at
one drive, and my friend unfortunately dropped a grey
hen! In the next “butt” the sportsman was accom-
panied by his wife, who was a very alert and expeditious
retriever, sallying out directly the drive was over and
picking up all the birds she could (whether shot by her
husband or anyone else!) to add to his bag. My friend
was very artful, and took some time to unload his gun,
and look for his birds. This gave the lady-retriever a
good start, when she did what my friend wanted her to
do—took the grey hen and added the prize to her
husband’s birds. At lunch time, when the birds were
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put out on the heather and counted, the host exclaimed,
“Hullo! who the deuce shot the grey hen?” After a
moment the unfortunate owner of the retriever shyly
said, “I am afraid I was the culprit”! The host said
nothing, nor did my friend!

I have never done any deer-stalking, but had one
little experience of the royal sport when staying near
Killarney. My host was a great sportsman, and got
many fine deer on the Muckross estate. He was kind
enough to let me accompany him one day, and we (my
host, the stalker, and myself) had a big climb up one
of the mountains, at last arriving at a point where
we lay down while the stalker took a look through his
glass. He spotted a stag a little below us and within
shot. Needless to say we had to keep very quiet and
motionless, but much whispering took place between
the stalker and my host as to the number of points the
beast showed. It was a time of considerable anxiety
to me, for I had a cold and felt an irresistible desire to
sneeze ! I knew what that would probably mean—the
alarm of the quarry and some bad words from my
host. I controlled myself as long as possible, till at
last, as the sneeze would come, I seized my nose, buried
my head in the heather, and gave a sort of bark. The
effect on my host and the stalker was electrical. They
both jumped up in horror, looking behind them, and
fell down again as quickly, the stalker saying, “ Dashed
if I didn’t think jt was a hind.” I whispered my most
humble apologies, and am bound to say they were
most tolerant of my accident. After a few minutes the
stalker peeped over the knoll on which we were lying
and found the stag still there! I was much relieved,
and am very glad to say the sportsman got him soon
after. I think my bark was a really good imitation of
a hind. At any rate it took in both my friends—and
the stag!
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Another little episode in connection with deer took
place when I was out shooting with a friend near Spean
Bridge. Among the guests was the late Sir George
Martin, of St. Paul’s, who was a keen sportsman and a
good shot. We were walking in line over the heather,
shooting grouse, hares, &c., and of course not thinking
of deer. I was at one end of the line and Sir George
at the other, when suddenly there was a commotion
and I saw a fine stag going up the hillside for all he
was worth. He stopped for a moment to look at us,
and then disappeared. The beast had evidently been
asleep in the heather and we had disturbed him.
It was not a deer forest, and no doubt he was
travelling from Lochiel's forest of Achnacarry to
Lord Abinger's. I remember saying to Sir George
that it was not likely that the organists of St. Paul’s
and Westminster had ever walked in line after game
until that day.

Martin's host was a devoted amateur musician,
and played the English concertina admirably. He
constantly had old Edward Silas to stay with him,
Silas composing many charming duets for pianoforte
and concertina. Very pleasant were the evenings we
spent at this lodge after our sport, and besides the
really serious music old Silas was usually prevailed
upon to give us an illustration of a farmyard. His
imitations of the various animals, including what he
called an “ Amorous goat,” were side-splitting. Poor
Silas hardly dared to come out on the heather, as the
midges always took a great fancy to him. He used an
anti-midge powder that perhaps was not efficient; but
certainly it was effective, in its way, for it made his
forehead look rather like the crust of a well-sugared tart !

Railway travelling has played its part as an accessory
in my pilgrimage. Many and frequent have been some
of my journeys, yet often have they been enlivened by
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incidents that arose by the way. One such, bearing
upon my reputation as a fisherman, which befell me
during a short journey, may perhaps be recounted.
Another man was in the carriage, and, as we smoked
our cigars, we got into conversation. I had noticed the
large increase of nursery gardens in the district through
which we were passing, and said how the development
evidenced the great impetus that had taken place in
the love for gardening. My fellow-traveller agreed,
remarking that he had taken it up a good deal
himself, so as rather to give up his pursuit of fishing.
I owned to liking it very much, and added that I had a
garden in Scotland, where also near by I did some

fishing.

“What river are you on?” “The Deveron,” I
replied. “Oh!” said he, “I know the Deveron well.
Whereabouts are you?” “Well,” I said, “We are

now above Huntly, but used to be near Rothiemay.”
“ Near Rothiemay? You mean Cornie Haugh? I
know it well.”” Then, after a pause, he continued,
“I'll tell you who used to have that.” (I listened
with interest.) “That old music chap at St. Paul’s.
He’s dead now.” * No, he isn’t,”” I retorted, ““ ke ’s here,
and he’s not at St. Paul’s, he's at Westminster.” The
effect on my companion cannot be described. He
started up with the exclamation, “ What a fool I am
—of course I meant you, but only think what a fool
I was to talk like that,”” and so on, and so on.

I told this story to Sir Charles Swinfen Eady (now
Master of the Rolls) when travelling the same route
with him a short time afterwards, and he seldom meets
me at the Senate of the University of London without
a reference to “that old music chap at St. Paul’s.”

Another railway story—not this time to do with
fishing—may be given as a warning. Soon after my
marriage in 1914, my wife and I were invited to a
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delightful day on a splendid liner which took a large
party from Southampton down the Solent. There was
a special train from Waterloo, and we had as fellow-
occupants of our carriage an old gentleman and his
wife. We were all presented with a book containing
the names of the numerous guests, and were studying
the lists with some interest. Suddenly the lady said to
her husband, “ Oh, I see Sir Frederick Bridge and
his young wife are here. I should so like to meet them.”
Now, what was to be done? There we were with our
unknown fellow-guests, shut up for upwards of an hour.
What else might be said about us? Was I to run the
risk of hearing things which might make it rather
trying for us and our companions? So I turned at
once to the lady, and said, * That is not very difficult,
for I am Sir Frederick Bridge.” The astonishment of
the lady was great. “ But yox are not Sir Frederick,”
she said. ‘“ Oh, yes, I am,” I replied, “ and this is my
‘young wife’.” It turned out that the lady knew many
of my wife’s people, and we spent much time on board
together, with many a pleasant joke about the scene in
the railway carriage. We have been close and intimate
friends ever since.

As I write, the news of the Armistice (November 11th,
1918) prompts a story of deeper interest. The incident
occurred while travelling with a friend from Aberdeen
to Edinburgh. There was no dining-car on the train,
and when the luncheon hour arrived, the attendant
adjusted in our compartment one of the temporary
tables carried for such occasions, and designed for four.
Presently two gentlemen joined us. It was not very
long before we discovered that one was none other
than Slatin Pasha, who, it will be remembered, was
captured and kept in slavery by the Mabhdists.
He was rescued from this miserable condition
in 1884, and later was appointed British Inspector



THE AUTHOR's ScoTcH HOME.

CAIRNBORROW LoDGE, GLASS, ABERDFENSHIRE.

THREE EX-ORGANISTS OF MANCHESTER CATHEDRAL.
Dr. KENDRICK PyNE, SR FREDERICK BRIDGE. Mgr. S. H. NICHOLSON.






SLATIN PASHA 113

of the Soudan. The other traveller, his companion,
was a very distinguished English officer. We soon got
upon very friendly terms (I had given Slatin Pasha a
tonic from my whisky flask, as he complained of a fearful
cold), and on passing the Forth Bridge we discussed
the recent Naval manceuvres. If I remember, these
had included a supposed attack of an enemy fleet from
the North. All apparently went well for the defence,
and the enemy was driven off. But report said that
one of his submarines managed to get into the Firth of
Forth, and in mimic warfare torpedoed some of our
battleships. Such was the story current; and it was
added that the Admiralty had kept the matter quiet
but were rather disturbed about it.

The incident made a great impression on me. I do
not remember that Slatin Pasha said much; but having
in mind that when war broke out the name of this
Austrian-born officer—along with those of other enemy
aliens—was removed from the lists of British Orders
of Knighthood, one wonders whether he may not have
been consoled by remembering that he had a bit of
useful and very significant information which even the
gods could not take from him.

Among my greatest pleasures that frequently
afforded real relief from the anxieties of Abbey work,
have been my opportunities for attending the debates
in the House of Commons. From boyhood 1
have taken a great interest in politics and in
current events. Indeed ! remember now with some
sorrow the many hours spent during the American
Civil War in particular in reading the daily papers.
There was a certain quiet little reading-room up a
little alley in the streets of Rochester, in which the
chief daily papers could be seen. This old room wasa
delightfully quaint place, close under the wall of the
Deanery garden. The hours I spent there, instead of

1
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practising the piano . . .! Yetitwasnotall wasted
time. I read, and learned, and if I had practised the
piano more diligently instead of reading the daily papers,
possibly 1 should not have done quite as well in the
world as ultimately I succeeded in doing. But it must
not be supposed that this is a general advocacy of such
a curriculum. A cultivated interest in passing events,
however, made me value the occasions when later I
came to hear the great men in the counsels of the
Nation.

Fortunately for me, the senior chorister at the Abbey
when 1 took office was the son of one of the officials in
the House of Commons, whose post it was to sit in the
big chair in the Lobby, at the actual entrance to the
Chamber, to see, I suppose, that only Members were
admitted. I used to send in my card from the outer
Lobby, and was generally passed in to my friend
the door-keeper. Almost without exception he was
able to get me admitted into the Strangers’ Gallery,
from whence one looked down upon many interesting
scenes, and heard those masters of debate, Parnell,
Gladstone, Disraeli, Goschen, Sir William Harcourt,
and others. I was in the House on the last night that
Disraeli was present.

Altogether these were interesting experiences for
which I am very grateful to the friend whose kindness
made them possible. By-the-by, admission to the
House of Commons debates is also a traditional privilege
of the boys of Westminster School, a privilege which, I
believe, they have at all times valued and turned to
good account.

1 have enjoyed the friendship of many generations of
the boys of the famous Westminster School. Among
those who were in the School when I went to the
Abbey was the present Dean of Christ Church, Dr.
T. B. Strong. He was very musical, and I gave him
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organ lessons. Another was Mr. H. Bertram Cox,
C.B., now solicitor to the Board of Inland Revenue.
He also was musical, and these two were constantly
in the organ-loft. When they went up to Oxford
they corresponded with me very frequently, and were
particularly kind and sympathetic at a time of great
domestic sorrow. Curiously enough, both were able to
suggest to me subjects for musical treatment, which I
adopted for Festival works. Dr. Strong’s prompting
was the dramatic episode of * Callirhog,” told by
Pausanius, and Mr. Cox directed my attention to
Gladstone’s Latin version of Toplady’s “ Rock of
Ages.” Both works were produced at Birmingham.

I have gladly welcomed the boys to the organ-loft,
and always found in them good specimens of
the English public school boy. As such they
sometimes played pranks in their own domain, and
one habit, which I fancy is still carried on, though
not very frequently, was to climb out of their
dormitory window and over my house for a midnight
prowl on the School roof, and even on to the Abbey.
There was no particular harm in it, but on cne occasion
it alarmed my servants, so, along with a friend who
was sitting and smoking a late pipe with me, we
mounted on to the roof of the School just in time to
see some distant figures descending a ladder on to the
roof of a lower building. It was after midnight, and
dark. We could not see the boys below, but could
hear them whispering. My friend went and fetched a
bucket of water, and after a bit we managed to empty
it over the runaways ! This made a great commotion,
and at that moment the window of the Precentor
opened, and he demanded to know what the boys were
about. ‘ Talking to Dr. Bridge,” was the ready reply
from below. This astonished him, and he called to me
to ask what I was about! I explained as well as I






CHAPTER IX.

