Grand Rapids Choir
of Men & Boys
28th Season
Fall Concert ~ 2017

Mark your calendars
now & always invite
friends to join
with you!
Help spread the word.

Christmas Lesson & Carols
St. John’s Episcopal, Grand Haven
Friday, December 8, 2017 – 7:30 PM
St. Andrew’s Cathedral, Grand Rapids
Sunday, December 10, 2017 – 3 PM
Friday, December 15, 2017 – 7 PM
Saturday, December 16, 2017 – 7 PM
St. Paul’s Episcopal, Muskegon
Sunday, December 17 – 5 PM

Lenten Meditations
St. Andrew’s Cathedral, Grand Rapids
Friday, March 23, 2018 – 7 PM
Saturday, March 24, 2018 – 7 PM
Basilica of St. Adalbert
Palm Sunday, March 25, 2018 – 3 PM

Spring Concluding Concert
Dr. Richard Webster, Directing
St. Andrew’s Cathedral
Friday, May 18, 2018 – 7 PM
Saturday, May 19, 2018 - 7 PM

NEW Recordings From the Choir
On Sale Here Tonight
& Online at www.grcmb.org

Create an “Ongoing Legacy of Faith”
The Power of Your Giving
Can Begin Now & Continue
After You Are Gone.

Consider supporting the Ministry of Music and Faith
of the Grand Rapids Choir of Men & Boys
with a portion of your life legacy giving.
Your thoughtfulness will continue to feed and bless
the generations who will follow you.
Such giving techniques are called “planned gifts.” With your
thoughtful planning, you create a winning solution for both you and
us together as part of your extended West Michigan family of faith.
•

Designate a gift in your will or trust: if the singing of the
choir is a blessing in your life, include GRCMB in a portion of
your estate planning.

•

Giving from your retirement accounts: a charitable
(distribution) from your IRA can be used to satisfy your
minimum distribution requirement. Giving to GRCMB
quailifies for this gift.

•

Year-end giving: please consider GRCMB as you plan your
charitable giving for 2017. Keep the song alive!

For tax purposes: GRCMB is a Registered 501 (c) 3 registered
non-profit organization. Contributions to the choir are tax-deductable
to the full extent of the law. The choir’s tax-exempt ID# is 38-2919772.

Welcome to the Opening Concerts of the
Grand Rapids Choir of Men & Boys’
28th Annual Season

As I prepared tonight’s program, I came across this refelection by American
author, Christie Purifoy. It held me in place to read again. I share it here
because it so speaks to the ministry of GRCMB. To her gorgeous writing, the
italicized texts have been added by me. (S.B.)
www.christiepuriroy.com

My children returned to school this week.
Monday morning, I took their photograph on the front steps and
wondered if anything in creation grows and changes faster than a child.
Of course, I know the answer is yes, many things.
The dahlias in my flower garden need only one summer to grow from
potato-like tubers to five feet of sunset color. Strange mushrooms
beside the wood pile require a scant few hours of darkness. The baby
ducks my sisters gave me as a birthday gift in late June now wander the
yard with a heavy, side-to-side waddle and consume twice as much
food one week as the week before.
Right now, the whole world feels shot through with urgency. Zinnias
are on a mission to bloom and dry and drop their dusty seeds. The
American political landscape has become so tumultuous I hold my

morning paper at arm’s length, nervous about what new controversy
may have erupted overnight. A hurricane parked itself on the landscape
of my childhood, and if I had had a thousand boats I would not have
been able to rescue every person I know by name who was watching
flood waters rise.
I can’t keep up. I can’t keep my grip. Not on the children. Or the issues.
Not even on the tomatoes growing in my garden. Too many drop to
the ground and rot before I can bring them inside. A few more turn to
puddles on my countertop before my husband, pizza-maker
extraordinaire, can cook them into sauce. But what is a tomato puddle
compared with a one-in-five hundred-year flood?
Who has time for small things and slow things when it feels as if the
world is spinning faster than ever before?
A world hurtling from grief to grief needs speed and rescue boats. But
I have only the slow work of placing one word upon another, and for
the choir tonight, placing one musical note after the next.
No boats. Only words. Only music.
But the protracted and plodding work of working with words, or
working with notes, has left me feeling as if I’ve stepped out of a fastmoving river in order to bury my head in a backwater eddy. Every day,
I must remind myself how much words matter…how much music matters.
Speed has a way of devaluing our language. In a crisis, we grab the first
word close at hand, sing the first tune that comes our way. We don’t trouble
ourselves over nuance or precision.
This is unsustainable, and if we don’t resist, we can undermine our true
identity and our purpose in the world.
Who are we? We are those who “have tasted the goodness of the word
of God” (Hebrews 6:5).
But too many of us are still hungry. Too many of us have forgotten we
were invited to the feast.
I suppose even rescue boats require time to build. Compared with
dahlias and ducklings, boats and books need much more than a single
summer, as do great composers writing important music and singers learning to
perform it. The helpers and rescuers may leap into action, but they do
so on boats that have been built and maintained with care.

