
Carols by Candlelight
   Prelude Music

Wachet auf, ruft uns die Stimme, BWV 645                     J. S. Bach
Nun komm, der Heiden Heiland, BWV 659                     J. S. Bach

   Invocation and Welcome                                     Rev. Lou Ann Sellers

ADVENT

   I Wanna Be Ready                                          arr. James Miller
I wanna be ready to put on my long, white robe.  I would not be a sinner, 
I’ll tell you the reason why, ‘cause if my Lord should call on me, Lord, 

I wouldn’t be ready to die.  I would not be a gambler, I’ll tell you the reason why, 
‘cause if my Lord should call on me, Lord, I wouldn’t be ready to die.

Dee Hamner, tenor
Sanctuary Choir

   Advent                                                            Danny Potts

   Comfort Ye My People             Dan Locklair
Comfort ye my people, speak ye peace, thus saith our God;

comfort those who sit in darkness mourning ‘neath their sorrow’s load.  

Speak ye to Jerusalem of the peace that waits for them;
tell her that her sins I cover, and her warfare now is over.  

Hark! The voice of one that crieth in the desert far and near, 
calling us to new repentance since the kingdom now is here.  

Oh, that warning cry obey! Now prepare for God a way; 
let the valleys rise to meet him, and the hills bow down to greet him.  

Make ye straight what long was crooked, make the rougher places plain;
let your hearts be true and humble, as befits his holy reign.  

For the glory of the Lord now o’er earth is shed abroad;
and all flesh shall see the token that the word is never broken.

* CONGREGATIONAL HYMN 93    
 Lift Up Your Heads, Ye Mighty Gates              TRURO

   Advent Fantasy                                                           arr. Judy Phillips
Carillon Handbell Choir

   Savior of the Nations, Come                                    harm. Sethus Calvisius

    
       

   The Birth of Wonder                                            Madeleine L’Engle

* CONGREGATIONAL HYMN 84               
 Creator of the Stars of Night             CONDITOR ALME SIDERUM

   Ave, Ave, the Angel Sang                                               Robert Lau
O lowly maiden, O blessed woman, you have been chosen

to bring us the king.  Peace be with you, O fairest holy one, 
Mary, mother, child of God.  

 [Refrain] Ave, ave, ave Maria.  Ave, ave the angel sang.  
Fair one so gentle, filled with the Spirit, you will bear Jesus,

the savior for all.  Don’t be afraid now, God’s love surrounds you,
Mary, mother, child of God.  [Refrain]

What will you call him, O lovely maiden? Rulers and nations
will bow at his name.  Let all creation give thanks for the holy one: 

Jesus, Savior, child of God.  [Refrain]

CHRISTMAS

   A Child Is Born in Bethlehem                                          Philip Stopford
A child is born in Bethlehem, Alleluia. 

And joy is in Jerusalem, Alleluia.

Rejoice, rejoice, sing high, sing low, Alleluia.  
Benedicamus Domino (Bless the Lord), Alleluia.  

To thee, O Lord, be glory paid, Alleluia.
Thou Son of Mary, Mother maid, Alleluia.

To Holy Trinity give praise, Alleluia.
With Deo gracias (thanks be to God) always, Alleluia!

   Boy-Child of Mary                    Malawi melody, arr. Austin C. Lovelace
Boy-Child of Mary, born in a stable, 
a manger his cradle in Bethlehem.  

What shall we call him, Savior of all, 
what name is given in Bethlehem?  

His name is Jesus, God ever with us, 
God-given for us in Bethlehem.  

How can he save us? How can he help us? 
Born here among us in Bethlehem.  
Gift of the Father to human mother, 

makes him our brother of Bethlehem.  
One with the Father, he is our Savior, 

heavenly brother of Bethlehem.  
Gladly we praise him, love and adore him, 

give ourselves to him, of Bethlehem.
Kathryn Grace Dockery, Jessica Santoro, Dee Hamner 

Trio
Michael Walker, drum

   Gabriel’s Message                                            arr. Stephen Paulus
The angel Gabriel from heaven came,

His wings as drifted snow, his eyes as flame.
“All hail!” said he, “thou lowly maiden Mary,

Most highly favored lady.” Gloria!