Lord Tennyson’s “The Goose "—Presentation of the Musicians’
Company’s Medal to H.R.H. The Prince of Wales (Edward
VII.)—Bach’s “Christmas Oratorio”—Music-makings at the
Worcester Festival—Festival Compositions—Grieg and Dvoisk
at the Birmingham Festival—Visit to Gounod, at Paris—
Processional effect in Notre Dame.

A vERy interesting experience which came to me in

my early years at the Abbey was the opportunity of

meeting Lord Tennyson. As already mentioned,
when living at Windsor I had made a musical
setting of ¢ Christmas Bells,” a poem from “In

Memoriam,” and this being sung in the Abbey at

Christmas-time had attracted the attention of a friend

of Lord Tennyson, Mr. Baillie-Hamilton. He had also

heard privately a performance of a setting of mine of

Tennyson’s humorous poem, “ The Goose.” Through

Mr. Baillie-Hamilton's introduction, I got to know the

Hon. Hallam Tennyson, and it was decided that the two

settings should be performed at an evening party at the

house of Lord Tennyson in Eaton Square. I took a

portion of the Abbey choir with me, and we sang these

two compositions before a large company. *“The Goose,”
with its humorous words, and, I think, fairly humorous
music, seemed to please the audience very much.

Indeed, I know it gave satisfaction to the Poet in one

point. There is a verse in the poem describing the old

owner of the goose getting prosperous with the results
of her poultry-keeping, and the lines run :—

And feeding high and living soft
Grew plump and able-bodied,

Until the grave churchwarden doffed,
The parson smirked and nodded.
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This is set in a mock sentimental way, and it produced
considerable merriment, the Poet saying in my hearing,
evidently with some satisfaction,  That’s the poem the
critics said showed I had no sense of humour.” It
seemed to me that he had for the first time been quite
easy in his mind on this subject. Another observation
which I must record also came from the Poet in
connection with this song. Mr. Frederick Locker, who
was one of the guests, and himself a poet of no mean
order, congratulated me before Tennyson on the way
in which I had set the words, saying: “I hope that
your name will go down to posterity associated with
the poem and its author.” “In fact,” added Tennyson,
“the current of my poetry will be Bridged.”

1 was proud to have my name thus whimsically
punned upon by the Poet-Laureate.

In 1878 I became a member of the ancient City
Guild, the Worshipful Company of Musicians,
at the same time as Sir John Stainer and
John Hullah. There was not much life in the old
Company in those days, and it really did not do
anything for music. But I was able to proffer a few
suggestions which perhaps helped to start it on its
present great and beneficent career of service to
Music and musicians. I became Master of the
Company in 1892, and had the honour of
presenting the Gold Medal of the Company to
H.R.H. The Prince of Wales (afterwards King
Edward VIL.), as a humble recognition of his services
in the cause of Music, notably in the establishment
of the Royal College.

The interesting ceremony of presentation took place
at Marlborough House, when His Royal Highness
received the Worshipful Master of the Company
(myself), the Junior Warden (Sir John Stainer), Mr.
Alfred H. Littleton, Mr. Otto Goldschmidt, and other
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Members of the Court. The Clerk read the following
Resolution, which had been unanimously adopted at a
meeting of the Court:—

“That the Worshipful Company of Musicians, in
order to express its deep appreciation of the untiring
interest shown by His Royal Highness the Prince
of Wales in the progress of the art of music in
this country, which has resulted in the successful
foundation of the Royal College of Music with its
liberal endowments in aid of promising talent,
respectfully begs His Royal Highness to accept the
Gold Medal struck by the Company for the purpose
of encouraging music and musicians. The Company
cannot but feel that should His Royal Highness
graciously become the first recipient of their offering
he would not only confer an honour on them, but
would give a prestige and value to their Medal which
will greatly enhance its value to future holders.”

His Royal Highness in reply said that he wished to
return his “thanks for the kind words of the Resolution,
and for the gift of the very handsome Medal.” He
went on to express his best wishes for the spread and
development of musical education and the art of music
in this country, and added that he was very much
gratified by the recognition which his efforts had
received at the hands of the ancient and interesting
Company of Musicians.

The Medal, designed by Mr. C. B. Birch, A.R.A,,
bears on its face a representation of St. Cecilia, the
patron saint of music, and on the reverse the motto
“Harmony,” with the arms of the Company.

I was also one of a deputation of the Court in 1905
to present the Honorary Freedom of the Company to
H.R.H. Prince Christian, in recognition of his services to
Music as Chairman of the Council of the Royal College.



120 A WESTMINSTER PILGRIM

The Company is to-day most active in its furtherance
of everything for the good of the Art, founding many
scholarships and awarding medals to the principal
London Musical Colleges and to the Naval and Military
schools of music. It also offered a valuable prize for
the composition of a March in honour of the Coronation
of King Edward, which was won by Mr. Percy Godfrey,
and has instituted many other prizes too numerous
to mention. The March was performed at the
Coronation under my direction, and a sum of £866
derived from the sale of copies was subsequently
contributed to King Edward’s Hospital Fund.

Perhaps the most notable step in encouraging native
composers was taken by Mr. W. W. Cobbett, a member
of the Company, in 1905, when he organized what
proved to be the first of a series of competitions that
have been the means of adding to English chamber
music many works of undoubted charm and merit. As
the outcome of a letter that he addressed to the Master
of the Company, a committee was formed, and a
circular issued inviting short works in that most difficult
of all forms, the string quartet. It is interesting to
recall that this circular marked the first appearance in
the world of music of the word ¢ Phantasy "—the
modern analogue of the old English “ Fancy.” The
response to these competitions has been highly
encouraging.

An energetic member of the Company who lent
valuable assistance in the allocation of its awards and
scholarships was the late T. Lea Southgate. For
much devoted work in the cause of music his name
deserves to be remembered by the members with honour.

Canon Duckworth was the honorary chaplain to the
Company, and has been succeeded in this office by the
Ven. Archdeacon Pearce, Litt. D., Canon of West-
minster, now Bishop of Worcester.
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In January, 1879, we gave a performance at
the Abbey of Bach's * Christmas Oratorio.” The
Consecration of Dr. Lightfoot as Bishop of Durham,
and the funerals of Lord Lawrence and of Sir
Rowland Hill took place this year.

In 1880 we again performed Bach’s * Christmas
Oratorio,” and *“Elijah.” For the latter occasion I
ought to say the expenses of the band were paid by
the Dean out of his own pocket. In 1881 occurred
the death of Dean Stanley. From previous pages it
will have been seen that I was not always happy in my
dealings with the Dean concerning choir matters,
yet would not wish it to be inferred that anything
was lacking in my appreciation of his great personality.
He had a burning desire to make the Abbey loved and
used by the people. But his abounding zeal seemed to
lose its vitality when death removed the sweet influence
of his wife, Lady Augusta—I have already said
what her departure was to the whole body of those
living in the Cloisters. We had a great funeral service
for the Dean, who was laid to rest by the side of his
wife in Henry VII.'s Chapel, the Prince of Wales and
Prince Christian being present.

The picture that I refer to in my remarks upon the
Purcell Celebration (see page 159) was given to me as a
memento of the Dean.

Dean Bradley was Dean Stanley's successor, being
installed on November 1st of the same year.

Another notable event in 1881 was the funeral of
George Edmund Street, the architect, for which
ceremony I was able to suggest a very appropriate
anthem, which at that time was but little known.
This anthem was written by Dr. Wesley on the death
of the Prince Consort, an event of which I retained
a perfect recollection. It commenced, “All go to
one place,” and the penultimate verse is particularly
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appropriate to an architect : “ For we know that if our
earthly house were dissolved, we have a building of God;
a house not made with hands, eternal in the heavens.”

In 1881 I began to attend some of the great Musical
Festivals, going to Worcester as the guest of the
Dean, Lord Alwyne Compton; also undertaking the
onerous task of writing an account of the proceedings
for the Press, a tiresome and fatiguing duty which I
never tried to do again. But it was a very pleasant
time. One of my fellow guests was Dr. Stone, a well-
known amateur who played the contra-fagotto* at the
Festival, and we made a good deal of music at the
Deanery. Dr. Stone's instrument was an enormous
affair (Santley once told him that it resembled the
stand-pipe at Chelsea Waterworks!). We arranged a
duet for contra-fagotto and piano, the theme being that of
the well-known round, * Three blind mice.” Stone played
the tune at an incredible depth, and my part was to
demonstrate the scamperings of the mice. The com-
position had a great success. It was never printed,
nor do I think there is any record of its performance in
the annals of the Festival.

I was asked to contribute a work to the succeeding
Worcester Festival (in 1884), and set “ The Song of
St. Francis of Assisi,” the English translation by
my old friend Mrs. Oliphant. I have already spoken
of this poem in reference to my life at Windsor.
The following year (1885) I was gratified at
finding a place in the Birmingham Festival. For
this meeting I set Mr. Gladstone’s Latin translation
of Toplady’s hymn, “Rock of Ages” Afterwards
we performed it at the Abbey, Mr. Gladstone himself
being present. He wrote me a very kind and
appreciative letter, and was good enough to allow

* This instrument is used by Haydn in his oratorio “ The Creation " to
imitate the *cheerful roaring of the tawny lion.”
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me to dedicate my work to him, saying he “cordially
wished it success.”

It was at the Birmingham Festival that I met both
Grieg and Dvofdk. Grieg was rather a terror to the
orchestra at the London rehearsals. Extremely
fastidious, and demanding the most minute attention to
the nuances in his music, he kept the band hard at it for
a very long time, when he had finished appearing a
complete wreck from his exertions. He was a very
fragile-looking man, and died rather prematurely.

Dvordk was a man of different build; also he had
much natural simplicity. I remember a remark he made
which serves to sustain this impression. During the
Festival week a large party was entertained at
luncheon at the house of Mr. G. Hope Johnstone,
who was a member of the Festival Committee.
It came on to rain rather heavily, at which most
of us were inclined to be sorry. But Dvotak turned
animatedly to Mr. Alfred Littleton—who sat between
Dvotak and myself—and made a remark in German,
which I did not understand, but which seemed to
amuse Mr. Littleton very much. 1 asked him later
what it was, when it appeared the composer expressed
his delight at seeing the rain, saying it would be
good for the potatoes in his garden at home. Next
day I travelled up to London with Dvordk. He
was somewhat disappointed with the reception of his
work, and I did my best to cheer him up. But it
was a difficult task, for, to tell the truth, the work was
a failure. It was his oratorio *“ St. Ludmilla,” in which
the composer made the mistake of writing music that
he thought would appeal to English folk, rather than
giving rein to his own genius as he had done in his
noble ‘ Stabat Mater.” ‘“St. Ludmilla” was a copy,
to a great extent, of Handel’s style, and did not
reflect the real genius of Dvoték.
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On April 27th, 1882, the funeral of Charles Darwin
took place in the Abbey. It seemed to me the ordinary
funeral anthems were hardly appropriate to Darwin,
so I ventured to suggest the words which I afterwards
set to music (Proverbs iii., 13, 15, 16, 17), * Happy is
the man that findeth wisdom, and the man that getteth
understanding. She is more precious than rubies, and
all the things thou canst desire are not to be compared
unto her. Length of days is in her right hand, and in
her left hand riches and honour. Her ways are ways
of pleasantness, and all her paths are peace.” This
anthem was beautifully sung by the choir, and
Canon Prothero called to congratulate me on its
success immediately after the service.

