
 
 



PROGRAMME 
** for choir and audience 

 
 

Ralph Vaughan Williams (arr.) This is the truth sent from above 

                                              READING   - Christina Ramsay 

**Carol, arr. John Rutter O come, O come Immanuel  

Stephen Cleobury Blest Mary wanders through the thorn 

                                              READING   - Geoffrey Peterson 

Bob Chilcott Nova! Nova!  

Matthew Martin I sing of a maiden  

                               **Carol Once in Royal David’s City 

                                              READING   - Alastair Maclean 

Harold Darke In the bleak midwinter 

Samuel Wilson Immensity, cloister’d 

                                              READING   - Frank Palmer 

Cecilia McDowall  Ave regina 

Richard Rodney Bennett What sweeter music 

John Rutter King Jesus hath a garden  

                                              READING   - Janet O'Connor 

                               **Carol Hark, the Herald Angels Sing 

Will Todd My Lord has Come  

Phyllis Tate Carol, with Lullaby  

Stephen Jones (arr.) Silent Night  

                                              READING   - Robert Hillyard 

                                         ORGAN SOLO  

                                  **Carol We Three Kings  

                               We wish you a merry Christmas 



This is the truth sent from 
above 
Arr. Ralph Vaughan Williams (1872 – 
1958) 
Words traditional 
 
This is the truth sent from above, 
The truth of God, the God of love; 
Therefore don’t turn me from your 
door, 
But hearken all, both rich and poor. 

 
The first thing that I will relate, 
That God at first did man create; 
The next thing which to you I tell 
Woman was made with man to dwell. 
 
Thus we were heirs to endless woes 
Till God the Lord did interpose; 
And so a promise soon did run: 
That he would redeem us by his Son. 
 
And at this season of the year  
Our blest Redeemer did appear, 
And here did live, and here did preach, 
And many thousands he did teach. 
 
Thus he in love to us behaved, 
To show us how we must be saved; 
And if you want to know the way, 
Be pleased to hear what he did say. 

 
 
READING: 
Genesis 22.15-18 
 
 

*Choir and audience (refrain only) 

O come, O come, Immanuel  
Arr. John Rutter (b. 1945) 
Words 18th century Latin, transl. by J.M. 
Neale  
 
O come, O come, Immanuel,  
And ransom captive Israel, 
That mourns in lonely exile here 
Until the Son of God appear. 
  Rejoice! Rejoice! Immanuel  
 Shall come to thee, O Israel. 
 
O come, thou Rod of Jesse, free 
Thine own from Satan’s tyranny; 
From depths of hell thy people save, 
And give them victory o’er the grave. 
 Rejoice! Rejoice!..... 
 
O come, thou Dayspring, come and 
cheer 
Our spirits by thine advent here; 
Disperse the gloomy clouds of night 
And death’s dark shadows put to flight. 
 Rejoice! Rejoice!..... 
 
O come, O come, thou Lord of might, 
Who to thy tribes, on Sinai’s height, 
In ancient times didst give the law 
In cloud and majesty and awe. 
 Rejoice! Rejoice!..... 
 
O come, thou key of David, come, 
And open wide our heav’nly home; 
Make safe the way that leads on high, 
And close the path to misery. 
 Rejoice! Rejoice!..... 
 



Blest Mary wanders through 
the thorn 
Trad. German, arr. Stephen Cleobury 
(1948 – 2019) 
Transl. Hugh Keyte and Andrew Parrott 
 
Blest Mary wanders through the thorn, 
 Kyrie eleison! 
Blest Mary wanders through the thorn, 
That sev’n long years no bloom hath 
borne. 
 Jesu et Maria! 
 
What clasps she to her breast so close? 
 Kyrie eleison! 
An innocent child doth there repose, 
Which to her breast she claspeth close, 
 Jesu et Maria! 
 
Fair roses bloom on ev’ry tree, 
 Kyrie eleison! 
As through the thornwood passeth she 
Fair roses bloom on evr’y tree. 
 Jesu et Maria! 
 
What shall this infant called be? 
 Kyrie eleison! 
The Christ, he shall be called truly, 
Which name he hath borne from 
eternity. 
 Jesu et Maria! 
 
Who hath the world from sin set free? 
 Kyrie eleison! 
This child alone, and only he,  
Hath the world from sin set free. 
 Jesu et Maria! 

