
 

 

Willkommen!		
	
from	The	Singing	Correspondent	
	
Ja, willkommen zu das jährlichen Winterkonzert von Gnade Chorale von Brooklyn! If you 
happen to be reading these words as you wait pre-concert in the pews of St. Paul’s or St. Ann’s 
or, say, during one of the Evangelist’s recitatives (shame) on December 18 or December 20, then 
you are in attendance at Grace Chorale’s first December winter concert since…well, the Singing 
Correspondent doesn’t recall exactly when, but it’s been a long time. Sometime during the mid-
2000s, it was decided that to compete with the crush of events leading up to The Big Day was 
madness, and so our winter performances have since been scheduled for late January. Which 
somehow didn’t seem appropriate for something entitled Christmas Oratorio (even though the 
last of the Oratorio’s six cantatas, which we will sing tonight/today, was meant to be performed 
on the Feast of the Epiphany). And so here we are, at the height of the seasonal frenzy, shopping 
unfinished, stockings unstuffed, trains and planes to catch, yet pausing for an hour and change to 
experience and marvel at a Baroque masterpiece that happens to tell the Christmas story. 
 
The Chorale, in fact, has been in holiday mode for some time. Apart from rehearsing the 
Oratorio since early September, a goodly number of us caroled on Montague Street in Brooklyn 
Heights one recent rainy Saturday afternoon. It was Small Business Saturday, you see, and we 
were asked to help promote the event. We caroled the length of the street up one side and down 
the other, accompanied for much of the journey by a nine-foot elf (stilts; she was pretty cute; see 
our website: http://www.gracechorale.org/). The Correspondent is sorry to report, however, that 
exactly zero wassail or figgy pudding was forthcoming, perhaps owing to the fact that many of 
Montague Street’s small businesses have given way to big chains. Silent Night (in English and 
German) in front of Banana Republic, for example, brought nice applause but no more; why, 
even our bravura rendition of Good King Wenceslas (four verses plus chorus) failed to get us an 
invite to warm ourselves by a roaring fire.  
 
In no way discouraged, however, the Chorale turned out in force last Sunday at All Saints 
Episcopal Church in Park Slope to participate in a choral evensong, which afforded an 
opportunity to have a go at part of the Oratorio before an audience, sans orchestra. It was the 
Third Sunday in Advent, the season leading up to Christmas, also known as “Gaudete” Sunday,* 
and the readings bade us rejoice. Rejoice we did, enthusiastically rendering the opening choruses 
from each of the three cantatas on the present program, exhorting the congregation to “jauchzet, 
frohlocket,” or shout for joy! And while the Correspondent did not notice any evensong-goers 
leaping ecstatically, he hopes that we sent them out into the December night with a little bounce 
in their step and joy in their hearts. 
 
It’s tricky, this Oratorio. Our Music Directors, Jason and Matthew, have striven mightily from 
the beginning of rehearsals to help us achieve the lightness it requires, the delicacy of phrasing, 
the effortlessness of delivery, the grace of the Baroque. But it hasn’t come easily. Those among 

                                                
* The Singing Correspondent, growing up Catholic pre-Vatican II, recalls enjoying Gaudete Sunday and its 
Lenten counterpart, Laudate Sunday, regarding them as sort of rest stops in the midst of otherwise penitential 
seasons. 
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you who are regular attendees at Grace Chorale functions may notice that our ranks have swelled 
a bit for this concert. While our numbers ebb and flow depending on members’ circumstances 
and the allure of the particular program, there’s no denying the attraction for singers of a meaty 
Bach offering. So where Bach may have written for an ensemble of anywhere from 16 to 40 
singers, it’s probably a safe bet he didn’t have a chorale the size of Grace in mind. And that 
buoyancy we’re after has at times seemed elusive for some seventy-five or eighty voices to 
capture, drill as we might. 
 
But it’s our challenge to make it dance, as we hope it will for you this evening or afternoon, 
yours to judge. That said, there remains only to wish you a Merry Christmas, as President Trump 
would have us do—or else. And while it’s still legal, the Chorale also cheerfully wishes Happy 
Holidays and Greetings of the Season to those less traditionally inclined. In either case, may 
peace and joy be yours. Jauchzet, frohlocket! 
 
 
         Gracefully, 
 
          
         The Singing Correspondent 
 

(The Singing Correspondent is the unofficial and sporadic blogger of 
Grace Chorale of Brooklyn.) 

 
 
 
 


