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My heart is firmly fixed, O God, my heart is fixed; 
I will sing and make melody.

Wake up, my spirit; awake, lute and harp;
I myself will waken the dawn

–Psalm 57:7-8
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You know, every Sunday is a Feast of the Resurrection, but today is spe-
cial. Do you know why? Because today is the first Sunday after the first 
full moon after the vernal equinox – and that makes today Easter. So if 
a late night talk show host ever jumps out of a cab and asks you how to 
calculate the date of Easter, now you know. 

Today is also special because of the week we’ve just had here at St. Mark’s. 
We’ve walked with Jesus from his triumphant entry into Jerusalem, to the 
last supper with his friends to his agony in the garden, to his betrayal and 
arrest and trial, to his crucifixion, to his burial in the tomb. We’ve been 
through the darkness of Good Friday; we’ve been to the foot of the cross. 
Now the dawn breaks on Sunday morning, and once again we set off, 
walking this time with the women and their spiced ointments.

I doubt they slept much the last two nights, Mary Magdalene and the 
other women who rose early on the first day of the week to minister to 
their dead Lord. Every time they shut their eyes, I’m sure they saw the sil-
houette of Jesus’ cross in the distance, his limp body barely recognizable 
because of his torturous hours hanging there. No, I doubt these women 
slept much, though if they did finally fall into fitful slumber, it was be-
cause they cried themselves to sleep. When all you have left is your tears, 
you’d want to hoard them; but that’s when they flow all the more freely.

I’m sure the tears began again when they awoke early Sunday morning. 
New grief is like that. Each morning you wake and remember again that 
your loved one is gone, and again the pain stabs you anew, just as fresh as 
the first time. They bear the rawness of their grief by taking on a mission; 
after all, staying busy is one way to soften the blow. And so the women 
take up their burden of fragrant spices and trudge out into the darkness 
in order to arrive at the tomb at first light.

Out of deep troves of love and compassion, these brave women are ready 
to care for the body of their Lord and to prepare it for proper burial. It 
turns out Mary and her friends are making the happiest mistake in the 
history of mistakes. They are ready to wash and anoint a lifeless body, 
but what they find is no body at all. They find an empty tomb, save for a 
discarded burial shroud. For a horrible moment, their grief threatens to 
overwhelm them because the mission they were planning to perform – 
the one they had been clinging to since his death – is gone now, too. They 
don’t think they could be more desolate, but they are wrong. For this hor-
rible moment, the empty tomb magnifies their desolation.

But into this scene of despair and grief comes the sudden presence of 
two gleaming messengers. They enlighten the woman as to their happy 
mistake: “Why do you look for the living among the dead? He is not here, 
but has arisen.” The messengers continue talking, but the women have 
ears only for that last word: “Arisen!” For the first time since Friday, they 
remember Jesus’ words, and first one, then another, then another breaks 
out into a tentative smile. “Could it be true?” they ask each other.

The Living Among the Dead
A Sermon Preached on Easter Sunday

by the Rev. Adam Thomas



“Yes, yes, yes it could.”

“Jesus never lied to us.”

“How could we forget his words?”

Then one repeats the messengers’ question: “Why 
are we looking for the living among the dead?”

This question echoes down through the centuries, 
and we find ourselves asking it when we read the 
beginning of the final chapter of Luke’s account of 
the Gospel. Why do you look for the living among 
the dead? How often in our day-to-day lives could 
we hear the gleaming messengers ask us this ques-
tion? How often do we trudge down our own well-
worn paths to life-defeating things hoping this time 
– maybe this time – something life-affirming will 
happen?

Perhaps you’ve had a 
string of boyfriends 
who were real losers. 
Your friends tell you 
so at every opportu-
nity, but you’ve got 
a blind spot for the 
proverbial bad boy. 
They treat you with 
no respect. From time 
to time they’ve even 
called you a name 
that I can’t say during 
this sermon. And yet 
you meet another one 
and all the signs are 
there, but you dive in headfirst anyway. To you the 
gleaming messengers say, “Why do you look for the 
living among the dead?”

Perhaps you’ve been sober for three months. Your 
sponsor hands you your chip and slaps you on the 
back. You’ve got a couple of other three-month 
chips in a drawer somewhere, but that’s not on your 
mind right now. On your way home from the meet-
ing, you run into an old buddy from back in the day. 
The next morning, you stagger to the drawer and 
toss the newest chip in. Maybe you’ll get another one 
in a few months time, but for today your salvation 
is at the bottom of a bottle. To you, the messengers 
say, “Why do you look for living among the dead?”

