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It is requested that there be no applause at any point in this program. The audience is invited
to join with the chorus in singing the first, the last and all other selections marked with an
asterisk, and requested to remain seated during the processional and recessional.

PRELUDE

Advent Chorale “Come, Savior of the Nations, Come”
J.S. Bach

PROCESSIONAL

Hail to the Lord’s Anointed
Old English

Hail to the Lord’s Anointed,
Great David’s greater Son!
Hail in the time appointed,
His reign on earth begun.
He comes to break oppression,
To set the captive free;
To take away transgression,
And rule in equity.

He shall come down like showers
Upon the fruitful earth,
And love, joy, hope, like flowers
Spring in His path to birth;
Before Him on the mountains
Shall peace, the herald, go;
And righteousness in fountains
From hill to valley flow.

He comes with succor speedy
To those who suffer wrong,
To help the poor and needy,
And bid the weak be strong;
To give them songs for sighing,
Their darkness turns to light,
Whose souls condemned and dying,
Are precious in His sight.

O’er every foe victorious
He on His throne shall rest;
From age to age more glorious,
All blessing and all blest;
The tide of time shall never
His covenant remove;
His name shall stand forever,
His changeless name of Love.

O COme emmanuel
arr. Alice Parker
O come, O come Emmanuel,
And ransom captive Israel
That mourns in lonely exile here
Until the Son of God appear.

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 high.

O come, Thou Day-spring, come and cheer;
Our spirits by Thine advent here;
Disperse the gloomy clouds of night.
And death’s dark shadows put to flight.

Refrain:
Rejoice! Rejoice, Emmanuel
Shall come to thee, O Israel.

WelCOme, Yule!
Charles Herbert Hastings Parry
Welcome be thou Heavenly King,
Welcome born on this morning.
Welcome for whom we shall sing,
Welcome Yule.

Welcome be ye good New Year,
Welcome Twelfth day both in fere,
Welcome saints loved and dear,
Welcome Yule.

Welcome be ye Steven and John,
Welcome Innocents every one,
Welcome Thomas Martyr one,
Welcome Yule.

Welcome be ye Candlemas
Welcome be ye Queen of Bliss,
Welcome both to more and less,
Welcome Yule.

Welcome be ye that are here,
Welcome all, and make good cheer,
Welcome all another year,
Welcome Yule.

Sir ChriStémaS
William Mathias
Nowell.
Who is there that singeth so?
I am here, Sir Christèmas!
Welcome, my lord Sir Christèmas!
Welcome to all, both more and less, Come near.
Dieu vois garde, beaux sieurs,
(God bless you, good sir,)
Tidings I you bring:
A maid hath borne a child full young,
Which causeth you to sing: Nowell.

Christ is now born of a pure maid,
In an oxstall he is laid,
Wherefore sing we at a brayde:
Nowell.
Buvez bien par toute la compagnie.
(Drink well by the whole company.)
Make good cheer and be right merry,
And sing with us now joyfully:
Nowell!

GlOW
Eric Whitacre
Radiant wings as the skies rejoice,
Arise and illuminate the morn.

Softly falls the winter snow,
Whispers to the sleeping world below:
“Wintertide awakes,”
Morning breaks and sets the earth aglow.

Softly falls the morning snow,
Whispers to the sleeping world below:
“Glow, like the softly falling snow.”
Glow.

In gentle tones of warmest white,
Proclaim the glory of Aurora’s light.
Sparrow sings in a clear clean voice,
A sweet, silver carol for the season born.

ChriStmaS DaY
Gustav Holst
Good Christian men, rejoice
With heart, and soul, and voice;
Give ye heed to what we say:
News! News!
Jesus Christ is born today:
Ox and ass before him bow,
And he is in the manger now.
Christ is born today!
God rest you merry, gentlemen,
Let nothing you dismay,
Remember Christ our Saviour
Was born on Christmas day,
To save us all from woe and sin,
When we were gone astray.
O tidings of comfort and joy.
In Bethlehem, in Jewry,
This blessed Babe was born,
And laid within a manger,
Upon that holy morn;
The which His Mother, Mary,
Did nothing take in scorn.
O tidings of comfort and joy.
Good Christian men, rejoice
With heart, and soul, and voice;
Now ye hear of endless bliss:
Joy! Joy!
Jesus Christ was born for this!
He hath opened the heav’nly door,
And man is blessed evermore.
Christ was born for this!
Come ye lofty,come, ye lowly,
Let your songs of gladness ring:
In a stable lies the Holy,
In a manger rests the King:

See, in Mary’s arms reposing,
Christ by highest heaven adored:
Come, your circle round Him closing,
Pious hearts that love the Lord.
The first Nowell the angels 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.
Come, ye poor, no pomp of station
Robes the Child your hearts adore:
He, the Lord of all salvation,
Shares your want, is weak and poor:
Oxen round about behold them;
Rafters naked cold and bare,
See the shepherds, God has told them
That the Prince of Life lies there.
Come, ye Children blithe and merry,
This one Child your model make;
Christmas holly, leaf, and berry,
All be prized for His dear sake;
Come, ye gentle hearts, and tender,
Come, ye spirits, keen and bold;
All in all your homage render,
Weak and mighty young and old.
High above a star is shining,
And the Wise-men haste from far:
Come, glad hearts, and spirits pining:
For you all has risen the star.
Let us bring our poor oblations,
Thanks and love and faith and praise:
Come, ye people, come, ye nations,
All in all draw nigh to gaze.

CarOl Of the BellS
M. Leontovich, arr. Peter Wilhousky
Ukranian Carol
Hark! How the bells, sweet silver bells,
All seem to say, Throw cares away
Christmas is here bringing good cheer
To young and old, meek and the bold.
Ding, dong, ding, dong, that is their song,
With joyful ring, all caroling
One seems to hear words of good cheer
From everywhere filling the air.
Oh, how they pound, raising the sound
O’er hill and dale, telling their tale
Gaily they ring while people sing
Songs of good cheer, Christmas is here!
Merry, merry, merry, merry Christmas!
Merry, merry, merry, merry Christmas!
On, on they send, on without end
Their joyful tone to every home.

ChriStmaS everYWhere
Steven Quensel
Everywhere, everywhere, Christmas tonight,
Celebrate, celebrate, Christ,the New Life.
Christmas, when children of all ages sing:
Praising and worshipping Christ the new King.
Christmas, when peace like a dove in its flight,
Broods over all people on this Holy night.
The Christ child who comes is the Master of all,
No palace too great and no cottage too small,
The angels who welcome Him sing from the height,
“In the City of David a King in His might.”
Then let every heart keep its Christmas within
Rejoice in the warmth of the fellowship kin.
Let peace still the earth on this holy night;
Let love warm the air through the dawn’s breaking light.
The stars of the midnight which compass us round,
Will see a strange glory and hear a sweet sound,
And say, “Look the earth is a-blaze with delight,
All people on earth do rejoice at the sight.”
Everywhere, everywhere, Christmas tonight,
Celebrate, celebrate, Christ, the new Light.

it Came upOn the miDniGht Clear
Matthew Culloton
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, goodwill to men,
From heaven’s all-gracious King.”
The world in solemn stillness lay,
To hear the angels sing.

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.

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.

the Dream iSaiah SaW
Glenn L. Rudolph
Little child whose bed is straw,
take new lodgings in my heart.
Bring the dream Isaiah saw:
justice purifying law.
Nature reordered to match God’s intent,
nations obeying the call to repent,
all of creation completely restored,
filled with the knowledge and love of the Lord.

Lions and oxen will sleep in the hay,
leopards will join with the lambs as they play,
wolves will be pastured with cows in the glade,
blood will not darken the earth that God made.
Little child whose bed is straw,
take new lodgings in my heart.
Bring the dream Isaiah saw:
life redeemed from fang and claw.
Peace will pervade more than forest and field:
God will transfigure the Violence concealed
deep in the heart and in systems of gain,
ripe for the judgement the Lord will ordain.

Little child whose bed is straw,
take new lodgings in my heart.
Bring the dream Isaiah saw:
knowledge, wisdom, worship, awe.

*the firSt nOel
Chrous and Audience
English Carol
The first noel 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.
They looked up and saw a star
Shining in the east, beyond them far;
And to the Earth it gave great light,
And so it continued both day and night.
Then let us all with one accord
Sing praises to our heavenly Lord,
Who hath made heaven and earth of naught,
And with His blood mankind has bought.

