




















Adeste Fideles/O Come All Ye Faithful
INSPIRED BY SERAPHIC FIRE; DESCANT BY SIR DAVID WILLCOCKS

Attribution has been given to various composers for this Christmas carol. They include John
Francis Wade (1711-1786), John Reading (1645-1692) and King John IV of Portugal (1604-1656),
and more. Florida’s GRAMMY® nominated vocal ensemble brings together professional vocal
and instrumental artists from around the country to perform a broad repertoire. Willcocks is
considered by many to be the most influential choirmaster of his generation (1920-2015). The
descant featured here is one used at King’s College in Oxford’s annual Festival of Nine Lessons
and Carols, a service broadcast throughout the world annually on Christmas Eve.

Adeste fideles laete triumphantes,
Venite venite in Bethlehem;

Natum videte Regem angelorum:
Venite adoremus, venite adoremus,
Venite adoremus Dominum.

En grege relicto humiles ad cunas
Vocati pastores approperant.
Natum videte Regem angelorum:
Venite adoremus, venite adoremus,
Venite adoremus Dominum.

¢

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:
O come let us adore him,
o come let us adore him,
O come let us adore him, Christ the Lord!

Sing choirs of angels, sing in exultation,
Sing, all ye citizens of heav'n above;
Glory to God In the highest:
O come let us adore him,

o come let us adore him,
O come let us adore him, Christ the Lord!
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Jesus Christ the Apple Tree
ANONYMOUS POEM; MUSIC BY ELIZABETH POSTON

This poem, possibly intended for use as a carol, first appeared in the mid-1700s in London’s
Spiritual Magazine. Several explanations can be found for its meaning. it may allude to the
apple tree in the Song of Solomon as a metaphor for Jesus, or the tree of life in Luke and
elsewhere in the Bible. Apple trees were a common crop in New England homesteads in this
period as was the old English tradition of wassailing or wishing health to apple trees on
Christmas Eve. In part, it may have been an attempt to Christianize the old English winter
season songs used in ceremonies to seek the fertility of the trees.

The tree of life my soul hath seen, I'm weary with my former toil,

Laden with fruit, and always green: Here I will sit and rest awhile:

The trees of nature fruitless be Under the shadow | will be,
Compared with Christ the apple tree. Of Jesus Christ the apple tree.

His beauty doth all things excel: This fruit doth make my soul to thrive,
By faith | know, but ne'er can tell, It keeps my dying faith alive;

The glory which I now can see Which makes my soul in haste to be
In Jesus Christ the apple tree. With Jesus Christ the apple tree.

For happiness | long have sought,
And pleasure dearly I have bought:
I missed of all; but now | see

‘Tis found in Christ the apple tree.

Christmas Lullaby
JOHN RUTTER

John Rutter’s name is synonymous with “Christmas choral music.” This carol was commissioned
in 1989 by the Bach Choir in celebration of the seventieth birthday of their conductor, Sir David
Willcocks. Rutter wrote his own text for this piece, alluding to several aspects of the Christmas
story; he combines reverence for the baby Jesus and his mother Mary with the Latin phrase, Ave
Maria (Hail Mary). Listen for the women's voices singing as the angels and the men’s voices who
stand in for the wise men.

Clear in the darkness Where are his courtiers,
a light shines in Bethlehem: and who are his people?
Angels are singing, their sound fills the air. Why does he bear
Wise men have journeyed neither scepter nor crown?
to greet their Messiah; Shepherds his courtiers,
But only a mother and baby lie there. the poor for his people,
With peace as his scepter
CHORUS and love for his crown.
‘Ave Maria, ave Maria"
Hear the soft lullaby the angel hosts sing. CHORUS

‘Ave Maria, ave Maria,
Maiden, and mother of Jesus our King.’



What though your treasures Praise to the Christ child,

are not gold or incense? and praise to his mother
Lay them before him Who bore us a Saviour
with hearts full of love. by grace from above.
CHORUS
True Light

HARRY DIXON LOES; ADAPTED BY KEITH HAMPTON

Composer “Doc” Hampton is the Founder and Artistic Director of the Chicago Community
Chorus. Additionally, he is an organist, conductor, composet/arranger, educator, church
musician, adjudicator, and clinician, and is much admired for his arrangements of gospel songs
and spirituals. Hampton has borrowed from a gospel song, written for children in the 1920s and
later conscripted by the civil rights movement, to create True Light for the ensemble, Essence of
Joy, at Penn State University under the direction of Dr. Tony Leach.

