| started to learn the violin when | was eight -- six years later | dreBbecoming a professional
musician. My parents were not convinced: after all, | wasn't a child-gypdind being a musician didn’t
sound very "safe" to them. In many ways | was quite a placid teenagen this one thing | didn’t give
in. So, afew years later, | went to the local music conservatoire i) Beitzerland. These were four
exciting years, most of all the last two, where | was allowed to be ama-[gatyer” in the Bernese
Symphony Orchestra.
It was due to this part-time job that | had a little bit of money at the end diuches,
and | decided to use it for some extra lessons abroad --- | came to Lontthoitisweverwhelming
international music scene. | had a wonderful teacher, and a great crowd ofussiléagn 17 different
countries; | lived with a very supportive and generous family,
and | enjoyed every minute of it. Well, for the first few months, anyway. Thenckdadi certain sadness creeping into me,
but I couldn’t see the roots of it. | wasn’t homesick, | had everything | had dofamitt it didn’'t seem to make me happy.
With hindsight | can now see what had happened: | had come to London despite my paesaisores, | had paid for it with
my money, | felt this was "my" time. | had simply forgotten about God, thehave is His in the first place, and | need to
acknowledge that.
Thanks to one of my best friends at the Guildhall School of Music, | went back tdhvchiotd God- fearfully, but meaning
every word - that | would stop playing the violin if He wanted me to do sometlsagtelt He would have to make this clear
to me somehow (I knew He speaks Swiss German as well as English!).
| can’t remember whether | was more surprised or relieved when God showedhaericertain terms that He wanted to use
me WITH my violin. And it's been fantastic to learn to use a bit of woodsante horsetail-hair to praise God with - a lady
in the audience recently commented that she felt that my instrumentavshipping even without my input! | was greatly
encouraged, and | hope to keep on playing Brigitte Furze

My name is Lizzy and | play the double bass in the Kings Chamber Orcheskm ol lance with the
music as | play because | feel so much joy. A Christian conductor | know onckatafd/ou feel that whe
you are doing is a privilege then you are probably called to do it. | feel vieiteged to be in the KCO an
it is very satisfying and fun to be living out one’s calling. | think that Ggolysrthe humour and worship
we offer Him in our playing, and | feel so happy to be communicating God'’s love atiyityedo
audiences through music. God is very close to us, as close as my fingertharsttings of my instrumen
but He is still very mysterious, and it seems that music is one giftsigo us that reflects this brilliantly.
Closeness and mystery, hilarity and the sublime, colourful cregadind infinite variations — | hope you
find His signature in our music tonight. Lizzy the Bassplayer

We regularly get letters and emails from members of the public whadeavedeeply touched by our concerts. All these
letters are hugely appreciated, but perhaps unusually for an orchestra Jyveetale cannot take credit for all the reasons
people might be moved. God promises to inhabit the praises of His peopléy@addn¥ surprise us when His love touches
those around us when we play our instruments with our hearts full of worship.
Our prayer and worship life as a Christian orchestra is the founddtadinof our music and particularly affects the
improvisations we do, and which seem to affect people the most. Every noyweepbffer in thanksgiving to God and in
doing so we hold hands with some of the greatest composers that ever lived. Aesanghe finest example would be
Johann Sebastian Bach. Bach was a legendary Christian and perhaps the oobyrgres¢r who could claim the title “The
greatest composer that ever lived”. He laid the foundations of Westsio pretty well single-handedly and wrote so much
music that it would take 3 people their whole lives to copy it out. He was adam acquainted with grief and iliness,
continuing to compose after he went blind and also suffering from some of resnpamaries’ jealousy and political power-
mongering. From his earliest years as a composer, Bach adopted the pfdutiading his manuscripts with the words “Jesu,
Juva” - “Jesus help me”, and concluding them with the initials S.D.G. “Sol@aa” - “to God alone be the glory”. Far
from being a religious bigot, Bach loved life (he had 21 children) and people. Iitelpalst enjoyed smoking a pipe and
drinking coffee. These days we probably wouldn’t share his pipe, but we weeltblbave had the chance to take Bach to
Starbucks and thank him for providing us with the crown jewels of Westhievement. On the
other hand, we will get our chance, as it says in the Bible about God’® @ewpthe conclusion of
the world, “The accumulated sorrows of your exile will dissipate. |, your Golgetitid of them
for you. You've carried those burdens long enough. At the same time, I'll géaidhmse who've
made your life miserable. I'll heal the maimed; I'll bring home the hesweln the very countries
where they were hated they will be venerated. On Judgment Day I'll bring globhdrae—a great
family gathering! You'll be famous and honoured all over the world. You'll se¢hityaur own

eyes— all those painful partings turned irganions!

God's Promise.” Zephaniah 3:17-19 (The Message).

