
 
Dear Members of GCCA 

 

The summer term has begun and with it comes my apologies for the distinct 

lack of a newsletter last term – however, things have been a little busy, as you 

will see. 

 

The Cathedral Choir had a fabulous Lent term – highlights included the liturgies 

of Epiphany-tide Procession, Candlemas, a visit to Croydon Minster for our girl 

choristers where they sang Evensong jointly with the girl choristers and adults of 

Croydon Minster Choir, Ash Wednesday, a fundraising concert for their tour 

fund by the girl choristers at St. Nicolas’ Church, Guildford, the girl choristers’ 

residential weekend at St. Catherine’s School, Bramley, complete with concert, 

the services of Holy Week and Easter and a five day choir tour to Sanlúcar la 

Mayor, Cordoba and Sevilla, Spain. 

 

As this term begins, twelve of our choristers have just taken part in the English 

Touring Opera Production of Tosca at G-Live on 2 May, and I have just 

returned from giving the opening organ recital in the tenth international organ 

festival in Palma, Mallorca. 

 

For me, a personal highlight of last term was the news that I have been accorded 

the honour of being made a Fellow of the Royal School of Church Music, and 

this will be presented to me later this calendar year. 

 

I hope you enjoy this edition of the newsletter and look forward to seeing you 

at any of our regular services. Choral Evensong is sung daily (except during choir 

holidays) on Mondays, Tuesdays, Thursdays and Fridays at 5.30 p.m. and on 

Sundays at 6.00 p.m. Choral Eucharist is sung on Sundays at 9.45 a.m. (10.30 a.m. 

on the 4 June – the Cathedral’s Patronal Festival) and Choral Mattins is sung at 

11.30 a.m. on Sundays. Other dates this term which may be of interest include 

Evensong with the choirs of Holy Trinity Church, Guildford at Holy Trinity on 

Sunday 14 May at 6 p.m., Consecration Anniversary Eucharist on Thursday 18 

May at 5.30 p.m., Ascension Day Eucharist on Thursday 25 May at 7.00 p.m., the 

chorister sponsors’ tea (invited guests only) on Sunday 11 June at 2.30 p.m. 

followed by Evensong at the Cathedral with presentation of RSCM awards at 



6.00 p.m., Corpus Christi Eucharist on Thursday 15 June at 7.00 p.m. The final 

service of the academic year will be on Sunday 9 July – Evensong at 6.00 p.m. – 

during which we shall install and valedict choristers. 

 

On 1 August we will welcome our new Sub Organist, Mr. Richard Moore.  

Richard joins us from his post as Acting Assistant Organist at Winchester 

Cathedral. 

 

On 1 September, Mr. Matthew Kelley joins us as Organ Scholar from Kings’ 

School, Worcester. 

 

I do hope you enjoy this newsletter, which comes with my very best wishes to 

you all. 

 

Katherine Dienes-Williams 

 

 

Message from the Chair 

 

Hi everyone! 

Spring is in the air and the Committee hopes that you will be enjoying the lighter 

and longer days. We are busy with several initiatives to improve the funding for 

the Girl Choristers, and we would be delighted to hear from you if you have any 

ideas to assist us. I am sure that you would like me to thank publicly the whole 

Cathedral community, and especially Katherine Dienes-Williams, for their 

incredible fortitude in maintaining the Cathedral's services and activities during 

these very testing times. The new acoustics promise to be very exciting - so look 

out, King's!  

You have the date for the Reunion and AGM (7 October 2017), so please let us 

know soonest whether you will be able to attend. 

 

The cathedral is going through a challenging period at this time and we on the 

committee will be looking for more ways to support the music and thereby the 

cathedral at large. 

 

This is a vibrant Association, and we, with your help, hope to contact many more 

of the ex-Choristers and encourage them to come to our events.  Do contact 

others of your vintage to promote the wider growth of the Association. 

 

With all good wishes, 

 

Rowland Sidwell and your Committee  



 

 

2017 Annual Reunion 

7th October 2017 

 

Please note the date is October this year, not September as usual. We have had 

to make this change because the Cathedral has a busy diary in September and 

whilst they were prepared to accommodate us, our event would have clashed 

with another major event and we felt it would be better to move our reunion to 

a few weeks later. 

