
“Christmas Words and Sounds”
The Parish Church of All Saints, Orpington

Tuesday 8th December 2020, 7.30 pm

Gaudete, Christus natus est Anon

Welcome

Introductory Reading

First reading: John 1.1–14 The Word became flesh
In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was
God. He was with God in the beginning. Through him all things were made;
without him nothing was made that has been made. In him was life, and that life
was the light of all mankind. The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness
has not overcome it. There was a man sent from God whose name was John. He
came as a witness to testify concerning that light, so that through him all might
believe. He himself was not the light; he came only as a witness to the light. The
true light that gives light to everyone was coming into the world. He was in the
world, and though the world was made through him, the world did not recognise
him. He came to that which was his own, but his own did not receive him. Yet to
all who did receive him, to those who believed in his name, he gave the right to
become children of God – children born not of natural descent, nor of human
decision or a husband’s will, but born of God. The Word became flesh and made
his dwelling among us. We have seen his glory, the glory of the one and only
Son, who came from the Father, full of grace and truth.

Silent Night Joseph Mohr

Second reading: “A Child of the Snows” G.K. Chesterton

There is heard a hymn when the panes are dim,
And never before or again,
When the nights are strong with a darkness long,
And the dark is alive with rain.

Never we know but in sleet and in snow,
The place where the great fires are,
That the midst of the earth is a raging mirth
And the heart of the earth a star.
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And at night we win to the ancient inn
Where the child in the frost is furled,
We follow the feet where all souls meet
At the inn at the end of the world.

The gods lie dead where the leaves lie red,
For the flame of the sun is flown,
The gods lie cold where the leaves lie gold,
And a Child comes forth alone.

Tell out the news Jan Holdstock

Away in a Manger     W.J. Kirkpatrick

Third reading: “And They Laid Him in a Manger”     Sir Edward Sherburne

Happy crib, that wert, alone,
To my God, bed, cradle, throne!
Whilst thy glorious vileness I
View with divine fancy's eye,
Sordid filth seems all the cost,
State, and splendour, crowns do boast.

See heaven's sacred majesty
Humbled beneath poverty;
Swaddled up in homely rags,
On a bed of straw and flags!
He whose hands the heavens displayed,
And the world's foundations laid,
From the world's almost exiled,
Of all ornaments despoiled.
Perfumes bathe him not, new-born;
Persian mantles not adorn;
Nor do the rich roofs look bright
With the jasper's orient light.

Where, O royal infant, be
The ensigns of thy majesty;
Thy Sire's equalising state;
And thy sceptre that rules fate?
Where's thy angel-guarded throne,
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Whence thy laws thou didst make known--
Laws which heaven, earth, hell obeyed?
These, ah! these aside he laid;
Would the emblem be--of pride
By humility outvied?

Deck the Halls Thomas Oliphant

Fourth reading: “Christmas”       George Herbert
All after pleasures as I rid one day,
My horse and I, both tired, body and mind,
With full cry of affections, quite astray,
I took up in the next inn I could find;
There when I came, whom found I but my dear,
My dearest Lord, expecting till the grief
Of pleasures brought me to Him, ready there
To be all passengers' most sweet relief?
O Thou, whose glorious, yet contracted light,
Wrapt in night's mantle, stole into a manger;
Since my dark soul and brutish is Thy right,
To man of all beasts be not Thou a stranger:
Furnish and deck my soul, that Thou mayst have
A better lodging, than a rack or grave.

The shepherds sing; and shall I silent be?
My God, no hymn for Thee?
My soul's a shepherd too; a flock it feeds
Of thoughts, and words, and deeds.
The pasture is Thy words; the streams, Thy grace
Enriching all the place.
Shepherd and flock shall sing, and all my powers
Outsing the daylight hours.
Then we will chide the sun for letting night
Take up his place and right:
We sing one common Lord; wherefore He should
Himself the candle hold.

I will go searching till I find a sun
Shall stay till we have done;
A willing shiner, that shall shine as gladly,
As frost-night suns look sadly.
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Then we will sing, and shine all our own day,
And one another pay:
His beams shall cheer my breast, and both so twine,
Till e'en his beams sing, and my music shine.

Christmas Lullaby John Rutter

Fifth reading: “The Bells” Edgar Allan Poe
(read by two different people, alternating stanzas)

I. Hear the sledges with the bells - Silver bells!
 What a world of merriment their melody foretells!
 How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle,
 In their icy air of night!
 While the stars, that oversprinkle
 All the heavens, seem to twinkle
 With a crystalline delight;
 Keeping time, time, time,
 In a sort of Runic rhyme,
 To the tintinnabulation that so musically wells
 From the bells, bells, bells, bells,
 Bells, bells, bells - From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells.

II. Hear the mellow wedding bells, Golden bells!
 What a world of happiness their harmony foretells!
 Through the balmy air of night
 How they ring out their delight!
 From the molten golden-notes,
 And all in tune,
 What a liquid ditty floats
 To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats
 On the moon!
 Oh, from out the sounding cells,
 What a gush of euphony voluminously wells!
 How it swells!
 How it dwells
 On the future! how it tells
 Of the rapture that impels
 To the swinging and the ringing
 Of the bells, bells, bells,
 Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
 Bells, bells, bells - To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells!

