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In the last article we talked briefly about Rev. Ophoff’s labors in the congregation of 

Byron Center. If you recall what we wrote, you will also remember that our emphasis was upon 

the fact that Rev. Ophoff was particularly called by God to the work of professor in the Seminary 

of the Protestant Reformed Churches. It is to this aspect of Rev. Ophoff’s work that I wish to call 

the attention of our readers in this and subsequent articles. 

I had the distinct privilege of attending Seminary while Revs. Hoeksema and Ophoff 

were teaching. At about the time I started my college studies Rev. Hoeksema suffered a severe 

stroke. After the Lord brought to Rev. Hoeksema recovery from this stroke and after he resumed 

his labors in the Seminary, I and a few other students at college were 

fearful that by the time we arrived at the Seminary, Rev. Hoeksema would no longer be able to 

teach. The result was that we requested permission of the Theological School Committee to 

attend Rev. Hoeksema's Dogmatics classes so that we could have our Dogmatics with him even 

though we were not ready as yet for seminary work. This permission was granted, and we spent 

three years with Rev. Hoeksema in Dogmatics class before we entered the Seminary. It was 

during these years that we also, quite naturally, got to know Rev. Ophoff as a teacher— although 

we never took any formal classes with him until we actually entered Seminary. But the Lord 

preserved both Rev. Hoeksema and Rev. Ophoff, and we spent another three years under their 

instruction. 

The memories of these years are still very strong. Especially when we started Seminary, a 

year or two before the split of 1953, the Seminary was rather large and, in fact, had students from 

the German Reformed Churches and from the Netherlands. There were also several students 

from our own Churches, many of whom are with us no longer. Some were studying for the 

ministry; some were attending various classes although they had no intention of entering the 

ministry. 

Before we concentrate upon the labors of Rev. Ophoff, there are several general remarks 

which are worth making these remarks are mainly impressions which linger on over the years. 

The first impression which I had already in those years and which still continues is the 

impression of the immense dedication of these men. More than once the thought came to us that 

both these men could undoubtedly have been great men in the Christian Reformed Church had 

they stayed in that denomination and been willing to bend their consciences to swallow the 

poison of common grace. They could have been two of the outstanding preachers in those 

Churches. They could have, without doubt, been two of the greater theologians which that 

denomination produced. They could have occupied positions of leadership in denominational 

affairs. It is not impossible to imagine that sooner or later they could have taught in the 

Seminary. But they had refused to subscribe to doctrines which they knew to be contrary to the 

Word of God. The result was that they were sitting in the cold, dark, and often dank basement of 

First Church spending a great share of their time with a few students to teach them the Reformed 

faith and how to be ministers of the gospel. Even though we were few in number (later our 

numbers in Seminary were reduced to three or four, and there were times when there was only 

one student) these two men labored unceasingly to give us the very best they had. The question 

often arose; Why were two men who could have been so great, content to spend their time with a 

couple of students in such poorly equipped quarters? I think the question never occurred to them. 

They were completely content. And the fact that their place was, from every human viewpoint, 



so small, did not keep them from giving us the very best of Seminary educations. This was 

dedication of a very high degree, and the depth of their dedication left its mark upon us. 

The second impression which I have of those years was the impression of the patience of 

these men. They were patient with us—patient beyond the call of duty. We were fresh out of 
college. We had, as so many college students have, an exaggerated idea of our grasp of every 
conceivable intellectual problem. We were, in short, rather cocky. These men, on the other hand, 

had forgotten more than we ever knew. We would challenge their position in class, argue with 

them, debate their theology, question what they were teaching and not hesitate to express 

disagreement. It would have been somewhat natural if they had become extremely impatient and 

had laughed at our foolishness and ignorance. But they did not do this—not once, in my 

recollection. They enjoyed the arguments, entered vigorously into the debates, and encouraged 

us to ask all the questions we wanted to ask. They treated our problems seriously and tolerated 

our ignorance with amazing fortitude—although I suspect they must often have smiled behind 

their hands at our foolishness. 

The third impression which I have is the impression that our education was of the highest 

possible caliber. I cannot stress this strongly enough. It is true that, especially during the years of 

struggle which resulted in the split of 1953, these men were often preoccupied with many 

weighty matters. It is also true that school did not always operate on a regular basis because of 

the work these men had to do in Classis meetings and Synodical gatherings. It is also true that we 

were sent, in the years after the split, all over the country to preach—even during the school year. 

But the fact remains that our education was an excellent one. We had good courses. We had to 

study and study hard, often times on our own. 

But when I speak of a good education which we received, I mean especially that the 

education was based completely on Scripture and the Confessions. Both are true. I recall vividly 

that when we debated with our professors, they had all the patience in the world, but they 

insisted that all our arguments had to be based on Scripture and the Confessions. If we were 

called down in our debating it was only for what Rev. Hoeksema would laughingly call "our 

philosophizing.” 

They taught us that every argument had to be grounded in Scripture or it was not worth 

considering. They taught us a respect for the Confessions which remains to the present. They 

taught us in this way how to be ministers of the gospel. 

My fourth impression of school was that it was a time of great fun. We worked hard. We 

had to work hard. We could not do much else but squirm inwardly and outwardly when the 

paralyzing eyes of our professors would nail us to our seats for a lesson unprepared. But we had 

great times. It was in by school days that I learned that neither Rev. Hoeksema nor Rev. Ophoff 

were the cold and austere men they were pictured to be. They were hearty, fond of a good joke, 

could see the humorous side of things, were prepared to "let down their hair” with the students 

and could often laugh uproariously along with the rest of us. There was genuine camaraderie in 

school. They were pleasant years and times which can never be repeated. 

Rev. Ophoff’s classes were also a lot of fun. Often times however, they were a 

lot of fun for different reasons. Rev. Ophoff had absolutely no conception of time. If we did not 

ourselves take over the matter of beginning and ending classes, one class could have run through 

the whole morning without Rev. Ophoff being aware of it. One of the students once brought an 

alarm clock to school set to go off on the hour when the class was supposed to end. When Rev. 

Ophoff, startled by a loudly ringing buzzer, asked as to the source of the noise, a glib-tongued 

student talked him into the use on an alarm. This lasted for just two days, for Rev. Ophoff could 



not be time-bound. 

We had fun in his classes too because we thought we were always getting away with all 

sorts of things in his assignments. I say, we thought we were getting away with things, because 

to this day I am not sure. I sometimes suspect that he was more aware of what was going on than 

we gave him credit for. To cite but one illustration. Some of you may be aware of the fact that 

the Hebrew Bible uses dots for vowels and various other signs. When in our Hebrew quizzes we 

had a dot in the wrong place, we would often tell Rev. Ophoff that it was a fly speck, and he 

would give us credit for a right answer. But I suspect sometimes that he knew, but went along 

with our little joke enjoying his fooling of us more that we enjoyed our fooling of him. 

But his classes were also fun because we never knew what was going to happen at any 

given time. I recall the time that the opening of the day was delayed because Rev. Ophoff had 

come to school sucking on an immense jaw-breaker. The sucking grew in fury as the minutes 

sailed by and the jaw breaker failed to decrease in size. The look on Rev. Ophoff’s face grew 

increasingly puzzled, until, pulling the jaw-breaker from his mouth, he said in disgust: "No 

wonder it wouldn’t melt. The paper is still on it.” 

But we learned. A former student once said that Rev. Ophoff stayed longer at Mt. Sinai in 

Old Testament History class than the children of Israel. This was, no doubt, true. But we learned. 

And we grew. And we were, sometimes in spite of ourselves, being prepared for the ministry of 

the Word. 
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