 

Last year’s event was a great success and a fitting tribute to Michael Barry and 

Paul Rickard. We have included some photos of the evening event which all 

enjoyed. 

The event will take a similar pattern to recent events. Optional lunch will be 

available in the refectory from 12.30.  We will have the AGM at 3.00 followed 

by rehearsal for those singing evensong.  Evensong will be at 5.00pm with the 

girl choristers and lay clerks. 

 

Following the success of the last couple of years we aim to have a short 

reception after evensong followed by dinner in the refectory. 

 

We will be sending out the return forms and questionnaire later in the summer. 

If you would like to contact any of your contemporaries to plan a table of your 

year group please let me know if there are any people you have lost touch with. 

I can then forward your email to them. This is a great way of building up a table 

of people from the same period. 

 

Please contact me on darrol.radley@ntlworld.com  

 

Darrol Radley 

 

mailto:darrol.radley@ntlworld.com


Some pictures from the Annual Reunion 2016

 

  
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

GCCA is on Facebook 

Those of you who use the social media site will be interested to learn that the 

Association has its own Facebook page - @GCCAssociation. At present it has 

just 44 likes, but as usage grows it will be increasingly used as a forum and news 

platform. Please 'like' us today and get social media connected with your 

association! 

Simon Carpenter 

The Cathedral Choir on You Tube 

As some of you may be aware there is a You Tube Channel dedicated to the 

early Cathedral choir archives. It's called "Archives of Sound" and features music 

recorded during the time that Barry Rose was at Guildford between 1961 and 

1974. 

Search on You Tube for Archives of Sound or Guildford Cathedral. 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/GCCAssociation/?fref=ts


Clifford Mould   1942 – 2016  

On Wednesday 14 December, at 1 pm precisely, Simon Mould welcomed more 

than a hundred people to the ceremony that celebrated the life of his father, 

Clifford Mould, a much-admired tenor lay clerk at Guildford Cathedral from 1963 

to 1971.  

Clifford is fondly remembered by different groups of folk not only as (amongst 

other attributes) a first rate singer but also as a splendid raconteur and wit, a bon 

viveur, a keen yachtsman, a lover of country pursuits, a distinguished teacher and 

lecturer, and (together with his wife, Rowan) a joyous, generous host.  

 

This memorial event (more a ceremony than a traditional service) was held at 

the Clandon Wood Natural Burial Ground near Guildford. This intriguing facility 

was able to provide not only Clifford’s final resting place amidst green fields, but 

also a bright, cheery, modern building in which we could assemble and collectively 

mark his passing in the upbeat fashion that his family were looking and hoping for. 

With glass windows all around, we gazed out with pleasure and relief over 

meadow land, the grass fierily aglow in the rays of a winter sun; a really beautiful, 

spiritually uplifting setting. 

 

The building’s openness helped to promote a sense of freedom of approach, and 

lulled those assembled and seated into sensing it would probably be entirely OK 

to chat away comfortably and animatedly to each other until a couple of minutes 

before proceedings were due to commence. At this point some unobtrusive 

liaison between ‘Master of Ceremonies’ Simon Mould and Barry Rose ensured 

that an inquisitive hush fell on the gathering just seconds before there began to 

float around us a truly beautiful recorded rendering of Harold Darke’s In the Bleak 

Winter, skilfully captured on tape for posterity by Nicolas Ware at a Christmas 

service in Guildford Cathedral way back in 1968. 

Right from the first bar, some of those present guessed what was likely to happen 

later on within this lovely carol, and, sure enough, when it came to “Enough for 

him ….”, it was Clifford whom we heard doing the necessary, this particular wee 

gem of a solo being ideally suited to his gifts as a lyric tenor. The quality of the 

planning of this celebration of Clifford’s life was such that this captivating musical 

prelude turned out to be just the first of several magical moments that would 

serve to both move and delight us during the course of the afternoon. 