In this year my predecessor died, in the eighty-first
year of his age. He had been appointed to the joint
offices of Organist and Master of the Choristers as
successor to Mr. Greatorex, F.R.S., on September 1st,
1831, by Dean Ireland, thus having held his
appointment for over fifty years. Turle was a most
amiable man, and although his contributions to Church
music were not extensive, in one domain he may be
said to be supreme, that of the number and beauty
of his chants.

In 1883 we gave a performance in the Abbey
of Gounod’s *“ Redemption,” in aid of Westminster
Hospital. In connection with this event I called on
the composer in Paris a month or two before it was
announced to take place, who proved very gracious, but
seemed somewhat anxious as to whether it was possible
to give an adequate performance of his work at
Westminster. I answered that I thought it was, and
told him of the effects which we hoped to get with
the trumpets and harps placed in the Triforium. He
was very pleased, and sent me a box for the Opéra,
which my wife and I found great pleasure in accepting.
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During my stay in Paris I was a witness of the
impressive funeral cortége of Gambetta. The playing
of Chopin’s Funeral March by one of the bands in the
procession (I think it was the band of the Republican
Guard) was truly superb. At some of the Colonne
concerts, also, I was particularly struck by the brass
of the orchestra; it seemed to me superior to anything
I had heard in England. But probably one would
not be able to say the same to-day.

At Notre Dame 1 was fortunate in being present at
a very effective service. It was doubtless an echo of
the Christmas services, and the hymn “ Adeste fideles”
was sung in procession round the Cathedral, the last
verse being sung in the Sacrarium. The effect of the
procession wending its way in the columned distances,
with the organ at the West end coming in between
the verses, was indeed beautiful. We have been able
to turn this experience to account in the Abbey, when
on great Festivals we sing some well-known hymns
in procession, the choir and clergy traversing the
Ambulatory and returning through the Choir into the
Sacrarium. As a rule our singing in procession is
unaccompanied, but between the verses we bring in
the organ with, I hope, some of the effects heard
long ago in Notre Dame. (Reference is made to an
important use of such processional music when
describing the events of the Coronations.)

I did not on this visit make the acquaintance of any
notable organists, but it has given me very great satis-
faction from time to time to welcome prominent
exponents of French organistic art in the Cloisters.
One of the best of these, and a charming man, was
Felix Alexandre Guilmant (1837-1911). He enjoyed
playing on the Abbey organ one evening—when
I took him in for a private performance—and showed
his admirable powers of extemporisation.
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The Consecration of Canon Barry as Primate of
Australia, of Bishop Boyd Carpenter as Bishop of
Ripon, and the installation of the Rev. F. B. Westcott,
as Canon, all took place in 1883. Also this year there
was solemnised the wedding of the Hon. Hallam
Tennyson and Miss A. Boyle, and memorial services for
H.R.H. The Duke of Albany and for Henry Fawcett
were held.

In 1884 the organ was rebuilt and enlarged. 1 have
already explained that the instrument was very old-
fashioned and inadequate when I came to the Abbey.
During my time it has been improved and rebuilt
at various intervals, being now a very complete
instrument. Without much trouble I got a good many
friends to contribute stops, &c., and in 1895 we were
able to add a very beautiful electric organ. This is
placed in the Triforium, just above Handel’s monument,
and has a charming effect. It was the gift of a friend,
Mr. A. D. Clarke, in memory of his wife. I have always
been careful to preserve any of the old pipes which were
in good order, and we actually possess two beautiful
(wooden) stops that were added to the organ by
Father Smith in the year 1694. The bill for inserting
these, and two other stops (now unfortunately not to be
found), is still in existence in the Muniment Room.
These additions were made under the direction of
the Precentor and Henry Purcell, the organist.

Unfortunately the old Choir organ-case was removed
in 1847. It is now in Shoreham Church, Kent, of
which one of the Canons was rector, and so was
able to obtain and utilise this beautiful example of
ecclesiastical carpentry. It is in my opinion the very
case which stood on the North side of the Abbey in
Purcell’'s day, and upon it can still be seen the
names of various organists of the Abbey. I had hoped
at one time it might be restored to its place; but this
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has not been possible. Its retention at Shoreham,
however, robs the Abbey of a really interesting relic.

The Abbey organ is now blown by an electric motor,
but when I entered on my duties there were three old
men who blew. They were much disturbed because I
played voluntaries on week-days! [ do not think my
predecessor played “in’' very often on week-days, and
he only played a few chords ‘“out.” I, however,
played voluntaries of decent length, at which the
three blowers grumbled much, actually getting a
complaint to the ears of Dean Stanley. They were
artful, representing that I kept sightseers waiting
who wanted to see the Royal tombs. These
three men were guides, and professed they were very
anxious to get to their other duties as soon as possible.
Dean Stanley spoke to me about it, when I ventured to
remark: * Some people like to hear the organ as well
as to see the tombs.” He did not lay down any rule,
but asked me not to make the voluntaries ‘ too long.”
Fortunately. the lazy blowers no longer harass the
organist. '

In 1885 we had a commemoration service in aid of
the Royal Society of Musicians, other events of
importance this year being memorial services for General
Gordon and for General Grant. My old friend Maas
sang in the choir in the service for General Gordon,
his solo being ‘* Be thou faithful unto death.”

Among funeral services in 1886 may be mentioned
that for Archbishop Trench, formerly Dean of West-
minster, and the service for W. E. Forster, a statesman
who imparted so much impetus to elementary education
andwhose later opposition to Gladstone I'well remember.
On Ascension Day in the same year we performed
“ Mors et Vita” and my own “ Rock of Ages” with
full orchestra.
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Queen Victoria’s Jubilee—An Expensive Fanfare—An Awesome
Serpent—Fenian Alarm: a “Black Bag” in the Organ-Loft—
Queen Victoria at the Jubilee Festival—The National Anthem
in the Abbey—Lockhart’s Jubilee Picture—A “Devoted Friend”
at the Auction—A Distinguished ¢ Man-Servant.”

In 1887 we began the year with a service for the

unveiling of a Memorial Tablet to Henry Fawcett.

The music was supplied by the students at the

Royal Normal School for the Blind. I was, however,

absent on an errand which was the beginning of

a very anxious time. This was the year of H.M.

Queen Victoria’s Jubilee, and preparations were

already being made for the due celebration of this

event, to be held in the Abbey on June 21st. I had
taken time by the forelock, and set some appropriate
words as an anthem which possibly might be used on
this occasion. H.M. The Queen had of course the
selection of the music, and Canon Prothero suggested to

Her Majesty that I should attend with some of the

choir at Osborne, to let her hear my anthem. The

date selected for our visit was unfortunately the day of
the unveiling of Professor Fawcett's Memorial. I took

a few boys down to Osborne, and three of the Lay-

Vicars. It was rather curious that one of them,

Mr. Montem Smith, had as a boy sung at the funeral

of William IV. Besides the choral performance of my

anthem before the Queen, one of the boys sang a solo
from Gounod’s “ Redemption,” and Mr. Hilton sang

“ Nazareth.” I was presented to Her Majesty after

the performance. She was very gracious, and signified

her pleasure in the interpretations.
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A few days afterwards a letter came from
Canon Duckworth, in which he said: “Sir Henry
Ponsonby told me last night that you may certainly
consider that you have the Queen’s permission to
inscribe your Jubilee anthem to her. The Queen spoke
to me of you and your party, and seems to have enjoyed
your visit. She praised your anthem, and expressed
her approval of Crook’s singing.” Crook was one
of the boys, and a beautiful singer. It is sad to have
to record that only a few years later he developed
consumption, and died.

The preparations for the momentous event of the
Jubilee, that has now passed into history, demanded a
great deal of thought and care. A large choir had
to be organized, and arrangements made for a band
of brass and timpani to supplement the organ. There
was also the editing of the music, which included by
Her Majesty’s Command a setting of the Te Deum by
the late Prince Consort. The fabric and precincts of the
Abbey were given over to the Office of Works for some
weeks, the preparations being almost as elaborate as
those for the Coronations of a later date. A feature
of the ceremony was the reception of Her Majesty by
a fanfare of trumpets played from the organ-loft. I
found a fine collection of military trumpets, belonging,
I suppose, to the Lord Chamberlain’s department,
which were lent to me to be played by the trumpeters
from some of the military bands. An amusing episode
took place when we were having a preliminary rehearsal
of this fanfare in the Abbey. The carpenters engaged
in putting up the stagings were much interested,
and apparently inclined to take it a bit easy while the
music was going on. The Clerk of the Works came
to me, good-humouredly remonstrating against the
continual practising: ‘“ My men simply can’t work while
that is going on, and it means five pounds a minute " !

K
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Now trumpeting at such a costly figure, even at Jubilee
time, becomes a luxury indeed, so we curtailed our
rehearsals.

The complete book of the music was published by
Metzler & Co. The Te Deum by the Prince Consort
was their copyright, and although my anthem was
published by Messrs. Novello, it was also included in
the complete book issued by Metzlers. 1 was greatly
indebted to their manager, Mr. J. Coward, a son of the
celebrated Crystal Palace organist, for much valuable
help and advice in bringing out the book and arranging
for the band. One day he came to me and said
that he wished that I would do him a favour.
“Certainly,” I said, “if it is possible.” * Well,” he
replied, “ Mr. Arthur Chappell [the well known
originator and director of the Monday * Pops ] is one
of our directors, and he wants to know if I can arrange
with you to get him admitted to the Jubilee Service.”
“ Oh,” Isaid, “that’s impossible; yet if he could sing
or play in the band, I might manage it.” Coward
thought a moment, and then said, * Leave it to me, I
think I can arrange it,” and he proceeded to play a sad
trick upon Mr. Arthur Chappell to which I may at
once say I was not a party.

