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PR E L UD E  M USI C  
 
 
Lo, How a Rose e’er Blooming 

         A lte C atholiche G eistliche K irk engesäng,  1599 A rr .  H oward H elvey 
       St.  1-2 16th century G erman – trans.  Bak er  (1851-1934) 
        St 3 Fr iedrich L ayritz (1808-1925) tr .  R eynolds Spaeth (1845-1925) 

 
Lo, how a Rose e’er blooming, From tender stem hath sprung! Of Jesses lineage coming As men of old have 
sung. It came a blossom bright, amid the cold of winter, When half spent was the night. 
 
Isaiah ’twas foretold it, the rose I have in mind; with Mary we behold it, the Virgin Mother kind. To show God’s 
love aright, she bore to men a Savior, when half spent was the night. 
 
O Flower, whose fragrance tender with sweetness fills the air, dispel in glorious splendor the darkness 
everywhere; true man, yet very God, from sin and death now save us, and share our every load. 

 
 
 
 
O Magnum Mysterium                                                                 T omas L uis da V ictoria (1540-1611) 

 
O great mystery and wonderful sacrament, that animals may see the Lord born [and] lying in a manger. O 
blessed virgin whose loins deserve to carry the Lord Jesus Christ. Alleluia!           
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Please stand, sung by all. 
O little town of Bethlehem                                                                                                              H ymnal 78 
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Noe! Noe!                                                                                                                          French carol,  arr .  W ilberg 
   
 Shepherds, rise look up and see New light yonder breaking, 

Brighter than the noonday sun, all your sheep awaking. 
Wonder, whisper, “Ah, Noe!” Christ is born this holy day! 
He is come to you, lowly shepherds, true! (Refrain) 
He is come unto you, Morning Star and New Day! 
Wonder, whisper, “Ah, Noe!” 
Shepherds, turn your eyes and see in the manger, sleeping, 
Prince of Peace and Heavenly King, In His mother’s keeping. 
Worship Him who brings Noe – He who turns the night to day! Refrain 
Shepherds, look about and see in the darkness pining 
All God’s children long to hear of the new light shining. 
Witness of the true Noe! Share glad tidings of this day! Refrain 
Shepherds, run to us and see here we are awaiting thee. 
Let your voices ring for aye Christ is born Noe! Noe! 

 
 
 
 
What Sweeter Music           John R utter 
 

What sweeter music can we bring Than a carol, for to sing 
The birth of this our heavenly King? 
Awake the voice! Awake the string! Dark and dull night, fly hence away, 
and give the honour to this day that sees December turned to May. 
 
Why does the chilling winter's morn Smile, like a field beset with corn? 
Or smell lie a meadow newly shorn Thus on the sudden? 
Come and see the cause, why things thus fragrant be: 
  
Tis he is born, whose quickening birth Gives life and lustre, public mirth, 
To heaven and the underearth. 
We see him come, and know him ours, Who, with his sunshine and his showers, 
Turns the patient ground to flowers. 
 
The darling of the world is come, and fit it is, we find a room to welcome him. 
The nobler part of all the house here, is the heart, which we will give him; 
and bequeath This holly, and this ivy wreath. 
 
To do him honour; who's our king, and Lord of all this reveling. 
What sweeter music can we bring Than a carol, for to sing 
The birth of this our heavenly King? 
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Please stand, sung by all. 
Good Christian friends, rejoice                                                                                                            H ymnal 107 
 

 
 
 

Masters in This Hall           T raditional French,  arr.  D avid W illcock s 
 
Masters in this hall, Hear ye news today brought from over sea and ever I you pray: 
Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! Nowell sing we clear! Holpen are all folk on earth, 
Born the Son of God so dear: Nowell! Nowell! Nowell! Nowell sing we loud! 
God today hath poor folk raised and cast a-down the proud. (Refrain) 
Going o'er the hills, through the milkwhite snow, Heard I ewes bleat, While the wind did blow. Refrain 
Shepherds many an one sat among the sheep, no man spake more word than they had been asleep: Refrain 
Quoth I, ‘Fellow mine, why this guise sit ye? Making but dull cheer, Shepherds though ye be?” Refrain 
‘Shepherds should of right leap and dance and sing, thus to see ye sit, is a right strange thing’: Refrain 
Quoth these fellows then, ‘To Bethlehem we go, to see a mighty lord lie in manger low’: Refrain 
‘how name ye this lord, Shepherds?’ then said I ‘Very God,’ they said, ‘Come from heaven high’: Refrain 
This is Christ the Lord, Masters, be ye glad! Christmas is come in, and no folk should be sad: Refrain 


