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Chiming of the Hour
Welcome to Worship and Offertory

O Come, Emmanuel

O come, O come, Emmanuel,
And ransom captive Israel

That mourns in lowly exile here
Until the Son of God appear.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel
Shall come to thee, O Israel.

O come thou Dayspring, come and cheer
Oour spirits by thine advent here;
Disperse the gloomy clouds of night,
And death’s dark shadows put to flight.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel

Shall come to thee, O Israel.

O come, thou Key of David, come,
And open wide our heavenly home.
Make safe the way that leads on high,
And close the path to misery.
Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel

Shall come to thee, O Israel.

- 9% century Latin, translated

Comfort ye, from Messiah

Luke Baker, tenor

Comfort ye, my people, saith your God.
Speak ye comfortably to Jerusalem, and cry unto her

that her warfare is accomplished, that her iniquity is pardoned.

The voice of him that crieth in the wilderness,
Prepare ye the way of the Lord,

mabke straight in the desert a highway for our God.
- Isaiah 40:1-4

And the glory of the Lord, from Messiah

And the glory of the Lord shall be revealed,
and all flesh shall see it together,

for the mouth of the Lord hath spoken it.
- Isaiah 40:5

Zachary Golden
Ted Goshorn

Arr. Alice Parker (b. 1925)

Georg Frideric Handel (1685-1759)

Georg Frideric Handel




Heavenly Light

Sent from heaven, thy rays were given
on great and small to shine, O Light divine!
May each soul in sorrow’s night

see the heavenly light.

Thou blessing to all creation,

lead us to our salvation.

All those whose feet may falter,

lead unto the sacred altar!

O shine from above, divine light of love.
Show us the way unto our God, we pray.
Thou our beacon and guide shalt be.

Light divine, we praise thee.
- All night vigil, tr. Alice Mattullath

Thou Didst Leave Thy Throne

Thou didst leave thy throne and thy kingly crown
when thou camest to earth for me.

But in Bethlehem’s home was there found no room
for thy holy nativity.

Heaven’s arches rang when the angels sang
proclaiming thy royal degree.

But of lowly birth didst thou come to earth
In great humility.

O come to my heart, Lord Jesus,

There is room in my heart for thee.
- E. S. Elliot

The First Nowell
Please join to sing this familiar carol:

The first Nowell the angel did say

Was to certain poor shepherds in fields as they lay;
In fields where they lay, keeping their sheep,

On a cold winter’s night that was so deep:

Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, Nowell,

Born is the King of Israel!

Then let us all with one accord

Sing praises to our heavenly Lord,

That hath made heaven and earth of naught,
And with his blood mankind hath bought:
Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, Nowell,

Born is the King of Israel!

Alexander Kopylov (1854-1911)

Terre Johnson (b. 1959)

Arr. David Willcocks (1919-2015)




Magnificat

My soul doth magnify the Lord,

and my spirit hath rejoiced in God, my Savior.

For he hath regarded the lowliness of his handmaiden.

For behold, from henceforth all generations shall call me blessed.
For he that is mighty hath magnified me, and holy is his name.

And his mercy is on them that fear him throughout all generations.

He hath showed strength with his mighty arm,

he hath scattered the proud in the imaginations of their hearts.
He hath put down the mighty from their seat,

and hath exalted the humble and the meek.

He hath filled the hungry with good things,

and the rich he hath sent empty away.

He remembering his mercy hath holpen his servant Israel,

as he promised to our forefathers,

to Abraham and his seed for ever.
- Luke 1:46-55

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son,

and to the Holy Ghost;

as it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be,
world without end. Amen.

Hark! The Herald Angels Sing

Please join to sing this familiar carol:

Hark! the herald angels sing
Glory to the newborn King;
Peace on earth and mercy mild,
God and sinners reconciled:
Joyful all ye nations rise.

Join the triumph of the skies,
With th’angelic host proclaim,
Christ is born in Bethlehem.
Hark! the herald angels sing
Glory to the newborn King.

Hail the heav'n-born Prince of Peace!
Hail the Sun of Righteousness!

Light and life to all he brings,

Risen with healing in his wings:
Mild he lays his glory by,

Born that man no more may die.
Born to raise the sons of earth.