This littie light of mine, Don't let the light that You've given me die,
I'm gonna let it shine. And don’t desert my mind.

Almighty God is light. But let the one who serves You

He lives in us as True Light. Praise You again and again.

He lives in us as True Light.
In the beginning out of the darkness

God created True Light. You are the one who judges right from wrong.
He lives in us as True Light. Your glory excites no envy.

Almighty God is light. But let the one who serves You

He lives in us as True Light. Praise You again and again.

He lives in us as True Light.

This little light of mine, I'm gonna let it shine.
Everywhere | go, | want the world to know,
God gave the world True Light.







“Tell me, shepherd boy
piping tunes so merrily
On the way to Bethlehem,
Who will hear your tunes
on these hills so lonely
On the way to Bethlehem?”

Angels in the sky brought this message nigh:
“Dance and sing for joy
that Christ the newborn King
Is come to bring us peace on earth,
And He's lying cradled there at Bethiehem.”

“None may hear my pipes
on these hills so lonely
On the way to Bethlehem;
But a King will hear me play sweet lullabies
When [ get to Bethlehem.”

Angels in the sky came down from on high,
Hovered o'er the manger

where the babe was lying
Cradled in the arms of his mother Mary,
Sleeping now at Bethlehem.

Lux Nova
ERIC WHITACRE

“Where is the new King,
shepherd boy piping merrily,
Is He there at Bethlehem?”
“I will find Him soon
by the star shining brightly
In the sky o'er Bethlehem.”

Angels in the sky brought this message nigh:
“Dance and sing for joy
that Christ the newborn King
Is come to bring us peace on earth,
And He's lying cradled there at Bethlehem.”

"May | come with you,
shepherd boy piping merrily,
Come with you to Bethlehem?
Pay my homage too at the new King's cradle,
Is it far to Bethlehem?”

Angels in the sky brought this message nigh:
“Dance and sing for joy
that Christ the newborn King
Is come to bring us peace on earth,
And He’s lying cradled there at Bethlehem.”

The Sacramento Master Singers have enjoyed singing Eric Whitacre’s music for several seasons.
In recent seasons we sang his Cloudburst, Water Night, i thank You God for most this
amazing day, all of which show his amazing ability at word painting — making the music
enhance the poetry. Originally entitled Lux Aurumaque, Whitacre chose the English poem
written by Edward Esch to be set into Latin by the American lyricist Charles Anthony Sivestri,
Whitacre recently extended the middle section. Hence, Lux Aurumque became Lux Nova or

“new light.”

Lux

Calida gravisque pura velut aurum,
Angeli canunt

Moliter naturm

Light,

Warm and heavy as pure gold
And the angels sing softly

To the newborn baby.



Riu, Riu, Chiu
CANCIONERO DE UPPSALA, 41; MATEO FLECHA EL VIEJO; ARR. BY DONALD BAILEY

To differentiate him from his nephew, also a 16th century composer, Mateo Flecha is considered
El Viejo (the elder) and his nephew El Joven (the younger). The Cangionero de Uppsala is a
songbook connected with the chapel of the Duke of Calabria in Spain, which features several of
Flecha El Viejo's compositions. He is the composer of the “ensalada” (literally, “salad”), a choral
piece for 4-5 voices written for the diversion of courtiers in the palace.

Riu riu chiu, la guarda ribera; Crying riu, riu, chiu, God the kingfisher

Dios guardé el lobo de nuestra cordera. Kept the wolf from our Lamb [Jesus].”

