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Prelude:
 Sonata Pian E Forte  Giovanni Gabrielli
  Brass Mosaic (1554-1612)

 Danny Boy  English folk song
  Brass Mosaic arr. Brett Miller

 Toccata (Symphony Gothique)  Léon Boëllmann
  Organ (1862-1897)

 Amazing Grace  tune: New Britain
  Brass Mosaic

 If with all your hearts (Elijah)  Felix Mendelssohn
  John Gilbertson, tenor (1809-1847)

 Gabriel’s Oboe  Ennio Morricone
  Lazo Momchilovich (b. 1928)
 

Welcome:  The Reverend Dr. Peter Bath

We meet in the name of Jesus Christ,
who died and was raised to the glory of God the Father.

Let us pray together:

O God of all consolation, Your Son Jesus Christ was moved to tears
at the grave of Lazarus His friend.
Look with compassion on all your children in their loss;
give to troubled hearts the light of hope and strengthen in us the gift of faith,
and abide with us during this time of worship in Jesus Christ our Lord. 
Amen

choral IntroIt:  In What Torn Ship Daniel Gawthrop
   (1949)
 In what torn ship so ever I embark, 
 That ship shall be my emblem of Thy ark;
 What sea soever swallow me, that flood
 Shall be to me an emblem of Thy blood ;
 Though Thou with clouds of anger do disguise
 Thy face, yet through that mask I know those eyes,
    Which, though they turn away sometimes,
    They never will despise.

 I sacrifice this island unto Thee,
 And all whom I love there, and who loved me ;
 When I have put our seas ‘twixt them and me,

Program



 Put thou Thy seas betwixt my sins and Thee.
 As the tree’s sap doth seek the root below
 In winter, in my winter now I go,
    Where none but Thee, the eternal root
          Of true love, I may know.

the collect:  The Reverend Dr. Camille Cook Murray

O God of grace and glory, we remember before you this day our brother John. We thank 
you for giving him to us, his family and friends, to know and to love as a companion on 
our earthly pilgrimage. In your boundless compassion, console us who mourn. Give us 
faith to see in death the gate of eternal life, so that in quiet confidence we may continue 
our course on earth, until, by your call, we are reunited with those who have gone before; 
through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen

Please stand and join in singing.

ProcessIonal hymn: Christ the Lord is Risen Today EASTER HYMN
   From Lyra Davidica
   arr. David Cherwien

seated



FIrst readIng: 1 Corinthians 13 reader: Camille Cook Murray

Though I speak with the tongues of men and of angels, but have not love, I have become 
sounding brass or a clanging cymbal. And though I have the gift of prophecy, and 
understand all mysteries and all knowledge, and though I have all faith, so that I could 
remove mountains, but have not love, I am nothing. And though I bestow all my goods 
to feed the poor, and though I give my body to be burned, but have not love, it profits me 
nothing.

Love suffers long and is kind; love does not envy; love does not parade itself, is not puffed 
up; does not behave rudely, does not seek its own, is not provoked, thinks no evil; does not 
rejoice in iniquity, but rejoices in the truth; bears all things, believes all things, hopes all 
things, endures all things.

Love never fails. But whether there are prophecies, they will fail; whether there are tongues, 
they will cease; whether there is knowledge, it will vanish away. For we know in part and we 
prophesy in part. But when that which is perfect has come, then that which is in part will 
be done away.

When I was a child, I spoke as a child, I understood as a child, I thought as a child; but 
when I became a man, I put away childish things. For now we see in a mirror, dimly, but 
then face to face. Now I know in part, but then I shall know just as I also am known.

And now abide faith, hope, love, these three; but the greatest of these is love.

medItatIon:  Camille Cook Murray

requIem aeternam  John Rutter
   (b. 1945)

 Requiem æternam dona eis, Domine,  Grant them eternal rest, O Lord,
 et lux perpetua luceat eis.  and may light perpetual shine upon them.
 Te decet hymnus Deus in Sion,   It is fitting that a hymn should be raised
       unto Thee in Zion
 et tibi reddetur votum in Ierusalem;  and a vow paid to Thee in Jerusalem;
 exaudi orationem meam, give ear to my prayer, O Lord,
 ad te omnis caro veniet. unto Thee all flesh shall come at last.