In a show-case at Metzlers’, among examples of
military instruments was a remarkable-looking specimen
of the bass trombone (see Illus.), but instead of the
tube expanding into a bell end, it was fashioned into
the grinning head of a python. The large convoluted
instrument known as the serpent was at one time in
regular use in the orchestra, even in Handel’s day, and
it is said that when he first heard it in this country
he remarked, slyly, “Dat vos nod der serpent dat did
Eve beguile.” The serpent had a wooden tube of oval
section, some eight feet long. The Metzler relic was
serpentine only as regards the head, which was an
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enormous affair with red jaws and white fangs—
altogether an awesome reptile—and it was this thing
Coward got down into the office, ready for Mr. Chappell.*
That gentleman duly appeared, and of course inquired
of Coward, “Have you seen Bridge? Whatdid he say?”
“QOh,” said Coward, “he’s very sorry, but it can’t
be done.” Chappell was much disappointed. * But,”
added Coward, * there’s one way, and it’s quite easy ”
—proceeding to explain that I would be glad of a
few low notes from the bass trombone in my anthem,
and that he, Coward, could make quite an easy part
for Mr. Chappell, who would then be admitted as a
member of the band, and see the show! Chappell
looked with undisguised dismay at the serpentine
horror, and ejaculated, “That be hanged!” ¢ Well,”
said Coward, *It’s your only way, and although it’s an
awkward-looking thing to carry through the Abbey, yet
once in the orchestra you will be all right.” Chappell
hesitated a moment, then, bracing himself, and to
Coward’s almost hysterical delight, he said, “ Give me
the mouthpiece, I'll have a try.” He blew a fearful
note, the effect of which on Coward, and on all the clerks,
who were in the secret, cannot be described. I was
obliged to put Chappell in the choir after this, where
he did no harm, which he certainly might have done had
he taken the instrument with him into the orchestra.
There were very many details to be considered,
nothing being left to chance. For instance, I was
anxious to find out what was the pitch of Archbishop
Benson’s voice. The Archbishop was to read the
prayers at the service. Although, so far as I knew,
he did not intend to intone, yet he had a musical voice,
and I was anxious if possible to fit in with his note the

* I believe that grotesque instruments of this class were sometimes
used at country fairs, the performer playing a fantasia outside a booth by
way of attraction for sighfseers to step inside and see—and perhaps hear—
worse horrors,
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Responses and Amens. He was kind enough to invite
me over to Lambeth, where he read certain prayers,
which enabled me to arrange the matter satisfactorily.

An incident in connection with the preparations
for the great service must not be omitted. In this
year (1887), just before the Jubilee, a good deal of
alarm was prevalent in consequence of the Fenian
outrages, and the rather frequent discovery here and
there of clockwork bombs in black bags, &c. Long
previous to the ceremony the Abbey was closed to the
public, anxious precaution being taken by the officials
to ensure the Royal safety. By special order
the choir platform was frequently examined, and
the organ-loft with every remote corner of the Abbey
subjected to minute inspection. The day before the
service a rehearsal of the band was called, after
which I remained in the organ-loft looking over
some music for the next day. A young pupil standing
near startled me by calling attention to a strange noise:

Listen, Doctor,” he said, ‘“don’t you hear a ticking ? "
“Ticking! Where?” Leaping from my seat, I
listened intently, and sure enough I heard a faint,
rhythmic “tic-toe,” proceeding apparently from a corner
of the loft. Peering into the shadow I saw, fateful
sight! . . . a little black bag!

Instead of waiting to be blown to pieces for my
country, [ left the loft—well, somewhat quickly—and
hastened into the Cloisters, where I met an old man
who had charge of the blowing-engine of the organ.
“Groves,” I said, “go up into the organ-loft, and
bring down a little black bag that you will find in
the corner.” “ Yes, Sir,” he replied, and ambled off
unsuspectingly. Then I waited. I do not know
what 1 expected, or what I intended to do when
it had been brought to me, but I breathed again
when Groves reappeared safe and sound with the
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bag. On examination it was found to contain
an alarm-clock, ticking away very merrily. 1
discovered upon inquiry that one of the band had
bought the clock on the way to the rehearsal, but
how his bag had escaped detection and had run the
gauntlet of the fifty policemen who were guarding
the Abbey and looking out for ticking clocks in black
bags, I never quite knew, except that the bandsmen
mostly carried their instruments in bags, and so were
not closely examined. Groves’ destiny after all was
to die safely in bed, and when, a short time ago,
I sent a wreath to his funeral, I thought of the
episode of the bag, for to the day of his death he
used to say, “ You very nearly got me blowed to pieces
that time, Sir.”

In arranging the musical portion of the Jubilee
service I had to communicate very frequently with
the Lord Chamberlain’s Department, of which Sir
Spencer Ponsonby Fane was then Controller. Sir
Spencer was extremely amiable, and it was a delight
to work with him. He presented me with a list of
the various entries of great people for whom Marches
had to be played, and arranged an elaborate series
of flag signals from the west-end of the Abbey to the
organ-loft, to let me know who was arriving. It was
a complicated affair, but we managed to fit it all in
pretty accurately. The final March was to be played
as the Queen walked up the Choir to her appointed
seat. 1 shall never forget how dignified and
stately was Her Majesty's bearing at that particular
moment. The usual choir seats had been removed,
but the carved stalls remained, these being
occupied by dignitaries who attended from all parts
of the Empire, notably by many of the Indian Princes.
Her Majesty, looking right and left as she advanced,
seemed to me to honour each one by a special bow.
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It was a curious thing that the National Anthem
was not down to be performed on that great occasion
except for the inclusion of the first part of it in the
anthem I had composed. The whole programme
had come to us from a Royal source, and I had
no prerogative to modify the scheme. It may be
said in passing that there seemed for many years to
be a shyness, if I may use the term, in singing the
National Anthem in Church, and particularly did
this seem to apply to the Abbey. Of late years,
especially since the recent terrible war, this diffidence
has happily disappeared, and at the time of writing
[ am playing the National Anthem daily at the close
of the afternoon service.

June 21st, 1887, was a gloriously beautiful day, and
as such is surely still enshrined in the memories of
thousands—glorious from its associations, beautiful
because a perfect day of an English summer. For us
at the Abbey all went well, the glorious interior
looking magnificent as the distinguished gathering
thronged the tiers of improvised galleries, and,
assembled from every corner of the earth, our race
proclaimed its great day of festival and exultation.*

A day or two after the event I was invited to the garden
party at Buckingham Palace, when, as Her Majesty
passed with her suite through the crowd, I was accosted
unexpectedly by the Lord Chamberlain and presented
to the Queen, who was very kind, saying: ‘The
music was most successful, every one was extremely
pleased.” A few days later I received the Jubilee Medal,
and also the following letter from Sir Ponsonby Fane :—

“ Dear Dr. BripGe,—I must write you a line to say
how splendidly your music went yesterday. I shall

% It may be of interest to state that three generations of my family took

part in the music: My father sang tenor in the choir, my son joined the
trebles, and 1 played the organ and conducted.
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always have a most pleasant recollection of our
communications and collaborations on this interesting
ceremony, which thank Heaven, has been so successful.
“ Yours very truly,
“S. PonsonBy Fang.”

Dean Bradley also wrote to me in the following kind
terms :—

“ Dear Dr. Bripge,—Please to allow me to express
to you on paper my grateful sense of all you have done
to secure the success of both our Jubilee Services.*
The task of bringing together such a choir was in
itself no light one, and I and all others are, I am sure,
deeply grateful to you both for the successful completion
of that task and for all else that you have done.

“ My words are few, but they come, I assure you,
from my heart.

“ Most truly yours,
“ G. BrabLEY.”

I was honoured by being included in the Jubilee
picture painted by Lockhart. My portrait was a
somewhat tiny affair, and he put me standing at the
organ-desk. AfterLockhart’s death many of the sketches
he made for the picture were sold at Christie’s, my
portrait being among them. Hearing it was to be sold,
I decided to try and buy it,and gave a commission to a
dealer, “if it was not too expensive.” The dealer
bought it for me, but it cost rather more than I thought
it was worth. A few days afterwards, a member of the
Abbey voluntary choir (by profession he was a lawyer)
said to me, “ Oh! do you know your picture was sold
at Christie’'s the other day?” “Yes,” I replied.

* The Jubilee programme was repeated in the Abbey on June 22nd,
admission to the performance being by ticket. The proceeds were
devoted to the London hospitals. Madame Nordica sang on this occasion

—the year of her London débfit at Covent Garden, which took place on
March 12. :
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“ Well,” he said, “ I nearly bought it.” * Why did you
not?” I inquired. “Oh! well,” said my friend, “it
went for more than I was inclined to give, but I made
the other chap pay for it, and ran it up well’! He had
been bidding against the man who was bidding for me !
His devotion cost me some pounds.

Besides the Abbey Jubilee Service, a very important
celebration of the event took place in St. Margaret’s
Church, and was attended by the House of Commons.
Archdeacon Farrar was the Rector,and at his request |
undertook to see to the music; also I set a special hymn,
written by Bishop Boyd Carpenter for the occasion. A
very amusing incident took place in connection with this
service, which may be worth recording. Tickets were
difficult to get, and a very distinguished medical man who
had attended my wife in a critical illness, came to me to
beg that I would procure one for him. I told him it was
quite out of my power to do so. But he was not to be
denied : “ 1 have done you a service,” he said, “and
you must do me a good turn! Can’t you take me in
with you ?’* Then a thought struck me—I might get
him to carry a bag containing the robes which I
had to wear! He was quite willing, so we went
together. The janitor let me pass, of course, when,
turning, I called sharply to ‘“my man,” “Hurry up
with that bag”—which he did! When he got well inside
he promptly dropped the bag, and afterwards I saw
nothing of him until dining with him that evening.
Frequently did we recall the ruse, and always did we
find its humour irresistible.

This was not the only service at which I officiated at
St. Margaret’s. Archdeacon Farrar was also a Canon of
the Abbey, while as Rector of the Commons’ Church
he was always willing to give facilities for musical
celebrations at St. Margaret’s, in which I was glad
to help him in any way, for he was a kind and cordial
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In March, 1888, we had a commemoration service for
the Emperor William I., of Germany, and in June of
the same year a commemoration service for his son, the
Emperor Frederick III. Also this year there was
celebrated the Jubilee of the Coronation of Queen
Victoria, which was observed at the Abbey by the
performance of Berlioz’s Te Deum, sung by the Bach
Choir and conducted by Sir Charles Stanford, with
myself at the organ.

The following year, 1889, brought the memorial
service to John Bright; also the inauguration of the
Church House, for which I composed “The God of
Heaven, He will prosper us; therefore we His servants
will arise and build, &c.”

On Ascension Day in this year there was a per-
formance of Mendelssohn’s “ Elijah,” in aid of the
funds of Westminster Hospital. The announcement
had been made, and we were in the midst of rehearsals,
when 1 was gratified at receiving an entirely unexpected
letter from the daughter of Mendelssohn, asking me to
send her some particulars of the forthcoming event.
It was with extreme pleasure that I responded to
this request, and the incident was the beginning of a
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long friendship. Madame Benecke frequently visited
the Abbey, on one occasion giving me a copy of
the drawing of her distinguished father (hitherto
unpublished), made by the painter Begas in 182r,
which is reproduced in these pages. It is a gift which
I greatly value. Appended is the letter above referred
to, that formed the beginning of so much pleasant
intercourse :—
“Norfolk Lodge, Barnet,

“ May 2nd.

“Dear Sir,—I see a notice in the Musical Times
that you are thinking of having ¢ Elijah ' in Westminster
Abbey on the 30th inst. May I trouble you to tell me
at what time it would be sung, and how we could get
to hear it well? Forgive my troubling you, but I do
not like to lose a chance of hearing ‘Elijah,” and I
have never yet heard it at Westminster.

“ Believe me,
“ Yours sincerely,

“ Marie BENECkE
(*“ née MENDELSSOHN-BARTHOLDY ).

In December, 188g, came the funeral of Robert
Browning, a great and impressive service, attended
by many distinguished people. I was asked to set
some words of Mrs. Browning’s, to be sung at the
graveside, the verse suggested being, “What would
we give to our beloved.” Referring to the choice of
these words, Mrs. Oliphant wrote from Windsor: “1
think it a most beautiful thought, and one which
Browning would bave entirely appreciated, to lay him
in his grave to the sound of his wife’s beautiful words.”

Afterwards some very kind letters were written to
me by members of the Browning family.

