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Christmas Songs




     
Piano Students
Introduction – A Country Christmas by Gloria Gaither  
    Bev Dunn

Opening prayer





    Bev Dunn
Scripture:
Matthew 1:18-25


       
     Bev Dunn
18This is how the birth of Jesus Christ came about: His mother Mary was pledged to be married to Joseph, but before they came together, she was found to be with child through the Holy Spirit. 19Because Joseph her husband was a righteous man and did not want to expose her to public disgrace, he had in mind to divorce her quietly.
20But after he had considered this, an angel of the Lord appeared to him in a dream and said, “Joseph son of David, do not be afraid to take Mary home as your wife, because what is conceived in her is from the Holy Spirit. 21She will give birth to a son, and you are to give him the name Jesus, because he will save his people from their sins.”
22All this took place to fulfill what the Lord had said through the prophet: 23“The virgin will be with child and will give birth to a son, and they will call him Immanuel”—which means, “God with us.”
24When Joseph woke up, he did what the angel of the Lord had commanded him and took Mary home as his wife. 25But he had no union with her until she gave birth to a son. And he gave him the name Jesus.
Carol: O little town of Bethlehem

O little town of Bethlehem, how still we see thee lie!
Above thy deep and dreamless sleep the silent stars go by.
Yet in thy dark streets shineth the everlasting Light;
The hopes and fears of all the years are met in thee tonight.
For Christ is born of Mary, and gathered all above,
While mortals sleep, the angels keep their watch of wondering love.
O morning stars together, proclaim the holy birth,
And praises sing to God the King, and peace to men on earth!

How silently, how silently, the wondrous Gift is giv’n;
So God imparts to human hearts the blessings of His Heav’n.
No ear may hear His coming, but in this world of sin,
Where meek souls will receive Him still, the dear Christ enters in.

O holy Child of Bethlehem, descend to us, we pray;
Cast out our sin, and enter in, be born in us today.
We hear the Christmas angels the great glad tidings tell;
O come to us, abide with us, our Lord Emmanuel!
Narrative – Part II A “Picture Perfect” Christmas 


  Tracy Lynds

I was flipping through the channels back at the beginning of December when I landed on a TV program called “The Picture Perfect Christmas”. In the course of the next hour I watch as this woman cooked a turkey, wrapped presents, decorated the tree and the house, made homemade Christmas wine, arranged a lovely centerpiece for the table, and even had made bowls of sugar-plums for dessert.


I was riveted! At the end of the programs the information scrolled by where I could order a DVD copy of the program and do-it yourself manual & cookbook. I ordered it that night and after watching the program again and flipping through the cookbook and manual I was convinced that I could do it. I can cook Christmas dinner for the family and my friends, and decorate my house so it looks like it comes right out of one of those fancy magazines. I was going to have a picture perfect Christmas. 


I called my folks and told them not to worry about this Christmas. This Christmas all they had to do was show up. I would look after everything. I called my brother and told him the same. I called my best friend and a few others I knew might have nowhere else to go for Christmas.


Soon there was twelve or thirteen people planning to come for Christmas dinner at my house. 


But I was not naive. I knew that it would take longer than an hour to get all that together. Sure, the DVD could show everything that was done in hour, but all of it had taken days, and there was probably a team of experts involved too. 


I got out the manual and cook book and made out my list for the month, I got the supplies for the decorations I would handcraft, I found a recipe for a nice butter-bread that I would varnish and dress with dried fruit to make a centerpiece. In reading about tree decorating I found one page that showed a tree without a single ornament, but had been pruned and then dusted with light spray paints in various colours like gold and silver and deep red. 


It will all be picture perfect I said to myself. 


The recipe for the turkey involved soaking it a mixture of apple cider vinegar, salt and spices for two whole days before cooking it. The recipe for sugar plums looked easy enough – just peal them, spice them, heat them and roll them in icing sugar until they are dusty white.


What was really exciting for me was wrapping the presents. The manual described fabrics and heavy paper that would give each gift an elegant touch; using strips of cloth instead of ribbon and garnishes like cinnamon and rosemary instead of bows to decorate each gift. 