Refrain:
Noel, noel, noel, noel.
Born is the King of Israel.

tunDra
Ola Gjeilo
Spelman College Glee Club
Wide, worn and weathered,
Sacred expanse
Of green and white and granite grey;
Snowy patches strewn,
Anchored to the craggy earth,
Unmoving;
While clouds dance
Across the vast, eternal sky.

the SnOW
Edward Elgar
Spelman College Glee Club
O snow, which sinks so light,
Brown earth is hid from sight,
O soul, be thou as white as snow.
O snow, which falls so slow,
Dear earth quite warm below;
O heart, so keep thy glow
Beneath the snow.

O snow, in thy soft grace
Sad flowers the winter brave;
O heart, so soothe and save,
As does the snow.

O snow, thou’rt white no more,
Thy sparkling too is o’er;
O soul, be as before,
Was bright the snow.

The snow must melt, must go,
Fast, fast as water flow.
Not thus, my soul, O sow
Thy gifts to fade like snow.

Then as the snow all pure,
O heart be, but endure;
Through all the years full sure,
Not as the snow.

have YOu Seen the BaBY JeSuS?
Rosephanye Powell
Spelman College Glee Club
Have you seen the baby Jesus
The King of kings?
He was born,
born of a virgin in Bethlehem.
Did you find Him in a stable
The King of kings?
Was He laid in a manger,
Wrapped in swaddling clothing,
born of a virgin in Bethlehem?
It was foretold by the prophets of ol’
That a virgin would conceive God’s son.
And as the angels rejoiced that night,
The shepherds saw a holy light.
Yes!

Have you seen the baby Jesus,
The King of kings?
They will call Him, “Emmanuel,”
Lord God is with us,
“Jesus,” “Messiah,”
The King of kings,
Who was laid in a manger,
Wrapped in swaddling clothing,
Born of a virgin in Bethlehem.

Lord God is with us,
“Jesus,” “Messiah,”
The King of kings,
Who was laid in a manger,
Wrapped in swaddling clothing,
Born of a virgin in Bethlehem.

Let us worship baby Jesus,
The King of kings.
Let us bow down before Him,
Praise and adore Him,
Worship the baby,
The King of kings,
We will call Him, “Emmanuel,”

Let us bow down before Him,
Praise and adore Him,
Worship the baby,
The King of kings,
Who was laid in a manger,
Wrapped in swaddling clothing,
Born of a virgin in Bethlehem.

He’s the King!
He is the King “Emmanuel!”

GauDete!
arr. Michael Engelhardt
Spelman College Glee Club
Gaudete, gaudete! Christus est natus
Ex Maria virgine, gaudete!

Rejoice, rejoice! Christ is born
Of the Virgin Mary, rejoice!

Tempus adest gratiae
Hoc quod optabamus,
Carmina laetitiae
Devote reddamus.

It is now the time of grace
That we have desired;
Let us devoutly return
Songs of Rejoicing.
God has become man,
And nature marvels;
The world has been renewed
By Christ who is King

Deus homo factus est
Natura mirante,
Mundus renovatus est
A Christo regnante.

The closed gate of Ezechiel
Has been passed through;
Salvation is found there.
Whence the light rises.
Therefore let our song
Now resound in purification
Let it give praise to the Lord:
Salvation to our King..

Ergo nostra cantio,
Psallat iam in lustro;
Benedicat Domino:
Salus Regi nostro

We are ChriStmaS
Sarah Stephens / Kevin Johnson
Spelman College Glee Club
In a stable in Bethlehem a baby was born, born of a virgin,
God’s only son. Angel Gabriel told them to have joy have no fear; for
this baby our Savior He could dry every tear. Mary magnified The Lord
in her soul and she cried, for this Baby, she would bear, Had all power
and all might. Born for all people to be free and Redeemed, he lives
today within us though we don’t always see.
Refrain:
We are Christmas, We are God’s hands
To care for one another in these worn torn lands.
We are Christmas, the love that we share,
Will carry one another ‘til we understand,
We are Christmas!

So this Christmas please remember what the true meaning is:
Remember Gabriel and Mary and the Savior who lives.
Remember we are Christ among us and we live for His cause
to fulfill his purpose daily as we bring joy to all.
We are comfort for the hurting, mending each broken heart
We are friendly to the lonesome and unite those far apart.
We’re his hands who touch the sick and they’re instantly whole.
We are water for the thirsty and speak peace to ev’ry soul.
He lives in you! He lives in me!
We are Christmas!

