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* “In the Silence”................................................................. Craig Courtney 
Jay Kroeker, Flute     Ashton Brown, Wind Chimes 

 
* “Who But the Lord?” ........................................................ Craig Courtney 
 
“The Joy of Mary” ..................................................................... Don Neuen 
 
“How Far is it to Bethlehem?” ..................................... David M. Cherwien 
 
“Lo, How a Rose E’er Blooming” ............................ Arr. by Howard Helvey 

Christa Speed, Cello 
 

“Silent Night” ........................................ Franz Gruber/Ruth Elaine Schram 
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* “The Hands That First Held Mary’s Child” ............................. Dan Forrest 

Christa Speed, Cello 
 

* “What Strangers Are These?” ............................................... Dan Forrest 
Jay Kroeker, Guitar 

 
“Christmas Hymn (While by My Sheep)” .................... Arr. by Hugo Jungst 
 
“Gloria in Excelsis” ............................................................. Antonio Vivaldi 
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Have you ever in the silence, wondered at his birth, or how the Son of God was born, 
a child upon the earth?  Have you ever thought of Him at rest upon the hay, smiling 
at the faces of the creatures that He made? 
 
Have you ever, in the silence, wondered at the sight of shepherds watching in the 
fields upon a starlit night?  Have you ever thought it strange they left their sheep and 
ran to a stall in Bethlehem to kneel before a Lamb? 
 
Have you ever, in the silence, wondered at the thought of how it came to pass the 
Wise Men chose the gifts they brought?  Frankincense for holy ones, and gold for 
kings, but myrrh?  Why a gift for tombs they brought on this the Savior’s birth? 
Have you ever, in the silence? 

 

O come, Thou bright and morning star 
And bring us comfort from afar. 
Dispel the shadows of the night and turn our darkness into light. 
 
Who but the Lord can give the shadows light, 
Can break into the dark, draw morning from the night? 
Who but the Lord will hear our cry and answer, “Here am I”? 
 
Who but the Lord makes blinded eyes to see, 
Brings music to the deaf, sets the lonely captive free? 
Who but the Lord will by His glory show the paths of peace? Who but the Lord? 
 
O shine on us the brightness of Your face, 
To earth’s remotest end, ev’ry people, ev’ry race. 
O shine on us until to each is shown Your saving grace. 
O shine on us, O shine. 
Who but the Lord can give the shadows light?  None but the Lord. 
 

The hands that first held Mary’s child were hard from working wood. 
From boards they sawed and planed and filed and splinters they withstood.   
This day they gripped no tool of steel, they drove no iron nail, 
But cradled from the head to heel our Lord, newborn and frail. 
 
When Joseph marveled at the size of that small breathing frame, 
And gazed upon those bright new eyes and spoke the infant’s name 
The angel’s words he once had dreamed poured down from heaven’s height, 
And like the host of stars that beamed blessed earth with welcome light. 



 
“This child shall be Emmanuel, no God upon the throne, 
But God with us, Emmanuel, as close as blood and bone.” 
The tiny form in Joseph’s palms confirmed what he had heard, 
And from his heart rose hymns and psalms for heaven’s human word. 
 
The tools that Joseph laid aside a mob would later lift 
And use with anger, fear, and pride to crucify God’s gift. 
Let us, O Lord, not only hold the child who’s born today, 
But charged with faith may we behold to follow in His way. 

 

What strangers are these that wander through the town?  Hush ‘tis Joseph and 
weary Mary.  
And what does he seek so hopeless and in vain?  He is seeking shelter for Mary. 
For she is the blest and chosen of the Lord, who will bear to us a goodly king. 
And who is this king of whom ye proudly sing?  Know ye not the Christ, Jesus the 
Savior. 
 
What wee child is this that in a manger lies?  Hush, ‘tis Jesus Christ, Son of Mary. 
Say what fair maid is this whose joy is mixed with awe?  O ‘tis Mary mother of Jesus. 
O these are the shepherds and these the magi kings who have brought Him gold 
and myrrh. 
But why kneel in homage here before a babe?  They adore their King, Jesus the 
Savior. 
 
Who are these that march from death into life?  These are they who love Jesus the 
Christ Child.  
And how do they triumph o’er the gates of hell?  Through the grace of Him, Jesus 
the Savior. 
He is born to redeem mankind from sin and strife.  To bring peace, joy, love and 
brotherhood. 
O where shall I find him?  Where shall I see?  He is here and now, Jesus your Savior. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 