Yes, all of this together it was going to be a picture perfect Christmas indeed.


Well, that’s what I though anyway . . .

Carol: The First Nowell

The first Nowell the angel did say
Was to certain poor shepherds in fields as they lay;
In fields where they lay tending their sheep,
On a cold winter’s night that was so deep.
Refrain: Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, Nowell,

Born is the King of Israel.

They lookèd 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. Refrain

And by the light of that same star
Three Wise Men came from country far;
To seek for a King was their intent,
And to follow the star wherever it went. Refrain

This star drew nigh to the northwest,
Over Bethlehem it took its rest;
And there it did both stop and stay,
Right over the place where Jesus lay. Refrain

Then entered in those Wise Men three,
Full reverently upon the knee,
And offered there, in His presence,
Their gold and myrrh and frankincense. Refrain

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. Refrain  
Scripture:
Luke 1:26-38


         Donna Wellwood
26In the sixth month, God sent the angel Gabriel to Nazareth, a town in Galilee, 27to a virgin pledged to be married to a man named Joseph, a descendant of David. The virgin’s name was Mary. 28The angel went to her and said, “Greetings, you who are highly favored! The Lord is with you.”
29Mary was greatly troubled at his words and wondered what kind of greeting this might be. 30But the angel said to her, “Do not be afraid, Mary, you have found favor with God. 31You will be with child and give birth to a son, and you are to give him the name Jesus. 32He will be great and will be called the Son of the Most High. The Lord God will give him the throne of his father David, 33and he will reign over the house of Jacob forever; his kingdom will never end.”
34“How will this be,” Mary asked the angel, “since I am a virgin?”
35The angel answered, “The Holy Spirit will come upon you, and the power of the Most High will overshadow you. So the holy one to be born will be called the Son of God. 36Even Elizabeth your relative is going to have a child in her old age, and she who was said to be barren is in her sixth month. 37For nothing is impossible with God.”
38“I am the Lord’s servant,” Mary answered. “May it be to me as you have said.” Then the angel left her.
Special Music – Choir





       

Carol: ‘Twas in the moon of wintertime - 

’Twas in the moon of wintertime,
When all the birds had fled,
That mighty Gitchi Manitou
Sent angel choirs instead;
Before their light the stars grew dim,
And wondering hunters heard the hymn:

Refrain:  Jesus your King is born,

Jesus is born,
In excelsis gloria.

Within a lodge of broken bark
The tender babe was found,
A ragged robe of rabbit skin
Enwrapped His beauty round;
But as the hunter braves drew nigh,
The angel song rang loud and high: Refrain

The earliest moon of wintertime
Is not so round and fair
As was the ring of glory on
The helpless Infant there.
The chiefs from far before Him knelt
With gifts of fox and beaver pelt. Refrain
O children of the forest free,
O seed of Manitou,
The holy Child of earth and Heav’n
Is born today for you.
Come kneel before the radiant Boy,
Who brings you beauty, peace and joy. Refrain
Narrative – Part II
Finding Christmas {Under everything}
    Tracy Lynds

Everything that could have gone wrong, went wrong.


It all started with that silly TV show back at the beginning of the month. One of those do-it yourself-ers with ten easy steps to having the ‘perfect Christmas’.


Now, twenty four days later and with my family ready to arrive at my house, the tree looked like it had been hit by a truck and ransacked by a graffiti artist at the same time. The house was so filled with glitter from a ‘craft related mishap’ that you hated to turn on a light for fear of being blinded. The centrepiece for the table made of dried fruit and varnished bread was half-eaten by a now very sick dog. The turkey was stewing in a strange juice that resembled tar and smelled like an old shoe, all the while a bubbling pot of what looked like stewed prunes was all that was left of homemade candied sugar-plums. A stinging tang of vinegar was rising from the bottle of homemade wine. The presents, in their stiff cloth and paper wrappings, seemed to be unwrapping themselves and the garnishes of cinnamon and rosemary sprigs dusted the floor. My vacuum cleaner was out in the snow bank – smoldering and yet covered in glitter after its incident with the craft supplies.