 

This informal prelude having been successfully negotiated, the ceremony proper then 

began in earnest. After a warm, cheery welcome to us all from Simon Mould, former 

tenor lay clerk Robert Hammersley stepped forward to speak about Clifford under 

the heading A Life of Music; an apt descriptor of a key part of Robert’s own life 



experience as well as Clifford’s. Robert and Clifford had first met in 1952 as boy 

choristers who (in the face of intense competition) were accepted into the choir of 

King’s College, Cambridge. They had been close friends ever since.  

 

A poem read later on in the ceremony (and printed out in full in the beautifully-

produced Order of Proceedings) began with the words “Feel no guilt in laughter …”. 

Thank goodness such an assurance had been issued to all of us at the outset, for 

Robert’s brilliantly funny (but also moving) presentation provoked many a peal of 

communal laughter as he re-created the reality of Clifford over the course of several 

decades, beginning with excerpts from Clifford’s hilarious letters home to ‘Dear 

Mother and Daddy’ (sic) whilst a boy chorister looking to settle in and make his mark 

at King’s.  

 

Thereafter, Robert moved on to describe and relive what it was like to have Clifford 

around in the early, make-do-as-best-you-can years of Guildford Cathedral Choir, 

when Barry’s bachelor house (nestling at the base of the cathedral’s long, steep south-

facing set of steps) acted as a crowded hostel to the benefit of numerous young, 

impecunious lay clerks looking for somewhere to lay their head in what in those days 

was already a fiendishly expensive town in which to find either lodgings or an 

apartment to let.  

 

In those pioneering days, lay clerks were glad to have a roof of any sort to shelter 

under, even if some of the making of space for yet another inmate at ‘The Rosery’ 

provoked a level of communal intimacy not experienced by most of us at any previous 

stage in our lives. And so it continued both day and night, with some beds serving the 

sleeping needs of two occupants (one largely by day, the other largely by night) as 

hard-up young men undertook any money-earning job they could find, even if it 

involved doing shift work in unsocial hours. In describing so graphically and wittily 

some of the resulting ‘happenings’, Robert’s tribute to Clifford blossomed into the 

shape and form of a top class after-dinner speech, and was received accordingly, with 

acclaim. How I wish it had been recorded!  

 

Robert having set the tone and style so definitively in such splendid fashion, anyone 

due to talk about Clifford later on in the proceedings had an unenviably daunting task. 

Happily, all speakers rose to the occasion. When his own turn eventually came along, 

Simon Mould did a fine job of presenting a well-rounded, fond portrait of Clifford the 

family man and Clifford the activist, under the apt title A Voyage Round My Father, 

where those who had known Clifford mainly as a highly accomplished singer learned 

something about his other enthusiasms and activities in life, notably his great love of 

sailing; his accomplishments as a writer about (and connoisseur of) things gastronomic 

and vinicultural; his love of dogs and horses, and the multi-faceted nature of his 



working career, first as a struggling (and eventually failing) medical student, then as a 

successful (but not yet officially qualified) school teacher at Lanesborough, and 

eventually as a respected (and properly qualified) university academic, with a capacity 

to enlighten, instruct and inspire across a broad range of subject disciplines, in the 

fields of both arts and science.   

 

After that stirring presentation, Barry Rose consolidated the tributes to Clifford 

with a touching contribution of his own. He spoke about Clifford the lyric tenor. 

Having, as usual, carefully garnered relevant material, Barry recalled Clifford with 

genuine admiration and affection, and chose as a musical illustration of Clifford’s 

gifts a piece which Clifford recorded after he had left Guildford, by which time he 

was undertaking solo work in and around London under the professional name of 

Clifford Armstrong. Some years back, Barry had described to me Clifford’s singing 

on this particular CD as ‘international class’; and the track played to us on this 

occasion made his point for him. What Barry did not have time to say, however, 

was that the same CD has Clifford playing various renaissance recorders, 

crumhorns, and rauschpfeife as a member of The Praetorius Consort. Barry did 

manage to slip in the fact, however, that Clifford also became a key member of 

the renowned Monteverdi Choir.  