“For know a blessed mother thou shalt be,
All generations laud and honor thee,

Thy Son shall be Emanuel, by seers foretold
Most highly favored lady.” Gloria!

Then gentle Mary meekly bowed her head,
“To me be as it pleaseth God,” she said,

“My soul shall laud and magnify his holy name.”
Most highly favored lady. Gloria!

Of her, Emmanuel, the Christ was born,
In Bethlehem, all on a Christmas morn,

And Christian folk throughout the world will ever say -
“Most highly favored lady.” Gloria!

   Love Alone                                              Danny Potts

   The First Noel                                                                       arr. Jason W. Krug
Carillon Handbell Choir

Pine-sap sharp
and soft as candle glow,
something newly comes.
Alighting.  Emerging.
Falling. Rising.
Filling.

Focal point of Heaven.
A laser burning hay.
Incense wafting.
Hearthside warming.

Earth again draws breath.
Hands and hearts are tethered.
A fisher’s net unfurls.

Love is caught and served.
Each Gift-filled guest leaves, 
singing, “Alleluia.”

Savior of the nations, come;
virgin’s son, make here your home.
Marvel now, O heav’n and earth,
that the Lord chose such a birth.

From God’s heart the Savior speeds; 
back to God his pathway leads;
out to vanquish death’s command, 
back to reign at God’s right hand.

Now your manger, shining bright, 
hallows night with newborn light.  
Night cannot this light subdue; 
let our faith shine ever new.

Praise we sing to Christ the Lord,
Virgin’s son, incarnate Word! 
To the holy Trinity
praise we sing eternally. 

As I grow older 
I get surer 
Man’s heart is colder, 
His life no purer.  
As I grow steadily 
More austere 
I come less readily 
To Christmas each year.  
I can’t keep taking 
Without a thought 
Forced merrymaking 

And presents bought 
In crowds jostling.  
Alas, there’s naught 
In empty wassailing 
Where oblivion’s 
sought.  
Oh, I’d be waiting 
With quiet fasting 
Anticipating 
A joy more lasting.  
And so I rhyme 

With no apology 
During this time of 
eschatology: 
Judgment and warning 
Come like thunder.  
But now is the hour 
When I remember 
An infant’s power 
On a cold December.  
Midnight is dawning 
And the birth of wonder.

Through the purple pall of night, 
silent as a cloud, 
carnate came the Light of Light 
swaddled in a shroud.

Hotly in a cloak of flesh, 
Heaven’s fire did glow, 
Soil and Spirit to enmesh, 
Life in death, bestow.

Kindled, rose a hope-filled flame 
for the humble poor.  
Summer to their winter came 
through a stable door.  

Led by Light from ages past, 
futures yet unknown, 
every heart may claim at last 
Love, its gift, alone.
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   It Is as If Infancy Were the Whole of Incarnation                         Luci Shaw
This time of the year 
the new-born child 
is everywhere, 
planted in madonnas’ arms, 
hay mows, stables, 
in palaces or farms, 
or quaintly, under snowed gables, 
gothic angular or baroque plump, 
naked or elaborately swathed, 
encircled by Della Robbia wreaths, 
garnished with whimsical 
partridges and pears, 
drummers and drums, 
lit by oversize stars, 
partnered with lambs, 
peace doves, sugar plums, 
bells, plastic camels in sets of three, 
as if these were what we needed 
for eternity.    

But Jesus the Man is not to be seen.
There are some who are wary, these days, 
of beards and sandalled feet.  
Yet if we celebrate, let it be 
that He 
has invaded our lives with purpose, 
striding over our picturesque traditions, 
our shallow sentiment, 
overturning our cash registers, 
wielding His peace like a sword, 
rescuing us into reality, 
demanding much more 
than the milk and the softness 
and the mother warmth 
of the baby in the storefront crèche, 
(only the Man would ask 
all, of each of us) 
reaching out 
always, urgently, with strong 
effective love 
(only the Man would give 
His life and live 
again for love of us). 

Oh come, let us adore Him – 
Christ - the Lord.

* CONGREGATIONAL HYMN 133                    
 O Come, All Ye Faithful                                       ADESTE FIDELES

   Postlude                         
 In Dulci Jubilo, BWV 729

Music Staff