Yep, that was about the best way a person could look at it; like the vacuum cleaner, Christmas, my Christmas, my family and friend’s Christmas was smoldering in a snow bank.


And I was not even crying. My folks would soon be there, and my friends would arrive soon after, and then it would be all over. I was going to be the one remembered for ruining Christmas this year for everybody. I was too mad for anger; too sad for tears, and so - in stunned disbelief of how everything went so completely wrong - I sat slurping coffee and chewing the grinds wondering how it ever came to this.


When I answered the door I was still wearing my old track pants and sweat shirt, covered in food, craft and everything else stains, and my hair was a matted mess. I watched as the smile on my parents’ faces dropped to a look of deep concern.


I thought to myself, “They’ll see I have gone crazy and cart me away!” And I almost looked forward to the vacation


A startled ‘Merry Christmas?’ was all my mother was able to offer as I fell into her arms with tears finally welling up.


They came in with wrinkled noses, my Dad’s eyes watering at the stink. 


The disaster laid bare before them, Dad went straight to the stove, and fearing a potential fire hazard, grabbed potholders and got the now smoking turkey out of the oven and out to the snow bank – and that’s where he discovered the vacuum cleaner. It was at that point he began to snicker.


When he came back in he discovered his Mom was scraping the plopping mess from the saucepan into a empty mason jar, so she could safely throw it out, he heard the shower running. Mom had sent me upstairs suggesting maybe I should go clean up. 


“What do you suppose happened?” Dad said as he looked down only to wince as he then lifted his foot from the dog’s sick, and eyed the bite-marks in the centerpiece.


Mom just pointed to a well thumbed and now dirty guidebook to a “Picture Perfect Christmas”, and the TV behind it showing a paused DVD of the program I had mentioned to her nearly a month ago.


That was apparently the second time he snickered. And for it Dad caught a hot-stern look from Mom; after which she turned and tried to stifle a laugh herself.


The doorbell soon rang again. And then again. And I could hear the sound of familiar voices as family and friends arriving with bright shouts of ‘Merry Christmas!’ and then more subtle expressions  - most notably my brother’s “What did she do to her dog?!”

Up in the safety of my bedroom now, I decided that there was no way I was going to leave that room. My family and my friends could baulk and complain about how I had ruined Christmas, but I would not face them. Not after all the promises I had made of a picture perfect Christmas. 


A whole month’s effort ruined; a whole season of preparing; and Christmas now lay in shambles all over my house. And everyone was there to see it.


I fell asleep there, I cried myself to sleep. I was so exhausted and frustrated by everything. I think I fainted in exasperation. 


I awoke sometime later to a knocking on my door. It was my best friend and also my mother was with her, and both of them were wearing aprons . . , and both were smiling?!


In the background I could hear singing, and the piano was being played, and even though half the notes were out horribly out of tune it all sounded . . . well . . . okay. 


They convinced me to get dressed and come and join the party, and I just rolled my eyes. But I got dressed when I came down the stairs I found everyone smiling, really smiling, and laughing and singing. The smell of something edible wafted through the house for the first time perhaps in a couple of days. 


“Your father ran to the corner store and found some frozen lasagnas there.” Said Mom.


“And some cookies dough”, said my best friend, pointing to some cookie sheets waiting to go in the oven.


It was Dad who was pounding away on the piano, and as I came into the living room, where everyone was gathered.


“Finally,” Dad shouted as everyone else kept singing, “a piano that is as in tune as I am!!” and the off they were on another chorus of the twelve days of Christmas.


And my brother was comforting the dog, “He’s going to be fine”, he said “He’s thrown up the worst of it and a bit of water and maybe a Tylenol will get him over the rest. And I doubt, very much, he’ll be pestering us for scraps at the table this year.”