 

Of the musical and poetic offerings which complemented the spoken tributes, 

Clifford’s own glorious solo singing on the CD stole the day. Time and space was 

found, however, for other singing contributions too. Fellow former lay clerks and 

choral scholars (nearly all ex-Guildford, but with a dash of ex-King’s men also in 

the mix) were given the opportunity to perform in honour of Clifford, first with 

a four-part Palestrina motet Ecce nunc benedicite (Psalm 34, with its reference to 

those who ‘stand in the house of the Lord’; very apt) and then later with a jolly, 

three-part secular piece attributed to King Henry VIII which extols the virtues of 

showing a zest for life, sport (in a broad sense) and good company. Selected by 

Robert Hammersley, this choice was heartily approved by Rowan herself, it having 

been regularly performed by The Praetorius Consort as well as having words 

associated with it which are in accord with what was Clifford’s own outlook on 

life.  

 

Had he had more time in which to help us hone our two scheduled singing 

contributions, Barry Rose would doubtless have licked us into really good shape, 

but various pre-event hiatuses led to our ad hoc group’s rehearsal time being 

truncated, and for once Barry found himself a touch thwarted, I think, in that 

respect. Nevertheless, our two earnest efforts appear to have been received well 

enough by many of those present. 



The indoor ceremony was followed immediately by a burial ceremony which 

further enhanced the whole occasion’s poignant dignity. Six pre-selected good 

men and true (representing between them various aspects of Clifford’s 

distinguished life) carried Clifford from the room out into the glorious day, then 

gently lowered his wicker coffin onto a simple cart, to which was harnessed a 

placid, patient horse of a type which many a milkman deployed in times gone by. 

Thereafter, an appropriate procession in which every fit and able person took 

part, along with Rowan & Clifford’s two superbly groomed family dogs, brought 

us to a rustic graveside, where Simon Mould delivered a prayer and a blessing. 

The same six pall-bearers then carefully lowered Clifford into his final resting 

place, and scattered rose petals on behalf of us all. It had all been so fitting.  

 

The poem partially quoted earlier (and read in full during the ceremony by Nick 

Mould) refers to someone who will ‘live forever locked safely within your heart’. 

The quality of Clifford’s friendship, offered so readily to so many people in so 

many different contexts over so many years, allied to the truly memorable 

planning and conducting of this final celebratory farewell to him, will certainly have 

earned him a lasting place in many a heart and mind. 

 

Robert Wilson  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Tessa Thistlethwaite 

 

TESSA THISTLETHWAITE 

(1952-2017) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tessa was born on 16 May 1952 in Dorchester (Dorset).  Her father, William 

Henry George North (‘Harry’), was a dentist, and the family lived above his 

surgery in High West Street.  Peggy (Tessa’s mother) was Harry North’s second 

wife.  She had been born in Upwey near Weymouth, and Tessa always believed 

that the choice of her baptismal name had been influenced by her mother’s 

fondness for Thomas Hardy’s novel, Tess of the d’Urbervilles.  (Hardy had a place 

in family folk-lore.  During the Great War, the writer used to invite servicemen 

to tea at his Dorchester home, ‘Max Gate’.  Tessa’s grandfather was among them, 

and he later published a short reminiscence of the experience.) 

 

Twin brothers, Harry and Robert, were born in 1954.  Shortly afterwards, their 

father died and Peggy was left with three young children to bring up.  They moved 

briefly to another house in Dorchester, but in 1957, with the encouragement of 

her father, Peggy moved to Hereford where he, his wife and Peggy’s half-brother 

lived.  It was a sensible practical decision, but was initially unsettling for Tessa who 

was old enough to feel keenly the separation from her first home.  She never lost 



her attachment to Dorchester and Dorset, and it was refuelled every year 

throughout her childhood by long holidays with her father’s former receptionist, 

‘Aunty’ May, who lived in a thatched cottage in the village of Stratton.  From an 

early age, Tessa made the journey by train on her own ‘under the charge of the 

guard’ – as railway regulations permitted in those days, extraordinary though that 

now seems. 

 

Following the move to Hereford, the family lived for a time with Peggy’s half-

brother, David, who was a farmer, and his wife, Jo.  Then they acquired a house 

in a suburb on the south side of the city.  Tessa did not enjoy her first school, but 

matters improved when she moved to St Peter’s Junior School, and then (as a 

secondary school pupil) to St Mary’s School, Lugwardine – a convent school run 

by the Daughters of Charity.  Tessa made a number of lasting friendships there.  