Perhaps you work through your family vacation 
because you’ve got too many projects on your plate. 

Or you’ve given into the tiny fearful voice that says 
you’re too old or too sick or too broken to make a 
difference in someone else’s life. Or you spend every 
waking hour mindlessly surfing YouTube and Face-
book and Instagram. Or…or…or…Each of us has a 
few life-defeating paths that we have no trouble find-
ing. To each of us, the messengers say, “Why do you 
look for the living among the dead?”

The Resurrection of Jesus Christ spurred this ques-
tion all those centuries ago. The women made the 
happy mistake of looking for a dead messiah, when 
the Risen One was alive again. Our life-defeating 
paths lead to tombs, as well, but they are not empty, 
for our dead messiahs are there waiting to suck 
the life from us. But the tomb of the Risen Lord is 

empty, and a new, 
life-affirming path 
stretches from that 
tomb and reaches into 
eternity.

Today, on this first 
Sunday after the first 
full moon after the 
vernal equinox, on 
this special Feast of 
the Resurrection, we 
see most clearly this 
new, life-affirming 
path stretching from 
our feet off to the 
sun-drenched hori-
zon. As we walk it 

together and with our Risen Lord, we will pass by 
so many people going the opposite way down the 
life-defeating paths. This may be due to their own 
choices or because they are caught up in systems 
that will never produce anything but defeat; systems 
of poverty, injustice, racism, apathy.

But as we walk this life-affirming path, we have the 
opportunity to be apostles like those brave women, 
to show people the power of the Risen Christ in our 
lives, to hook arms with folks going the other way 
and help turn them around. We have the oppor-
tunity to be the gleaming messengers who ask one 
simple question. “Why do you look for the living 
among the dead?” And then we have the glorious op-
portunity to share the heart of the Good News. “He 
is not here, but has arisen.”



A Spiritual Autobiography
by Janice Munro the Journey

Resources and Reflections on Living our Faith 
One day during Adam’s visit with me, I told him 
about how I came to attend St. Mark’s church and 
some of my spiritual experiences since then. He 
asked me if I would record this, and after much, 
much prayer – here I am. My name is Janice Munro.

It began about thirty years ago before I was para-
lyzed, a short time after I had divorced my husband 
because of many unhappy years of marriage. I was 
sitting in my chair in the living room reading the 
Sunday paper when I heard a voice from deep down 
inside me say, “Janice, go to church.” I ignored the 
voice because I had difficulty meeting new people. 
The next Sunday as I was reading the Sunday paper, 
I heard the same voice say, “Janice, go to church.” 
Only this time, the voice was stern. Again, I didn’t 
go. Well, the next Sunday, the third Sunday, you can 
just imagine, the same stern voice. Only this time I 
threw up my arms in surrender and said, “Okay, I’m 
going.”

The following Sunday, I came to St. Mark’s Church. 
I think the church was much different then than it is 
today. No one welcomed me. I continued to attend 
the ten o’clock service, and still no one said hello. 
Of course, I found it difficult to go and introduce 
myself to a group of people.

As it happened during that time, I had a problem 
at work and needed some advice. There was a man 
named John Kennedy, whose office was down the 
hall from me, and I thought that since he went to 
my church he might be willing to help. He did offer 
to help, for which I was very grateful. 

Afterward, John asked me if I had ever heard of 
Cursillo, and he invited me to his home where a 
group of people gathered to hear about Cursillo, 
which is a retreat weekend where people meet Christ 
in a special way. During Cursillo, many people who 
attend have a life-changing experience. I did attend 
Cursillo, and, although I didn’t have a life-changing 
experience, I did have a meaningful one.

While at Cursillo, I received many loving notes from 
St. Mark’s people wishing me the same meaning-
ful experience they had. It was through these notes 
that I met many St. Mark’s women. One was Barbara 

Kennedy. We met every week and became very close 
friends.

Several months later, in 1987, I became paralyzed 
after a ride in a helicopter resulted in problems 
walking and relieving myself. I called my doctor who 
had me admitted to L+M Hospital. At first, the doc-
tors there thought I had multiple sclerosis, but after 
many tests they decided that it was not MS, but they 
couldn’t diagnose the problem. So, they decided to 
send me to Yale.