El lobo rabioso la quiso morder, The rabid wolf tried to bite her

Mas Dios poderoso la supo defender; But God Almighty knew how to defend her
Quisola hazer que no pudiese pecar, He wished to create her impervious to sin

Ni aun original esta Virgen no tuviera. Nor was this maid to embody original sin.
Este qu’es nacido es el gran monarca, He who's now begotten is our mighty Monarch
Christo patriarca, de carne vestido; Christ, our Holy Father, in human flesh embodied
Hanos redimido con se hacer chiquito, He has brought atonement by being borm so humble
Aun qu'era infinito, finito se hiziera. Though He is infinite, he made himself finite.
Muchas profecias lo han profetizado, Many prophecies told of his coming,

Ya un nuestros dias lo hemos al consado And now in our days have we seen them fulfilled.
Adios humanado vemos en el suelo, God became man, on earth we behold him,
Yal hombre nelcielo porquel le quistera. And see man in heaven because he so willed.
Yo vi mil garcones que andavan cantando, A thousand singing angels | saw passing,

Por aqui volando, haciendo mil sones, Flying overhead, sounding a thousand voices,
Diciendo a gascones: “Gloria sea en el cielo Exulting, “Glory be in the heavens,

Y paz en el suelo”, pues Jesus nasciera. And peace on Earth, for Jesus has been born.”
Sorida

ROSEPHANYE POWELL

“...Sorida is an original work rather than an arrangement. While serving at Philander Smith
College in Little Rock, Arkansas, my husband, Dr. William C. Powell, director of the PSC
Collegiate Choir, wanted an African song for the choir’s CD project. However, at the time,

the music department could not afford to pay royalties for a published work. So | decided to
research the possibility of arranging an African folksong. During my research, | came upon
the word “SORIDA” which is an African greeting of brotherhood and unity. Additionally, |
found an African children’s song that plays on the syllables of the word “sorida”. So, utilizing
the syllables as a foundation (so-ri-da, ri-da, ri-da), the song developed. | composed my own
lyrics, melody, and harmonies that might represent the meaning and far-reaching scope

of Sorida. After the choir used the song for its title track, | did not plan to have the song
published. However, Dr. Andre Thomas, conductor, (Florida State University) heard the song
through a mutual friend and called to say that he wanted it published and wanted to use it
immediately. So, of course, | jumped at the opportunity to have Dr. Thomas expose my work
(as did Hal Leonard)!” ~ Rosephanye Powell



CHORUS CHORUS

Sorida, da rida.

Sorida, rida, rida. Wave to your brothers. Wave to your sisters.
Greet ev'rybody. Love one another.

Greetings, my brothers. Greetings, my sisters.

Greet ev'rybody. Love one another. CHORUS

Sing We Now of Christmas
TRADITIONAL FRENCH CAROL; ARR. BY CARY RATCLIFF

Sing We Now of Christmas (Noél nouvelet) is a traditional French carol arranged here
by Dr. Cary Ratcliff, a composer based in Rochester, NY, who performed as a pianist with
the Rochester Philharmonic Orchestra for 35 years and is currently the Artistic Director of
Madrigalia, a Rochester-based choral chamber ensemble.

Noél nouvelet, Noél chantons ici. Noél, little child; Noél we sing here.
Dévotes gens, crions a dieu merci! Devout people, we shout thanks to God.
Chantons Noél, pour le roi nouvelet. We sing Noel for the new little king.
Noél nouvelet, Noél chantons ici. Noél, little child; Noél we sing here.
Now Let Me Fly

TRADITIONAL SPIRITUAL INCORPORATING I'LL FLY AWAY BY ALBERT E. BRUMLEY;
ARR.BY STACEY V. GIBBS

A graduate of Kentucky State University, Gibbs is well known for his arrangements of traditional
spirituals. His works have been performed by numerous college, university, and high school
groups, internationally and domestically, as well as at all-state festivals and conferences. This
setting of I'll Fly Away is a celebration of overcoming the obstacles and challenges of life. The
hymn I'll Fly Away was written in 1929 by Albert E. Brumley an American gospel music composer
and publisher. Often called the most recorded gospel song, Gibbs says that the hymn, “...serves
as a catalyst from trial and longing, to victory and triumph.”

Some glad morning when this life is over. See that hypocrite on the street,
I'll fly away. good Lord,
Let me fly away to a home First thing he do is show his teeth,
on God'’s celestial shore. my Lord,
And the next thing he do is to tell a lie,
Now let me fly to Mt. Zion, yes, Lord, And the best thing to do
now let me fly. is just pass him by.
Way down yonder I got a mother in the Promised Land,
in the middle of the field, And | ain't gonna stop
See the angels workin’ ‘til | shake-a her hand,
on the chariot wheel. No, I'm not so partic’lar
I'm not so partic’lar ‘bout ‘bout shaking her hand, Lord,
the workin’ of the wheel, | just want to meet her
But I just wanted to see in the Promised Land.

how the chariot feel.
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Christmas Medley
ARRANGED BY LINDA DAWSON

Please join us in this beautiful medley

arranged by one of our former accompanists.