She also observed the sisters at close quarters, and retained throughout her life a 

respect for some dedicated teachers among their number, whilst not being blind 

to the foibles and failings of others.  Whilst she was at St Mary’s, boys were 

admitted to the sixth form, and contact with members of the opposite sex also 

occurred when Tessa joined the young bell-ringers band at All Saints’ Church in 

Hereford; Father Hugh Mountney, the parish priest, prepared her and some of 

her peers for Confirmation around this time. 

 

During her school years, Tessa had developed a particular interest in French, and 

she was encouraged to consider teaching as a profession.  Guided, no doubt, by 

her Headmistress – the diminutive but formidable Sister Catherine – she applied 

to Digby Stuart College in Roehampton where nuns belonging to the Society of 

the Sacred Heart kept a careful eye on the students, steering them away from the 

fleshpots of nearby London (although Tessa did recall one or two escapades in 

town which necessitated clambering into college in the early hours).  

At a certain point she returned to Hereford to complete her training at the 

Teacher Training College there when her mother became ill. 



Like many other aspiring French teachers, Tessa honed her language skills by 

working in France as an au pair during vacations.  One particular family, the Clercs, 

became good friends, welcoming Tessa into their Paris appartement, and taking 

her with them into the country during the long 

summer holidays; in due course, Tessa was 

able to reciprocate when Christophe, one of 

the three children, spent a year in Cambridge 

at a language school.   

 

 

 

 

Tessa’s first teaching post was at Guernsey 

Girls Grammar School (1974-6); during her 

residence on the island, she learned to drive, 

though the return to the mainland – and 

encounters with roundabouts and motorways 

– was daunting at first. It was while she was 

teaching at Stonehenge School in Amesbury 

(1976-80) that Tessa met her future husband.  

Her brother, Rob, was training for ordination 

at Ripon College, Cuddesdon.  Visiting him on the final weekend of the academic 

year, Tessa met Nicholas.  Rob invited him to join them on an outing to Blenheim 

Palace, and the following year, Tessa and Nicholas were married at St Paul’s 

Church, Tupsley in Hereford. 



Marriage meant a move from rural Wiltshire to 

urban Newcastle-upon-Tyne where Nicholas 

was curate of St Gabriel’s, Heaton.  It also meant 

moving to a very different school environment.  

Tessa taught for two years (1980-2) at 

Killingworth High School, a huge comprehensive 

in a new town on the northern edge of the city; 

she approached the task with characteristic 

humour and quiet determination, but it was a 

challenge. 

 

Two years later, a move to Cambridge when 

Nicholas became a college chaplain led to 

another change of setting and a job at Sancton 

Wood School (1982-5): a small private school 

where Tessa taught French, needlework and 

games!  She enjoyed college life – chapel, Sunday 

lunch for undergraduates, singing in the college 

choral society – and living in a flat on the Backs.  

When Peter was born in 1985, Tessa decided 

that she wanted to devote the next few years to him and gave up teaching; they 

were perhaps her happiest years, and she gave Peter a wonderful start in life. 

 

More teaching posts followed once Peter went to school and the family moved 

first to Trumpington – with its fine Georgian vicarage which Tessa turned into a 

home where parishioners were always welcome – and then Guildford.  

Comberton Village College (1992-99) had 

some of the challenges she had 

encountered at Killingworth, but in a 

different setting, whilst Cranleigh Prep 

School (2000-2015) gave her the 

opportunity to work with gifted and 

(sometimes) willing children, and many 

congenial colleagues.  One of them writes 

that Tessa ‘was a wonderful teacher, 

passionate about her subject, and 

committed to sharing her love of French 

with all those she taught’.  It is a sentiment 

that has been repeated time and time 

again in the messages her family have 

received since her death. 



The illness that preceded this first manifested itself in 2001.  Auto-immune 

hepatitis remains a mysterious disease; some recover fully from it, but 

unfortunately for Tessa the symptoms did not appear early enough, and whilst she 

was able to resume part-time teaching at Cranleigh, she remained on a heavy 

regime of medication for the rest of her life and had to conserve her energies 

carefully.  (And yet she always looked so well.)  Then in January 2016, liver cancer 

was diagnosed.  Attempts to slow its progress were unsuccessful, and shortly 

before she and Nicholas moved to Ely in November 2016, they were told that no 

further treatment was possible. 

