The Vicar’s Hymnal 2010

The 2010 Lake Pepin Three Speed Tour

I Sing a Song of the Chaps on Bikes
John Henry Hopkins Jr.
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This year’s Blessing of The Bicycles hymn is a change from our prior years’ Amazing Gears,
found elsewhere in The Vicar’s Hymnal 2010. “I Sing a Song of the Chaps on Bikes” is based on
“I Sing a Song of the Saints of God”, the lyrics for which were written by Lesbia Scott (19891986), the wife of a Royal Navy officer
I Sing a Song of the Saints of God
who wrote many songs for her children,
(the original)
including this one, meant to teach them
about saints and encourage them to beI sing a song of the saints of God,
come saints as well, presumably through
patient and brave and true,
being good people rather than getting
who toiled and fought and lived and died
burned at the stake (St. Joan of Arc, the
for the Lord they loved and knew.
shepherdess on the green) or eaten by
And one was a doctor, and one was a queen,
lions (St. Ignatius, tossed into the Coliand one was a shepherdess on the green;
seum for being a Christian). Lesbia (and
they were all of them saints of God, and I mean,
there’s a name you don’t hear much
God helping, to be one too.
these days) wrote the music, words and
They loved their Lord so dear, so dear,
did the illustrations and in 1929 puband his love made them strong;
lished “Everyday Hymns for Little Chiland they followed the right for Jesus' sake
dren”. It made its way to the United
the whole of their good lives long.
States, where a retired Episcopal priest
And one was a soldier, and one was a priest,
wrote the new tune (“Grand Isle”) and it
and one was slain by a fierce wild beast;
got into the 1940 Episcopal Hymnal.
and there's not any reason, no, not the least,
When the Episcopalians considered
why I shouldn't be one too.
dropping it for the new 1982 Hymnal,
They lived not only in ages past;
there was a huge outcry and so the hymn
there are hundreds of thousands still.
remains. The Presbyterians, Methodists
The world is bright with the joyous saints
and the Book of Worship for United
who love to do Jesus' will.
States Forces all also include this hymn.
You can meet them in school, or in lanes, or at sea,
Although Lesbia was British, this hymn
in church, or in trains, or in shop , or at tea;
is hardly known in Britain but is a huge
for the saints of God are just folk like me,
favorite of longtime Episcopalians. The
and I mean to be one too.
Vicar finds it deeply nostalgic for the
1950/60s England from whence his parents came, especially the lines in verse 3 about “in lanes or at sea or in church or in trains or in
shops or at tea”. For purposes of The Vicar’s Hymnal, I just changed “school” to “pubs” and it
works wonderfully.
Other references in the Vicar’s version are to the founders of the Three Speed Tour, Jon Sharratt
and Noel Robinson, and other notables such as David Brierly (the sailor) and Ron Grogg. The
reference to those who love to ride British steel hearkens to the inscription on some Sheffieldbuilt Dunelts saying “Ride Awheel on British Steel”, the “awheel” being dialect for “awhile”.
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Oh Danny Boy (adapted)
Londonderry Air
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O Danny Boy has been part of the Three Speed repertoire since we’ve started singing. The song
is based on the words written by English lawyer Frederick Weatherly in 1910. As with many
songs, the lyrics were originally written for a different tune, but Weatherly modified them to
work with “Londonderry Air” when his
O Danny Boy
sister-in-law in America sent him a copy
she had been given by some Australian
(the original)
miners working in the Colorado gold
Oh Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling
fields. The song, set with its new tune,
From glen to glen, and down the mountain side
was first recorded in 1915 and became
The summer's gone, and all the flowers falling
very popular in the early part of the 20th
T'is you, T'is you must go and I must bide.
century.
But come ye back when summer's in the meadow
The song was originally intended to be
Or when the valley's hushed and white with snow
and I'll be here in sunshine or in shadow
sung by a woman to a man and in fact
Oh Danny boy, oh Danny boy, I love you so.
Weatherly suggested “Eily dear” for men
to sing. However, it is usually sung by
But when ye come, and all the flow'rs are dying
men and virtually always as “Danny
If I am dead, as dead I well may be
Boy”. Although written by an Englishye'll come and find the place where I am lying
men, it is considered by many North
And kneel and say an "Ave" there for me.
American Irish to be sort of an unofficial
And I shall hear, tho' soft you tread above me
signature song. The exact circumstances
And all my grave will warmer, sweeter be
of the departure in the song were left deFor ye will bend and tell me that you love me
liberately vague, and so there are many
And I shall sleep in peace until you come to me.
interpretations of what it means and what
Oh Danny boy, oh Danny boy, I love you so.
the relationship is between the singer and
Danny Boy.
The Vicar rewriting the words is in
keeping with traditions for the song,
for over 100 different verses are extant. The words work in the references to the springtime ride down
the Wisconsin side, on Highway 35
towards Wabasha. The references to
Maiden Rock and County AA are to
the steep climb to the blufftops (the
group to the right is on the approaches to the steep bits of County
E in 2008) to visit the Maiden Rock
outcrop itself, a lovely spot on the
heights, while Stockholm and Pepin
are towns along the route. So, turn
on your most syrupy Irish tenor, take
a last swig of Guinness, and let ‘er rip!
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Comfort, Comfort ye my People
or, The Brooks Lament
Claude Goudimel (1514-1572)
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Comfort Comfort Ye My People
(the original)
Comfort, comfort ye my people,
speak ye peace, thus saith our God;
comfort those who sit in darknes
mourning 'neath their sorrows' load.
Speak ye to Jerusalem
of the peace that waits for them;
tell her that her sins I cover,
and her warfare now is over.
Hark, the voice of one that crieth
in the desert far and near,
calling us to new repentence
since the kingdom now is here.
O that warning cry obey!
Now prepare for God away;
let the valleys rise to meet him
and the hills bow down to greet him.
Make ye straight what long was crooked,
make the rougher places plain;
let your hearts be true and humble,
as befits his holy reign.
For the glory of the Lord
now o'er earth is shed abroad;
and all flesh shall see the token
that the word is never broken.