 

READING: 
Isaiah 9.2, 6-7 
 
 
 

Nova! Nova! 
Bob Chilcott (b. 1955) 
Words 15th-century (modernised) 
 
 
Nova! Nova! ‘Ave’ fit ex ‘Eva’.* 
 
Gabriel of high degree, 
He came down from Trinity 
To Nazareth in Galilee. 
 Nova! Nova! ‘Ave’ fit ex ‘Eva’. 
 
He met a maiden in a place, 
He kneeled down afore her face. 
He said: ‘Hail, Mary, full of grace!’ 
 Nova! Nova! ‘Ave’ fit ex ‘Eva’. 
 
When the maid heard tell of this  
She was full sore abashed I-wys,* 
And wened* that she had done amiss. 
 Nova! Nova! ‘Ave’ fit ex ‘Eva’. 
 
Then said the angel: ‘Dread not you, 
You shall conceive in all vertue 
A Child whose name shall be Jesu’. 
 Nova! Nova! ‘Ave’ fit ex ‘Eva’. 
 
‘It is not yet six months a-gone.’ 
Since Elizabeth conceived John, 
As it was prophesied before.’ 
 Nova! Nova! ‘Ave’ fit ex ‘Eva’. 
 
 



Then said the maiden verily: 
‘I am your servant right truly, 
Ecce ancilla Domini,* 
 Nova! Nova! ‘Ave’ fit ex ‘Eva’. 
 

*1. News! News! ‘Ave’ is made from ‘Eva’. 
*2. I-wys = indeed 

*3. Wened = thought 
*4. Behold the handmaid of the Lord. 

 
 
I sing of a maiden 
Matthew Martin (b. 1976) 
Words 15th-century English 
 
I sing of a maiden that is makeless;* 
King of all kings to her son she ches.* 
 
He came all so still where his mother 
was,  
As dew in April that falleth on the grass. 
 
He came all so still to his mother’s 
bower,* 
As dew in April that falleth on the 
flower. 
 
He came all so still where his mother 
lay, 
As dew in April that falleth on the 
spray. 
 
Mother and maiden was never none but 
she: 
Well may such a lady Godes mother be. 

 
*1. Makeless = matchless 

*2. Ches = chose 
*3. Bower = womb 

*Choir and audience: 

Once in Royal David’s City 
H.J. Gauntlett (1805 – 76) 
Words by C.F. Alexander (1818 – 95) 
 
Solo verse 
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. 
 
All 
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 Saviour holy. 
 
Choir ladies only 
And through all his wondrous 
childhood 
He would honour and obey, 
Love and watch the lowly maiden, 
In whose gentle arms he lay: 
Christian children all must be 
Mild, obedient, good as he. 
 
All 
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.  

 



READING: 
Micah 5.2-4  
 
 
 
In the bleak midwinter 
Harold Darke (1888 – 1976) 
Words by Christina Rossetti (1830 – 94) 
 
In the bleak mid-winter  
Frosty wind made moan, 
Earth stood hard as iron,  
Water like a stone; 
Snow had fallen, snow on snow,  
Snow on snow, 
In the bleak mid-winter 
Long ago. 
 
Our God, Heaven cannot hold Him  
Nor earth sustain; 
Heaven and earth shall flee away 
When He comes to reign: 
In the bleak mid-winter  
 A stable-place sufficed 
The Lord God Almighty,  
Jesus Christ. 
 
Enough for Him, whom cherubim  
Worship night and day, 
A breastful of milk  
And a mangerful of hay; 
Enough for Him, whom angels  
Fall down before, 
The ox and ass and camel  
Which adore. 
 

What can I give Him,  
Poor as I am? 
If I were a shepherd 
I would bring a lamb, 
If I were a wise man 
I would do my part, 
Yet what I can I give Him,  
Give my heart. 

 
Immensity, cloister’d 
Samuel Wilson (b. 1995) 
Words: Annunciation by John Donne 
(1572-1631) 
 
Salvation to all that will is nigh; 
That All, which always is all everywhere, 
Which cannot sin, and yet all sins must 
bear, 
Which cannot die, yet cannot choose 
but die, 
Lo, faithful virgin, yields Himself to lie 
In prison, in thy womb; and though He 
there 
Can take no sin, nor thou give, yet He 
will wear, 
Taken from thence, flesh, which death's 
force may try. 
Ere by the spheres time was created, 
thou 
Wast in His mind, who is thy Son and 
Brother; 
Whom thou conceivst, conceived; yea 
thou art now 
Thy Maker's maker, and thy Father's 
mother; 
Thou hast light in dark, and shutt'st in 
little room, 
Immensity cloister’d in thy dear womb. 



