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In the last song he recorded Gary sang, "We are
all millionaires in old friends." There are hundreds of friends who
knew and loved Gary and whose stories I wish we'd had room to
share. To all of you who have expressed your condolences and
support, my deepest thanks. There are people that I would like to
thank by name for all their help, encouragement, love and prayers.
To Rick Hoover, who was inspired with the idea of writing this
booklet. Rick you pushed, prodded, prayed and praised. Thanks. You
have become a very special friend. Melanie and Rick thanks for
putting up with me during my time in Florida. Thanks goes to Doug
Hicks, Gina Mitchell and Francine Busch. Also, to Gary's boys Tory
and Trent DeHaan. You all were a part of this ride and you made it
joyful while we were all together. Thanks for sharing your stories.
You are all very dear to me. I hope these stories about Gary
DeHaan, my ministry partner and best friend, will stir happy
memories and encouragement in all who read them. Last and most
importantly, thank you Lord for allowing me this life. You have
given me the desires of my heart and I am grateful.

Kenny Frontz

Traverse City, Michigan

March 5, 1999

 



I loved Gary and miss his friendship. I doubt he
would have cooperated if anyone had ever suggested he write his own
story! So I am grateful “The Gary Committee” allowed me to insist
that we carry out this project. Thank you Francine, Gina, Doug and
Kenny (“The Gary Committee”) for sharing your stories and memories
so freely! Your opinions, impressions, corrections and candor put
me in your debt. Thanks also to my mom for her editorial review. I
hope these stories will provide a little of the delight and
blessing we all enjoyed from Gary DeHaan’s life and ministry.

Rick Hoover

Lakeland, Florida

April 8, 1999

 



Notes From
Friends

Gary DeHaan was my friend.

He was known nationally on Christian television
as “The Sloppé Gourmet.” When Gary was a guest on “Action Sixties”
with me and my wife, Sharron, he was loved by our studio audience
and received the highest ratings with his cooking and singing
segments. Gary’s cooking segments would have non-stop action and 15
minutes of uninterrupted laughter.

I hope as you read about my friend, Gary DeHaan,
it inspires you to be like him, fun loving, loyal, with the
capacity to love unconditionally. I know his inspirational music
will live on.

Thank you, Lord, for bringing Gary DeHaan into
my life.

Herman Bailey

Clearwater, Florida

March 19, 1999

 


A one of a kind -- Gary DeHaan! A talented,
humorous, communicator who possessed a very “easy listening to”
singing voice. He was a dear friend. Ours was mostly a telephone
kind of friendship. We actually only saw Gary and Kenny Frontz, the
other half of their team, on an average of two or three times a
year. When our family, The Ken Apple Family, and they would be on
tour in Florida or as they would pass through Nashville we would
all meet for lunch or dinner. Gary loved food! He was an excellent
cook and did a very good job of putting it away.

Gary DeHaan and Kenny Frontz were a great team
as they sang and ministered together. Kenny was content to remain
in the background and serve however needed to enhance Gary’s
ministry. In so doing Kenny, with his heartfelt sincerity, won the
hearts of the people. He now continues to carry on the ministry
that he and Gary had done for so many years and I’m sure Gary is
very proud of him.

As a song writer, I’ve been blest to have had
many artists sing my songs. I’m grateful to have had a number of
them sung and recorded by Gary DeHaan. More recently Gary sang my
song, “No Wonder They Call Him the Savior.” He really ministered
the message from his heart.

In recent years since Gary’s heart condition,
there were weeks at a time that we talked almost daily by phone. It
was our custom before I hung up that I always prayed for him. There
were times, with his kind of humor, Gary would say, “Don’t pray
this time. It’s not helping anyway.” I would reply, “You’re still
breathing, aren’t you?” We would pray together for his and Kenny’s
upcoming trip and for new physical strength for Gary. I miss those
phone calls.

Since this book is a tribute to Gary DeHaan and
I was highly honored to be asked to have a part in its
presentation, would you allow me to pray once again before I “hang
up?”

Dear Heavenly Father, in the strong name of
Jesus, I thank you again for a safe journey home for my friend,
Gary DeHaan. It is different here now without him. However, by Your
grace we’ll soon be talking again -- face to face.