While I was at L+M, I saw the brightest light I’ve ever 
seen at two o’clock in my field of vision, and I heard 
a voice say, “I’m here.” I felt His presence; I know 
that was Jesus all that afternoon and through the 
night. He left silently at ten o’clock the next morn-
ing.

At Yale I had MRI scans and all the testing available 
at the time. Each month at Yale, one week was de-
voted to the most difficult cases. One week mine was 
that case. They were not able to definitely diagnose 
me. I was released to rehab. About six months later 
an MRI gave the definite diagnosis of a blood hem-
orrhage into my spinal column, causing the paraly-
sis. All together, I was hospitalized at L+M and Yale 
for two months.

I was in rehab another two months learning to live 
my life in a wheelchair as a paralytic. It was very dif-
ficult. It totally affected every area of my life.

I came home to my apartment and was helped by 
the two aids, one for two hours in the morning, 
the other for two hours in the late afternoon. On 
Sunday morning my morning aide got me ready for 
church, and a St. Mark’s member thankfully picked 
me up. I’m extremely grateful to the people who 
brought me to church. At that time, I also had doc-
tor’s appointments, and I am also extremely grateful 
to those who brought ne to those appointments.

Bob Taylor was priest at that time, and he visited 
me every week. One day, he asked me if I would like 



to have the Eucharist brought to me every Sunday. 
Of course, I said I would. He told me there was to be 
no conversation other than the communion service. 
Contrary to Bob’s request, we do have other conver-
sations, but following Eucharist, and each person 
who has brought me the Eucharist has become a 
special friend. This has since become the Eucharistic 
Ministers.

In 2001 Bill Yates, who has since passed away, asked 
me to develop the St. Mark’s Prayer Chain. After 
much prayer, I said yes, and I’ve enjoyed doing this 
all these years since.

I think I should tell you of another experience, not 
my own experience, but I was part of the experience. 
Just before I became paralyzed, I was going with a 
man, and we had a major disagreement and broke 
up. He felt that he was responsible for the paralysis, 
even though I told him he was not. One night he 

was lying on his couch thinking about what had 
happened. When he felt the presence of someone in 
his room. He looked up and saw a man in the whit-
est white clothing. This man was sending him more 
love than he had ever felt. When he tried to return 
the love, the man disappeared. My friend was crying; 
I was crying too. I told him that this was Jesus and 
assured him again that he was not responsible for 
my paralysis.

I hope that I haven’t taken too long with my expla-
nation of my spiritual experience. I think God spoke 
to me thirty years ago; he knew I was going to need 
a great deal of help in my life. St. Mark’s has been an 
important part of my life and has provided my all 
that help. When Jesus talked to me as I was becom-
ing paralyzed I never heard from him again, but I 
know without a doubt he is always with me and in 
me. Each and every day I say good morning to Him. 
God Bless You.

The St. Mark’s Prayer Chain
If you would like to add someone to the prayer chain, please fill out the white card in your pew on 
a Sunday morning or call the church office at (860) 572-9549. Names are kept on the prayer chain 
for approximately one month, unless indicated otherwise. A small group of parishioners keeps these 
people in prayer each day. (If you’d to be a pray-er of the chain, please let Fr. Adam know.)

Thank you, Janice, for your shepherding of this wonderful ministry of prayer.

Announcing Episcopal 101
A Class for Newcomers and Long-timers Alike

We are excited to announce the dates of the long-awaited Episcopal 
101 class, for all those who have asked for an introduction to the 
Episcopal Church. Whether you are brand new to St. Mark’s or just 
have a lot of questions about our particular expression of Christian-
ity, this class is for you. We will meet on Sundays after the 10 a.m. 
service until about 1 pm. Lunch will be provided at the first meeting, 
and then participants will sign up to provide lunch at the others.

Copies of the new book Faith Rules will be given to all participants. 
Written by the Rev. Ian Markham, Dean of Virginia Theological Semi-
nary, Faith Rules will give some good places to jump off from in our 
discussions.