And so it seemed that for the rest of the night, as they sat down to eat, as everyone enjoyed cookies and milk for dessert, and as they rewrapped and watched their presents unwrap themselves, that there was almost an endless chorus of laughter. And it wasn’t mocking at all, and when the last glass of milk was raised as a toast, they all declared that this was perhaps the most unforgettable Christmas that they had ever had.


And after everyone else had left, and it was just my family were seated around the very pleasant [cinnamon and rosemary] smelling living room, Mom opened her bible and read the story of the birth of Christ.


As I sat there, listening to Mom read that familiar story, I began to understand that even the first Christmas was not what one might call picture perfect. Joseph and Mary did not plan to have the baby Jesus in a stable and have to lay him in a manger for a bed. And that the invited guests were not Joseph or Mary’s family even, but shepherds and strangers from a far off country. 


And the real thing that makes a Christmas perfect is not the decorations and trimmings that we put on it, or the food or the gifts, or anything else like that. Christmas is about the hope we have, the peace we offer, the joy we share and the love that holds us all together. 


The following Christmas, everyone went to my folks’ place, and while there was the usual fantastic meal there was also a lasagna bought at the corner store, and milk and cookies were preferred by most over the rich desserts. We all exchanged gifts that no one bothered to wrap, and the centre piece was a bowl of dog treats that was passed down to the dog during the meal.


And waiting under the tree for me was a photo scrapbook.  In it were pictures that some of my friends had taken of the scenes of Christmas disaster from the year before, and comparison pictures cut out of the cookbook that I was sure I told by brother to throw out. 

The title on the binding of the scrapbook was “A really Picture Perfect Christmas” 


So, year after year that scrapbook comes out and still we still continue to share in the joy of that picture perfect Christmas. 


Carol: Infant holy, infant lowly

Candles – 
Our readers will come around to light your candle 

Infant holy, infant lowly, 

for his bed a cattle stall; 

oxen lowing, little knowing, 

Christ the babe is Lord of all. 

Swift are winging angels singing, 

noels ringing, tidings bringing: 

Christ the babe is Lord of all. 

Flocks were sleeping, shepherds keeping 

vigil till the morning new 

saw the glory, heard the story, 

tidings of a gospel true. 

Thus rejoicing, free from sorrow, 

praises voicing, greet the morrow: 

Christ the babe was born for you.
Conclusion – Unwrapping Christmas

      Rev. Sandy Sutherland
One of my professors in university often used the turn-of-phrase “Sandy, why don’t you unpack that idea?” “We need to unpack what the bible is saying to us.” 

He was from the viewpoint that we don’t simply explain something we unpack the idea or the philosophy, or the statement of faith.


However, in light of Christmas imagery, let’s unwrap this evening.

There is a world of things we can get caught up in the Christmas season. There are lots of things to do at any time of the year, but at Christmas we go looking for it. It seems everyone, and anyone, puts some effort into Christmas. 


For some it is all about friends, for many it is all about family. For others Christmas is simply a time to feel good and to try and share that good feeling with people around them. Still others become focused on the stories, tragedies and triumphs, in a vague search to for a Christmas story with some sort of happy ending.


And so, some people put all their attention into world issues; campaigning endlessly for charities. And yes for some the main focus really is the shopping, finding the good deal, the exact item that someone wanted, and getting it.


Tonight we heard about traditions, and shared in some tradition ourselves. We shared in laughter perhaps had the chance to laugh at ourselves a little too. 


But as we pick apart everything that comes together to make and mean Christmas to us I hope we have all discovered the importance of what lies – sometimes [often times] hidden – in everything that gets labeled Christmas.


A week from tonight you, most or all of you, will have gathered with your families and had a great meal and enjoyed children playing with new toys, and calling or visiting friends and family. How many of you in all that you do on Christmas will really remember what all this is for.


There is so much wrapping that covers up Christmas that it can be a really hard task to look deeply and discover the treasure that is waiting for us each and every time we come into season looking for a way to celebrate of Christ Jesus, and his coming into the world. 

Carol: Silent night
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,
Heav'nly 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

Merry Christmas

May the joy of Christ’s birth be a warming light to you and yours.
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