“Sing”-cerely,

Ken Apple

Ken Apple Family

March, 1999

 



Gary DeHaan was a good brother. I first met him
about thirty years ago in California. He introduced himself to me
after the Disciples sang one night at a Baptist church. He told me
he had some administrative skills and wondered if he could be of
help to us. Soon I had visited him in his home and asked him to
join us. He was so good at helping the Disciples, getting our
office in order and making concert bookings, that soon we were
helping other groups, too, like the Archers. We were a Pentecostal
group and I used to tell people that even though Gary was a
Baptist, he was okay! I remember he would encourage us to do all we
could with the gifts God had given us. He was proud to see God
using the ministry to bless more and more people.

Gary kept all of us laughing with his incredible
sense of humor. He joked so much that sometimes it was hard to tell
if he was being serious. But I know he was serious when he talked
about music. He had a good sense of what could touch people. He
could gauge if a song needed to be changed or made clearer. I would
play him songs I was writing and he would laugh for joy and cry at
the same time. That was the secret to knowing he was serious: when
he was blessed by a song, he would get tears in his eyes! Listening
to some of his tapes recently I was reminded of how careful he was
to make sure people would hear a clear message. I listened to
Gary’s last tape several times when I got it and couldn’t help but
think that he knew he was getting ready to go home.

Gary’s two boys, Tory and Trent, often come to
visit me at the church. I have known them since they were little
and I am trusting they will both continue to hook into their
father’s example of loving Jesus.

These days people know me as Pastor Andraé
Crouch from the Christ Memorial Church. But I want to sign off here
in the way Gary DeHaan knew me, simply as his friend,

Andraé

San Fernando, California

April 24, 1999
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Chapter
One

The First Tour


My parents say I always sang when I was little.
I sang myself to sleep every night. That irritated my older
brother, Terry. We slept in the same room. And he would
complain.

“Ken, please shut up. I want to go to
sleep.”

“Okay,” I'd say. And I would start humming.

“Ken, pleeease! Mom! Ken's singing!”

Later my interest grew to include musical
instruments.

My first guitar was one someone cut out of a
piece of wood in the shape of an electric guitar. There were no
strings, just magic marker frets. I was eight years old. I remember
watching Elvis Presley movies, thinking that it would be cool to be
Elvis. I used to go to my pastor's house while our new church in
Holland, Michigan, was being built. I'd stand on a mound and “play”
Elvis' songs for them. But that guitar was taken away from me! The
kid who made it wanted it back. It wasn't mine to keep.

When I was in fourth grade my dad bought me a
guitar from a guy for ten bucks. That was a dream come true. It
gave me a “comfort zone” playing alone in my room, before I went to
sleep. I also began taking violin lessons about that time.

My first real public singing was in choirs at
high school and church plays at Christmas. Even though I liked the
idea of singing in public, I felt extremely shy. At church I was so
nervous that I would sit on the piano bench with a friend of our
family, Gloria Hibma. She would play and I would sing “Sheltered In
the Arms of God.” I didn't want to stand up in front. Later the
guitar became my crutch. It was like a 6-inch shield between the
audience and me.

My first solo singing was as a senior at our
graduation concert. I was into John Denver at the time. I had
bought a 12-string. The lights went down and I dedicated the song
“Goodbye Again” to the senior class. Everybody started clapping and
I thought, That's pretty cool! I like that! But I hated playing
violin in front of people. That made me too nervous so I didn't do
it much.

When the Gaither Trio and Gary McSpadden hit
really heavy I started to go see them. I thought it would be neat
to do what they did: travel on the weekends and be home during the
week. But how to reach that point I couldn't imagine.

I was also blown away by the music of Andraé
Crouch. When I was a senior in high school I went to a concert by
Andraé in Holland. The man who came onstage to introduce Andraé
that night was the fellow who had booked the concert, someone named
Gary DeHaan. He was a healthy six-foot 4 and a half inches tall. I
remember he had his “Abraham Lincoln” beard and was wearing a black
turtleneck with a huge gold cross hanging on his chest. That cross
was big enough that I could clearly make it out from all the way in
the back of the auditorium.

