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A Festival of Lessons and Carols 
 

December 24, 2008  7:30 p.m. 
 

 
 

 A Coventry Carol arr. Kevin McChesney 
Johnson Memorial Handbells, Feiner Memorial Handchimes 

 
WELCOME 
 
PRELUDE  Noël      Jean-François Dandrieu 
 
BIDDING PRAYER AND LORD’S PRAYER (“debts”) 
 
LIGHTING OF THE CHRIST CANDLE   Ron, Mary , David, and Kathryn Gregg 
  Sara (Gregg), Jim, and Colin Barnes 
 
HYMN  Once in royal David’s city IRBY 
  Music: H.J. Gauntlett 
  v.4 arr. Joel Hastings 
       Solo:    Once in royal David’s city stood a lowly cattle shed, 

 Where a mother laid her baby in a manger for his bed: 
 Mary was that mother mild, Jesus Christ her little child. 

Choir: He came down to earth from heaven who is God and Lord of all, 
 And his shelter was a stable, and his cradle was a stall, 
 With the poor and mean and lowly, lived on earth our Savior holy. 

*All: For he is our childhood’s pattern, day by day like us he grew,                   
 He was little, weak, and helpless, tears and smiles like us he knew:               
 And he feeleth for our sadness, and he shareth in our gladness.                        

 And our eyes at last shall see him, through his own redeeming love, 
 For that child so dear and gentle is our Lord in heaven above; 
 And he leads his children on to the place where he is gone. 
       C.F . Alexander 

 
FIRST LESSON Isaiah ix Julien Heidt 
 Christ’s birth and kingdom are foretold by Isaiah 
 
* If you are able, please stand 

 

Poinsettias have been given by         in honor of 

Annabel Erskine Children and Grandchildren 

Megan Hudson, Lucy and Anna Nada O. Hudson 

David Robbins Joyce Arnn 

Jackie Gray , Madeline Strange, Andrea Juchartz & 

      Christopher, Elizabeth and Charlotte Durham Conrad and Mervyn Juchartz 

Lynn Suits Brandon Straub & the Choir 

 

Poinsettias have been given by in memory of 

The Alaniz Family Friends and family no longer with us 

Katherine Becker Carl & Helen Becker and Emory & Louise Eley 

Dorella and Dale Bond Dorothy and Howard Henthorne 

David, Peggy & Jonathan Cave Laura Cave 

The Doman Family Carl and Christine Doman 

The Duke Family Blake Freeman 

Joan Farrell Ruth Harris 

Leslie and Doris George Guy & Anna Marie George and William & Edna Sweet 

Megan Hudson, Lucy and Anna James K. Hudson 

Beverly Inbody Orrin and Doris Inbody 

Johanna Johnson Robert Johnson 

The Kidd Family Robert Kidd, Helen Powers and Alice Silverthorn 

Isabelle Louis & Family Larry Louis 

Iris Martin All My Loved Ones 

Dot and John Reed John Mark Reed and Randolph Forbes Reed 

Omer Robbins, Jr. Elsie Robbins 

Nancy Rushton George and Velda Sanders 

Thomas Scott Marie Johnson Scott and Robert P . Scott 

Lynn Suits Joe Suits 

 
** Please take your poinsettias home after the service. ** 



 
 
 

Announcements:  
 
Childcare is available on the third floor for infants through age 5.  Older children are invited 
to take an activity packet, available at the entrances. 
 
Please turn off all cell phones and pagers.  
 
Donations for the Retired Ministers and Missionaries Offering 2008 will continue to be    
received throughout the month of December.  Envelopes are available in the pews, and      
offering plates are near the exit doors.  Please give generously .  
 
Please join us on Sunday mornings for our 10:00 Worship Service.  
 