4 



III. Hear the loud alarum bells - Brazen bells!
 What a tale of terror now their turbulency tells!
 In the startled ear of night
 How they scream out their affright!
 Too much horrified to speak,
 They can only shriek, shriek,
 Out of tune,
 In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire,
 In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire
 Leaping higher, higher, higher,
 With a desperate desire,
 And a resolute endeavour
 Now--now to sit or never,
 By the side of the pale-faced moon.
 Oh, the bells, bells, bells!
 What a tale their terror tells
 Of Despair!
 How they clang, and clash, and roar!
 What a horror they outpour
 On the bosom of the palpitating air!
 Yet the ear it fully knows,
 By the twanging,
 And the clanging,
 How the danger ebbs and flows;
 Yet the ear distinctly tells,
 In the jangling,
 And the wrangling,
 How the danger sinks and swells,
 By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells--
 Of the bells—
 Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
 Bells, bells, bells—
 In the clamour and the clangour of the bells!

IV. Hear the tolling of the bells—
 Iron bells!
 What a world of solemn thought their monody compels!
 In the silence of the night,
 How we shiver with affright
 At the melancholy menace of their tone!
 For every sound that floats
 From the rust within their throats
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Is a groan.
And the people—ah, the people—
They that dwell up in the steeple.
All alone,
And who tolling, tolling, tolling,
In that muffled monotone,
Feel a glory in so rolling
On the human heart a stone—
They are neither man nor woman—
They are neither brute nor human—
They are Ghouls:
And their king it is who tolls;
And he rolls, rolls, rolls,
Rolls
A paean from the bells!
And his merry bosom swells
With the paean of the bells!
And he dances, and he yells;
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,
To the paean of the bells -
Of the bells:
Keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of Runic rhyme,
To the throbbing of the bells -
Of the bells, bells, bells -
To the sobbing of the bells;
Keeping time, time, time,
As he knells, knells, knells,
In a happy Runic rhyme,
To the rolling of the bells -
Of the bells, bells, bells -
To the tolling of the bells,
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells,
Bells, bells, bells -
To the moaning and the groaning of the bells.
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Ding Dong! Merrily on High 16th century French tune

The Twelve Days of Christmas Frederic Austin

Sixth reading: “I Sing the Birth, Was Borne Tonight” Ben Jonson

I sing the birth, was borne to night,
The Author both of Life, and light;
The Angels so did sound it.
And like the ravish'd Sheep'erds said,
Who saw the light, and were afraid,
Yet search'de, and true they found it.

The Sonne of God, th' Eternall King,
That did us all salvation bring,
And freed the soule from danger;
Hee whom the whole world could not take,
The Word, which heaven, and earth did make;
Was now laid in a Manger.

The Fathers wisedome will'd it so,
The Sonnes obedience know no No,
Both wills were in one stature;
and as that wisedome had decreed,
The Word was now made Flesh indeed,
And took on him our Nature.

What comfort by him doe wee winne?
Who made himself the price of sinne,
To make us heirs of glory?
To see this Babe, all innocense;
A Martyr borne in our defence;
Can man forget this storie?

O Come, All Ye Faithful Anon
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Seventh reading: “The Season” Amanda Turner

Snowflakes sparkle on sunlit trees
Glistening gleam of icicles gripping the air
Magical mystery of a winter’s night
Snowflakes sparkle on starlit trees.

Choirs come calling with carols of old
Lanterns alit and accordion playing
The story long long ago of Jesus’ birth
Choirs come calling with carols of old.

Whisper, whisper he is coming,
Mary, Mary, your precious son this night
Born to be a Saviour for all the world
Glory! Glory! He is here, he is here!

We wish you a Merry Christmas Arthur Warrell

Concluding reading

Notices and blessing

Organ voluntary “Finale from Symphony No.1” Louis Vierne

Other services and events at All Saints’ this Christmas

Saturday 12th December 8.00 pm Messiah (abridged)* Quartet & Organ
Tickets £15 available from Graham (tel. 07751 262187) or on the door

Saturday 19th (10 am - 2 pm) )
Sunday 20th, Monday 21st, Wednesday ) All Saints’ - open for Christmas*
23rd December (10.30-12.30 each day )

a walk round the church with displays connected with the coming of Christmas,
including the story behind Christingle

Sunday 20th December 4.30 pm Nine Lessons and Carols*
the traditional seasonal service with carols and readings at an earlier time this year

Christmas Eve 4.00 pm Christingle service
This year the service will be streamed live via Facebook

Christmas Eve 11.30 pm Midnight Mass*
Christmas Day 9.30 am  Family Eucharist service*
* services and events in church, subject to any change in government regulations

The words of poems are reproduced from hymnsandcarolsofchristmas.com with permission
Some parts of this service are © The Archbishops Council 2000-2020
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