I was introduced to Robert Browning in my early
days at the Abbey, by Dean Stanley, who, in presenting
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me to Browning, delivered the characteristic remark,
“Poetry and Music should know each other.” Many
years later T met the poet at Arthur Coleridge’s
hospitable table, and ventured to refer to his comments
on Fugue in his stanzas on ‘“ Master Hugues of Saxe-
Gotha.” He seemed pleased that 1 found interest in
the subject, saying that he did know something
about Fugue. I was not sure whether in his poem
“ A Toccata of Galuppi’s,” in the verse—
While you sat and played Toccatas stately
at the clavichord ?

Browning intended to convey the idea that it was one
of his own Toccatas Galuppi played. So far as I can
learn there is no Toccata by this composer, for when
we celebrated the centenary of Browning’s birth I tried
to find a Toccata of Galuppi’s to play on that occasion,
and failed. 1 spoke to Sir Hubert Parry about it, who
said there was no work of that kind that he knew of.
He however recommended a beautiful 4dagio and
Allegro Spiritoso from a Clavier Sonata for Viola da
Gamba, which I procured and played at the service in
the Abbey, on May 7, 1912, in honour of him whose
life-work it had been to add to our English poetry so
much of noble utterance and unfading beauty.

In 18go we had a Festival for the Royal Society
of Musicians, which service included my short
Oratorio, “ Mount Moriah.” In this year was also
celebrated the first Latin Commemoration Service of
Westminster School, an interesting function which is
now held every year.

Before continuing my Abbey record I may now
glance at a few doings outside the Precincts.

Some of the most interesting and pleasant music-
makings which I can recall are those of the old
Madrigal Society. This is the oldest musical society
in the world. It was founded in 1741, its first meetings
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being held at the “ Twelve Bells” in Bride Lane, and
later at the ‘“Anchor and Crown” in Whitefriars.
According to Sir John Hawkins, who was himself a
member, most of the members were mechanics and
Spitalfields weavers, while others followed various trades
and occupations. He records, too, that many of the
members were very expert in music, and able to sing at
sight almost anything in the English and Italian
Madrigal School. When I joined the Society in 1877
the meetings were held at the “ Freemasons' Tavern”
in Great Queen Street, from October to July. I met
many delightful musicians at these gatherings, amongst
them old G. A. Osborne. He and I used to sit
together when we could, until, in 1878, they made me
assistant-conductor. He was very congenial, and a
real, witty Irishman. I am afraid that sometimes
we behaved rather badly in one respect at the
Society’s meetings. There was a great objection
on the part of the authorities to any speech-
making. Osborne delighted in delivering a little speech,
and more than once I encouraged him to ask
questions perhaps more or less relevant to the
particular madrigal being: sung. The secretary,
Edward Street, a delightful amateur musician and
true lover of madrigals, always looked rather shocked,
but amused; the treasurer, Kellow ]J. Pye, one of
the real old-fashioned type of serious musicians,
looked really shocked. After this had occurred once
or twice they refused to allow us to sit together,
which was very disappointing to me and also to
Osborne. However, I made up for my bad behaviour
later on by undertaking the conductorship, a post which
is still in my hands. It is somewhat chastening to find
myself the oldest member of the Society.

I had a real affection for Osborne, as I believe
he had for me—and sweet indeed is the savour of his
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memory. He often attended the meetings of the
Musical Association, frequently rising to break a
lance with the lecturer of the evening. But he was
ever a genial adversary. Occasionally he would con-
tribute a paper to the Society’s “ Proceedings,” notably
in vols. v. and vi., in 1879 and 1880 respectively, when
he wrote upon Berlioz and Chopin, subjects that he
was well qualified to speak upon, as he had been very
intimate with these composers.

Osborne had met many distinguished musicians.
Himself a capital host, he found keen delight in
social amenities. A relaxation in which he frequently
indulged was in playing duets with Dr. T. Lea
Southgate, who was an intimate friend. Osborne had
been a very popular pianoforte teacher, and he com-
posed a good deal of light pianoforte music. His
“Ia Pluie des Perles” had a wonderful success. He
once told me that this little piece had brought him
in over six thousand pounds. It gave him great pleasure
when we performed an anthem of his at the Abbey, which
he produced rather late in life. It was very melodious,
though lacking ‘some of the characteristics that are
wont to be looked for in devotional music. Osborne was
a great friend of old John Ella. There is a story the
truth of which I can vouch for that when Ella, stricken in
years and blind, and able to say with Job “I am a
burden to myself,” stood sorely in need of comfort,
Osborne would frequently devote a Sunday to visiting his
friend, whom he would solace by reading from the Bible.

The most notable event in connection with the
Madrigal Society was the hundred and fiftieth
Anniversary Festival, held in 18go, when amongst
other things we performed Tallis’s celebrated Motet,
composed for eight choirs of five voices, i.e., forty
parts. This same Motet had been sung over fifty
years before at a Festival held in 1836.
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In 1904 1 was elected president, and in 1914 the
members presented me with the gold medal of the
Society in recognition of my long years of service.
This old Society has always helped to keep alive
the love of madrigal singing. The Children of the
Chapel Royal have for many years taken part in
its meetings, sometimes assisted by boys from
well-known church choirs to sing the soprano part.
Arthur Sullivan when a boy in the Chapel Royal
attended these meetings, Thomas Helmore, master of
the Children, being a very prominent member. There
are in the old soprano copies some amusing pencil notes
Sullivan made at that time. In 18gg he was elected
president, and laughed very much when his attention
was called to these youthful essays. The performances
are of course occasionally rough, but the members
assemble essentially for singing and not for rehearsing.
The Society is assisted by several professional singers,
so things go fairly well, though occasionally a little
slip will be made by one of the aged members. I
remember a case that was really rather trying at the
moment. We had an old member who had contributed
very handsomely to the Prize Fund, which the Society
administers at stated intervals. I must explain that
many of the books used at the meetings have madrigals
at one end and anthems at the other, and it is possible
to get hold of the wrong end of the book, and try to
sing an anthem when a madrigal is on. This indeed
seems to have happened on the occasion that 1 have in
mind. We were singing one of the *“OQOriana” set
which generally conclude with the words :(—

e

Then sang the shepherds and nymphs of Diana,
Long live fair Oriana,

in this particular madrigal there being a silent bar
before the chorus came in. At the critical moment the
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old gentleman to whom 1 have referred led off in
stentorian tones a part of an anthem beginning

@{‘% fr-' | T
i t—f—w—7r

o Lord!
This nearly upset the nymphs and shepherds, but we
were afraid to make much of the incident in case there
should be no more money for the Prizes.

The Society’s meetings are quaint old functions,
the key-note for each madrigal being blown by the
conductor on a somewhat wheezy pitch-pipe. It is
recorded of one of the conductors who preceded me
that he blew the note so badly, beginning softly and
crescendoing into a different note and back again, that
when he stated “ That’s A,” one of the members called
out, “ Which end of it ?”

The programmes always contain a selection of the
celebrated “Oriana” Madrigals, which were composed
by the leading musicians of England in honour of
Queen Elizabeth and published in 1601. It may be
unknown to many people that a similar compliment was
paid to Queen Victoria when, in 18gg, Sir Walter
Parratt originated the idea that took shape in a book
of “ Choral Songs and Madrigals.” Sir Walter did me
the honour of asking me to set the following charming
words written by the Marquess of Crewe :—

For all the wonder of thy regal day,
Golden content, and Freedom that can dare
To covet not nor shun a grander sway,
And knowledge soaring to a loftier air,
Ve bend to Thee that Thou hast been
Of sea and land illustrious Queen.
But rather for the mind that can rejoice
With all our joy, and strive as we have striven,
Ripe human counsel, and the nearer voice
Of comfort to the lowly mourner given—
We cling to this, that thou hast been
In heart and home our Mother Queen.




A Curiovs Bass TROMBONE.

LitrLingToN TOWER CaPTaIN COOKE’S SIGNATURE,
IN 1840, SCRATCHED ON AN ABBEY WINDOW.
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I also took a very active interest in another body,
known as the Western Madrigal Society. Founded
in 1840, at No. 27, Soho Square, its first meeting
was held shortly afterwards, under the presidency
of Joseph Calkin, while I had the honour of
conducting these madrigalists from 1878 to 1896, the
meetings then being held in Lisle Street, Leicester
Square, at the rooms of the Royal Society of
Musicians. A delightfully quaint atmosphere seemed
to linger in this quiet retreat, the old-world charm of
the madrigals performed finding harmonious setting
in the surroundings. We gathered there literally under
the eyes of bygone worthies in the realm of music—
Purcell and Handel, among others—and the drama,
whose portraits gazed solemnly from heavy frames,
and, I fear, through much varnish and faded paint,
at the group of moderns seeking to capture the spirit
of the melodies of long ago. A distinguished portrait
among the many hanging there is a very fine one
by Gainsborough, of King George III., who presented
it to the Royal Society of Musicians.

The Court of Assistants administering the splendid
charity of the Royal Society of Musicians have for
many years held their meetings in these rooms. The
story of their unostentatious beneficence has never
been told, yet doubtless it has brought light and cheer
into many a straitened home.

The procedure of the Western Madrigal Society
assimilated closely to that of the “old” Society upon
which it was modelled. But the younger Society
dispensed with the dinner that is so much a feature of
the meetings of the old Madrigal Society—probably
with advantage, because it is questionable whether a
generous ménu is the best preparation for artistic
voice-production. The Western Society preserved,
however, a tradition of its own, which was observed at

&
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the interval in the programme. The chief upholder of
this tradition was Mr. Stephen Olding (a popular
member and a charming man), who combined with his
knowledge of madrigals an expert gift for compounding
punch. He never failed to attend without bringing
with him a couple of bottles of his special brew,
which the members and visitors consumed with great
satisfaction. The beverage was really very good, and
sometimes the effect on the voices of the singers
—especially the altos—was remarkable. In the second
part of the programme, should an amorous number
occur, they would skip through it with delightful
nimbleness. I can still see two of these old gentle-
men—their combined ages numbered a hundred and
sixty years l—with hardly a quaverous note to mark
their years, valiantly voicing “1 saw lovely Phyllis.”
The incident is not without a certain pathetic humour.
Perhaps the compounder of the punch had studied the
“Anatomy of Melancholy,” and added philters to
his recipe.

To speak of punch recalls another medium of the same
name, but a different order of volatility—I refer to the
London Charivari. The distinguished artist, Charles
Keene, so long associated with Punch, was a very
interested member of this Society and a regular attendant
at its meetings. He was a silent man; in fact I do
not remember ever hearing his voice in the madrigals,
but he seemed thoroughly to enjoy the functions.

Alas! very few of my old friends of those days
of long ago now survive. Very reluctantly I had to
relinquish the direction of this Society, as I found that
my accumulation of conductorships was making undue
demands upon my energies. There are limits even to
the ecstasy of swaying a baton.