*JOY tO the WOrlD
George F. Handel
Chorus and Audience
Joy to the world, the Lord is come:
Let earth receive her King;
Let ev’ry heart prepare him room,
And heav’n and nature sing.

He rules the world with truth and grace,
And makes the nations prove
The glories of his righteousness,
And wonders of his love.

Joy to the earth, the Savior reigns;
Let men their songs employ,
While field and floods, rocks,
hills, and plains
Repeat the sounding joy.

maSterS in thiS hall
arr. Wendell Whalum
French Carol
Morehouse College Glee Club
Masters in this hall, hear ye news today.
Brought from over the sea and ever you I pray.

Then to Bethlem town, we went two and two,
And in a sorry place, heard the oxen low.

Nowell, nowell, nowell, nowell sing we clear!
Holpen are all folk on Earth, born is God’s Son so dear!
Nowell, nowell, nowell, nowell sing we loud!
God today hath poor folk raised and cast a-down the proud.

Ox and ass Him know kneeling on their knee
Wondrous joy had I this little babe to see.
This is Christ the Lord, masters be ye glad!
Christmas is come in, and no folk should be sad.

Silent niGht
arr. Norman Luboff
German Carol
Morehouse College Glee Club
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,
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.

thiS ChriStmaS
Donny Hathaway / Nadine McKinnor
arr. Paul Langford
Morehouse College Glee Club
Hang all the mistletoe
I’m gonna get to know you better
This Christmas
And as we trim the tree
How much fun it’s gonna be together
This Christmas

Fireside is blazing bright,
We’re caroling through the night
And this Christmas will be
A very special Christmas for me

Fireside is blazing bright
We’re caroling through the night
And this Christmas will be
A very special Christmas for me, yeah

Presents and cards are here
My world is filled with cheer and you
This Christmas
And as I look around,
Your eyes outshine the town and you do
This Christmas

What YOu GOnna Call YO’ prettY little BaBY?
arr. Noah F. Ryder
Spiritual
Morehouse College Glee Club
What you gonna call yo’ pretty little baby, born, born in Bethlehem?
Some say one thing, I’ll say Immanuel. Sweet little baby, born in a manger.
Some call Him on thing, I’ll call Him Jesus. Sweet little baby, born in a manger.

Bethelehemu
Olatunji-Whalam
Yoruba/Nigerian
Morehouse College Glee Club
We are glad that we have a Father to trust,
We are glad that we have a Father to rely upon.
Where was Jesus born?
Where was He born?
Bethlehem, the city of wonder
That’s where the Father was born for sure!
Praise, praise, praise be to Him.
We thank thee for this day.
Gracious Father
Praise be to the Father
Merciful Father

Awa yio ri Baba Gbojule
Awa yio ri Baba Feyinti
Nibo Labi Jesu
Nibo la gbe bi i
Betelehemu ilu ara
Nibe labi Baba o daju
Iyin, iyin, iyin ni fun o
Adupe fun ojo oni
Baba olore o
Iyin fun o Baba anu
Baba, to dawa si

*O COme all Ye faithful
J.F. Wade
Chorus and Audience
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!

Sing, choirs of angels, sing in exultation,
Sing, all ye citizens of heav’n above!
Glory to God, all glory in the highest!
Refrain:
O come let us adore him,
O come let us adore him,
O come let us adore him, Christ, the Lord!

Yea, Lord, we greet Thee,
Born this happy morning,
Jesus, to thee be all glory giv’n;
Word of the Father,
Now in flesh appearing!

BehOlD the Star!
arr. William L. Dawson
Negro Jubilee
The wise men came from the East,
To worship Him, the “Prince of Peace.”
A song broke forth upon the night,
Peace, peace on earth, good will to men.

Behold the star! Behold the star up yonder!
Behold the star! It is the star of Bethlehem.
There was no room found in the inn,
For Him who was born free from sin.

WOnDerful maWnin’
arr. Roland M. Carter
Wasn’t dat a wonderful mawnin‘ when de angels tol’ de good news,
Tol’ de good news all roun’ and roun’ dat Jesus Christ is born.
Wasn’t dat a bright star a-shinin’ when de angels tol’ de good news,
Tol’ de good news all roun’ and roun’ dat Jesus Christ is born.