 
 

 
Special thanks to 

 

The Sanctuary Choir  
Johnson Memorial Handbells, Feiner Memorial Handchimes 

Soloists:  Sam Kidd, Bonnie Kidd, Aleta Luesse, Lucy Thompson, Esther Floyd,  
Jamie Dahmer, Bob Douglas, John Hummel, Bob Kidd 

Flutist:  Charise Hastings  
Readers:  Julien Heidt, Dave Kerschbaum, Stacey Simpson Duke, Bill Foster,  

Peggy Cave, Janet Tarry and Paul Simpson Duke 
Acolytes:  Marissa Alaniz and Anne Barron 
Ushers:  Mary Davis and Annabel Erskine 

Sanctuary Decorations:  Carey Mack and the Youth, David Robbins, Joyce Arnn, 
John Reed, Gregg & Merilee Magnuson 

Sextons:  Kristine Chong, Adam Dolson, Hillary Greig, Becky Miller 
Sound:  Matthew Kirchner 

CAROL I saw three ships  Traditional English 
  arr. Andrew Carter 

 

I saw three ships come sailing in, And all the bells on earth shall ring, 
On Christmas Day in the morning. On Christmas Day in the morning. 
 

And what was in those ships all three? And all the angels in heav’n shall sing, 
On Christmas Day in the morning. On Christmas Day in the morning. 
 

Our Saviour Christ and his lady , And all the souls on earth shall sing, 
On Christmas Day in the morning. On Christmas Day in the morning. 
 

Pray , whither sailed those ships all three? Then let us all rejoice amain! 
On Christmas Day in the morning. On Christmas Day in the morning. 
 

O, they sailed into Bethlehem, 
On Christmas Day in the morning. 
    

*HYMN  O come, all ye faithful ADESTE FIDELES 
   J.F. Wade 

O come, all ye faithful, joyful and triumphant, arr. David Willcocks  
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! 
 
God of God, Light of Light, 
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! 
 
See how the shepherds, summoned to his cradle, 
Leaving their flocks, draw nigh with lovely fear; 
We too will thither bend our joyful footsteps: 
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 heav’n 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! 
 

 (continued) 



 
Yea, Lord, we greet thee, born this happy morning, 
Jesu, to thee be glory giv’n; 
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!  J.F. Wade 
 

SECOND LESSON   Isaiah xi Dave Kerschbaum 
 The peace that Christ will bring is foretold 
 
CAROL  In dulci jubilo     Old German Carol 
  arr. R.L. Pearsall  

 
In dulci jubilo (In sweet rejoicing) O Patris caritas, (O love of the Father!) 
Let us our homage shew; O Nati lenitas!  (O gentleness of the one 
        who is born!) 
Our heart’s joy reclineth Deeply were we stained 
In praesepio (In the manger) Per nostra crimina; (Through our sins) 
And like a bright star shineth But thou hast for us gained 
Matris in gremio. (In his mother’s lap.) Coelorum gaudia. (The joys of the heavens.) 
Alpha es et O, (Y ou are the Alpha and Omega.) O that we were there, 
Alpha es et O! (Y ou are the Alpha and Omega!) O that we were there! 
 
O Jesu parvule!  (O infant Jesus!) Ubi sunt gaudia, where,  (Where are joys,) 
I yearn for thee alway! If that they be not there? 
Hear me, I beseech thee, There are angels singing, 
O Puer optime!  (O best of boys!) Nova cantica, (New songs,) 
My prayer let it reach thee, There the bells are ringing 
Princeps gloriae!  (Prince of glory!) In Regis curia: (In the courts of the King) 
T rahe me post te, (Draw me after you,) O that we were there, 
T rahe me post te! (Draw me after you!) O that we were there! 

   
THIRD LESSON   St Luke i Stacey Simpson Duke 
 The angel Gabriel salutes the Blessed Virgin Mary 
 
CAROL Noël nouvelet  Traditional French 
  arr. Stephen Jackson 
 

‘Noël Nouvelet,’ we sing a newborn King. 
With our earthly song the firmament shall ring. 
See how the love of God such joy doth bring. 
‘Noël Nouvelet’ for Christ the newborn King. 
 

‘Shepherds from the fields, let gladness fill your mind. 
Go to Bethlehem, the Lamb of God to find!’ 
 

