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Our dear friend
Iris Wickens
who celebrated her

100th

Birthday
on 17th September
seen here with her
card from the Queen
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“Life is not about waiting for the storm to
pass but learning to dance in the rain.”
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Supreme Faith
I have read many books about the American War of
Independence, the American Civil War (visited some of the
Battle Fields), the Wars of the Roses, the English Civil War
and, of course, the First and Second World Wars and,
indeed, have many books of these conflicts on my book
shelves.
I can remember as a child walking, with my twin
brother and our father, along a road when the windows of
the shops suddenly shattered as bombs exploded a short
distance away, and a man approached and said to my
father, “I shouldn’t take ‘em down there gov’ – not nice!”
When we got home, we found out that bombs had been
dropped on the road at the back of the prison.
We later learned that many homes had been destroyed
and lives lost. Our mother had stood outside the front door
of our ground floor flat (in what was known as ‘Prison
Quarters’) to watch the German planes as they flew overhead and the blast had propelled her along the hall where
she landed on her backside: bruised and shaken but,
otherwise not hurt.
One great conflict of which I have read little is the
Thirty Years’ War. It’s possible you’ve not read about it
either! The war lasted from 1618 to 1648. It is – not was –
one of the longest, most ferocious, brutal and savage wars of
all time. It resulted in over 8 million casualties from military
battles, famine and disease. However, it’s not really of the
war I want to talk about, though I must do that, I want to
tell you about a very special man: Martin Rinkart.
Martin Rinkart was a German pastor. He was born in
1586 in Eilenburg in Saxony. From a very young child he
became interested in books and music. Though his father

was a poor labourer with little income Martin’s ability won
him a place at the School of Theology at the University.
Martin did well and became a minister in the Lutheran
Church. After ministering at several churches, he was
appointed archdeacon of Eilenburg – the place of his birth.
How delighted Martin must have been to be able to minister
to the people of his own town. Martin was an excellent
musician and wrote many hymns.
One hymn that he wrote in 1636 became so famous
that it is to be found in most hymn books and has become
something of a ‘National Anthem’ in Germany today. It is the
hymn:
Now thank we all our God,
With heart and hands and voices,
Who wondrous things hath done,
In whom his world rejoices;
Who from our mother's arms
Hath blessed us on our way
With countless gifts of love,
And still is ours to-day.
O may this bounteous God
Through all our life be near us,
With ever joyful hearts
And blessed peace to cheer us;
And keep us in his grace,
And guide us when perplexed,
And free us from all ills
In this world and the next.
Just as he was entering upon his ministry as
archdeacon, however, the dark clouds of war threatened
the peace. The two major powers were Austria and Prussia,

but it wasn’t long before Sweden Denmark, Norway, the
Dutch Republic, France, Scotland, and England were
involved in some way. Soldiers devastated the whole of
Germany as towns were first taken and occupied by one
army then lost and captured by another. For thirty long
years they raped, murdered, consumed all the food, they
destroyed crops, shops and farms, killed and devoured
livestock, and laid waste to the land as they criss-crossed
Germany.
Eilenburg was a walled town so as armies
approached, the people living outside the town, and
refugees fleeing murder and devastation, poured in for
shelter. They carried diseases that spread like wildfire in the
overcrowded conditions. It is at this point - if you remember
the date – that he wrote the first two verses of the above
hymn and the timing is significant. You see the war had
been going on for 18 long years. Thousands of men, women
and children had died during this time and though Martin
and his family had barely enough to live on, he gave as
much as he could to those who flocking to his door pleaded
for help.
Martin wrote the first two verses for his children to
sing as a prayer of thanksgiving at meal times, as a
reminder to be grateful to God for all His goodness. The
third verse was written at a later date.
Though the situation in the town was bad, things
were to get much worse. This account is only brief, but it
shows what sort of person Martin really was: a man of
supreme faith who throughout this awful war never
doubted God, and always put others before himself. I ask
myself: if I was in a similar situation would I stay like
Martin, or would I leave for safety? Would my faith in God’s
overriding providence falter at all? Have I got the same love
for the poor, the weak and dying as Martin had? The last

verse of Martin’s hymn explodes with praise to the Triune
God:
All praise and thanks to God
The Father now be given,
The son, and him who reigns,
With them in highest heaven,
The one eternal God,
Whom earth and heaven adore;
For thus it was, is now,
And shall be evermore.

Graham Neads
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