
This short song-sequence imagines a journey taken 

by someone wanting to be a Christian pilgrim, but 

unable at first to find God in the Church  

 

Requested and first performed by mezzo-soprano 

Ruth Lamdin, ‘Placesetting’ is dedicated to her with 

gratitude. The first performance took place at St 

Giles’ Parish Church, Oxford, during the Oxford 

Diocesan Pilgrimage Festival in September 1987. 

 

This new edition was made in 2014. 

 

1. NOT PARRY’S JERUSALEM 

 

When Charles Hubert Parry 

was glad when they said unto him, 

“Let us go to the mountain  

of the house of the Lord, 

and shout with our stretching bodies 

through the city of gold, 

all praising the Most High,  

the Peacegiver”, 

a voice tingled down my spine,  

and I heard, 

“You too, dear heart: 

come, pack your cross, 

stretch out your hand, 

and take the road,  

the road that climbs upward 

to pierce the cloud 

wherein is joy beyond all knowing.” 

 

The following day it rained, 

and daily duty called. 

 

Memories of Parry will cheer 

my years of resignation. 

 

2. WICKET GATE 

 

Crisis brought me to my knees, 

testing my dependencies, 

searching all my certainties; 

I was naked known. 

 

Kindness stood me on my feet, 

bid me own myself complete, 

promised the taste of death, 

and loved me whole. 

 

Something starts me on the road, 

meets me, shares my life-long load, 

burning my way ahead; 

I am pilgrim made. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

3. WISE WOUND 

 

A wounded woman in a stricken crowd 

fighting the tide to catch at a straw: 

touching,  

she drew from its love-soused heart  

a cure for all her woe. 

 

And, sister, I know: by the flow  

of our blood goodness shall flood  

through earth and the skies. 

 

 

4. NO ENTRY 

 

I thought to be like that old man 

who sat in the church each day 

and, when they asked him what he did, 

the only thing he would say was, 

“I look at him, and he looks at me. 

He looks at me, and I look at him.” 

 

I felt a bit like Solomon’s bride 

who answered the call of her love: 

“The winter is past, arise and come, 

and we our loving shall prove.” Then 

I’ll look on him, and he’ll look on me. 

He’ll look on me, and I’ll look on him. 

 

I went one day to a nearby church, 

to meet with my love by and by; 

the entrance was both locked and barred, 

and nowhere saw I a key. 

I look for him, and I look for me. 

I look for me, and I look for him. 

 

Tell me, you watchmen, 

if you have seen my love. 

 

 

 

 



5. DESPERATION 

 

Watchmen, watchmen!  

Who are you guarding? 

Who is your prisoner? 

What have you done with my love? 

 

Watchmen, watchmen! 

Who are you serving? 

Who pays your wages? 

What have you done with my love? 

 

God, the system squats in your presence! 

They have profaned your sanctuary! 

Your house of prayer  

for all peoples and nations 

is turned into an obstacle course 

that shuts out the needy! 

 

And you, O Most Blessed, 

the worship of angels, 

whom pilgrims all long for: 

 

how can you bear it? 

swallow, and wear it? 

Do you allow it? 

Don’t you despair? 

 

Do you support them? 

Why not abort them? 

Are you not bothered? 

Are you still there? 

 

I want you, 

to be with you, and  

it feels like I’m beating the air. 

 

 

6.CONTRITION 

 

A country that’s cold 

and scorching when the sun shines. 

Who shall dwell with you? 

 

A shivering old man 

whose neighbour had two blankets. 

I gave him not one. 

 

Love bade him welcome, 

requested me not enter. 

Do not desert me. 

 

 

7. ANGELS 

 

I did not hear the stones cry out 

as wearily I sunk to sleep, 

aching my mind, my bones, my heart - 

hosannas sounding from the deep. 

 

I did not see the waving palms 

as all alone I cursed my fate, 

losing my self, my pride, my dreams – 

hosannas pounding at the gate. 

 

But heaven was opened to my eyes 

as angels crossed upon a soul, 

travelling the road of an unknown Christ – 

hosannas soaring to the goal. 

 

Contrite, I own before your face: 

the LORD is wholly in this place. 

 

8. WAYFARING HOME 

 

A pride of wayfarers, 

hungry and scarred,  

tells of the road 

they are finding to God. 

 

“See the way by which we came – 

earth and water, wind and flame; 

every season still the same: 

quick with the spirit to love, not blame. 

 

“See the way by which we go – 

walls of dread, and words of woe; 

loose the stress, embrace the foe: 

courage and faith are all we know. 

 

“See the goal for which we aim – 

healing for all, and the end of shame, 

bread for the world, and peace to claim: 

into the presence of all I AM. 

 

“Wayfarers proud, 

we sing on the road, 

and climb the cloud 

that’s pierced by God...” 

 

How lovely, lovely is that home 

where love is Lord, and fear unknown! 

You are its heart, its altar-throne, 

its hearth, and garden: the honeycomb. 
  