*COLLECT (IN UNISON) 
 

O God, who makes us glad with the yearly expectation of your coming,  
grant that we, who with joy receive your only Son as our Redeemer,  
may without fear behold him when he shall come to be our Judge, 
even your Son our Lord Jesus Christ, who lives and reigns with you  
and the Holy Spirit, one God, world without end. Amen. 

 
*HYMN  Hark! the herald angels sing MENDELSSOHN 
  Felix Mendelssohn 
  arr. David Willcocks 

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. 
 
Christ, by highest heav’n adored, Christ, the everlasting Lord, 
Late in time behold him come offspring of a virgin’s womb: 
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see, hail th’incarnate Deity! 
Pleased as man with man to dwell, Jesus, our Emmanuel.  
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, ris’n 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 

 
BLESSING 
 
POSTLUDE Finale from Symphony VI   Charles-Marie Widor 
 
 



For incense, smoke of battle red, 
Myrrh for the honored happy dead; 
Gifts for His children, terrible and sweet, 
T ouched by such tiny hands and oh such tiny feet. Frances Chesterton 

 
SEVENTH LESSON   St John i Paul Simpson Duke 
 St John unfolds the great mystery 
 
CAROL  There is no rose of such virtue Stephen Caracciolo 
 

There is no rose of such virtue Leave we all this worldly mirth, 
As in the rose that bare Jesu. And follow we this joyful birth. 
Alleluia. (alleluia) T ranseamus.  (let us go) 
 

For in this rose contained was  There is no rose of such virtue 
Heav’n and earth in little space, As in the rose that bare Jesu. 
Resmiranda.  (marvelous thing) Gaudeamus.  (let us rejoice) 
 

By that rose we may well see 
There be one God in persons three, 
Pares forma.  (equal in form) Anonymous, ca. 1420 

 
*HYMN   Silent night, holy night  STILLE NACHT 
  Franz Gruber 

Silent night, holy night, all is calm, all is bright 
Round yon virgin mother and child. 
Holy infant, so tender and mild, 
Sleep in heavenly peace, sleep in heavenly peace. 
 

Silent night, holy night, shepherds quake at the sight; 
Glories stream from heaven afar, 
Heavenly hosts sing Alleluia! 
Christ the Savior is born, Christ the Savior is born! 
 

Silent night, holy night, Son of God, love’s pure light; 
Radiant beams from thy holy face, 
With the dawn of redeeming grace, 
Jesus, Lord, at thy birth, Jesus, Lord, at thy birth. 
 

Silent night, holy night, wondrous star, lend thy light; 
With the angels let us sing, 
Alleluia to our King; 
Christ the Savior is born, Christ the Savior is born! Joseph Mohr 

 

 

Lo, from the sky the angel voices sing 
‘Noël Nouvelet’ for Christ the newborn King. 
 

Thus they left their sheep, and to the stable bare 
Came with haste and found Joseph and Mary there. 
With them they marveled at this holy thing: 
‘Noël Nouvelet’ for Christ the newborn King. 
 

Soon the three wise men, who by a star were led, 
Journeyed from the East, and at the lowly bed 
Each bowed the knee and made an offering; 
‘Noël Nouvelet’ for Christ the newborn King. 
 

T ake my heart, Lord Jesus, who for me wast was slain, 
Thou who on the Cross hast borne my grief and pain, 
Bringing me healing through Thy suffering, 
‘Noël Nouvelet’ for Christ the newborn King.   

 
*HYMN  It came upon a midnight clear CAROL 
  Richard Storrs Willis 
  arr. Brandon Straub 
 

All:  It came upon a midnight clear, that glorious song of old, 
 From angels bending near the earth to touch their harps of gold: 
 “Peace on the earth, good will to men, from heaven’s all-gracious King.” 
 The world in solemn stillness lay to hear the angels sing. 
 
Choir: Still through the cloven skies they come with peaceful wings unfurled, 
 And still their heavenly music floats o’er all the weary world; 
 Above its sad and lowly plains they bend on hovering wing, 
 And ever o’er its Babel-sounds, the blessed angels sing. 
 