In 18go the Gresham Professorship of Music fell
vacant. It is one of seven Professorships founded by
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Sir Thomas Gresham in 1575, Dr. Bull having been
the first musical professor. I had never done a great
deal in the way of lecturing, but was not wholly
without experience, having at various times contributed
lectures both in Manchester and in London. I deter-
mined to send in my name to the Grand Gresham
Committee, a body formed jointly of the Corporation of
London and the Mercers’ Company. One of the regu-
lations laid down by the Committee was that a select
number of the applicants should lecture at the College
before the Committee and general public. In the
result, I was one of six selected. I took a great deal
of trouble with my paper, both in preparation of
matter and in delivery, but must confess that I felt
really nervous when my turn came to lecture. Later
I was summoned to Mercers’ Hall, to interview the
Committee, being elected, I believe, almost unani-.
mously. The most dangerous of my opponents was a
German! In the course of my duties I have delivered
something like three hundred and fifty lectures, up
to the time of writing. They are free to the public,
and are illustrated by vocal and instrumental music.
Gresham College has recently been rebuilt, and a
very excellent hall to hold five hundred people
provided for lectures. The audiences are large and
interested, and certainly my Professorship has been
to me a source of great interest and information.
My hearers sometimes appreciate a little humour. [
remember an occasion on which I was able to score
off a member of the public. I had gone past my
allotted time (one hour), and apologised for so
doing. “ Go on, Sir,” said a voice from the gallery,
“it’s raining outside.” This raised a laugh, so
I paused a moment, before saying, “The remark
reminds me that at one of the lectures given here,
a long time ago, only two persons attended, and
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they, it is said, only entered because it was ‘wet
outside.” Doubtless they stayed to find it rather dry
inside.”

The funeral of Lord Tennyson, in 1892, was of
course a very important event, the ceremony being
attended by many great personages. The Hon. Hallam
Tennyson asked me to set “ Crossing the Bar,” to be
sung at this service, and I was naturally very anxious
to set the words to worthy music. The poem was
one of the last things Tennyson wrote. As everyone
knows, its nobility of utterance had made a profound
impression. To set it for such an occasion and
perhaps find that lovers of the words did not think
much of the music, would have been very mortifying.
There was no time to lose, as the work had to be
composed, printed, and rehearsed in the space of a
few days. However, I got to work one morning and
completed the first sketch. Just as this was done I
received a call from a friend of the deceased Laureate,
who was anxious to know how it was getting on. He
seemed surprised that I had done so much, and
begged me to let him hear it. Now this was hardly
fair. We know that artists do not like to let a sitter
see their first sketch for a portrait, and 1 felt it
might not be wise to let the music be heard till I
had given it due revision. However, my visitor was
very persuasive, so sitting down I played and sang
it to him as well as I could. As soon as it was
finished he jumped up, and striking his hands together
said, “You've made a great success of it.” This
encouraged me a great deal. Resuming my work with
renewed zeal, the setting was completed without delay.
I have the original sketch by me, and may be permitted
to state, with some little pride, that there were but very
minute changes necessary in what had come to me in
my first attempt.
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In April, 1894, I received an unexpected request from
Scotland, to make a hymn-setting of some verses by the
Marquess of Lorne, to be included in a special book
that was being compiled on behalf of H.R.H. Princess
Beatrice in connection with a bazaar she was organizing
at Balmoral. The subjoined letter, from the editor
of the book, explains the object and purposes of her
Royal Highness very fully :—

“Craig Gowan,
“ Balmoral, N.B.,
“April 11th, 1894.

“Sir,—H.R.H. Princess Beatrice has authorised me
to edit a Bazaar Book for the Bazaar which her Royal
Highness is to hold here this Autumn. To this book
the Marquess of Lorne has sent some verses which,
if set to music, would make a very appropriate hymn
for the dedication of the new Church. I therefore
venture to ask you whether you would kindly undertake
to compose the music—the same for publication in
the Bazaar Book? Should you entertain this proposal,
I shall send you a copy of the verses.

“ Believe me to be,
“Yours very faithfully,
“R. A. ProreIr.”

It was with pleasure that I undertook this task.
The hymn and tune are now printed as No. 401 in the
“ Westminster Abbey Hymn Book.”

Early in the same year also an influential committee
was assembled, under the presidency of H.R.H. Princess
Christian, for the purpose of setting up in the Abbey a
memorial to the great name of Jenny Lind (Madame
Lind-Goldschmidt). The memorial took the form of
a medallion, and was unveiled on April 25th by
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Princess Christian, in the presence of a distinguished
company. A few days afterwards Her Royal Highness
caused the following letter to be sent to me :—

8, Onslow Gardens,
“April 24th, 1894.

“Dear Dr. Bripge,—Princess Christian has desired
me to write and tell you how much obliged she is to
you for the very kind way in which you made and
carried out the musical arrangements, with which all
present were delighted, on the occasion of Her Royal
Highness unveiling the Jenny Lind Memorial on
Friday last in Westminster Abbey.

“Her Royal Highness wishes me to mention how
much also she appreciated the singing of the boys.

“ Believe me to be,
“Yours very truly,
“CuarrLes Evior.”

Later in 1894 the death of my old and good friend
Canon Prothero brought a great loss to the Abbey and
to myself. Always ready to listen to any suggestions
for the improvement of the music of the Abbey services,
or that would tend to the greater welfare of the boys,
he never spared himself any effort constantly to progress
in these directions. He was kind and appreciative, and
respected by all the choral staff.

For the Hereford Festival of this year (1894) I
contributed a sacred choral work entitled “The Cradle
of Christ.”

An interesting musical event with which I had
much to do was the Exhibition of music and musical
instruments held in Fishmongers’ Hall, under the
auspices of the Musicians’ Company, in 1904. We
assembled a splendid collection of old instruments,
among which was a reputed reproduction of the
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Greco-Roman hydraulus* or “ water-organ,” in which
there is no bellows, the wind being maintained and
equalised by the weight of a column of water raised
by a pump worked by a lever. The Prince and
Princess of Wales (now King George and Queen
Mary) visited the Exhibition, and I was asked to
contribute a selection on the “ water organ.” It proved
a very wheezy affair, and I found it difficult to play
even the National Anthem upon it. However, after
a little practice I thought it could be managed,
my friend Sir Homewood Crawford, a prominent
member of the Company, undertaking to blow. His
Royal Highness and the Princess of Wales were
very much interested in the instrument, so [ set
to work to play, and Sir Homewood Crawford to
blow, but the effect was certainly rather ludicrous.
It amused the listeners very much. At the end
of my “recital” I apologised for my poor effort, and
added, “ Sir Homewood is not a_ very expert blower.”
He was fairly taken aback at my audacity, but said
nothing. However, later on he had a chance of getting
me to make amends. When the Coronation of King
George was being arranged, it became necessary to
provide two blowers for an auxiliary bellows for the
organ. Of course we had a band, but at some parts of
the service the organ was used alone, and although
it was blown by electricity, yet I had to insure
against an accident cutting off the wind. So a
small bellows was installed to supply a part of the
organ, if an accident should happen. Thus was
established a bit of valuable patronage, as its conferment

*It was constructed from the descriptions given by Hero (s.c. 250)
and Vitruvius (c. A.p. 50), and from details supplied by a pottery
model discovered at Carthage and made in the early part of the second
century A.p. A full description, with illustrations and diagrams, appeared
in “The Reliquary,” July, 1904, and in the printed collection of Lectures
delivered at the Exhibition.
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assured the recipients seeing the Coronation! Sir
Homewood put in a claim to be one of my emergency
blowers, on the strength of previous experience! His
fellow-blower was my old friend the Rev. Duncan Ross,
Presbyterian Minister from Aberdeenshire, whose Kirk
I had attended when in Scotland. They were both
rehearsed the day before, and became quite efficient in
their work. But they did not have to blow, and so were
able to see a great deal of the Coronation ceremony.

Adverting to the Musicians’ Company’s Exhibition,
I recall an amusing little ‘professional” encounter
with Dr. C. W. Pearce. I was delivering one of the
lectures that formed part of the scheme of the Exhibition,
and the afternoon was inordinately hot. Pausing in
my address, | drew attention to the need for ventilation,
whereupon Dr. Pearce got up, and, as the event proved,
wrestled unsuccessfully with some cords that should
have opened the windows. His discomfiture was
complete when I remarked in a loud whisper to the
audience that he, a Doctor of Music, seemed ‘“unable
to manage the common c(h)ord.”

The lectures above referred to drew large audiences,
my friend Dr. T. Lea Southgate being indefatigable in
his attention to numerous details of organization that
contributed to the general success of the undertaking.*
A name that may justly be coupled with Dr. Southgate’s
is that of the late Mr. Alfred H. Littleton, who, as well
as himself contributing to the lectures, loaned the
unique collection of historical books from his valuable
musical library which formed one of the features of the
Exhibition.

* Dr. Southgate was always willing to place his valuable manuscripts
at my disposal, thus enabling me on several occasions at my lectures at
numerous other venues to -revive many old “ Fancies” for strings by
Jenkins, Dering, and others.
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Excepr for various weddings and funerals, there is
nothing to record concerning my work at the Abbey
until 1895. This year brought the bi-centenary of
Henry Purcell, our greatest musician and a former
organist at Westminster Abbey. I had made up my
mind to have a memorable celebration if possible, and
the suggestion was approved by the authorities, a large
choir being organized and rehearsed with a complete
orchestra. We took a great deal of trouble to obtain
the best anthems of Purcell, such as would be suitable
for a large choir, for of course the “verse anthems,”
as they are called, would be ill-adapted for interpre-
tation by the resources assembled. I also desired
to include the celebrated Te Deum written by
Purcell for St. Cecilia’s Day, 1694, and sung at the
Festival at St. Paul's until Handel produced his
“ Dettingen ” setting. After that itshared the Festivals
with Handel's music. I may confess to being rather
troubled about the Purcell Te Deum. I had tried it
once and found it very tedious and wearisomely long.
Also there existed an account of Mendelssohn’s having
heard it at St. Paul’s, and his severe remarks upon the
composition. On looking over the score I formed the
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conclusion that it could not be done. It would take
up too much time, and frankly the work did not
seem worth it. Of course one hardly dared breathe
these sentiments to Purcell-lovers, but I did speak to
Sir Hubert Parry on the subject, and found he agreed
with me, saying he thought it “ dull and long-winded.”
So with much regret 1 determined to omit it. Then
occurred a most dramatic and fortunate incident.
When walking one night to my house in the Cloisters,
after evening service, a man appeared out of the gloom
and stopped me, saying ‘“Have you a few minutes,
Sir?” “No,” said I, for I was very busy, and perhaps
not very polite. “Oh!” said he, “I am sorry, I
wanted to show you a manuscript; I think it is by
Purcell ”! “Come home with me,” I replied, with
great cordiality. As we neared my house I recognised
him as Mr. S , a Lay-Clerk of Windsor. When we
got in I took him to the drawing room to have a cup
of tea, and he handed me a roll of manuscript
music. Placing it on the pianoforte, I could hardly
believe my eyes! Before me was the veritable
autograph score of Purcell’s Te Deum. I told him at
once what it was, and he said, “1 thought you would
be interested.” Inquiry elicited that it had come into
his wife’s possession from a daughter of John Mitchell,
the old organist of Eton College. I had known
Mitchell well when at Windsor, as he was also a
Lay-Vicar of St. George’s. It seemed that he had
lately died, and amongst other pieces of music his
daughter had presented this manuscript to the wife of
Mr. S It did not take me long to make up my
mind to endeavour to secure the Te Deum. But
Mr. S demurred, saying, “I can’t say Yes, or No,
as it belongs to my wife.” Then a bright thought struck
me. I remembered that in a drawer in my study was
a bank-note for a considerable amount. I am not in
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the habit of keeping bank-notes there; but it was a
fact that I did happen to have one at that moment. I
hastened to get it, and coming back, said, “ My dear
S , this manuscript is of no use to you or to your
wife, but it does interest me, being at the Abbey, and
I'll exchange this note with you for it”! This
made an impression, and after a hesitating look at
the manuscript he hastened off with the note,
leaving the music with me. Now comes the surprising
sequel to the story. I was much interested in my
purchase, particularly as it contained the names of the
original solo-singers inserted in the score. They were
mostly members of the Chapel Royal choir, of which
place Purcell was organist as well as of Westminster.
But looking through the Te Deum once or twice, I
began to rub my eyes, and wonder what was wrong
with it. It seemed so much better than the Te Deum
with which I was familiar, and so much more condensed.
Taking down the printed score, published by Vincent
Novello, in a moment I realised intuitively, but with
the most absolute certainty, what had been done.
Dr. Boyce, anxious to keep Purcell’s Te Deum alive as
a rival to the * Dettingen” Te Deum of Handel, had
taken Purcell’s score and broken it up into various move-
ments, adding in the process about a hundred and fifty
bars to the original, many of these additions being exceed-
ingly “dull and long-winded” symphonies. This was
the cause that had excited Mendelssohn’s disgust, had
prompted Sir Hubert Parry’s dictum that it was “dull
and long-winded,” and established my conviction that
it was too tiresome to find a place in the Purcell
Celebration. It was a great and joyful surprise to me.
But to place the matter beyond dispute I at once looked
out one of the original printed scores issued by Purcell’s
widow, which corresponded exactly with the manuscript.
This was delightful, for now it was possible for me to
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include this great work in the programme of the
Celebration. The following day I went up to Novello’s,
and told Mr. Littleton the whole story and what I
had discovered, saying, ‘“ Now you must issue an octavo