 Kyrie, eleison!  Lord, have mercy.
 Christe, eleison!  Christ, have mercy.
 Kyrie, eleison!  Lord, have mercy.

out oF the deeP

 Out of the deep have I called unto thee, O Lord:
      Lord, hear my voice.
 O let thine ears consider well: the voice of my complaint.
 If thou, Lord, wilt be extreme to mark what is done amiss:
 O Lord, who may abide it? For there is mercy with thee:
 therefore shalt thou be fear’d. I look for the Lord:



 my soul doth wait for him, and in his word is my trust.
 My soul fleeth unto the Lord: before the morning watch, I say,
      before the morning watch.
 O Israel, trust in the Lord, with the Lord there is mercy,
      and with him is plenteous redemption.
 And he shall redeem Israel from all his sins.

 Psalm 130

PIe Jesu

Karla Rivera, soprano

 Pie Jesu Domine, dona eis requiem,  Blessed Lord Jesus, grant them rest,
 Pie Jesu Domine, dona eis requiem,  Rest eternal, grant them, Lord,
 Pie Jesu Domine, dona eis requiems  Blessed Lord Jesus, grant them rest,
    sempiternam requiem.    everlasting rest.

second readIng:  Romans 8:31-39 Larry Lintner

What then shall we say to these things? If God is for us, who can be against us?
He who did not spare His own Son, but delivered Him up for us all,
   how shall He not with Him also freely give us all things?
Who shall bring a charge against God’s elect? It is God who justifies.
Who is he who condemns? It is Christ who died, and furthermore is also risen,
   who is even at the right hand of God, who also makes intercession for us.
Who shall separate us from the love of Christ?
Shall tribulation, or distress, or persecution, or famine, or nakedness, or peril, or sword?

As it is written:

“For Your sake we are killed all day long;
We are accounted as sheep for the slaughter.”
Yet in all these things we are more than conquerors through Him who loved us.
For I am persuaded that neither death nor life, nor angels nor principalities nor powers,
   nor things present nor things to come, nor height nor depth, nor any other created thing,
   shall be able to separate us from the love of God which is in Christ Jesus our Lord.

sanctus

 Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus, Holy, holy, holy
 Dominus Deus Sabaoth.  Lord, God of power and might,
 Pleni sunt caeli et terra Gloria tua.  heaven and earth are full of your glory.
 Hosanna in excelsis.  Hosanna in the highest.
 Benedictus qui venit in nomine Domini.  Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord.
 Hosanna in excelsis.  Hosanna in the highest.

agnus deI

 Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, Lamb of God, who takes away the sins of the world,
    dona eis requiem.    grant them rest.



Man that is born of a woman
   hath but a short time to live,
   and is full of misery.
He cometh up, and is cut down like a flower;
he fleeth as it were a shadow.

 Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, Lamb of God, who takes away the sins of the world,
    dona eis requiem.    grant them rest.

In the midst of life, we are in death.
Of whom may we seek for succor?

 Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, Lamb of God, who takes away the sins of the world,
    dona eis requiem.    grant them rest.

I am the resurrection and the life,
   saith the Lord:
He that believeth in me, though he were dead,
   yet shall he live:
and whosoever liveth and believeth in me
   shall never die.

eulogy and medItatIon:  Peter Bath

the lord Is my shePherd

The Lord is my shepherd;
   therefore can I lack nothing.
He shall feed me in a green pasture,
   and lead me forth beside the waters of comfort.
He shall convert my soul,
   and bring me forth in the paths of righteousness,
   for his Name’s sake.
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death,
I will fear no evil;
For thou art with me:
Thy rod and thy staff comfort me.
Thou shalt prepare a table before me
   against them that trouble me:
   thou hast anointed my head with oil
   and my cup shall be full.
But thy loving‐kindness and mercy
   shall follow me all the days of my life:
   and I will dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.
 Psalm 23



lux aeterna

I heard a voice from heaven saying unto me.
Blessed are the dead who die in the Lord,
   for they rest from their labours.
Even so saith the Spirit,
   for they rest.

 Lux æterna luceat eis, Domine: Let eternal light shine upon them, O Lord;
 Cum sanctis tuis in æternum,    with Thy saints in eternity,
    quia pius es.     for Thou art merciful.
 Requiem æternam dona eis Domine,  Grant them eternal rest, O Lord,
    et lux perpetua luceat eis.    and may light perpetual shine on them.

Prayers oF the PeoPle:  Pastors Murray and Bath

Each of the four prayers, spoken by the ministers conclude with “Lord in Your mercy.”
To which the congregation respond:

Hear our prayer

ALL:
Our Father, who art in heaven,
    hallowed be thy Name, 
    thy kingdom come, 
    thy will be done, 
        on earth as it is in heaven. 
Give us this day our daily bread. 
And forgive us our trespasses, 
    as we forgive those 
        who trespass against us. 
And lead us not into temptation, 
    but deliver us from evil. 
For thine is the kingdom, 
    and the power, and the glory, 
    for ever and ever. Amen.