Born to give them second birth.
Hark! the herald angels sing

Glory to the newborn King.
- Charles Wesley et al.

Terre Johnson

Arr. David Willcocks




He Shall Feed His Flock, from Messiah Georg Frideric Handel (1685-1759)

Deanna Weber, mezzo-soprano; Katie Trotter, soprano

He shall feed his flock like a shepherd;
and he shall gather the lambs with his arm,
and carry them in his bosom,

and gently lead those that are with young.
- Isaiah 40:11

Come unto him, all ye that labor,

come unto him that are heavy laden,

and he will give you rest.

Take his yoke upon you, and learn of him,
for he is meek and lowly of heart,

and ye shall find rest unto your souls.
- Matthew 11:28-29

Carol of the Holy Family Terre Johnson

What can I give you, my firstborn, my treasure?
What can I give you, my darling, my love?

I'll use my voice to lullaby softly,

singing at bedtime and laughing at dawn.
What can I give you, my firstborn, my treasure’
Laughter and singing, my darling, my love.

What can I give you, my firstborn, my treasure?
What can [ give you, my darling, my son?

I'll use my hands to provide for your nurture,
working till bedtime and rocking till dawn.
What can [ give you, my firstborn, my treasure?

Loving provision, my darling, my son.

You can rely on our loving and caring,

we will provide all you need to grow strong;

for soon you will grow up and need us no longer,
once in our care, you'll soon care for us all.

What can we give you, firstborn of creation?
What can we give you, whose birth brings us life?
We'll use our voices to tell of your glory;

We'll use our hands to give bread to the poor.
We'll give our hearts, you can live here inside us;

always our treasure, our Savior, our love.

- Terre Johnson




Coventry Carol

Lully, lullay, thou little tiny child,
Bye bye, lully, lullay.

O sisters too, how may we do

for to preserve this day

this poor youngling, for whom we do sing
“Bye bye, lully, lullay?”

Herod the king, in his raging,
charged he hath this day

his men of might in his own sight
all young children to slay.

That woe is me, poor child, for thee
and ever mourn and may

for thy parting neither say nor sing,
“Bye bye, lully, lullay.”

Lully, lullay, thou little tiny child,
Bye bye, lully, lullay.

- from the Pageant of the Shearmen and Tailors, Coventry

The Shepherd’s Farewell, from L’Enfance du Christ

Thou must leave thy lowly dwelling,
the humble crib, the stable bare.
Babe, all mortal babes excelling,
content our earthly lot to share.
Loving father, Loving mother,
shelter thee with tender care!

Blessed Jesus, we implore thee
with humble love and holy fear.
In the land that lies before thee,
forget not us who linger here!
May the shepherd's lowly calling,
ever to thy heart be dear!

Blest are ye beyond all measure,
thou happy father, mother mild!
Guard ye well your heav'nly treasure,
the Prince of Peace, The Holy Child!
God go with you, God protect you,

guide you safely through the wild!
- tr. Paul England

16™ Century Carol, anon.

Hector Berlioz (1803-1869)




Adeste Fideles
Sung in Latin, English translation:

O come, all ye faithful,

joyful and triumphant!

O come ye, O come ye to Bethlehem;
Come and behold him,

born the King of Angels:

O come, let us adore him,

O come, let us adore him,

O come, let us adore him, Christ the Lord!

True God from true God,

Light of light eternal,

Lo, he abhors not the virgin’s womb.

Very God, begotten not created!

O come, let us adore him,

O come, let us adore him,

O come, let us adore him, Christ the Lord!

Sing, choirs of angels!

Sing in exultation!

Sing, all ye citizens of heaven above!

Glory to God in the highest!

O come, let us adore him,

O come, let us adore him,

O come, let us adore him, Christ the Lord!

Please join to sing the familiar final stanza:

Yea, Lord, we greet thee,
born this happy morning;
Jesus, to thee be glory given!
Word of the Father,

now in flesh appearing!

O come, let us adore him,
O come, let us adore him,

O come, let us adore him, Christ the Lord.

- Latin hymn, tr. Frederick Oakeley (1802-1880)

Benediction

Arr. Alice Parker

Ted Goshorn
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