Hark! the herald angels sing-
Glory to the newborn king,
Peace on earth and mercy mild,
God and sinner 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.

Dashing through the snow,

in a one-horse open sleigh,
O'er the fields we go,
Laughing all the way.

Bells on bobtail ring,

Making spirits bright,

What fun it is to ride and sing,
A sleighing song tonight.

(refrain)
Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells,
Jingle all the way,
Oh what funitis to ride
in a one-horse open sleigh.

(Master Singers sing the next verse...
audience join on refrain)

(Men)

God rest you merry gentlemen,

Let nothing you dismay.

(Women)

Remember Christ our Saviour

Was born on Christmas day.

(ali)

To save us all from Satan’s pow’r

When we were gone astray,

O tidings of comfort and joy,
comfort and joy,

O tidings of comfort and joy.

(Master Singers finish the medley)






Drummer Boy
KATHERINE KENNICOTT DAVIS; ARR. PATRICK ROSE

Originally known as Carol of the Drum, Davis based this song on a traditional Czech carol
in 1941. Ten years later, the first recording of it was made by the Trapp Family Singers. Varied
groups have recorded it since including Johnny Cash, Marlene Dietrich, Joan Baez, Stevie
Wonder, Jimi Hendrix, The Temptations, Ray Charles, Alicia Keys, Ringo Starr, The Wiggles,
Destiny’s Child, Boyz Il Men, Josh Groban, Bob Dylan, Phish and The Black-Eyed Peas.

Come they told me, That's fit to give a King.
(pa-rum-pum-pum-pum) Shall I play for you,
A newborn King to see, Me and my drum?
This night, our finest gifts we bring,
To lay before the King. Mary nodded.
So, we honor Him, The ox and lamb kept time.
When we come. t played my drum for Him.
! played my best for Him.
Baby Jesus, Then He smiled at me, honored me.
lam a poor boy too, The baby Jesus smiled for me and my drum.

| have no gift to bring,
(No worldly wealth at all.)

White Winter Hymnal
BY ROBIN PECKNOLD; ARR. BY ALAN BILLINGSLEY

Pecknold of Fleet Foxes, an indie folk band formed in Seattle, Washington, drew from
personal experience in this song about a time when his friends excluded him in middle
school. SMS performs the version made popular by singers of Pentatonix, who have added
body percussion to their unaccompanied rendition.

QUINTETS: Thomas Voigt, Michelle Miller, David Temme, Carol McCormick, Laura Lofgren
William Zinn, Emily Carbrey, Kurtis Kroon, Byron Jackson-Nash, Wendy Day
Angelo McRath, Michelle Dunnaway, Matt Metcalf, Rikki Pratt, Michael Villareal

| was following the pack, And | turned round and there you go,
All swallowed in their coats, And Michael, you would fall

With scarves of red tied ‘round their throats, And turn the white snow red as

To keep their little heads Strawberries in the summertime.

From falling in the snow.



12 Days of Christmas

TRADITIONAL CAROLS; BUFFOONS/STRAIGHT NO CHASER; EDITED BY RALPH HUGHES

Men'’s a cappella groups have thrived on American college campuses since the Whiffenpoofs
were first founded at Yale in 1909. This mashup of Christmas Carols and other songs originated
with two of them: the Colorado University BUFFoons (after their mascot, the buffalo), and
Indiana University’s Straight No Chaser (the slang American expression employed for
requesting a drink). Hughes has edited the piece, which brought the group Straight No Chaser
overwhelming success and professional status, for the Sacramento Master Singers.

On the first day of Christmas,
My true love gave to me

A partridge in a pear tree.

On the second day of Christmas,
My true love gave to me...

You better not shout, you better not cry,
You better not ‘tridge in a pear tree.

On the ninth, on the eighth,
On the Deck the Halls with boughs of holly
Here we come wassailing along the lane so...
Fala la - four calling birds,
three French hens,
Two turtle... Here we come wassailing
The boar’s head bedecked with bays
And a partridge in a pear tree.