BenedIctIon:  Peter Bath

May the God of peace, who brought again from the dead our Lord Jesus Christ, the great 
Shepherd of the sheep, through the blood of the eternal covenant: Make you perfect 
in every good work to do his will, working in you that which is well-pleasing in his sight; 
through Jesus Christ, to whom be glory forever and ever. Amen.

choral BlessIng: The Lord Bless You and Keep You John Rutter

The Lord bless you and keep you;
The Lord make His face to shine upon you and be gracious
And be gracious unto you
The Lord lift up the light of His countenance upon you,
And give you peace.

Postlude: Rondo John Bull
   (1562-1628)

Please stand and join in singing

hymn: Guide me, O Thou Great Jehovah Cwm Rhondda  
   John Hughes
   arr. Richard Webster



Officiants:
The Reverend Dr. Peter Bath

The Reverend Dr. Camille Cook Murray

The Choir:
The Choir is formed from people who sang with John through his years of musical 

leadership at the Georgetown Presbyterian Church, the Spencerville Adventist 
Church and the Washington Adventist Hospital Choir.

Director:
Mark Willey

Instruments:
Juliana Baioni, flute

Joy-Leilani Garbutt, organ
Jacques-Pierre Malan, cello
Lazo Momchilovich, oboe

Rob Moore, percussion
Cheryl Roeske, harp

Brass Mosaic:
Micah Killion, trumpet

David Workman, trumpet
Brett Miller, horn

David Sisk, trombone
Willie Clark, tuba

Special thanks to:
Camille Cook Murray and Peter Bath for their leadership of this service.

Brad Martin and Regina Andrade for coordinating the reception following this 
service.

The instrumentalists and singers who came together to play and sing so beautifully 
in this musical celebration.

Mark Willey for his friendship and for creating this memorial service to John.

The pastors and congregation of the Spencerville Church for opening the sanctuary 
to this celebration of John’s life and work.



Many of us can list a few songs that we count as the ‘soundtrack of our lives.’  All of us can think of a time 
when the first few bars of a tune have taken us immediately to another place and time in our lives – a 
visceral memory of a specific moment, lost long ago in the subconscious until those few notes bring it 
right back.

For so many of us here, those musical touchstones are inextricably tied to memories and stories with 
John, whom we remember today. John Lintner was one of those people who lived a life full of music, and 
so naturally and generously found ways to weave that music into the fabric and faith of our lives: the lives 
of his family, his friends and his community.

A great source of joy left the world when John Lintner died.  There is no pretty way to say this. But 
neither would John want us to make it pretty:  he was scrupulous in his word, and he had tremendous 
skill in putting something to you precisely. But his gift to us in his passing is precisely that tremendous 
capacity for joy.  No family party ever really started until John arrived, with his broad smile and his 
enquiries as to whether he’d missed your birthday.  Any news of John joining a group was always 
met with excitement, as you knew he’d bring the fun.  You could find joy in his taste in bowties, his 
enthusiasm for travel, and in his presence in front of a choir. 

John was a man of complexity and depth, both at ease in a kayak or on a houseboat, but also in front of 
a concert with a thousand guests.  He was broadly read and ever-thoughtful, with a handwritten note of 
encouragement or a silly joke sent by text.

He took awestruck nieces and nephews out on adventures to show them parts of the world they’d never 
known: museum exhibits, theater performances, New York City.  He never pandered to the children in 
his life – he showed deep respect, but also that sense of irreverent humor never let any adventure with 
him feel too big or scary.  I have never once set the table as an adult without his voice in my head advising 
the correct order of silverware at a fancy table!]

John’s musical CV could easily fill several pages. But a recitation of his numerous and important musical 
achievements can never express the sheer joy and enthusiasm John brought to the study of music.  A 
review of his extensive musical career doesn’t capture the deep respect and wonder with which he played 
pieces both ancient and new, and it does nothing to elicit the goosebumps that appeared every single 
time when he opened all the stops whilst playing Widor’s Toccata in the postlude. 