The following year, when I was a freshman at
Hope College, Gary came to our church to sing. I learned that he
was a deejay at WYGR, a Christian station in Grand Rapids. After
that service I went up to him and asked if I could do anything to
help. He said, “Sure! You can take that box of tapes out to my
van.” (Looking back I see that part of my job never changed!)

I began listening to Gary's talk show each
morning on my way to class. It was great fun, entertaining and with
lots of laughter.

A few months later Andraé was back to sing in
Grand Rapids. Again Gary was the emcee. After that concert,
fighting my shyness, I made my way down from the balcony all the
way to the front of the auditorium to say hello. Gary was
surrounded by friends and I waited my turn. I remember he asked if
I liked music and I got excited that someone was showing an
interest in my dreams.

But the real turning point came in August of
1978. Gary returned to sing at our church, Holland Assembly of God.
I recall at the time being struck with Gary's cool, comfortable
manner. Other professional singers I'd seen often looked ill at
ease in front of people. Gary was extremely at ease with an
audience. His singing had a laid-back, living room feel about it.
Other performers stayed up on the platform or stage. Gary was down
on the floor with the people, as if to say, “I'm part of you.” I
thought it was wonderful and I wanted to be like that.

It was while talking to him after the service
that day that Gary invited me to join him for coffee and discuss my
interest in music. We set a time the following Tuesday at Russ'
restaurant in Grand Haven.

I showed up early for the 10 a.m. meeting,
nervous as could be, wondering why Gary would want to talk to me. I
waited for four hours. He never showed up.

I really thought I had been suckered. Gary was
just being polite about wanting to meet with me. All the waitresses
were feeling sorry for me. They didn't know why I was there but
they'd come by and say, “Are you okay?”

“Sure, I'm fine,” I'd say, but inside I was
crushed.

Finally I just went home. I walked in the house
and Mom asked me, “How did it go?”

“Well, you know,” I said, “he didn't show
up.”

And mom was hurt for me. “That's too bad,” she
said.

I just said, “You live and learn,” and I got
ready to go to my job as a bag boy at Meijers Thrifty Acres.

That night Gary suddenly realized what he'd
forgotten and he called my mother. He apologized all over the place
to her.

He had forgotten our meeting because one of his
assistants, Eleanor Madson, was having back problems. Gary was
about to leave on one of his tours and Eleanor had chosen that day
to tell him she couldn't go. All of a sudden Gary was needing a
replacement. And he remembered and called my home.

I called him back the next day, a Wednesday, and
we made another appointment for Thursday morning. This time it was
at the Russ' restaurant in Holland. And he got there on time!

We talked for two and a half hours. He asked me
what I was doing and what I would like to be doing. At that time I
was one week away from going down to Lakeland, Florida, to enter
Southeastern Bible College. A going-away party with the youth group
from my church had been scheduled.

Gary said, “Have you ever thought about
traveling?”

“Yeah,” I said, “but how?”

Then he asked, “Would you be interested in
traveling with me?”

I said, “You've got to be kidding!”

“No, I'm asking you. I'm throwing this out to
you to see what you think.”

I told him I wanted to pray about it since I had
already made plans for school.

Later on I was to learn that during his previous
program at our church, the Lord had impressed him to ask me to
travel with him. But he didn't do it that night. On the way home
from that service he told Doug Hicks, his sound man, “That kid is
supposed to be traveling with us.”

Doug said, “Really? Did you ask him?”

Gary said, “No, but he's supposed to be
traveling with us.”

We continued to talk at the restaurant and I
told Gary I could sing as well as play the guitar and violin.

Gary said, “Hhmm. What are you doing tomorrow
night?”

“Nothing.”

“Well, why don't you come up to the house, bring
your guitar and audition?”

So Friday night I went to Gary's house in
Allendale. I sang a couple Dallas Holm tunes with my guitar. I
didn't even know about singing with tracks then.

And Gary said, “I'm very interested in having
you travel with us.” And


































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































~~~










Discover other titles by Rick Hoover at
Smashwords.com





cover.jpg
by Kenny Frontz as told to Rick Hoover





tmp_42841d0dffb878b54f15089f15d31dff_af8t8b_html_4d3e554b.jpg





tmp_42841d0dffb878b54f15089f15d31dff_af8t8b_html_23f6c8dc.jpg