On the eleventh day of Christmas

My true love gave to...

Eleven pipers piping, ten lords a-leaping,
Nine ladies dancing, eight maids a-milking,
Seven swans a-swimming, six geese a-laying,
Five golden rings, four calling birds,

Three French hens, two turtle doves and
Rudolph the red-nosed reindeer

On the twelfth day of Christmas...
| have a little dreidel,

I made it out of clay,

And whenit’s dry and ready,

The dreidel | shall play.

Oh, dreidel, dreidel, dreidel...

On the twelfth day of Christmas
My true love gave to me:
On the twelfth day, my true love gave to me:
Twelve drummers drumming
Like Olympus above the Serengeti,
Eleven pipers piping,
Ten lords a-leaping,
Nine ladies dancing

they were dancing for me!
Eight maids a-milkin”:

they were milkin' just for me!
I had Christmas down in Africa...
Gonna deck the halls

and do the things we never had.
Partridge in a big pear tree.

Have Yourself a Merry Little Christmas
HUGH MARTIN & RALPH BLANE; ARR. MARK HAYES

This holiday standard, written by Martin and Blane in 1944, first appeared in the MGM

musical Meet Me in St Louis. Judy Garland sang the original version on Christmas Eve to her
unhappy five-year-old sister, Tootie, played by Margaret O’Brien, attempting to cheer her up
before the family moves to NYC. Martin updated the lyrics and made them less movie-specific
at the request of Frank Sinatra. SMS performs this newer version with lush, expansive jazz
harmonies, and flowing and supportive accompaniment by arranger Hayes.



Have yourself a merry little Christmas. Here we are as in olden days,
Let your heart be light. Happy golden days of yore.
From now on our troubles will be out of sight. Faithful friends who are dear to us,
Gather near to us once more.
Have yourself a merry little Christmas,
Make the Yuletide gay. Through the years we all will be together,
From now on our troubles will be miles away. If the Fates allow.
Hang a shining star upon the highest bough,
And have yourself a merry little Christmas now.

Fum, Fum, Fum
TRADITIONAL CATALAN CAROL; ARR. BY HOWARD HELVEY

This carol, with its piano four hands accompaniment, is thought to have originated in the
16th or 17th century. The word “fum” means smoke in Catalan. Perhaps it simply refers to the
smoke rising from a chimney as seen from afar, or, as found in the New Oxford Book of Carols,
“may imitate the sound of a drum (or perhaps the strumming of a guitar).”

On this joyful Christmas Day; Birds that live within the forest,
Sing fum, fum, fum. Sing fum, fum, fum.

For a blessed Babe was born All you fledgling leave behind,
Upon this day at the break of morn And seek the Infant Saviour kind.
Ina manger poor and lowly Build, as well as you are able,

Lay the Son of God most holy Downy nest to be His cradle;
Fum, fum, fum! Fum, fum, fum!

Give thanks to God this holy day; Praise we now the Lord above;
Sing fum, fum, fum Sing fum, fum, fum.

Now we all our voices raise For upon this day at morn,

And sing a song of grateful praise. The wond'rous Son of God was born.
Celebrate in song and story In a manger poor and lowly,

All the wonders of His glory. Lay the Blessed Babe most holy.
Fum, fum, fum! Fum, fum, fum!

Deck the Hall

LYRICS BY THOMAS OLIPHANT; TRADITIONAL WELSH CAROL; ARR. BY MACK WILBERG

Wilberg’s arrangement for choir and piano four hands features both Ralph and Heidi sharing a
single keyboard. The melody, dating back to the 16th century, comes from a Welsh winter carol
entitled Nos Galan, or New Year’s Carol. The English lyrics were penned by Scottish musician
Thomas Oliphant. Originally, carols, such as this one, were dances, not songs. Arranger Wilberg
is well-known as the current music director of the Mormon Tabernacle Choir.

Deck the hall with boughs of hoily. See the flowing bow! before us.
(Fa, la, la, Ia, la, la, 13, la, lah) (Fa, la, la, la, Ia, 1a, la, la, la!)

‘Tis the season to be jolly. Strike the harp and join the chorus.

Fill the meadcup, drain the barrel. Follow me in merry measure,

Troll the ancient Christmas carol. While I sing of beauty’s treasure.
