 
READING 
Luke 1.26-38 
 
 
 
Ave Regina 
Cecilia McDowall (b. 1951) 
 
Ave Regina caelorum, 
Ave Domina Angelorum: 
Salve radix, salve porta, 
Ex qua mundo lux est orta. 
 
Gaude Virgo gloriosa, 
Super omnes speciosa: 
Vale, O valde decora, 
Et  pro nobis Christum exora 
 
 
Hail, Queen of heaven, 
Hail, Mistress of angels,  
Hail, root of Jesse; hail, gate of heaven 
From whom the light came into the world. 
 
Rejoice, most glorious virgin, 
Favoured among all women; 
Farewell, O truly glorious one 
And intercede with Christ for us. 
 
 

 
 
 
 

What sweeter music 
Richard Rodney Bennett (1979 – 2012) 
Words by Robert Herrick (1591 – 1674) 
 
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! 
 
We see him come, and know him ours, 
Who, with his sunshine and his 
showers, 
Turns all the patient ground to flowers. 
 
Dark and dull night, fly hence away, 
And give the honour to this day, 
That sees December turned to May. 
If we may ask the reason, say: 
 
We see him come, and know him ours, 
Who, with his sunshine and his 
showers, 
Turns all 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. 
 
We see him come, and know him ours, 
Who, with his sunshine and his 
showers, 
Turns all the patient ground to flowers. 
 
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 revelling. 
 



What sweeter music can we bring, 
Than a carol for to sing 
The birth of this our heavenly King? 
 
 

King Jesus hath a Garden 
Dutch trad., arr. John Rutter (b. 1945) 
Words transl. by G.R. Woodward (1848 – 
1934) 
 
King Jesus hath a garden, full of divers 
flow’rs, 
Where I go culling posies gay, all times 
and hours. 

There naught is heard  
but Paradise bird, 
Harp, dulcimer, lute, 
With cymbal, trump and tymbal, 
And the tender, soothing flute. 
 

The lily, white in blossom there, is 
chastity: 
The violet, with sweet perfume, 
humanity.  

There naught is heard.... 
 
The Crown Imperial bloometh too in 
yonder place, 
'Tis Charity, of stock divine, the flower 
of grace.  
 There naught is heard.... 
 
Yet, 'mid the brave, the bravest prize of 
all may claim 
The Star of Bethlem –- Jesus – bless'd 
be his Name! 
  There naught is heard .... 
 

Ah! Jesu Lord, my heal and weal, my 
bliss complete, 
Make thou my heart thy garden-plot, 
fair, trim and neat.  
 That I may hear this musick clear: 

Harp, dulcimer, lute, 
With cymbal, trump and tymbal, 
And the tender, soothing flute. 

 
 

 
READING: 
Luke 2.1, 3-7 
 
 
 
*Choir and audience: 

Hark, the herald angels sing 
Felix Mendelssohn (1809 – 1847) 

 
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 heaven 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 men to dwell,  

Jesus, our Emmanuel.  

Hark! the herald angels sing,  
Glory to the newborn King.   

 
Hail the heaven-born Prince of Peace!  

Hail the Sun 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 newborn King.   

 
 
 
My Lord has Come 
Words and music by Will Todd (b. 1970) 
 
Shepherds, called by angels, called by 
love and angels; 
No place for them but a stable. 
My Lord has come. 
 
Sages, searching for stars, searching for 
love in heaven; 
No place for them but a stable. 
My Lord has come. 
 
His love will hold me, 
His love will cherish me, 
Love will cradle me. 

 
Lead me to see him, sages and 
shepherds and angels; 
No place but a stable, 
No place for me but a stable. 
My Lord has come. 
 
 

 
Carol, with Lullaby 
Phyllis Tate (1911 – 87) 
Words anon. 
 
Lulla, lulla, lulla, lulla, lullaby. 
My sweet little baby, what meanest 
thou to cry? 
A King is born, they say, 
Which King a king would kill; 
Oh wo, oh wo’ful, heavy day, 
When wretches have their will. 
 
And shepherds heard the song 
Which angels bright did sing 
All giving glory unto God,  
For coming of this King, 
Which must be made away, 
King Herod would him kill. 
Oh wo, oh wo’ful, heavy day, 
When wretches have their will. 
 
And thou shalt live and reign, 
As all the prophets prophesy, 
As sybils have foresaid; 
Whom caitiffs ne’er betray, 
Whom tyrants none can kill; 
Oh joy, oh joyful, happy day, 
When wretches want their will. 
 