The original words to “Comfort Comfort Ye My
People” were written by Johannes Olearius (16351711) in 1671, based on Isaiah 40:1, and later translated into English by Catherine Winkworth, (18291878). The tune is "Freu dich sehr" first published
in the Genevan Psalter of 1551. It is a quirk of your
Vicar that I am likely to be fond of most any tune
that has survived from the 16th Century (time has a
way of stripping away the worst of the dross) and
this is one of my favorite hymns. Although written
for Saint John the Baptist’s Day (June 24), it is usually sung during Advent, the beginning of the
church year, the four weeks lead-ing up to Christmas (aka The Christmas Shopping Season) and a
time of waiting.
My re-written version is all about the Brooks saddles and the trials and tribulations they represent.
As it happens, I have ridden Brooks pretty much
continuously since 1975 when my Motobecane 10speed came with a Brooks Professional. I’ve added
saddles when Brooks has looked terminal (1999?)
and a couple of years ago even traded a bike I
didn’t own for a B-17T I use on my main bicycle.
Very savvy, the titanium rails shaving 100g off the
saddle on a bike with a kickstand, fenders and two
racks. Brooks work well for me, but they don’t for
everyone, and the break-in period can be trying. On
the 2008 Tour, Ellie was on a brand new B-18 tooled
leather ladies unit (she’s seen on the left northbound
from Wabasha on this saddle) and found it excruciating. That was the year this song first appeared on the
Tour, and she said she thought it could have been
written for her!
I’ve even written some baiku about Brooks saddles:
Stiff black leather taut
Against my nether regions ouch
A new Brooks saddle
Maybe we should do baiku readings next year?
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I Like to Jump Upon a Bike
Box & Cox, Gibson & Butler
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The hymn Amazing Gears is sung to the tune “New Britain” which first appeared in shape note
form in the 1831 Virginia Harmony but is thought to be based on an older Scottish or Irish
melody, as were many white spirituals of the southern uplands. The words originally sung to
this tune are lost to us. The common lyrics of Amazing Grace were written in 1772 by
Englishman John Newton, a slave-ship captain who became disgusted with the slave trade,
repented, and became an anti-slavery activist, lay minister and eventually an ordained minister.
He apparently wrote it for his New Year’s Day 1773 sermon at Olney, in Buckinghamshire. The
“tick along in third” refers to the distinctive sound of a Sturmey-Archer AW hub in high gear.
I Like to Jump Upon a Bike on the facing page is apparently the official song of the Cyclists’
Touring Club from the 1930s. Peter Jourdain from Wisconsin got this off ebay, mentioned it on
the Gentleman Cyclist mailing list, and sent me a copy, which my wife Karla kindly made fit
onto a single page. I don’t know this tune well, but when I hear it, it sounds just like English
music hall music from the ‘30s. Karla has done us a recording, so we’ll see if we can pick it off
and sing it! Meanwhile, despite this song, the CTC is an excellent organization and can be
found at www.ctc.org.uk if you’re interested.
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Gaudeamus Igitur (aka, "The Gaudy," an olde English drinking song)
Gaudeamus igitur. Welcome to the 3-speed tour. Gaudeamus igitur. It will rain you can be sure.
Now we gather down in Red Wing. Bless the bikes with great thanksgiving
And embark upon this year's tour. And embark upon this year's tour.

Gaudeamus igitur. Let us muster up our will. Gaudemaus igitur. To go climb Bay City Mill.
Once we've strugged to the summit down the back side we will plummet
And then roll into Maiden Rock. And then roll into Maiden Rock.