Tessa accepted the news with wonderful composure.  Throughout these last 

months, her courage and steadfast faith in the face of death have been an 

inspiration to all who knew just how ill she was.  ‘My home is in heaven’, she liked 

to say.  To an old friend she wrote, ‘the body is merely the body and not the 

important bit of me. I feel as though I am about to embark on an adventure full of 

hope, light and peace and am not afraid...’. 

We give thanks for Tessa’s remarkable example, and we celebrate her life as 

mother, wife, sister and friend; her enjoyment of cookery and embroidery; her 

deep fondness for the countryside of Dorset and Hereford; her love of the French 

language and French culture; the pleasure she took in music (especially at the 

Three Choirs Festivals); her dedicated and inspiring work with generations of 

school-children.  May we all be encouraged by her example, and may she rest in 

peace and rise in glory. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tessa and Nicholas at the wedding of Peter and Harriet 

at St Mary’s Church, Culford (30 July 2016) 



Choir tour to Spain 

This was the first occasion in my tenure here as Organist and Master of the 

Choristers that we had planned and been able to take both boy and girl choristers 

away with the lay clerks and guests on tour.  On Saturday 1 April, the choir duly 

assembled at Gatwick airport for our flight to Malaga, from where we boarded a 

coach for the transfer to Seville.  We spent four nights staying in the splendid 

Gran Hotel Lar, some fifteen minutes’ walk from the centre of Seville. Our 

concert performances took place on Sunday 2 April in the glorious church of 

Sanlúcar la Mayor some fifteen miles outside Seville, on Monday 3 April in the 

Iglesia de san Hipolito in Córdoba and on Tuesday 4 April in the Convento de san 

Angel just off the main shopping street of Seville.  The programme of music was 

Byrd ‘Mass for five voices’, Tippett ‘Five Negro spirituals’ and Harris ‘Faire is the 

heaven’ and ‘Bring us O Lord God’.  Additionally, on the Tuesday evening, 

immediately before the concert we sang Mass, incorporating the plainsong 

propers for the day and Croce’s Missa sexti toni.  During our free time, when we 

were not rehearsing, we were able to enjoy some of the many delights of these 

beautiful places, including a guided tour of the Mosque-Cathedral in Córdoba, a 

visit to the Plaza España in Seville, a guided tour of Seville Cathedral including 

climbing the Giralda and singing a quick burst of Tippett’s ‘By and by’ illegally in 

the Cathedral…and a visit to the largest wooden structure in the world, the 

Metropol Parasol in Seville.  We returned back to London on Wednesday 5 April 

after what was a most memorable and fantastic tour. 

 

 



 
 

 

 
 

  



Paul Provost’s farewell 

 

On Sunday 16 April Easter Day Evensong we gave a formal farewell to Paul and 

his wife Ruth and daughter Martha, following Paul’s outstanding eight years of 

service to Guildford Cathedral. Here is the speech which I delivered on that 

occasion. 

 

Ladies and gentlemen, the moment has come, within the rhythm of our 

Christian calendar, on this great day of resurrection, to reflect on eight years 

of distinctive and humble service given to this Cathedral church of the Holy 

Spirit by our Sub Organist Paul Provost.  

Firstly, I would like to offer some messages on behalf of those who cannot 

be here today: 

Change and transition is all around us, though often we don’t recognise it, 

and with Paul, Ruth and Martha’s departure we continue this journey, as do 

they. Speaking of journeys, it is a fact that Paul and I have been on many 

journeys together, ranging from hair-raising morning drives to boys’ practice 

at Lanesborough School (he still holds the driving record there at something 

in the region of four and a half minutes, I believe….), choir tours – the stuff 

of legends – to the Netherlands, France, the USA and Spain, diocesan 

outreach visits, concerts and the never to be forgotten aborted landing at 

Amsterdam airport in gale force winds in order for him to accompany a 

choral workshop I was directing… 

It took Paul quite a long time to get a smartphone – one with 4G – to those 

of you less tech savvy, allow me to explain that this gives one unlimited 

access to the internet, day and night. So he became constantly connected 

through 4G – just as he and I have been innately musically connected from 

day one, and this is what has given this particular working relationship such 

a constant positive charge. 
 