Classes meet Sundays at 11:30 a.m.
from April 17th through May 22nd (except Mother’s Day, May 8th)



Breath is a powerful thing. 
At its most basic level our 
breath keeps us alive, filling 
our lungs with life-giving 
oxygen. But our breath can 
do much more than simply 

keep us alive. The greatest musicians exert incred-
ible control over their breath, allowing them to sing 
or play melodies that make us weep or laugh or do 
both at the same time. Athletes too know the im-
portance of breath, using the oxygen it provides to 
accomplish astonishing feats. For those of us who 
are neither musically nor athletically inclined, breath 
is still a powerful tool. Taking a slow, deep breath 
can calm us when we are frightened or overwhelmed. 
Measured breathing can help us concentrate on a 
difficult task or even help us fall sleep.

At the same time breathing, for many of us, is some-
thing we do without thinking or even noticing. 
Apart from our weekly yoga class or our occasional 
morning jog, breath is something we seldom take 
notice of. Perhaps that is why it is easy to miss the 
many references to breath scattered throughout 
Scripture. From the earliest stories of Creation, 
breath plays a central role. It is with the breath of 
God that the gift of life is bestowed on humanity. 
The breath of God enlivens and sustains humanity—
the Psalms sing of it; the Prophets extol its power. 
The breath of God is life itself.  

Knowing this makes one of Jesus’ first acts after ris-
ing from the dead on Easter all the more powerful. 

We’re told in the Gospel of John that Jesus came to 
the disciples in the room where he had shared his fi-
nal meal with them. The same room where they now 
sat cowering in fear after the events of the previous 
few days. Jesus comes to them, showing them his 
hands and his feet. They rejoice at the sight of him, 
to which he replies, “As the Father has sent me, so I 
send you.” And then he performs an act with ancient 
significance—he breathes on them. 

With the breath of Jesus comes new life, and the gift 
of the Holy Spirit. Just as the breath of God in Cre-
ation first enlivened humanity, the breath of Jesus 
enlivens his followers. The disciples, thus enlivened 
by the breath of God, are sent forth to spread the 
love of God to the world.

Our breath is a gift from God. It feeds not only our 
heart and lungs, but also our soul. Just as God first 
breathed life into humanity in the story of Creation 
and Jesus breathed new life into his disciples on the 
day he rose from the dead, God breathes new life 
into each of us. With the breath of God comes life, 
both physical and spiritual. As we enter into this 
Easter season and celebrate the return of breath into 
the body of Jesus, may we be reminded with each 
breath we take that we too are the beloved ones of 
God and have each been given the gift of new life in 
Christ. Together, then, let us follow in the footsteps 
of the disciples and seek to share the love of God–
the breath of life–with everyone we meet.

The Breath of God
By Stacey Kohl, Ministry Intern

Godly Play Stories
Here are the stories our children will be listening to this month in Godly 
Play. If you would like to help out as an adult volunteer or train as a story-
teller, please let Gretchen Barnes, Mike Meyer, or Connie Readett know.

5/15/16 Pentecost
5/22/16 Holy Trinity
5/29/16 Ark and the Tent
6/5/16 Ark and the Temple
  and Youth Sunday!
6/12/16 Exile and Return
  and Parish Picnic!

4/3/16 Synagogue and Upper Room
4/10/16 Circle of the Holy Eucharist
4/17/16 Circle of the Holy Eucharist
4/24/16 Response Week
5/1/16 Jesus and the Twelve
5/8/16 Crosses



Notice the Little Gifts
By Linda Kennedy

Personal Fitness Trainer and Daughter of John and Barbara Kennedy

Sometimes in life you can do all the right things – eat well, exercise, get good sleep, and take great care of 
yourself – and things happen to your body unexpectedly. I’m in week five of a case of vertigo which has been 
humbling and has changed my life in so many ways. I have enormous gratitude for the fact that I can still 
drive and work to support myself. Not all sufferers are so lucky. I want to share with everyone the amazing 
neurologist I’ve been seeing, who is world-renowned for treating vertigo and is right in my back yard here in 
San Diego – Dr. Ian Purcell. By God’s grace I was led to him by a physical therapist friend of mine. Angels do 
exist. 

I have new respect and empathy for those suffering with chronic disease – on a dime things can change, and 
it completely puts your life into perspective. It has allowed fears of what my life could turn into and things 
I’ll never get to do to creep in, but has made me appreciate the good health I’ve had even more. I’ve had to 
slow myself down to a crawl, think through every move I make, and be completely present in every moment. 