All: Yet with the woes of sin and strife the world has suffered long; 
 Beneath the heavenly hymn have rolled two thousand years of wrong; 
 And warring humankind hears not the tidings which they bring; 
 O hush the noise and cease your strife and hear the angels sing! 
 
 For lo! the days are hastening on, by prophets seen of old, 

When with the ever-circling years shall come the time foretold, 
When peace shall over all the earth its ancient splendors fling, 
And all the world give back the song which now the angels sing. 
 

 Edmund H. Sears 
  

FOURTH LESSON   St Matthew i Bill Foster 
 St Matthew tells of the birth of Jesus 
 



CAROL   What sweeter music  John Rutter 
 

What sweeter music can we bring 
Than a carol, for to sing 
The birth of this our heav’nly King? 
Awake the voice! Awake the string! 
Dark and dull night, fly hence away , 
And give the honour to this day 
That sees December turn’d to May . 
 

Why does the chilling winter’s morn 
Smile, like a field beset with corn? 
Or smell like a meadow newly shorn 
Thus on the sudden? Come and see 
The cause, why things thus fragrant be: 
‘Tis he is born, whose quick’ning birth 
Gives life and luster, public mirth, 
T o heaven and the under-earth. 
 

We see him come, and know him ours, 
Who, with his sunshine and his show’rs, 
T urns the patient ground to flow’rs. 
The darling of the world is come, 
And fit it is, we find a room 
T o welcome him. 
 

The nobler part of all the house, is the heart, 
Which we will give him; and bequeath 
This holly , and this ivy wreath, 
T o do him honour; who’s our King, 
And Lord of all this reveling. Robert Herrick  

 
FIFTH LESSON   St Luke ii Peggy Cave 
 St Luke tells of the birth of Jesus 
 
CAROL Ding dong! merrily on high            16th-century French melody 
  arr. Charles Wood  

Ding dong! merrily on high in heav’n the bells are ringing; 
Ding dong! verily the sky is riv’n with angel singing. 
Gloria, Hosanna in excelsis! 
 

E’en so here below, below, let steeple bells be swungen, 
And io, io, io, by priest and people sungen. 
Gloria, Hosanna in excelsis! 
 

Pray you, dutifully prime your matin chime, ye ringers; 
May you beautifully rime your evetime song, ye singers. 
Gloria, Hosanna in excelsis! G.R. Woodward 

*HYMN Joy to the world ANTIOCH 
  G.F . Handel 

Joy to the world, the Lord is come!  arr. Joel Hastings 
Let earth receive her King; 
Let every heart prepare him room, 
And heaven and nature sing, and heaven and nature sing, 
And heaven, and heaven, and nature sing. 
 
Joy to the world, the Savior reigns! 
Let all their songs employ; 
While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and plains, 
Repeat the sounding joy , repeat the sounding joy , 
Repeat, repeat the sounding joy . 
 
No more let sin and sorrows grow, 
Nor thorns infest the ground; 
He comes to make his blessings flow 
Far as the curse is found, far as the curse is found, 
Far as, far as the curse is found. 
 
He rules the world with truth and grace, 
And makes the nations prove 
The glories of his righteousness, 
And wonders of his love, and wonders of his love, 
And wonders, wonders of his love. Isaac Watts 

 
SIXTH LESSON   St Matthew ii Janet Tarry 
 The Wise Men are led by the star to Jesus 
 
CAROL   Here is the little door   Herbert Howells 
 

Here is the little door, lift up the latch, oh lift! 
We need not wander more but enter in with our gift; 
Our gift of finest gold, 
Gold that was never bought nor sold; 
Myrrh to be strewn about His bed; 
Incense in clouds about His head; 
All for the Child that stirs not in His sleep, 
But holy slumber holds with ass and sheep. 
Bend low about His bed, for each has a gift; 
See how His eyes awake, lift up your hands, o lift! 
For gold, He gives a keen-edged sword 
(Defend with it Thy little Lord!) 