TABLET TO THE MEMORY OF PURCELL
IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY.

edition for us.” “But,” he said, “I think we have an
octavo edition already.” He sent for a copy, and on
looking at it gave a very impressive little whistle,
remarking, “ This is awkward!” It was indeed an
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octavo edition, but unfortunately it contained all
Dr. Boyce’s additions. Mr. Littleton was good enough
to let me prepare another edition this time of the real
Purcell, which was duly sung at the Celebration. Had
my friend from Windsor turned up a few days later,
this would not have been possible, and I should always
have felt that our programme was incomplete. Oddly
enough some people rather questioned my discovery,
one excellent but conservative Cathedral organist
writing that “he did not like to give up the Purcell he
had known so long " !

Musicians were generally much interested in the
Celebration, and a wreath was placed upon the
Master’s grave by a deputation from the various

7 ol

PURCELL’S AUTOGRAPH, FROM '‘ BoNDUCA ' (1695).
(The MS. was formerly in the possession of Sir John Hawkins.)

musical institutions, Sir Hubert Parry, Sir Alexander
Mackenzie, Sir Charles Stanford, and Sir Walter
Parratt being among those who conveyed it to the
spot where Purcell lies. The collection was for a
Purcell Memorial in the Abbey, which suitably
took the form of one of the fine cases for the
organ, designed by J. L. Pearson. Enough was raised
to erect the case for the North side of the organ,
and later on the Dean and Chapter contributed the cost
of the case on the South side, which is embellished
with the arms of Purcell. So the Master has one of
the biggest, and, I think, one of the best memorials
preserved in the Abbey. I must not omit to add here
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that the Dean and Chapter, on the suggestion of Canon
Wilberforce, kindly presented me with my Doctor's
robes to be worn at this Commemoration of the greatest
of Abbey organists. Already I had my Doctor’s hood,
but only the black Bachelor’s gown. I have worn these
robes at the Coronations, and at all the great Abbey
services since 189g5.

I was also so fortunate during my preparation of
the Commemoration as to be able to glean a little
of what may be called “domestic” information
concerning Purcell, that may be viewed as an
interesting corollary to the event. By the kindness
of Mr. Aston, the secretary of Queen Anne’s Bounty,
I had the benefit of the services of one of his
assistants, who exhaustively searched the rate-books
of Westminster. These are carefully preserved, and are
in excellent order. From these records we discovered
the positions of three houses in which Purcell had
lived: one in St. Ann’s Lane, another in Bowling
Alley, and the third in Marsham Street. Of these,
only the one in Bowling Alley remained. Bowling Alley
is the old name for the upper part of what is now called
Tufton Street.*

I took Mr. Wright, Clerk of the Works, with me,
when we found that although the front of the house
had sustained many alterations, being subsequently
turned into a shop, the rooms at the back were
probably in the same condition as in Purcell’s day,
presenting two little panelled chambers having high
wooden mantelpieces of a style which to-day would
be far to seek. (See Illus.)

Unfortunately this house, with others, was pulled
down when the new buildings of the S.P.G. were

* It led right up to the South Gate of Dean’s Yard, and it seems a
pity that the old name, reminiscent of a recreation of the Monks, should
bave been changed.
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erected a few years ago, but I had a sketch made of
the interior of the principal room, and also purchased
the mantelpieces and balusters of the staircase, along
with other curious woodwork. These relics I have had
made into very useful cupboards for my music. My
friend, the late Sir Horace Regnart, sometime Chairman
of Messrs. Maples, admired these very much, com-
plimenting me on my skill as a designer of furniture!

There is no doubt that Purcell never had a house from
the Dean and Chapter, but was the recipient instead
of a yearly sum in lieu of such accommodation. His
receipts, up to the time of his death, are all preserved
in the Abbey Muniment Room.

An old house in Westminster used to be pointed out
as the one in which Purcell lived, and Dr. Cummings
gave a sketch of it in his “Life of Purcell.” Dean
Stanley also had a painting of this house, which at
his death came into my possession, but it is certain the
whole story was a legend, probably invented by that
very enthusiastic Purcell-lover, Mr. Richard Clarke.

Another interesting fact which I discovered in the
course of researches prompted by the occasion of
the Purcell Celebration, was that the original pipes
of two beautiful stops in the Abbey organ, added
in 1694 under Purcell’s own direction—Father Smith
being the builder—still formed an integral part of the
instrument.

In 1go5 I had conferred upon me the Honorary
Degree of M.A. of the University of Durham by Vote
of Convocation. I had for many years acted as an
Examiner in the University along with my old school-
tellow, Dr. Armes, Professor of Music there, and Sir John
Stainer, and had laboured (not unsuccessfully, I hope)
with these musicians to place the Musical Examination
upon the high level to which it has now attained.
Dr. Armes was the pupil of Hopkins, at Rochester, for
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whom, it will be remembered, I pulled out the organ-
stops as a boy, and blew the organ when he practised
“Baal, we cry to thee.”

The Examination periods at Durham were delightful
times. The University extended a right cordial welcome
to the Examiners, lodging us in the Castle and feeding
us sumptuously. As Armes and I hailed from the
same Cathedral School, we had many a story of past
days to enliven the evenings. When he died he was
succeeded in the Professorship by my brother,
Dr. J. C. Bridge, of Chester.

The death of Sir Joseph Barnby in 1896 left vacant
the conductorship of the Royal Choral Society, and
the Council were good enough to offer me the post.
Having had some experience both in Manchester
and in London in conducting choral forces, I
gladly accepted the position. Curiously enough,
I had ten years before conducted a rehearsal of the
Society. It was the first rehearsal of Sullivan’s
“Golden Legend.” Barnby was ill, and at the last
moment I was asked to take the baton. There was only
a very short time in which to look over the score of the
new work, but we had a very successful rehearsal, and
Barnby wrote me the following very kind and appre-
ciative letter. It is interesting, viewed in the light that
1 became his successor as conductor of his famous
choir, a position that I continue to administer after
upwards of twenty-two years :—

“ The Cloisters,
“Eton College, Windsor,
“September 29th, 1886.
“My DEeaR Brince,—I owe you many thanks for so
kindly taking my rehearsal for me on Monday night.
I have heard such a report too of its success, that I am
quite free from all anxiety.
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“I think you would be inclined to smile if you could
see the enthusiastic way in which Hedley* speaks of
your admirable management. Once more thanking
you heartily and sincerely,

“Believe me,
“Sincerely yours,
“]. BARNBY.

“You will be pleased to know I am much better.”

I hope the choral singing has not deteriorated in the
years that I have held the pleasant position of conductor
of the Royal Choral Society. It is unfortunately not
possible to be very enterprising, for expenses have to be
met, and the public will not come in paying numbers to
hear any but well-known works. However, I claim
during my many years of office that we have kept the
performances at a good level, and brought forward
many new works. In the Appendix will be found a list
of the works performed under my direction by the
Royal Choral Society. My relations with both choir
and orchestra have always been very happy; now and
then I have been betrayed into a satirical word, but
seldom into an angry one. Yet the orchestra has
given me one or two chances. One occasion was
when they joined in the “Demon Chorus” in
‘“ Gerontius,” singing “ Ha! Ha!” with a nasal tone
(this had been allowed by some conductors, but
I strongly disliked it). I pulled them up, with the
remark, “Don’t join in; but if you must sing, let us
hear what will come more naturally to you, ‘He-Haw’!”
Mr. Gervase Elwes was present, and never forgets to
tell me of this incident, which delighted him.

Another time, when remonstrating with them for
playing too loudly, I asked, “ Why don’t you play
as softly as you did on Sunday last? I am told that

* The Secretary of the Royal Choral Society at that time.
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it was delightful. But I suppose you had a long-
haired German conducting, and took more notice of
him than you do of me!” “No, Sir,” said one,
“ It wasn’t a German—it was Percy Pitt.” ¢ Ah,” said
I, “under a man with such initials you could not help
but play pp /™

On yet another occasion we were rehearsing
Berlioz’s ¢ Faust.” This time, however, it was the
choir, and I remember rebuking the tenors for
singing the Satanic choruses so listlessly. I must
explain that in this fearful scene Berlioz has set music
to some very odd gibberish, invented by himself, and
supposed to represent the language of Hades. I called
the singers’ attention to one line, pronouncing the
words as I wished them to be sung. But I mis-read
a word, and was instantly detected, for a mellifluous
voice from the tenors piped up, “ But there’s an o at
the end of it, Sir””! However, I was at once able to
subdue him: “Yes,” I retorted, “and you’ll say ‘Oh!’
if you get there and don’t know the language!”

And here perhaps I may appropriately tell the story
of my ‘““cabman critic.” I picked him up one night on
leaving the Albert Hall, after conducting a concert.
He drove me home. I had alighted in Dean’s Yard,
and was searching in my pocket for the fare, when
suddenly he exclaimed, “ Well, Sir Frederick, how did
the concert go off 7" I was rather taken aback by this
unexpected query, and for a moment hardly knew
what to reply. In point of fact, the particular concert
was one of a special character. We had given a
selection of Wagner, including “ The Last Supper,” a
very difficult work which had not been done in London
for, I think, some twenty-five years—indeed, very few
choral societies had been able to tackle it. Pulling
myself together, I said to the expectant cabby, *“ Oh, I
think pretty fair.”” My friend at once replied, “ Well,
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for myself I don’t understand Wagner [pronouncing
it in familiar English], he is too abstruse and mathe-
matical for me.” This amused me very much, and
after a little more conversation I said, “ Well, you
know who I am. If you like to look out for me I shall
be glad to employ you to take me to and from the
rehearsals.” He thanked me, and said he would not
forget. True to his word he turned up on the next
occasion of a rehearsal. Afterwards I employed him
often. He constantly came to the rehearsals, and also to
the concerts, and on not a few occasions honoured me
by adversely criticising my conducting. For example,
he said, after a performance of ¢ Messiah,” It
was very good, Sir Frederick, very good: but what
makes you take the ¢‘Hallelujah Chorus’ so fast?”
“Fast,” said I, “I didn’t take it fast.” ‘Oh, yes,
you did,” he observed, shaking his head, adding, as
he drove off, ‘It may gain in brilliancy by your method,
but it loses in majesty. Good-night!”