The positive is that I’m not rushing to get out the door, driving as fast on the highway or as quick to tell 
someone, “I’m in a rush, can we talk later?” I have become a little more peaceful in that way. My daily dizzi-
ness, headaches and fatigue force me to stop and sit down, and lie down to rest every afternoon. It’s kept me 
home some evenings when all I really want to do is go out and have fun. BUT, for the first time in about five 
years, I sat down to play my beautiful piano tonight. 

Not having so many things on my plate allowed me to reconnect with a deeper part of my soul and do 
something I’ve completely lost touch with – one of my two beloved art forms. When I was finished I shed a 
few tears in remembrance of my more creative days that have been put on a shelf for so long. Little gifts ex-
ist in the most troubling of times, and I will certainly add this one to my daily gratitude list tonight.

Breakfast with Buddha by Roland Merullo
April 13th at Noon in the Undercroft

When his sister tricks him into taking her 
guru on a trip to their childhood home, 
Otto Ringling, a confirmed skeptic, is not 
amused. Six days on the road with an 
enigmatic holy man who answers every 
question with a riddle is not what he’d 
planned. Gradually, skepticism yields to 

amazement as he realizes that his companion might just 
be the real thing. In Roland Merullo’s masterful hands, 
Otto tells his story with all the wonder, bemusement, 
and wry humor of a man who unwittingly finds what 
he’s missing in the most unexpected place.

The Gift of Years by Joan Chittister
May 11th at Noon in the Undercroft

Not only accepting but celebrating getting old, this inspirational and illumi-
nating work looks at the many facets of the aging process, from purposes 
and challenges to struggles and surprises.

(Reviews from goodreads.com)

THEOLOGY
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A Creation Filled With Hope
By Kieran Geoghegan

In the beginning, when God created 
the heavens and the earth...

One of the joys of Easter is to hear these words again 
and the story that follows them, a majestic imagin-
ing of how the material world came to be. To hear 
that story, swim in it, lie back in it, run with it, is no 
denial of what we learn from modern science. It’s 
just another way to marvel at our world.

Einstein was asked what set him apart from other 
thinkers about nature. He said that he had never 
stopped thinking like a child, never stopped wonder-
ing about things that most of us tuck away at five 
years of age as just part of the way things are. He 
thought and thought and thought about light, for 
example, and what he saw ultimately told him more 
about space and time than anyone else had ever 
known.

We can read the Genesis creation story, and we often 
hear it read, as a solemn symphony. It sounds mar-
velous that way, but we can also hear it in a different 
key. Imagine God going to work like an artist, a fear-
less Picasso in his sunlit studio, no care for anything 
that ever was before, just a fiery love for what can be 
made today.

Set a scene of Earth and Sky, throw up the lovely 
lights, set the oceans in their place. God thinks of all 
the teeming fish, and smiles. He thinks of the rhi-
noceros and laughs out loud, and sees and feels and 
knows that it is so, so good. God imagines humanity 
and his heart grows warm. God makes it all a reality.

And when God rests, as all creators must, what does 
God feel?

If God created a free creation, and we know it as 
such, then was that not a creative impulse filled, 
above all, with hope? As we hope for a child to be 
happy and healthy, does God not yearn for creation 
to be filled with the joy of right choices and uplifting 
harmony?

The compass needle is free to swivel – it has no lock, 
no anchor - but it never fails to align with the great 
magnetic field that summons it to indicate true 
north. And is it not deep in our nature to turn freely 
and always point as God would wish?

Lord, align us, let us find your direction and make it 
our own this Easter Day. And may we too see that it 
is good.
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Crossword Puzzle
by Adam Thomas

“Better in Spring”

Across
1 Hurt
5 Doctors’ org.
8 Explosion
13 Singer Fitzgerald
14 Jet speed designation
16 Creepy
17 Speak
18 Former education secretary  
 Duncan
19 Internet party planner
20 Better Steinbeck novel?
23 Non-profit radio org.
26 Brainy college maj.
27 Imitator
28 Renter
30 Toboggan
31 Russian jet
34 Better Hamptons?
36 A dog might gnaw it
37 American musical style
38 Part of a popular Jewish 
 temple name, with B’
39 The Donald’s second wife
40 Childhood school, for short
41 Better NFL division?
43 Common comp. code
44 News station weather prefix
46 See Four-down
47 Police team
48 Tuna type
49 Rare chronic pain diagnosis, 
 for short
50 Better goal for Columbus?
55 Super Bowl held in MMIX
56 Food or shelter, for example
57 Forked over cash
61 “_____ came a spider and sat 
 down beside her”
62 Narrow valley
63 Fantastical beast
64 One has 28, sometimes 29