They do so according to plans that have been prepared and practiced
over decades. Rescue, like practicing music, is also a kind of discipline.
The world is saved through slow work: raising babies, restoring
buildings, writing books, becoming musicians. The world is saved through
the quick and ephemeral, preaching sermons, delivering water. There
is urgency, but it is not for every one of us on every single day.
The world is always spinning, always moving, shifting, and changing.
Right now I feel the curl and curve of it beneath my feet, and,
occasionally, I stumble.
But for the next few months, I will go on stumbling back to this chair
and back to this overcrowded desk. The choir will return to their practice
room to start work on Christmas Lessons & Carols. We will do this because
we believe when Jesus said “my words will never pass away,” he invited
each one of us to root our words, our conversations, our social media
posts, our books and our music making in the Word. The same Word
through whom all things were made and all things are being newly
made. Newly Made: This is the living hope of tonight’s program!
See! Now it springs up; do you not perceive it?
Even now here tonight, our language full of grace and seasoned with
salt, is being swept up to play its part in a new creation.
“Behold, I am making all things new. I am the Alpha and the
Omega, the beginning and the end.” Revelations 21
“Those who sowed in tears shall reap with songs of joy.” Psalm 126

~ In Remembrance ~
To live in the hearts we leave behind is not to die.
Tonight is dedicated to all those we remember,
love, and who continue to live in us.
Grace Avink-Williams
James Henry Biel
Dan Boelens
Dr. Peter A. Boelens
Charles Kenneth Bosscher
Kenneth Henry Bosscher
RJ Bouwens
Gretchen Fielstra Bouwsma
Heidi M. Brasser
Janet Broadwell
Barbara Bryson
Elmer Buchholz
Esther Buchholz
Kathleen J. Buteyn
Christopher R. Caris
Mr. & Mrs. Tony Caris
Melvin DeGroot
Paul Deiters
Todd P. DeKryger
Greg Diekema
Helen Doezema
Bryan Joel Dykstra
Pauline and Mike Dykstra
Mr. Karl Ehmann
Mrs. Madeline Ehmann
Clarence & Bertha Elgersma
Lori Elgersma
Harriet Feyen
Henry Feyen
Pat Frisk
Wilma Gerig
James Gerritsen
Anastasia & Peter Gianacakos
Katherine & Chris Gianakura
Sam Gianakura
LaRue Glenn
Walter & Leocadia Godlewski
R. Scott Grassmid
Robert S. Grassmid
Diane Wisse Greenfield

Dean M. Groot
Bobby Gullickson
John Heerspink
Jim "Mainard" Herring
Clarence Hibma
Mr. & Mrs. Harold Hines
Helen W. Hoffman
Raymond S. Hoisington
Roberta Hoisington
Marvin Huizingh
Calvin and Evelyn Hunter
David L. Janisch
Lester C. Jedynak
James Peter Johnson
Sophie & Bill Kephart
Chad Kleyn
Marjorie Lepley
Ardeth Lindgren
Marge Maki
Carolyn Mawby
Daniel McNichols
Willis & June Meerman
"My Darling Sadie Kiki"
Menichino
Irene Mickel
Ruth Moore
Jim Natelborg
Marsha Northuis
Gerald Nykamp
B. William Pastoor
L. Edward Pawloski
Adam & Dora Persenaire
Carl Phillipps
Helen Doreen Pitsch
Josephine Pope
Brad Pylman
Norman Pylman
Judith Ramm
William Robert Reed
Major F. Barckley Roach

Robert R. Roback Sr.
Viola Belle Roback
Richard P. Ryskamp
Julie Kuipers Sandri
Don Scott
Bob & June Smits
James F. Steenbergen
Jeffrey Lee Stielstra
Paul Leslie Stielstra
Edwin & Willa Stiles
Hugh Edwin Stiles
Cathy and Eli Stimac
Harold TenBroek
Charles Terpstra
Jean Terpstra
Mary Toloczko
Carman Trembath
Claribel Trembath
Natasha Meyer Turner
John Rembrandt Van Andel
Bertha Van Dyke
Thomas Van Dyke
Thea B. Van Halsema
Kenric Van Wyk
Ty & Abigail VanKempen
Patti Veazey
Peter Vermaat
Timothy Voetberg
John A. Voss
David Wall
Paul Walling
Lloyd A. Warners
Mary Alice Whipple
John & Theresa Wierenga
Dorothy & Harold Williams
Professor Don Wilson
Catherine & Joseph Wojkowski
Eric Wolterstorff
Herb Zeitter

In Remembrance:
The Road Home

The Grand Rapids Choir of Men & Boys
Dr. Martin Neary – Associate Director
Dr. Kenneth Bos – Organ
Dr. Nicholas Wolterstorff – Special Guest
Very Rev. John Geaney – Rector
Kalina Reese – Mezzo Soprano / Emma Bieniewicz – Violin

Scott Bosscher – Director of Music

St. Andrew’s Cathedral, Grand Rapids
Friday, October 27, 2017 – 7 PM
Saturday, October 28, 2017 – 7 PM

~ Words of Welcome ~
~ Silent Processional ~
My End is My Beginning
from “Four Quartets”

T.S. Eliot (1888-1965)

“Home is where one starts from. As we grow older
The world becomes stranger, the pattern more complicated
Of dead and living. Not the intense moment
Isolated, with no before and after,
But a lifetime burning in every moment…
Love is most nearly itself
When “here and now” cease to matter…
We must be still and still moving
Into another intensity

For a further union, a deeper communion
Through the dark cold and the empty desolation,
The wave cry, the wind cry, the vast waters
Of the petrel and the porpoise. In my end is my beginning.”
A “petrel” is a seabird which flies far from land.