Silent Night 
Franz Gruber (1787 – 1863), arr. Stephen 
Jones; words by Josef Mohr (1792 – 1848) 
 
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 heav’n afar 
Heav’nly hosts sing alleluia: 
Christ, the Saviour is born, 
Christ, the Saviour 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. 
 
 
 
 

READING: 
Matthew 2.1-11 
 
 
 
ORGAN SOLO: 
Wie schön leuchtet der 
Morgenstern 
Niels Gade (1817 – 1890) 

 
 
*Choir and audience (refrain only) 

We Three Kings  
Words and melody by John Henry Hopkins 
(1820 – 91), arr. Paul L. Wright (b. 1951) 
 

We three kings of Orient are, 
Bearing gifts we traverse afar, 
Field and fountain, moor and mountain, 
Following yonder star. 
 O Star of Wonder, Star of night, 
 Star with royal beauty bright, 
 Westward leading, still proceeding,  
 Guide us to thy perfect light. 
 
Born a King on Bethlehem plain, 
Gold I bring to crown Him again, 
King for ever, ceasing never 
Over us all to reign. 
 O Star of Wonder… 
 
Frankincense to offer have I, 
Incense owns a Deity nigh; 
Prayer and praising all men raising, 
Worship Him, God on high. 
 O Star of Wonder… 
 
Myrrh is mine; its bitter perfume 
Breathes a life of gathering gloom; 
Sorrowing, sighing, bleeding, dying, 
Sealed in the stone-cold tomb. 
 O Star of Wonder… 
Glorious now behold Him arise, 
King, and God, and Sacrifice. 
Heav’n sing: ‘Alleluia’, ‘Alleluia’ 
The earth replies. 
 O Star of Wonder… 
 



 
 

We Wish You A Merry Christmas! 
 
 
 
 
STEPHEN JONES conductor, pianist, organist  
Stephen has enjoyed a rich and varied career as a musician of many talents. He won his 
first piano competition at the age of seven, sang in a close harmony quartet which 
appeared on television and radio, sang in London’s cathedrals, and was a tenor soloist 
specialising in Renaissance and Baroque repertoire. Stephen has played piano, 
fortepiano, harpsichord, harmonium and organ in all the major London venues, and was 
a scriptwriter, presenter and pianist on BBC Schools Radio. In 1987 he founded the City 
Chamber Choir, and in 1994 became Musical Director of Hertfordshire’s Aeolian 
Singers, and he remains conductor of both choirs. He has been accompanist and 
assistant conductor of Goldsmiths Choral Union since 1978. Stephen has also taught 
for many years, first as a music specialist in primary and secondary schools, and then as 
a choral animateur for organisations including the British Federation of Young Choirs 
and the BBC Singers, and now as a singing teacher working privately and for 
Hertfordshire Music Service. Stephen continues to be a busy conductor, singer, 
accompanist, teacher and performer. 
 
 
 

 

CITY CHAMBER CHOIR 
City Chamber Choir is delighted to be presenting Christmas music in Potters Bar and 
would like to thank everyone in the United Reformed Church for their warm welcome. 
The choir was founded by Stephen Jones in 1987 to explore neglected repertoire, 
especially British 20th-century works, and since that time it has given many 
performances of little known, but beautiful and worthwhile music. It also receives 
regular infusions of new music from up-and-coming ‘composers in residence’. The choir 
has been awarded PRS Choral Enterprise Awards on six occasions, has been invited to 
record by the British Music Society and reached the semi-finals of the Sainsbury’s Choir 
of the Year competition. Highlights of the last few years include a tour of the 



Netherlands in 2017, running regular choral workshops in Sussex and London, 
performing the music for productions at the Park Theatre (Revlon Girl, 2017) and the 
National Theatre (Love the Sinner, 2010), and singing with the English National Ballet and 
Orchestra in St Paul’s Cathedral for the City of London Festival. The choir has also 
released four CDs, including City Chamber Choir at Christmas and A Century of Song. For 
further details about the Choir please visit its website, http://citychamberchoir.org.uk . 
 
Sopranos: Kathryn Beecroft, Laura Cusick, Janet Gilbert, Mirjam James, Hania 
Laganowski 
Altos: Frances Button, Helen Godwin, Joan Hester, Fiona Macnab 
Tenors: Alexander Hume, Geoffrey Smeed 
Basses: Peter Dean, Dominic Evers, David Flinter, John Stevens 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Special thanks  
to our rehearsal accompanist, Lu Liu  

(Junior Fellow, Guildhall School of Music and Drama) 
 
 
 

 
 
 