JS Bach, as he might have appeared at Starbucks

This has been a tumultuous year for the Kings chai
orchestra with our largest ever event, and our furthest
reaching CD! This newsletter gives a little background ta
work and is written for any of our supporters and friend
read, or perhaps just for the curious. We realise that we
bit different from other orchestras and many people |
been unusually touched at our concerts. Do let us know :
your reaction to what we do and keep in touch via
website: www.kingschamberorchestra.co.uk or by e-
mailing us ainfo@kingschamberorchestra.co.uk

Our largest ever concert was a collaboration of choirs, sc
choirs, brass bands and KCO—a staggering 450 perfol
performing Gerard’s ow!
work “The Rock” written
for and performed oper

ar on fthe |s_|a_nd _Of Our new CD is calletiString Heaven” and is a
Jersey. The difficulties .qjiection of our improvisations. People having
we faced were beyond heen requesting such a CD from us for a long tim
belief—some 15 days of 5 finally we were brave enough to have a go! A
appalling weather; storm \yhsje CD of improvised music from a classical
force winds and the champer orchestra. It's smooth, it's dreamy and
worst weather at that .omes right from the heart. It's the musical

time of year for decades g ivalent of a Radox bath and if you were touch
meant the orchestra on . o improvisations in a concert you will love it!
seven different planes v can by it in Christian bookshops or on our
failed to land on the \ epsite where you can find more information

Island for the rehearsal. 5pqt ys keep in touch with our latest news and
We prayed constantly ooneert schedule:

and Gerard announced in _

the press that God was  Www.kingschamberorchestra.co.uk

faithful and would bless g riqus Records, who have issued the CD, also
our efforts. Many may have thought him mad, but in th5e 4 website where you can by loads of Christi
middle of the 15 days of horrendous weather were 6 music and resourcesvww.purashop.com

hours of sunshine. Guess when? A crowd of ¢
attended the burst of sunshine concert and r
found it to be the most moving public occas
since the liberation of the islands after the war!



The following article is an account of an extraordinary evenGarard's life which
happened in November 2003. This extraordinary event has been recaartssl the
world in newspapers and other media:

“Tomorrow (God willing) | will play the Dvorak Cello Concerto B minor. A towering
work — one of our greatest Cello Concertos and one of my fagquigtes of all time. It

is my great privilege to play on a magnificent Cello made around 1710 in Romeadad m

by a man who was known as a committed Christian. | havelledvfor twenty years
with this instrument; which was largely bought for me by an ammug Jersey
gentleman and to whom | shall always be immensely gratefellosCcome in all manner
of shapes and sizes, each with their particular foibles and phtiesna think it took me

five to ten years to really get to know my instrument and astainly relate to other
players who liken their instruments to a part of their own bodsuppose it is like your
voice, the means by which you express your most personal and deep emotions.

It is often quite traumatic travelling with a Cello, no matew many times you are
travelling on a certain route the Cello always seems to theckystem. | once travelled
to America with my family and with a seat (of course) fa Cello too!!! The computer

taking the booking really freaked at the Cello and as a rpuéd my Cello on one seat on its own, me in another miles away
one of our children (a baby) on a seat on her own in anotheofghg plane independent from my wife or any of us. Although

I love my Cello, on that particular trip | learnt that | certainly lawe children more!!!

By far the most dramatic incident in my twenty year caneas two weeks ago, when | went to play in Toronto. My journey
went like clockwork, even to the extent that while waitinogooard the plane to Toronto from Minneapolis an announcementi
My Cello was
thrilled and we took a bow in response to the spontaneous appldose bmarding the plane!! | was in Toronto for four days
and managed to play on the first evening. At the end of the evhaimgver a most unlikely and terrible thing happened. A
young man must have literally run into my Cello on the platfommich |1 had put down for a moment while chatting with a
fellow musician. | didn't actually see what happened but there avtremendous splitting, cracking noise and | immediately

was made, “will all passengers travelling with childena Cello please come forward for pre-boarding!”.

and feeling a lot of grief. Yet today | could hardly thahk tyoung man who caused the accident enough, as | re:
experienced a great relief in finally managing to forgiveoues people in my life (even though the unforgiveness had be
held subconsciously). Further more a great reward was in stareefdrwent to pick up my Cello a week ago only to find the
in its duly restored clamped and glued state, it was (in tefnsound) twice the instrument it w

before. The Kings Chamber Orchestra, who know my Cello soceeltl hardly believe it. It alway

was one of the finest instruments around, but now it is even better.

The sound of forgiveness is fantastic, it is a costlymiftis unsurpassing in its beauty and is a tree

of immense blessing not just to those who receive it, but t@ twbe give it. It is number one on t

Christmas list that we should have written and there is still time.”

