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Upcoming Performances
Join us for our Woven Skies Series:

2.26.22 - Stars are for All who Look Up
4.9.21 - The Open Heavens

5.21.21 - The Gift of the Same Sun 



S O N G  T E X T S  &  T R A N S L A T I O N S
Gabriel’s Message
The angel Gabriel from heaven came,
His wings as drifted snow, his eyes as flame.
"All hail," said he, "thou lowly maiden Mary,
Most highly favoured lady." Gloria!
"For known a blessed mother thou shalt be,
All generations laud and honor thee.
Thy Son shall be Emmanuel, by seers foretold.
Most highly favored lady." Gloria!
Then gentle Mary meekly bowed her head;
"To me be as it pleaseth God," she said.
"My soul shall laud and magnify his holy name."
Most highly favored lady. Gloria!
Of her Emmanuel, the Christ, was born
In Bethlehem, all on a Christmas morn.
And Christian folk throughout the world will ever say,
"Most highly favored lady." Gloria!

Prepare the Way
Prepare the way, O Zion, ye awful deeps rise high; 
sink low ye lofty mountains, the Lord is drawing nigh.
The righteous King of glory, foretold in sacred story
O blest is he that came in the Father's name.
O Zion, he approaches, Your Lord and King for aye
Strew palms where He advances spread garments in his way.
God's promise faileth never, Hosanna sound forever.
 
My Dancing Day
Tomorrow shall be my dancing day I would my tru love did so chance
To see the legend of my play To call my true love to my dance
Refrain: Sing O my love, o my love, this have I done for my true love
Then was I born of a virgin pure, of her I took fleshly substance; Thus
was I knit to man's nature, to call my true love to my dance.
In a manger laid and wrapped I was,So very poor, this was my chance,
Betwixt an ox and a silly poor ass, To call my true love to my dance.
Then afterwards baptized I was; The Holy Ghost on me did glance, 
My Father's voice heard from above, To call my true love to my dance:

The Waiting Sky
The trees are bare, Green fields where puddles hold the waiting sky.
The cows move slowly, Their breathing clouds the air as they walk by.
What if the clouds smother the shining star?
We’ll know it’s there. Warm light will fill the puddles,
And the cows will stop and stare. The trees are bare,
Green fields where puddles hold the waiting sky.
--Lucia Quinault 

In the Bleak midwinter
1  In the bleak midwinter frosty winds made moan,
Earth stood hard as iron, water like a stone;
Snow had fallen, snow on snow, snow on snow,
In the bleak midwinter long ago.
2  Our God, Heav'n cannot hold him nor earth sustain;
Heav'n and earth shall flee away when he comes to reign:
In the bleak midwinter astable place sufficed.
The Lord God Almighty Jesus Christ.
3  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.
4  Angels and archangels may have gathered there,
Cherubim and seraphim thronged the air;
but only his mother in her maiden bliss
Worshipped the Beloved with a kiss.
5  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.
--Christina Rossetti (1830-1894)

In Bethlehem Above
In Bethlehem above, a star, pierces the midnight to proclaim the
child is born! Gloria in excels is Deo!
In a stall below a babe fed by a mother loving and brave
child is born! Gloria in excels is Deo!
Shepherd, take knee with kin. 
Rejoice! Heaven and earth resound with his glory,
The angles singing: Gloria in excelsis Deo!

Rorate caeli
Drop down, ye heavens, from above, and let the skies pour down
righteousness: let the earth open, and let it bring forth a Saviour.

O magnum mysterium
O great mystery and wonderful sacrament, 
that animals should see the new-born Lord lying in a manger! 
O blessed is the Virgin, whose womb was worthy to bear Christ the Lord.
Hail Mary, full of grace: the Lord is with you. 
Blessed is the Virgin whose womb was worthy to bear Christ the Lord. 
 Alleluia!

In dulci jubilo
1 In dulci jubilo    [In quiet joy] Let us our homage show, 
Our heart’s joy reclineth  In praesepio     [in a manger] 
And like a bright star shineth Matris in gremio [in the mother's lap]
Alpha es et O.   [Thou art Alpha & Omega]
2 O Jesu parvule    [O tiny Jesus]. I yearn for thee alway
Listen to my ditty  O puer optima     [O best of boys]
Have pity on me, pity O princeps gloriae,    [Prince of glory]
Trahe me post te.    [draw me unto thee]
3 O patris caritas    [O father's caring]
O nati lenitas    [O newborn's mildness]
Deeply were we stained Per nostra crimina    [by our crimes]
But thou hast for us gained Coelorum gaudia    [heavenly joy]
O that we were there.
4. Ubi sunt gaudia     [where be joys] If that they be not there
There are angels singing. Nova cantina     [new songs] 
There the bells are ringing In regis curia    [at the king's court] 
O that we were there.

Hymn to the Virgin
Of one that is so fair and bright, velut maris Stella, [like a star of the sea]
Brighter than the day is light, parens et puella. [mother and maiden]
I cry to thee, thou see to me, Lady, pray thy Son for me, 
Tam pia, [such a virtuous one] That I may come to thee. Maria! [Mary]
All this world was forlorn Eva peccatrice, [through Eve, the sinner]
Till our Lord was y-born de te genetrice. [of thee, the mother]
With ave it went away darkest night, and comes the day salutis: [of salvation]
The well springeth out of thee virtutis. [of virtue]
Lady, flow'r of everything, rosa sine spina, [rose without thorn]
Thou bare Jesu, heaven's King, gratia divina: [by divine grace]
Of all that bear'st the prize, Lady, queen of paradise, Electa: [chosen one]
Maid mild, mother es effecta. [you are made]
--Anonymous, circa 1800

Love came down at Christmas
1 Love came down at Christmas, love all lovely, Love divine;
Love was born at Christmas; star and angels gave the sign.
2 Worship we the Godhead, Love incarnate, Love divine;
worship we our Jesus, but wherewith for sacred sign?
3 Love shall be our token; love be yours and love be mine;
love to God and others, love for plea and gift and sign.
--Christina Rossetti (1830-1894)

Halcyon Days
Sacred days draw near, traditions hallowed and wan,
Well-worn prayers embrace their heirs when love returns as embers.
Dreams delayed, hopes frayed in the blue nights of winter,
Daybreak dreams of reunions lost.
Rise up, tattered and torn! Rise up, barren and reborn!
Go forth in peace, bring joy to the dawn, 
and grace, turn your face upon us.
--Jacqueline Goldfinger

We Toast the Days 
When the clock strikes twelve and another year has gone, I give a kiss to you
As remembrance of the past we have shared and the future yet to come.
We toast the days, both good and bad, the old friends and the new.
When the clock strikes twelve and another year has gone, I give a kiss to you.
While the night is long and the bitter cold has come, we lengthen our embrace
To sustain us as we mourn our regrets and the fear of days unknown.
We toast the days… 
As we stand on the edge of another bright new year, I take your hand in mine
With assurance of the courage we will find
and the hope that leads us on. We toast the days…

Many thanks to Saint Ann's Episcopal Church in Old Lyme and St. Peter's
Episcopal Church in Hebron for welcoming us into their space for these concerts.