~ Introit ~
Ubi Caritas
from “Four Gregorian Theme Quartets”
Words: 4th Century Roman
Maurice Duruflé (1902-1986)
Ubi caritas et amor,
Deus ibi est.
Congregavit nos in unum
Christi amor.
Exultemus, et in ipso
iucundemur.
Timeamus, et amemus
Deum vivum.
Et ex corde diligamus nos
sincero.
Amen.

Where charity and love are,
God is there.
Christ's love has gathered us into one.
Let us rejoice and be pleased in Him.
Let us fear, and let us love the
living God.
And may we love each other with a
sincere heart.
Amen.

Lament For a Son – Lament I

Nicholas Wolterstorff

I am one who lost a son. That loss determines my identity; not all of
it, but much of it. It belongs within my story. I struggle indeed to go
beyond merely owning my grief toward owning it redemptively. But I will
and cannot disown it. I shall remember Eric. Lament is part of my life.

A friend told me that he had given copies of Lament to all of his
children. “Why did you do that?” I asked. “Because it is a love-song,”
he said. That took me aback. But Yes, it is a love-song. Every lament
is a love song.
Will love-songs one day no longer be Laments?

Everything in his room spoke of him – light and airy, prints on the
wall, art books and mountaineering books on the table, Indonesian
spices in the cupboard, everything neat. Inscape. But where is the person
who arranged these things? Where is the life that gave them meaning?
Where he should be, I stare straight through.

Turn it back. Stop the clock and turn it back, back to that last Friday,
that last Saturday. Let him do it over: get up late this time, too late to
climb, read a book, wait for his brother. Let him do it right this time.
Let us all do it right.
It won’t stop; it keeps on going, unforgiving, unrelenting. The gears
and brakes are gone. There’s nothing I can do to make it stop. Is there
no one who can slow it down, make it stop, turn it back? Must we all
be swept forever on, away, beyond, beauty lost, and love, sorrow hard
on sorrow, until the measure of our losses has been filled?

Gone from the face of the earth. I go to the ballgame and find myself
singling out the twenty-five-year olds; none of them is he. In all the
crowds and streets and rooms and churches and schools and libraries
and gatherings of friends in our world, on all the mountains, I will not
find him. Only his absence.
Silence. “Was there a letter from Eric today?” “When did say he would
call?” now only silence. Absence and silence.
When we gather now there’s always someone missing, his absence as
precence, his silence as loud as our speech. Still five children, but one
always gone.
When we’re all together, we’re not all together.
We took him too much for granted. Perhaps we all take each for
granted. The beauties of the familiar go unremarked. We do not
treasure each other enough. When the gift was finally snatched away, I
realized how great it was. I didn’t know how much I loved him until
he was gone.
Is love like that?

Introit & Kyrie (from Requiem)
Words: Latin Mass

Maurice Duruflé (1902-1986)

Introit
Requiem aeternam
dona eis, Domine,
et lux perpetua luceat eis.
Te decet hymnus,
Deus in Sion,
et tibi reddetur
votum in Jerusalem;
exaudi orationem meam,
ad te omnis caro veniet.
Requiem aeternam
Dona eis, Domine,
Et lux perpetua luceat eis.

Eternal Rest
give to them, O Lord,
and let light perpetual shine upon them.
A hymn, becometh Thee,
O God in Zion,
and shall be paid to Thee,
a vow in Jerusalem;
O Lord, hear my prayer,
All flesh shall come to Thee.
Eternal rest give to them,
O Lord,
and let light perpetual shine upon them.

Kyrie
Kyrie eleison,
Christe eleison,
Kyrie eleison.

Lord have mercy on us,
Christ have mercy on us,
Lord have mercy on us.

In Our Grief, Why a Sanctus?
Tonight, our prayer is that at least once, you suddenly find yourself at
a full stop. When you come across a sentence or melody so arresting
in its beauty — its construction, its word choice, its truths — you can't
help but pause, and if you could, hit "re-wind," and await the
transformative soaking-in, the awakening of mind and soul that's sure
to settle deeply. May the music and words tonight stir us from
whatever is the natural speck before our gaze to the immeasurable
heaven's dome above and beyond. And even in the grief of our
remembrance, in the pain of our lament, we still say: “Sanctus! Lord,
who hath praise enough?”
(Adapted from George Herbert’s Providence
& from a Chicago Tribune review of the writing of Mary Oliver)

Sanctus & Benedictus (from Requiem)
Words: Latin Mass

Maurice Duruflé (1902-1986)

Sanctus
Sanctus Dominus Deus Sabaoth,
pleni sunt coeli
et terra gloria tua.
Hosanna in excelsis!

Holy, Lord God of hosts,
the heavens and the earth
are full of Thy glory.
Hosanna in the highest.

Benedictus
Benedictus, qui venit
in nomine Domini.
Hosanna in excelsis!

Blessed is He Who cometh
in the name of the Lord.
Hosanna in the highest.

Lament For a Son – Lament II

Nicholas Wolterstorff

It was late at night when I returned home, but I assembled the family.
I remember only what I said first and last. “Our Eric is gone,” I said.
And at the end, that we now must learn to live as faithfully and
authentically with Eric gone as we had tried to do with Eric present.