To many of my musician colleagues | am considered to be a player who knowsialiasiand
bows. Indeed | have spent many years gaining an indepth understanding of the wartfuef a
instruments. Discerning the authentic from the fake, the good from theralitgy. It has been my
pleasure to help many players to find the instrument of their choice. And so | it&sfeustrated not
to be able to find the right instrument for me. Several years ago | waktasieturn the wonderful
violin | had been borrowing on a long term loan and | needed to replace it. | wanteddoditicat
would have the sound | dreamt of making, a dark warm and smooth flexible tone withgblpawer.
| traveled far and wide trying many instruments over many years, buuellgnexhausted, and
feeling discouraged i came to the end of my ability. So | wondered if my praggrs had been too
indulgent. Perhaps | was being selfish. Could it be that God didn't mind what wamed when
there are so many far more urgent needs around the world?

turned around and ran over to my Cello. It was a simply asiglit; what looked like a huge crack had appeared, and | coulc And so I gave up searching and resolved to stop trying to find the violin, anddatbetonith a regular instrument that | felt
actually look right through the instrument, which | have never belenta do before. | held my beloved Cello in my arms and Would do, even if it didn't thrill. But with God, delay is not the same as denfale\Mvas working with KCO four years ago,
went into shock. My stomach turned over and | felt reallgtfaEven despite the physical shock however a small alaim bel in 2003, a friend in the orchestra brought a violin in an old case to a rhéfrsvondered if | would like to see it and

rang inside my mind, alerting me to the need to comfort the youmgwha had done the damage. He had more or less Whether I was sitill looking for a violin. Half-heartedly, |took hold of the cpkeing it on a chair. Opening the case,
collapsed in front of me in grief, and was literally beggingféogiveness. He was as sorry as anyone could ever be. Someho | récognized that this was a very fine violin indeed , made by the Gagliarp farm Naples in the 18th century . [t was in a

despite the shock and grief my heart went out to this young man. This tutrtedbeta vital key for us both.

| think people forget what an attractive quality repentasca ia person. | have never been so successfully meltedchy s

genuine repentance before, and out of this | realised a profourfdrareéching lesson in my own life. This young man was

easy to forgive, as he was so earnest, and so sorry for eietdhdone. It occurred to me however, if we take the teaohing

Jesus seriously we must learn to forgive those who hurt amdg#gaus even if they are not repentant. We say in thésLor

prayer “forgive us our sins as we forgive those who sin aga#is | realised that weekend that we want forgiveness amndym

for ourselves, and although many of us may in principle forgiveenemies, we actually want judgement for them. We want
to know that we will get mercy, but that our enemies wilkthnender bolted by God (“Judgement belongs to God”). In actual

fact God showed me through this incident that if we really wargéceive mercy and forgiveness we must really showitasl
deeply unburdened that weekend while learning to forgive andteyaay for mercy for
people with whom | had issues, whether or not they were repdotatfteir part. This
was a great lesson in itself, but there was more to c@hen | brought my instrume
back to London to one of the greatest repairers in the world, heteolook at the huc
crack and said; “that’s just a historic crack, it is altoue we cleaned it up, clampec
hard and repaired it for ever”. In another instant | realisatithere was a historic cra
in my life, an incident some six years ago in which | waseply hurt in what seemec
lasting way. It was time to deal with tipermanently; yet another issue of forgivenes

The miraculous truth was, that although my Cello had spun iaithend landed smas
on its bridge on the stage, it didn’t splinter into pieces, sisdatild have. It simply spl
open at the seams from top to bottom. Cracks appeared all oy@atie but they wer
all old, badly repaired, cracks reopening. The repairer | totmkwas incredulous abo
this; it really has been a miraculous thing. He couldn't bell@ow little glue there we
in the instrument holding it all together, and yet if it was milausly held together wit
almost no glue it was equally miraculous to fall apart and blibar shock of the blo
rather than smash to pieces.

It certainly was a really shocking incident, and even my boagted; difficulty in eating

worn state, with cracks and buzzes, but | took it home for a while to think aldeweiitthough it needed restoring, | agreed tc
buy it from the young man whose father had last played it. The violin was tleenttas restorer who spent almost a year
working on the painstaking repairs. | have been playing it since 2004 and Ihisdettged by all who see and hear it as a
rare and wonderful instrument. It is better than | could have imagined andhfital twith it.

I, with all my skills and effort, couldn't find it but | believe that God t#uge a lesson through this journey. He is able to do
more than we can ask or think. How often we get in His way, making do with the goed thathwaiting for Him to give us
His best! John Kane

| recently played a concerto. The performance was on a Sunday evening watisakshstarting
Saturday morning. | arrived home from holiday on the Friday, and in the afterrfil@omueating
my two young children to bed, | got my violin out for some last minuteipead®rior to starting |
tweaked my bridge — something I've done many times before — only to hawedtarashing
down (not good), closely followed by the sound post falling over inside the vidlich(morse).
After an anguished wail going up from my house, | hurriedly called John “Th#eOKane to
get some advice on repairers in my part of the country. A couple of refiated, | found
someone quite close by who said he could fix it by the following morning or possiblyhigter t
night. Feeling somewhat robbed of my practice time, | turned up at hishegrksnly to find thai
he had decided he could squeeze in the repair while | waited. Whilstahifantastic, it left me
with a problem: | hadn’t taken my cheque book with me. As | began to explain and plangmtpta cash point or arrange to
send him a cheque, he interrupted me, saying he’d already decided not to ch:
me for the work! He didn't give any
explanation and | left feeling somewhat
surprised and enormously grateful.
As | reflected on the afternoon | was
struck by how God can provide for us (as
His word promises) in such unusual and
diverse ways, far beyond what we
imagine. Philippa Barton

Members of KCO in France, 2003