So let me talk about the four ‘G’s that our hitherto unlimited access to Paul 

has given us. Growth. Our growth as a community because of Paul’s growth 

as a professional church musician. The role of the Sub Organist is first and 

foremost to accompany the liturgies of the Cathedral to an extremely high 

standard. This not only takes enormous amounts of thought, preparation 

and practise, but also a high degree of skill honed over a number of years, a 

number of late nights and early mornings at the console. But how we have 

seen Paul grow beyond all measure – as a consummate professional. He has 

grown in musicianship, in professionalism, in sausage roll eating capability, in 



managing different organs in different places, ranging from harmoniums in 

Spain to instruments at different pitches in the Netherlands, to digital organs 

which breakdown on Palm Sunday, to playing outstandingly well on live BBC 

broadcasts both from this Cathedral and St. Johns Leatherhead. And it is 

here I might reflect on those jewel moments of improvisation that we have 

heard from Paul, which have transcended the liturgy – or those organ 

voluntaries so beautifully selected and played to the highest level of skill – 

not just the final flourishes on a festive Sunday, but the quieter moments 

after a weeknight Evensong – moments of great beauty. 

 

Greatness – as a cellist – I recall magnificent Pie Iesu’s from the Durufle 

Requiem, and performances of a movement of the Quartet for the end of 

time prior to the Eucharist of the Last Supper on Maundy Thursday, and 

leading the cello section at the ‘Raise the Roof’ concert. As a lay clerk – so 

often singing as tenor or bass – even this morning, with a magnificent voice, 

range and an amazing ability to step in where needed, quietly, and sometimes 

not so quietly, and yet with purpose. As an arranger of music – so often 

typesetting and proofreading orders of service, re-typesetting the entire 

Psalter. As a composer – we are so grateful to have so many additions to 

our repertoire including, as heard recently, the Passion according to St. John. 

As a conductor – deputising for me, and directing Friday Evensongs with the 
girls’ choir with such flair and intense devotion to conveying the music of 

Christian worship. As a leader of barbershop style lay clerks’ groups – 

providing dinnertime entertainment. Organising the rota of visiting choirs, 

teaching boy choristers theory, preparing choristers for RSCM awards, 

dressing up in ridiculous costumes to raise money for the choir tour funds 

various, taking part in 24 hour Organathons, mentoring Organ Scholars, 

playing either the piano or the drumkit for our outreach programme. 

 

Grief – that you are going. That we will no longer have you, Ruth and Martha 

living amongst us, sharing our daily lives. That this fabulous musical 

partnership which we have created together and which we have lived is now 

to be set aside – but not forgotten. For we know that grief is a process that 

will become easier with time. 

 

 

 

 

 



Gratitude – for all that you have given and for all that you are. We are 

grateful beyond measure that you have given selflessly of yourself to this 

place, and have filled us all with so much joy and inspiration and shown us all 

such friendship. 

 

Gift – we gift you to Southwell, with our love and enduring prayers .Paul, 

you have given us an enormous gift, a legacy which will not be forgotten of 

your quite brilliant musicianship, your deep devotion as a Christian, your 

good humour, your never-failing energy, positivity, ability to see the bigger 

picture, strong sense of discipline and hard work, your engagement, your 

flexibility, but above all, to me personally, the gift of not only your loyalty 

but your deep and enduring friendship. So I am grateful, personally grateful 

beyond words for the great privilege I have had of sharing this journey with 

you and your family and now our dear goddaughter Martha for eight years, 

in what has been an outstanding and quite exceptional musical partnership. 

It has been my delight to have to have laughed and cried with you, to have 

worked with you, alongside you, and to send you on your way, full of pride 

that such an exceptional musician continues in this profession. Go with God 

– may he bless you, Ruth and Martha in all your new endeavours – and thank 

you. 
 

 

Katherine Dienes-Williams 