Oh, wasn’t dat a sweet choir singin’, “Glory to God in the highest;”
Wasn’t dat a sweet choir singin’, “Peace on earth”
Wasn’t dat a sweet choir singin’, “Good will to men.”
Tol’ de good news all roun’ and roun’ dat Jesus Christ is born.
Christ is born

Silent niGht / What YOu GOnna name that prettY little BaBY
Arr. Willie T./Kevin Johnson
Some call Him wonder
I think I’ll say: Emanuel.
Glory, glory,

Silent night, Holy night,
All is calm, all is bright!
Round yon virgin mother and child.
Holy infant so tender.
What you gonna name that pretty little baby?
Oh Mary what you gonna name that pretty little baby?
Glory, glory,
Glory to the newborn king!

Glory to the newborn King!
They’re takin’ Him on their shoulder and makin Him their gov’ner.
Glory, glory,
Peace on earth good will to all men!
Christ the Savior is born.

marY haD a BaBY
Mary had a baby.
Oh my Lord!
Where was He born?
Born in a manger low.
What did they call Him?
Some call Him one thing
But I’ll call Him another,

Roland Carter

Some say Immanuel
I’ll call Him Sweet Little Jesus Boy
I’ll call Him Jesus
He is called King Jesus
Wonderful counselor
Mighty God
Everlasting Father
He’s the Prince of peace.

*GO tell it On the mOuntain
Chrous and Audience
Negro Jubilee
Go tell it on the mountain,
Over the hills and ev’rywhere;
Go tell it one the mountain,
That Jesus Christ is-a born.

When I was a seeker,
I sought both night and day;
I asked the Lord to help me
And He showed me the way.

He made me a watchman
Upon a city wall;
And if I am a Christian,
I am the least of all.

reCeSSiOnal
Hark! The Herald Angels Sing
Felix Mendelssohn
Hark! The herald angels sing,
“Glory to the new born 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 new born King.”

Christ, by highest heaven adored;
Christ, the everlasting Lord;
Come, Desire of Nations, come,
Fix in us thy humble home.
Veiled in flesh, the Godhead see;
Hail th’ Incarnate Deity,
Pleased as man with men to dwell;
Jesus, our Emmanuel.
Hark! The herald angels sing,
“Glory to the new born King.”

Hail, the heav’n born Prince of Peace!
Hail, the Son 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 new born King.”
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Silent niGht / What YOu GOnna name that prettY little BaBY
Arr. Willie T./Kevin Johnson
Some call Him wonder
I think I’ll say: Emanuel.
Glory, glory,

Silent night, Holy night,
All is calm, all is bright!
Round yon virgin mother and child.
Holy infant so tender.
What you gonna name that pretty little baby?
Oh Mary what you gonna name that pretty little baby?
Glory, glory,
Glory to the newborn king!

Glory to the newborn King!
They’re takin’ Him on their shoulder and makin Him their gov’ner.
Glory, glory,
Peace on earth good will to all men!
Christ the Savior is born.

marY haD a BaBY
Mary had a baby.
Oh my Lord!
Where was He born?
Born in a manger low.
What did they call Him?
Some call Him one thing
But I’ll call Him another,

Roland Carter

Some say Immanuel
I’ll call Him Sweet Little Jesus Boy
I’ll call Him Jesus
He is called King Jesus
Wonderful counselor
Mighty God
Everlasting Father
He’s the Prince of peace.

*GO tell it On the mOuntain
Chrous and Audience
Negro Jubilee
Go tell it on the mountain,
Over the hills and ev’rywhere;
Go tell it one the mountain,
That Jesus Christ is-a born.

When I was a seeker,
I sought both night and day;
I asked the Lord to help me
And He showed me the way.

He made me a watchman
Upon a city wall;
And if I am a Christian,
I am the least of all.

reCeSSiOnal
Hark! The Herald Angels Sing
Felix Mendelssohn
Hark! The herald angels sing,
“Glory to the new born 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 new born King.”

Christ, by highest heaven adored;
Christ, the everlasting Lord;
Come, Desire of Nations, come,
Fix in us thy humble home.
Veiled in flesh, the Godhead see;
Hail th’ Incarnate Deity,
Pleased as man with men to dwell;
Jesus, our Emmanuel.
Hark! The herald angels sing,
“Glory to the new born King.”

Hail, the heav’n born Prince of Peace!
Hail, the Son 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 new born King.”