How do we do that? And what does it mean? It means not forgetting
him. It means remembering him. Remembering: one of the
profoundest features of the Christian and Jewish way of being-in-theworld and being-in-history is remembering. “Remember,” “Do not
forget,” “Do this in remembrance.” We are to hold the past in
remembrance and not let it slide away. For in history we find God.
If Eric’s life was a gift, surely then we are to hold it in remembrance –
to resist amnesia, to renounce oblivion.
All around us are Eric’s things. They speak with forked tongue, words
of joyful pride and words of sorrow. We will leave them out. We will
not store the pots, not turn the photos. We will put them where they
will confront us. This as a remembrance, as a memorial.
I shall look at the world through tears. Perhaps I shall see things that
dry-eyed I could not see.
“The tears…streamed down, and I let them flow as freely as they
would, making of them a pillow for my heart. On them it rested.”
--- Augustine, Confessions IX, 12

Pie Jesu & Agnus Dei (from Requiem)
Words: Latin Mass
Pie Jesu
Pie Jesu Domine,
dona eis requiem sempiternam.

Maurice Duruflé (1902-1986)

Gentle Lord Jesus,
grant them eternal rest.

Kalina Reese (Mezzo-Soprano)
Agnus Dei
Agnus Dei, qui tollis
peccata mundi,
dona eis requiem sempiternam.

Lamb of God, Who takest away
the sins of the world:
grant them eternal rest.

Lament For a Son – Lament III

Nicholas Wolterstorff

Let me try again. All these things I recognize. I remember delighting
in them – trees, art, house, pink morning sky, work well done, flowers,
books. I still delight in them. I’m still grateful. But the zest is gone. The
passion is cooled, the striving quieted, the longing stilled. My
attachment is loosened. No longer do I set my heart on them. I can
do without them. They don’t matter. Instead of rowing, I float. The
joy that comes my way I savor. But the seeking, the clutching, the
aiming, is gone. I don’t suppose anyone on the outside notices. I go
through my paces. The world gives, I still accept. But what it promises,
I no longer reach for.
I’ve become an alien in the world, shyly touching it as if it’s not mine.
I don’t belong any more. When someone loved leaves home, home
becomes mere house.
I walked into a store. The ordinariness of what I saw repelled me:
people putting onions into baskets, squeezing melons, hoisting gallons
of milk, clerkes ringing up sales. “How are you today?” “Have a good
day now.” How could everybody be going about their ordinary
business when these were no longer ordinary times? Do you not know
that he slipped and fell and that we sealed him in a box and covered it
with dirt and that he can’t get out?

I tried to jog and could not. It was too life affirming. I rode along with
friends to go swimming and found myself paralyzed. I tried music. But
why is this music all so affirmative? Has it always been like that?
Perhaps then a requiem, that glorious German Requiem of Brahms. I
have to turn it off. There is too little brokenness in it. Is there no music
that speaks of our terrible brokenness? That’s not what I mean. I mean:
Is there no music that fits our brokenness? The music that speaks about
our brokenness is not itself broken. Is there no broken music?

Lux aeterna (from Requiem)
Words: Latin Mass
Lux aeterna luceat eis, Domine,
cum sanctis tuis in aeternum,
quia pius es.
Requiem aeternam
dona eis, Domine,
et lux perpetua luceat eis.

Maurice Duruflé (1902-1986)
May light eternal shine
upon them, O Lord,
with Thy saints forever,
for Thou art kind.
Eternal rest
give to them, O Lord,
and let perpetual light shine
upon them.

Lament For a Son – Lament IV

Nicholas Wolterstorff

A friend remarked, “God had decided it was time for him to come
home.” I find this pious attitude deaf to the meassage of the Christian
gospel.
The Bible speaks instead of God’s overcoming death. God is appalled by
death. My pain over my son’s death is shared by his pain over my son’s
death. And yes, I share in his pain over his son’s death.
I believe in God the Father Almighty, maker of heaven and earth and
resurrector of Jesus Christ. I also believe that my son’s life was cut off
in its prime. I cannot fit these pieces together. I am at a loss. I do not
know why God would watch him fall. I do not know why God would
watch me wounded. I cannot even guess. The wounds of all humanity
are an unanswered question. Faith endures; but my address to God is
uncomfortably, perplexingly, altered.
Back and forth, lament and faith, faith and lament, each fastened to
the other.
We strain to hear. But instead of hearing an answer we catch sight of
God himself scraped and torn. Through our tears we see the tears of
God. God is not only the God of sufferers but the God who suffers.
Through the prism of my tears I have seen a suffering God. So instead
of explaining our suffering, God shares it.
We’re in it together, God and we, together in the history of the world.
“Put your hand into my
wounds,” said the risen
Jesus to Thomas, “and you
will know who I am.” The
wounds of Christ are his
identity. To believe in
Christ’s rising from the
grave is to accept it as a sign
of our own rising from our
graves.

Slowly I begin to see that there is something more here as well. If
sympathy for the the world’s wounds is not enlarged by our anguish,
if love for those around us is not expanded, if gratitude for what is
good does not flame up, if insight is not deepened, if commitment to
what is important is not strengthened, if aching for a new day is not
intensified, if hope is weakened and faith diminished, if from the
experience of death comes nothing good, then death has won. Then
death, be proud.
So I shall struggle to live the reality of Christ’s rising and death’s dying.
In my living, my son’s dying will not be the last word. But as I rise up,
I bear the wounds of his death. My rising does not remove them. They
mark me. If you want to know who I am, put your hand in.

In Paradisum (from Requiem)
Words: Latin Mass
In Paradisum
deducant Angeli in tuo
adventu suscipiant te Martyres
et perducant te in civitatem
sanctam Jerusalem.
Chorus Angelorum te suscipit
et cum Lazaro
quondam pauper
aeternam habeas requiem.