65 Joseph Kony’s violent rebel 
 grp.
66 A certain seabird

Down
1 When Harry ___ Sally
2 ___ mode
3 Sick
4 See 46-Across
5 Collector
6 McFly of Back to the Future
7 Pimples
8 Increased, as security
9 Crowbar
10 Waterless
11 Web or camp ender
12 Neither child nor adult
15 Having to do with displays of 
 pedigree
21 German spiced butter cookies
22 “Nor ___ her lap to saint-
 seducing gold.” –Romeo, 
 Act 1, Scene 1
23 Naval academy newbies
24 Truly

25 Magazines have them
29 Part of a flower
30 Big mess up
31 It goes between bricks
32 Coastal features
33 Supplied (with “up”)
35 Setting in motion
36 You get to the second one 
 after a double
39 Curie or Antoinette
42 Spiny anteater
44 “Anchors _____”
45 Automobile
47 Fixed period (as in a job)
48 “Doe, _______, a female...”
50 Test
51 Repeated, the name of a long 
 running Britcom set in
  1940s France 
52 The Da Vinci Code priory
53 1994 Jodie Foster vehicle
54 Common dog’s name
58 Grow up
59 Not the norm, for short
60 Cub scout group



“All Hail the Power of Jesus’ NAME”
by David Tubbs, Director of Music

Reverend E.P. Scott was a 
missionary to India. One 
day he saw a man whose 
appearance was markedly 
different than everyone 
else. He discovered that the 

man was from a wild mountain tribe that had never 
been introduced to the message of the Gospel. Scott 
considered visiting the tribe. He prayed about it and 
discussed it with his friends. In spite of their plead-
ings and warnings, he decided to make the trip. He 
seemed to be ready for whatever danger he might 
face. As he neared the village he was met by a party 
of tribesmen on a war expedition. They surrounded 
him and threatened to kill him, pointing their 
spears at his heart. He had no weapon of defense; 
he had only his violin which he always carried with 
him.

With no hope of escape, and expecting to die at 
any moment, Scott took the violin out of its case. 
He closed his eyes, breathed a prayer, and began to 
play and sing “All Hail the Power of Jesus’ Name” 
in their native language. By the time he got to “Let 
every tribe and every tongue / On this terrestrial ball 
/ To him all majesty ascribe / And crown him Lord 
of all...,” he realized he was still alive. He opened 
his eyes, and much to his surprise, the warriors had 
lowered their spears and were so overcome, they had 
tears in their eyes. Rev. Scott was welcomed into 
their village and invited to stay with them. He lived 
among them and ministered to them for over two 
years, converting many to Christianity.

Another story tells of an elderly woman nearing the 
end of her life. As all of her family members were 
there at her bedside, they heard her whisper, “Bring… 
bring.” They thought she was thirsty and brought 
her some water. She shook her head, saying again, 
“Bring… bring.” One member of her family remem-
bered seeing her wave a handkerchief when she was 
younger. When the kerchief came, she again shook 
her head: “Bring… bring.” The Bible? No. “Bring… 
bring.” They were very frustrated, and so they asked 
her, “What do you want us to bring?” With all the 
strength she had left, she pulled herself up, raised 
her hands, and with her dying breath sang, “Bring 
forth the royal diadem and crown him Lord of all!”

This hymn, which had such a moving effect on this 
woman and the Indian tribe, has been called the 
“National Anthem of Christendom” and has been 
translated throughout the whole world into just 
about every language spoken by Christians. Its au-
thor was Edward Perronet, a descendant of French 
Huguenots who had fled to Switzerland and then to 
England around 1680 to avoid religious persecution.