On another occasion my cabman critic rather non-
plussed me by asking what I thought of Perosi, the
Italian composer whose music was then being talked
about in London. Not knowing much about him,
however, but not wishing to exhibit my ignorance,
I fenced with the question. He soon discovered I
was somewhat at sea on the subject, and proceeded:
“If you have not seen his ‘Transfiguration’ I
will lend you the score.” 1 thanked him, and we:
parted. The very next time I required his services
he reminded me of the conversation, and handed
me the score, producing it from under the box-seat.
I could give numerous instances of his extraordinary
powers of criticism and of his love for music. I found
on inquiry that he did not drive his cab on Sundays,
but spent most of his time practising on an organ
which he had at home. At different times I presented
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him with a good many pieces of music, my own
compositions being amongst the number. These
he considered to be somewhat ‘knotty” (I suppose
his familiarity with the whip suggested this critical
term). It was easy to perceive his great delight in the
short discussions that I was able to give him, in
the quiet of Dean’s Yard, after my return in his cab
from a concert or rehearsal. He was one of the most
musical men in a humble walk of life that 1 have
ever met, and I am sure his verdicts on performances
would bear favourable comparison with those of many
professional music critics. After he lent me the score
of Perosi’s oratorio I dubbed him Perosi, and that was
the name by which the linkmen at the Albert Hall
got to know him (some of them playfully, after their
manner, contracting it to “ Rosie ”). I think it is no
small credit to him that from the uncongenial altitude
of the box of a London cab he had been able to
cultivate music so successfully.

That my cabman took a real pleasure in serving me,
and that he heartily appreciated the interest that I
unfeignedly found in him, is evidenced by the following
letter written by his daughter, which explains itself:—

“ May 8th, 1900.

“Dear Sir,—Father requested me to write to you
apologising for disappointing you last evening. He
got a fare through the City, and was blocked by the
traffic as a result of the procession of the Naval
Squadron. It would appear that he was careless or
indifferent about keeping his appointment, but such is
not the case. He has been a victim to circumstances,
and had no alternative but to accept the situation.

Trusting you will accept this explanation, he
remains your
¢ Most humble and faithful servant,

< 9
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But this is not the only example of a musical
enthusiast I have met in unexpected places. Among
many curious experiences that have come to me as
organist of Westminster, I may mention the eager
desire shown by unknown music-lovers in far away
corners of the world to make me their correspondent.
Numerous compositions reach me in this way, the hope
and pride of whose creators is that each their child of
many prayers may be heard in one of the Abbey services.
Many works, again, are submitted to me with a request
for an opinion upon their merit. One of my most
industrious correspondents writes to me from a poultry
farm in Australia. He says that his is a remote part
of the country, and that he amuses himself by playing
on the American organ and on the mandoline. He
composes a good deal, setting many tunes to popular
hymns. Also he has turned his attention to organ
voluntaries, producing among these latter a ‘“Dirge”
for a favourite dog that had been killed by a motor.
He does not say if he developed this theme as
programme music ; but concerning its inspiration, I
was led to reflect that even in the back country where
he lives, motor traffic could be a source of danger. I
asked in one of my letters if he found that cocks and
hens took any interest in music. He assured me that
some of them were really musical, and that music was
very effective in stimulating the production of eggs!
I have maintained an interesting correspondence with
my friend, whose attraction, although I have never
seen him, lies in his obviously sincere love for music
and his simple enthusiasms. On one occasion he sent
me a setting of some words (a carol) which I myself
had set to music. Apparently he thought I had not
been very successful in the attempt.

It has always been interesting to me to observe how
unreliable are occupation and environment in affording
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clues to the mind and disposition of people to whom
one may perhaps casually assign a certain mentality
because of their surrounding circumstances. Of course
I am not alone in forming this conclusion. It has
become a foible of mine, from which I have now and
then got much pleasure, and some amusement, to be
on the alert to note and study natural talent flourishing
in uncongenial or unexpected places. My cabman
friend and my poultry-keeping correspondent afford
instances. Another comes to my mind in the person
of a waiter. He has now disappeared, but when I
knew him he flourished at a well-known restaurant
where some social functions were wont to be held in
connection with a certain musical society. My waiter
revealed himself as a scientific musician. One evening,
whilst handing me the wine-list, he took the opportunity,
after the confidential manner of his craft, of opening a
small conversation. Then, to my great surprise, he
went on to say how much he liked my primer on
“ Counterpoint,” in his zeal there and then pro-
ducing the book from his coat-tail pocket. Later I
learned that he was very fond of organ-playing. I
wondered, however, if sometimes, to their intense
amazement, he inadvertently handed the guests my
‘ Counterpoint ”’ instead of the wine-list.

I once contributed a short poem to Punch. It was a
parody on the well-known song “ Sally in our Alley,”
and it owed its origin to the fact that Mr. Labouchere,
familiarly known as * Labby,” bought a house abutting
on the Cloisters of Westminster Abbey, which could be
plainly seen from my own windows. This induced me
to write ¢ Labby in our Abbey.” It was at the time
when Mr. Balfour was often called ‘“ Bomba” by the
Irish Members, and when the Ministers were supposed
to be taking advantage of the Septennial Act. My
poem fits the tune of * Sally in our Alley ” excellently
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Diamond Jubilee Celebration— Knighthood—Sir William Gowers—
Sir William Crookes: “ Timing " a Knighthood—Dean Hole and
his “ West Front ”—The “Flag of England "—Mr. Rudyard
Kipling and his Poem—Funeral Service for Mr. Gladstone—
The Duke of Westminster and “ Westminster Bridge.”

THE year 1896 was fairly uneventful so far as my
work at the Abbey was concerned, but in 18g7 came
the Diamond Jubilee of Her Majesty Queen Victoria.
This was not celebrated in the Abbey, as was the 1887
Jubilee. Mainly it was spectacular, and wholly for
the people, and as part of this scheme Her Majesty
attended a short service held on the steps of St. Paul’s
Cathedral. The Abbey choir was included in the
fine choral body organized by Sir George Martin,
an inspiring and notable performance of a Te Deum
composed by him for the occasion being given.
About a fortnight before the Jubilee I had the pleasure
of receiving a letter from the Marquess of Salisbury
saying that he had recommended me for the honour ot
Knighthood, and adding: It affords me satisfaction
to be authorised to inform you that Her Majesty has
approved the honour in recognition of your long
services, and of the high position which you occupy in
the profession with which your name is so honourably
connected.”

I need hardly say I was much gratified, and
returned a suitable reply. But it was for the time
being a secret, and was not made known until the list
appeared on the morning of the Jubilee. On meeting
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the choir at St. Paul's I was congratulated by many,
while all seemed pleased that Martin and I should
have been selected for this great honour.

I went to Osborne to receive the accolade, travelling
from Victoria by a special train in the company of
eleven others who also were to be knighted. It
proved a pleasant journey. After luncheon we were
marshalled in a corridor, to be in turn ushered into the
Royal Presence. As I came out of the room I observed
Prof. William Crookes with his watch in his hand.
He too was about to be knighted, and as he put up his
watch he casually remarked that he had been seeing
“ how long it took to knight a man.” The passion for
acquiring scientific knowledge did not desert him even
at that moment.

My companion in the carriage in which we drove to
Osborne was Dr. Gowers, a celebrated nerve-specialist,
after that day to be known as Sir William Gowers.
His conversation was very interesting, and a remark of
his clings to my memory, viz.: “ For fifty years I have
worked in the mines of medicine, now this comes just
in time to lubricate the machinery.” We there and
then struck up a great friendship. Later he came
frequently to the Abbey organ-loft, and being well
acquainted with Mr. Rudyard Kipling, was kind
enough to speak to him concerning my wish to set
some of his poems. Some years afterwards I found in
Sir William a very kind and candid adviser. My nerves
were rather bad, and feeling myself generally over-
strained after the Coronation (in 19o2), I consulted him
professionally. He was very downright in his summing
up, so much so that his manner would have frightened
some people. After examining me, he said: “ Your
heart is all right and your brain is all right, and you
are not going to have paralysis, which I suppose
you have feared. But you must go io Harrogate for
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three weeks!” This took my breath away. Never
before had I been compelled to absent myself from my
Abbey duties on account of illness for more than a day
or two. ‘ That’s impossible,” I at once ejaculated.
“1 might manage a fortnight, but St 4 Three
weeks,” he retorted, ‘“if not, you’ll possibly have to
carry your arm in a sling for months!” So I went.

For a few years after the ceremony of the Jubilee
knighthood at Osborne, those of us who had met there
on the same day dined together once a year. Alas!
as time sped, the knights at that table grew fewer, and,
their parts played in the great symphony of life, one by
one that little company extinguished each his candle
and stole away into the unknown region. To-day
but one or two remain—to think upon days that are
accomplished and faces that have vanished.

Dean Hole wrote me a most kind letter upon my
knighthood, wishing that my dear ¢ father had lived to
see it.”” I gave a lecture in aid of the restoration of
the West Front of Rochester Cathedral, and the Dean
very humorously moved a vote of thanks to me for, as he
said,“‘contributing to the restoration of My West Front ”
—striking himself on the chest as he said the words |

Among other gratifying incidents of my knighthood
were the many letters of congratulation that flowed in
upon me from numerous friends, a few of which
I venture to append. One, from the Bishop of
Winchester,* is dated at Farnham Castle, Surrey :—

“ June 22nd, 1897.

“My Dear Sir Freperick,—Warmest congratula-
tions on an honour which will give genuine pleasure
to your many friends old and young, and not least to

“ Yours very truly,
RanpaLL WinTon.”

*# Now Archbishop of Canterbury.
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My dear friend Sir George Grove wrote to me as

follows :—
“ Lower Sydenham, S.E.,
“ June 27th, 1897.

“ Dear Sir FreDERICK, and my very good old friend
and helper,—I can only give you three lines, but they
must be of hearty congratulation to Lady Bridge and
yourself on the honour which has been conferred on you
and which I hope you may enjoy for many years to come.

¢ Always, My Dear Sir Frederick,
“Your affectionate friend,

¢““G. GroVE.”

Sir John Stainer sent the following characteristic

note :—
“ South Parks Road,

¢« Oxford,
“ July 22nd, 1897.
“Dear  Bripge,—I beg your acceptance of a
Magdalen Coll. ‘tun’* as a token of my pleasure on
your knighthood, and my gratitude for your kindness to

my sons. “ Yours truly,

¢J. STAINER.”

The publishing house of Novello, through the head
of the firm, the late Mr. Alfred H. Littleton, marked
the Diamond Jubilee year in engaging fashion—
at the same time conferring an additional honour on
Sir George Martin and myself—in giving practical
shape to the scheme referred to in the following circular
letter :—

June 30th, 1897.

“My Dear Sir,—A suggestion has been made by
one of the most prominent of our Cathedral organists
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