Maurice Duruflé (1902-1986)
May the angels
receive them in Paradise,
at thy coming may the martyrs
receive thee
and bring thee into the
holy city Jerusalem.
There may the chorus of
angels receive thee,
and with Lazarus,
once a beggar,
may thou have eternal rest.

Song for Athene
John Tavener (1944-2013)
Alleluia, Alleluia.
May flights of angels sing thee to thy rest.
Alleluia, Alleluia.
Remember me O Lord, when you come into your kingdom.
Alleluia, Alleluia.
Give rest O Lord to your handmaid, who has fallen asleep.
Alleluia, Alleluia.
The Choir of Saints have found the well-spring of life and door of
paradise.
Alleluia, Alleluia.
Life a shadow and a dream.
Alleluia, Alleluia.
Weeping at the grave creates the song Alleluia.
Come, enjoy rewards and crowns I have prepared for you.
Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia.
Dr. Martin Neary led his Choir of Westminster Abbey, London in a
performance of Tavener’s ‘Song of Athene’ at the funeral of
Princess Diana Spencer on September 6, 1997.

Going Home
William Arms Fisher

Antonin Dvorak (1841-1904

~ Offertory ~
Elegy
C.H.H. Parry (1848-1918)

Nimrod (from “Enigma Variations”)
Edward Elgar (1857-1934)
The Grand Rapids Choir of
Men & Boys receives no city
or state grants or corporate
support, but depends totally
upon you, our choir family,
for the funds to keep this
sacred programming alive.
Your prayerful and generous
gifts throughout the year
help to keep the ministry of
the Grand Rapids Choir of
Men & Boys strong and
vibrant.
If we are to keep this
tradition alive we must teach
and inspire the next
generation standing and
singing before you tonight.
Take a good look, be moved, and make this investment with us.
As the boys pass the black books down your row,
please sign our email registry
to receive future concert information.
Continue to donate all year long online at: www.grcmb.org
For tax purposes, GRCMB is a Registered 501 (c) (3) Non-Profit organization.
Contributions to the Choir are tax-deductable to the full extent of the law.
The Choir’s tax-exempt ID# is 38-2919772.

All Shall Be Well
Julian of Norwich (ca.1342 – ca.1416)
And so our good Lord answered
to all questions and doubts that I might make,
saying comfortably:
I may make all things well.
I can make all things well,
I will make all things well,
and I shall make all things well;
and thou shall see thyself
that all manner of things shall be well.
Where He says, I may,
I understand it for the Father;
and where He says, I can,
I understand it for the Son;
and where He says, I will,
I understand it for the Holy Ghost;
and where He says, I shall,
I understand it for the unity of the blessed Trinity:
Three Persons and one Truth;
and where He says, Thou shall see thy self,
I understand the oneing of all mankind
that shall be saved unto the blessed Trinity.
And these five words, Thou shall see thy self,
God wills we be enclosed in rest and in peace.

Do Not Be Afraid
Philip Stopford (b. 1977)
Do not be afraid, for I have redeemed you.
I have called you by your name; you are mine.
When you walk through the waters, I'll be with you;
you will never sink beneath the waves.
When the fire is burning all around you,
you will never be consumed by the flames.
When the fear of loneliness is looming,
then remember I am at your side.
When you dwell in the exile of a stranger,
remember you are precious in my eyes.
You are mine, O my child, I am your Father,
and I love you with a perfect love.

Do Not Stand at My Grave and Weep
Mary Fry

Nicholas Palmer

Do not stand at my grave and weep, I am not there. I do not sleep.
I am a thousand winds that blow. I am the diamond glints on snow.
I am the sunlight on ripened grain. I am the gentle autumn rain.
When you awaken in the morning's hush I am the swift uplifting rush
Of quiet birds in circled flight. I am the soft stars that shine at night.
Do not stand at my grave and cry; I am not there. I did not die.

Sunrise
James Dillet Freeman (1912-2003)
Sunrise is never sudden but comes slowly.
Out of His heaven-bowl God pours His holy
water of clear and crystal light to run
through the rose window of His perfect sun
and fall into our mind. In the beginning
we sense not light so much as darkness thinning;
dawn touches first the tips and tops of things--the mind to catch the morning must have wings,
and when the day is cloudy, day may start
not so much in the sky as in our heart.
Yet after a while, all imperceptibly,
we rise and look around us---and we see!

The Holy City (from “Visions”)
John Rutter (b. 1945)
Emma Bieniewicz – Violin
I saw the holy city, new Jerusalem: Alleluia!
And the city was pure gold, like unto clear glass.
And I saw no temple therein:
for the Lord God Almighty and the Lamb are the temple of it.
And the city had no need of the sun, neither of the moon,
to shine in it: for the glory of God did shine in it,
and the Lamb is the light thereof.
Hymn: O Jeruslaem the blessed, Vision that can never fade;
Built of living stones in heaven, There in splendor bright displayed;
Crowned in glory with God’s angels, As a royal bride arrayed.

Rinsed with Gold, Endless, Walking the Fields
(Adapted)

Robert Siegel (1939-2012)

Let this day’s air praise the Lord—
Rinsed with gold, endless, walking the fields,
Blue and bearing the clouds like censers,
Holding the sun like a single note
Running through all things, a basso profundo
Rousing the birds to an endless chorus.
Let the river throw itself down before him,
The rapids laugh and flash with his praise,
Let the lake tremble about its edges
And gather itself in one clear thought
To mirror the heavens and the reckless gulls
That swoop and rise on its glittering shores.