Edward was born in 1721 and came from a long 
line of ministers. His father was the Rev. Vincent 
Perronet, Vicar of Shoreham, Kent and was associ-
ated with the Evangelical Revival under the Wesleys 
and Whitefield. Having been born, baptized, and 
brought up in the Church of England, it was natu-
ral that Edward would become one her priests. But 
he was extremely evangelical, and very critical. “I 
was born, and am like to die, in the tottering com-
munion of the Church of England; but I despise her 
nonsense…”

Perronet started as a pastor of the Church of Eng-
land, and then became a Methodist working closely 
with John and Charles Wesley in Canterbury and 
Norwich. He had a hand in the division between the 
Methodist Church from the Church of England. 
This was during the revival of the 18th century when 
Methodists were greatly persecuted. Edward did not 
escape strong public criticism and abuse. In his 1749 
diary, John Wesley said “From Rochdale (he) went 
to Bolton. (There he) was thrown down and rolled 
in mud and mire. Stones were hurled and windows 
broken.” Wesley also said that Edward was “inter-
mittently rebellious and vehement.” All the while he 
was impassioned, impulsive, strong-minded, fiery, 
exuberant, hot-tempered and explosive – but always 
kept his faith in Christ. 

He was also witty. He was self-conscious in front of 
John Wesley. One day when John had asked him to 
preach, he got up in the pulpit and said “today I am 
going to deliver the greatest sermon ever preached.” 
He then proceeded to read Christ’s “Sermon on the 
Mount,” and then sat down. 

The “Mitre,” published in 1757, was a satirical and 
humorous Poem based on Samuel 2:30, and was 
written at the expense of heads of state and leaders 



M A I M A M A B L A S T

E L L A M A C H E E R I E

T A L K A R N E E V I T E

E A S T E R O F E D E N

P R I P S Y A P E R

L E S S E E S L E D M I G

E A S T E R E N D B O N E

B L U E S N A I M A R L A

E L E M A F C E A S T E R

S Y S A C C U C R E A T E

S W A T A H I R S D

E A S T E R I N D I E S

X L I I I N E E D P A I D

A L O N G G L E N O G R E

M O N T H L R A T E R N

of the church. No one would have imagined that a 
“true son” of the church would have put forth such 
a document. John Wesley angrily suppressed it. 
While resident at Canterbury, Edward defended his 
right to give the sacraments, which was against the 
rule of Wesley. He later became pastor of a small dis-
senting church in Canterbury.

During his life, Edward published a poetic version 
of the Scripture along with three books of Christian 
poems. Published in 1784, the third volume, entitled 
“Occasional Verses, moral and sacred,” contained 
the hymn called “On the Resurrection.” Today we 
call it by its first line, “All 
hail the power of Jesus’ 
name!”

Perronet is said to have left 
a large sum of money to 
William Shrubsole, organist 
at Spafield’s Chapel, Lon-
don. Shrubsole had com-
posed the tune “Miles Lane” 
for “All hail the power of 
Jesus’ Name!” Many hym-
nals in this country use the 
tune “Coronation,” written 
by the American, Oliver 
Holden, in 1793. However, our hymnal, The Hymnal 
1982, uses both tunes: #450 and #451. 

“All hail the power of Jesus’ Name!” is a hymn of 
praise. It declares the majesty of Jesus Christ and 
tells us to make His majesty known to all: “…at the 
name of Jesus every knee should bow, in heaven and 
on earth and under the earth, and every tongue ac-
knowledge that Jesus Christ is Lord, to the glory of 
God…” (Philippians 2:9-11)

Edward Perronet died on January 2, l792 and was 
buried in the cloisters of the great cathedral. His 
last words were, “Glory to God in the height of His 
divinity! Glory to God in the depth of his humanity! 
Glory to God in His all suffering! Into His hands I 
commend my spirit.” 

All hail the power of Jesus’ Name!
Let angels prostrate fall;

bring forth the royal diadem,
and crown him Lord of all!

Crown him, ye martyrs of our God,
who from his altar call:

praise him whose way of pain ye trod,
and crown him Lord of all!

Hail him, the Heir of David’s line,
whom David Lord did call,

the God incarnate, Man divine,
and crown him Lord of all!

Ye heirs of Israel’s chosen race,
ye ransomed of the fall,

hail him who saves you by his grace,
and crown him Lord of all!

Sinners, whose love can ne’er forget
the wormwood and the gall,

go, spread your trophies at his feet,
and crown him Lord of all!

Let every kindred, every tribe,
on this terrestrial ball,

to him all majesty ascribe,
and crown him Lord of all!
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