What John conveyed, in every performance and in every choir practice equally, was his abiding 
philosophy towards sacred music:  that we are – with each note – doing our best to bring glory and 
honor to our Creator. We were to add to worship services by lifting God up as the Creator of beauty and 
harmony.   A cherished member of our choir, Edit Frenyo, put it best when she reflected in this way: 

 John never ceased to remind us that prestige and technical performance, and even an impressive 
repertoire must always be mere vehicles for the Gospel, and a clear message that we are all part of the 
Greater Metaphysical.  Through the vibrations of our voices we are united with the very fabric of the 
Universe: God.  And since God is love, therefore music is love.  He frequently reminded us [and this is 
actually a quote from John’s mother] “our work is to meet people where they are, but not to leave them 
there.” 

Reflections on John’s life
by Kirsten Nilsen

( John’s neice)



This approach to an active, living worship – the encouragement to understand how deeply connected to 
God and to each other we are – was a powerful ministry indeed, and one performed with quiet dignity 
(as well as irresistible humor.)

As a very small boy, John sang with a group in front of a 1000-member congregation.  When asked 
afterwards if he hadn’t been nervous, he looked incredulous and queried, “but why would I?  Not with all 
those people who love me and take care of me!”  

It is we, John, who felt loved and cared for by the multitude of gifts you shared with us through the 
ministry of music. Your gift of hearing the music – of knowing its deepest meanings and stories, and 
its power to lead us – connect us! – to our Creator -  and then teaching us to hear this as well is a gift 
without price.  We can only offer the deepest thanks.

John had an uncanny sense of ceremony and ritual, and as we planned this service we were again 
confronted by the paradox of both loss and blessing:  we all have an abiding sense that he should be 
the one here advising us on what to do and say – he always knew! - but equally we are all blessed by the 
legacy of music and ministry that he shared with everyone around him.  This weekend’s celebrations are a 
testimony to the many gifts John shared with each one of us. 

We are bereft. We are so sad. We are aching and wrung out. We are also so grateful: for the excellent 
and conscientious care John received at Georgetown University Hospital’s oncology ward, for his full 
life and considerable gifts, for his grace in each of our lives, for his courage and witness and prodigious 
vocabulary.  We are so aware of all he did and all he was and all he created in 71 years of life lived with 
enthusiasm, commitment, seriousness, and deeply irreverent humor. 

As a very small boy, John sang with a group in front of a 1000-member congregation.  When asked 
afterwards if he hadn’t been nervous, he looked incredulous and queried, “but why would I?  Not with all 
those people who love me and take care of me!”  

It is we, John, who felt loved and cared for by the multitude of gifts you shared with us through the 
ministry of music. Your gift of hearing the music – of knowing its deepest meanings and stories, and 
its power to lead us – connect us! – to our Creator -  and then teaching us to hear this as well is a gift 
without price.  We can only offer the deepest thanks.



Music is always threaded with story. Every piece of  music ever written came to being through the 
life and experiences of  the person who wrote it and so carries a story. Our privilege in recreating 
this music is to add a meaningful thread to the tapestry, to connect our story to the stories of  all 
those who have touched the piece through the years. John knew and thrived in this reality and he 
more often approached music through story, rather than musical analysis. When training the choir, 
he delved into a corner of  the text or a facet of  the life, the story of  the composer and in so doing 
encouraged them to give it new life. As I’ve reminisced with some of  the musicians who worked 
with John through the years, the stories often begin with some variation of  “I remember this one 
time when we were playing/singing ______.” Everyone who made music with John has these stories 
to tell. There are far too many such storied pieces of  music to include in a single service but we’ve 
included as many of  them as we could.

My own musical stories with John began when, as a Freshman organ student, newly moved to the 
East from California, I first visited the Spencerville Church, less than a year after the organ was 
installed. He invited me to stay after church one Sabbath and I played for him the Toccata from 
Boëllmann’s Suite Gothique, while he pulled the stops and pointed to which of  the four keyboards 
I should be playing. I began to sing in the choir and turn John’s pages during the services and a 
few weeks later, during the service, he pointed to the title of  the postlude, Boëllmann’s Toccata, and 
whispering, suggested I play it, that day! Immediately my nerves began to fire at the thought of  
playing for so many people, but he was encouraging. It was the first piece I played in the services here 
at Spencerville. Not long ago, I watched one of  my students playing that same piece for the service, 
picking up the thread of  the story and weaving it into the still growing fabric of  music in this place 
that John helped to build.

Shortly after John Lintner met John Gilbertson, he heard him sing “If  With All Your Heart” from 
Mendelssohn’s Elijah. Lintner heard the passion and drama in the story Gilbertson sang and 
he invited Gilbertson to come to Spencerville to help him develop the choral sound, beginning a 
musical partnership that would see the choir grow in size and develop in sound.