Let the lawn burn continually before him
A green flame, and the tree’s shadow
Sweep over it like the baton of a conductor,
Let winds hug the housecorners and woodsmoke
Sweeten the world with her invisible dress,
Let the cricket wind his heartspring
And draw the night by like a child’s toy.

In joy. For it is he who underlies
The rock from its liquid foundation,
The sharp contraries of the giddy atom,
The unimaginable curve of space,
Time pulling like a patient string,
And gravity, fiercest of natural loves.
At his laughter, splendor riddles the night,
Galaxies swarm from a secret hive,
Mountains split and crawl for aeons
To huddle again, and planets melt
In the last tantrum of a dying star.
Sit straight, let the air ride down your backbone,
Let your lungs unfold like a field of roses,
Your eyes hang the sun and moon between them,
Your hands weigh the sky in even balance,
Your tongue, swiftest of members, release a word
And each breath rise sinuous with praise.
Let your feet move to the rhythm of your pulse
And your hands float high on the tide of your feelings.
Now, shout from the stomach, hoarse with music,
Give gladness and joy back to the Lord,
Who, sly as a milkweed, takes root in your heart.

The Road Home
Stephen Paulus (1949-2014)
Tell me, where is the road I can call my own,
That I left, that I lost so long ago?
All these years I have wandered, Oh when will I know
There’s a way, there’s a road that will lead me home?
After wind, after rain, when the dark is done,
As I wake from a dream in the gold of day,
Through the air there’s a calling from far away,
There’s a voice I can hear that will lead me home.
Rise up, follow me, come away, is the call,
With the love in your heart as the only song;
There is no such beauty as where you belong;
Rise up, follow me, I will lead you home.

~ Choir Recessional Postlude ~
Fugue in D Minor
John Stanley (1712-1786)

Grand Rapids Choir of Men & Boys Staff
Scott Bosscher: Director of Music
A former Choral Scholar of Wells Cathedral
Choir, England, and voice student of Diane
Forlano of the Royal Academy of Music,
London, Mr. Bosscher is passionate about
bringing the English Cathedral sound to Grand
Rapids as GRCMB’s Director of Music.

Dr. Martin Neary: Associate Director

Former Organist and Choirmaster of both
Westminster Abbey and Winchester Cathedral,
GRCMB is blessed by Dr. Neary’s ongoing
commitment to both GRCMB and our West
Michigan Community. Dr. Neary was recently
awarded a Lambeth Doctorate by the Arch Bishop of Canterbury

Dr. Kenneth Bos: Organist
Dr. Bos is well-known as a pianist, organist,
and accompanist in western Michigan. He is on
faculty at Grand Rapids Community College
where he serves as Music Department
Accompanist. He is organist and Director of
Music at Calvin CRC. With degrees from
Calvin & the U of M, Dr. Bos holds a PHD in
piano performance from Michigan State
University.

Gwen Hendrikse: Rehearsal Pianist

An active pianist and accompanist across
West Michigan, GRCMB is blessed to have
Mrs. Hendrikse now on our staff. Gwen’s
response, “Sitting at the piano on rehearsal
nights I definitely have the best seat in the
house!”

Lori Schimmelmann: GRCMB Summer Camp Instructor
Marcia Pylman: GRCMB Summer Camp Vocal Coach
Jane Bosscher: Business Manager

Guest Artist Biographies
Dr. Nicholas Wolterstorff (Retired in June
2002) was Noah Porter Professor of
Philosophical Theology, and has taught at Yale
since 1989. Previously, he taught at Calvin
College, the Free University of Amsterdam, and
the University of Notre Dame and has been
visiting professor at several institutions. He has
received many fellowships, including ones from
the NEH and the Danforth Endowment. He is
past President of the American Philosophical
Association (Central Division) and serves on its publication and
executive committees. He has written the following books: Religion and
the Schools; On Universals; Reason within the Bounds of Religion; Art in
Action; Works and Worlds of Art; Education for Responsible Action; Until
Justice and Peace Embrace; Faith and Rationality(co-author); Rationality in the
Calvinian Tradition (co-author); Lament for a Son; and Keeping Faith: Talks
for New Faculty. In upcoming years, he will be the Wilde Lecturer at
Oxford University and the Gifford Lecturer at St. Andrew’s
University.
Kalina Reese is sophomore undergraduate at
Calvin College, studying both applied vocal
music and biochemistry (pre-med). She is
originally from Goshen, IN. She takes advanced
vocal lessons from Scott Bosscher. Kalina plans
to
pursue
a
medical
degree
in
surgical oncology after college.
Emma Bieniewicz is studying violin
performance at Grand Rapids Community
College, following the school’s transfer program
to Grand Valley State University where she will
receive her Bachelor of Music in Performance.
She began her violin studies with Caroline
Freihofer, Megan Crawford, and Dr. David
Reimer. She received the 2017 National School Orchestra Award upon
graduating from Forest Hills Central High School. Bieniewicz
currently studies with GRCC’s professor of violin, Dr. Libor Ondras.