Gaudeamus igitur. We will be in Stockholm soon. Gaudeamus igitur. Where the time will be 12 noon.
For awhile we plan to tarry as we eat, drink, and be merry
And we savor a pint of beer. And we savor a pint of beer.

Gaudeamus igitur. On we ride to Pepin fair. Gaudeamus igitur. Eventually we will get there.
Nelson's ice cream then awaits us. We sure hope that it will sate us
For the push into Wabasha. For the push into Wabasha.

Gaudeamus igitur. Great anticipation. Gaudeamus igitur. Dinner celebration.
Jim and Jan serve tasty dinner. Eagle's Nest is such a winner.
Raise our glasses in joyful song. Raise our glasses in joyful song.

Gaudeamus igitur. To our rest its time to go. Gaudeamus igitur. Thank the Lord it didn't snow.
Oh, Lake City, here's your warning, we will ride there in the morning
And brew tea on Lake Pepin's shore. And brew tea on Lake Pepin's shore.

Gaudeamus igitur. On to Red Wing we will go. Gaudeamus igitur. Even if the headwinds blow.
And when that time comes tomorrow we will all be filled with sorrow.
Tour is over until next year. Tour is over until next year.
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Down to the River to Pray (original)

Down to the River to Ride (adapted)

As I went down in the river to pray
Studying about that good old way
And who shall wear the starry crown
Good Lord, show me the way!

As I went down to the river to ride
Mounted upon that good old bike
For a pint at the Rose and Crown
Good Lord, show me the way!

O sisters let's go down,
Let's go down, come on down,
O sisters let's go down,
Down in the river to pray.

O brothers let's go down,
Let's go down, come on down,
O brothers let's go down,
Down to the river to ride.

As I went down in the river to pray
Studying about that good old way
And who shall wear the robe and crown
Good Lord, show me the way !

As I rode up from the river all day
Shifting gears in that good old way
I shifted up and shifted down
Good Lord, show me the way !

O brothers let's go down,
Let's go down, come on down,
Come on brothers let's go down,
Down in the river to pray.

O sisters let's shift down,
Let's shift down, shift on down,
Come on sisters let's shift down,
Down by the river all day.

As I went down in the river to pray
Studying about that good old way
And who shall wear the starry crown
Good Lord, show me the way !

As I went down by the river awheel
Bicycling upon my British steel
Which has the Raleigh chrome lugged crown
Good Lord, show me the way

O fathers let's go down,
Let's go down, come on down,
O fathers let's go down,
Down in the river to pray.

O fathers let's go down,
Let's go down, with that crown,
O fathers let's go down,
Down by the river awheel.

As I went down in the river to pray
Studying about that good old way
And who shall wear the robe and crown
Good Lord, show me the way !

As I rode down by the river at night
Relying upon my ancient light
Praying that my Lucas won’t break down
Good Lord, light me the way !

O mothers let's go down,
Let's go down, don't you want to go down,
Come on mothers let's go down,
Down in the river to pray.

O mothers let's go down,
Don’t break down, you don’t want to break down,
Come on mothers let's go down,
Down by the river at night.

As I went down in the river to pray
Studying about that good old way
And who shall wear the starry crown
Good Lord, show me the way !

As I sat down for a beer with a friend
Wishing that this ride would never end
Wondering who will get the next round
Good Lord, please let him pay!

O sinners let's go down,
Let's go down, come on down,
O sinners let's go down,
Down in the river to pray.

O cyclists let’s go ride,
Let’s go ride, come and ride,
O cyclists let’s go ride,
Down by the river all day.

As I went down in the river to pray
Studying about that good old way
And who shall wear the robe and crown
Good Lord, show me the way !

As I rode down by the river all day
Studying about that good old way
And who shall wear the robe and crown
Good Lord, show me the way !
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A Note from the Vicar
Music these days is too often thought of as something to be consumed, something
purchased at $0.99 per song on iTunes or half-listened to on the radio on the way to
work. And live music, and especially live singing by groups, is becoming less common.
The Vicar’s Hymnal, 2010, is my attempt to help change this. I am not a professional
musician but am a longtime church choir member married to an experienced church
Music Director. Singing in choir is a real delight, and our choirs are composed of
ordinary people stretched beyond our own capabilities to sound much better as a group
than we could possibly sound individually. There is much comfort in singing in a
group! Public singing by groups other than church choirs seems to be getting less
common, although in college at our dorm house had a regular series of songs we’d sing
at house meetings, old chestnuts like “Chris Colombo”, “Barnacle Balls the Sailor” and
“The Twelve Erotic Days of Christmas”. That really is where I started singing in public,
and there was an infectious joy to those sessions before the house meetings each week.
Having a howl during the Three Speed Tour is another opportunity for us ordinary
people to have a good time. Have a beer or two to reduce inhibitions, grab a Hymnal,
sing with gusto and enjoy!

The Vicar atop the Bay City Hill, 2009