John loved making music with brass players. He often put together brass groups to play for services 
and concerts and the music libraries at Spencerville and Georgetown are filled with brass music. 
David Workman has the longest history of  playing with John at both his churches, particularly with 
Dave’s group, The Brass Mosaic. John strongly believed that his most important role as a musician 
was to lead the congregation in song and the services when the brass were there to add sparkle and 
excitement were highlights for him. A few years ago, he commissioned David Cherwien, one of  the 
foremost sacred musicians and composers of  our time, to compose an arrangement of  the tune 
Easter Hymn, Christ the Lord Is Risen Today, which we sing today as our processional hymn. The 
published score, available around the world, bears a dedication to John Lintner. It is but one of  the 
many pieces of  music John had commissioned. He often worked with arrangers and composers to 
create new sacred music; one of  his many ways of  adding threads to the musical story.

The Requiem by John Rutter, the musical core of  today’s service, was known and loved by 
John. He programed it in services several times and often extracted movements for the choir to 
sing, particularly the lilting, pastorale “23rd Psalm.” Every composer who writes a Requiem takes 
a different approach to the theologically difficult topics of  death, judgement, and eternity. Some 
choose to highlight the drama of  the life and death struggle of  the judgement with a scalding Dies 

About Today’s Music
by Mark Willey



Irae. Other composers, Rutter being one, chose texts and set them musically to illustrate the peace of  
rest after a life well lived. In my many conversations with John about the mysteries of  life and what 
comes after, I know he resonated with with the idea of  Lux Aeterna, light eternal. John was a mystic 
who was openly curious about the mysteries of  the divine but comfortable with the ambiguity of  not 
knowing exactly what was waiting for him. He knew only that it would be beautiful. In one of  our 
last conversations he told me that he believed this life was just a warm-up for the great concert to 
come. The Requiem, bound as it is to earthly musical structures, nonetheless seeks to lift our hearts 
in hope for an eternity where we will once again make music with John.

John was a bit of  a showman. Who can forget his exuberant releases at the end of  organ pieces, or 
his trademark “salute” to the congregation after he swung a leg off  the organ bench? I don’t think 
he craved the attention, but he was gracious to acknowledge the enjoyment of  great music in the 
congregations he served. John saw worship as a great drama we all enter into to seek a relationship 
with the divine. The postlude was the closing sparkle to that drama, a way of  sending us into the 
world to serve with a smile on our face and a song in our hearts. There were many favorite standards, 
the Toccata from Symphony 5 by Widor, Mendelssohn’s Finale from Sonata No. 1, Preludes, Toccatas and 
Fugues by Bach, various jubilant trumpet tunes and so many more. For me, one piece in particular 
stands out as embodying John’s spirit: Rondo by John Bull. His interpretation of  this sparkling 
showpiece was stamped with his personality. Near the end of  the piece, it rises and slows, building 
tension before the recapitulation of  the main theme. It’s up to the player to decide how much tension 
to build, how long to leave the listener in suspense before giving us the final flourish we know is 
coming. John drew out that moment, almost to the extreme. He held onto the chords that were 
begging for resolution, squeezing ever bit of  tension he could out of  them. I heard him play that 
piece many times in services and each time it seemed he held those chords longer as if  to savor the 
time he had us all at the tip of  his fingers, to lengthen our worship together.

A week after John passed away, I stopped by the house where he had stored his music. He had left 
instructions that it was to be given to me, an incredible gift I’m still wrapping my mind (and fingers) 
around. I carried the music, in twelve full boxes, to my car and took it home where I spent several 
hours looking through it all. It’s a remarkable, vast collection. Most of  the standards are there, the 
ones John played and the ones he bought in hopes to learn someday. His markings and indications 
of  what stops to use, neatly written on Post-it notes, tell the story of  many countless hours spent 
in darkened churches, tackling the difficulties and practicing until the music was ready. Many of  the 
books are in new condition, great music that caught John’s eye but for which there just wasn’t enough 
time to learn. There is never enough time for all the music life has to offer. There is never enough 
time to spend with the people we love. We’ll always want more. The best we can do is pick up the 
threads and, together, weave them into the story we’ve been given.



Remember me when I am gone away,
Gone far away into the silent land;

When you can no more hold me by the hand,
Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay.

Remember me when no more day by day
You tell me of our future that you planned:

Only remember me; you understand
It will be late to counsel then or pray.

Yet if you should forget me for a while
And afterwards remember, do not grieve:
For if the darkness and corruption leave

A vestige of the thoughts that once I had,
Better by far you should forget and smile
Than you should remember and be sad.

By Christina Rossetti