Grand Rapids Choir of Men & Boys
2017-2018 Roster
Senior Choristers
Benedict, Gabriel +
Larson, Andrew +
Brown, Ian *
Larson, Peter
Burghart, Finneus
Maloley, Christian
Cuaz, Finnian
Scofield, Alexander +
Day, Ian
Smith, Benji
Doyle, Daniel +
Vander Hoff, Charlie
Johnson, Eric
Voetberg, Jacob
Junior Choristers
Bakir, Omar
Kelley, Conner
Dillet, Carter
Leatherman, Caden
Harriger, Roland
Roback, Carey
Hillary, Gabe
Van Dyke, Matthew
Johnson, Coby
Preparatory Choristers
Hines, Landon
Staal, Jacob
Nolen, Edward
Counter Tenors
Hoyer, John
Schimmelmann, Joe
Kartes, Brennen
Scofield, Thomas
Roback, Jay
Smail, Quincey
Tenors
Byl, John
Reed, Bill
Davies, Jacob
Smith, Evan
Herrera, Jake
Steinfort, Mike
Kruyf, Zach
Baritones
Day, Curt
Vig, Joseph
Diephouse, David
Voetberg, Dick
Malone, Jordan
Voetberg, Dan
Basses
Boersma, David
Kruyf, Gerald
De Vries, Doug
Natelborg, Dan
Hibma, John
Weinrick, Daniel
+ = Head Choristers

* = Principal Head Chorister

Board of Directors

Barb Hoogeboom, President
Nicky Kearney, Treasurer
Scott Bosscher
Beth Ann Fausone

Elise Glettler
Lori Schimmelmann

Major Donors those who have given $5,000 or more since 2008

Anonymous
Mark and Gina Becker
Cameron Bruneau and Family
John and Deb Byl

Lawrence and Virginia Cain
Mark and Marty Campbell
Daniel and Pamella DeVos
David Diephouse
John Hibma
Jim and Barb Hoogeboom

Jay and Janice Hidalgo
Scott and Nicky Kearney
Gerald and Susan Kruyf
Robert and Nancy Lamberts
Dirk and Liesl Pruis
Margaret Stone
Gayle Ruisard (the Estate of)
Thomas and Elizabeth Tuttle
Charles and Carol Witteveen
Matching Employers

Goldman Sachs
GE Foundation
The Grand Rapids Choir of Men and Boys would like to give Special Thanks to
our donors who have helped us begin our 28th Season! Won't you join with them
in supporting the Choir?
Donations received between - May 6, 2017 to October 21, 2017
Oxford Club $1,000 - $4,999
VanEerden, Daniel and Ann
Cambridge Club $600 - $999
Tuuk, Jonathon
London Club $250 - $599
Bagnall, Brenden (Eagle Scout Project)
Blom, John and Sharon
Boersma, David and Donna Wisse Boersma
Bordewyk, Gord and Karen
Bradford, Jonathan and Grace Post
Caris, Ted and Jeannie
Dragt, Alexander and Lavonne
Drukker, Bruce and Esther
Farmer, Floyd and Caron
Fox, John and Kristine

Godlewski, Thomas and Susan
Klanderman, Bruce and June
Kooistra, C Scott and Susan
Pastoor, Evelyn
Ploegstra, Henry
Post, William and Florence
Rogers, Ron and Joyce
Slenk, Howard and Marilyn
Vander Wal, Robert and Barbara
Zwiep, Myra

Winchester Club $100 - 249
Beck, Marcella
Boelens, Elizabeth
Connors, Robert and Julie
Daining, Douglas and Janice
Day, Ron and Dee
Durfey, Miles and Eleanor
Engbers, David and Sheryl
Heerspink, Janice
Hoisington, Michael and Linda
Huizenga, Phil and Marie
Johnson, Robert and L. Maxine
Klinger, Gloria
Knox, John and Norma
Kort, Wesley and Phyllis
Lewis, Nick and Laurie

Magán, Michael and Mary
Menkveld, Bruce and Paula
Pasma, Ted and Ethel
Pylman, Norman and Janet
Ryskamp, Annemarieke
Scheeres, Jake and Ann
Shearer, Grace
Smits, Lee and Marcia
Stegink, Gordon and Barbara
Stegink, Leroy and Anjean
Tully, John and Cheryl
Van Andel, Phyllis
Voetberg, Richard and Patricia
Warners, Arlene
Williams, Gary and Linda

Chichester Club $5 - 99
Asmara, Deborah and Paul
Bakir, Lu'ay
Bardolph, Elaine
Barton, Stephen and Sharon
Biegert, Eugene and Suzanne
Bode, Rev. Harold and Helen
Boice, Gayla
Bom, Anthoinette
Boonstra, Carol
Bosscher, Esther
Bryson, John and Claire
Donovan, Marva
Early, Duane and Jeanne
Flick, Steven
Fortune, Gene
Gerritsen, Mary
Grassmid, Susanne
Guerra, Jesse and Susan
Hassevoort, Joan
Heerema, Jacob and Marian
Herring, Vern
Hoekman, Greg and Thea
Huizenga, Gertrude
Huizenga, Jack
Kamper, Mervin and Rebecca
Knierim, Michael

Krhovsky, Adele
Kruyf, Zach and Carmen
Lane, Marguerite
LaRowe, David and Linda
Mazzola, Larisha
Menichino, Judith
Morrison, J. William and Beverly
Nelson, Laurie
Parr, Bill and Judy
Piccard, Howard and Kathleen
Postema, Ruth
Postma, Janice
Prochnau, Harvey and Judith
Pylman, Yvonne
Roth, Philip
Schakel, Peter
Schmidt, Arthur and Victoria
Schnipke, Rosemary
Schultz, Steven and Elizabeth
Scott, Jean
Stob, Warren and Jean
Temple, Thelma
Ten Broek, Lory
Uken, Bob and Char
Van Hekken, Elsa
Van Meurs, Elizabeth

Chichester Club $5 - 99 continued
Van Zytveld, Jack and Jane
Vandenakker, Therese
Vandenbrand, Fred and Martha
VanHouten, Ben and Sharon
VanTill, Howard and Betty
Visser, Larry

Wierenga, Ruth
Wilcox, Patricia
Winkle, Bernard and Judy
Winters, Jan
Yff, Gloria
Zeitter, Shirley

Every effort has been made to check for the accuracy of these donations, if there
are any errors or omissions please email Jane Bosscher at
jbosscher@grcmb.org and it will be corrected in the next program.

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

The Thrivent Choice charitable grant program
engages Thrivent members in providing grants that
support charitable activities. Members can direct
their Choice Dollars to the Grand Rapids Choir of
Men and Boys.

Board Member
Recruiting announcement

The Choir is currently recruiting
volunteers to join our Board.
We are particularly interested in
applicants with expertise in the
area of development and
fundraising.
For more information please
contact:
Barb Hoogeboom
barb.hoogeboom@gmail.com

____________________________________________________

__________________________________________________

_________________________________________________

Our Services

SERVICE EXPRESS, INC.

•

Service Express, Inc. (SEI) specializes in post-warranty
maintenance of mission critical servers, storage and
networking equipment. SEI’s flexible service simplifies
coverage, reduces downtime and provides cost savings
of 30% or more over OEM costs.

CONTACT US

•
•
•
•

Post-Warranty Maintenance for:
- Servers, Storage, and Networking
Hardware Solutions
Data Center Relocations Services
OS Support
Time and Material Services

800-940-5585 | info@seiservice.com | seiservice.com

We are proud to be sponsors of the Grand
Rapids Choir of Men and Boys!
616.363.9801
www.mbce.com

Having
g trouble hearing
g these lovelyy voices? Don
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n’t hesitate to call
ll yyour local Bel
Beltone oﬃce to schedule your
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hearing screening. You won
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t!!
Brennen Kartes,
Hearing Healthcare Prac oner &
Proud member of this ensemble!

(616)
6 - 646)-464
4-1974
74
bkartes@beltone
ne-westmich.com
ne
m

6161 28th St. SE, Suite 4
Grand Rapids, MI 49546

Music at Grand Rapids
Community College
Degrees and certificates in music education, performance,
music therapy, recording technology and digital audio processing.
Accredited by the National Association of Schools of Music.

Take a tour today.
grcc.edu/music

Well-known Christian philosopher
Nicholas Wolterstorff has authored
many books that have contributed
significantly to scholarship in several
subjects. In Lament for a Son he writes
not as a scholar but as a loving father
grieving the loss of his son.
In brief vignettes Wolterstorff explores
with a moving honesty and intensity, all
the facets of his experience of this
irreversible loss. Though he grieves
"not as one who has no hope," he finds
no comfort in the pious-sounding
phrases that would diminish the
malevolence of death.
The book is in one sense a narrative account of events--from the
numbing telephone call on a sunny Sunday afternoon that tells of 25year-old Eric's death in a mountain-climbing accident, to a graveside
visit a year later. But the book is far more than narrative. Every event
is an occasion for remembering, for meditating, for Job-like anguish
in the struggle to accept and understand.
A profoundly faith-affirming book, Lament for a Son gives eloquent
expression to a grief that is at once unique and universal--a grief for
an individual, irreplaceable person. Though it is an intensely personal
book, Wolterstorff decided to publish it, he says, "in the hope that it
will be of help to some of those who find themselves with us in the
company of mourners."
Lament For A Son is available online and in bookstores everywhere.
It can also be readily found at the calvin College Book Store

The Grand Rapids
Choir of Men & Boys
is a member of the
prestigious Royal School
of Church Music

Do you know a boy who loves to sing?
If you're considering a Choristership with GRCMB for your son, you'll
probably have lots of questions. For this reason we have always found
that the best place to start is for you to contact us to arrange an
informal visit. This will give you a useful opportunity to ask questions
about the Grand Rapids
Choir of Men & Boys, to
meet with people here, and
to look around the college
where
we
practice.
(GRCC’s
downtown
campus in the newly 8.5
million dollar re-modeled
Albert P. Smith Music
Center – Opened 2017.)
An informal visit can also be a relaxed opportunity for your son to sing
for Scott Bosscher, the Director of Music, and for your son to sit in
with the current chorister practice to get a feel for things.
Once he becomes a GRCMB chorister he will receive a musical
education second to none, and work with the top choir trainers in the
world: Martin Neary,
Andrew
Nethsingha,
Richard Webster.
Call today and take that
first step to open up his
world to music.
Contact: Scott Bosscher
616.460.0598
scottbosscher@grcmb.org

Website: www.grcmb.org

Proud to be a sponsor for The Grand Rapids
Choir of Men and Boys!

EASY TO MAINTAIN

WATERPROOF

BEAUTIFUL QUALITY
DeGraaf Interiors is proud to be a Shaw retailer.
From knowledgeable salespeople to our trained
installation specialists, the experienced DeGraaf team
has set the standard for professional experience,

616-662-0140

Flooring

quality, affordable products, and dedicated service.

Countertops

Ceramic Tile

Area Rugs

HUDSONVILLE, GRAND RAPIDS, CASCADE
616-662-0140 • www.degraafinteriors.com

Window
Coverings

